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an anthology of 21st Century Romanian poetry ant ol ogi e de poezie r
translated into English. The poets included in it tradusn “n | imba engl



were born between the years 1941 and 1983
Although they were all born in Romania, they
belong to two different worlds. This is a book of
two generations, divided by the fall of the Iron
Curtain. What keeps these poets together is the
awareness that they are all speakers of a small
| anguage: It could ©be

| anguage compl ex0d.

Quite a number of Romanian writers
migrated to Paris and the French language in the
course of time. After W orld War Il, English became
an even more desirable linguistic destination. It
makes quite a difference, though, if one writes
directly into a widely spoken language, or one has
oneds poetry transl ated
oneds mot her t oetry graafly. be
translated?

It must be said that the poets included in this
2014 Anthology are much more paraphrasable than
their predecessors. Something has happened to the
art of poetry, a rigorous art , which Paul VValéry once
welcomed thus: Une difiiculté est une lumiere. Un

sunt nnAascuTi “ntre ai
locuiesct o Ti " n Rom®©ni a, |
de fapt, “n aceastn
nAiscelib comunism i
postcomuni sm. Un Jlucr
Vor besc 0 | i mbn mi cr
complexul limbii romane.

Mul Ti scriitori ro
| i mba francezn [i caj
rnzboi mondaatdevaewgiothc
| i mbhA de destinaTie.
scriidirectintr-o | i mbn de mar ¢
este sn fii tradus “~n
poemul n Ilimba ta. Este oare poezia
traductibiln?

PoeTii ant ol acgshadni201:
sunt, din fericire, mai parafrazabili decat
confraTii lor din sec

poeticnhn a suf er i éryvenera
forma fi xn ~ n Upeodéfizultéees
une lumiére. Une difficulté insurmontable est
soleili Por Tia de &l umint



difficulté insurmontable est un soleii The 6
poetry today comes from its relaxed simplicity, and
this simplicity can be translated, indeed.

| nsi de e aCuphof l[pghteas Wes have
called it, the reader will mos t certainly find food for
thought. In order to make sure that English readers
will have a chance with these poems, the Romanian
translator has worked with an English-born poet.
The two translators of this selection have done their
best to stick to the textas closely aspossible.

It is our long-term aim to continue
translating selections of Romanian poetry into
English. We hope that in this way we can help our
readers find the answer to a simple question which
has been with us and our publications for qui te a
whil e now: what
in our times?

exactly

este simplitatea, iar simplitatea lor se poate
traduce.

Ce se ascunde in spatele acesteCup of
cel

Light, ce se afl A " n
poet, T | AhsAm pe ci
cOnt nreascnt odmrealde ac
sau strnduit sNnANn nu se
"ntotdeauna, formul a
ajunge |l a o variantn
l i mbn englezn a fost
taducntor rengi@n [ i un
Ne propunem sn Co
antol ogi . de poezi e
| i mba engl ezn, “n sp
sunt l a f el d e Contempoean
Literature Press n afl e r nspun
simpln: ce ~ ndnezaae &i? a

Lidia Vianu
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Angela Marinescu

(b. 1941)

Poezie maidanezhnh Vagrant Poem
mh weoalteTi, aman singur v you recognise me, | have only one left line
[ un singur vers drept and one right
din care ies viermii care se out of which worms climb,
ondul aTi [ irevocabil.i pe | winding and irrevocable, a noose
ce se balanseazn ca o monedhn that hangs like a coin,
cognitivistn (i psihanalizab cognitivist, psychoanalysable, from the wealth
din reTeaua sahginl ucitoare a in the bright network on my left
i a unei singurntATi out of a solitude
cu gura “nchisn ermetic whose mouth is hermetically sealed
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Di scurs deznndnjd Hopeless Speech
sh te lali compromis fizic allowing yourself to be physically compromised
de discursul monoton [ rigi by the rigid monotony of word of law
SA nu te poiAliacroldo ca p and not being able to reach that place
unde se rad pe pubis homosexualii where homosexuals shave their pubis
directcumadna “~ntoarsn ca un cuTi i with their own upside down hand like a knife
mai concret decat more concrete than
Pluton Pluto
Uranus Uranus
Loser Loser
Afrodita Aphrodite
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Amintirede medi ci ni stn Medical M emory
la autopsiile la care am participat in the autopsies | have witnessed
vulnerabilnhAn |l a frig vulnerable to the cold
cu ferestrele larg deschise in orice anotimp windows open wide in all seasons
de-a lungul anilor all through the years
ca studentn | a medicinn of learning medicine
cu formol ul éa@ml@dscolit de m our inept
noastre inepte and precise
[ precise hands agitating the formol
ca orice instrument tehnic like a technical instrument
aplicate direct pe mort probing the flaccid flesh
niciun cadavru nu a fost no dead body has been
mai aproape de perfecTiune closer to perfection
de revolta |lividn [Ii cenulie to livid and grey revolt
i de obscenitatea ulti mn and the ultimate obscenity
aceea care te mai Tine "~ n vi that keeps you alive beyond
lasfar [ i tul vieTii the end of life
ca poezia none closer than poetry
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loana leronim

(b. 1947)

Prietenilor To Friends
Mi-e ruline ¢chn sunt spani ol p | am ashamed that | am Spanish because of Franco
Mi-e ruline ¢chn sunt francez pi | am ashamed that | am French because of Algeria
m-e ruline chA sunt algerian | | am ashamed that | am Algerian because of France
m-e ruline cA sunt american | | am ashamed that | am American because of Bush, Iraq
i songele vArsat coOndva nt and the bloodshed once among brothers
m-e ruline ch sdanStabsnp&otal | am ashamed that | am Russian because of Stalin, Gulag
[ mai -alta,u una and recently of this and that
Mi-e ruline chn sunt german pe| | am ashamed that | am Gaman because of Hitler, clearly
[ Pol Pot se vede mai rar ' n (Pol Pot appears more and more seldom in the lists, but one
o cumplitn ruiine omeneasch is horrified, humanly ashamed, remembering)
m-e ruline cnAn sunftotemall wlz ip.ea | am ashamed that | am English because of football etc
mi-e ruline cnAf sasiacand weuntamarem, | am ashamed that | am Polishfi only when | am not proud
m-e ruline ¢cA sunt turc, tot:! | am ashamed that | am Turkish, but then there are Kurds...
m-e ruline cnhnasmuhtisaehchi cmt | am ashamed that | am Czech and allowed myself to be
[tot -al hi mmi e ffiozcwniiearersimi i ne stifled
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o ruline extremAnicnmdsrciundp @
momentul

sAi spele rulinea “n so©ngel ¢
dintotdeauna ¢]

m-e ruline c¢cA sunt -aom t ondporixr Toil
muntele pe care a s©ngerat |
bucATi i mai mici din Golgo
m-e ruline chA sunt indian pei
m-e ruline chA sunt macedoneal
mult

m-e ruline cnA sidunkimicSer eean d
m-e ruline chA sunt coreean d:i
coreeni de-ai lui Kim Ir Sen,

m-e ruline chA sunt s©rb, dar
m-e ruline cnA sunéeicthii ncehzd npeezi
m-e ruline chA sunt romO©n peni
course

iar acum, vai, toTi romoOni i
de neamulmeumi-e r ullii n@e©ne& mwimine

My Cup of Light
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(I am just as ashamed myselfii some say, who feel
shame in its extremity and hide weapons in pantries,
waiting for that moment

in which they wash away their shame with the blood of
traditional enemies)

| am ashamed that | am Orthodox or Catholic and | wedge
and split

the mountain on which Jesus bled i before others made
even smaller

pieces out of his Golgotha below

I am ashamed that | am I ndi
| am ashamed that being Macedonian | let the Greeks be
even more

I am ashamed that | am Kore
| am ashamed that | am Korean no matter where, as long as

Kim |r Sends Koreans remain
| am ashamed that | am Serbian, but... let me think
I am ashamed that I am Chin

| am ashamed that | am Romanian because of Ceasusescu,
Dracula of course
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i oricum fiecare a uitat cate ceva and now, God, all these Romanians all over the world...
Everyone: fill in the blanks! | am ashamed of my nation even when | am not ashamed
i but each of us seeks to forget something
| am ashamed because .......... [Everyone: fill in the blanks, wi
yours here!]
dar tu, dartu A tu, tu but you, but you i you, only you
tu, din neaanudmplnwt cparrme©nt ul you, whose nation filled the desolate earth with life and
de viaTn i bunntate kindness
tu el ti acest om, o0 nouh zi you are the man who begins the new day
azi today
cu primul tnu pas with your first step
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lon Mircea
(b. 1947)
¢cndrningosti Tii din Barcelona Lovers
in centrul catedralei in the centre of the cathedral
piaTeta unui ornilel the square of a little town
"n care oficialii vorbesc de where those in the know tell of an invisible cathedral.
oaspetele cel mai masiv a massive guest
luminade-af ar n the outside light
e-atata neintinare in penajul porumbeilor there is such purity in t
o fAinAn zerew se |l asn din c¢ superfine flour falls from the sky
peste clndir.i peste arbor.i p on buildingsont r ees on peopl eds
Zurui e ndel ung oscioarele ° small bones rattle echoing in the coffin of a small guitar
n timp ce fericirea nu mai incape in lume. while the world can no longer contain happiness.
sus pe un zid there at the wall
doi ndrhngosti Ti " mpletiTi ¢ two lovers wind into an 8.

e tarziu. la umbra lor
un cal orb
plange cu sudoarea depe gat.

late. in their shade
a blind horse
is crying sweat from its neck.
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Ampren ta

Ea mi-a fost totdeauna mult mai aproape
decat palmele mele, decat amprentele.

amprentele-mi |l ash acest dig, ace:cs
afarn, o
pe c©Ond bkasht nl Auntrul meu
acest pl ©ns mpietrit, ca un
ea-al il Asat amprentele peste t
eaesten mine i ar eu sunt mpr e]
pereTii, grndina,
aura inconfundabiln ®tomral ul

ale caselor. eu sunt imprejurul ei,
afarn, una din amprentele
amprenta acestui dig, acestui plans impietrit in materie.

ei

My Cup of Light
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Fingerprint

she has always been much closer

than my palms, my fingerprints.

my prints leave a dam, a stony wail of my being outside in
the matter,

but she leaves this dam inside me,

this stony wall, like a secret killing,

she has left her fingerprints everywhere in me.

she is inside of me and | am outside of her, all around her,
the walls, the garden,

the unmistakable halo of the town , the photon crowns

of houses. | am all around her,

outside, one of her fingerprints,

the fingerprint of this dam, this stony wail in the matter.
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(b. 1947)

Arsura The Burn
Carnea mea toatn este o | umc My flesh has become a candle
Dar eu suntunf lcaecrnrsnt rrmvtezi u, But | am a flame in a transparent sky,
Ca pnsninrile, mort Like dead birds,
Voi cOnt nri mai greu decOt v | will weigh more t han when alive.
Ochiul arzoeond se hrnAnneite di The burning eye feeds on wax
Li face un strop de roun fie and makes a few hot beads drip down
Odatn am [ tiut shA zbor, odat Once | learned to fly, once
D o v a dam, dar imi aduc aminte. | had proof, but | remember having flown.
Trupul meu intreg este o lumanare My whole body is a candle
Dupn ce se va fi scurs toathn All will pass into dust in the end
Li flacnra se va topi “~n alb The flame will melt into the blue
VeTi mai simTi o arsurn pe m And yo u will feel the burn on your hand.

My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry

2014

Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

Adrian Popescu

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2014



My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

18

Struguri Grapes
Dacn nu suntem |l a fel cu ver If we do not inhabit our verses,
l a ce bun sn mai scriem? what is the use of writing?
Eminescu Ii Rilke, Byron i Eminescu, Rilke, Byron and Mandelstam
au reulit. succeeded.
Struguri storli “n presele t Grapes squeezed in a timepress.
Dacn-l hupot “ncarna imaginile If we are not alive in our images
ce | e mai ramone poeTilor? what remain s of poets?
Roua [Ii cernelurile, Dew and ink,
Truda, simetriile ? Labour, symmetries?
Numai culoarea sangelui Blood is the only colour
N-o mai poTi Iterge din carte That candt be erased from a
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wait

wait

you say
dondt |
let it early
away

soul

soul is a ball of fire
enclosing memories
which do not

want

to lose the body
they hire

ate

t

hi
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Lidia Vianu
(b. 1947)

never

when all my roads
are closing down
you take me to this
never

town

hug

this tired day

at the corner of age
hugging your words
floating in that air
that mediterranean

open

you kicked a door open
in my mind

before

your

more

bench

the icon garden

my first place with you
with all these years gone
| am still looking there
for a bench to sit on

that balcony over the waves

that
you
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fist never told you edge
| warm my hands read joyce when there is no cell
at what we missed just read him when there is no body
feet in today with my eyes when | am on the edge
soul in your fist make sense when all sense dies you rise

read joyce with me just this once a wave

which should have been ago a sea

read what | never told you an ocean

find me before | go embracing me

while | plunge

my cup of light

share

my last cup of light
before we both
grow blank and
white
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|l on Zubal cu

(1948)

Secretul The Secret
iath secretul cel maia: bi ne p here is the best guarded secret in this world:
cuvintele noastre predeter mi our words predetermine reality
ce gOndeite creierul nostru what our brain think s shapes the way tomorrow goes
iar visele pot fii programat e and dreams can be programmed, did you know that?
mhnnoO©nci seara o turtn de pOoOi in the evening you eat salty bread
ca fetele de pe Valea lzei baked on embers in the oven
n noaptea de Santandrei sau de Anul Nou like girls in the Iza valley
C 0 a p ¢ jarul quptorului on Saint Andrewds night or
cel care ~Ti va aduce apn ' n he who brings you water in your dream
va fi ur si tul nunTi i tale vi wil I be your bridegroom
sarea din turtn cheamn visel the salt in the bread calls dreams and the one you dream of
| a6A" n mor Ti i [ umi i pe Ciora Forget Cioran and all the dead in the world
cCu sinuciderea | ui l entn ca forget his slow suicide, like a sunrise
dragostea luite-a ~ mbnt at cute destul n you got drunk on his love which was just so much death
alegeTi cu grijn cuvintele cu choose carefully the words you utter
schi-mbn ndei eibtaeghncepe sn te change them renew them begin to pray
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miracol ul nu se nt ©mpl n dec miracles only happen to those who believe in miracles.
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Cartea de trnit The Living Book
Doamne ¢c©t am putut rnAntnAnci p God how |1 dve r oamed arsoff oceaasc t i
sintactice meaning to save a few precious words from this shipwreck of
voind sn salvez c¢c©Oteva cacestein the world
lumi but today morning came holding out an open Bible
dar a venit dimineaTa zil ei and from Matthew 4.19 | understood that it is far more
i am “"nTeles din Matei 4,19 important to God
Domnul to save a few honest human beings at least
sn salvez mncar cO©Tiva oamen from the shipwreck of all the words in the world
din naufragiul cuvintelor lumii
intemeietorul Romei sunt eu. | am the founder of Rome.
Descoperitorul Americii sunt eu. | am the discoverer of America.
Inventatorul aeroplanului | am
i al | ocomoti vei cu aburi the inventor of the aeroplane
sunt eu. and of the steam train.
Am descoperit | have discovered
am intemeiat | have founded
am inventat. I have invented.
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Oboseala aceasta de sforiit The end of the world has me exhausted
VA rogosnnimél egeTi . please understand.
Nu Stop
ma i ridicaTi ochii spre cer looking up at the sky and
nu stop
mai cereTi. keeping on asking.
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|l oana CrAciunescu

(1950)
Delirul Delirium

Intemeietorul Romei sunt eu.

Descoperitorul Americii sunt eu.
Inventatorul aeroplanului

i al |l ocomoti
sunt eu.

vV ei cu aburi

Am descoperit

am Tntemeiat

am inventat.

sforiit

Oboseal a aceasta de

vAh rogosnnimél egeTi

Nu
ma i
nu
ma i

ridicaTi ochii spre cer

cereTi

| am the founder of Rome.

| am the discoverer of America.
I am

the inventor of the aeroplane
and of the steam train.

| have discovered
| have founded
| have invented.

The end of the world has me exhausted
please understand.

Stop

looking up at the sky and
stop

keeping on asking.
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Dumnezeu se ntoarce p God Rolls Over onto His Other Side
Orice, orice Anything, anything
numai sn vorbiTi despre mine so long as yau talk about me
orice, orice anything, anything
nici-un martor in insula aceasta thereds no witness on this i
mer eu ngheTat dinspre | ume thisworld i a shore thatoés al ways
pO©nt ecul mnrii “ngropat n z the seads womb buried in sno
pus sunt aici shA repar motoa i am here to repair boat engines
fArn noi mn meaninglessly
orice, orice Anything, anything
numai sn vorbiTi despre mine so long as you talk about me
orice, orice anything, anything
Paznicul lumilor The watchman of all worlds
Delireazn tot anul Raves all year round.
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Liviu loan Stoiciu

(b. 1950)
de ce why

decemam nAscut ~ n r -ofadiieidatgri i why was i born in romania, not in a family of tigers
din grndina zool ogi ch, at the zoo,
de ce aici, unde am ajuns, n why does nothing make sense here, where i have landed, and
luminadeacumsa nnscut din why
intunericul a ceea ce am fost eu 58 de ani, de datorci was this light born out of
capul, dach @u Tdumthspruaidnt e the darkness that was my life for 58 years, why are you
dsunt aici Ii acum fiindcn t turning

your head if i am ahead fi let me answer all that:

6i am here and now because i
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O bisericn mergnt Church on Wheels
Miresme vAtAmAtoare [ i difer Harmful odour s and various kinds of wanderings, even
cOnta | indcacalj un® din urmA o the cuckoo sang when he caught up with an
bi sericn neterminatn, pusn p unfinished church, placed on four wheels, full of quinces,
|l i mba scoash. tongue out.
Issa phrut cn are “n faTa ochi It seemed to him he was looking on his youthful grace
necunoscut a graTiei sale, d come back stronger from the unknown. Especially as he was
impresie under the deep
profundn, atwinciunuia sémediahbi i mpression of a veneriathathe t r i
caute o bisericn neterminathn should
se roage “n ea: c¢ch t A c-ieplae ki find an unfinished church on wheels and
Dumnezeu, deoarece i te ascu pray in it: since God hates long
silences, because you hide from him... When he
auns-o din urmn, a constatat c
neterminat n era o simplA cAruThn caught up with it, he realized that this u nfinished
care scO©rT©ia “"ngrozitor. Li church was merely a wagon pulled by horses,
fiind creaking terribly. You could not climb into it to pray, as
plinn vorf cu it was loaded with
tot felul de roade stricate, adunate la intamplare, ale acestor all kinds of the rotten fruit of this age, gathered at random.
vremuri.
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Having thus found himself aga
Reghsa tal eszat pe coada chAruT:q tongue.
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Nichita Danilov

(b. 1952)

Anotimp Season
Aceastn tristeTe sacrn a nor This sacred sadness of the clouds
zugrnvitn pe fereastrn. painted on the window pane.
Acestsfar [ it de secol This end of a century
"mproicat pe pereTi! splashed all over the walls!
Ca o apn grea se scurge pe s The evening flowing down streets like heavy water...
... Cine ne-a deschis in frunte aceste ferestre, ...Who opened these windows in our foreheads,
cine ne-a zidit in piept who built these
aceste scunde uli? secondary doors in our chests?
Prin mine umblu ca printr -un anotimp bolnav. | walk inside me as if in a diseased season.
Glasul mamei il aud prin zidul intunecat: I hear mothero6s voice from be
De ce ai venit aici, Why are you here,
pentru ce te-ai intors? why have you come back?
Pl e a c hat maiagtimp. ¢ Go, out with you while there is still time.
Gl asul fratel ui T aud stins I hear my el der Dbrotherds voi
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| efati mai repede din aceastn
i -maséingur

s h r exsimbramesd...

FeTele cui se pAstreazn aici
“n aceastn putredn | uminn de
O mie de capete retezate

alteaptn ce anoti mp?
BraTele cui voampfi semAnate
dinTii cui vor rnasnri din ia
Prin mine trec ca printr -un ciudat anotimp.

Cu Tea¥otickinmaiini , mn ntreb:
Dach am secer at

unde [i ce am secerat?

Li dacnhranddin, pe cine adun?
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Get out of this light as soon as you can
and leave me alone
to breathe in my own shadow...

Whose faces are preserved here,

in this putrid evening light?

What season are a thousand

cut-off heads waiting for?

Whose arms will be sown in the field,
whose teeth will grow in the grass?

| walk across myself as if | were some strange season.
Yorickds skull i n my hands,
If I have reaped

where and what was it | reaped?

And if | harvest, when, whom am | harvesting?
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Timp
l ubirea ta existn existn mi
pe strnzi trec Crilti disper
cu trupul “nfAlurat “n ziare
faceTi di n angeicuierde lemn pentridorbn s
Femeile “Ii despletesc pnrul
verde |l a geam “Ii rujeazhn
buzele albastre in baie
PAsnrile zbfoarn (i zboar
dinspre duminicn spre luni |
duc cleliti i ciocane n ghe
poartn “n cioc ochel ar/ [ p
Ziua de miercuri e ca un zar aruncat
i vinaemi nodnmii
ce mparte cnrTi de joc pent
lubirea ta va veni va veni imi spun
pe [ine detteam@mi i ti disper
cu trupul scnldat de recl ame
Caut#iisdinn echilibrul
unul dupnhn altul se prAbulesc
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Time

| tell myself your love is real

despairing Christs wrapped in

newspapers walk down the streets:

turn water into wine and blood into wooden nails for the
blind

Women let their green

hair down at the window paint

their lips blue in bathrooms

Birds keep flying all the time

from Sunday to Monday and back

they carry tongs and hammers in their claws
they bring glasses and hair wigs in their beaks
Wednesday is cast like a die

while Friday is a gloved hand

which deals you cards

| tell myself your love will arrive

Despairing Christs run down tramway lines
their bodies bathing in advertisements:

They try to keep their balance
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Tramvaiul vopsit intr -un galben strident and fall into the abyss one by one
icul oarea sfinucigalilor The shrill yellow tramway
gonel tuen “onrtal pusti u fi the colour of suicides fi
incare oameniiattr nn ca nilte tablour races across a deserted town
in cuiela@ pemaseé . where people hang like paintings
from nails forgotten in the walls.
Nu se wndmelee (i scaune
pe care stau animale ciudate All one can see is tables and chairs
cu patrumai n i [ patru picioare: on which strange four -armed and four -legged
din cupe de aur beau vin animals are seated:
de pe platouri de aur they drink wine out of golden cups
ciugulesc monezi I|i smochine pick coins and figs
Eu Tnsumi nu sunt decat from golden platters
un tablou pictat de mine: | am just my own
atarn pe un perete galben painting of myself:
mi il caéntde v hanging down a yellow wall

in the wind.
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Mircea Petean

(b. 1952)
Din ciclul Urzeli (poeme taois te) From the cycle Textures (Taoist poems)
XXX XXX
egali fluafmTi se cade we ought to be balanced and fluent
n oricare din zilele de peste an on every day of the year
marel e sforar sfoO©r©ie i se the big manipulator fumes and splutters like a samovar
mahalauasent i nde p©nn sub pnhAnduri the slums stretch far into the forests
toathn-achupza am privit munt el we have watched the mountain covered in snow all after noon
am desfhAcut nodurile am stin we untied knots we turned the lights off and then just like dust
ne-am surpat intr-o lume de dinainte de zei we crumbled into a world before all gods
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Dincicul ToTi anii acei From the cycle All Those Years
ieliseli “n comp deschis you had gone out into the field
cOnd pe datn | umeia se rupse when all of a sudden the world broke into two
de o parte ceata celor cu wur on one side a group of people with dead stinging nettles at

,

the buttonhole
on the other a group with thistles in their shoulder belts

i tabnra celor cu scaiefTi

de toTi te apropia depnrtare
distance brought us closer to them all
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Eugen Suciu
(b. 1952)
Temperament ortografie hazard A rugby la Temperament Spelling Hazard i Rugby -tackle
prinTesn the Princess

Luna ur meazn soarele The moon follows the sun

ca o traducere francezh like the French translation

dintr-un poet rus of a Russian poet
Eu nu fumez nu beau I dondt smoke dondot drink
nu sunt nerulinat | m not shamel ess
zice dracul the devil says
zice rAaToiul flalnetn the organ-grinding drake says
nu fumez [i beau | dondt dodiokke dond
zice oralul the city says
Zice pisica cerului the sky cat says
zice basmul negru the dark fairy -tale says
pe grani Ta asta subTire along this thin border
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viaTa [ cinismul life and cynicism have been marching
mhari Al ui esc de o vreme shoulder to shoulder
umnr | a umhr for a while
nerulinate shamelessly
ca luloteala peltilorilor ja along the whispers of little Japanese fish
din bigudiurile doamnei within the | adyds curl ers
(de patru ierni |l a mine “n c (in my room, fo r four winters,
lumina the light
scuipn cheaguri de s©nge) has been spitting blood clots)
da ziceingerul da yes, the angel says, yes
dar wuite nici poemul nsta but, see, this poem
nu se repede does not jump at you
sfAli mAnO©nce mOinile to eat your hands, either
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Cooperativa artn 1|1 The O0Art and-oPeeai $VeE
sau despre oboseala de a continua o anume fericire or about Being Too Tired to Go on with  One
Particular Happiness
Cunosc un calorifer posac. | know a sullen radiator.
Pe mine nu mn mai vVviziteazhn Only poetry and fear
dec©t pspamai a | i come visit me these days.
la 30 de ani at thirty
“ncn mAn fascineazn marile te | am still fascinated by the great themes:
i ubire. urn. singurntate. love. hate. solitude.
la 30 de ani at thirty
cineva in lacrimile mele someone hammers
izbelte cu ciocanul at my tears
pAnianjenul din col Tul camere the spider in the corner of the room
iar mA iubelte cu voce tare loves me aloud again
sunt oralul | am the city
|l ocuit de o pisicn neagrhn inhabited by a black cat
pecarenumaiamchds-o r Asf AT that | no longer feel like spoiling
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la 30 de ani at thirty
“ncn mai scot femeia din mOn | still pull a woman out of my sleeve
fiindcnAn acum [tiu ce e viaTa because now | know what my life is:
70 |l a sutn aphn 70 percent water
i 30 la sutn and 30 percent
nevoia de a sufla in urechea Ofeliei the urge to whisper something witty
o vorbnhn de duh i n Opheliads ear
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Andrei Zanca
(b. 1952)

I M @hdupsé detnoi.

So

forests remain, farther and farther away from us.

doar strnzile, casel e only streets, houses
caunghiauneima ni trudite, mhA “~nso accompany me

like a fingernail on an exhausted hand
oriundem-al opri, pretutindeni wherever i might stop, everywhere,
durereami-a f ost busoln pain is my compass

pe-acest drum, mereu

r name o neumblare
reintorcandu -ne

mi r eas ma

de mul t | uat n

rozel or
de

din grnhAadina
ape, o tand

always, along this way

forever unwalked
given back to me

the scent of roses in the garden
the waters flooded long ago, belated
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intar zi atn, timpul tenderness, time
asediat de besieged by
timp time
atatt de ulor trece totul. everything goes by so easily.
v i a Taade lesné life. so easily
am fost was i
uitat forgotten
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nNu mai e |l esne sn mori
“n i mba maternn, ni mi c

nu poate fi schimbat in memorie
amintirile sunt definitive

di nspre o nsi
doar iertarea

-

iertarea |i gratitudinea

r n énterintr-o devenire dinspre care
se poate spune:sunt aici

ncnh faind azi, c
nu mai e ulor
sn te stingi
in graiul

matern

ngur
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Today

itds no |l onger
in your mother tongue, nothing
remembered can be altered
memories are final

easy

yet from the peace of loneliness
there is forgiveness
forgiveness and gratitude

mirrored by becoming
so: lam here still,
today, when
itds no |
to perish

in your mother
tongue

onger easy
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Mari an Drnghi ci

(b. 1953)
sunt wun cal cnzut "~ n fOnNnt©nn i am a horse that fell in a well.
intr-o f©nt ©nn seacn din Bal cani in a dry well in the Balkans.
zil e ntregi am baetabsta. | a tro i wailed for days with my trumpet because of it.
zile intregi am urlat de plans la trompeta regimentului for days on end i howled desperately with the regimental
pO©nnA noaptea tOrziu trumpet
pO©nn-awmi al bit pnrul [ unghi i | until late into the night
zonel e erogemedlau efsricchu td epl@1 o until my hair and fingernails were pale and broken

e un dulap cu stafie

[ i naascaitat nimeni

doar cocolul chs it abl A de pe
cu scOr TOitul lTui metalic
atat de plat

de tncut .

*%k%

“n ce mA privelte

my erogenous zones flickered open, this man
is a closet with a ghost inside

and no one heeded me

only the sail of weathercock on the roof

with its flat metallic

silent

creak.

*k%k

it seems to me
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nam dec©t sn mor de f oame
intr-o f ©nt ©nn sed&@cn din Bal cani
dacn | aadastcaul. m
nam dec®©t sn mn cutremur de |
singur cu cocolicmlshnde tablnn d
noaptea in lumina lunii
doar-doar
va dispnrea viziunea
unei gnhleTi cobor®©nd “n font .
plinA cu ochi omenelt:i
zbieretele plozilor de | apte
pieile jupuiTilor de vii at©
nsta nu. e poem
e o0 trapn deschisn
princareintru-n pnmont de ruline de
mn f a-micmi c
de specie mn dezi c.

e o fOnt ©nn seacn din Bal can
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i may as well starve
inside a dry Balkanic well i
if that is all i was good at.

i may as well cry bitterly into my trumpet

left alone with the sheetmetal weathercock on the roof
at night in the moonlight

then maybe

it will go away, this vision of a bucket

lowered into the well

full of human eyes

of the shrieks of babies wriggling on dilapidated walls
of raw skins hung out to dry on mulberry branches.

this is no poem.

it is an open trap door

through which i squirm with shame with fear
i shrink into myself

i deny my species.

it is a dry well in the Balkans

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2014



My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

45
am chzut “"n ea ca prostu cu i fell into it foolishly wit
f-acum cnhn armele tac and now, when the guns are silent,
stau i cont la trompetn. I sit and play the trumpet.
nu mai bocesc. i no longer wall
nu mai urlu. i no longer howl.
deasupra cerul cu stele plin above me the starry sky is full of human eyes
o stafie albn pe deal "~ n sus a white ghost up the hill
hnt departe pe cashn so far away from home
cocolul de tabla 9a@mToie I the weat hercock creaks and d
atat de plat so flatly
de tnhAncut . so silently.
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Paul Vinicius

(b. 1953)
eaif care fncuse din mine shefi who had turned me
un fel de japonie into some kind of japan
ciufulithn de o bombnhn atomichnh ruffled by an atomic bomb
ea era un fel de japonie she was a kind of japan
“n miniaturn in miniature
i se ascundea sub un flutur and she was hidden behind a yellow moth.
nNi meni nu [tia de unde vine. nobody knew where she came from.
ea era simplnAn i snAnracnh; she was simple and poor;
nu avea dec©t frumuseTea she had only the beauty
unei biserici of a church
nepictate. left unpai nted.
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eafl care m-a privit she il in crow silk
din mhibraceaiat e glancing at me
felul in care frigul how cold it is
terminn treaba at the receiving end
unei priviri trecntoare. of a passing glance.
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copilul cu fluturi galbeni child with yellow moths
i dinte de |l apte and milk tooth
tunumai el ti . you are no more.
cui sn T spun whom can i tell
de verdele trist about the sad green
al acestei paduri subTiri of this thin forest
de vivaldi? of vivaldi 6s?
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"nt ©mpl area cu mMOi ni [ picio an incident with hands and feet
numi t 1 om called man
ceintamplaremi-am gnsit fi eu snA fiu what an incident i have chosen to be fi
“n loc sn fi rfmas “n banca m better | had minded my o wn business
“n loc sn fi rimas o privelil better | had remained a lovely image
a tristeTii care sunt. of the sadness that is me.
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cincizecilidoi fifty two
acum vreo zece dounzeci treiz some twenty thirty years ago
l uam eu viaTa ~n mOini i took my life in my own two hands
i zdronc! and bang!
cu ea deil pnmont i flung it to the ground A
i uite and look
c N rawspan. it didndt break.
acum o port cu mare nowi 6m handl ing
cufoar t € mare grijn with utmost care
ca pe o mireasn [ubredhn like a fragile bride
i uite and look
ch tot curge nisip din ea. at all the sand spilling out of it.
oh oh
mare e puterea ta bless your power
vrabie sparrow
salcamule acacia
coOrti To. mole.
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Gabriel Chifu
(b. 1954)
In somn In My S leep
(o viziune) (a vision)

cerurile -asommu chzut e skies had fallen in my sleep
apelecipoceau adormite [ el e. waters rippled sleepily.
eu mn ridicasem de | a pAmont , i had taken off,
ala suspendat dormeam [Ii eu, i was sleeping in midair,
visam dreaming
un cO©mp nemhrgini-t of an endless field
pe care treceau miriade de furnici. of countless scurrying ants.
el e “1i croisern cnrare they had made their way
printre firele de iarbn col os across an expanse of grasses,
o chrare de |l a ierusalim poO©nhn a path from jerusalem into my brain.
fecare furnicn purta “n spate each ant carried on its back
cOte o fAr©mn de zi d. a tiny piece of wall.
desfAcusern cetatea “'n pnr Ti they had divided the city into infinitesimal specks
i vemeaecs Adeascnhn “'n creieru and were bringing them to rebuild it inside my brain.
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apoi a sunat ceasul, tornadhn then the alarm bell, tornado,
i -ame trezit toTi. and all of us woke up.
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Oral ul meu My City
acesta e oralul meu, numai al this is my city, all mine.
casele, transparente, nu au the houses, transparent, have no doors
iar “n fiecare dintre ele mn and i see myself inside them all.
merg pe strnhnzi i strAzile su i walk down the streets, the streets are alive,
“Ii schimbhAn configuraTia, mn they change shape, ke@ taking me
mereu “n altn parte. somewhere else.
ajungpeunpod: malul cel nl alt nu exi st i come to a bridge: the ot
dincolo de pod nimic nu e. thereds nothing beyond the
caut biserica,nr0 gnB8 esc i d®dm | ooking for the church,
biserica e lichidn i curge. the church is liquid and it flows.
c©Tiva c©ini aleargh spre ini a few dogs are running towards the still -bleeding,
nch palpit©nd, a unui nger . still -beating, heart of an angel.
nici zi, nici noapte fi itds neithem day nor night
doar raza fascinantn a mor Tii thereds only the fascinati:|
dinvel e prAbulelite un cuvont a huge word is hurled from the skies,
ne face praf i pul ber e smashes us to pieces
pe mine i oralul meu. me and my city.
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Deni sa Comhnescu

(b. 1954)

cntre pieptene 1| Between the Comb and the Mirror
Poate ¢chn “ntre pieptene [i oc Between the comb and the mirror
“Ti scuipi melancolia you may be spitting your melancholy
ca pe 0 jumntate de mAr putre out like a rotten half apple.
Pendulul exact al machiajului The precise pendulum of your makeup
aratn or a shows the time
cOnd mO@inile “Hirbambldaipe faTl while your hands touch a m
ca peste o hartnh necunoscutn like an unknown map
i orele de conversaTie cu vr it shows the hours of conyv
(acolo unde nimeni nu are curajul cuvintelor) (when no one dares to speak)
ora cO©nd “ncn mai <c¢crezi the hour when you still believe
ch marea e o vulpe albastrn the sea is a blue fox
ce se guUdukrihnfe picioarele fawning and licking at your feet
i ora co©nd extazul ani mal the hour when animal ecstasy
t e p o anrmuzee de cai... takes you to horse museums...
CnlAtoreiti de fiecare datn Each time you travel
o jumntate de staTie half a stop
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ste always half a stop

obligatoriu o jumntate de
for half a rotten apple.

pentru jumntatea de mnr putr e
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Privind stejarii din f Gazingatthe Oak-t r ees i n

¢n amurgul acesta mn nt orc At thi s sunset | return
“"ncnhn o dathnh nspre tine once again to you
m-al rupe tinereTea ca pe o r 6d tear my youth |ike
al -dahrann peitilor and feed it to the fish
dacn inima ta ar mai bate if our hearts were still beating
ala comOseeite pAmMONt ul as steadily as the earth turns.
PuTine lucruri au rAmas: Little is left:
pnl Ari a the hat
din care bunica ~1Ii ncr opi s e grandma kept as if it were her church
chibritul the match
aprins sub nacela paAarinTilor struck under the nacelle of my floating parents...
Voi veni I 811l come

nainte cdisaaialgé sn before the sun touches
faTa your face
i sA no uasmé micoi o without leaving a trace
unde au fost ochii tni where once your eyes were.
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Traian T. Colovei
(19542014)
cndeajunsul de vi Life Enough
Vremea marilorplois-a sf ©r | i t, catepitge me The era of rain is over, the time of martyrs has melted on
ruguri. stakes.
Timpul zborului rdnduniciis -a i spr Avi t: ni ci Thedayswhen swallows flew are over: it is just as bad for

nu le merge mai bine.

Tr Ai e sotumé pe tare nu 0 cunosc.

Ni ci mhcar capitalele ei [ ter
Acesta este un sforiit din ce
Este nceput ul unei mari desc¢g
chiardesphAr Tirea cu toate ar gume
frunzelor,
cum ar fi ingroparea mortului, cum ar fi norii

care nu se mai ’
Din aceastnh secetn de cuvinte

the wolves.

I live in a world | do not know.
| even ignore its capitals, all erased from the face of the earth.

This is an endless end.
It is the beginning of a total separation even missing
separation itself, and all its arguments: like leaves falling,
like burial of the dead, like clouds no longer

able to bring rain.

From this drought of words, nothing is born.
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Dinaceast h secetn de cuvinte, d: Fromthisdroughtof words, the desert climbs to the roof
iar fantanile sunt pline de copiii setei de a fi fost. and wells are full of chidren, of a thirst for having existed.
Plinn de nisip este gura mea. Mymouthisful | of sand... not dust or powder.
Pline de nisip cuvintele car e Wordsare full of sand, they crumble in the wind!

Am “ndeaj uns v Cpotsnurigpentrtamine.ar e & | have aged enough. Others may die for me now.
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OspnATul

ce fOntO©Onil e
s-a dicat pAmMOnNnt ul
Ma i apoi,
dansau pe

secat
rnzbunnto
findei cudutel hangot

Dupn au

roi
jAratec |Ii priveau

ma i
s e

BAatr ©nul Aerostate nu
de fOnt ©nil e din care
ca dintr-un izvor subteran: acum ingenuncheau
“n faTa cuvintel
ei ma i sur zi dir

bucatelor nevorbitoare.

ave
nNNns-c

iar ponn i ¢

"mbelliugate.
nesnhtul e de

me s ei

mor Ti i mc

“nvinl
Umi nos

cel or
tor ul I

soart a
Vi
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The Feast

After the wells ran dry

the vengeful earth rose up over the houses.

Then came lads with knives of flame about their necks:
they danced on live coals and gazed into the brightness
in the dark.

Old Aerostate had no more words to offer
they had risen from the wells as if
from a subterranean spring: now they knelt

in silence before the words
even the most deaf among the deaf speechless

at the sight of food.

At the head of a plentiful table.
Before death, hungry for death.

There was the fate of the defeated and rght there with
them the bright promise of the feast.
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De-ar veni

De-arveni,de-ar veni un pelite roiu

ochiii dlei asicoasthn din oceanu

spune-mitr ei dorinTe, trei vise ask me
to make
up with one

De-arveni,de-ar v eni o maree “nal't

sh ne ia de pe ThArm, snin ne ¢

[ ca seminTe fArA me malsandgn s

vastul pantec womb

De-ar vemi emofrannh, o faTn strn

sn ne priveascn ' n

absorbim,

gurile de gura ei vastn sh n huge blue eye

albastru retreat and rest...
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Magda Carneci
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If only, if only a small red fish would come
show his golden eyes above the apathetic ocean

t hree shes,

If only, if only the tides would come, burning
to wash us off the shore, to take us, wrap us
and bury us like amnesiac seeds in its warm bosom, its vast

If it came as an enormous face, a shining face
ochi, “n to look us in the eye, to draw us into its blinding mirror,
to make us press our mouths to its vast lips, and into its
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sn ne retragem, sn ne odi hni
De-ar veni, de-ar veni orice, oricine, ceva, cineva,

o razh de Il uminh neagrh, ap:t
narcotichnh,
un nou frison, O noun neldni

altfel de lume,
de-ar veni un alt om, un alt creier de-ar veni un gand

care @émdenaesogn pe teTde nosn

abol easch

cind vom “ncet a, uni ver s,

i sA dormim...snA muri m.
| maginar é

suf
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If only, if only something, someone, anything, anyone
would come,

a ray of dark apocalyptic light, an effervescent narcotic
toxin,
a new shiver, a new anxiety, a leap into a different world,

if only there could be another man, another wisdom, a
new thought
to think us all  to deliver us from ourselves, to abolish us

and we cease, universe, souls, if only we could endure the
birthing pain

to sleep... die... sleep... to rise again into Imagination...
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Nu vor fi celcuTe fine de Ch
ni ci petale de [ ofran pe un
Broalte Testoase de Gal apago

ci mai muTe
chplorul

ni pantecac d WKr esat @c¢

Nuvomalunganor i i de ploaie radio
i nici o urialn sfern de f
Nu ne vor “nfige electrozi a
pri marn

ni ci nNu ne Vvor nmul Ti pe al
Nunevorcablapeuni i cu al Ti i l a co
la miliardele sale de monitoare

Pe care shA se vadnhn nalterea
ntreaga planetn

Nu ne vor vrea decat Binele.

lar noi, omizi tinere Tn labirinturi aseptice

chut nd di sper aleexperimeaticripto-eelest i
sub lumina orbitoare a milio
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Postmodernist Manifesto

There will be no fine China cups with steaming opium tea
no saffron petals on an old stone Indian altar
No Galapagos turtles will be distilled i nto soup
no dwarf monkeys will be trained to sing when their little
heads are gently crackedopen
We will not drive radioactive rain clouds over the Sahara
no huge fire ball will be planted in Greenland
No one will stick bitter electrodes into our t ongues in
primary school
no one will choose us for multiplication in small glass jars
No one will wire us together and plug us in to the universal
computer
with billions of screens
To show the birth of a new religion simultaneously at all
points arou nd the globe
They will only want
We, young caterpillars in sterile mazes,
frantic to find a way out of the great crypto -celestial
experiment

what 0s
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Tot nu ne vom transforma ' n under the blinding light of millions of suns, millions of bytes
hotahe sn se “nal Te, sn zboar Will not transform into translu cent creatures
Ci, ca de mnandaculuidaCoioradmi g destined to soar, to swim the skies of more merciful cosmos.
liric, postistor i ¢ [ i predivin Like worthy descendants of the lyrical, posthistorical,
Vom lua cu asalt pereTii | ab predivine Colorado beetle

indreptandu-n e

victorioli,

ordonat

We will assail the laboratory walls
and head, in victorious formal order, for the kitchen.
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lon Mur el an
(b. 1955)
Senti ment ul-odnrcriiuimn® mtir A Sense of the Sea in a Small Pub
Ea stn pe genunchi ul I ui L a S h e 6 919 o hig kheie. At every move
scaunul TipA sub ei ca un pes the chair creaks under them
aMor Ti i @i zickel din ¢arad Thicand, O Hel | difhe sayslatitimes,o
dar bnAnrbatul ecu nbafrabfha cleo ri andu but the bearded man facing h
(Cotul p @& amacsai ,o nscoi cn | a ur ¢ (Elbowon the table, a seashell behind his ear).
BArbosul aude doar wun vui et d Thebearded man only hears the sea, the wavesand he and
se clatinn n bntaia valuril o thetable
rock gently, out at sea.
Acumméana | ui se alezn grea pe c Nowhishand weighs heavy on her thigh.
Bhnrbosul se apleacn f[iisimcui pn Thebearded man bends and spits as if he had drunk sand.
Mana urcn | i urcn. Acum el " The hand goes higher up. Through her dress, his forefinger
pubi sul rotund i tare ca un touches
aMor Tii éf zideevelaTnLi her round pubis, hard as a wooden egg.
aElti grea, nevastn, otreci pe O0Heolfl afi hesays. &ndthen
6Youdre heavy, wife, sit on
CONTEMPORARY
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Ea se ridicn iar bnrbosul o d
Ltiechimeta facedniéc¢nciDeavggdestci She stands up while the bear
rochia She knows it, because her nipples sting. As if he had set fire
cu o |l ampnhn cu benzinn. Apoi d toherdresswitha gaslighter. Then harsh fingers

strang carnea moale dintre coap: squeezethe softflesh between the thighs. Just. Once.

BArbosul priveite departe. Pr The bearded man | ooks into t
mascheazn red curtain hanging

intrarea la WC. Cand draperiasemi | ¢cA, vine un at the entrance to the toilet. When the curtain moves, heavy
alge. scents of seaweed float.

Draperia fluturn ca o zdreanT Thecurtain waves like a thin cloud far out at sea at dawn.
aMor Tii éfizideevomdh cntre fem O0Hel | @ ftheaanltdllsfthee &oman.

Aude i bArbatul cu barbn. aS The bearded man hears that.
soarele nostrubi znacre rmuniradartrudn themansaysih 6 our sun i sndt up yet
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Despre zei
Ei duc “"n mGlnh obiecte stup
Ei infuzeazn ~n aeu metproitwvael
nimic.
Peo razn, hai sn zic, de zec
e un soi de stO©ngncie amninru
un strat subTire de stupidi
Cerul, deasupraa oscthriruzZi ide be
deeun verde spnl hAcit, spre au
Cu-0 g nur i cmlocdesaager h
in mijloc.
Teal t epTi -ndicd icoplhi pprest e gar d
mii de copii sn “1Ii ridice
sh te maimuTrernedscrehip,
i chicotind cu glasuri sub
sarunce “nspre tine mii de
Dar lucrurile, mai ales, sunt umilite: brusc,
par obiectedemuz eu uitate "~ n | atri
cond simTi cn Ti se face mi
o miln nesforliitn ~Ti e de
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On Gods

They carry stupid objects.

They inject contradiction into the air: nothing matches.
For ten metres or thereabouts around them

there is something akin to a bitter awkwardness,

a thin layer of stupidity.

S

The sky above the streets i
pale golden green,

instead of the sun, a blacksmall hole

in the middle.

At any moment you expect thousands of children

to pop up their heads from behind hedges

and pull faces at you, all kinds,

and swear at you

snickering in shrill voices.

But mostly, thereds the humi

it seems they are museum pieces relegated to the privy.

When you feel pity for objects,
endless pity for yourself,
you can be certain you have seen a god
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and that he saw you too while passing
and forgot you in the same instant.
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Marta Petreu
(b. 1955)

Teze despre creier Theses on the Brain

Mer euanrenne zonnh neprotejat n: Thereisalways an unprotected area: a dance on the optic nerve

o chTea cancl smbazapdadn a bitch with its tongue buried deep in the snow
protestul retinei l a | umi na the retina objecting to sunlight
aorta ce picurn ritmic the aorta dripping rhythmically
Forma rotundul frigidul senzuale sub ploaie Shape circle frigid sensuous in the rain
Cat putem trnAi " nif wrupufrietéd cu How long can we live at one with this terror? fi the smooth body
c o p irajdial cgvantului hoof stable of the word
Nu uitaTh pproiviinrcé al asprn Do not forget the look i provincially harsh
auzul “ncnhnpntor al mar i onet thewelcoming ear of the puppet
aceastn piele somol entn por thissleepy skinthe glass pores
Umilitor de singur creierul Humiliatingly alone, my brain gazes at itself
in reliefuri externe in the external shapes it sees

* *
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Maril e ansambluri se rotesc Largeenesmbles rotate without miracles
Preghnt icifplumd i r ul Bring the plumb -line
pentru amintirile mistificate in actul vorbirii  fi for all memories mystified by acts of speech i
singurntatea din cnanrTi are bookish solitude has decent synonyms
|l atn creierul meu obosind ~ Here is my brain growing tired in scholarly whims
creierul meu camuflatinr-o  mAnui A de box mybrain hidden in a boxing glove
creierul meu | unecos pocni n myslipperybrain bursting like the skin of a mare
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Nemaiiubitoare inima No Longer Loving Heart
AmuTinte maur i l e lucrnari al e f The important acts of creation are mute
t A c i tuerurile quiet A objects
nimic nu mai vorbelte nothing speaks any more
Un soare alb ca o lunn de cz¢ A white sun like a cardboard moon
un soare de doi bani l umi nee a cheap sun lights the landscape
"ntinderea aceasta prnabulitr this space fallen into itself
Un lucru de nimic este i Ir My no longer loving heart is as useless
Pentr up ébretzrntdh rAu se deschide Operning to darkness and evil at the fall of death
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Matei Vilniec
(b. 1956)

Corabia The Ship
Corabia se scufunda ncet noi ziceam The ship sank down slowly we said
i ce dacn se scufundnA cor a so what if the ship sinks and we also
ziceam orice corabie se scu said any ship can sink
intr-o zi laigeam endirdl ¢ r one day and we shook hands
ne |l uam rnAnmas bun and said goodbye
dar corabia se scufunda aét de incet but the ship was sinking so slowly
inct dupn zece zile noi cei that after ten days those of us who had
ne-amdatma ni l e “ncnAn ne priveam shaken hands were still looking at each other
rul inafTi i himizasta-e am nu ashamed and said never mind so what
o corabie care se scufundn a ship which sinks more slowly
darpann | a urmn s-e scufundh i still sinks in the end
dar corabia se scdunda atat de incet but the ship was sinking so slowly
inct dupn un an “ncnhn ne era that a year later we were ashamed
noun cel eemdatrad @i he | i we who had shaken hands and
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“n fiecare di mi gewmdn i el eam
mnsuram apa hm nu mai e mul
scufundn “ncet dar sigur

dar corabia se scufunda att de incet

incdt dupn omviatm de o

mai i el earm uwunull c i priveam
cerul T i mnAsaéarnaena mapdai ni idisncTri
i spuneam asta nu e o cor a
aste e o...

asta e o...
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every morning we would file out
consider the water level hmm not long now
it sinks itds slow but

but the ship was sinking so slowly

that after a lifetime we would stil |

file out one by one and consider

the sky and the water and grind our teeth
and say this is no ship

itds a.

itdos a.
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Al teptam “nvierea We Expected a Resurrection of Flowers
Al t ept am ‘anmuluiffleaiea c uv | waited in front of the word flower
cu un buchet de garoafe ofilite in man n holding a bunch of withered carnations
ftiam din sursn sigurn cn ~ |l knew for sure the fl owers?od
urma sn se producnhn “n ur mnt was due within the next 24 hours
“n spatele meu “ntreaga flo behind me the whole horizon of flower
mirosea a mort, a putreziciune smelt like a corpse, rotten,
a petale cnlcate “n picioar a mass of petals, foottrodden
eram mii de oameni acolo we were there in our thousands
a | t aapinvierea florilor expecting the resurrection of flower s
[ ticiimn sursnA sigurn chA flori | knew for a fact that the flowers
urmau sn “nvie “n urmntoare were to rise again within the next 48 hours
cu mor Ti i nu era sigur, ei not so certain for dead men, they had longer to wait
dar florile de pe mormintele lor but the flowers there on their graves those
urmau sn “nvie “n urmntoare were to be resurrected within the next 3 days
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Carmen Firan

La orizont

In fiecare zi oceanul aduce la mal altceva

Teste mGncate de corali, al
vieune.i nave blestemate r ©Ov
scoici al blei [turiiesrt@nTdeua

i lemne “nnegrite de somn
meduze cu pidcd emr awpnfil aat it r a\
trupul meu t @nngt i"onlcrhicu “~g@t

i trimislidecrnauutte snfor ocul " r
iar Tn alte zile oceanul nu mai aduce nimic

vapoarele cu burta plinnAn pl
pe |linia orizontului subTia
ca i cum ~ mpelamGamnpaeghei c
ca [i-acuiminsa noaptea

nainte ca ziua snA se sforli

(b. 1958)

On the Horizon

Every day the ocean would bring something new to the shore
skulls eaten by corals, seaweed tangled in some

shipwreck of a cursed boat first desired then abandoned
white seashells whistling with sadness

and wood dark with sleep

medusae whose skin swelled with their own poison

my young body enclosed within a bottle with a cracked neck
sent long ago to find its fortune out at sea

while on other days the ocean would bring nothing more
ships with full bellies would sail carefully

at the thin horizon

as I f somet hi
as if night were falling
before day ended.

were happeni

ng

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

75
Snrbntoarea din u Last Celebration
Cu c©t Itii mai mult cu at © Themoreyouknow
ai nevoie de mai puTine cuv the fewer words you need
cu cat te scufunzi mai adanc the deeper you sink
“"nTelesul fuge 1 mai depar the farther away meaning goes
cerul “1li crapn cortina the curtain of sky cracks open
i te lasn sA vezi printre and all you can see in its fleshy clouds
doar c¢c©Ot denbidnaurteial nd ee an etre ° is how futile it is this impatience for home
unde toate te vor alteapta where nothing you expect has changed
acelali Adam “n haine noi s the same Adam in new clothes the same vanity will welcome
Evele cu pAarul tAiat [i amb seduction
se antreneazn pentru camufl Eves with cropped hair and swollen ambitions
acel eali l egi, vinovaTi fnr train themselves to hide every sin
ti crmlralTiiaTi 1l a grAamadn de 2z thesameinnocent culprits
forgiven scoundrels piled up in heaps on the day the empire falls
e gol “"mpnAratul sunt goi ocC

the emperor is naked the eyes of he who gets to see are vacant
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Liviu Georgescu

ma i V 0

Cenula ne poartn s©Ombetel e

cronicile nu mai vor sn ne
voievozi.i nu mai ctitoresc
leac.

Nu mai vor shA nlespdrtedefvremit at
de copite barbare, de vicl
de clevetitorii -n simbrii.

Nu mai v-adune sa8elenuiioarele ce gem
sparten pnmoGnt . Uite cum am a
copile,

cu bandaje (i corpe,

SN nu sO©ngereze,

snNn nu ledlearea sad@milor In ciuturi, surato.

S-au ascuns copiii-n armuri.
Sau stricat cucuruzi
Limbile ceasului nu mai clipesc.

sub

(b. 1958)

Annals Will No Longer Protect Us

Ashes hate and envy us, brother,

annals will no longer protect us,

leaders no longer build, and, see, snow dies helplessly outside.
Dust will not bear with us any more, father, burdened as it is with
time,

barbarian hoofs, moon cunning,

paid slanderers.

Those buried broken moaning urns will no longer

keep our bones. Look, child, how | have attached poplars to the
horizon

with bandages and rags,

for fear they should bleed,

for fear the acacia flowers should shed tears in buckets, sister.
Children have hidden behind armour.

Corn has decayed under bridal veils.

The clock hands are still.
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And mother ties them to rainbows with hempen ropes,
for fear the flood should kill us all. With her dreams, she ties us to

the clouds.
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Pe jumntate Half
cngenuncheat “n spniAnrtura fr Kneeling in the crack of the fresco
pe jumntate afarn, half out,
braTul sthAntea rezemat ~n su arm resting on a speat,
gatul pe secure. neck on an axeblade.
Pieptul alinta venirea shge The breast stroked the coming arrow
i aerul mur mura rugnciunea and the air whispered a prayer.
Rugul se ruga de stele sn p The stake begged the stars to acget
trupul “nfAlurat “n flAchAri the body wrapped in flame.
Fricaseascunsese "~ n meiul mu Cc e ( Fear hid itself in the rotting millet.
Sufletul trecea raul cantand. His soul forded the river, singing.
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Adrian Alui Gheorghe
(b. 1958)
Ceremonia ceaiului Tea Ceremony
In timp ce n dreptul ferestrei norul se innegrea While the cloud darkened at the window
Ca oarslcinef de “"nger “ngropati Like an angel ds skull buried i
Tu puneai ap#ail @rfeigéittei ¢a <  Youwere boiling water for my tea.
Apa scotea mici Tipete, al a Thewaterletoutsmallcries, and | imagined how heaven was
din aburul adunat made:
de la atatea piei asudate de privighetori out of the steam coming
care dntau o missa solemnis lanesér | i t , from so many sweaty nightingale skins
saucareingnau pur | i si mpl u as they sang unwillingly an endless missa solemnis
fi pentru o noapte om. or simply hummed their impossibility of
being human for one night.
Ni manuwi esute indiferentn cl No one is indifferent to th e passage of time,
Nici clipei “nsnhAnli care se Not even time which sees itself
Pesinetecin d. Apa fi er bea. Nor u I n passing. The water boil ed.
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Oamenii n-au bucurii multe. Trec liviziunulpel ahgn a Humans have few joys. They pass one another unseen
MAcinaTi de adevAruri final Consumed by final truths. The tea ran through me straight
preling andu-se Into the sky. Love? It had to be there i it had turned into
Direct “"n cer. |l ubirea? Ch An elf who was slowly biting his nails.
prefAancuse The cloud at the window had exploded
intr-unspi ri dul care ~1i rodea Like a breast with black milk.

Norul din dreptul ferestrei explodase
Ca un san cu lapte negru.
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SentinTa Sentence
Ni mic mai trist ca o dumi Nothing sadder than a Sunday when all
prietenii au plecat din o friends have left town
strnAnzil e afui ndeevieiniltunsgtir the streets are long and strange
cnrTile au nostalgil.i prim the books have primeval yearnings and shake their
literele ca pe nilte cenu letters like useless ashes
sunt gata sh scoatn muguri ready to blossom with green leaves
dacnhn al aveal bapiuchaetn m if I had a bicycle | would
so repar-mi apar nsn mend it, just like that, to feel
cn -ani mai rnmas un drum de | have to go somewhere
sau sn formez numere de t or | would dial a number
laintamp | ar e sn aud voci mo r at random just to hear grumpy voices say
aTi grelit wrong number
i eu sn nu Itiu ce and | wouldnoét know why
sn fie acesta prilej de r | would ponder
pentru toatn sear a all evening
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all night

and believe that the sentence would be pronounced tomorrow

flatly
and | would never know it
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Bogdan Ghiu
(b. 1958)
Reclamn |l a om, reclamn | a o
pe postul numnir ul unu Advertising man, advertising people
i pe al doilea. on station one
Au fost nobili ¢ andva and two.
de preT They were precious and noble
sau voiau once
azi fac reclamn |l a lucruri. and they wanted
Ce frumolii su now they just advertise things.
hai snA lunfam i noi unul . How beautiful they are
let us buy one.
*
*
Sfriitul stnhn frumos The end is sitting on its
in fund backside
i -adeg eaptn. waiting.
Venimdintoate di recTi e. From all sides we come.

Cine ajunge Tnainte

Who gets there first
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estestr | ift ul becomes the endii
se-ntoarce in fine at the last he turns back
cu faTa “napoi, and looks,
se liniltelite calms down
[ nNu ne mai privelte cu te and no longer watches us fearfully.
Li totuli noi And yet we
ameninTAm “n continuare go on threatening
sfar i i tul . the end.
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joan es pop
(b. 1958)
dincolo beyond
sunt aproape dounzeci de an it has been almost twenty years since he went beyond. a little
cu doar puTin-n nainmptud [dinceld i before and then during my time, beyond was the only place
era singurul l ucru care exi real, the only place worth living for. be yond was food and
care merita snhn trnielt:i di drink to us, heat, shelter, incredible things were said about it,
bAuturn, de cAldurn i de a it worked within us, it was strong, it made tomorrow
l ucruri grozave, lucra pe d possible, though tomorrow was the same as yesterday, and
fAceai postbua care urma sAnh the same tomorrow.
cea de ieri, tot cea de maine.
viena, budapesta, belgradége vienna, budapest, belgrade... everything came from beyond
dincolo se “"ntO©mplau toate. and beyond was where everything happened. when nothing
posi bil, dincolo eral s’imtg@lri was possible any more, beyond was possible, though no one
v r e o diubitea locuia dincolo. norocul locuia dincolo. had ever actually seen it. love lived beyond. luck, too. hope
speranTa |l ocuia dincolo. du did. and god himself.
apoisa fAcut brusc dincolo I
dincolo visasernm c©nd am a then suddenly beyond was here, and, once tere, we found it

tarziu, cand despre dincolo nici nu se mai vorbea, am

was not what we had been dreaming of. ten years later, when
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"nTeles cn de fapt cu cOt a no more was said about beyond, we understood at last that
dincoloseendepnrta, nu mai l ocui i the further we advanced into it, the farther away it was, it
budapesta sau belgrad, nici was no longer in vienna, budapest or belgrade, not even in

london or paris.

acum [tiu cn, dacn 1 vom m now i know, if we keep on longing and longing for it, we will
s n  me digceloxde dincolo, atat de dincolo, Tncéat acolo have to go beyond beyond, so far beyond that our here
SN nu mai ramonn ni ci ur mn would no longer have existed. would we go by train? not
cu trenul ? nicidecum. cu va possible. by steamer? no, not by all the seas in the world. by
strnbate. cu avi-amuk?l At oi i plane? not even if we travelled a thousand years without a
ani fArn escaln. cohomed aifd port of call. undoubtedly, though, beyond is close by, very
pe-aproape, foartepeapr oape. dar nu pi close by. it just isndt in o
de mers.
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nu [ tdauapeclt pe-nugaboinldcarmeu s n idve no idea why father pul
| a doil pe noapftdaa fnmis ssfpmnin it rheazie.c  at midnight, woke me up and said come on.
eu dupn ce mor dorm somnuri | ur whenidieisleep. where, i asked,
a zis: l|la [ omcutlmanepeele. ce put e andhe said: to big shomcutza. what did he want
“n miez de noapte tocmai | a | or atmidnight all the way to big shomcutza,
|l a at©ta drum de satul nostru? so far away from our village? why not take
autobuzul, dimineaTamla [ase, ¢ the six od8clock bus in gohe
patru ceasuri incolo, patru ceasuri incoace four hours to and four hours back
cu mersul moale Ii greoi al Dboi attheslowheavy pace of our oxen?
dacdpeal a0 A1 mA mai pracumgreaidevreme; i i f it comes to that, you w
no sn mn trezesc “"n miez de noe I just wonod6t wake up in thy
latunci se apropie ea Ii zice: and then she comes and says: wake up
dragul mamei, tatnl tnu my dearest, your father
t ocmali p l-eedawcoin sdie tlea | omcut a, is on his way to bring you from shomcutza,
dut e-lsrmjuTi sn te ridice, go help him lift you up,
de trei zile zaci acol o fnrn st vyouhavebeen lying there dead for three days.
i abaiua adeuns snA ne dea de [ tir theyonlyletusknow last night,
dragul nostru. dear one.
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Lucian Vasilescu

(b. 1958)

ca printr -un ochean, prin fundul paharului lumea -mi apare as if through a spyglass, through the bottom of this tumbler,
mai aproape, mai mare. the world is cl oser, larger.
T mi port nemurirea | a cinghn i wear eternity as my girdle.

n ramiahnonul de mareflal. p inmy knapsack i my mar shal 6s cane.
fiala cum pyjamas fi
am fugit din balamuc, how i fled the madhouse,
pe fereastrn. by the window.
acum, de pe puntea cea mai now, on the highest deck, i peer at the horizon. i scurry
cutreier tirelessly through psychoses, depression, nerves,the seas. my
neobosit psihozele, depresiile,nevio z el e, mnr i | body is
port rAnNi scarred from the fight
adO©nci rnmase din lupta with perfusions, with electric shocks, childhood, illusions.
cu perfuziile, cu electrolo the crew rebelled one day an
echipajuls-a r As cwl azti -a’ lmptAirmAsi t . s on the endless ocean.
pe oceanul fAre de sforlit. my hope is to end by discovering the promised word. part of
am credinTa chA voddaters cubipe®r me. flesh
promis. trup of my flesh.
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pan-o simdsuie e domnul snA mn i a.

ca printr-un ochean, prin fundul paharului lumea -mi apare
mai
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T mi port nemur.i
“n ramiakhonul

rea |
de

a cinghn
mar el al

sunt cel mai bun poet din acest spital.
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i know i will:

i will kneel down, the sky above and water all around, and i
will dig

a hole with my hands. i will lie down in it and wait

till god is willing to have me.

as if through a spyglass, through the bottom of this tumbler,
the world

is closer, larger.

i wear eternity as my girdle.

inmy knapsack i my mar s hal

0s cane.

i am the best poet in this hospital.
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tot ce am “nTeles este cn f all i know is that the world would be perfect without me.
disperarea ar despair
di sphr ea. -armaiaponaniocandpe@ cal e would be gone. the sun would never set for you. that angels
ingerii ar would
cobor’” peaprnmOntalidin alAu come down to earth and sing. their lutes
aurii, strAluci t-@amaremplimateu golden, bright, soundless. the air would drown in flowers, the
stelele stars
sar |l egnhnna ~ n -@arcsqeEyencascadeiin c e | hang from the trees, the sky would tumble in cascades, into the
mare. sea.
iar pe dO©nsul vor | nAnsa dOr e ships would furrow it. sailing ships
incnrcate cu mir oedeputeaiimplint ariceo loaded with spices. any dream could come true. any delusion.
vedenii.
tot ce Itiu este cnAn fArAn mi all i know is the world would be better without me. the sun
n-ar mai would
apunegj;arcrman f i l unn. doar d never set, there would never be moonlight. god would go from
casn “n casn, house
intreband ce sa ales de lumea lui, pe cae-o crezuse to house, alone, asking what became of his splendid world.

frumoasn.
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P

i chiar fusese ala, -gm@®nmnsc splendid it had been, till i came along. when i was born, the

viitorul future

sa prefAncut “n vechime. i [ became the past. tomorrow turned into yesterday, in a deserted
ni meni, [ place

nichnieri. tot ce am “nTeles that is nowhere. all i know is that the world would be wondrous
mi nunat n. without me. like a prayer recited from the end

ca o r ughntcAd uchee Iramsdefipaurti.i tr Al s to the beginning. backwards.

intr-o | i mbn inexistermtd,inbail o in a melodious language never invented. a language from which
nimenin-ar mai ajunge acashn. we could never come home.
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Strada Chderea Bastilie
numnr ul 4

Tu nunieditiproastn nici surdr
Dar ni ci de cine Itie ce ca
Tu te urci “ncnl Tatn i wudn
Pe buletinul meu de identitate
Li t i-nm deteriosezi documentul
c¢mpr Al tio npdi ccAGttuer i de aphn de
Pe poza mea data de naltere
Pe fila cu nadeiromdnal i tatea m
Tun-a i ni ci mamn ni ci tatn
Decati cnzut | ®mugn fpatrte | ung
Caracterul meu mizerabil
¢l trage vigoarea de | a su
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e | BAnul escu

(b. 1960)

Cubby 4, Attic, 19 The Fall of the Bastille Street

You are neither deaf nor daft

Though maybe not the full twelve pence
You step on my identity card

When your shoes are soaking wet

And you almost ruin my ID document
With water dripping from your breast
Dropped on my photo, my date of birth
Right where 6Romaniand is evidenced

You have no mother no father

Just a very long silly diary i fallen by your bed f
My miserable nature

Feeds on the armpit of your leg
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Tun-ai altn noi mn You have no purpose
Decat uneorisearacandma | t e p Ti pe scAr Except on those evenings when you wait on the stairs dressed
Doar “n apn In water and nothing else
De | a doun cnhnni pe jumnt at e Just water, two and a half cups
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Dupn ce am ajuns acash

Li am preghntntuadimpirecant ski
lar noaptea punandu-mi eu urechea pe p
Am auzit cum mOncarea ~ndr ng

’

Lovelitada 'ncedt cu picioruiele
OP r i nélam spas
Li “nnAal Toend gl asul am pl ©ns
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OPrincessdo | sal
6The woman in bed resenmixd ed
tongued | told you

When | got back home
And together we made sensuous fried potatoes

And at night, my ear pressed to your womb,
| heard food in love

Kick gently gently with its little feet
O60Princesso | said
And | cried loudly, bitterly
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Peter Sragher
(b. 1960)

tombstone

he has never been
able

to shield his body from

death

the tombstone
deprived of soul
is open always
fate unfulfilled

the tombstone is
has not found its
place

the tombstone
white
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heavy

floats

above his lifeless
body

floats

above earth
light and empty

and today

years later

his death

his eyes still see
clouds

as if

between his body
and time
there were nothing
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glonTul “ndrnhAngosi bullet in love

lui adrian costea to adrian costea
pulica e casa mea the gun is my welcoming

primitoa re home
din Teava prin care fug from the barrel which | leave
ca uns ‘'n fiecare dimineaThn swiftly every morning
iubesc chipurile | love the innocent

nevinovate faces
nu [tiu de ce oameni. | have no idea why people
se tem de mine pentru cn fear me since
sunt singurul care | am the only one who
ftiu sn le iubesc can love their

trupurile bodies
p©nnhn | a moart e to death
cO©nd apns pe when | press

trnAngaci the trigger
totul e numai o pustiitoare everything is devastating
dragoste love
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nt
at

of people
| feel their warm perfume
| touch their velvet skin
| find their

thoughts
me
the bullet
always cold

rigid

foul smelling
hated by everyone
| think | pr ess
the trigger
in fear

bang
| 6ve plunged
| burn

like a brief moment
baaang
| am at one with the man
our death
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e poate may be
sacrificiul suprem the supreme sacrifice

René Magritte: The Raw Nerve
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Horia Garbea
(b. 1960)

cinematograf de campanie

mai &nem di stanTa
tot ca un fel de iubire
pali mi c i pe coridoarele pri

nam vnAnzut niciodathn

cum “nfloreite arborele de ¢
A regrete bizaref

pun filmul trecerii tale

prinr-o staTie de metrou

telefoanele verzi

clileu citadin

i ufot frisonul

cu care ard pozele inutile

mai anmem di stanTa
un film de dragoste

field cinema

only distance was left
like some kind of love
small footsteps down spring corridors

|l ve never seen
the coffee tree bloom

A odd regrets A

| play the film of your passage
through a subway station

green phones

cityscape

and yet the quiver

of useless photos burning

only distance was left
a love film
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intr-un cinematograf de campanie in a field cinema
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pretext
sn fie o iarnn scurtn
sn se rosto@ol eascn | umin
pann | a marginea prnAafuitn a

ce ar putea snh ne spunhnh
despre o astfel de zi juch
ar fi destul de crud cu amintirile lui

pentru a o descrie intocmai?

boschete egale in tot parcul

mul tiplicatn aceeali statu
va avea | uikardt orul de b
curajul snA ne povesteaschn

poemul s-ar putea incheia chiar aici
langn hangar ul cu bnrci
ca (i cum urmele vechi din

7

sar pierde deodatn
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pretext
a short winter, | etds
light rolling
g to the dusty edge of ice

what could the billiard p layer

t o tell us about such a day
could he be cruel enough to his memories
to describe it in detail?

all over the park identical thickets

i e replicate the same statue
will the billiard player
t o dare tell us about all this?

the poem could end now
near the boatshed

z as if old footsteps in the snow
suddenly vanished
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Mi hai | GhAl "Tanu
(b. 1963)

Fiecare vers ne este datcaocoamn ar e a Every Line Is Given to Us in order to Postpone D eath

Fiecare versne este datcaoadn ar e a mor Ti i Every line is given to us in order to postpone death
Ca o michsnesampen pentru f a Insmallwryrecompense for the fact that we shall die
Adicn vom plnAnti toate acest e Andpayforall this

Toate aceste versuri extravagante For all these extravagant lines

Vom pl nti fiecare vers minun Weshall pay for every wonderful line in our lives
Dupn cum vom pl At pentru foi As we shall pay for each womas
Pentru fiecare unghieaeicéd 0o monedhn For ead of her nails growing in our flesh

Carenisa “ncleitat “n carne Wedl |l pay one coin

i chiar unghia va fi moneda thenaliliteslf will be that coin

dach unghiile eanpnhAsiadefiiailapot in case her pearl nails can ransom life

uneori “mi “nchipui fiecare | sometimes imagine the more prominent moles

a corpului ei ca pe un ban cafeniu on her body each as a brown coin

ca pe un mic bAanuT cafeniu a little brown coin

cu care plnteite toate pnhncat which she uses to pay for all my sins.
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My Life is Treating Me More and More Brutally

My life is treating me more and more brutally

it has pushed me into a small van which

keeps punching my bloodied nose.

It compares me to older photos

and says:

so this is where you want to get to, you idiot,

you want to go back to your birth. You want back in your
mot herds wuterus

S0 you can be born again.

Who knows what animal will come out,

What ugly creature. You want to be a child again,
You&mrea zy e seeinguhings.

Fine, and then what?

Do you think it will save you?

Do you think it will work every time?
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Robert Lerban

(b. 1970)
Nasturi.i de |l a c¢cn Shirt Buttons
poTimisemul gi cu ulurinTn you can easily pluck
inima my heart
dar Tnainte va trebui but you will have to
S fmi desfaci unbutton my shirt
nastur i i de | a chAmaln first
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Dumnezeu nu vorbelte God Talks to No One
de ceva vreme for a while now
aud despre mine aceleali p o\ | hear the same stories about myself
mai toate urate mai toate triste all sad and ugly
i mA bucur and | am glad
astainseaesmn cn tot ce am fncut - it means that everything
e is
poate maybe
bun i frumos good and beautiful
adicn plictisitor meaning boring
[ i -aripierde vremea cu lucruri de -astea and whod6éd waste time on
nu-mi f ac sOnge nu |l wondt worry

fiindcn aud cn
despre nici unul dintre noi

My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.
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Dumnezeu nu \ since they say God talks to no one

about any of us
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Dan Mircea Cipariu

(b. 1972)
poemul matri Th. di n c¢ the matrix poem. closer and closer to my life
propria mea viaTn
viaTa “ntre codul de bare life among barcode
cartela sim sim card
tel ecomanda cu velti apocal i remotecontrol with apocalyptic news and unbearable
insuportabile pornography
viaTa “ntre mailmareul t e echi pe lifeamong several film crews
“ntre mai mul te clipuri desjfp amongseveral commercials aboutthe future which always
bine sounds good
viaTa “ntre calupuri de publ lifeamong advertisements and polls on how europeans can
obTine europeni.i reach
orgasmul cosmic i O monedn cosmic orgasm and ever more profitable common currency
trAiesc din ce “n ce amai mu | I live my own life more and more
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inr-o Tarn interioarn inside an interior realm
“n care alteptarea | i singur wherelamgreeted by waiting and loneliness
sper sA ajung |i eu pe Hi mal Ihopetoreachthe Himalayas too and write
& v i a-dreroshcu CocaColald 0l i f esseiwishCaca-Co | a! o
poemul matri Tn. final feri ci thematrix poem. happy ending
dpoezia a ajuas |la sforiitul 6poetry has come to an end! 6
afilosofia a eduns |l a sforii o6philosophy has come to an en
di storia a ajeans la sfo©riitt 6history has come to an end! 8
un zeu absent an absent god
T mi biciuie trezirea [ i spai iswhippingme awake amidstanxieties
arunc cuvintele [ bi ol ogi i | Iblastaway their words and biology
arunc telecomanda cu go©ndi r i |Dblastaway the remote control using primeval thoughts and

impulses
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dsingurnAtatea pune “n milcar o6solitude ani mates
turbulenTe turbulence
i btiril and news! d
dsi ngur Retaapttena “anittot deauda un 6solitude i s always |l ooking f
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Al exandru Mulina
(19732013

Filosofii Philosophies

Acesta e micul nostrlu istd This is our little secret. Everyone knows it but we are the
numai noi credem in el: manechinele au fost candva oameni. only ones who believe it: mannequins were people once. Not
Nu chiar ca noi, ci din pl as exactlylike us, just made of plastic and rubber. They walked
se duceau |l a coafor, salute down the streets, went to the
grndini Tna, apl audau pe alrmandr took grandchildern to the Kindergarten, applauded at
Dacthr Ni-acusdwes: aCe vn tot pi meetings... the usual! Ti | Dokt or Ni cu sa
ch oavwmeameini vh exploateazn? wasting time?! Candt you see
fiecare “n col Tul I ui de ma you? Why dondt you just sit a
aveTi trupuri de -if ivwsaTi,a cy the shop? You have philosophical bodies, your calling is
oamenmaivmuTnresc. De g e aolspun eu,c  contemplation. Some humans mimicyou. 1t ds al |
dactnréo Ni cu. never ... trust me, trust Dokt

Cel e mai frumoase femei, The most beautiful women, the best looking men and
copii. Cu toTii privesc fi: children. They all stare at s

niciodatn.
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Dudu

Dudu was born near the dustbin of the P4 block of
flats, in a plastic bag. He sleeps in thedustbin, eats in the
dustbin, gets dressed and so on in the dustbin.

He is the happiest man alive, always smiles. He greets
everyone, keeps nodding -HlHs
howarey-you?d We reply, -né&ttme,,
wr-writingp-poems. 86 No one has re
they, get into the dustbin with him, | mean, fumble among
empty jars, fish bones, banana skins, pampers and tampons.
Dududs copybooks are at the
can reach them.

But Dudu is happy. If you stop to listen, he can tell
you he will be awarded the Nobel Prize, his plays will be
staged in New York and he will become a Hollywood script
writer.

It takes half a day, true, but after that life seems so
much brighter. Dudu is better th an any psychoanalyst. And
it will cost you nothing.
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Porumbeii Pigeons

Vin [ ciugul esc aproape de They come and peck by my side
|l a artezianh at the fountain
derbedeii copilnriei those childhood tramps
negr.i i cenulii ochii l or their eyes are dark and grey
s©nt Tinte portocalii “~nfipt with orange targets in their heads
au gaturile metalizate their necks are green and purple
verde [i mov in metallic shades

Unul dintre ei un mascul
este pentru moment respins
a tot gangurit
s-a dat la ea

nu-i pashn
daca al fi
m-ar vedea altcineva
al fi feri

—

el

cit

One of them, a male
rejected for the moment
has gurgled
flirted with her

she candt
if I were in his place and
someone saw me
|l 6d be happy

be
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Dan Sociu
(b. 1978)

* *
intr-o gal axi e “ndepniAnrtatn, c¢cu m inadistantgalaxy, millions of years ago,
au fost =z andepredsr lviatrwil cl or, | a on summer days when, at dusk, we returned home,
am f i putnem o familietammr A, cu sar e we could have stayed a young family, with sea salt on our skin,
piele, ourfuturesecur e and the atomsd nucl
viitorul intact i nucl eel e a ashortrainfall would have melted above the flames,
o ploaiearscfuirttropsit deasupr a f rainbow overthe motorway, not touching it.
arcuindu-s e peste autostradn, f Arn ayoungfamily protected in time from shame and desolation.
ofamilietan nr h sal vatn | a timp de but those summers are over.
dar verile alea s-au terminat. to revisit would on ly be an angry detour,
acum n-ar fi decét un ocol furios, changing nothing, amongst the shades.
fAarAn i mpact, printre umbre.

* *
orele sunt acum din ce in ce mai scurte the hours are becoming shorter, so much shorter
iar verile sunt mai scurte decéat orele. and the summers becoming shorter than the hours.
in fiecare an, trecipeBn gn al t -is osairmeTi nu we pass a different sun each
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chAl dur a, si mT ianddispare.
l umina vine Ii pl
sh ducn sau sn

cineva din trecut de care erai legat prin

magie [tia sn fachn mult far me

dupn ce ai rupt |l egnturile, n
i farsmecdma$i Tie, "n trecut

*

pe undeva | a un capnt, | umea

caresezgldi e se Tiwe bbiamel Gntdi s
multe seringi snA fi xeozesnlpieTnu
cand s-a terminat pentru el, m-a uitat pe loc,

dar faTa | ui conti nuéndsnno csrne as
termine

i cu ea, o sA mA i tehpe i o
dar modelliulcontsiftnue progr amul

O sn alunece mai departeantiantr

2014

Parallel texts.
Edited by Lidia Vianu

its heat, just cold, when it vanishes.

light comes and goes, it brings nothing,
takes nothing, leaves no trace.

the man in your past you were connected to by
magic, he could work wonders around him.

since you lost him, he has no more
magic, it is yours alone and in your past.

*

somewhere at someend, this world

thatds shaking is holding fas
many syringes pinning it down. in an infected hallway, a dirty
little room.

when for him it was all over, he forgot me at once,

but his face keeps growing over mine, when that is

over, he will forget me at once. bacteria will eat his shape,

but his pattern will go as planned. and the little lethal gene

will slip further, intact, like a blessed little boat.
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faTa | uianeistae cali pee miene Aunt rad
pelangn | ac, mn brutalizez sd afl
pe malul celnAnlalt sunt noile
pentru creliterea i dezol area
trecutul

cel mai frumos ITi primel & lveelrt

pentru cei vii, luminile se aprind pe marginea la cului,
insectele se stang in jurul becurilor
ca “n jurul unor

ovul e fierbi
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his and her face keep minglin
by the lake, force mysdf to keep the hormone of happiness
afloat.

on the other side there are new blocks, new culture media

for the growth and desolation of new young families. there we
find the most

beautiful past and the first radioactive summers. day ends

for the living, li ghts come on at the lakeside,

insects swarm around the bulbs

as though they were round hot ovules.
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Domnica Drumea

(b. 1979)
cu sau fnanrn with or without

mi i maginez oralul | ui I 1 v |l i magine Liviuds
din care pornesc mai mul te | from where highways start
ruptura de mesaj the broken message
despre care vorbeai you mentioned
i mA “ntreb cac s aai ffArdut and | wonder whether or not you did
dacn “"n mirosul de cartofi g whether in the fried potato smell
se pot intampla lucruri warm slippery
calde i alunecoase things like
ca dragostea love
care de fapt can happen
e atat de aproape actually
ca mine itds so close
cu fruntea | ipitn de geam like my
trebuie doar forehead against the window pane
SsA mA “ntorc spre fetiTa me:¢ | can simply
[ i -i ambesc turn to my little girl
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delicat and smile
dacn nu vorbesc acum cu cCci ne gently
dach nu ies acum unless | am now talking t o someone
pe st rnailbésc snh going out
corpul de al lui into the street pressing my
sA shArut daelicat pe g body against his
Ssh mergem undeva gently kissing his neck
undeva sn dansnhim |l etds go somewhere
dacn nu and dance

unless...

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P rEss

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

118

Linda Maria Baros

(b. 1981)
Q.H.S. Q.H.S.”
(Cartier de maxi mhA si (High Security Ward)
Suntzileincarea vr-€a 6Aaci |l oc Some days youdd | ike to make
pe marginea ferestrei, si on the window sill, walk at peace,
cu ochii “nchili, ca pe eyes closed, as though crossing a hypnotic bridge,
ca pe marginea unei tr as though at the edge of a deep silence.
(De jos, te privelte doar vi (Below, emptiness, its full height looking up at you.)
Ca (i cum ai fi altcineva, As though you were someone else,
cu picioarele schpate pO© feet slipping to the knee
intr-o thcere adon: into deep silence,
cinevacaresar plimba | iniltit someone walking at peace.
O clipn doar, For just amoment,
fiindcnhn aerul znbrelit ~ because air is a latticed window, it pushes you aside,
can pulcAriile de maxi mn i t 0s jhighssecurityiwares.
Li camera te resoarbe “n ea. And the room sucks you back in.

“Q.H.S.A Quartier de Haute Sécurité
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SDF

Stau pe br ©O©nci bntr ©ni i, mar
i n tnrcasele lor de carton de pe trotuare,
se foiesc acolo,
ca | i -acfacenlocidepeacum “n pAmMoONt .
Se t ©Or Asoc gpuer nc Cdtee canal abur
(ala stabilesc ei mai bine |

ca nilte gnAini wuriale,
carel i clocesc fllorile, muceg:
Stau pe br ©O©nci marii, bnhAtr Or
i s@ouiwhmt manuln stupmzii ca

Dumnezeul canalelor,

ca pe nilte nger i-unnori nvnl
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SDF

They are lying down, the old, the big children of the city,
they go into their card board boxes on sidewalks,
they move about in there,
as if they were already preparing their place in the ground.
They crawl down some steaming canal
(this is how they keep in touch with the world below),
like huge hens,
sitting on their flowers and mould .

They are lying down, th oseold, big children of the city,
and they spit on whitman streets, as one might spit in soup.

The god of canals

wraps them carefully in a cloud, like angels.
* Sans Domicile Fixe
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El ena VI Andnreanu
(b. 1981)

| Am Not a P lastic Bag | Am Not a Plastic Bag
VOnznhntoarea de | a super mar ke~ The supermarket girlscowl s whenever | te
i spun shA nu “mi mai dea pu a bag.
Nu vreau pungn. ¢ncerc sn o | need no bag. | try to say it as gently as | can, trying not to
nu cumva sn se simtn jignith offend her. | say it with a smile or pretending innocent, as
saupr ef hc@mdan nsta este cel m though itds the natwural thir
Nu vreau pmingineseNu Vr e awuniigsad. f |l need no bag. |t won 0lbgicabitr k
VOnzntoarea " mi " ndeasn file but it doesndt work. The gir
i cele 200 g de-omrfsulnigme ar &tn my energy salad and 200g of organic olives into a white and
¢n car e sari pvuctre ac-aimodltoartele n gundil red bag
gatului | could put my head in it and tie its handles round my neck
¢cn care cei 0,009 copii ai n. Our 0.009 kids could suffocate to death in it
Care, " n cel mai fericit caz At best, it travels to the pacific and joins the plastic island
unde se adaugn insulei de pl there. | contribute one bag daily

O punghn
la distrugerea planetei.
Toatn lumea Itie cA “nainte

to the destruction of the planet.
Everyone knows that before the revolution there was no
green concern in romania, no gays, no aids.
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ecologie, |l a fel cum nu exi s My life is full of plastic bags, to ns of paper, PET, bottles
ViaTa mea este plinn de pung ordered over 20 years.
peturi, sticle, ordonate de-a lungul a doar 20 de ani. What shall | do with them all? Where is my green corner?
Ce fac cu el e? Unde este col What percentage of my life is clear and environmentally
viaTa mea este | impede I bi sound?
Visez la un mod de viaTn cot | dream of abio-f ri endly way of [|ife
culiftubmi-am | uat bicicletn. use the el eughadbike., |l 6ve bo
cond mn spnhl pe dinTi “nchid When | brush my teeth | turn the tap off.
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l a " ncnhl z

ncnlzirea globaln contribuie |

renali.

lumea nu are nevoie de voi!

obezul consumn mai imultlcembusthi®n c a r
pentru a se deplasa

dec®©t o fiinThA umanh.

obezul necesitn 2960 de cal ori.
dec®©t o fiinTA umann,

pentru a avea un nivel acceptabil de energie.
pentrua-l i duce |l a “ndepl:

Hel | o everameisAny.|anvery faté.

a

o

A= T 72 B o N o TN V2 B o)

Hel | o6 Amy!

A exportnAnm pe toTi
hiar dacn pentru asta
e ne dn noun obezul ?

rnci e. mai mul t Anhr ann

=N

umai amaer. gazedesern.

nire acti

ar trebt

mai mul t ntk
nupotstr

nghesuiadml adingtori buireal ocur.
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fat

obesity increases global warming.
global warming increases the number of kidney stones.
the world does not need you!

the obese need more food and fuel to walk
than a human.

the obese need 2,960 calories, 18% more

than a human

to have a decent level of energy.

to carry out their daily routine.

6HIi everyone. My name i s
O60HIi Amy! 0o

| et 6s deport them all

even if we have to sacrifice an entire continent for that.
what do the obese produce?

poverty. morefoodmoremanure.

ihavenoair. greenhouseeffect. icantwalk.

crowds. anxietywhilegivingoutplaneseats.

A
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mai mul Ticalculirenali. topireac¢ morekidneystones.icebergmelting.
crizaeconomicnmondi al n. economicworldcrisis.
obezitatea este afecTiunea secc¢c obesity is this centuryos
cine dorelte snAn trnhniaschA printr whowantstoliveamong so many madmen.
cine ardicdrasje <<mpilul “n prea who dares leave a child around them.
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Claudiu Komartin

(b. 1983)
ilubesc acel or al | love that city
al vrea ca dimineaTa asta s i wish morning had your hands
pentru cn noaptea a fost since the night was deep and cold
da d ©n c i 6 lam pute@spune 6deep andcaosay d, O
ca o gurn de filosof |l i ke a phil osopherds
rathncitn printre file lost among dark
intunecate pages
al vrea ca dimineaTanasta s i wish morning had your back:
talger acoperit de o piele trandafirie, platter wrapped in pink skin,
sub care pulseazn altrii pr under which friendly stars throb
i ubesc acel oral “ndephArtat i love that distant city
n care au botezat lumina where they gave your name
bl ©ndn a "~ nser Ar i to the gentle
Cu numele tnu. evening light.
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La debarcader

The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint,
or the childds boat | uffs
and we are where we were. We were!

(Robert Lowell, The Lesson

Candsensereazn, copiii ’'-s1& AC une
sub privirilepierdut e " n dephArtare al e
Ceva se strecoarn printre |1
cu mOGinile tale, dar se | asi
copaci i frunze nvnluite «
La doar c©Tiva palii, ziduril
bAtr ©nil oor rAbdniAtor
Tinehidu n folnet wamiezeil ©nd al
|l ecTia de Iinilte.

Razele sunt nilte cAlAuze vi
pe malul imbrobonat de sclipiri A t € bucuri [
cu genunchii juliTi cntre cl
“mbrATiil ond forme i voci,

2014
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On the Wharf

The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint,
or the childds boat | uffs
and we & where we were. We were!

(Robert Lowell, The Lesson

At dusk, children are still laughing, splashing in water
watched by grandparents who gaze into the distance.
Something steals in among objects, would like to play
with your hands, but water, trees

and leaves, lost in friendly light, steal it away.

A few steps away, decrepit walls resemble
patient old men,

during a lesson of silence

in the gentle rustle of the afternoon.

Rays are sprightly guides

on the twinkling bank A you rejoice and run

to the juice kiosk, with scratched knees,
embracing shapes and voices, greedily swallowing
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c u | o rsfrante in undele apei. Chipuri voioase the colours mirrored in the rippling water. Happy faces
pOl p©i e “"nch o clipn | a deb: glimmer shortly on the wharf, like Chinese lanterns
aprinse pentru aceastn snAr b lit for this festival of serenity.
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Adrian Alui Gheorghe (1958)

Linda Mari a Baros (1981)

Dani el B (1960)] e s cu
Magda Carneci (1955)

Gabriel Chifu (1954)

Dan Mircea Cipariu (1972)

Deni sa Co({@H4yescu
Traian T (19562014p v e i
|l oana Crnciunescu
Nichita Danilov ( 1952)

Mar i an Di963) hi ci
Domnica Drumea (1979)

Carmen Firan (1952)

(
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Alphabetical Inde x of Poets

Mi hail G630 Tanu
Horia Géarbea (1962)

Liviu Geor gescu (1958)

Bogdan Ghiu (1958)

loana leronim (1947)

Claudiu Komartin (1983)
Angela Marinescu (1941)

lon Mircea (1947)

| on Mu¢@5)an

Al exandr u(19va2018 n a
Mircea Petean (1952)

Marta Petreu (1955)

ioan es pop (1958)
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Adrian Popescu (1947)

Dan Sociu (1978)

Peter Sragher(1960)

Liviu loan Stoiciu (1950)
Eugen Suciu (1952)
Robert (1980) ban
Lucian Vasilescu (1958)
Lidia Vianu (1947)

Paul Vinicius (1953)
Matei V\9%6Nni ec
El ena VI (188i) eanu
Andrei Zanca (1952)
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Information about the Translators

Professor of Modernist and Contemporary
English literature at the English Depart ment of the
University of Bucharest.

Director of Contemporary Literature Press

Director of the MA Programme for the
Translation of the Contemporary Literary Text.

Recipient of the London Poetry Society
biennial Prize for Poetry
PopescuwithAdam 0. Sorkin.

Literary critic, translator, writer.

Me mber of t he
and of the Romanian Pen Club.

Romani

Lidia Vianu

Profesor dendgl eenatmu

contemporann | a Depart
UniversitAaTii din Bucu
Directorul editurii  Contemporary Literature

Press

Directorul Masteratului pentru Traducerea
Textului Literar Contemporan.

London Poetry Society i-a decernat premiul

bienal aCorneliu M. Po
poeziei, “n anul 2005
Sorkin.

Critic literar, trad

Me mb r Bniurii Scriitorilor din Romania
i a Pen Clubului Romo®
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Poet, reviewer, translator, and provider of
services to poets and poetry organisations.

In 2000, she joined the Postgraduate
Creative Writing programme at Sheffield Hallam
University. In 2003, she was awarded an MA with
Distinction and in 2005, was selected as oneof the
0Ten Hallam Poetsd repr
publ i shed by Me ws Pres
Steven Earnshaw and EA. Markham).

In 2008, she won the Bridport Prize for her
sonnet, Still Water,Orange,Apple, Tea

Her first collection, The JanusHour, was
published by Oversteps Books in 2010.

She has a 25 year background in
commercial work: Accounting, Project
Management, Training & Mentoring, IT &
Systems Development.

Anne founded the poetryp f website as a
provider of services to poets in 2005 and maintains
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Anne Stewart

Poet n, recenzentn
col aboratoare a unui
organizaTii care spr

S-afnscris in anul 2000 la Masteratul de §
Creative Writing de la Sheffield Hallam
University. L -a absolvit in anul 2003, iar n

anul2005afostinclus h " n grupu
poeTi Hallamé6 public
Press editathn de Se
Markham.

cn anul 2008 a c¢c©

cu sonetul Still Water,Orange, Apple,Tea

A publi cat prima carte de poezie, The
Janus Houyla Oversteps Books in anul 2010.

A l ucr at 25 de
contabilitate, Project Management, Training
i Mentorat, I T.

A nf i i-ul paetty pfsin fol@sul
poeTilor “~n aunmuid ®&€OO0
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both the poetryp f and SecondLightLiveveb-sites; de site-ul SecondLightLive Colabore a zlah
she is a parttime (3 days a month) administrator r e T epaetetor-femein u miSecdndLight.
for Second Light, a network of women poets, and Se 0 ¢ u mleigrafica revistei acesteir e T
compl etes the design an ARTEMISpoetry,

twice-yearly journal, ARTEMISpoety.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



My Cup of Light
Anthology of Romanian Poetry
2014
Parallel texts.

Edited by Lidia Vianu

131

Information about the lllustrator

Cristina loana Young practises Cristina loana Young este medic oftalmolog in
Ophthalmology in the South of France. Sudul FranTei

She is also interested in Pe | ©nghn profesi a (
painting, photography and writing. fotografiaaAanilii spoéeri ¢
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