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VEĹNICUL BELĹUG ETERNAL ABUNDANCE  

 

ċnvńluiŤi ´n liane, ´n iederń, 

într -un veĺnic belĺug,  

uriaĺe statui de aramń, de marmurń sau de jad 

prńbuĺite pe fundul junglei, 

vom sta cńzuŤi la sf©rĺit, 

ĺtiind cń ne vom destrńma, 

cu ochii sclipind ĺireŤi ĺi veseli 

de ´nŤelepciunea drumului. 

Ĺi cu o m©nń atinsń de junglń, 

de veĺnicul belĺug,  

puŤin ´nverzitń, puŤin rńcoroasń, 

te vom saluta glumeŤi, relaxaŤi, 

ñ o, da, ĺtim cń improvizńm 

ĺi asta ne dń pacea! ñ 

tu, pasńre care treci fńrń sń ne mai rńpeĺti, 

tu, cuŤit clar care zbori 

fńrń sń mai ´ncerci sń ne tai din mierea noastrń 

unde zac confuze toate ĺtiinŤele ĺi culorile, 

doar spatele vostru, 

silit de salutul nostru,  

se va aprinde ca un semn de luminń spectralń 

spre feŤele noastre vńlurite de glume, 

 

Wrapped in creepers, in ivy,  

in an eternal abundance,  

huge statues of copper, marble and jade, 

fallen in the depths of the jungle,  

we shall lie down at the end,  

knowing we shall vanish,  

with our artful, merry eyes sparkling  

from the wisdom of the journey.  

With our hands touched by the jungle,  

by the eternal abundance,  

with our hands, which have turned a little green, a little cool,  

we shall wave at you playfully, relaxed,  

ñoh, yes, we know we are improvising  

and this gives us peace! ñ 

you, bird who pass and no longer carry us off,  

you, clear knife, who fly  

and no longer seek to cut us off from our honey  

where all the sciences and colours lie confuse, 

only your back,  

forced by our greeting,  

will light up like a sign of pallid light  

towards our faces veiled in jests, 
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ĺi r©dem, r©dem, ´nńbuĺiŤi de iarbń, 

fiindcń e adevńrat 

cń tot ce spunem este auzit! 

and we laugh and laugh, muffled with grass,  

because it is true 

that all we say is heard! 
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PASŃRE  AURIE GOLDEN BIRD  

 

Te iubesc, pasńre aurie, 

                          tu arzi ĺi stropeĺti cu un invizibil catran, 

ĺi mń obligi sń cad cu m©na la ochi,  

                          fńrń sń mń pot feri de palele negre de smoalń 

pe care mi le arunci, de mń arzi, 

                          c©nd cńderea mea se transformń ´n frumuseŤe, 

iar genunchii fac sń tremure ´n evantai 

                          aerul greu ca apa 

ĺi dezlńnŤuie din ad©ncuri culorile curcubeului 

                          ce mń ´ngrozesc cu splendoarea, 

ĺi mi se ´nt©mplń sń cad ´n locuri negre ĺi pipernicite 

                          pe care astfel mi le luminezi 

la strńlucirea ta spectralń ñ 

                          ĺi vńd la lumina legii, 

uit©nd cń a fost ´nt©mplare, 

                          c©nd stau ´n rńcoare ĺi pace 

ĺi ´n mintea mea un far se deschide ´ncet 

                          ĺi pulseazń departe, 

mń faci sń vńd lucruri ĺi iar lucruri,  

                          iar eu ridic ochii,  

´ncrezńtor, pierdut ĺi iradiant, 

                          spre tine! 

 

I love you, golden bird,  

                          you burn and splash with an invisible tar,  

and force me to fall, my hand s covering my eyes, 

                         without being able to avoid the black blows of tar  

you are throwing at me to burn me, 

                          when my fall is transformed into beauty,  

and my knees make the air, heavy as water, 

  tremble in fan -like moves, 

and unleash, from the depths, the colours of the rainbow  

                          which terrify me with their splendour,  

and it happens to me that I fall into black and small places  

                          which you are li ghting for me like this  

in your pallid  brightness ñ    

                          and I see in the light of the law, 

forgetting that it has been just chance, 

                          when I sit in coolness and peace  

and, in my mind, a lighthouse opens slowly  

                          and pulsates far away, 

you make me see things and more things, 

                          and I raise my eyes, 

confident, lost and radiant,  

                          towards you!  
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ARMATA FIINţELOR MICI THE ARMY OF LITTLE  BEINGS  

 

Noi suntem fiinŤele mici, o armatń 

care-ĺi cunoaĺte arborele genealogic, 

ĺi vń primim, oaspeŤi, ´n casa 

ĺi ´n curńŤia noastrń, gata pregńtiŤi 

pentru tot ce e altfel decât noi. 

Z©mbind ´naintea oricńrui lucru strńin, 

fericiŤi pentru toate darurile 

ce se pregńtesc sń fie, 

noi facem mereu ordine. 

                 OaspeŤi, nu vń frńm©ntaŤi cń nu ĺtiŤi locurile, 

                 putem da la o parte sobele, scoarŤele de copac, 

                 ĺi scoate de dedesubt portretele strńmoĺilor, 

                 uĺor asudate, cu ochi ce ard ĺi tulburń 

                 p©nń la pl©ns pereŤii caselor noastre, 

                 sń vń dńm vinuri ĺi fructe vechi cu aureole, 

                 sń vń arńtńm r©ul curg©nd sub pivniŤele noastre, 

           valurile lui  sunt ĺuvoaiele de lucruri ´nchegate ce respirń, 

de unde nu lipseĺte nimic din ceea ce g©ndim 

ĺi putem desprinde orice vń amintiŤi, 

o vom face negreĺit cu ochii ´nchiĺi, 

pentru cń nu s-a pierdut, iar pentru noi  

moartea nu existń niciodatń ´n fiinŤa lumii, 

 

We are the small creatures, an army 

knowing their family tree,  

and we are welcoming you as guests in our house 

and in our purity, ready  

for everything which is different from us . 

We smile at any unfamiliar thing,  

happy for all the gifts  

which are being prepared 

ñ as we always put things in order.  

                 Guests, do not fret over not knowing this place; 

                 we can move stoves away and remove the tree bark, 

                 and we can dig out the ancestors' portraits, 

             slightly sweating, with eyes that burn and move to tears                                                                                            

                 even the walls of our houses, 

                 to give you old and halo -bearing wine and fruit,  

                 to show you the river flowing unde r our cellars; 

                 its waves are the streams of mingled things breathing, 

where nothing we can imagine is missing  

and we can draw out anything you remember;  

we will surely do it with our eyes closed,  

because it was not lost, and for us 

death never exists in the substance of the world,  
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                    poate numai ´n mintea ei, aĺa cum veŤi putea 

                    asista la naĺterea istoriei ĺi ĺtiinŤei, 

                    din inima noastrń, ´n jurul focului, c©nd vom tńia  

                    bostani p©rguiŤi. Memoria e focul nostru, 

                    copacii ard la noi de fructe aĺa de grele,  ´ntunecate,  

                fumeg©nde, fiindcń izvorńsc din pńm©ntul reamintirii,  

 

           iar ochii noĺtri sunt vineŤi-aurii fiindcń nu ne dńm seama 

           unde se opreĺte trecutul ĺi fiecare pas ne duce ´nainte,  

       avangardń a unor v©ltori de somnuri, pornite din amintirea  

                ce ne ´nvńluie ´n luminń, dar ĺi ´n obosealń ĺi moarte, 

 

ochii noĺtri suferń de boala fiinŤelor, aĺa cum pńm©ntul geme, 

lu©nd mereu alte forme, pńsńrile memoriei deschiz©nd ĺi 

închizând aripile  

peste noapte ĺi fiecare dimineaŤń se deschide ´n beteala 

minunatń 

ĺi ´nfriguratń, camfor alb, rńcoros, a chinului ĺi panicii fiinŤelor 

ce se scuturń, 

pńm©ntul ´n palma noastrń prinde sń freamete, sń suspine, 

sń-ĺi adune legea. 

Nu credeŤi ´n bl©ndeŤea ĺi st©ngńcia acestor locuri, 

fiecare deal are contururile fixe 

                   sub povara propri ei adâncimi, corp 

                   de soldat picotind ´n vreme ce braŤele 

                    perhaps only in its mind, as you will be able to  

                    witness the birth of history and science, 

                    from our heart s, around the fire, when we cut up  

                    ripe pumpkins. Memory is our fire;  

                Our trees are burning with heavy, dark, smoking fruit,  

             because they spring out from the earth of remembrance, 

               and our eyes are purple-gold because we do not realize 

                 where the past stops, and each step takes us forward, 

     the vanguard of whirlpools of sleep, arisen from the memory  

           which envelops us in light, but also in fatigue and death,  

 

 

our eyes suffering from the disease of creatures, just as the 

earth groans, constantly taking  

different forms, the birds of memory spreading out their wings 

and folding them  

during the night , and each morning opens in wonderful  

and feverish tinsel, white, cooling camphor of pain and pani c of 

the creatures that tremble 

the earth in our palm starts to fret, to sigh,  

to concentrate its nature. 

Do not believe in the tenderness and clumsiness of these places; 

every hill has the fixed contours  

                   of a science collapsing loose 

                   under the burden of its own profundity, the body  
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                   i se leagńnń fńrń ĺtire, curate, puternice. 

                   Jocurile noastre sunt precaute ĺi se dezlńnŤuie 

                   în jerbele unor cuvinte împleti te, frunzare, 

´n strńfundul lor stń timpul, bine ascuns, negrńbit ca aurul, 

impregn©nd pńm©ntul. Fiecare loc e un cuv©nt greu,  

spus de-o gurń ce l-a c©ntńrit pe ´ndelete 

pe-o insulń ´n miezul mńrilor pustii. Seara poate fi vńzutń 

forma fiecńrui loc, ´n ea de cuibńreĺte c©te-o fiinŤń 

pe mńsurń, ghemuindu-se fericitń ´n adńpost. 

Relieful nostru este nostalgic... 

 

 

 

                   of a soldier dozing while his arms  

                   swing around unconsciously, pure and strong.  

                   Our games are cautious and are unleashed 

                   in plaited garlands of words foliage;  

in their depths time is well hidden, unhurried like gold,  

imbuing the land. Each place is a heavy word,  

uttered by a mouth which weighed it at leisure  

on an island in the middle of deserted seas. In the evening the 

shape of every place can be seen, with a creature nesting in it,  

a creature that fits it, squatting happily sheltered.  

Our landscape is full of nostalgia... 
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ÎN MINTEA LUMII  IN THE  MIND OF THE WORLD  

 

Nu ´ncerca sń cauŤi iar ĺi iar 

acelaĺi lucru pe care ajungi sń nu-l mai recunoĺti, 

destul c-ai vńzut o datń 

fiinŤa micń, aurie, fruct al toamnei, 

alerg©nd ´mpinsń de o bucurie 

pentru totdeauna misterioasń; tot 

ce a fost nou s-a dus. Nu te mai 

´ncr©ncena sń afli. Frica sń nu te 

cuprindń. ċntr-ale toamnei toŤi  

sunt fraŤi ĺi se privesc de pe 

creneluri, fluturând din mâini.  

De acum au sń vinń doar prieteni, 

cuvintele lor vor radia dorinŤe bune. 

Poate cń, astfel lńmurit,  

vei fi uĺor straniu, pńrul tńu negru 

va ´nfiora nepricepuŤii care trec 

pe l©ngń ziduri cu capul  

´ngropat ´n blńnuri,  

´ncń spun©nd moarte acelui lucru 

ce se ´nt©mplń numai ´n mintea lumii. 

 

Do not try to look again and again  

for the same thing you no longer recognize, 

it is enough that you saw just once 

the small, golden creature ĭ a fruit of autumn, 

running impelled by a joy  

forever mysterious; all  

that was new has gone. Don't strive to  

find out  anymore. Fear 

no more. In autumn they are all  

brothers and they look at each other from the battlements, 

waving hands.  

From now on, only friends will come,  

their words will radiate good wishes.  

Perhaps, convinced like this, 

you will be slightly strange, your black hair  

will frighten the ignorant passing  

by the walls with their heads  

buried in furs,  

still calling death that thing  

which happens only in the mind of the world.  
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RąSUL FIINţELOR MICI THE  LAUGHTER OF LITTLE BEINGS  

 

Sń ai un loc al tńu, 

într -un beci nństruĺnic, 

unde sń r©zi printre 

vechi stacane pietrificate, 

nesimŤitoare la v©nt, la apń, la licheni, 

sń ´mpleteĺti acolo un uriaĺ fular 

plin de fiinŤe ñ 

doar se ´nt©mplń 

cń fiecare zi vine copilńreĺte, 

rńsucindu-ĺi naiv micul trup ñ 

iar fularul va prinde în undele sale  

fiecare ´nfńŤiĺare, 

ce va fi sus pasńre, 

´ntors, va apńrea 

´n chip de bulgńr sfńr©micios 

ori floare de piatrń, 

numai r©sul e veĺnic, 

un loc nńzdrńvan 

de elfi, cńrńbuĺi ĺi copii 

ce se joacń repezi 

cu ghiulele, 

´n fularul ce se Ťese 

 

To have a place of your own, 

in a magical cellar, 

where you laugh among  

old petrified mugs,  

unshaken by wind, water or lichens ,  

to knit a giant scarf there,  

full of beings ñ 

it only happens  

that each day comes childishly,  

twisting its naive little body ñ 

and the scarf will catch in its waves  

every appearance, 

which will be a bird upwards,  

backwards, it will show up  

in the form of a crumbling clod  

or stone flower,  

only laughter is eternal,  

a fairy-tale place 

full of elves, beetles and children 

playing fast  

with cannon balls,  

in the scarf which weaves itself  
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singur în noapte. alone in the night.  
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BLąNDEţE KINDNESS  

 

VeŤi sta ca niĺte ĺop©rle, 

tresńrind prin somn de plńcere 

la orice zvon de alamń, de trompetń, 

p©nń c©nd bl©ndeŤea vń va electrocuta, 

fńc©ndu-vń sń vedeŤi, ´nmńrmuriŤi, 

într -o noapte ad©ncń, fńrń sunet, 

o fiinŤń albń 

care Ťine ´n m©nń toatń puterea, albń ĺi copilńreascń, 

dar precisń ca o bijuterie  

filigranatń ´n tihnń, 

cu dragoste risipitoare. 

Bl©ndeŤea va fi o forŤń, 

vń veŤi ruĺina ´n acel crug al nopŤii, 

iar dimineaŤa, fericiŤi, 

veŤi intra ´n sńlbńticie, uit©nd. 

 

You will lie down like liz ards, 

startling with pleasure in your sleep 

at every sound of brass, of trumpet, 

until kind ness will electrocute you,  

making you see, amazed, 

in a deep, soundless night,  

a white being  

holding all power in its hand, white and childish,  

but precise as a jewel 

filigreed in silence,  

with generous love.  

Kindness will be a force, 

you will be ashamed during that night watch,  

and in the morning, happy,  

you will pass into wilderness, forgetting.  
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TOTUL SE VA ROTI ÎNCET  EVERYTHING WILL SLOWLY TURN  

 

Într -o zi fiinŤele mici au sń ne deschidń 

porŤile unor mari case ĺi au sń ne cheme ´nńuntru, 

unde lumina va ieĺi ´ncet, 

prin uĺi deschise mereu unele-n altele, 

dezvelind lumi generoase, etanĺe, 

roade ale unei metamorfoze 

´ntre antracit, mahon ĺi scorŤiĺoarń. 

Orice energie va sta ´n tńcere ĺi brizń, 

´ntruchipatń de c©te-un obiect: 

pisic 

´ncolńcit pe divan, ĺir de frumoase dale  

pe coridoare. 

                FiinŤele mici nu vor ´ntreba ce va 

                mai fi, nu vor avea bulgńri de energie 

                cu care sń nu ĺtie ce sń facń. 

Atunci c©nd timpul va cere schimbńri, 

totul se va roti ´ncet, porŤile vor bate uĺor, 

fiinŤele vor trece paĺnic prin altceva, 

umbre ce strńbat mahon, antracit, scorŤiĺoarń. 

 

One day the little beings will open for us  

the gates of great houses and will invite us in, 

where the light will come out slowly,  

through doors always open to other doors,  

revealing rich, generous and sealed worlds,  

fruits of a metamorphosis  

between anthracite, mahogany and cinnamon. 

Each energy will wait in silence and in the breeze, 

embodied by an object: 

a tom cat  

coiled on the sofa, a set of beautiful tiles 

in the corridors.  

                The little beings will not ask about what  

                will be, they will not have lumps of energy  

                with which they will not know what to do.  

When time asks for changes,  

everything will slowly turn, the doors will slowly close,  

the beings will peacefully pass through something else, 

shadows penetrating mahogany, anthracite, cinnamon.  
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TŃCERE ĹI CRUţARE SILENCE AND RECOLLECTION  

 

Multń tńcere ĺi cruŤare 

le trebuie fiinŤelor mici, 

care trńiesc vńlurindu-se, 

sub ape verzui, 

bńtute de-o luminń roz de mńtase, 

când ele-ĺi vor spune numele 

doar ca pe o respiraŤie, 

trec©nd grńbite prin apa nordicń ĺi verzuie, 

ca ĺi c©nd s-ar duce 

sń creascń bogńŤia unui gr©nar ñ 

´ĺi vor arńta chipul pe jumńtate doar, 

´nsufleŤit, ´n pale mari, 

de lumina moale a unui soare galben, 

ce se va consuma fńrń vorbe 

în obrajii  lor. 

 

Deep silence and recollection 

are needed by the little beings,  

as they lead their lives undulating   

under greenish waves,  

covered by a pink, silk light,  

when they say their names 

just like a breath,  

hurriedly moving through the northern and greenish water, 

as if they would go   

to increase the wealth of a granary ñ   

they will only show half their face  

animated, covered in great waves 

of the soft light of a yellow sun,  

which will consume itself without speech,  

on their cheeks. 
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ODIHNA FIINţELOR MICI LITTLE BEINGS RESTING  

 

Cu bl©ndeŤea lor ameninŤńtoare, 

                          fiinŤele mici stau picotind ´n poianń, 

cu genele aurii ca niĺte stupuri 

                           din care zboarń gingaĺ albinele timpului. 

E de-ajuns sń ridice o m©nń din iarbń 

                           ĺi se va face noapte, ori se va face cuv©nt, 

fńrń sń pl©ngń, fńrń sń r©dń pentru asta, 

                           fńrń sń oboseascń, fńrń sń g©f©ie, 

doar m©na, perlń tremur©nd ´n v©nt, 

                           se va ´nńlŤa prin aerul vr©stat 

ñ va bate umbra, va bate lumina, pe rând, 

                           coloane în aer, temându-se, ascultând 

de mâna care va sta într-o nemiĺcare vie, 

                           prin care se-aude cum bate sângele ñ 

ĺi se va face cum au spus, 

                      va fi noapte, ori va fi cuvânt.  

 

With their menacing gentleness, 

                          the little beings are dozing in the meadow,  

with their eyelashes as gold as beehives                            

from which time õs bees are flying delicately.  

It is enough to raise a hand from the grass 

               and there will be night, or there will be word,  

without crying, without laughing becau se of this, 

                   without getting tired, without gaspin g for air,  

only the hand, a pearl trembling in the wind,  

                           will rise through the striped air  

ñ there will be shadow, there will be light, in turn,  

                           columns in the air, fearing, listening  

to the hand which  will wait in  living stillness,  

                           through which the blood can be heard pulsing ĭ 

and it will be done as they said, 

                      there will be night, or there will be word.  
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ċĹI VOR CONTINUA ÎNTEMEIEREA  THEY WILL CONTINUE TO BUILD THE WORLD ANEW  

 

Ĺi micile vietńŤi 

´ĺi vor continua ´ntemeierea, 

lucrarea de-nnoire-a lumii , 

ĺoptindu-ĺi numele firav ĺi proaspńt, 

ca o brizń ´n creĺtere sub ape, 

vor lucra mai departe  

la caietele lor cu însemne 

ĺi captńri de hieroglife, 

ca ĺi c©nd ar tot prinde la fluturi,  

matriŤele grele-or sń le tremure-n mâini,  

literele de metal moale, gingaĺe roiuri, 

se vor prelinge în ape, seara, 

c©nd, alńturi, plugurile 

pornesc sń taie ´n nebuloase,  

iar femeile ies din locuri calde în câmp  

cu cercei de metal moale la urechi, 

ĺi rńsuflń ´nalte, le fluturń 

pńrul moale de foc 

´n noaptea acriĺoarń. 

 

The little beings 

will continue to build the world anew , 

whispering their fresh and frail name,  

a name like a rising breeze under water, 

they will keep on working  

on their notebooks with marks  

and catches of hieroglyphs,  

as if they were going after butterflies;  

the heavy moulds will tremble in their hands,  

soft metal letters, delicate swarms, 

will seep into water in th e evening,  

when, side by side, the ploughs  

begin to cut into nebulae, 

and women go out from warm places into the field,  

with soft metal earrings in their ears,  

and they are breathing, tall;   

their soft, fiery hair flutter ing 

in the sour night.  
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ALB INELE TIMPULUI  TIMEõS BEES 

 

Nimeni nu ĺtie cń timpul coboarń 

pe umerii fiinŤelor mici, 

care stau la cumpńna apelor, 

´n toatń ´nńlŤimea trupului lor 

liniĺtit ĺi ne´narmat. 

Le alunecń, pur, chipul, 

fereastrń deschisń-nspre sticla izvorului,  

iar între aceste douń lentile bate v©ntul, 

furiosul, veĺnicul renńscńtor, 

nici nu observi insectele 

ce le dorm fńrń zgomot pe umeri, 

sńtule, 

iar ´n inima lor, c©t un grńunte, 

primejdiosul zumzet.  

 

Nobody knows that time descends  

onto the shoulders of little beings,  

who stay close to the watersheds, 

at the whole height of their bodies,  

peaceful and unarmed. 

Their pure faces are slipping,  

an open window to the glassiness of the spring, 

and between these two lenses the wind blows,  

the furiously, eternally renewing wind;  

one cannot even notice the insects 

sleeping noiselessly on their shoulders, 

satisfied,  

but in their grain -like hearts,  

the dangerous buzzing. 
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DANS  DANCE  

 

Ne-ngrijorńm pentru fapte-ale trecutului.  

FiinŤe mici danseazń ´n cerc ´n jurul soarelui. 

Dacń ´ntredeschizi ochii, le poŤi vedea seara, 

c©nd stai sub copac, sń te topeascń 

pńdurea ĺi umezeala. 

Nimic din ce g©ndeĺti nu mai este. 

Stai pe spate ĺi uiŤi. 

Dar nu ´nŤelegi de ce sunt verzi 

tńpĺanele cńlcate de fiinŤele mici. 

Ĺi totuĺi, ele danseazń mai departe 

în jurul soarelui.  

Sń nu uiŤi asta... 

 

We worry about the deeds of the past. 

Little beings are dancing in a circle around the sun. 

If you half open your eyes, you can see them in the evening 

when you sit under the tree, to be melted 

by forest and moisture. 

Nothing you think of exists anymore.  

You sit back and forget. 

But you do not understand why the meadows  

trodden by little beings are green. 

Yet, they are dancing on 

around the sun. 

Do not forget that... 
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MŃR ARUNCAT ċN NOAPTE AN APPLE CAST IN TO THE NIGHT  

 

LńsaŤi-mń sń vń arńt necredinŤa mea, 

strigń mica fiinŤń ´nconjuratń de raze, 

sń fac saltul peste moartea 

ce pare fragedń 

´n seara ´nĺelńtoare, 

cum ´ĺi ´ntinde la picioarele noastre  

oceanul de trupuri palpitând încet.  

LńsaŤi-mń sń vń arńt bulboane-ntre legi, 

ca sń vń puteŤi alege locul casei 

´n acest refuz dantelat ĺi uĺor, 

plin de roze, grńdinń p©lp©ind 

din mijlocul nopŤii calde, c©nd e vie 

doar fńptura ei de argint. 

De ce rńspundeŤi la toate, 

moi ca apa, cu vorbe? 

Pentru a rńspunde aŤi venit sau pentru a creĺte? 

Prin tńcere veŤi birui, 

aĺa cum prinŤii ´ĺi pornesc victoriile din somn, 

se va auzi cum ĺoapta voastrń stinsń 

urneĺte din loc pńm©ntul, 

mńr proaspńt ĺi strńlucitor, 

aruncat ´n noapte. BucuraŤi-vń. 

 

Let me show you my disbelief,  

cries the little being surrounded by rays;  

Iõll make that jump over death  

which seems tender  

in the deceitful evening,  

as it lies at our feet, 

the ocean of bodies pulsing slowly.  

Let me show you whirlpools between the laws,  

so you can choose the place for your house  

in this laced and light refusal,  

full of roses, a garden burning  

in the middle of the warm night when  

only her silver creature is alive.  

Why do you respond to al l  

that is as soft as water, with words?  

Have you come to respond or to grow?  

By silence you will prevail;  

just as princes start their victories in sleep,  

your fragile whisper will be heard  

moving the earth from its place,  

a fresh and bright apple,  

cast into the night. Rejoice.  
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Dacń vń retrageŤi ĺi vń duraŤi casń 

´n aceastń searń uitatń, 

unde aŤi ajuns fńrń voie, 

privind -o atent, o veŤi vedea  

plinń de viaŤń ĺi foĺnet; atunci ĺarpele vesel 

va ieĺi din voi chemat de un c©ntec, 

va ´nghionti pńm©ntul ´nainte, 

ca pe un mńr ne´nceput. 

CreĺteŤi. 

IubiŤi acel plaur dantelat ĺi uĺor, 

grńdinń de roze, 

emblema sa ñ  un copil  

cu chipul de aramń iradiantń 

ĺi t©mplele ´ncinse cu viŤń de vie 

t©nńrń ĺi ´nfloritoare, 

semn cń se va coace foarte t©rziu, 

cń toamna e ´ncń departe. 

Nu vń-ndoiŤi, mai spuse. 

Voi creĺte, nu voi consimŤi ñ niciodatń. 

If you withdraw and build your house  

in this forgotten evening,   

to which you came involuntarily;   

watching it carefully, you will see it  

full of life and rustling; then the merry snake  

will emerge from you called by a song;  

it will nudge the earth forward,   

like a an unbitten apple.  

Grow.  

Love that laced and light island of floating weeds ,  

a rose garden,  

its emblem ñ a child  

with a radiant brass face  

and temples girded with young and thriving vines,   

a sign that it will ripen very late,  

a sign that autumn is still far away.  

Do not doubt, the little being added.  

I will grow, I will not consent ñ ever. 
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ORŃ NOUŃ NEW TIME  

 

FiinŤe mici ridicń ´n luminń 

lucruri mńrunte, 

care se zbat, împotrivindu -se. 

Sń le vadń mai bine, 

le rotesc cu un sc©rŤ©it familiar,  

ca trosnetul pńm©ntului pe axń, 

ĺi le fac sń tremure, 

p©nń smulg, victorioase, 

din pielea obijduitń de biet lucru, 

o mireasmń de brad 

sau un email de ĺop©rlń, 

semn de vârtej 

ce se umflń pe-aproape, 

cutremurat de dragoste ĺi primejdie, 

de o orń nouń. 

 

Little beings raise into the light  

small things 

which struggle and resist.  

To see them better,  

they rotate them with a familiar creak,  

like the cracking of the earth on its axis,  

and they make them tremble,  

until they pull out, victoriously,  

from the battered skin of a poor thing,  

the fragrance of a fir tree  

or a lizardõs email,  

a sign of a whirlpool  

which swells close by,  

shaken with love and danger,  

by a new hour . 
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SEARŃ DE ANIMAL ANIMAL EVENING  

 

FiinŤe mici ascultń cu urechile ciulite 

zgomotul din josul scńrii: 

r©uri rńcoroase de seminŤe, 

comori adunate, au scńpat din m©na 

stńp©nilor ĺi curg fńrń ´ntoarcere 

înapoi spre izvoare. 

E o searń ad©ncń de animal 

ĺi, prin pńdure, oftaturi subŤiri 

par stele albe. 

FiinŤele mici ascultń 

´n josul scńrii: sunt licńriri 

trecute iar 

în tezaurul mineral al lumii,  

nicio durere ´nsń, 

doar paĺi bucuroĺi, ´n  tropot 

vijelios, 

simŤindu-se nevńzuŤi de nimeni. 

 

Little beings are listening with their ears pricked up  

at the noise from  the bottom of the ladder:  

cool rivers of seeds,  

gathered treasures, have fled from  

the mastersõ hands and flow irreversibly  

back to the springs. 

It is a deep animal evening  

and through the woods,  

delicate sighs seem to be white stars. 

The little beings are listening 

at the bottom of the ladder: there are  

glimmers passing back 

to the mineral treasure of the world , 

yet there is no pain, 

only merry  steps 

in a boisterous tramping,  

which feel unseen by anyone. 
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ISTORIE NATURALŃ NATURAL HISTORY  

 

FiinŤele mici 

                se-nconjurń ĺi se ajutń numai cu lucruri mari, 

z©mbitoare, cu pielea ´ntinsń pe trup 

                fńrń teamń de timp, 

rńbdurii, ele ´ngńduie luminii 

                sń le locuiascń, 

p©nń li se vede clar 

                 fiecare por, 

scorburń cu faguri 

                 pe un mal plin de cuiburi ĺi pńsńri. 

Lucruri ce sunt o istorie naturalń. 

                 FiinŤele mici le ´ndrumń, 

ca pe animale greoaie ĺi neĺtiutoare ñ 

                 nu mai ĺtiu drumul spre casń, 

dar ´ncń la lńsarea serii 

                  acolo vor ajunge. 

Ĺi toate datoriile timpului 

                 le vor plńti cu lapte ĺi miere, 

´n seara maternń ñ 

                 ah, mugetele lor rńzbńt©nd ´ntrebńtoare, supuse, 

dinspre hńŤiĺuri. 

 

 

The little beings 

                surround themselves with and handle only great 

things, 

smiling, with skin stretched out on their bodies  

                without fear of time;  

patient, they allow light  

                to inhabit them,  

until every one of their pores  

                 can be seen clearly, 

a hollow with honey combs  

                 on a bank full of nests and birds ñ 

things which are a natural history.  

                 The little beings are guiding them,  

like heavy and ignorant animals ñ   

                 they do not know the way home,  

but still, at nightfall ,  

                  they will get there.  

And all the debts of time  

                 will be paid with milk and honey,  

in the maternal evening ñ   

                 oh, their moans will rise questioningly in submission,  

from the thickets.  
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Restul e doar vârtej stângaci 

´n jurul fiinŤelor mici. 

 

The rest is just a faint vortex  

spinning around the little beings.  
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FIINţE MICI CONTEMPLąND ċNGHEţUL LITTLE BEINGS CONTEMPLATING THE FROST  

 

FiinŤele mici ñ oprite ca-ntr -o rńsfr©ngere 

pe malul tristei ape, verzui ĺi prinse, 

ce se va prńvńli veselń spre locul din urmń ñ 

                   vor mai lńsa sń aĺtepte dezgheŤul 

                   ́ ncń multń apń, cum o fi ea, lucioasń, opacń, 

                   luminatń de peĺti sau pustiitń. 

Nu tremurń de frig ĺi nu se ´nspńim©ntń, 

ochii lor nu poŤi nicicum sń-i vezi, 

cum stau cu capul înclinat, 

                   fixând încet soarele-n apń, 

                   dar, dacń treci pe-acolo odatń cu liniĺtea, 

                   vei vedea soarele cresc©nd odatń cu ochii lor 

                   ĺi ameninŤ©nd sń cuprindń apa. 

Nu te lńsa ´nĺelat: ele nu aĺteaptń salvarea, 

nu viseazń nimic mai frumos, nimic altceva, 

ci privesc drept ´n faŤń ´ngheŤul. 

 

 

The little beings ñ stationary as if in a reflexion  

on the shores of the sad, greenish and frozen water, 

which will fall happily to the place of lifeõs end ñ  

                   they will allow the thaw to wait for  

             even more water, however it might be ñ shiny, opaque, 

                   lighted up by fish or deserted.  

They do not shiver for cold and do not frighten;  

their eyes cannot be seen, no matter what,  

as they sit with their heads bowed,  

                   slowly staring at the sun in the water;  

                   but if you go through there along with quietness, 

         you will see the sun growing at the same time as their eyes 

                   and threatening to engulf the water.  

Do not be deceived: they do not expect salvation; 

they do not dream of anything more beautiful, anything else,  

but they look the frost straight in the eye. 
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RŃSŃRIT CU FIINţE MICI SUNRISE WITH LITTLE BEINGS  

 

FiinŤele mici stau sub frunzar 

la rńsńritul soarelui suind firav c©t un v©rf de ac 

                    ĺi vńd deja, cu ochiul lor catifelat, umbrit, 

                    apusul, când omul ori soarele, împrejmuit de 

belĺug, 

                    se opreĺte sń rńsufle prin flńcńri, 

iar atunci, din poziŤia lor comodń, relaxatń-n destin, 

cu m©inile sub cap ĺi spinarea dreaptń, 

ĺoptesc ´ncet, cu z©mbetul umpl©ndu-le faŤa, 

                    un cuvânt pe care nu-l aude sau nu-l ia ´n seamń 

                    nici iarba din jurul lor ñ 

                    ĺi deodatń ´l vńd deja la apus: 

un om cu trunchi herculean rńsucindu-se-n liman,  

arńt©ndu-ĺi forŤa-n splendoarea luminii ñ 

´nŤelepciune ´n sf©rĺit apńratń. 

 

The little beings are sitting under the foliage  

at the rising of the sun which climbs , as small as the end of a pin,  

                    and they already see the sunset with their smooth,  

              shaded eyes, when man or sun, surrounded by richness, 

                    stops to breathe through the flames, 

and then, from their comfortable position, relaxed in destiny,  

with their hands under their heads and their backs straightened,  

they whisper slo wly and the smile covers their faces,  

                    a word which the grass around them neither hears,  

                    nor takes into account ñ    

                    and suddenly they see it, already at sunset: 

having become a man of Herculean body twisting himself in the 

harbour, 

and showing his strength in the splend our of light ñ  

wisdom at last  defended. 
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CASE AURII  GOLDEN HOUSES  

 

Ochii fiinŤelor mici 

strńlucesc ´n iarbń 

ca niĺte case luminate, 

´n jurul lor clńdirile ´nalte 

sunt de mult  ruine acoperite de iarbń, 

iar copiii fiinŤelor mici 

le m©ng©ie fericiŤi temeliile. 

Nu mai sunt decât case aurii 

c©t cojile de nucń, 

în care te-nvńluie o lavń rńcoroasń. 

 

 

The eyes of the little beings 

are glowing in the grass 

like lighted houses; 

the tall  buildings around them  

have long ago become ruins covered by grass, 

and the children of the little beings  

happily caress their foundations.  

There is nothing left but golden houses 

as small as walnut shells, 

in which a cooling lava envelops you.  
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BLąNDA CŃLŃTORIE THE GENTLE JOURNEY  

 

Cńlńtorule pe ape verzui ĺi ´nzńpezite, 

simŤi cń devii o fiinŤń micń, 

iar paĺii tńi pufoĺi 

scot scântei 

pe gheaŤa 

sub care un copil trandafiriu  

se leagńnń fericit, ´n ad©nc. 

 

You, traveller on greenish and snowy waters, 

you feel you are becoming a little being,  

and your soft steps  

are sparking 

on the ice 

under which a rosy child  

is rocking happily, in the deep.  
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CEL CARE ċNTEMEIAZŃ THE ONE WHO  FOUNDS LIFE 

 

Spre acela al cńrui nume nu e pomenit 

mń ´ndrept chiar c©nd mń depńrtez, 

el este ĺi ´ntemeiazń ´n tńcere, 

într -o casń goalń, care se umple de muzicń 

la miĺcńrile m©inilor lui nepńtate de vorbe, 

numele lui e necunoscut, 

nimeni nu -l adaugń la vreun t©rg 

´n chip de monedń sau aliat, 

nu i se clintesc nici chipul nici ochii,  

fruntea nu i se ´ncruntń, pupilele-i rńm©n castanii-aurii,  

el se g©ndeĺte numai la mine, 

care ´naintez ´n capcanele spaŤiilor 

ce nu mń ating, fiindcń 

oriunde mń aflu ´n inima lui. 

 

I am heading towards the one whose name  

is not mentioned, even when I drift away;  

he exists and founds life  in silence, 

in an empty house which fills with music  

at the movements of his hands untainted by words;  

his name is unknown;  

nobody adds it to any transaction  

as a coin or an ally;  

his eyes and face do not move; 

his forehead does not frown; his pupils remain golden brown , 

he only thinks of me,  

as I am advancing into the traps of the spaces  

which do not touch me, because 

wherever I am, I am in his heart. 
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PRIMŃVARŃ SPRING  

 

O m©nń va ridica soarele 

din bârlogul unui mic animal,  

c©nd iese cornul de ied al pńm©ntului, 

neaĺteptat de nimeni, 

ĺi ´ndrńznesc sń vinń-n luminń 

inimi umbrite.  

Atunci se leagńnń lacul, 

dospind de ape, 

iar lanurile fragede  

se ´nfioarń de creĺtere 

ĺi aĺteaptń pasńrea 

ce va pluti deasupra,  

luminând cu aripile.  

Se vor vedea ierburile 

arzând îngândurate pe creste, 

cu ghearele fine ĺi argintii 

pierdute p©nń ´n sufletul st©ncii, 

iar apusul va sosi 

cu arcul sńu pńrintesc, 

adunându -i la vatrń pe cei ce se pierd, 

da, o m©nń va ridica 

soarele prin ceaŤń, 

 

A hand will raise the sun  

from the lair of a small animal,  

when the horn of the kid of the earth comes out, 

unexpected by anyone, 

and shadowed hearts  

dare to come into the light.  

Then the lake is rocking,  

fermenting with water,  

and the frail fields  

shudder with growth  

and wait for the bird  

which will fly above,  

illuminating with its wings.  

The herbs will be seen 

thoughtfully burn ing on ridges, 

with the fine silver claws  

lost in the soul of the rock, 

and the sunset will come 

with its fatherly arch,  

gathering at the fireplace those who go astray; 

yes, a hand will raise 

the sun through the fog,  
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se aude ropot de paĺi, 

iar pulsul pńm©ntului 

se face ploaie portocalie 

ĺi cade din ceruri. 

noises of steps are heard, 

and the pulse of the earth 

becomes an orange rain  

which falls from the heavens. 

 

 
 



Simona-Grazia Dima 
Armata fiinŤelor mici. The Army of Little Beings 

Parallel Texts 

43 

 

 

INTERPRETUL  THE INTERPRETER  

 

Toate sń le trńieĺti ca fiind odihnń 

ĺi doar iubirea sń ´Ťi fie muncń. 

Aĺezat ´n toate tńr©murile, 

dai semnalul de pace ĺi trecere, 

tu, care dormi pe poduri,  

pńzindu-le noaptea, 

tu, pasńre a miriĺtilor, 

interpret©nd rńsńritul. 

 

You must live everything as if it were rest  

and make your only work love.  

Inhabiting all realms,  

you give the signal of peace and crossing, 

you who sleep on bridges, 

guarding th em at night; 

you, bird of the stubble,  

interpreting the sunrise.  
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PE UN OGOR SEMŃNAT CU IUBIRE ON A FIELD SOWED WITH LOVE  

 

Primńvara mń-nvaŤń sń jur 

pe forŤa infailibilń. 

Auzind un râset puternic  

pe c©mpul semńnat cu grijń, 

am zńrit bulgńrii, oĺteni 

lepńd©ndu-ĺi nepńsńtori 

armura asprń, cenuĺie, 

apoi adunându -se-n cete, 

cum fac albinele, la sfat. 

ObŤinuserń o victorie ĺi, iatń, noi, 

´nt©rziaŤii, abia acum aflam. 

Halebardele lor ĺi suliŤele, 

coifurile zimŤate ĺi ghioagele  

ghintuite, lńsate pe margini,  

se destrńmau de la sine 

´n aerul tńcut, subŤire, 

iar ei r©deau cu toŤii, tare, 

timpul bńtńliei lor iernatice, 

firesc, trecuse. BeŤi de putere,  

´ĺi hrńneau fiecare boabele 

´ncredinŤate lor, cu vin ĺi splendoare. 

Apropiindu -mń, mi-au rństurnat supńraŤi, 

 

Spring teaches me to swear 

by the infallible force.  

Hearing a strong laughter  

on the field sown with care,  

I caught sight of the clods, soldiers 

carelessly leaving  

their rough, gray armour  

and then gathering in hosts, 

as bees do, for counsel. 

They had obtained a victory, and behold, we,  

the latecomers, have found out just now.  

Their halberds and spears, 

jagged helmets and studded  

maces, left on edges, 

were scattering naturally   

in the silent, thin air,  

and they were all laughing, loudly;  

the time of their wintry battle  

had naturally passed. Drunk with power,  

they were each feeding the grains  

entrusted to them, with wine and splendour.  

As I approached, with a gust of wind,  
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cu o rafalń de v©nt, podoabele, 

gândurile, vorbele de prisos 

ĺi mi le-au îngropat adânc sub ei. 

ăCa sń rńm©i cu bogńŤia ta cea purń, 

adevńrata, cea mńsuratń 

cu c©ntarul ierniió, spuse o voce 

furioasń, rńguĺitń, de undeva 

din rńdńcina unui bob de gr©u, 

ăiar pe cealaltń, pornitń ´n tumult 

din amńgire ĺi dorinŤń 

s-o demaĺti, s-o ucizi!ó 

adńugń, mai ĺńgalnic, un alt glas, 

ce pńrea cń se acompaniazń la harfń. 

they angrily overthrew my ornaments  

my thoughts, my superfluous words  

and they buried them deep beneath them. 

ôIt is for you to stay with your pure,  

true richness, that measured 

with scales of winterõ, said  

a furious, hoarse voice, from somewhere 

at the root of a grain of wheat,  

ôand the other, which has sprouted in turmoil  

from deception and desire,  

you should expose and kill!õ 

added, more mischievously, another voice,  

which  seemed to be accompanied by a harp. 
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MARTORUL  THE WITNESS  

 

Iarbń cuminte, iarbń ciufulitń de v©ntul ideii 

sau arsń de rafalele dorinŤei, 

iarbń cu chip ´nńlbństrit, iarbń-martor,  

opritń g©nditoare la porŤi, 

mńsur©nd cu seva, ´n bńtńi de pendul, 

dreptatea oamenilor, 

iarbń neliniĺtitń, care ne priveĺti 

c©nd r©dem ´mpovńraŤi de orgolii, 

iarbń cńlńtorind ´n jurul continentelor, 

lungi anotimpuri ´nvńŤatń 

la cńpńt©iul maeĺtrilor, 

iarbń rńbdńtoare, crescutń 

pe ruinele imperiilor,  

tu aĺtepŤi cu ´ncredere 

descoperirea adevńratei bogńŤii, 

´mbrńŤiĺezi sandaua eroului 

ĺi paĺii de abur ai mamelor, 

iarbń, pe tine veacuri  

graveazń cuvintele, ´ncet, 

în silabe ce privesc norii... 

 

 

Wise grass, grass dishevelled by the wind of ideas 

or burned by the gusts of desire,  

grass with a bluish face, witness-grass,   

thoughtfully standing at the gates,  

measuring with sap, in pendulum beats,  

the justice of people,  

restless grass looking at us  

when we laugh burdened by vanity,  

grass travelling around the continents,  

which has learned for long seasons 

at the mastersõ bedside, 

patient grass, grown  

on the ruins of empires, 

you expect with confidence  

the discovery of true richness;  

you embrace the sandal of the hero  

and the mothersõ steps of vapour;  

grass, centuries are  

engraving words on you, slowly,  

in syllables gazing at the clouds... 
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UN GOLF DE LUMINŃ A GULF OF LIGHT  

 

Pńm©ntul se desface ĺi o ia  

´n direcŤii necunoscute 

sub cei ce dorm, 

se desparte ´n braŤe ĺi evantaie subŤiri, 

întredeschise, 

cu bulgńri proaspeŤi, suiŤi 

de-a valma în vârf, 

af©naŤi, mustind de luminń, 

gata sń cadń, mereu rotiŤi pe locurile lor. 

ċŤi vine sń pl©ngi privindu-i, copleĺit 

de iubire, fiindcń pńm©ntu-i gingaĺ, 

tńcut ca o floare, iar unei flori  

nimeni nu -i vede miĺcńrile, 

doar înflorirea ñ ĺi li se pare fireascń. 

Sunt crestńturi ´n bulgńri, teme-te, 

fiecare e-un golf lucitor,  

semn al unui legńm©nt fńcut ´n fiinŤń, 

ce nu se poate uita. 

Priveĺte, fiecare p©lc sau vale 

vireazń ´n formń de bulboanń, 

porneĺte cu miĺcńri de floare, 

pńm©ntul dindńrńt tresare,  

 

The earth unfolds and goes  

in unknown directions  

under those who sleep; 

it splits into arms and into delicate,  

half-open fans,  

with fresh clods, lifted  

in disorder to the top,   

loose, overflowing with light,  

ready to fall, always turning in their places.  

You feel like crying when you watch them, overwhelmed  

by love, because the earth is tender, 

silent as a flower, but no one  

sees the flower õs movements, 

only the flowering is seen ñ and it seems natural.  

There are notches in clods, be afraid!  

Every one is a shining gulf,  

a sign of a covenant made inside the core of being, 

one which cannot be forgotten. 

Look, all the copses and valleys 

are turning in the shape of a whirlpool,  

are starting to move like flowers;   

the land behind startles, 
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pitind o lume de suflete  

ce explodeazń mńrunt, 

fiecare în inima sa. 

Dacń dai la o parte primul strat, 

vei zńri Ťńr©na ñ o mulŤime de boabe 

micĺorate p©nń la un strop de raze ñ 

ascultând ĺi fremńt©nd. 

Nu te speria de faptele pńm©ntului; 

chiar dacń v©ntul i-ar rństurna brazdele, 

n-ar putea sń cadń dec©t ´n luminń. 

hiding a world of souls  

which explodes in a tiny way,  

each in its heart. 

If you take out the first layer,  

you will see the du st ñ a multitude of grains  

shrunk to a sprinkle of rays ñ   

listening and rustling.  

Do not be afraid of the deeds of the earth; 

even if the wind upset  its furrows,  

they could only fall in light.  
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SEARŃ EVENING  

 

ċn codru se face amurg roĺietic ñ 

ĺi cńutńm pe arbori 

literele zgâriate 

de fiinŤele mici, 

care au scris 

´n fugń 

poemul,  

´ntre faguri ĺi cetini, 

alergând 

cu fructe dulci ĺi uscate 

în mâini.  

 

 

A reddish twilight falls over the woods ñ   

and we are searching on trees 

for the letters scratched 

by the little beings, 

who have written,  

hastily,  

the poem,  

among honeycombs and fir needles, 

running  

with sweet and dried fruit  

in their hands.  
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VAL DE APRILIE  APRIL WAVE  

 

Priveliĺtea mi se dńruie ñ 

r©de spre mine pńm©ntul ud ´ntre pietrele cenuĺii, 

r©uri de oameni trec pe l©ngń pńm©ntul 

galben, care-i priveĺte pe jumńtate pios, 

pe jumńtate glumind pe socoteala lor. 

Înaintez ca printr -un culoar albastru de humus:  

peste tot, de pretutindeni, ochi, ochi, ochi, 

vis©nd departe, p©nń-n adâncul lumii,  

miile  de promisiuni ale frumuseŤii. 

Copiii curioĺi cumpńrń dulciuri transparente 

ce li se desfoliazń-n palme 

ca aripile vinete de pńsńri 

Ťip©nd re´ntoarse la cuib,  

aproape eter, aproape vânt. 

Strada purt©nd reŤele ĺi noduri 

´ĺi reaminteĺte istoriile meĺteĺugarilor,  

Ťńranilor ĺi cavalerilor 

ce-au strńbńtut-o, 

revede privirile cńrturarilor 

ce i-au sorbit cu voluptate semnele, 

susurând, neauzit aproape, un poem. 

Ĺi praful cu irizńri de miere 

 

The view is giving itself to me ñ   

the wet earth between the grey stones is laughing towards me; 

streams of people are passing along the yellow 

earth which gazes at them half piously,  

half joking at their expense. 

I am advancing as if through a corridor blue with humus:  

throughout, from everywhere, eyes, eyes, eyes, 

dreaming afar, as far as the depths of the world,  

about the thousands of promises of beauty. 

Curious children are buying transparent sweets  

which are unravelling  in their hands  

like the bluish  wings of the birds  

screeching upon their return to their nests,  

nearly ether, nearly wind.  

The street carrying networks and junctions  

recalls the stories of craftsmen, 

peasants and knights 

who walked on it,  

reviews the glances of scholars, 

who voluptuously drank from its signs,  

murmuring, almost unheard, a poem.  

And the dust with honey iridescences  
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tremur©nd ´n vńzduh, 

ĺi mersul triumfal 

spre Ťinta neĺtiutń, 

foĺnetul necontenit al straielor, 

paĺii schiŤ©nd cadriluri, 

pruncii nńuci dibuind din cńrucioare lumina, 

ĺi boabele de coriandru care se rostogolesc. 

trembling i n the air, 

and the triumphal march  

to the unknown target,  

the continual rustle of garments,  

the steps miming quadrilles,  

the dizzy babies fumbling for light in their prams,  

and rolling coriander grains.  
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DAR ĹOPTIT WHISPERED GIFT  

 

Deschise ochii ĺi scoica se luminń. 

Vńzu un trup culcat 

într -un colŤ al odńii de sidef, 

delfin m©ng©iat de marea interioarń, 

legńnat de ape. 

ċnsufleŤit de liniĺtea unei fiinŤe mici, 

stńtea cu numele pustiu ĺi uitat. 

Brusc, cel ce privea, cutremurat, ´nŤelese 

cń-l avea în faŤń pe fratele, pe martorul lui, 

ce-i trecea ´ntreaga viaŤń ´n dar. 

Rńvńĺit, asista la belĺugul unei frumuseŤi cosmice, 

´n incandescentń risipire,  

ce-ĺi ´ntemeia triumfńtoare 

treptele aspre de ziggurat ale petalelor. 

Sub ochii sńi, fiinŤa 

prindea roĺeaŤa marilor fructe,  

crescând cu un avânt de necrezut, 

aĺa cum se dńruiesc florile 

vâltorii de -aprilie, neĺtiutoare, 

punându -ĺi frumuseŤea pe seama luminii. 

Privitorul ĺtia acum cń asistń 

la germinarea propriei lui frumuseŤi, 

 

He opened his eyes and the shell lighted up. 

He saw a body lying  

in a corner of the nacreous room, 

a dolphin caressed by the inner sea, 

rocked by the waters. 

Animated by the tranquillity of a little being,  

he stood there with his empty and forgotten name.  

Suddenly, the one who looked, shaken, understood 

that he was looking at his brother, his witness, to whom  

he was leaving his whole life as a gift. 

Tormented, he was witnessing the abundance of cosmic beauty, 

in flaming waste,  

triumphantly creating  

the harsh ziggurat steps of petals.  

Under his eyes, the being  

caught the ripeness of large fruit,  

growing with an incredible surge, 

just as flowers give themselves  

to April's eddies, unknowing,  

putting their beaut y under the auspices of light. 

The viewer knew now that he was present  

at the germination of his own beauty,  
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pregńtitń sń se ´nalŤe ca un v©nt bun 

peste lume, iar v©rtejurile primńverii 

nu-i puteau zbici frumuseŤea eternń, 

încât nimeni n-avea ce sń-i fure,  

doar dacń l-ar fi rńpit cu totul, 

ĺi-atunci ar fi devenit pe datń el, 

ucis ĺi transformat de un lucru care existń 

ĺi ĺtie cń tot ce e mic ĺi fericit  

va rńm©ne mereu mic ĺi fericit. 

ready to rise like a good wind  

over the world, and the whirlpools of spring  

could not dry out the etern ity of his beauty, 

so that no one would hav e anything to steal from him , 

unless the stealer took his whole person,  

but then the stealer would become the viewer himself  

and would be killed and transformed by something that exists 

and knows that everything which is little and happy  

will always remain little and happy.  
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OFTATUL EROULUI  THE HERO'S SIGH  

 

Eroii cu feŤele arse 

înaintau, stâlpi de sare, 

spre acel soare imponderabil, 

spre primńvara invizibilń, 

al cńrei mugure aluneca din m©ini, 

scńpa ĺi se fńcea veac. 

Iar geamńtul eroilor sńpa tunele 

în stâncile viitorului.  

Într -un singur oftat de -al lor  

´ncńpeau seminŤii, 

care aveau timp sń colinde-n pustiu  

ĺi pe lacuri, sń prindń pńsńri ĺi peĺti 

miraculoĺi, sń aĺtearnń  

ĺi sń str©ngń corturile, 

sń ´nalŤe oraĺe, 

sń se ajute prieteneĺte 

ĺi sń se surpe unii pe alŤii ´n intrigi, 

sń viseze ĺi sń se ´nmulŤeascń 

´n arborescente ĺi crude  

poveĺti de iubire, 

aveau timp... 

 

 

The heroes with faces burned 

were moving forward, pillars of salt,  

towards that imponderable sun,  

towards the invisible spring,  

whose bud was slipping out of hands,  

was fleeing and becoming an age. 

And the moan of the heroes was digging tunnels  

in the rocks of the future.  

In one of their sighs 

entire tribes were contained, 

who had time to wander in the desert  

and on lakes, to catch miraculous birds  

and fish, to set up tents  

and take them down,  

to build cities,  

to help each other in a friendly  way 

and destroy each other in intrigues, 

to dream and multiply  

in intricate and cruel  

love stories; 

they had time ... 
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CAPCANA VISULUI  A TRAP OF A DREAM  

 

Nu mń ispiti, nńvńlitoare bogńŤie, 

cu dealurile tale de smirnń ĺi santal, 

lasń-mi copiii netulburaŤi, 

fńrń sń-Ťi pui capcanele 

ad©nc roĺietice ´n faŤa lor. 

Sunt case-n ruinń, sunt ziduri pustii, 

care ĺtiu trńi fericite, 

ascultând timpul cum leagń firele, 

fńrń a-ĺi asmuŤi visul pe urmele lui, 

mai opreĺte-te, înfrigurato,  

din zborul tńu de vultur lacom, 

nu trece pe aici, 

cu carele tale de flori hurducându -se, 

neadevńratń bogńŤie, nu mń ispiti, 

cu tunetele ĺi grindina ta 

neaducńtoare de belĺug, 

ĺi trupele tale grńbite, cu ochii-n pńm©nt ñ 

fals belĺug, larmń a larvelor, 

cumplitń zvonire ´ntre germenii orbi ´n miĺun, 

Nu cńuta depńrtarea aĺa de fanatic, 

lasń-i sń doarmń pe cei ce-ĺi ajung, 

mai lasń-mi ĺi mie m©na uĺoarń, 

 

Do not tempt me, invading richness,  

with your hills of myrrh and sandalwood;  

leave my children undisturbed;  

do not set your traps  

of a deep ruddy colour before them.  

There are houses in ruin; there are desolate walls 

that know how to live happily,  

listening to how time ties the threads,  

without urging the dream to follow its tracks;  

give up for once, you febrile richn ess,  

your greedy eagle flight;  

do not pass by this place, 

with your jolting carts of flowers;  

you, false richness, do not tempt me, 

with your thunders and your hail,  

which cannot bring abundance,  

and your hurried troops, with eyes fixed on the ground ñ   

false abundance, uproar of larvae,  

a terrible noise among the blind germs swarming . 

Do not look for distance so fanatically;  

let the self-sufficient ones sleep,  

and leave me my light hand  
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necoruptń de vis, 

bogatń ´n sine ca frunza de ĺtiinŤa apei, 

aĺterne doar c´teva r©nduri senin, 

cum valul se scrie din mare, 

ĺi du-te, primeneĺte-te ´n pńm©nt. 

uncorrupted by dreaming,  

rich in itself as the leaf in the knowledge of water;  

lay out just a few lines, clearly, 

just as the wave is written by the sea, 

and go, renew yourself in the earth. 
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ATINGERE  TOUCH  

 

O atingere ñ 

între cei ce se iubesc ñ 

Mintea culcatń gingaĺ ´n pńm©nt 

nu ´ndrńzneĺte sń-i tulbure bulgńrii, 

pńm©ntul se teme sń nu-i rńneascń 

picioarele albe, fine, 

cu vine de luminń ñ 

Intrń ´mpreunń, 

temńtori pentru binele ĺi puterea celuilalt, 

în marea dragoste. 

 

A touch ñ   

between those who love each other ñ   

The mind gently lying down on the ground  

dares not disturb the clods; 

the soil is afraid not to hurt  

its white, slender legs,  

veined with light ñ   

They go in together,  

fearing for the wellness and strength of the other, 

into the great love. 
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VIAţA PŃMąNTULUI LIFE OF THE SOIL  

 

Pńm©ntul e fńcut 

sń trńiascń ´nainte, 

pe linii vizibile,  

într -o meserie necunoscutń, 

artń a mńrii, vegheatń ´n ad©ncuri 

de un ´nger rństurnat, 

care ´ncearcń, cu gura lui violet, 

sń soarbń copilul patin©nd 

dezlńnŤuit deasupra, 

pe râuri pornite prin delte spre mare,  

tot mai rńsfirate, mai desfńcute 

pe fundul oceanului,  

doar într -un târziu, secret, 

cu cele-ale copilului  

de peste ape, 

secret, 

se vor uni,  

din nou.  

 

The soil is made  

to keep living,  

on visible lines,  

in an unknown  trade,  

the art of the sea, watched in the deep  

by a fallen angel, 

trying, with his violet mouth,  

to sip the child skating  

freely above, 

on rivers flowing through deltas towards the sea,  

ever more scattered, looser,  

on the bottom of the ocean; 

only la ter, secretly,  

with those of the child  

over the waters  

secretly,  

they will unite,  

again. 
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ZBOR FLIGHT  

 

Zbori grńbit, luminos, 

peste priveliĺtea rńscolitń, 

scufundatń sub lava, pe care, 

nestńp©nindu-se, bogńŤia o genereazń, 

odatń cu trombele de fum. 

Ce caznń pare sń fie, 

flńcńrile urcń-n rńspńr, 

astup©nd izvorul dorinŤei 

cu zgurń ĺi mńrńcini. 

Dar sf©rĺitul a fost bine g©ndit, 

trupul de argint licńreĺte-n tńcere, 

sufl©nd abur rńcoros. 

Ĺi o ferigń-i umbreĺte interiorul, 

barcń navig©nd liniĺtit 

pe ape suave, închise ñ  

ce bine a fost scris totul, 

´ncheieturile zg©rcite ale priveliĺtii 

se netezesc în tendoanele aurii  

ale poveĺtii fńrń cusur, 

arcń ´naltń cu st©lpi de ivoriu, 

sub care acel trup calm aprobń 

´n liniĺte, ĺoptind... 

 

You are flying fast, luminously,  

over the upset landscape,  

submerged under the lava which  

richness uncontrollably generates, 

along with whirlwinds of smoke.  

What a torture it seems to be, 

the flames rising backwards, 

sealing the source of desire 

with slag and brambles. 

But the end was well thought out  ñ  

the silver body is flashing in silence,  

blowing cooling steam.  

And a fern shades its interior,  

a boat sailing quietly  

on gentle, sheltered waters ñ   

how well everything was written;  

the cramped joints of the landscape  

are smoothed into the gold tendons  

of the flawless story, 

a tall ark with ivory pillars,  

under which that calm body consents  

quietly, whispering...  



Simona-Grazia Dima 
Armata fiinŤelor mici. The Army of Little Beings 

Parallel Texts 

62 

 

aer ĺi convoaie de pńsńri... air and convoys of birds... 
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PRIN INIMA AMESTECULUI  THROUGH THE HEART OF MIXTURE  

 

Nu existń loc de trecere 

decât chiar prin inima amestecului,  

prin fagurele de foc care gâlgâie, 

topind mńdularele. 

ċntre firele unui pńianjen ´nŤelept, 

cu trupul de aur,  

´Ťi croieĺti drum  

lopńt©nd cu aripile, 

spre norii unei inimi blânde. 

Nu existń alt loc de trecere, 

mersul lasń pe piele alge ĺi fum 

ĺi luciul ad©ncurilor, 

iar amintirea locurilor te va urmńri 

ĺi dupń ce ele au rńmas ´n spate, 

iar tu ´noŤi acum ´n alte inimi, 

în alte valuri.  

 

 

There is no crossing place  

except through the heart of mixture,  

through the fiery honeycomb gurgling and  

melting the limbs.  

Between the threads of a wise spiderõs web  

with a golden body,  

you make your way  

shovelling with your  wings,  

towards the clouds of a gentle heart. 

There is no other crossing place; 

walking leaves seaweed and smoke on the skin  

and the lustre of the depths, 

while the memory of places will follow you  

even after they have been left behind, 

while  now you are swimming in other hearts,  

in other waves. 

 

  



Simona-Grazia Dima 
Armata fiinŤelor mici. The Army of Little Beings 

Parallel Texts 

64 

 

 

GEOMETRIA LUCRURILOR  THE GEOMETRY OF THINGS  

 

C©nd vei sta pe jumńtate adormit ´n noapte, 

vei vedea deodatń geometria lucrurilor 

rńsufl©nd uĺor, stea spongioasń de mare, 

cu marginile zdrenŤuite fin, 

ca niĺte aripi de animale 

refńc©ndu-se pe fundul apei. 

Vei ´ncerca degeaba sń strigi,  

sń pl©ngi sau sń te bucuri, 

ea va pulsa mai departe, 

fńrń sń te audń, 

noaptea ´Ťi va pune cńluĺ 

ĺi va fi cu totul altfel  

de cum te-ai gândit,  

un animal surâzând din valuri,  

ridic©nd capul spre ´ndepńrtate Ťńrmuri, 

parcń amuĺin©nd punctele cardinale ñ 

atunci e ora când geometria ta 

urcń din copilńrie, 

strńbńt©nd apele ca un peĺte de luminń, 

iar tu tresari, muĺcat de-un nisetru,  

te vezi suind cu de-amńnuntul 

scara strńlucitoare, 

 

When you sit half asleep at night, 

you will suddenly see the geometry of things 

breathing lightly, a spongy sea star, 

with finely ragged edges,  

like wings of animals  

recreating themselves at the bottom of the water. 

In vain you will try to scream,  

weep or rejoice; 

it will keep throbbing,  

without hearing you,  

the night will gag you  

and it will be completely different  

from how you thought ñ 

an animal smiling in the waves,  

raising its head towards remote shores, 

as if sniffing out the cardinal points ñ   

then is the time when your geometry  

comes back to you from childhood,  

wandering over the waters like a fish made of light,  

and you shudder, bitten by a sturgeon;  

you see yourself minutely climbing  

the shining steps, 
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acum viteaz ĺi biruitor, 

acum ĺovńind cu m©na ridicatń, 

topindu -te, stâlp de sare scufundat, 

ĺi lńs©nd lucrurile sń Ťi se risipeascń printre degete 

´n v©rtejuri de petale ĺi fluxuri aurii ñ 

te miri cń nu vezi totuĺi nicio pierdere, 

acum toate s-au adunat, blânde, 

roi de polenuri oprit pe o pia trń, 

scńldat ´n matematica mńrii, cea adevńratń, 

c©nd peste valuri calculele continuń, 

iar matematicienii -i descoperń miezul 

numai în vis sau în moarte, 

dupń ce matematica s-a ´mplinit ´ntreagń, bogatń. 

Atunci lucrurile ies, cuminŤi, dintre colinele de nisip, 

at©t de fericite ´n ele ´nsele, cu fruntea ad©ncitń ´n sfere. 

Nu te teme, printre ele mai sunt spaŤii tńcute, 

din care Ť©ĺnesc ulii ĺi vulturi 

cu feŤe radioase, 

´ntoarse liniĺtitor 

spre tine. 

 

now brave and victorious,  

now hesitating with your hand raised,  

melting, a submerged salt pillar,  

and letting  things scatter through your fingers  

in whirlwinds of petals and golden tides ñ    

you wonder that you do not yet see any loss, 

now all have gathered, gently,  

a swarm of pollen stationary on a stone, 

bathed in the maths of the sea, the true maths,  

when, over the waves, the calculations continue,  

and mathematicians discover its core 

only in dreams or in death,  

after maths has fulfilled itself, entirely and richly.  

Then things come out, obediently, fro m between the hills of 

sand, 

so happy in themselves, with their foreheads deepened into 

spheres. 

Fear not; among them there are silent spaces, 

from which hawks and eagles are springing  

with radiant faces,  

turned silently  

towards you.  
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CÂNTEC PENTRU MU NTE SONG FOR THE MOUNTAIN  

 

Munte strńvechi ĺi bl©nd, 

Ťine-ne buruieni ascunse, 

´n br©ul pńdurii tale, 

pe noi, vasalii poeziei, 

lasń-ne fruntea lucind  

de cenuĺń strńlucitoare, 

´n v©ntul renaĺterii, 

ce vuieĺte sub ramuri, 

cu privirea Ťintń 

la razele ivite 

din ochii maeĺtrilor. 

Nicio clipń tu nu ne pńrńseĺti, 

dar locul ni -l tot schimbi,  

sń facem sń c©nte orga pńdurii,  

transfiguraŤi de curenŤii ce se ´ntretaie ñ  

rńtńcim printre caturi, 

´n m©nń cu buchetul 

niciodatń vestejit, 

mai tineri, tot mai tineri irump ând 

printre registrele schimbate. 

 

 

Ancient and gentle mountain,  

keep us hidden weeds, 

in your forest girdle,  

us, the vassals of poetry;  

leave our foreheads shining 

with brilliant ashes,  

in the wind of rebirth,  

which roars under branches, 

with our eyes  fixed 

on the rays arising 

from the eyes of the masters. 

You do not leave us at any moment, 

but you keep changing our place, 

so we could make the organ of the forest play,  

while we are transfigured by the intersecting currents ñ   

we are wandering from st orey to storey, 

with the never -fading  

bouquet in hand,  

emerging younger and younger  

from among the changing organ registers. 
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ċN PLOAIE ĹI ċN LUMINŃ IN RAIN AND LIGHT  

 

FiinŤele mici ´nainteazń pendul©nd, 

´n noaptea luminoasń, 

printre raze ´ncruciĺate cu ĺuviŤe de ploaie, 

zboarń cu faŤa c©nd ´n luminń, c©nd ´n bogńŤia de stropi, 

´nconjurń locul ĺi intrń tot mai departe ´n noapte. 

Ochii lor rotunzi, ´mbibaŤi de luminń ĺi apń 

prind sń ´ntrezńreascń o fiinŤń 

ce li se naĺte nebulos ´nainte, 

îi dau târcoale în tremur,  

privind -o cum creĺte, ´n rafale de ploaie ĺi raze, 

p©nń i se vede miezul de marmurń, 

ca un schelet ´n carnea ceŤoasń. 

Atunci fluturń peste domenii ´ntemeierea, 

(o boare-a lumii reînnoite ), 

apare casa cu pereŤii ei de piatrń ĺi gr©u, 

din pńm©nturile nopŤii, 

fiinŤele mici o privesc mai departe, 

dinspre ploaie, dinspre luminń, 

p©nń ce ea nu se mai schimbń, 

nu se mai miĺcń, 

cresc©nd printre r©sete subŤirele, 

mereu în mijloc, 

 

The little beings are advancing, swinging  

in the bright night,  

through the rays, crossed by strands of rain; 

they are flying with their faces sometimes in the light, sometimes in 

the abundance of raindrops; 

they are surrounding the place and entering further into the night.  

Their round eyes, imbued with light and water,  

catch a glimpse of a being 

which is born nebulously before their eyes;  

they are circling it tremulously,  

watching it grow in blasts of rain and rays,  

until its marble core can be seen,   

like a skeleton in the foggy flesh. 

When li feõs inchoate essence 

(a breeze of the world renewed) , 

flutters over the domains,  

the house with its walls of stone and wheat appears  

out of nightõs lands;  

the little beings watch it further  

from the rain, from the light,  

until it no longer changes,  

it no longer moves, 
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apropiatń, necunoscutń. 

 

but grows amidst delicate laughter, 

always in the middle,  

close by, unknown. 
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ĹIRAG STRING OF BEADS  

 

Lucrul e singur ĺi doarme, 

tandru l -am scos dintre vńluri 

ĺi i-am vńzut rńdńcinile 

cum se legau de alte lucruri din jur,  

tńcut, mńtase de aur p©lp©ind ´n reŤele 

melodioase, ´nc©t am putut sń-l desprind  

ĺi sń-l pun la g©t, ´n ĺirag,  

piatrń bl©ndń, ´ntre celelalte. 

 

 

The thing is alone and asleep;  

gently I took it out from its veils  

and I saw its roots 

as they tied themselves to other things around,  

silently, golden silk flashing in melodious  

nets, so that I could draw it out  

and put it round my neck, like a string of beads,  

a soft stone among the others. 
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LUCRUL REGE  THE KING THING  

 

Lucrul nu aleargń ´n faŤa nicicui, 

´ĺi creĺte p©inea ´n odaia sńlbaticń, 

unde se vede un semn pâlpâind 

albastru în fumul vinului  

ĺi acela eĺti tu. 

Mereu e deĺert ´n faŤń ĺi-n spate, 

´nsń vine pe drum de verdeaŤń 

cineva mânat de iubire, 

spre lucrul t©nńr, ´mbl©nzitor al fricii, 

st©nd proaspńt ´n sufletul recoltei,  

´ntre porumbei ĺi valuri de boabe, 

el, care ĺi-a trimis semnele  

înainte de a fi cunoscut, 

el, care-ĺi loveĺte oaspetele 

cu fulgerul belĺugului 

din oceanul puterii lui fńrń nume, 

dńruindu-l ´n ĺoaptń. 

 

The thing does not run towards anyone; 

it raises its bread in the wild room,  

where a sign is seen blinking  

blue in the smoke of the wine 

and that is you. 

There is always desert in front and behind, 

but somebody driven by love  

comes on a leafy road, 

towards the young thing, the tamer of fear,  

standing fresh in the soul of the harvest,  

among doves and waves of grain ñ   

he who has sent his signs 

before being known, 

he who strikes his guest 

with the lightning of abundance  

from the ocean of his nameless power, 

bestowing it in a whisper.  
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SŃRBŃTOAREA LUCRULUI THE THINGõS CELEBRATION 

 

Acestui lucru  

                    dragostea nu-i va fi  

niciodatń de ajuns. 

                   Ĺi totuĺi, este un loc 

în inima lui,  

                   unde ´i rńsare forma 

ĺi dragostea ´ncepe sń lumineze, 

                   floare aflatń 

între focuri aurii.  

                   Când ochii se-ndreaptń liniĺtit 

´n caravana vrńjitń 

                   spre oaza din mijlocul lucrului,  

numai acolo este sńrbńtoarea 

                   dupń care ai pornit, 

dar ea te cuprinde ´ncń pe drum 

                    ́ n mantia ei de luminń 

ĺi te aduce ´n faŤa lucrului 

                    fericit ĺi complice, 

(adicń tu,) mireasmń a florii lui, 

                    ce ĺi-a deschis din depńrtare 

petalele în tine. 

 

To this thing  

                    love will never  

be enough. 

                   And yet, there is a place  

in its heart, 

                   where its form appears 

and love begins to shine, 

                   a flower placed  

between golden fires. 

                   When the eyes quietly look at  

the magic caravan 

                   towards the oasis in the middle of the thing,  

the feast in quest of which you started  out  

                    is only there, 

but it still envelops you on the road  

                    in its mantle of light  

and brings you face to face with the thing  

                    happy and complicit,  

you, the fragrance of its flower  

                    which has opened, from a distance,  

its petals in you. 
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IUBIREA MARELUI ANIMAL  THE  LOVE OF THE GREAT ANIMAL  

 

Sń poŤi vedea cum se cuvine 

mistuirea acestor flori delicate într -o clipń, 

lasń-te iubit de aceastń fiinŤń ´ngrozitoare 

care ´Ťi aratń capcanele, strńlucirile, prńpństiile, 

´n timp ce se scuturń de r©s 

ĺi te m©ng©ie ´ns©nger©ndu-te cu gheara. 

O, ca sń ´nŤelegi 

bl©ndeŤea ĺi neputinŤa ´nfloririi, 

lasń-te sfios ĺi tu, 

nu mai întreba, nu mai iscodi, nu te mai împotrivi,  

enigmele pe care Ťi le-aratń 

sunt tot mai neplictisitoare, tot mai repezi,  

tot mai iubitoare,  

dar oare când se vor sf©rĺi? 

 

 

To view properly  

the devouring of these delicate flowers in an instant,   

let yourself be loved by this terrible being , 

which shows you the pitfalls, the shining, the ravines,  

while shaking with laughter  

and caresses you, making you bleed with its claw s. 

Oh, to understand 

the tenderness and weakness of flowering,  

be shy, like them,  

do not ask, spy or resist; 

the mysteries you are shown  

are ever more interesting, ever more rapid , 

more loving,  

but when will they come to a n end? 
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GLAS  VOICE  

 

ċntre talazurile ce se sparg, la rńscruce, 

am auzit un glas singuratic din noapte,  

´n jurul lui se fńcuse frig. 

El ´nsuĺi, ´nfrigurat, pńrea sń se stingń 

ĺi-am cńutat paĺii care trebuiau sń ducń la el 

ĺi se opreau pe o movilń pustie. 

ċn acel loc mńrginaĺ, cresc©nd ´ncurcat ´n uitare, 

iarba cea bunń se toarce ´n ceŤuri ĺi m©zgń, 

sunt ´nghiŤite fiinŤele ajunse aici de departe, 

acel glas ce se sf©ĺia ´n noapte, 

al unor fiinŤe surori, 

Ťinute alńturi prin lanŤ, 

nesemńn©nd ĺi ur©ndu-se, 

care azi au pierit! 

Cine apleacń urechea spre el 

aude v©rtejuri ĺi pl©nsul lor vechi, 

adoarme ĺi cade, ´n bolŤi de metale, una cu ele, 

în timpuria sa moarte.  

 

 

Among the waves that break at a crossroads,  

I heard a lone voice in the night,  

and it became cold around it.  

The voice itself, feverish, seemed to fade 

and I looked for the footsteps that would lead to it  

and they stopped on a deserted hillock. 

In that remote place, while growing tangled in oblivion,  

the good grass is spun out in mists and scum; 

beings which have reached this far are swallowed,   

that voice that was tearing into the night,  

the voice of sister beings,  

who are held together by a chain,  

dissimilar and hating each other,  

who died today!  

Whoever turns his ear to it  

hears whirlpools and their old cry,  

goes to sleep and falls, in metal vaults, one with them,  

into his early death. 
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PREAROTUNDUL  OVERROUNDED THINGS  

 

Prearotunde sunt lucrurile,  

ca niĺte oameni ad©nciŤi ´n g©nduri, 

cu capul plecat, între care-ar ´ncepe sń batń v©ntul, 

sń nu mai zńreascń dec©t g©ndul 

unde prind sń coboare, 

duĺi ´n mare de coada unui cal alb ´n galop, 

p©nń ce apa, lovindu-i în urechi, cuprinzându -i, 

ajunge sń sune a muzicń. 

Prearotunde sunt lucrurile,  

strńlucesc ĺi se ´mbujoreazń sub luciu ñ preacoapte, 

preasingure, p©nń miroase a carne arsń, a fum greu, 

prin care se vńd ´nŤelepŤii cńzuŤi l©ngń ziduri, 

pl©ng©nd cu vocile ĺi feŤele lor de copii 

rotundul ĺi nepotrivirea lumilor. 

 

 

Overrounded are the things,  

just like people deepened in thoughts,  

with heads bowed, between whom the wind might start to blow,  

to leave only the thought to be seen 

where they start to come down, 

taken into the sea by the tail of a white horse galloping, 

until the water, striking th eir ears, engulfing them, 

starts to sound like music. 

Overrounded are the things;  

they shine and blush under their lustre ñ overripe,  

over-lonely, until there is a smell of burnt flesh, of dense smoke,   

through which the wise men who have fallen near the  walls can be seen, 

crying with their childlike voices and faces,  

because of the roundness and discord of worlds.  
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FOCURI ÎNCETE  SLOW FIRES 

 

Ca un pumn de neghinń ĺi secarń 

stńm aruncaŤi ´n zńpadń fremńt©nd, 

 

               aerul, dintotdeauna, dezlânat  

               ĺi zńpada, obiĺnuitń, fńrń nume. 

 

Ne bucurńm de arderea noastrń, 

cu care ´ncńlzim zńpada, 

 

               lńs©ndu-ne modelaŤi de ea, 

               ce ne face sń ardem fńrń oprire 

 

cu focuri temperate, aproape albe, 

carne de crin trosnind 

la liziera pńdurii. 

 

               Odatń focul nostru va fi vńzut, 

               cedru ´nflńcńrat 

               arz©nd cu Ťipńt ĺi patimń, rotund, 

 

(zeiŤń ´mbrńcatń ´n aur, 

frńm©nt©ndu-se în dans 

 

Just like a handful of tares and rye 

we lie thrown in the snow, thrilling , 

 

               the air, as always, loose, 

               and the snow, as usual, nameless. 

 

We are glad of our burning,  

with which we warm the snow,  

 

               allowing ourselves to be moulded by it,  

               as it makes us burn incessantly 

 

with temperate fires, almost white,  

lily flesh cracking  

at the edges of the forest. 

 

               One day our fire  will be  seen, 

               a cedar in flames 

               burning with shouts and passion, roundly,  

 

(a goddess dressed in gold,  

working herself into dance  
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               cu veĺmintele ´nchiz©ndu-i-se ĺi 

               deschizându-i-se, pńdure ´n flńcńri), 

 

tot aici ĺi la fel ca azi 

va fi atunci pentru noi,  

                

               acelaĺi lemn crescut fńrń grabń, 

                           trosnind în jar, cu faŤa mereu ´nainte, 

 

numai atunci, printr -o întâmplare de neîntors, 

acest p©rjol se va vedea aĺa cum este. 

 

               with her garments opening and  

               closing, woods in flames),  

 

then everything for us  

will still be here and just as today  

                 

                 the same wood growing without haste,  

                 crackling in the embers, always facing forward,  

 

only then, through an irreversible happening,  

this conflagration  will be seen as it is. 
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ALINAREA LUCRULUI  THE RELIEF OF THE THING  

 

Ia ´n m©nń un lucru speriat ĺi singur, 

ca un gândac cu picioarele strânse sub el, 

pune-l pe un fundal luminos, într -o singurń culoare, 

ĺi trage-te la umbrń, 

privindu -l mereu 

cum radiazń ĺi strńluceĺte 

ĺi animalele care trec pe l©ngń el 

lasń ochii-n pńm©nt 

vńz©nd sf©rĺitul sńlbńticiei, 

iar oamenii ´nŤeleg cń aici 

se spune ceva de-al lor  

ĺi prind sń alerge cu pas ´nalt, frńŤesc, 

spre a simŤi ´n m©ini, 

´ncń azi, timpul. 

 

Take in your hand  a thing, which is scared and alone,  

like a cockroach with its legs drawn under it,  

put it on a luminous background, of a single colour,  

and draw yourself into the shade,  

continuously looking at it  

as it radiates and glows 

and the animals that pass by it 

lower their eyes to the ground  

seeing the end of wilderness, 

and people understand that here 

something of their own is being said , 

and they start running with high, br otherly steps,  

in order to feel, still today,  

the time in their hands . 
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DE DRAGOSTE ĹI DE FRIG WITH LOVE AND COLD  

 

ċl Ťineam ´n m©nń cu teamń. 

Al cui sń fie oare?  

Stingher, îl ridicasem de jos. 

Un lucru pńrńsit. 

Sń-l las? Sń-l Ťin? 

Ĺi continuam sń-l apńr, 

abia înconjurându -l cu degetele, 

aproape ne´ndrńznind, 

ĺi ploua ĺi se scurgea pe el apa, 

c©nd cenuĺie, c©nd albń, 

iar el, deĺi se rotea puŤin, 

stńtea mai departe ´n mijloc cu credinŤń, 

casetń moale ce mi se-ngropa 

tot mai mult ´n m©nń, 

´nt©i armurń delicatń, 

apoi solz luminos,  

ce tremura-n palma mea, 

de dragoste ĺi de frig. 

 

I was holding it fearfully in my hand.  

Whose could it be? 

Lonely, I picked it up.  

A deserted thing.  

Should I leave it? Should I keep it? 

And I continued to protect it,  

hardly touching it with my fingers,  

hardly daring,  

and it was raining and the water w as flowing over it,  

now grey, now white,  

and the thing, although it rotated a little,  

stayed faithfully in the middle,  

a soft box burying itself  

more and more in my hand,   

first delicate armour,  

then a bright shell,  

shivering in the palm of my hand,  

with  love and cold. 
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LUCRU ċN FURTUNŃ A THING IN A STORM  

 

O mare furtunń ´n jurul lucrului. 

E destul sń ´ntinzi m©na ñ va sta. 

Chiar în ochiul uraganului  

zvârcolit acum  

urgia -i de mult trecut.  

Lucrul trece fńrń sń vadń ameninŤarea, 

alunecń, un sidef lustruit, 

imponderabil.  

M©na ta ´ntinsń ´n norii negri 

e-întotdeauna un copac senin, 

neatins de ĺiroaiele vinete, 

mângâie cu vârful degetelor 

inima bl©ndń a cerului, 

marginile  ca un praf alb, dantelat 

ale lucrului  

rostogolit, în râset, 

dincolo, p©nń ´n mierea nopŤii. 

 

 

A great storm around the thing.  

Itõs enough to stretch out your hand ñ it will cease. 

Even in the eye of the hurricane 

now thrash ing 

the violence of tempest is long gone. 

The thing passes without seeing the threat;  

it slides, a polished,  

imponderable pearl.  

Your hand stretched out in the black clouds  

is always a calm tree; 

untouched by the purple streams, 

it caresses with its fingertips 

the mild  heart of the sky, 

the edges like a white, laced powder  

of the thing  

roll ing, laughing,  

beyond, into the honey of night.  
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MELANCOLIE  MELANCHOLY  

 

Uneori Ťi se face teamń 

de atâta intimitate cu lucrul!  

ċŤi ´ntorci capul, te retragi 

într -un ungher, Ťi se pare 

cń lucrul nu -i al tńu, 

cń l-ai putea rńsfoi 

ĺi ai vedea poze de cetńŤi ciudate, 

cu poduri rupte,  

nume de mari luptńtori 

ce-Ťi vor rńm©ne necunoscuŤi  

ĺi nu vei putea ´nvńŤa de la ei meĺteĺugul, 

ĺi, mai ales, Ťi-e teamń 

cń vor cńdea din mijlocul lui 

frunze de care nu-Ťi mai aminteĺti 

ĺi Ťi s-ar face frig,  

iar în acest timp frunzele 

ar cńdea ´nfior©nd aerul 

ĺi c©nd ar atinge podeaua 

Ťi s-ar pńrea cń te ´neci, 

Ťi s-ar bântui somnul,  

n-ai sń mai crezi cń ´n lucru  

sunt fraŤii tńi, 

 

Sometimes you feel afraid 

of so much intimacy with the thing!  

You turn your head, you withdraw  

in a corner, you think  

that the thing is not yours,  

that you could leaf through it  

and see pictures of strange cities 

with b roken bridges,  

and read in it names of great fighters, 

who will remain unknown to you  

and you will not be able to learn their craft from them,  

and, especially, you are afraid that  

from its midst, leaves you do not remember any longer  

will fall,  

and you might become cold, 

while all this time the leaves  

will fall startling the air  

and when they touch the floor,  

you will feel that you are drowning;  

your sleep will be haunted;  

you will no longer believe that  

your brothers are in the thing;  
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n-ai sń mai dormi 

ca un sâmbure 

´n fructul vńlurit ´mprejurul tńu. 

you will no longer sleep 

like a seed 

in the fruit veiled around you.  
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AĹTEPTAREA LUMINII WAITING FOR LIGHT  

 

Dacń e adevńrat cń lumea 

se lasń bńtutń de oĺti mńrunte de copii, 

care despicń aerul cu capete ´ncńpńŤ©nate, aurii, 

ĺtiind cń e de-ajuns primńvara lor 

ca lumea sń freamete ĺi sń se deschidń la un cuv©nt 

 

             ĺi ´ntr-adevńr ei duc sceptre de trestii ´n m©nń, 

             v©ntul le m©ng©ie, dar le ĺi zburleĺte pńrul, 

             iar pńm©ntul, corabie cuprinsń de somn, 

             ́ i poartń la Ťńrmul visurilor lui, 

 

fńc©ndu-i sń ´nvingń, aĺa cum stau liberi ´n v©nt, 

fńrń altń armń dec©t frńgezimea, 

dacń e adevńrat cń lucrurile stau unite 

ĺi ´ĺi transmit ´n unde rudenia-n jurul lor  

 

             p©nń departe, unde i se pierde începutul,  

             i se confundń ramurile 

             ĺi toate prind sń se potriveascń 

             sń simtń, surd, cń se vor vedea repetate, 

 

dacń ar trece ´ncń o zare, 

 

If it is true that the world  

allows itself to be trodden by littl e armies of children, 

splitting the air with stubborn, golden heads,  

and fully aware  that their spring season is enough 

to make the world quiver and  open onto a word 

 

           and indeed they are holding reed sceptres in their hands, 

             the wi nd caresses them but also bristles their hair  

             and the earth, a boat engulfed in sleep,  

             bears them to the shore of its dreams, 

 

making them win, as they are standing free in the wind,  

with no other weapon than tenderness, 

if it is true that things stand united  

and transmit their kinship in waves around them  

 

             reaching far away, where their origins are lost,  

             their branches mixed up together   

             and all thing s start to match,  

             and gently to feel they will see themselves repeated, 

 

if another horizon  passes, 
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care vine vibr©nd din alte zńri, 

ca dintr -o turmń, 

dacń e adevńrat, 

 

            atunci poŤi desprinde aceastń filń din carte, 

            sń vezi suspin©nd sub stele 

            locuri ce stau uitate, fńrń nume, 

            dolii senine ce-aĺteaptń lumina sń aparń ñ  

            mai preŤioasń ´ncń, mai grea, 

 

bucuroase de-ncńpńŤ©narea ´n pl©ns 

(p©nń-l ´nŤeleg) 

 

           ĺi lumina coboarń cu plńcere acolo, t©rziu, 

           la ora c©nd nu mai e nimeni curios de faŤń 

           ĺi sńrbńtoarea a trecut... 

which comes vibrating from other horizons,  

as from out of a flock, 

if it is true,  

 

           then you can tear this page out of the book, 

            to see, sobbing under the stars, 

            places which are forgotten, with no name, 

            serene mourning waiting for the light to come ñ   

            still more precious, more difficult,  

 

which is happy about its stubbornness in tears 

(until it understands)  

 

           and the light descends there with pleasure, late,  

           at a time when no one curious is present any longer 

           and the celebration is over... 
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PETALE PICTATE  PAINTED PETALS  

 

Moartea se-ascunde-n 

             petale pictate, 

´n patul de miere ĺi flori 

            care promite ´n ĺoaptń somnul 

´nsń ascunde la temelie, 

           treaz ĺi viclean, 

numai un cap mizer, apus, 

           rupt dintre lucruri,  

pierdut într -un luciu vioriu.  

            Viu este braŤul ´ntins 

sń-i picure -n carne 

             cristalul, aĺa cum vine pe v©nt, 

Ťesut de-un pńianjen, departe, 

             cu urń, cu artń. 

E vie frunza 

             pornitń cu ĺtiinŤń  

din vârful copacului,  

             într -o cńdere fńrń teamń 

de pńm©nt. 

             Vii sunt aceste rńsuciri ´n sńlbńticie, 

ale mâinii pe ape... 

 

Death hides in  

             painted petals, 

in the bed of honey and flowers  

             which whispers promises of sleep  

but hides at the core,  

             awake and sly, 

only a miserable, fading  head,  

           torn from things,  

lost in a violet lustre.   

           Alive is the arm outstretched ,  

its flesh to be injected with the cruel crystal,  

             just as the wind brings it , 

from far away, woven by a spider  

             with hatred, with skill.  

Alive is the leaf  

             knowingly abandoning  

the top of the tree, 

             in a fearless fall  

to the ground.  

             Alive are these turns in the wilderness  

of the hand on the water... 
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AMIAZA NUMELOR  THE HIGH NOON OF NAMES  

 

Whatõs in a name? That which we call a rose 

By any other name would smell as sweeté 

 

Shakespeare 

 

Te vei afla calm ´n frig ĺi-n vânt, 

când numele s-au risipit,  

iar ceea ce rńm©ne e un lucru 

care se-ntipńreĺte, 

´ĺi lasń credincios solia pe trepte, 

netrimis de nimeni.  

Ca un copil cu plete c©rlionŤate, 

st©nd pe marmura albń, ´mbujorat de tristeŤe ñ  

acesta e preŤul, ca fiinŤa lui, lunń plinń, 

sń aducń iarńĺi un nume, 

ieĺit la ivealń de dedesubt, 

proaspńt, ĺiret, scenń din spatele cortinei, 

nume nou, rostit de buze 

a cńror putere e muŤenia. 

ċl poŤi lńsa liniĺtit la lucru, 

când treci între caravanele somnului, 

spre Ťara de arome a fiinŤei La ´ntoarcere, te va aĺtepta. 

 

What's in a name? That which we call a rose 

By any other name would smell as sweet... 

 

                                                           Shakespeare 

 

You will find yourself, calm, in the cold wind,  

when the names have scattered, 

and what remains is a thing  

which , unsent by anyone, imprints itself,  

faithfully l eaving its message on the steps. 

Like a child with curly tresses,  

sitting on the white marble, blushing with sadness ñ 

this is the price, that it s being, a full moon,  

should bring another name again, 

which has emerged from below,  

fresh, sly, a scene from behind the curtain,  

a new name, uttered by lips 

whose power is muteness. 

You can leave it quietly at work,  

when you pass between the caravans of sleep,  

towards the country of the flavours of being.  

Upon return, it will wait for you.  
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Atunci, peste trupul tńu adormit 

nu se mai ridicń soarele, 

ci toate numele ies rând pe rând, 

dupń ce au fost distruse, 

unul din spatele celuilalt,  

strńlucind bogate, ´n carnea lor spectralń, 

care se aureĺte ´ncet.  

 

Then, over your sleeping body  

the sun will no longer rise,  

but all the names come out in order , 

one by one,  

after they have been destroyed 

and shine richly, in their pallid flesh,  

which is slowly gild ing. 
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ZBOR ċN LUMINŃ FLIGHT IN LIGHT  

 

Este un copil calm, 

veghind de sus o piramidń, 

´nńuntrul ei, coridoare negre, 

apoi o salń mare 

ĺi un copil care Ťipń 

ĺi iar un veĺnic ´ntuneric 

´ntre pereŤii de piatrń, 

dar, iatń, ´n mijloc, sus, 

parcń prin somn, 

copilul de aur  

te va topi, cu o chemare ´nceatń, 

în razele sale. 

 

 

There is a calm child, 

watching a pyramid from above;  

inside it, black corridors,  

then a large room 

and a child screaming 

and then eternal darkness  

between its stone walls, 

but here, in the middle, aloft,  

as if in sleep, 

the golden child  

will melt you, with a whispered call,  

in its rays. 
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ECUAţIE LINIĹTITŃ CALM EQUATION  

 

Uitń-te la lumina ca un fâlfâit între schele 

                    ĺi vei vedea lucrurile 

stând într -o ecuaŤie liniĺtitń. 

                    Chiar dacń lipseĺte vocea aĺteptatń, 

iar lńmuririle nu s-au dat p©nń la capńt, 

                    firul pe care ´nĺiri mńrgele nu a dispńrut, 

ĺi stai frńm©nt©ndu-te într-o ecuaŤie liniĺtitń, 

                     lńs©ndu-te cu plńcere ´nĺirat pe fire invizibile, 

care fulgerń c©nd ajungi la locul tńu pe fir 

                     ĺi ceea ce vezi te uimeĺte, 

fiindcń este ´nvńluit ´n haina finń a ´nt©mplńrii, 

                     iar uimirea te face sń adormi, 

iar noaptea, albń, uneĺte ´nt©mplarea cu ĺtiinŤa, 

                      un c©ntec se ´nalŤń ca prin sevń 

din adâncul zilei care vine,  

                     fńrń sń-i pese cń nu-i auzit,  

ĺi ziua vine, sortitń jocului, 

                     dar at©t de veselń ĺi fermecńtoare ñ 

prin somn, degetele tale, 

                    din care mintea s-a dus, 

ating firul fńrń sń ĺtie, 

                    el stń treaz, cu toate mńrgelele fremńt©nd, 

 

Look at the light like a flapping between the scaffolds  

                    and you will see things  

lying  in a quiet equation. 

                    Although the expected voice is missing, 

and explanations have not been completely given,  

            the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared, 

and you stand trembling in a calm equation,   

         letting yourself be placed, pleasurably, on invisible strings,  

which  flash when you reach your place on the string, 

                     and what you see amazes you, 

because it is wrapped in the fine garment of chance, 

                     and amazement makes you sleep, 

and in its whiteness, night unites chance with science; 

                      a song rises, as through a treeõs sap,  

from the bottom of the comin g day, 

                     not caring that it isnõt heard,  

and the day comes, destined for play,  

                     but so cheerful and charming ñ   

through sleep, your fingers,  

                    out of which the mind has gone,  

touch the string wit hout knowing it;  

                    it remains awake, with all the beads quivering,  
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aĺtept©nd sń fie continuat, 

                    fiindcń oric©nd va fi at©t de bine, 

at©t de proaspńt ĺi inteligent... 

        te-ai putea îndoi de asta? 

it  waits to be continued, 

                    because, at any time, it will be so good 

so fresh and intelligent... 

                    could you doubt that?  
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Variantń: FIRUL  THE STRING  (A variant)  

 

Uitń-te la lumina ca un fâlfâit între schele 

                          ĺi vei vedea lucrurile 

stând într -o ecuaŤie liniĺtitń. 

                        Chiar dacń lipseĺte vocea aĺteptatń 

ĺi lńmuririle nu Ťi s-au dat p©nń la capńt, 

                         firul pe care ´nĺiri mńrgelele nu a dispńrut, 

´nc©t stai ´n acea bl©ndń nehotńr©re, 

                          cu plńcere ´nĺirat ĺi tu pe fire invizibile, 

ele fulgerń c©nd ajungi la locul tńu, 

                           cum circul mortal ĺi-ar saluta 

acrobatul ajuns la capńt pe s©rmń, 

                          ceea ce vezi de-acolo te uimeĺte, 

fiindcń-i ´nvńluit ´n haina finń a-nt©mplńrii, 

                          iar uimirea te face s-adormi  

(un somn unind ´nt©mplarea cu ĺtiinŤa), 

                          un c©ntec vine, prin Ťesńtura seninń a vieŤii, 

din miezul zilei urmńtoare, 

                          fńrń sń-i pese cń nu-i auzit,  

apoi ziua se-aratń ĺi ea, cu-adevńrat sortitń jocului 

                          ori batjocurii, dar at©t de veselń ĺi fermecńtoare, 

o reginń care-a iertat de mult ocńrile, 

                          ́ n tńcere-a prefńcut plasma ĺi vuietul, ñ 

 

Look at the light resembling a flapping between the scaffolds  

                    and you will see things  

standing in a quiet equation.  

                    Even if the expected voice is missing, 

and explanations have not been completely given, 

             the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared, 

therefore you stand in that gentle indecision,   

                     pleasurably beaded onto invisible strings yourself,  

strings which flash when you get to your place,  

                     just as the fatal circus would greet 

the acrobat who reached the end of his tight -rope; 

                     what you see from there amazes you, 

because it is wrapped in the fine garment of chance,  

  and amazement makes you fall asleep  

(a sleep uniting chance with knowledge);  

                      a song comes, through the serene weave of life, 

from the middle of the next day,  

                     not caring about not being heard,  

and then day comes too, truly destined for play  

                     or for mocking, but so cheerful and charming,    

a queen who has long ago forgiven the insults; 

       in silence she has transformed the plasma and the roaringñ    
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prin somn, degetele tale, 

                           din care mintea s-a dus, 

ating firul fńrń sń ĺtie, el stń treaz, 

                           cu toate mńrgelele ´n freamńt, 

sń fie continuat, 

                           fiindcń oric©nd va fi at©t de bine, 

at©t de proaspńt ĺi inteligent.... 

                           te-ai putea îndoi de asta? 

In sleep, your fingers,  

                     whose mind has gone, 

touch the string without knowing; it remains awake,  

           with all its beads rustling,  

wishing to be lenghtened, 

                    because then things will forever be so well,  

so fresh and intelligent... 

  Could you doubt that?  
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LUCRU RESPIRÂND  BREATHING THING  

 

Uitń-te bine la lucru, 

            acum, la miezul nopŤii, 

priveĺte cum seamńnń a cuv©nt, 

             cum respirń ca un animal marin,  

pe crestele lui care palpitń 

             apa se uneĺte ´ncet cu aerul din jur 

trupul sńu de copil cautń avid bucuria, 

              soarbe aerul venit 

pe aripi de pńsńri alunecate prin valuri, 

              cu ochii ´nchiĺi, ´ncńpńŤ©naŤi, 

într -o bulboanń ´nfioratń de aĺteptare, 

              unde nu e cuv©nt, doar apa mńrii ofteazń 

sń se audń spusń 

              ́ n odihnitoare oraĺe de pńm©nt, 

c©nd lava pornitń ´n ape 

              se va opri ´n respiraŤie ñ 

cńlńtoria fericitń ce scapń, 

               ĺtiutń doar de lucrul plin de av©nt, 

de nimbul lui vestind strńzi cu mńslini, 

               de trupul sńu dulce care se pulverizeazń 

neputincios, atotputernic ´n luminń. 

 

 

Look well at the thing,  

            now, at midnight,  

look how it resembles a word,  

             how it breathes like a marine animal ;   

on its palpitating crests,  

             water slowly unites with the air around; 

its childlike body looks hungrily for joy,  

              absorbing the air which has come 

on the wings of birds which have slid through the waves,  

              with closed, stubborn eyes  

in a whirlp ool shuddering with waiting,  

              where there is no word, only the sea water sighs 

in order to hear itself spoken 

              in restful cities of mud,  

when the lava which has arisen in the waters 

              will stop breathing ñ   

the happy journey escaping,  

               known only by the thing full of momentum , 

by its halo which heralds  streets shaded with olive  tress,  

               by its sweet body which utterly dissolves into 

sprinkling  drops ñ 

powerless, almighty in the light.  
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STąLP DE LUMINŃ PILLAR OF LIGHT  

 

Mń scol pe furiĺ noaptea 

ĺi dau la o parte aĺternutul de pe lucruri, 

sń vńd cum p©lp©ie ĺi ofteazń 

trupurile lor moi dupń cuv©nt. 

Atunci v©ntul dń de pereŤi uĺile casei 

ĺi ploaia intrń cu ´nsemnele puterilor, 

dar nu se ́ nt©mplń nimic, 

doar lucrurile fulgerń calm, 

ridicându -se prin somn în cuvânt, 

iar casa rńm©ne mai departe vorbind 

o limbń caldń, apoi rńcoroasń, 

ce nu se poate dovedi ñ 

e un corp fericit  

´n casa cea purń 

unde lucrurile se ´nalŤń 

´n st©lpi de luminń, 

iar v©ntul devastator din afarń 

e numai slujitorul veghii.  

Aici lucrurile au primit darul  

fńrń care nu pot sń trńiascń 

ĺi somnul lor de acum, ´nĺelńtor, 

e somnul recunoaĺterii ñ 

 

I get up surreptitiously at night  

and I remove the covers from things,  

to see their soft bodies  

flickering and sighing for the word.  

Then the wind slams the house doors against the walls  

and rain comes in with the insignia of power s, 

but nothing happens;  

things just flash calmly,  

rising through sleep in the word,  

and the house continues to speak 

a warm and then cool language,  

which cannot be proven ñ   

it is a happy body  

inside the pure house  

where things rise up  

in pillars of light,  

while the devastating wind from outside  

is only the servant of vigil.  

Here things have received the gift  

without which they cannot live  

and their present sleep, misleading, 

is the sleep of recognition ñ   



Simona-Grazia Dima 
Armata fiinŤelor mici. The Army of Little Beings 

Parallel Texts 

97 

 

dacń te apleci peste ele 

auzi trosnetele difuze 

ale unui soare penetrând lent ziduri oarbe 

´n visul lor, iar ele nu se mirń, 

pline de vine argintii,  

cunosc locurile, obiceiurile,  

rńsuflarea lor liniĺtitń e o hartń 

unde creĺti ĺi tu, 

cu paĺii prinĺi ´n copacul de luminń 

care-ĺi opreĺte ´n g©ndul tńu 

frunziĺul nesf©rĺit. 

 

if you lean over them  

you hear the diffuse cracks  

of a sun slowly  penetrating blind walls  

in their dreams, and they are not surprised,  

full of silver veins:  

they know the places, the customs; 

their calm breath is a map  

where you grow too,  

with steps caught in t he tree of light 

which stops its endless foliage  

in your mind . 
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CASŃ DESCHISŃ OPEN HOUSE  

 

Dintre toate vieŤuitoarele mie ´mi place timpul, 

casa deschisń ce te ´nt©mpinń nu cu legi, 

 

ci cu mame aducându-Ťi tńvi cu fructe 

visńtoare ĺi amńrui, deasupra cńrora 

 

ele ´ĺi joacń ochii ´n tńcere, 

cenuĺii, repezi ca douń ape, 

 

´n timp ce vń g©ndiŤi la acelaĺi lucru 

ĺi la cńrŤile tale azv©rlite ´n ape, 

 

amestecate cu pietre, 

tu mńn©nci rodiile aduse, 

 

´ncerc©nd ´n zadar sń mai imiŤi 

poziŤia nefireascń a scribului 

 

simŤi pe cap 

minunata coroanń 

 

din care soarele, devenit rubiniu,  

 

Of all the living creatures I like time,  

the open house welcoming you not with laws,  

 

but with mothers bringing you trays of fruit , 

dreamy and bitter, above which  

 

their eyes play in silence, 

grey, as quick as two river s,  

 

while you are thinking of the same thing  

and of your books thrown into the waves , 

 

and mixed with stones.  

You eat the pomegranates brought, 

 

trying in vain still to imitate  

the unnatural posture of the scribe, 

 

you feel on your head  

the wonderful crown  

 

from which the sun, which has become ruby,  
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soarbe amintirea unei vechi, întinse câmpii. 

 

sips the memory of an old, vast plain.  
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VÂRSTA LUCRULUI  THE AGE OF THE THING  

 

Dacń vrei cu orice preŤ sń-mi dńruieĺti ceva, 

fń ca lucrul sń fie o amintire 

 

                 retrńitń at©t de ´ncet, o formń lucratń at©t de mult, 

                 ́ nc©t timpul sń-ĺi opreascń puterea asupra lui, 

 

sń-i meargń de m©nń c©ĺtigat ĺi prieten, 

nemaivr©nd sń schimbe nimic la el, 

 

                  nici sń primeascń daruri, 

                  ci acum el sń-i dńruiascń  

 

o conversaŤie aurie de sf©rĺit de luptń 

purtatń deasupra, ´n limpede aer, 

 

                  atunci ea deschide uĺa ĺi intrń ´n camerń 

                  cu ochii ei negri odihnindu -se l©ngń lucru, 

 

´nfriguratń aproape ´nfńĺur©ndu-se în el, 

i se aĺazń alńturi c©nt©nd ´n g©nd, 

 

                  uitându -l prin iubire,  

 

If you want to give me something at any cost,  

make that thing a memory  

 

                 relived so slowly, a form worked so much,  

                 that time should give up its power over it,  

 

to go hand in hand with it as a friend,  

no longer wanting to change anything about it,  

 

                  nor to receive gifts, 

                  but now want ing to grant it  

 

a golden conversation as a gift at the end of a struggle  

carried on above, in clear air;  

 

                  then she should open the door and enter the room 

                  with her dark eyes resting beside the thing ñ  

 

feverishly, nearly wrapping herself in it,  

she sits next to it singing in her thoughts,  

 

                  forgetting it through love,  
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                  iar el sunń din umbrń ca o orchestrń, 

 

luceĺte de pńduri ĺi c©mpii 

ĺi modeleazń trupul cel adevńrat al zilei, al nopŤii 

 

                  ce va sń vie, intr©nd ´n ea, 

r©u de ´ntuneric, de luminń. 

                 while it sounds from the shadow s like an orchestra,  

 

shines with forests and plains  

and moulds the true body of day and night  

 

                  that is to come, entering into it,  

                  as a river of darkness, of light. 
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PŃMąNT  SOIL  

 

Pńm©ntul lńsat singur noaptea 

´ncepe sń lucreze, 

dimineaŤa ne trezim ´nfioraŤi 

ca nuferii prelinĺi pe apń ñ 

iatń-ne privind prin geam pńm©ntul 

care se ad©nceĺte sub temeliile caselor 

ĺi trosneĺte ñ 

ne-´nspńim©ntńm de luminile izvor©te 

din marginea bulgńrilor ca din noapte, 

fragede, stropite cu apń, 

pńr©nd un pńm©nt auriu de cuiburi 

licńrind fericite 

la apropierea pńsńrilor  

´ntoarse acasń. 

Vedem bulgńrii, cu ochii ´nchiĺi, 

rńsufl©nd zgomotos, cńut©nd bucuria cu patimń 

ĺi ne temem ñ 

de pńm©ntul gingaĺ ca o pasńre, 

gata sń se prńbuĺeascń 

´ngrop©nd ĺi zdrobind totul 

sub trupul sńu fin, necuv©ntńtor, 

vorbind doar limba miresmelor, 

 

The soil, left alone at night 

begins to work;  

in the morning we wake up startled  

like water lilies gliding on water ñ  

here we are, looking through the window at the ground  

which deepens under foundations of houses 

and cracks ñ  

we frighten at the lights sprung  

from the sides of the clods as from night, 

fragile, sprinkled with water,  

resembling a golden ground of nests 

happily g lowing  

at the approach of birds 

which have returned home.  

We see the clods, with our eyes closed,  

breathing loudly, passionately seeking joy , 

and we fear ñ  

the ground which is as gentle as a bird,  

ready to collapse 

burying and crushing everything  

under its fin e, mute body,  

speaking only the language of fragrances;  
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te-am vńzut, pńm©nt, 

ĺi ziua de astńzi va fi 

o ceaŤń caldń, coloratń, 

´n mijlocul cńreia 

va bate numele tńu. 

I have seen you, earth, 

so this day will be  

a warm, coloured fog, 

within which  

your name will resound.  
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INVIZIBIL  INVISIBLE  

 

Numai el  

´mi ĺtie chipul. 

Numai el ĺtie numele 

pe care mń strigń pńm©ntul. 

Numai el mń vede.  

Invizibil, rńtńcesc cu plńcere, 

bucurându -mń 

cń toate ´ĺi urmeazń cursul 

ĺi tot ce trebuie sń se ´nt©mple 

se va întâmpla. 

Invizibil, trec fńrń durere, 

ca un izvor, 

fiindcń se iubeĺte destul 

ca sń se rńscumpere 

ceea ce nu iubeĺte, 

se place întotdeauna 

ceea ce ´mi place ĺi mie, 

nu e nevoie sń ĺtiu 

unde se ´nt©mplń asta, 

din ĺirul 

ce brńzdeazń cerul 

nu lipseĺte nimic. 

 

Only he 

knows my face. 

Only he knows the name 

by which the earth calls to me. 

Heõs the only one that sees me. 

Invisible, I wander with pleasure,  

rejoicing,  

because everything follows its course  

and everything that should happen  

will happen.  

Invisible, I pass without pain,  

like a stream, 

because there is enough love 

to redeem 

those who do not love, 

and there is always someone  

who likes what I like ; 

I do not need to know  

where this happens; 

from the line  

which fur rows the sky 

nothing is missing.  
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ċNTąMPLAREA FIINţEI THE HAPPENING OF BEING  

 

Ai vńzut sń se ´nt©mple ceva 

altfel decât cu pauze lungi  

ĺi cu aŤipiri ´ntre v©rstele lucrului, 

cu mlaĺtini brusc ivite din pńm©nt ´ntre paĺi, 

lńsate apoi sń ´nfloreascń acolo 

cât le e anotimpul, 

sń izbeascń prora construcŤiei c©t vor, 

cu buze vesele, destrńmate, 

c©nd ochiul simte cń trebuie sń se ´nchidń 

ĺi nu mai ascultń de nimeni 

ĺi uitarea ´ntrerupe de mii de ori creĺterea, 

dupń care ochii se deschid 

la vremea odihnei ĺi vindecńrii 

ĺi vńd aurul, str©ns ĺi ´ntreg, 

vńd v©rstele adunate ´n ĺir, 

una în spatele celeilalte, 

cuminŤi, cu cozile pe umeri, 

cu braŤele ating©nd spatele celei dinainte, 

cu obrajii aburind ñ 

dar sń nu le crezi, 

tot ce-i fiinŤń e ĺi ´nŤelepciune, 

c©nd noua fiinŤń apare 

 

Have you seen something happening  

otherwise than with long pauses  

and with dozings between the ages of the thing, 

with swamps suddenly rising up from the earth between steps,  

afterwards left to flourish there  

as long as their season lasts, 

to strike against the bows of the construction as long as they wish, 

with happy, dissolving  lips,  

when the eye feels it must close 

and it no longer obeys anyone 

and oblivion interrupts growth a tho usand times, 

after which the eyes open  

at the time of rest and healing  

and they see gold, collected and whole: 

they see ages gathered in a row,  

one behind the other, 

obedient, with their tails on their shoulders,  

each oneõs arms reaching out to the back of the one in front,  

with their cheeks steaming ñ   

but donõt you believe them:  

all that is life is also wisdom ;  

when the new being appears, 
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face ca totul p©nń la ea sń fie uitat  

ĺi se uitń chiar pe ea  

´n forfota fiinŤńrii sale, 

adun©nd nepńsńtoare, ´n maldńre, 

bogńŤia, pacea, tinereŤea, bucuria 

lńsate de risipa timpului. 

 

it makes everything before it  forgotten  

and even forgets itself  

in the bustle of its birth,  

gathering indifferently, in heaps,  

wealth, peace, youth, joy 

left by the overflow of time. 
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NICIODATŃ SąNGELE NEVER BLOOD  

 

Nu vreau dec©t sń cad 

între lucrurile mele,  

ca într-un leagńn inelat 

care ´ĺi va descolńci ´ncet 

luminoasa geometrie 

a unor sori rńcoroĺi, 

aflaŤi dedesubt, 

proaspeŤi ca niĺte fructe de pńdure 

Ťin©ndu-mń, g©zń, ´n v©rf, 

iar c©nd cei dezbinaŤi vor trece, 

risipiŤi ´n v©ntul avan, 

probele aerului le voi fi cunoscut demult,  

îi voi saluta de departe cu trupul nostru  

prin care trece metalul topit al plantelor,  

dar niciodatń s©ngele, niciodatń s©ngele. 

 

I just want to fall  

among my things,  

as into a ringed cradle 

which will slowly unwind  

the luminous geometry  

of some cooling suns,  

which are below, 

as fresh as forest fruit 

keeping me ñ an insect ñ on top 

and when the disunited pass by, 

scattered in the harsh wind, 

I shall have known the tests of the air long ago;  

I shall salute them from afar with my body, 

which the melted metal of plants passes through  

but never blood, never blood.  
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CŃTRE PŃMąNT  TO THE EARTH  

 

Azi nu mai ĺtiu urmele, nu mai ĺtiu ceea ce vine, 

las capul ´n jos, rńscolind pńm©nt galben ĺi fericit 

ĺi spun: aratń-te! Pune o aurorń ´n jurul acestui lucru 

pornit sń se ´nt©mple, aratń viitorul, 

cu ochii lui deschiĺi, ´nchiĺi, pe r©nd, 

picur©nd despńrŤire, apoi re´ntoarcere, 

deja eu nu mai pot face nimic, 

n-am cum ĺti dacń ochii aceia mń vor privi, 

am semńnat gr©u, am ´ngropat aur 

ĺi stau acum cu m©inile ´n flńcńri, 

ca niĺte porumbei de noapte, 

dacń n-aĺ vedea semnul 

înflorind singur  

´n sńrbńtoare ĺi bucurie, 

toate lucrurile ar fi la fel de bune  

în aerul rarefiat, în tromba de foc 

unde limba uscatń se ´nv©rteĺte ´n gol. 

Doar rńcoarea cade ca un evantai seara 

dinspre locul tńu de odihnń ĺi verdeaŤń: 

gura ta deschide blând drumul,  

printr -un cuv©nt aburos, spus ´n ĺoaptń. 

 

Today I do not know the traces anymore, I do not know what is 

coming;  

I bow down my head, digging through yellow and happy earth  

and I say: show yourself! Put an aura around this thing  

just beginning to happen; show the future,  

with its eyes open and closed, by turns, 

dripping separation, and then homecoming;  

already I cannot do anything,  

I cannot possibly know if those eyes will watch me;  

I have sown wheat, I have buried gold  

and now I sit with my hands in flames,  

like doves at night;  

if I did not see the sign 

blooming alone 

in celebration and joy, 

all things would be just as good  

in the thin air, in the eddies of fire , 

where the dry tongue turns i n vain. 

Just coolness falls like a fan in the evening 

from your place of rest and green: 

your mouth gently opens the way,  

by a steamy word, uttered in a whisper.  
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INSCRIPţIE INSCRIPTION  

 

Sń nu uiŤi ceea ce nu are cuv©nt, 

copilul aĺtept©nd acasń-n tńcere ñ 

ĺi pentru care nu vorbeĺte nimeni, 

mica fiinŤń la g©tul cńreia pl©ng bńtr©nii: 

el se mulŤumeĺte sń Ťinń casa ´n creĺtere... 

 

Do not forget those who have  

no words  for their defence,  

the child waiting at home in silence ñ  

and for whom no one talks,  

the little being on whose shoulder the old cry,  

who is content to keep the house growing... 
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ANOTIMPUL REAMINTIRII  SEASON OF REMEMBERING  

 

Acum, în anotimpul reamintirii,  

simt cum se trezeĺte lucrul ´n mine, 

într -o casń mobilatń simplu, 

plutind pe apa strńbńtutń ´ncet 

de lumina unui singur gând.  

Suntem redaŤi alor noastre, 

lucrurilor de dinńuntru, 

care zv©cnesc ĺi ´ĺi deschid porii, 

lumina le aratń toate fibrele, 

într -o nepieritoare amiazń. 

Nu mai existń distanŤń ´ntre noi, 

ĺi astfel cad de la sine ´ntrebare, rńspuns. 

Cńci mai sunt oare fiinŤe care nu se cunosc ? 

Care ´ntreabń ? Sau de o parte lucruri 

ĺi de alta fiinŤe ? 

ċnaintńm ´mpreunń prin boare, 

am vorbit deja între noi  

despre ce-ar putea sń fie, 

întâlnim mereu trupul nostru,  

care pulseazń prietenos 

de unde nu te aĺtepŤi, 

ĺi aceasta este unica neĺtiinŤń. 

 

Now, in the season of remembering, 

I feel the thing waking up in me,   

in a house with simple furniture,  

floating on the water slowly pierced by  

the light of a single thought.  

We are given back to our nature, 

to the inner things,  

which shake and open their pores; 

light unveils  all their fibres,  

in an immortal afternoon.  

There is no distance between us,  

and thus question and answer fall away . 

Is it because there are still beings that do not know themselves,  

which are asking questions? Are there things on one side 

and beings on the other? 

We are advancing together through the breeze;  

we have already talked among us 

about what might be;  

we always meet our body, 

pulsating in a friendly  way, 

in a place where you do not expect, 

and this is the only thing  still unknown . 
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CARNEA NUMELUI  THE FLESH OF THE NAME  

 

FiinŤele mici strunjesc forme curate ĺi geometrice, 

care respirń ĺi se adunń, 

perne moi, vegetale, 

ĺi c©ntń cristalin, abia atinse cu degetele. 

Fericite ´n aerul primńvńratic, 

r©d ĺi aruncń ´n spate tot ce nu e curat, 

nu mńn©ncń din farfurii, ci din sfere tńiate, 

´n jurul focului, unde pńm©ntul devine greu  

ĺi apare belĺugul ca o sticlń  

în clocot, 

iar lucrurile se adunń roatń, 

senine, cu fruntea ridicatń, 

st©nd la vedere o veĺnicie, 

dupń voia locului prietenos, 

ce-ĺi ´nscrie pe ele 

lumina dorinŤei ´nflorite, 

ĺi carnea numelui naĺte acum c©ntecul, 

´n m©inile lor, care Ťin instrumentele. 

 

Little beings sculpt clean geometric shapes, 

which breathe and gather themselves, 

soft, vegetal pillows  

singing softly, barely touched with fingers.  

Happy in the spring air,  

they laugh and throw behind them everything that is not clean;  

they do not eat from dishes but from cut spheres,  

around the fire, where the earth becomes heavy 

and abundance appears as boiling glass, 

and things are gathering in a circle,  

serene, with their foreheads raised,  

standing forever visible,  

according to the will of the friendly place,  

which imprints on them  

the light of the blooming wish,  

and the flesh of the name now gives birth to the song,  

in their hands which hold the instruments . 
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ÎNTRECEREA   THE  RACE 

 

Pe neaĺteptate,  

se ´nt©mplń sń te ´mpiedici de lucru ñ  

stingher în mijlocul drumului,  

lemn ´nsufleŤit de boarea unui singur g©nd,  

´n timp ce noi toŤi pendulńm  

la distanŤń egalń de el.  

Ne ´ntrebńm cine-l va ajunge primul  

ĺi atunci, cel care-l iubeĺte  

´l capńtń-ndatń ´n m©ini  

dupń o fugń fulgerńtoare,  

pe razele soarelui  

de sub paĺii noĺtri ñ 

el aĺteaptń sń-l simŤim. 

 

 

Unexpectedly, 

you happen to stumble on the thing ñ   

lonely in the middle of the road,  

a piece of wood animated by the breeze of a single thought,  

while we all swing back and forth  

at an equal distance from it.  

We wonder who will be the first to reach it  

and then, the one who loves it 

grabs it in his hands at once  

after a swift run,  

on the rays of the sun 

under our steps ñ  

it expects us to feel it. 
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VISUL FIINţELOR  MICI THE DREAM OF THE LITTLE BEINGS  

 

FiinŤele mici ´ĺi Ťes  

p©nza de licurici ´n jurul pńm©ntului,  

ele ´mprospńteazń aerul  

ĺi-l fac sń rńsufle ca un om,  

Ťin caldń fiecare lucrare,  

pńzindu-i în mâini amfora -n creĺtere  

ĺi aerul noilor naĺteri,  

´ncń nenumit,  

´ĺi trece ´nt©i floarea secretń  

prin plńm©nii lor de aur.  

Ard focurile fiindcń fiinŤele mici  

le iubesc ĺi le ´mbogńŤesc la temelii,  

iar lucrurile sunt pline de miere  

pentru cń ´n spaŤiile dintre ele,  

´n bl©nda bulboanń,  

legńnate ´n liniĺte rotitoare,  

fiinŤele mici, neobosite, viseazń. 

 

The little beings weave their  

web of glow worms around the earth;  

they freshen the air 

and make it breathe like a human being;  

they keep each work warm, 

guarding its growing amphora in t heir hands; 

and the air of new births,  

as yet unnamed, 

first passes its secret flower 

through their golden lungs.  

Fires are burning because the little beings 

love them and enrich them at their  foundations,  

and the things are full of honey  

because in the spaces between them,  

in the gentle whirlpool,  

rocking in whirling silence,  

the little beings tirelessly dream.  
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