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VELNI CUL BELLUG ETERNAL ABUNDANCE
¢cnvnalui Ti “n liane, ~n i eder n Wrappedincreepers,inivy,
inrun velnic beliug, in an eternal abundance,
uriale statui de adegahn, de ma huge statues of copper, marble and jade,
prAabulite pe fundul jungl ei, falleninthe depths of the jungle,
vom sta chnzuTi la sforiit, we shall lie down at the end,
ltiind cnh ne vom destr nma, knowing we shall vanish,
cu ochii sclipind [lireTi [ i v with our artful, merry eyes sparkling
de “"nTelepciunea drumul ui . from the wisdom of the journey.
Li cu o monn atinsnin de | ungl n Withourhandstouched by the jungle,
de velnicul beliug, by the eternal abundance,
puTin “nverzitn, puTin r Acor o withourhands, which have turned a little green, a little cool,
tevomsalutaglume Ti , rel axaTi, we shall wave at you playfully, relaxed,
fio, da, [tim cA improvizAm i oh, yes, we know we are improvising
i asta nfe dn paceal and this gives us peaceli
tu, pasnre care treci fnArn snyou,birdwho passandno longer carry us off,
tu, cuTit clar care zbori you, clear knife, who fly
fArn sn mai "~ ncerci snA ne t ai andnolongerseekto cutus off from our honey
unde zac confuze toate | tii nT whereallthesciences and colours lie confuse,
doar spatele vostru, only your back,
silit de salutul nostru, forced by our greeting,
se va aprinde ca un semn de | willlightup like asign of pallid light
spre feTele noastre vnalurite towardsourfaces veiled in jests,
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[ rodem, r©dem, “nnbul i Ti de andwelaughand laugh, muffled with grass,
fiindcn e adevnr at because it is true
chn tot ce spunem este auzit! thatall we sayisheard!

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

of

Li

tt

e

Bei



Simona-Grazia Dima

Armata fiinTelor mici. The Army of Litt!]l
Parallel Texts
10

PASNRE AURI E GOLDEN BIRD
Te iubesc, pasnre auri e, | love you, golden bird,

tu arzi |i stropelti you burn and splash with an invisible tar,
[ mn obligi snh cad cu mOna andforce meto fall, my handscovering my eyes,

fnrn sn mn pot feri d without being able to avoid the black blows of tar
pe care mi | e arunci, de mn youarethrowing at meto burnme,

c©nd cnderea mea se t when my fall is transformed into beauty,
iar genunchii fac sn tr emur esmake the air, heavy as water,

aerul greu caapa tremble in fan-like moves,
i dezlAnTuie din adoncur i c¢andunleash, from the depths, the colours of the rainbow

ce mh "~ ngrozesc Ccu sp which terrify me with their splendour,
[ mi se " ntOmpl A sn cad ~ n andithappensto me thatl fall into black and small places

pe care astfel mi le luminezi which you are li ghting for me like this
l a strnlucimea ta spectral n inyour palld brightness fi

i vAd la lumina | egi and | see in the light of the law,
uit©o®nd cn a fost “nt ©mpl ar e, forgetting that it has been just chance,

cOnd stau “n rncoare when | sit in coolness and peace
i “n mintea mea un far se cand, inmymind, alighthouse opens slowly

[ pul seazn depart e, and pulsates far away,
mn faci sn vAdmuril ucrur i [ i ¢ you make me see things and more things,

iar eu ridic ochii, and | raise my eyes,
“ncrezntor, pierdut i i r ad.i confident, lostand radiant,

spre tine! towards you!
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ARMATA FI I Nt ELOR MI CI THE ARMY OF LITTLE BEINGS
Noi suntem fiinTele mici, o aWearethesmallcreatures, anarmy
carel i cunoalte arborel e geneal knowing their family tree,
i vA primim, oaspeTi, ~ n cas andwe arewelcoming you as guests in our house
i “n curnTia noastrn, gat a pandinourpurity, ready
pentru tot ce e altfel decat noi. for everything which is different from us .
ZOmbind “naintea oricniarui | u c We smile at any unfamiliar thing,
fericiTi pentru toate dar ur i | happyforallthe gifts
ce se pregntesc sn fie, which are being prepared
noi facem mereu ordine. fi as we always put things in order.
OaspeTi, nu vnan frAmOGntaTi Guests, do not fret over not knowing this place;
putem da |l a o parte sobel we can move stoves away and remove the tree bark,
i scoate de dedesubt por and we can dig out the ancestors' portraits,
ul or asudate, cu ochi ce slightly sweating, with eyes that burn and move to tears
poenn |l a pl ©ns pereTii cac¢ even the walls of our houses,
sn vn dAm vinuri i fruct to give you old and halo -bearing wine and fruit,
snh vn arntAm r©ul cur gonc to show you the river flowing unde r our cellars;
valurilelui sunt T uvoaiele de |l uc its waves are the streams of mingled things breathing,
de unde nu | ipseite ni mic di nwherenothingwe canimagine is missing
[ putem desprinde orice vn aandwecandraw outanythingyou remember;
o vom face negrelit cu ochii wewillsurelydoitwith our eyes closed,
pent r u -apierdut, tar pgntru noi because it was not lost, and for us
moartea nu existn niciodatn ° deathneverexistsinthe substance of the world,
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poate numai “n mintea ei perhaps only in its mind, as you will be able to
asista |la nalterea istor witness the birth of history and science,
din inima noastrn, "~ n ju from our hearts, around the fire, when we cut up
bostani pOrgui Ti . Me mor i ripe pumpkins. Memory is our fire;
copacii ard | a noi de frr Our trees are burning with heavy, dark, smoking fruit,
fumeg®©nde, fiindcn izvorn because they spring out from the earth of remembrance,
and our eyes are purple-gold because wedo not realize
iar ochi.i noduriii sfuinitn d/d me where the past stops, and each step takes us forward,
unde se opreite trecutul | the vanguard of whirlpools of sleep, arisen from the memory
avangardnhn a unor vOltori de which envelops us in light, but also in fatigue and death,
ce ne “"nvnluien oblbgmiahi,
ochii noltri sufern de boal a oureyessuffering from the disease o creatures, just as the
l u©nd mereu alte for me, pnsnr earthgroans, constantly taking
nchizand aripile different forms, the birds of memory spreading out their wings
peste noapte [i fiecare di mi n andfoldingthem
mi nunatn during the night , and each morning opens in wonderful
i “nfrigur atiafc,orcoasmf car cahlibn,ul 1 and feverish tinsel, white, cooling camphor of pain and pani c of
ce se scuturn, the creatures that tremble
pAnmOntul " n pal ma noastrn pr i theearthinourpalm starts to fret, to sigh,
sdi adune |l egea. to concentrate its nature.
Nu credeTi “n bl ©ondeTea i s t Do not believe in the tenderness and clumsiness of these places;
fiecare deal are contururile fixe every hill has the fixed contours
sub povara propri ei adancimi, corp of a science collapsing loose
de soldat picotind “n wvr under the burden of its own profundity, the body
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i se leagnnn fnanrn | tire, of a soldier dozing while his arms

Jocurile noastre sunt pr swing around unconsciously, pure and strong.

n jerbele unor cuvinte impleti te, frunzare, Our games are cautious and are unleashed
“n strAfundul l or stn timpul, in plaited garlands of words foliage;
i mpregn®©nd pnrnmoGntul . Fi ecar e intheir depths time is well hidden, unhurried like gold,
spusdeo gur-a c@entnrit pe “~ ndel e imbuingthe land. Each place is aheavy word,
peco insuln “n miezul mnril or | utteredbyamouthwhich weighed it at leisure
forma fiecndeiicUiobkcino€ ini éemd @t e onanisland in the middle of deserted seas. In the evening the
pe mnsur n, -geh efmauriindiut 1~ n a d n shape of every placecan be seen, with a creature nesting in it,
Relieful nostru este nostalgic... a creaturethat fits it, squatting happily sheltered.

Our landscape is full of nostalgia...
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IN MINTEA LUMII IN THE MIND OF THE WORLD
Nu “ncerca sh cauTi iar i I a Do not try to look again and again
acel alciru pe carle mgiunrge c lsmo intu for the same thing you no longer recognize,
destulccai vhzut o datn it is enough that you saw just once
fiinTa micn, aurie, fruct al the small, goldencreat ur e 1T a fruit of a
al erg©nd " mpinsh de o bucur i e runningimpelled by a joy
pentru totdeauna misteri oasn,; forever mysterious; all
ce a fost nou sa dus. Nu te mai that was new has gone. Don't strive to

ncr ©ncena sn afli Frica sn findout anymore. Fear
cuprinddhe toamnei toTi no more. In autumn they are all
sunt frafTi i se privesc de p brothersand they look at each other from the battlements,
creneluri, fluturand din maini. waving hands.

De acum au sn vinn doar pri et Fromnow on,only friends will come,

cuvintele |l or vor radia dor i n theirwords will radiate good wishes.
Poate cn, astfel |l Amurit, Perhaps, convinced like this,

vei f ul or straniu, pniarul t A youwilbe slightly strange, your black hair
va “nfiora nepricepuTii car e wilfrightenthe ignorant passing

pe | ©ngn ziduri cu capul by the walls with their heads
“"ngropat “n bl aAanuri, buried in furs,

“"ncn spun®©nd moarte acel ui | u still calling death that thing

ce se "ntO©Ompln numai ~ n mint e whichhappens onlyin the mind of the world.
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THE LAUGHTER OF LITTLE BEINGS

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

it only happens

that each day comes childishly,
twisting its naive little body
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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BLaNDEt E KINDNESS
VeTi sta ca nilte lToporl e, You will lie down like liz ards,
tresnAnrind prin somn de pl Acer startling with pleasure in your sleep
|l a orice zvon de al amn, d e t r ateverysound of brass, of trumpet,
poOnn c©nd bl ©ndeTea vA va el e untilkindnesswill electrocute you,
frncomdusn vedeTi, ~nmAr mur i Ti makingyou see, amazed,
intr-o noapte adO©ncn, fArnAn sunet inadeep,soundless night,
o fiinThA al bn a white being
care Tine ‘putm@rera,t mdtbm [ i ¢ c holding all powerin its hand, white and childish,
dar precisn ca o bijuterie but precise as ajewel
filigranatn “n tihnn, filigreed in silence,
cu dragoste risipitoare. with generous love.
Bl ©ndeTea va fi o forThn, Kindness will be a force,
vA veTi ruliina “n acel crug a youwilbeashamed during that night watch,
iar dimineaTa, fericiTi, and in the morning, happy,
veTi intra “n snlbnticie, uit youwillpassintowilderness, forgetting.
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inr-ozi fiinTele mici au sA ne
por Tile unor mar.i case [i au
unde |l umina va ieli “ncet,
prin uli deschniakele, mereu unel e
dezvelind |l umi generoase, et a
roade ale unei metamorfoze
“"ntre antracit, mahon | i scor
Orice energie va sta “n tncere
“ntruchi p-artobiecde ¢ ©t e
pisic
“ncol Acit pe divan, {ir de fr
pe coridoare.
FiinTele mici nu vor “~ntr
mai fi, nu vor avea bul ghn
cu care sA nu |Itie ce shnh
Atunci ¢©nd timpul va cere sc
totul se va roti “ncet, por Ti
fiinTele vor trece palnic pri
umbre ce strnhnbat mahon, antr a

EVERYTHING WILL SLOWLY TURN

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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TNCERE LI CRUt ARE SILENCE AND RECOLLECTION

MultA thAncere i cruTare Deep silence andrecollection

l e trebuie fiinTelor mici, are needed by the little beings,

care trniesec vnlurindu as they lead their lives undulating

sub ape verzui, under greenish waves,

bAt utoe lduemi Nnh roz de mnt ase, covered by a pink, silk light,

candelel i vor spune numel e when they say their names

doarcape o respiraftTie, just like a breath,

trec©nd grnbite prin apa nor dhurriedly moving through the northern and greenish water,
ca | i -acd@ced s as if they would go

SA creascn bogMmTia unui gr ©n a toincrease the wealth of a granaryfi
“ii vor arnAta chipul pe j umnt theywilonly show half their face
“nsufleTit, “n pale mari, animated, covered in great waves

de lumina moale a unui soare galben, of the soft light of a yellow sun,

ce se va consuma fnrn vorbe which will consume itself without speech,
in obrajii lor. on their cheeks.
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ODI HNA FI1 I Nt ELOR MI CI LITTLE BEINGS RESTING
Cu bl ondeTea | or ameni nTnt oar Withtheir menacing gentleness,

fiinTele mici stau pic the little beings are dozing in the meadow,
cu genele aurii ca nilte st up withtheireyelashes as gold asbeehives

din care zboarn gingal from which time & bees are flying delicately.
Edeajunssn ridice o mOnn di n i arnoughtoraiseahand from the grass

i se va face noapte, and there will be night, or there will be word,
farn sn pl ©ngn, fnrn sn r ©dn without crying, without laughing becau se of this,

fAnrn sh oboseasch, fAr without getting tired, without gaspin g for air,
doar mO©na, perln tremur ©nd ° n onlythe hand, a pearl trembling in the wind,

se va “nAl Ta prin aeru will rise through the striped air

A va bate umbra, va bate lumina, pe rand,
coloane in aer, temanduse, ascultand

A there will be shadow, there will be light, in turn,
columns in the air, fearing, listening

de manacarevastainto nemi [ care vi e, to the hand which will wait in living stillness,
prin care se-aude cum bate sangelef t hrough which the bl oo
i se va face cum au spus, and it will be done as they said,
va fi noapte, ori va fi cuvant. there will be night, or there will be word.
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Ar mat a
¢ LMOR CONTINUA INTEMEIEREA
Li micile vietnAaTi
“fi vor continua “ntemeierea,
lucrarea de-nnoire-a lumii,
optiHrndwmumel e firav i proasctg
ca o brizA “n creitere sub ap
vor lucra mai departe
la caietele lor cuinsemne
i captnri de hieroglife,
ca i cond ar tot prinde | a f
matri Tedre g ell @méinie mur e
|l iterele de met al moal e, ging
se vor prelinge in ape, seara,
cO©nd, alAturi, plugurile
pornesc sn taie “n nebul oase,
iar femeile ies din locuri calde Tn camp
cu cercei de metal moale la urechi,
i rAsuflA “"nalte, le fluturhn
pnr ul moal e de foc
“n noaptea acriloarn.

THEY WILL CONTINUE TO BUILD THE WORLD ANEW

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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TI MEGS BEES

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-ngr i jor nm paetrdcutului. f apt e We worry about the deeds of the past.
FiinTe mici danseazn ~n cer c Little beings are dancing in a circle around the sun.
Dacn “"ntredeschizi ochii, | e Ifyouhalfopenyoureyes, youcan see them inthe evening
cO©nd stai sub copac, sh te t o whenyousitunderthe tree,tobe melted
phndurea [Ii umezeal a. by forest and moisture.
Ni mic din ce gondel ti nNu mai Nothing you think of exists anymore.
St ai pe spate i ui Ti . You sit back and forget.
Dar nu “nTel egi de ce sunt v e Butyoudo notunderstand why the meadows
tAplianele chAlcate de fiinTel e trodden by little beings are green.
Li totuli, @depatlanseaznhn m Yet, they are dancing on
in jurul soarelui. around the sun.
Sn nu uiTi asta... Do not forget that...
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MNR ARUNCAT ¢N NOAPTE AN APPLE CAST IN TO THE NIGHT
LAasmii sni vA ar At necredi nTa nLetmeshowyoumy disbelief,
strign mica fiinTA “~nconj ur at criesthe little being surrounded by rays;
sn fac saltul peste moartea I 61 | make that jump over
ce pare fragedn which seems tender
"n seara ‘nielnAntoare, in the deceitful evening,
cum “Ii “ntinde la picioar el e asitliesatour feet,
oceanul de trupuri palpitand Tncet. the ocean of bodies pulsing slowly.
LAs-mili s@rvif b wuiredegia n e Let me show you whirlpools between the laws,
ca shn vA puteTi alege 1 ocul c soyoucanchoose the place for your house
“n acest refuz dantelat [ i ul inthislacedand light refusal,
plin de roze, grndinn p©l p©i n fullofroses, agarden burning
din mijlocul nopTii <cal de, c € inthemiddle ofthe warm night when
doar fnptura ei de argint. only her silver creature is alive.
De ce rAnspundeTi | a toate, Why do you respond to al |
moi ca apa, cu vorbe? that is as soft as water, with words?
Pentru a Tnspende sau pentr u Haveyoucome torespond orto grow?
Prin tAcere veTi birui, By silence you will prevail,
ala cum prinTii ~1i por nesc Vv justasprinces start their victories in sleep,
se va auzi cum [ oapta voast r n yourfragile whisper will be heard
urnel te di l oc pAnmGnt ul , moving the earth from its place,
mAr proaspniAt i strAlucitor, a fresh and bright apple,
aruncat “'n neanpt e. Bucur aTi cast into the night. Rejoice.
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Dacn vn retrageclasn i vnhA dur aT Ifyouwithdraw and build your house
n aceastn searn uitatn, in this forgotten evening,
unde aTi ajuns fArn voie, to which you came involuntarily;
privind-o atent, o veTi vedea watching it carefully, you will see it
plinn de viaTn i folnet; at u fulloflife and rustling; then the merry snake
va ieli din voi chemat de un wilemergefromyou called by a song;
va “nghionti pnmOntul “~ nai nt e itwilnudge the earth forward,
ca pe un mAnr ne’ " nceput. like a an unbitten apple.
CrelteTi. Grow.
l ubi Ti adaalt eplaaur i ul or Love that laced and light island of floating weeds,
grndinn de roze, a rose garden,
emblema saii  un copil its emblem i a child
cu chipul de aramn iradiant A witharadiant brass face
i tomplele “ncinse cu viThA d andtemples girded with young and thriving vines,
tonnrn (i “nfloritoare, a sign that it will ripen very late,
semn cn se va coace foarte t € asignthatautumnis stilfar away.
ch toamna e “"nch departe. Do not doubt, the little being added.
Nu mdoi Ti, mai spuse. I will grow, | will not consent fi ever.
Voi creite, fAwmivoiodadmsi mTi
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ORN NOUN NEW TIME
FiinTe mici ridicn “n | uminni Litle beings raise into the light
' ucruri mnhnrunt e, small things
care se zbat, impotrivindu -se. which struggle and resist.
Sh |l e vadn mai bine, To see them better,
l e rotesc cu un scOr TOi t f ami they rotate them with a familiar creak,
ca trosnetul pnmoOnt ul ui p e a x like the cracking of the earth on its axis,
[ l e fac sn tremur e, and they make them tremble,
p©nn smul g, vVvictorioase, until they pull out, victoriously,
din pielea obijduitn de bi et fromthe battered skin of a poor thing,
o mireasmn de brad the fragrance of a fir tree
sau un email de [ oporl na, or a |izardds emai l |,
semn de vartej a sign of a whirlpool
ce se uambdpe) pe which swells close by,
cutremurat de dragoste i p r i shaken with love and danger,
de o orn noun. by a new hour.
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SEARN DE ANI MAL

FiinTe mici asc
zgomotul din jo
rour i rncoroase
comor i adunat e,
sthAp©nilor 1i ¢
Thapoi spre izvoare.

E o searn adoOnc
i, prin pndure
par stele albe.

FiinTele mici a
“n josul schridi
trecute iar

Tn tezaurul mineral al lumii,
nicio durere " n
doar pali bucur
vijelios,

si mTisarewh zuTi de

(2]

c

=1

(7]

n
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tn cu urechi
I scArii:
e seminTe,
u schpat din
g fanrn “ntoa

of tatur.i sub
ul tn

sunt l' i chArir
i, ~n tropo
i meni

ANIMAL EVENING

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 mastersdhands and flow irreversibly
back to the springs.

It is a deep animal evening

and through the woods,

delicate sighs seem to bewhite 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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| STORI E NATURALN NATURAL HISTORY
FiinTele mici The little beings
senconjurnAn (i se ajuthA nur surround themselves with and handle only great
zOmbi toare, cu pielea “~nti nsnthings,
farn teamn de ti mp, smiling, with skin stretched out on their bodies
rabdurii, el e “"ngnduie | umini without fear of time;
sn |Ie | ocuiaschn, patient, they allow light
poOnn | i se vede <cl ar to inhabit them,
fiecare por, until every one of their pores
scorburn cu fagur.i can be seen clearly,
pe un mal plin de cui bur iahollowwithhoney combs
Lucruri ce sunt o istorie nat on a bank full of nests and birds i
FiinTele mici l e ~ ndr umn, things which are a natural history.
ca pe animale grédoaie i neit The little beings are guiding them,
nu mai I tiu drumul spr e clikeheavyandignorantanimals fi
dar “ncn |l a | nhsarea seri. they do not know the way home,
acolo vor ajunge. but still, at nightfall ,
Li toate datoriile timpul ui they will get there.
l e vor pknti muetapt And all the debts of time
“n searafi maternn will be paid with milk and honey,
ah, mugetele | or rnhnzbnt ©rinthe maternal evening fi
dinspre haTiluri. oh, their moans will rise questioningly in submission,

from the thickets.
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The rest is just a faint vortex
spinning around the little beings.
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FI'l Nt E MICI CONTEMPLaND

FiinTef epritendaoti-o rnsfr©nger e
pe malul tristei ape, verzui
ce se va prnvnli veBeln spre
vor mai | hAsa sA altepte
“"nch multn apn, cum o fi
l uminatn de pelti sau pu
Nu tremurn de frig [ nu se
ochii lor nu-iwenTi nicicum sn

cum stau cu capul inclinat,

fixand incet soareleen ap n,

dar, dacacorecodaen cu |

Vel vedea soarele cresco

i ameninTend sA cuprind
Nu te |l Asa “nielat: ele nu al
nu viseaznh nimic mai frumos,
ci privesc drept “n faTn “ngh

¢ NGH E LITTLE BEINGS CONTEMPLATING THE FROST

The little beings fi stationary as if in a reflexion
on the shores of the sad,greenish and frozen water,
which will fall happily to the place ofl i femd@is
they will allow the thaw to wait for
even more water, however it might be i shiny, opaque,
lighted up by fish or deserted.

~ They do not shiver for cold and do not frighten;

their eyes cannot be seenno 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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FiinTele mici stau sub frunz
la rnsnritul soarelui suind

i vAd deja, cu ochiul

apusul, cand omul ori soarele, imprejmuit de
bellug,

se opreite sA rhAasufle p
iar atunci, din pozidestia, | or
cu mOinile sub cap [i spinar
optesc “ncet, mwl e¢omdbEaul u

un cuvant pe care nu-l aude sau nu-I ia " n

nici iarba din jurul lor i

i deodatn 1 vAd dej a
un om cu trunchi fsenlimanl ean r
ar At @n d Ensplefdoarea luminii f
“"nTelepciune “n sforiit aphr

nTelor mici. The Army of Litt!l
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SUNRISE WITH LITTLE BEINGS

- The little beings are sitting under the foliage
~ at the rising of the sun which climbs , assmall 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 slowly and the smile covers their faces,
a word which the grass around them neither hears,
nor takes into account i
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 i
wisdom at last defended.
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CASE AURII GOLDEN HOUSES
Ochii fiinTelor mici The eyes of the little beings
strnlucesc “"n iarbn are glowing in the grass
ca nilte case luminate, like lighted houses;
“n jurul |l or clnAndirile ~ nal t e thetall buildings around them
suntdemultr ui ne acoperite de i ar b havelongagobecome ruinscovered by grass,
iar copiii fiinTelor mici and the children of the little beings
|l e mOng®©i e fericiTi temel i i | e happilycaress their foundations.
Nu mai sunt decéat case aurii There is nothing left but golden houses
c Ot cojile de nucn, as small as walnut shells,
incaretenvninl ui e o |l avn rhAcor oas n.inwhicha cooling lava envelops you.
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BLaNDA CNLNTORI E THE GENTLE JOURNEY
ChAl Atorule pe ape verzui | i ~ You,traveller on greenish and snowy waters,
simTi cnh devii o fiinTnAn micn, youfeelyouarebecoming a little being,
iar palii tni pufoli and your soft steps
scot scantei are sparking
pe gheaTa on the ice
sub care un copil trandafiriu under which a rosy child
se |l eagnnn fericit, “~n adonc. isrockinghappily, inthe deep.
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CEL CARE ¢NTEMEI AZN THE ONE WHO FOUNDS LIFE
Spre acela al c¢cnrui nume nu e |lamheading towards the one whose name
mn " ndahe@mr c©nd mnAn depnrt ez, Iisnotmentioned, even when | drift away;
el este i “ntemeiazn ~n tnce heexistsandfounds life in silence,
intr-o casnhn goaln, care se umpl e inanempty house which fills with music
la milcAarile mo@inilor | ui nep atthemovements of his hands untainted by words;
numele lui e necunoscut, his name is unknown;
nimeninu-l adaugn |l a vreun t ©Org nobody adds it to any transaction
n chip de monednhn sau aliat, as a coin or an ally;
nu i se clintesc nici chipul nici ochii, his eyes and face donot move;
fruntea nu i sei “miEm@midrig s tpam his forehead does not frown; his pupils remain golden brown |,
el se gO©ndelite numai | a mi ne, heonlythinks of me,
care “naintez “n capcanel e s p aslamadvancinginto the traps of the spaces
ce nu mn ating, fiindch which do not touch me, because
oriunde mn aflu “n inima | ui . whereverlam,!laminhis heart.
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PRI MNVARN SPRING
O mGnn vesoarele di c a A hand will raise the sun
din barlogul unui mic animal, from the lair of a small animal,
c©nd i ese cornul de ied al p h when the horn of the kid of the earth comes out,
nealteptat de nimeni, unexpected by anyone,
i “"ndrAzemeslcunsitnAvi nn and shadowed hearts
inimi umbrite. dare to come into the light.
At unci se leagnnn | acul , Then the lake is rocking,
dospind de ape, fermenting with water,
iar lanurile fragede and the frail fields
se “nfioarn de crelitere shudder with growth
i alteaptn pasnrea and wait for the bird
ce vapluti deasupra, which will fly above,
luminand cu aripile. illuminating with its wings.
Se vor vedea ierburile The herbs will be seen
arzand ingandurate pe creste, thoughtfully burn ing on ridges,
cu ghearele fin i argintidi with the fine silver claws
pierdute p©nn " n sufl etul st €lostinthe soulofthe rock,
iar apusul va sosi and the sunset will come
cu arcul snu phrintesc, with its fatherly arch,
adunandu -i |l a vatrn pe cei ce se (gathering atthe fireplace those who go astray;
da, o mOnah va ridi yes, a hand will raise
soarele prin ceaTh, the sun through the fog,
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se aude ropot de pal i, noises of steps are heard,
iar pul sul pnmoOnt ul ui and the pulse of the earth
se face ploaie portocalie becomes an orange rain
i cade din ceruri. which falls from the heavens.

(u Cohae,s 0n i Fro & arhiBor
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mi c i The Ar my

THE INTERPRETER

I ti ca f i i nd Youmustliveeverything as if it were rest
mu and make your only work love.
Inhabiting all realms,
t r e c e 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.

e

shn “Ti fie
tAr©Omuril e,
pace [

t ul
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|l UBI RE

i, iat
m afl am.
i Tel e,
ghi oagel
mar gi ni ,
ne
re,
i,

tar e,
atice
put e
el e

i s

ON A FIELD SOWED WITH LOVE

Spring teaches me to swear

by the infallible force.

Hearing a strong laughter

on the field sown with care,

| 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 onedges,

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.

p Ar aT Aslapproached, with a gust of wind,
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cu o rafaln de vOnt, podoabel theyangrily overthrew my ornaments
gandurile, vorbele de prisos my thoughts, my superfluous words
[ i mau Indrapat adanc sub ei. and they buried them deep beneath them.
dCa sA rAmOGi cu bognTia ta cedlt is for vyoaunpue,o stay with vy
adevnrata, cea mAsuratn true richness, that measured
cu cOntarul iernii6é, spuse o with scales of winterdé, said
furioasn, mndeuliitn, de u a furious, hoarse voice, from somewhere
din rAdncina unui bob de gr ©u attherootof agrain of wheat,
aiar pe cealaltn, pornitn “n 6and t hwhiclohashsprouted in turmoil
din amngire i dorinTh from deception and desire,
so demad tuci zsi! 6 you should expose and kill!d
adAnugn, mai InAgalnic, wun alt added, more mischievously, another voice,
ce phArea cn se acompani azn | a which seemed tobe accompanied by a harp.
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MARTORUL THE WITNESS
l arbn cuminte, iarbn ciuful it Wisegrass, grass dishevelled by the wind of ideas
sau arsn de rafalele dori nTei orburned by the gusts of desire,
iarbn cu chip-manonh!l bnstri t, i a grasswih abluishface, withess-grass,
opritn gonditoare |l a porTi, thoughtfully standing at the gates,
mAsur ©nd cu seva, “n bAtAi de measuringwith sap, in pendulum beats,
dreptatea oamenilor, the justice of people,
iarbn neliniltitAn, care n p r restless grass looking at us
coOnd r©dem “mpovnraTi de or go whenwelaughburdened by vanity,
iarbn cnlAtorind “n jurul c on grasstravelling around the continents,
l ungi anotimpuri “nvAaTatn which has learned for long seasons
la chnpnt ©i ul maeltrilor, at the mastersd bedsi de,
iarbn rnbdntoare, crescuth patient grass, grown
pe ruinele imperiilor, on the ruins of empires,
tu altepTi cu “ncredere you expect with confidence
descoperirea adevnhnratei b o gn T the discovery of true richness;

mbrhAaTilezi sandaua eroul ui you embrace the sandal of the hero
i palii de abur ai mamel or, andthemother sd steps of vapour;
iarbn, pe tine veacur. grass, centuries are
graveaznh cuvintele, “ncet, engraving words on you, slowly,
in silabe ce privesc norii... in syllables gazing at the clouds...
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se despartevamt biraTubTiri,

Tntredeschise,

cu bul gnri proaspeTi, su
de-a valma in varf,

af ©naTi, mustind de | umi
gata sn cadn, mereu roti
¢cTi vine snhA -p] Cogpl @i Vi
de iubire, fd4igdagapamoOn
tncut ca o ifldioare, i ar wu
nimeninu-i vede milcnArile,
doar inflorirea A | i l'i se pare fi
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A GULF OF LIGHT

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 theflower & movements,

only the flowering is seenfi and it seemsnatural.
There are notches in clods, be afraid

Every one is a shining gulf,

a sign of a covenant made irside the core of being,
one which cannot be forgotten.

Look, all the copses and valley s

are turning in the shape of a whirlpool,

are starting to move like flowers;

the land behind startles,
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hiding a world of souls
which explodes in a tiny way,

pitind o lume de suflete
ce explodeazn mhArunt ,

fiecare n inima sa. each in its heart.
Dacn dai la o parte primul s t If you take out the first layer,
Vel zArf o TmulOfiiame de boabe you will see the dustii a multitude of grains

mi cl orate p©nnA Ifia un strop de shrunktoa sprinkle of rays fi
ascultandi i fremnt ©nd. listening and rustling.

Nu te speria de faptel e pnmoOn Donotbe afraid of the deeds of the earth;
chiar daear vr@nsttudr nna br azdel e evenifthe wind upset its furrows,

nar putea sn cadn dec®©t ~ n | u theycouldonlyfallin light.
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SEARN EVENING
¢n codru se fafte amurg r ol i et Areddish twilightfalls overthe woods fi
cAutAm pe arbori and we are searching on trees
literele zgariate for the letters scratched
de fiinTele mici, by the little beings,
care au scris who have written,
“n fughn hastily,
poemul, the poem,
ntre faguri I|i cetini, among honeycombs and fir needles,
alergand running
cu fructe dulci [Ii uscate with sweet and dried fruit
n maini. in their hands.
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Vi sOnd de pradanallumip ©nn
milede promi si uni

Copiii curioli cumphnhrah
ce | i senphenef ol i azn

ca aripile vinete de ph
Tipo©nd re ntoarse la cu
aproape eter, aproape vant.

Strada purtond reTele |
“fTi reamintelteildrstori.i
TAranilor i cavalerilo
ceau straybntut

revede privirile cArtur
ce iau sorbit cu voluptate semnele,

susurand, neauzit aproape, un poem.

Li praful cu iriznri de

jumnt at

v el

t

e

trec pe

pe jumnt at e
e glumind pe
Tnaintez ca printr -un culoar albastru de humus:
peste tot, de pretutindeni, ochi, ochi, ochi,

ale frumuseTi

e

S

d
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APRIL WAVE

ud " n
| ©ngn

ocote

ul ci u

The view is giving itself to me i

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.

| 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 cartying 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.

mi e r e And the dust with honey iridescences

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

e

Bei

n



Simona-Grazia Dima

Armata fiinTelor mici. The Army of Little Bein
Parallel Texts
52
tremur ©nd " n vnzduh, trembling i n the air,
[ mer sul triumfal and the triumphal march
spre Tinta neltiutn, to the unknown target,
f ol nmetonténit al straielor, the continual rustle of garments,
palii schiToend cadriluri, the steps miming quadrilles,
prunci i nhuci di buind din cnr thedizzy babies fumbling for light in their prams,

[ boabele de coriandru car e androlling coriander grains.

S ] @
{
" i 4
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DAR LOPTI T WHISPERED GIFT
Deschi sescoocihcia siei | umi nn. He opened his eyes and the shell lighted up.
VAazu un trup cul cat He saw a body lying
inr-un col T al odnAnii de si def , inacornerofthe nacreousroom,
del fin mGng©i at de mar ea i nt adolphincaressed by the innersea,
|l egnnat de ape. rocked by the waters.
cnsufleTit de |liniltea unei  Animated by the tranquillity of a little being,
stAtea cu numele pustiu I[i u he stood there with his empty and forgotten name.
Brusc, cel <ce privea, cutr em Suddenly, theone who looked, shaken, understood
c Aaveainf aTn pe fratele, pe mar thathewaslooking at his brother, his witness, to whom
cei trecea “ntreaga viaTn ~ n hewasleaving his whole life as a gift.
RAvAlit, asista la bellugul Tormented, he was witnessing the abundance of cosmic beauty,
“n incandescentn risipire, in flaming waste,

cel i “"ntemeia tri
treptele aspre de ziggurat ale petalelor.
Sub ochii sni, fii
pri nde a mariol fractel a
crescand cu un avant de necrezut,
al a

cum se dnrui es
valtoride-apri | i e, nel't
punandu-l i frumuseTea
Privitorul [tia ac
|l a ger mi narea prop

umf At oar e

triumphantly creating
the harsh ziggurat steps of petals.

nTa Under his eyes, the being
caught the ripenessof large fruit,
growing with an incredible surge,
c florile just as flowers give themselves
i utoar e, to April's eddies, unknowing,
pe seama | puttingtheir beaut y under the auspices of light.
um cn asi s Theviewer knew now that he was present
riei I ui f at the germination of his own beauty,
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pregntitn sn séun" nal Te <ca un readytorise like agood wind
peste |l ume, iar vOrtejurile over the world, and the whirlpools of spring
nu-i puteau zbici frumuseTea e couldnotdryoutthe etern ity of his beauty,
incat nimenin-a v e a -iduee, s h so that no one would hav e anything to steal from him,
doar @achnil rnpit cu totul, unlessthe stealertook his whole person,
f-/atunci ar fi devenit pe dat butthenthe stealer would become the viewer himself
ucis [Ii transformat de un | u andwould be killed and transformed by something that exists
i Ttie cn eticit ce e mic [ i f andknowsthateverythingwhich is little and happy
va rAamOne mereu mic [i feri c wilaways remain litte and happy.
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THE HERO'S SIGH

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 catchmiraculous birds
and fish, to set up tents

and take them down,

to build cities,

to help each aher 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 mnAn ispiti, nnAnvhAlitoar e bog Donottemptme,invading richness,
cu dealurile tale de smirnnA [ withyour hils of myrrh and sandalwood;
| a-al copi i i netul buraTi, leave my children undisturbed,;
fArdismui capcanel e do not set your traps
adonc rolietice “n faTa lor. of a deep ruddy colour before them.
Suntcasen ruinn, sunt zidur.i p u s 1 There are houses in ruin; there are desolate walls
care [tiu trnAni fericite, that know how to live happily,
ascultand timpul cum | eagn firel e, listening to how time ties the threads,
f Ardni aasmuTi vi sul pe ur mel e withouturging the dream to follow its tracks;
mai o pte, ®ffigurato, give up for once, you febrile richn ess,
din zborul tnu de wvultur | ac o yourgreedy eagle flight;
nu trece pe aici, do not pass by this place,
cu carele tale de flori hurducandu -se, with your jolting carts of flowers;
neadevnAnratn bognTie, nu mA i s you,falserichness, do nottempt me,
cu tunetele i grindina ta with your thunders and your halil,
neaducnthoealrieu gd,e which cannot bring abundance,
i trupele talr prmMdritt e, cu o andyour hurried troops, with eyes fixed on the ground fi
fals beliug, |l armA a | ar vel or falseabundance, uproar of larvae,
cumplitn zvonire “~ntre ger men aterrible noise among the blind germs swarming .
Nu chAuta deprArtarea ala de f a Donotlookfordistance so fanatically;
| asfshn doar e pag ucnegi, ce let the self-sufficient ones sleep,
mai -mashi mie mGna uloarn, and leave me my light hand
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necoruptn de vi s, uncorrupted by dreaming,
bogatn “n sine ca frunza de [ t richinitselfas the leafinthe knowledge of water;
alterne doar c¢c teva r©nduri s layoutjustafew lines, clearly,

just as the wave is written by the sea,
and go, renew yourself in the earth.

cum valul se scrie din mare,
[ i -tdeu, pr itmeen‘ed tpeA MONt .
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ATINGERE TOUCH
O atingere i Atouch i
intre cei ce se iubesdi between those who love each otherii
Mi ntea culcatn gingal ~ n pnme Themindgentlylying down onthe ground
nu "~ ndr A-ztolbadke b e | gmrii, dares not disturb the clods;
pAnmMOnt ul sei tremeeascimu the soil is afraid not to hurt
picioarele albe, fine, its white, slender legs,
cu vine de | uminhn veined with light fii
I ntrA ~“ mpreunn, They go in together,
temntori pentru binele [ i put fearingforthe wellness and strength of the other,
in marea dragoste. into the great love.
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VI At A PNMagNTULU]I LIFE OF THE SOIL
PAmOntul e fncut The soil is made
sn trniascn “nainte, to keep living,
pe linii vizibile, on visible lines,
intr-o meseri e necunoscut n, in an unknown trade,
artn a mnrii, vegheatn ~ n ad © theartofthe sea, watched in the deep
de un “nger rnsturnat, by a fallen angel,
care “ncearcn, cu gura | ui vi trying, with his violet mouth,
sh soarbn copilul patin®©nd to sip the child skating
dezlAnnTuit deasupr a, freely above,
pe rauri pornite prin delte spre mare, on rivers flowing through deltas towards the sea,
tot mai rnhAnsfirate, mai desf hc evermore scattered, looser,
pe fundul oceanului, on the bottom of the ocean;
doar intr -un tarziu, secret, only later, secretly,
cu cele-ale copilului with those of the child
de peste ape, over the waters
secret, secretly,
se vor uni, they will unite,
din nou. again.
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ZBOR FLIGHT
Zbori grnbit, |l uminos, You are flying fast, luminously,
peste priveliltea rAascolitn, over the upset landscape,
scufundatn sub | ava, pe car e, submergedunderthe lava which
nestnp@&rei,ndbuwgnTia o gener ea zrichness uncontrollably generates,
odatn cu trombele de fum. along with whirlwinds of smoke.
Ce caznn pare snhn fie, What a torture it seems to be,
flnhcnrnl eneapan, the flames rising backwards,
astupond izvorul dorinTei sealing the source ofdesire
cu zgurnA i mArAci ni with slag and brambles.
Dar sfoO©riitul a fost bine g®©n Buttheendwaswelthoughtout fi
trupul de amgitmtcelriegchrel te the silver body is flashing in silence,
sufl ©nd abur rncoros. blowing cooling steam.
Li o -if ewurmlgmei te interiorul, And a fern shades its interior,
barchn navig®nd |iniltit a boat sailing quietly
pe ape s1ave, inchise i on gentle, sheltered watersfi
ce bine a fost scris totul, how well everything was written;
“"ncheieturile zg®©rcite al e pr thecramped joints of the landscape
se netezesc in tendoanele aurii are smoothed into the gold tendons
ale poveltii fArA cusur, of the flawless story,
arcn naltn cu st ®©l pi de i vor atallarkwithivory pillars,
sub care acel trup cal m apr ob underwhichthatcalmbody consents
“n linilte, Toptind. quietly, whispering...
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air and convoys of birds...

a"“‘w Nedhnndr
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PRIN INIMA AMESTECULUI

Nu existn | oc
decat chiar prin inima amestecului,
prin fagurele de foc care galgaie,
mAdul ar el

topind
cntre f

irel e

cu trupul de aur,

“Ti cro
l opnht ©n

el ti
d cu a

spre norii unei inimi blande.
Nu existn alt

mer s ul
i luci
iar ami
i duphn
iar tu
n alte valuri.
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THROUGH THE HEART OF MIXTURE

e There is no crossing place
except through the heart of mixture,
through the fiery honeycomb gurgling and
melting the limbs.

i anjen ~ n Betweenthet hreads of a wise

tr
al
r,
| or
ma s
al

with a golden body,
you make your way
shovelling with your wings,
towards the clouds of a gentle heart.
e cer e, Thereisno other crossing place;
ge i walking leaves seaweed and smoke on the skin
and the lustre of the depths,
t e v a while the memory of places will follow you
" n s p even after they have been left behind,
t € i ni while nowyou are swimming in other hearts,
in other waves.
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GEOMETRIA LUCRURILOR

Cond v

VvV ei vedea

rnsuf |

ei st

a p

e ju

deodatn

©nd ulor, st

cu marginile z
ca nilt annalei pi
r e f A c-$e pafundul apei.
Vei "ncercatriggegeab
sh pl ©ngi s

ea va pulsa mai departe,

fArn s
noapte
i va

n te
a ~Ti
fi cu

de cum te-ai gandit,
un animal surazand din valuri,

ridicod©nd

parch

urcn d
strnbn
i ar t u

au

aud
vV a
t o

capul

dren

de
sn t
n,

pun
t ul

spr

amulin©nd pmu
atunci e ora cand geometria ta
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t r e sunmisetru, mu |
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fin,

ur i,
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|

e card

pelte

THE GEOMETRY OF THINGS

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 A

an animal smiling in the waves,

raising its head towards remote shores,

as if sniffing out the cardinal points

then is the time when your geometry
comesback 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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Ar mata f i
acum viteaz I|i biruitor,
acum [ ocwuhimm@na ridicatn,
topindu -te, stélp de sare scufundat,

i IAs©nd lucrurile shA Ti se
“n voOrtejuri de fpetale 1i fI
te miri c¢cA nu vezi totuli ni
acum toate sau adunat, blande,

roi de polenuri opritpeopiat r n,

scnl dat n matematica mAari i,
cO©nd peste valuri calculele
iar matematicienii-i descopern miezul
numai in vis sau in moarte,

dupn ce maadaemmpl cai & ntreaghn
At unci lucrurile ies, duminTi
at ot de fericite "n ele " nse
Nu te teme, printre ele mai
din care T©inesc ulii i wvul
cu feTe radioase,

"ntoarse liniltitor

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 i

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.

Army of

Li

ttl

Then things come out, obediently, from 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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CANTEC PENTRU MU NTE SONG FOR THE MOUNTAIN
Munte strhAavechi i bl ©nd, Ancient and gentle mountain,
T i -neeburuieni ascunse, keep us hidden weeds,
“n br ©ul pndurii tale, in your forest girdle,
pe noi, vasalii poeziei, us, the vassals of poetry;
| a-geifruntea lucind leave our foreheads shining
de cenuln strhAalucitoare, with brilliant ashes,
“n vont ul renal terii, in the wind of rebirth,
ce vuielte sub ramuri, which roars under branches,
cu privirea Tintn with our eyes fixed
la razele ivite on the rays arising
din ochii mael trilor from the eyes of the masters.
Nicio clipn tu nu ne pAr Asel t Youdonotleave us atany moment,
dar locul ni -l tot schimbi, but you keep changing our place,
sh facem sn c©nte orga pndur i sowe couldmake the organ of the forest play,
transfiguraTi de @urenTii ce whilewe aretransfigured by the intersecting currents fi
ratncim printre caturi, we are wandering from st orey to storey,
“n mOnnh cu buchet ul with the never -fading
niciodatn vestejit, bouquet in hand,

mai tineri, tot mai tineri irump and
printre registrele schimbate.

emerging younger and younger
from among the changing organ registers.
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¢N PLOAIE LI ¢N LUMINN IN RAIN AND LIGHT
FiinTele mici “nainteazn pThelitle beings are advancing, swinging
n noaptea | uminoasn, in the bright night,
printre r azceu “[nucvriufcei idaet ep | o through the rays, crossed by strands of rain;
zboarn cu faTa c©nd ~ n | umithey are flying with their faces sometimes in the light, sometimes in
nconjurnA | ocul {i intrn t «theabundance of raindrops;
Ochi i | or rotunzi, ~ mbi ba Titheyaresurrounding the place and entering further into the night.
prind snAn “ntreznhnreascn o f iTheirroundeyes,imbued with lightand water,
ce |i se nalite nebul os ~ naicatchaglimpse of abeing
1i dau tarcoale in tremur, which is born nebulously before their eyes;
privind-o cum crelte, “~n raf al e theyarecirclingittremulously,
p©nn i se vede miezul d e m¢ watching it grow in blasts of rain and rays,
ca un schelet “n carnea c e’ untlitsmarble core can be seen,
Atunci fluturn peste domenilikea skeleton in the foggy flesh.
(o boare-a lumii reinnoite ), When lifed smchoate essence
apare casa cu pereTii ei d¢(abreezeoftheworld renewed),
dnpanmOnturile nopTii, flutters over the domains,
fiinTele mici o privesc maithehousewithitswalls of stone and wheat appears
dinspre ploaie, dinspre lutout of nightos | ands;
pPO©nn ce ea nu se mai s chi mlthelittle beings watch it further
nNu se mai milcn, from the rain, from the light,
cresc®O©nd printre r ©sete s uluntlitnolongerchanges,
mereu Tn mijloc, it no longer moves,
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but grows amidst delicate laughter,
always in the middle,
close by, unknown.

Mele Jamdrce
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Lucrul e singur [i doar me,
tandrul-am scos dintre vnluri
[ i-amh vAzut rAadiAacinile

cum se legau de alte lucruri din jur,

t hcmrittase de aur pO©l p©i nd
mel odi oase, ~ nAldeggrindam putut s
[ i-lsdun |l a got, “n lirag,
piatrn bl ©ndn, ntre

fii

cel el alt
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Ar my

STRING OF BEADS

The thing is alone and asleep;

gently | took it out from its veils

and | saw its roots

as they tied themselves to aher things around,
n silently, golden silk flashing in melodious
n nets, so that | could draw it out
and put it round my neck, like a string of beads,
a soft stone among the others.

s
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LUCRUL REGE
Lucr ul nu aleargn “n faTa nic
“fcireite p©inea “n odaia shlbe
unde se vede un semn palpaind
albastru in fumul vinului
i acela eliti tu.
Mereu e deli-espate, "' n faTn I
“nsh vine pe drum de verdeaThn
cineva manat de iubire,
spre lucrul tOnnr, “mbl ©nzito
st ©nd pr suletuprataltei,” n
ntre porumbei i valuri de b
el , eadrimis seinele

Tnainte de a fi cunoscut,

el,carel i | ovelte oaspetel e
cu fulgerul bellugul ui
din oceanul puterii |

dAr uiln dun

oapt

n.

ui

f

nr

=1

THE KING THING

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 i

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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SNRBNTOAREA LUCRULUI THE THI NG6S CELEBRATI ON
Acestui lucru To this thing

dragostea nu-i va fi love will never
niciodatn de ajuns. be enough.

Li totuli, este un loc And yet, there is a place
n inima lui, in its heart,

unde i rnsare for ma where its form appears
i dragostlemineZzencepe shnh and love begins to shine,

fl oare afl atn aflower placed

intre focuri aurii.

Candochisendreaptn | iniltit
“n caravana vrnjithn

spre oaza din mijlocul lucrului,

numai acolo este shArbhAtoarea
dupn care ai pornit.,

dar ea te cuprinde “ncnhn pe dr
“n mantia ei de | uminn

i te aduce “n faTa lucrul ui
fericit i complice,

(adicn tu,) mireasmn a fl ori.
ce-al ideschis din depnartar

petalele in tine.

between golden fires.
When the eyes quietly look at
the magic caravan
towards the oasis in the middle of the thing,
the feastin 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
Sn poTi vedea cum se cuvine To view properly
mistuirea acestor flori delicateintr-o c | i pn, the devouring of these delicate flowers in an instant,
| a6® iubit de aceastn fiinTn letyourselfbeloved by this terrible being ,
care ~Ti aratn capcanel e, s t r which shows you the pitfalls, the shining, the ravines,
“n timp ce se scuturn de r ©s whileshaking with laughter
i te mOng©i etecughea@nger ©ndu and caresses yoy making you bleed with its claw s.
O, ca shA “nTel egi Oh, to understand
bl ©ndeTea (i neputinTa ~ nfl or thetenderness and weakness of flowering,
|l a8 sfios Ii tu, be shy, like them,

nu mai intreba, nu mai iscodi, nu te mai impotrivi,
eni gmel e pear atarr e T | e
sunt tot mai neplictisitoare, tot mai repezi,

tot mai iubitoare,

dar oare cand sevors f ©r | i ?

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
cntre talazurile ce se spar g, Amongthe waves thatbreak ata crossroads,
am auzit un glas singuratic din noapte, | heard a lone voice in the night,
“n jurul lui se fncuse frig. and it became cold around it.
ElI “"nsuli, “nfrigurat, pnrea Thevoice itself, feverish, seemed to fade
fam cAnutat palii care trebui aandllooked forthe footsteps that would lead to it
i se opreapustpe o moviln and they stopped on a deserted hillock.
¢cn acel l oc mArginal, cr esc ©n Inthatremote place, while growing tangled in oblivion,
i arba cea bunn se toarce ~ n c thegoodgrassisspun outin mistsand scum;
sunt “nghiTite fiinTel e aj uns beingswhich have reached this far are swallowed,
acel glas ce se sf®©iia “~n noa thatvoice that was tearing into the night,
a l unor fiinTe surori, the voice of sister beings,
Tinute alnturi prin | anT, who are held together by a chain,
nesemAn®©nd -sk,i ur ©ndu dissimilar and hating each other,
care azi au pierit! who died today!
Cine apleacn urechea spre el Whoever turns his ear to it
aude vOrtejuri Ii plonsul | or hearswhirlpools and their old cry,
adoar me i cade, “n bol Ti de goestosleepand falls, in metal vaults, one with them,

in timpuria sa moarte.

Simona-Grazia Dima

into his early death.
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PREAROTUNDUL OVERROUNDED THINGS
Prearotunde sunt lucrurile, Overrounded are the things,
ca nilte oameni ad©nci Ti justlike people deepened inthoughts,
cu capul plecat, intrecarea r ~ n cbeapten svn© r with heads bowed, between whom the wind might start to blow,
SsnN nu mai znreascn dec©t toleave onlythe thought to be seen
unde prind sn coboare, where they start to come down,
duii “n mare de coada untakenintothe sea by the tail of a white horse galloping,
poOnn ce apiyurechiocuprinzéhdu -i, until the water, striking th eir ears, engulfing them,
ajunge sn sune a muzi cnh. startstosound like music.
Prearotunde sunt lucrurile, Overrounded are the things;
strAlucesc | i se f préacopper e they shine and blush under their lustre fi overripe,
preasingure, poO©nnAn mir oas €over-lonely, until there is a smell of burnt flesh, of dense smoke,
prin care se vnd ~ nTel ep1throughwhichthe wise men who have fallen near the walls can be seen,

pl ©ng©nd cu vocile 1[i f eTecryingwiththeir childlike voices and faces,
rotundul [ i nepotrivirea becauseoftheroundnessanddiscord of worlds.
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FOCURI INCETE SLOW FIRES
Ca un pumn de neghinn [ i sec aJustlikeahandful of tares and rye
stAm aruncaTi “n znpadn fr emn weliethrown inthe snow, thriling ,

the air, as always, loose

aerul, dintotdeauna, dezlanat
i and the snow, as usual, nameless.

i zAnpada, obilnuitn, f

=N
-

Ne bucurnm de arderea noast r n Weareglad of our burning,
cu care “ncnlzim zhnpada, with which we warm the snow,

|l Asomeumodel aTi de ea, allowing ourselves to be moulded by it,

ce ne face sn ardem fArn as it makes us burn incessantly
cu focuri temperate, aproape albe, with temperate fires, almost white,
carne de crin trosnind lily flesh cracking
la |iziera pnduri.i at the edges of the forest.
Odatn focul nostru va fi One day our fire will be seen,
cedru “nflnAncnhnrat acedar in flames
arzond cu Tipnt 1 pati mn burning with shouts and passion, roundly,
(zei Thn “mbrncatn “n aur, (a goddess dressed in gold,

f r A mO n selimddins working herself into dance

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015

Li

ttl

e

Bei

n



Simona-Grazia Dima

Armata fiinTelor mici. The Army of Li
Parallel Texts
77
cu velmintelisme dAdhi z©ndu with her garments opening and
deschizéndu-i-s e, pndure “n fl ncr closing, woods in flames),
tot aici i |l a fel ca azi then everything for us
va fi atunci pentru noi, will still be here and just as today
acel al i l emn crescut f the same wood growing without haste,
trosnindinj ar, cu faTa mere crackling in the embers, always facing forward,

numai atunci, printr -o intamplare de neintors, only then, through an irreversible happening,
acest pO©rjol se va vedea al a thisconflagration wil be seen as itis.
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0oa

©n

iei,

pune-l pe un fundal luminos, intr -osi ngur n cul
i ttreaglea umbr n,

privindu -l mereu

cum radiazn i strhAaluceite
i ani malele care trec pe |
| asn -nocpmimO©nt

vVAzOnd sforiitul sAlbniAtic
i ar oameni.i “"nTeleg cn aici
se spune ceva deal lor

i prind snAn alferngfeescy pas
spre a simTi “~n moOini,
“"ncnh azi, timpul

THE RELIEF OF THE THING

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 LI DE FRIG WITH LOVE AND COLD
¢l Tineam “n mGnnAn cu teamn. | was holding it fearfully in my hand.
Al cui sn fie oare? Whose could it be?
Stingher, 1l ridicasem de jos. Lonely, I picked it up.
Un lucru pnrnsit. A deserted thing.
SA | als ?2TiSm? Should | leave it? Should | keep it?
Li contiHnwmepmrsn And | continued to protect it,
abia inconjurandu -l cu degetele, hardly touching it with my fingers,
aproape ne’ ' ndrnhnznind, hardly daring,
i ploua Ii se scurgea pe el anditwasraining and the water w as flowing over it,
cond cenulie, co©nd al bn, now grey, now white,
iar el, deli se rotea puTin, and the thing, although it rotated a little,
stntea mai departe “n mijl oc stayed faithfully in the middle,
casetn moargmpace mi se a soft box burying itself
tot mai mult “~n moOGnn, more and more in my hand,
“nt Oi armurn delicatn, first delicate armour,
apoi solz luminos, then a bright shell,
ce tremura-n palma mea, shivering in the palm of my hand,
de dragoste i de frig. with love and cold.
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¢N FURTUNN

furtunn

LUCRU
O mar e
E dest ul

o

sni vastai n z i
Chiar n ochiul uraganului
zvarcolit acum
urgia-i de mult trecut.

Lucrul trece fArn s
alunecn, un sidef |
imponderabil.

MOna ta “ntinsn ~n
e-intotdeauna un copac senin,
neatins de [iroaiel
mangaie cu varful degetelor

i nima bl ©ndn a ceru
marginile ca un praf alb, dantelat

ale lucrului

rostogolit, in raset,

dincol o, po©nn n  mi

ur ul | ucr u
moO©n a

n vadn ame
ustruit,

nor i negr

e Vinete,

erea nopTi

A THING IN A STORM

A great storm around the thing.

| & @nhough to stretch out your hand fi it will cease.

Even in the eye of the hurricane

now thrashing

the violence of tempest islong 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

rolling, laughing,

beyond, into the honey of night.
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MELANCOLIE MELANCHOLY
Uneori Ti se face teamn Sometimes you feel afraid
de atata intimitate cu lucrul! of so much intimacy with the thing!
¢Ti “ntorci capul, te retragi Youturnyourhead, you withdraw
intr-un ungher, Ti se pare in a corner, you think
¢ tucrulnu-i al tnu, that the thing is not yours,
cnail putea rnsfoli that you could leaf through it
i ai vedea poze de cetATi ci andsee pictures of strange cities

cu poduri rupte,

nume
ceT i
i n
i,

ch v

de marii

Vor rrnmne
put ea

u vei

ma ie aleaann
or chdea din

frunze de care nu-T i
[ i -af face ®ig,
iar in acest timp frunzele

ar ¢
i c
Ti-ars

s

ndea
©nd ar
pnrea

T i-ar santui somnul,

n-a i
sunt

ShA mai
fraTi

nfi

ma i

Ti

|l upt At ori

necunoscuTi

nvATa

ami

or ©nd

atinge
cn te

crezi
t A

mi j |

nt e

ae
pod

"neci

c
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i

r
e

n

de | a
cul [ ui
ti
ul
aua
|l ucr u

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, leavesyou 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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you will no longer sleep
like a seed
in the fruit veiled around you.
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ALTEPTAREA LUMI NI | WAITING FOR LIGHT
Dach e adevnrat c¢cn | umea If it is true that the world
se lasn bAatutn de ol ti mn r u nt allows itself to be trodden by littl e armies of children,
care despicn aerul cu capet e splitting the air with stubborn, golden heads,
ftiind-agmne gei maivara | or and fully aware that their spring season is enough
cal umea sn freamete [ i sA se dtomaketheworldquiverand open ontoaword

i -adéevAr ei duc sceptre d and indeed they are holding reed sceptres in their hands,

vOnt ul l e mGlbng©i e, dar | e the wind caresses them but also bristles their hair

iar pAnmGntul , corabie cupr and the earth, a boat engulfed in sleep,

T poartn la TArmul visuri bears them to the shore of its dreams,
fAcOGndsn “~nvingn, ala cum st a makingthem win, as they are standing free in the wind,
farn altn armn dec©t fr Agezi nmwithnoother weapon than tenderness,
dacn e adevnrat c¢ch |l ucruril e ifitistrue thatthings stand united
i ~Ti transminjuulor unde r ude n andtransmittheir kinship in waves around them

pO©nh depart érdeiocapdtel, i se p reaching far away, where their origins are lost,

i se confundn ramuril e their branches mixed up together

i toate prind sn se potri and all thing s start to match,

sn simtn, surd, c¢ch se vor and gently to feel they will see themselves repeated,
dacn ar trece “"nch o zare, if another horizon passes,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2015



Simona-Grazia Dima

Armata fiinTelor mici. The Army of Litt!]l
Parallel Texts
85
care vine Vvibr©nd din alte zn whichcomes vibratingfrom other horizons,
cadintr-o t ur mn, asfrom out of a flock,
dacnhn e adevnrat, if it is true,
atunci poTi desprinde acea then you can tear this page out of the book,
sn vezi suspin®©nd sub st el to seg sobbing under the stars,
|l ocuri ce stau wuitate, fnAr places which are forgotten, with no name,
doliiseninece-al t eaptn | umMi na sn serene mourning waiting for the light to come A
ma i preTioasn “nch, mai gr still more precious, more difficult,
bucuroasedeencnpnTO©narea “n pl ©ns which is happy about its stubbornness in tears
(peinn nTel eg) (until it understands)
[ | umi na coboarn cu plnce and the light descends there with pleasure, late,
l a ora c¢c©nd nu mai e ni men at a time when no one curious is present any longer
ii sArbAtoarea a trecut. .. and the celebration is over...
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PETALE PICTATE PAINTED PETALS
Moartea se-ascunde-n Death hides in
petale pictate, painted petals,
“n patul de miere i flori in the bed of honey and flowers
care promite “n [oaptnhn son which whispers promises of sleep
"nsh ascunde | a temeli e, but hides at the core,
treaz Ii viclean, awake and sly,
numai un cap mizer, apus, only a miserable, fading head,
rupt dintre lucruri, torn from things,
pierdut intr -un luciu vioriu. lost in a violet lustre.
Viu este braTul ntins Alive is the arm outstretched
S fipicure-n carne its flesh to be injected with the cruel crystal,
cristalul, ala cum vine pe just as the wind brings it ,
Tesutndeni anjen, departe, from far away, woven by a spider
cCu urn, cu artn. with hatred, with skill.
E vie frunza Alive is the leaf
pornitn cu ItiinTh knowingly abandoning
din varful copacului, the top of the tree,
intr-o chAtilegrdg teamn in a fearless fall
de pAmMONt . to the ground.
Vii sunt aceste rnsuciri ’ Alive are these turns in the wilderness

ale mainii pe ape...

of the hand on the water...
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AMIAZA NUMELOR THE HIGH NOON OF NAMES
What s in a name? That whi ch What'sinaname? That which we call arose
By any other name woul d s mel | Byanyother name woulsmell as sweet...
Shakespeare Shakespeare
Te vei afla-ncaaty m “n frig I You will find yourself, calm, in the cold wind,
cand numele s-au risipit, when the names have scattered,
iar ceea ce rAnmGne e un | ucr u andwhatremainsis a thing
caresent i pAarel t e, which, unsent by anyone, imprints itself,
“ITi lasnhn credincios solia pe faihfullyl eaving its message on the steps
netrimis de nimeni. Like a child with curly tresses,
Ca un copil cu plete cOrl i onT sitingonthe white marble, blushing with sadness i
stOond pe mar mura al b, ~ mbuj o thisisthe price, thatits being, a full moon,
acesta e preTul, ca fiinTa | u shouldbringanother name again,
sA aduchA iarAli un nume, which has emerged from below,
ielit la ivealn de dedesubt, fresh, sly, a scene from behnd the curtain,
proaspnt, I[iret, scenn din sp anewname,uttered by lips
nume nou, rostit de buze whose power is muteness.
a chAror putere e muTenia. You can leave it quietly at work,
¢l poTi lnsa Iiniltit 1 a 1 ucr whenyoupassbetween the caravans of sleep,
cand treci intre caravanele somnului, towards the country of the flavours of being.
spre Tara de arome a fiinTei Uponreturn, itwil wait for you.
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Atunci, peste trupul tnu ador Then,overyoursleeping body
nNu se mai ridicn soarele, the sun will no longer rise,
ci toate numele ies rand pe rand, but all the names come out in order,
dupn ce au fost distruse, one by one,
unul din spatele celuilalt, after they have been destroyed
strnlucind bogate, “~n car nea andshinerichly,intheir pallid flesh,
care se aurelte “ncet. which is slowly gild ing.
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ZBOR ¢N LUMI NN FLIGHT IN LIGHT
Este un copil calm, There is a calm child,
veghinddesus o piramidn, watching a pyramid from above;
"nnAnuntrul ei, coridoare negr e insideit black corridors,
apoi o saln mare then a large room
i un copil care Tiphn and a child screaming
i iar un velnic “ntuneric and then eternal darkness
“ntre pereTi.i de piatrn, between its stone walls,
dar , iatn, “n mijloc, sus, but here, in the middle, aloft,
parch prin somn, as if in sleep,
copilul de aur the golden child
te va topi, cu o chemare ~ nc e willmeltyou, witha whispered call,
n razele sale. in its rays.
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ECUAt I E LINILTITN CALM EQUATION
Ui tterla lumina ca un falfait intre schele Look at the light like a flapping between the scaffolds

i vei vedea lucrurile and you will see things
standintr-o ecuaTie | iniltitn. lying in a quiet equation.

Chiar dacn lipselte voce Although the expected voice is missing,
arl nmurir-aledatuu p©nn | a caphnt ,andexplanations have not been completely given,

firul pe care “niiri mnr the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared,
i stai f-emm®One®uadili e | inilti andyoustandtrembling ina calmequation,

| Aseneucu plnhAcere “niira letting yourself be placed, pleasurably, on invisible strings,
care fulgern c@md ajeurfgir | a | which flash when you reach your place on the string,

i ceea ce vezi te ui mel and what you see amazesyou,
fiindcn este “nvnluit ~ n hai nbecauseitiswrapped in the fine garment of chance,

iar uimirea te face sn e and amazement makes you sleep,
iar noaptea, al bn, unel t e “ nt andinits whiteness, night unites chance with science;

un cOnteocase r’imalsiein asongrisesasthrougha t rsape 0 s
din adancul zilei care vine, from the bottom of the comin g day,

fAnrfA opreseauweihi nu not caring that it isndt
i ziua vine, sortitn jocul ui andthedaycomes, destined for play,

dar at©t de ves#ln i fe but so cheerful and charming fi
prin somn, degetele tale, through sleep, your fingers,

din care mintea s-a dus, out of which the mind has gone,
ating firul fArn sn [tie, touch the string wit hout knowing it;

el sth treaz, cu toate n it remains awake, with all the beads quivering,
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it waits to be continued,
because, at any time, it will be so good

alteptond sn fie continuat,

fiindcn oricoG©nd va fi at
I nt el i ge n sofreshand intelligent...

could you doubt that?

at ©t de proasphnt i
te-ai putea indoi de asta?

3 A |
N i\\ b N\ / A\ . \\M
; \\'\ )/ ,?O/ACSA 'nb\{,qﬁug@

R
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Var i &RULN : THE STRING (A variant)

Ui tterla lumina ca un falfait intre schele Look at the light resembling a flapping between the scaffolds

l'i vei vedea lucrurile and you will see things
standintr-o ecuaTie | iniltitn. standing in a quiet equation.

Chiar dacn lipselte voc Even if the expected voice is missing,
[ | Amur i-auddtp©mmuu ITa ©caphnit, and explanations have not been completely given,

firul pe care “niliri mt the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared,
"nc©t stai “n acea bl ©ndn n e hthereforeyou stand in that gentle indecision,

cu plncere “niirat i pleasurably beaded onto invisible strings yourself,
el e fulgern c©nd ajungi | a | o strings which flash when you get to your place,

cum ci r cu-arsauar t al [ just as the fatal circus would greet
acrobatul ajuns |l a capnt pe s theacrobatwho reachedthe end of his tight-rope;

ceeacevezideacol o te ui mel t: what you see from there amazes you,
fiiAdcmMvAluit -A"nO©m@l mai if j nn i because itis wrapped in the fine garment of chance,

iar uimirea te face s-adormi and amazement makes you fall asleep
(unsomnunind° nt ©mpl area cu [ ti i nTi(asleepunitingchance with knowledge);

un cO©ntec vine, prin T a song comes, through the serene weave of life,
din miezul zil ei ur mnt oar e, from the middle of the next day,

fAr#A reseauvein nu not caring about not being heard,
apoiziuasear at n faideevai,r adu sorti t A andthenday comes too, truly destined for play

ori batjocurii, dar at or for mocking, but so cheerful and charming,
o regi-ani eatat de mult ochnr i | aqueenwhohaslongago forgiven the insults;

“n tAcerefncut plfasma in silence she has transformed the plasma and the roaringi
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In sleep, your fingers,
whose mind has gone,

prin somn, degetele tale,
din care mintea s-a dus,

ating firul faArn sn | tie, el touchthe stringwithout knowing; it remains awake,
cu toate mnAnrgelele " n with all its beads rustling,
sn fie continuat, wishing to be lenghtened,
fiindcn oric®©nd va fi becausethen things will forever be so well,
at ©t de proaspnt (i inteli ge nsofreshandintelligent...

te-ai putea indoi de asta? Could you doubt that?
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seamnnn a cuvont
rn ca un ani mal r
ui care palpithn

el te “ncet cu

trupul s nhoa uwten caowiid bucuri

soarbe aerul venit

aer
a,

pe aripi de pnsnri alunecate
“nchili, “ncApnaT:

cu ochii
ntr-o bul boanh
unde nu e

“"nfioratnhn de
cuvont , doar

sn se audn spush
toare orale de p
c©nd | ava pornith "~ n ape
i A”n respiraTie
chl Atoria fericitn ce scaphn,

[ tiutn doar de lucrul
vestind strnzi

“n odi hni

se va opr

de ni mbul Il ui

de trupul s n u
neputincios,

dul ce care se
atotputernic

al t
ap.

pl i

pul
“n

BREATHING THING

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
the happy journey escaping,
known only by the thing full of momentum,
by its halo which heralds streetsshaded with olive tress,
by its sweet body which utterly dissolves into
sprinkling drops fi
powerless, almighty in the light.
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MA scol pe furil noaptea
i dau la o parte alternutul
sA vAd cum poO©l poie i ofteazhn
trupurile |l or moi dupn cuvOnt
Atunci voentul dAn de pereTi wul
[ pl oaia intrn cu nsemnel e
darnuse” nt ©mpl n ni mi c,
doar lucrurile fulgern cal m,
ridicandu -se prin somn in cuvant,
iar casa rnmGne mai departe v
o |I'imbhA caldn, apoi rncoroashn
ce nu se poate dovedifi
e un corp fericit
"n casa cea purhn
unde lucrurile se “nalTh
“n st Ol pi de | umi nn,
iarvontul devastator din afarhn
e numai slujitorul veghii.
Aici lucrurile au primit darul
fArn care nu pot sn trniaschn
i somnul 1l or de acum, “nieln

e somnul rgdicunoal teri.i
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PILLAR OF LIGHT

| get up surreptitiously at night

and | 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 i

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 fi
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dacn te apl eci peste el e if you lean over them
auzi trosnetele difuze you hear the diffuse cracks
ale unui soare penetrand lent ziduri oarbe of a sun slowly penetrating blind walls
“n visul l or, i1 ar el e nu se mintheirdreams, and they are not surprised,
pline de vine argintii, full of silver veins:
cunosc locurile, obiceiurile, they know the places, the customs;
raisuflarea lor |liniltitAn e o theircalmbreathisamap
unde crelti i tu, where you grow too,
cu pali:i prinii “n copacul de withstepscaughtinthe tree of light
carel i opreite “n go©ndul tAu which stops its endless foliage
frunzilul nesforiit. in your mind.
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Dintre toate vieTui

casa deschisn ce te
cicumame aducandu-Ti t Avi c
visAntoare | i amiarui
ele “Ii joacn ochili
cenuliica rceopuerziape,
“n timp ce vn goOndi
i la carTile tale
amestecate cu pietre,

tu mAN®©nci rodi il e
ncerc®©nd “n zadar

pozi Tia nefireasch

simTi pe cap
mi nunata coroanh

din care soarele,devenit rubiniu,
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OPEN HOUSE

e mi
Nt ©mpi nn

Of all the living creatures |1 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 wo 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, intinse campii. sips the memory of an old, vast plain.
i ‘{v’_;,n ;
Jl B!
= ’K,,
; \ T ’
> - 3 4
I

Imheeftilume.  pedmuses
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VARSTA LUCRULUI THE AGE OF THE THING
Dach vrei c umio rdincreu iperietTi sche v a If youwant to give me something at any cost,
fn ca lucrul snhn fie o amint i r makethatthinga memory
retrnitn ato©t de "~ ncet, C relived so slowly, a form worked so much,
"ncOt t-impoapredsciA putere that time should give up its power over it,
sA meargn de mOnnA c©i tigat [ itogohandinhandwithitas a friend,
nemai vr©nd sn schi mbe ni mi c | nolongerwantingto change anything about it,
nici sn primeascn daruri nor to receive gifts,
ci acu-m dhreghnasch but now wanting to grant it
o conversaTie aurie de sf ©r | i agoldenconversationas a giftat the end of a struggle
purtatn deasupra, “n | i mpede carriedonabove, inclear air;
atunci ea deschide ula I then she should open the door and enter the room
cu ochii ei negri odihnindu -s e | ©ngn | uc with her dark eyes resting beside the thing fi
“nfriguratn aprsemple ~ nf nl ur ©n feverishly, nearly wrapping herself in it,
i se alazn alAturi c©nt ©nd ~ n shesitsrexttoitsinging in her thoughts,
uitdndu -l prin iubire, forgetting it through love,
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iar el sunn din umbrn ca while it sounds from the shadow s like an orchestra,
|l ucelte de pnaduri Ti compi.i shines with forests and plains
[ model elazche It raudpeuv n'r at al zi andmoulds the true body of day and night

ce va sn vie, intr©nd " n that is to come, entering into it,
rou de “ntuneric, de | uminn. as a river of darkness, of light.
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SOIL

The soil, left alone at night
begins to work;

in the morning we wake up startled
like water lilies gliding on water

here we are, looking through the window at the ground
which deepens under foundations of houses
and cracks i

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 fii

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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| have seenyou, earth,

so this day will be

a warm, coloured fog,
within which

your name will resound.
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INVIZIBIL INVISIBLE
Numai el Only he
T mi ftie chipul. knows my face.
Numai el [tie numel e Only he knows the name
pecare mn strign pAamGntul . by which the earth calls to me.
Numai el mh vede. Hed the only one that sees me.
Il nvizibil, rAthAncesc cu pl ncer Invisible, | wander with pleasure,
bucurandu-mn rejoicing,
ch toate “Ii wurmeazn cursul because everything follows its course
i tot ce trebuie sn se ~ nt ©n andeverything that should happen
se va intampla. will happen.
l nvizibil, trec fnrn durere, Invisible, | pass without pain,
ca un izvor, like a stream,
fiindcn se iubeite destul becausethere is enough love
ca Sh se rnscumpere to redeem
ceea ce nu iubelite, those who do not love,
se place intotdeauna and there is always someone
ceea ce “mi place i mie, who likes what I like ;
nu e nevoie snA [ tiu | do not need to know
unde se " ntOmpl A ast a, where this happens;
din [irul from the line
ce brnzdeazn cerul which furrowsthe sky
nu |ipseilte nimiec. nothing is missing.
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Ai viAnzut sh se °
altfel decat cu pauze lungi

i cu aTipiri “n
cu mlaltini brus
|l hsate apoi sn ~
cat le e anotimpul,

sn izbeascn pror
cu buze vesel e,
cO©nd ochiul si mt
i nu mai ascul't
i uitarea “ntre
dup care ochii
I

n

vriemea odi hne
vad aurul , st
vhd vOrstele adu
una in spatele celeilalte,
cuminTi, cu cozi
cubraTel e ating©nd
cu obrajii aburind fi

dar sn nu |

totcesi fiinTnhn e |
cO©nd nowua fili

—_—
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THE HAPPENING OF BEING

5

[a}}

Have you seen something happening
otherwise than with long pauses
re voOr st el eandwithdozings between the ages of the thing,

t O©Ompl e cev

—

c ivite din withswampssuddenlyrisingup fromthe earth between steps,
nfl or eascn ¢afterwards left to flourish there
as long as their season lasts,
a onst r uc Ti tostrike against the bows of the construction as long as they wish,
destr nmat e, withhappy, dissolving lips,
e n tr ebui ewhenthe eye feels it must close
n e ni meni anditnolonger obeys anyone
r e de mi i andoblivioninterrupts growth a tho usand times,
S deschid after which the eyes open
[ [ i Vvi ndecr atthetime of rest and healing
rons | i “ nt randthey see gold,collected and whole:
nate “~n [ i r, theyseeagesgatheredina row,
one behind the other,
| e pe wumer i , obedient, with their tails on their shoulders,

spatele celeach oneds arms reaching out t

with their cheeks steaming fi

zZi, but dondt you believe them
“nTel epci un allthatis life is also wisdom;
apar e when the new being appears,
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face ca totul pO©nn | a ea s n itmakes everything before it forgotten
i se uwuitn chiar pe ea and even forgets itself
“n forfota fiinTArii sale, in the bustle of its birth,
adun©nd nepimahtdaare, ~n gathering indifferently, in heaps,
bognTia, pacea, tinereTea, I wealth, peace,youth, joy
|l hsate de risipa timpul ui. left by the overflow of time.
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Ar mat a
NI CI| ODATN SaNGELE
Nu vreau dec®©t sn cad
intre lucrurile mele,
caintrun | eagnn inel at
care ddscolaici "~ ncet
luminoasa geometrie
a unor sor.i ricorol i,
afl aTi dedesubt,
proaspeTi ca niite fructe
Tinemmu go©zn, “~n vorf,
i ar c©nd cei dezbinaTi vo
risipi Ti ~n vOntul avan,

probele aerului le voi fi cunoscut demult,

1i voi saluta de departe cu trupul nostru

prin care trece metalul topit al plantelor,

dar niciodatn s©ngel e,

n

r

ci

de

t

nTel or

r

od

mi c i The Army of

NEVER BLOOD

| 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 i an insectii on top

and when the disunited pass by,

scattered in the harsh wind,

| shall have known the tests of the air long ago;
| shall salute them from afar with my body,
which the melted metal of plants passesthrough
but never blood, never blood.
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CNTRE PNMagNT TO THE EARTH
Azi nu mai Itiu urmele, nu ma Todayldonotknow the traces anymore, | do not know what is
|l as capul “n jos, rnscolind p coming;
i spuselaratne o aurornA ~n | tIlbowdownmy head, digging through yellow and happy earth
pornit ngfompd e, aratn viitor ulandlsay:show yourselfl Putan aura around this thing
cu ochii l ui deschili, “~nchil justbeginningto happen;show the future,
picur©nd despniarTire, apoi r e’  withitseyesopenand closed, by turns,
deja eu nu mai pot face nimic, dripping separation, and then homecoming;
nam cum [ti dacnin ochii acei a alreadylcannotdo anything,
am semnhnnat gr ©u, am “ngropat |cannotpossibly know if those eyes will watch me;
i stau acum cu mO©inile “~ n fl Ihavesownwheat, |have buried gold
cani [ te porumbei de noapte, and now | sit with my hands in flames,
dac#@invedea semnul like doves at night;
inflorind singur if 1 did not see the sign
“n sArbhAtoare i bucuri e, blooming alone
toate lucrurile ar fi la fel de bune in celebration and joy,
n aerul rarefiat, in tromba de foc all things would be just as good
unde | i mba uscatnAn se ~nv®©rt el inthethinair, inthe eddies of fire
Doar rncoarea cade ca un eV an wherethedrytongue turnsin vain.
dinsprel ocul tAu de odi hnA 1 i v e Justcoolness fallslike a fan in the evening
gura ta deschide bland drumul, from your place of rest and green:
printr-un cuv©O©nt aburos, spus ~ n yourmouth gently opens the way,

by a steamy word, uttered in a whisper.
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INSCRIPTION

ui Ti ceea ce nu ar e cuv Donotforget those who have
ul al tre pttA@nedr emc as n no words for their defence,
ntru care nu vorbelte ni thechildwaitingathome insilence f
fiinTn |l a go©tul cnreia p andforwhomno one talks,

mul Tumelite sn TinA cas a thelittle being on whose shoulder the old cry,

who is content to keep the house growing...
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ANOTIMPUL REAMINTIRII

Acum, in anotimpul reamintirii,
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simt cum se trezelte lucrul
intr-o casn mobilatn simpl u,
pluindpe apa strnbntutn "~ ncet

de lumina unui singur gand.

Suntem redaTi al rrnoastre,

| ucrurilor de dinhAauntru,
care zv©cnesc i “1i deschid
l umina | e aratn toate fibrele
intr-o nepieritoare amiazn.

Nu mai existn distanTh ntre
i astfel crmadr ekadea, simepuns.
Cnci ma i sunt oare PiinTe car
Car e ~ r?Bauedeaolparte lucruri

i de a?2ta fiinTe

cnaintnm “mpreunn prin boare,
am vorbit deja intre noi

desprecear putea sn fie,

intalnim mereu trupul nostru,

car e p priee®a z n

de unde nu te altepTi,

i aceasta este unica neltiin

SEASON OF REMEMBERING

Now, in the season of remembering,

| 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 becausethere 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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THE FLESH OF THE NAME

f or me Little beings sculpt clean geometric shapes,
, which breathe and gather themselves,
soft, vegetal pillows
at i n singing softly, barely touched with fingers.
nr at i Happy in the spring air,

Li

ttl

ot c e theylaugh and throw behind them everything that is not clean;

c i d they do not eat from dishes but from cut spheres,
n mO©n t around the fire, where the earth becomes heavy
t i ¢ | n and abundance appears ashoiling glass,
and things are gathering in acircle,

oat n, serene, with their foreheads raised,
at n, standing forever visible,
i e, according to the will of the friendly place,
nos, which imprints on them
the light of the blooming wish,

e, and the flesh of the name now gives birth to the song,
a c um intheir hands which hold the instruments.

i nst
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INTRECEREA THE RACE
Pe nealteptate, Unexpectedly,
se "ntO©mpl A sn t@& “mpiedici dyouhappentostumble on the thing fi
stingher in mijlocul drumului, lonely in the middle of the road,
l emn “nsufleTit de boar ea unu apieceof wood animated by the breeze ofa single thought,
“n timp ce noi toTi pendul Am whilewe allswing backand forth
|l a distanTn egaln de el. at an equal distance from it.
Ne ~ nt r e-bvaaunge primal We wonder who will be the first to reach it
i atuncl ,ickeél care and then, the one who loves it
"1 c-apgAtn " n mOini grabs it in his hands at once
dupn o fugn fulgerntoare, after a swift run,
pe razele soarelui on the rays of the sun
de sub palii noltri under our steps fi
el alt4aptimTs m. it expects us to feel it.
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THE DREAM OF THE LITTLE BEINGS

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 s@ces between them,

in the gentle whirlpool,

rocking in whirling silence,

the little beings tirelessly dream.
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