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Lidia Vianu

Un comunicat de presa neobisnuit

,Ingerul” Margaretei Sterian

Traducerile pe care le publicim acum in antologia de poezie
americand modernad intitulatd Aud cantind America fac parte din
Arhiva Margaretei Sterian, incredintatd noud de legatarul acesteia,
Mircea Barzuca. Ele au aparut pentru prima datd in anul 1947, la
Editura pentru Literaturd Universald. La sfarsitul aceluiasi an,
dupd abdicarea regelui Mihai, intreg tirajul a fost dat la topit.
Cartea a fost retipdrita cu ample addugiri in anul 1973, la Editura
Dacia din Cluj-Napoca.

Am publicat de curand picturile, grafica si opera decorativa
ale Margaretei Sterian. Ele au delicatetea, gratia, discretia unei
dantele — o danteld care imbracd mana pictoritei. Acea manad, insa,
are degete de otel si putere de ghilotina.

Fiinta incercatd de viata la toate varstele, o singurd arma a
avut Margareta Sterian: creatia. A lucrat neostenit. Zi dupd zi. In
zilele cand gandurile nu se inchegau, mai tanarul ei discipol se

An unusual Press Release

Margareta Sterian’s “Angel”

I Hear America Singing, which we are publishing
today, is part of Margareta Sterian’s Archive, entrusted to
us by Mircea Barzuca, her legal inheritor. It is an anthology
of modern American poetry, which first appeared in 1947
in Bucharest. At the end of that year, the Romanian king
was forced by communists to abdicate, and all the copies of
this book were destroyed. The anthology was published
again, largely altered, under communism, in the year 1973.

This book comes after Margareta Sterian’s paintings,
graphic art and decorative works, which we have already
published. All these works have the fragility, the grace, the
shyness of a lace glove —underneath which, though, the
painter’s hand has steel fingers and the force of a guillotine.

Life was not Margareta Sterian’s best friend. What
kept her going was her art. She worked incessantly. On



intreba de ce, iar rdspunsul ei era mereu acelasi: ,Nu intotdeauna
ingerul este in spatele meu.”

Traducadnd, Margareta Sterian redescoperda lumea ,in a
grain of sand”. Traducerile uita uneori de original, pentru a urma
gandurile traducdtoarei, care isi creeazd o lume proprie, o lume pe
care o poate vedea fara pasaport, fara interdictii. Cum zicea Marc
Chagall, care era cu numai zece ani mai mare decat ea: ,Seul est
mien / Le pays qui se trouve dans mon dme / |’y entre sans passeport /
[...] Les habitants vagabondent dans I'air / [...] 1ls habitent mon dme.”
Amandoi pictorii, desi foarte diferiti unul de altul, au purtat o
istorie grea pe umerii lor.

Readucem o carte la indemana acelora care vor sd cerceteze
istoria literard, precum si istoria adevdrata din sufletul acestei
traducatoare discrete, dar cu o personalitate care nu s-a dat batuta
atata vreme cat a putut crea. Margareta Sterian a trdit cu ,,ingerul”
creatiei pe umarul drept. De-a stanga ei, a insotit-o un discipol
credincios.

Aud cantand America este o mand intinsa tuturor celor care vor
sd i se aldture autoarei pe drumul spiritului, cdtre lumea sufletului
—pentru ca ingerul creatiei sd mearga mai departe.

17 November 2017

those days when creation dozed off, her disciple wondered
why, and the painter would always reply, “Because the
angel is not always with me.”

When she translates, Margareta Sterian looks for the
world “in a grain of sand”. Her translations build a world
of her own, a world which she can visit without a passport
or a visa. Marc Chagall, ten years her senior, did the same:
,Seul est mien / Le pays qui se trouve dans mon dme / |’y entre
sans passeport /[...] Les habitants vagabondent dans 'air /[...] 1ls
habitent mon dme.” Both these painters, though very
different from each other, have experienced the tragedy of
human history in their own lives.

With [ Hear America
Literature Press hopes to help its readers discover, wrapped

Singing, Contemporary
in literary history, the soul of a translator whose need to
create was her way of not giving in. Margareta Sterian lived
with the “angel” of creation on her right shoulder. This
anthology of modern American poetry will make her
readers realize that the angel of creation will always be
there for each of us—provided we can see it.

Bucharest
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Dan Grigorescu
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Dan Grigorescu

Cuvant inainte

Cand a fost publicatd, in 1946, prima editie a acestei Antologii de poezie modernd americand, a fost privita ca unul dintre cele mai
clare semne ale intoarcerii culturii romanesti spre orizonturile ei firesti. O cultura ce trdia fenomenul datator de speranta al
descoperirii (sau redescoperirii) valorilor literaturii si artelor universale.

Cei mai multi intelectuali ai acestei tari impartaseau, fara indoiald, optimismul unuia dintre cei mai entuziasti dintre ei, Petru
Comarnescu, care, intr-o conferinta de la sala ,Dalles” din ianuarie 1946, era convins cad poate conchide: ,Omenirea care a castigat
pacea va avea puterea sd determine o nouad circulatie vie, rodnica a ideilor, singura ce va asigura libertatea spirituald a unei lumi ce
a avut atatea de indurat in ultimii ani”.

S-ar fi parut ci avea dreptate. In editurile romanesti vedeau lumina tiparului tdlméciri ale unor mari romancieri despre care
cititorii de aici aflaserd intampldtor din reviste strdine, atatea cate, in zilele de sdrdcie ale rdzboiului, mai ajungeau la ei—Hemingway
sau Steinbeck, de pilda. La teatre, se jucau, in distributii stralucite, dramele lui O’Neill si Thornton Wilder. Intelectualii romani
descopereau noua America...

In chip semnificativ, Antologia alcituitd de Margareta Sterian se deschidea cu o cuprinzitoare si reprezentativa selectie din
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versurile lui Whitman. Inca de la sfarsitul secolului XIX-lea, cand poetul Firelor de iarbi a patruns in constiinta culturala europeand,

el a fost privit ca un simbol al Americii dinamice, al fortelor ei innoitoare, al Continentului marilor intinderi strabatute de locomotive
si al fluviilor largi pe care trec vapoare pline de grane. Asa l-au inteles si poetii si comentatorii romani de-a lungul timpului. Istoria
receptdrii operei sale la noi contine numele unor personalitati foarte diferite intre ele, dar pentru care ,Bunul poet carunt” era o
intrupare a spiritului liber al Americii democratice. De la Stefan Petica (autor al unui articol admirativ in 1827, la putind vreme dupa
ce Occidentul Europei il descoperise pe Whitman), pand la Tudor Arghezi si Tristan Tzara, la Nicolae lorga si Felix Aderca, la Eugen
Ionescu si Alexandru Busuioceanu (autor, in 1923, al celui dintai volum de traduceri din Whitman, excelente transpuneri ale amplelor
sonoritati ale originalului), la Paul Pdun si Lucian Boz, la Mihnea Gheorghiu si Ovidiu Drimba, s-a constituit un corpus de poezie si
de criticd romaneasca a carui cercetare minutioasa s-ar cuveni sa constituie o preocupare a comparatistilor din aceasta tara.

Cu un an inaintea aparitiei Antologiei, Margareta Sterian publicase, de asemenea, un volum de talmaciri, insotite de comentarii
si viniete, ale poemelor whitmaniene. Era un adevdrat eveniment cultural, a carui importantd nu a trecut, se intelege, neobservata.
Pentru cd insusi gestul de a aduce la lumina tiparului romanesc —1in acel an in care lumea sdrbatorea venirea pdcii — versul robust,
increzator in destinul omenirii, versul care celebra pacea si roadele ei, avea un inteles simbolic.

Admiratia poetei si artistei care a fost Margareta Sterian fata de poetul pécii intre oameni e dovedita si de titlul pe care I-a dat
celei de-a doua editii a Antologiei, cea din 1973: Aud cantind America, preluat dintr-un vers celebru al lui Walt Whitman.

As spune cd insdsi constructia Antologiei, asa cum a fost ganditd la inceput, in 1946, si cum a fost intregita in 1973, sta sub
semnul acestei identificdri a poeziei moderne americane cu traditia whitmaniana. O traditie ce se manifestd chiar si la poetii care nu
cunoscuserd (sau nu apreciaserd) Firele de iarbd. Evident ca nici Emily Dickinson, nici Melville nu puteau lipsi dintr-o selectie a poeziei
moderne din Statele Unite. Dar singuratica poetd din Amherst pare a se afla departe de tumultul multimilor pe care il evoca lirica
whitmaniana.

In realitate, chiar si in sihdstria ei pitrundeau ecourile noii Americi pentru care —asa cum spune ea insdsi intr-un poem inclus
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in prezenta selectie — , poetii le cuprind pe toate”, adicd poezia inseamna ,tot ce e viata”. E o credinta ce se regdseste si in paginile

transcendentalistilor (si, in primul rand, se intelege, in cele ale lui Emerson), si in cele ale poetilor si ganditorilor din cea de-a doua
jumadtate a secolului XIX-lea, asupra carora filozoful de la Concord a avut o inrdurire atat de profunda. La drept vorbind, versul
whitmanian insusi a absorbit—multi dintre exegetii lui o vor observa mai tarziu —semnificatiile pe care Emerson le descoperea in
existenta oamenilor, aceasta valoare suprema reprezentatd de contopirea fiintei umane, a destinului ei, cu Natura—nu intotdeauna
darnica si ocrotitoare. E si viziunea lui Melville (care, dupd cum se pare, nu l-a pretuit pe Whitman, colegul sau de generatie): , Azil
sad gasesti chiar in coltii Destinului”, scria autorul acelui epos al infruntarii Destinului, Moby Dick. Surprinzator, versul suna ca un
ecou din Emerson. Asa cum sund —neindoielnic, mai amplu —multe din poemele whitmaniene.

Alegerea pe care a facut-o Margareta Sterian dovedeste o foarte solidd cunoastere a poeziei Americii. A poeziei care cintd
America. Evident, nu toti poetii care figureaza in Antologia alcdtuita de ea sunt reprezentanti ai marii poezii americane. Unii dintre ei
au cunoscut, e adevarat, gloria in vremea in care aparea selectia roméaneasca dar, cu trecerea anilor, numele lor s-a sters treptat din
amintirea cititorilor. Asa s-a intdmplat, de pildd, cu Trumbull Stickney, cu Lola Ridge sau cu Elinor Wylie. Dar prezenta lor in
volumul de fata are o valoare de document cultural: ei reflecta gustul cititorilor americani de acum cateva decenii si lasd a intelege
incotro se indreptau preferintele lor.

Pe de alta parte, Margareta Sterian face dovada unei admirabile familiarizari cu unele tendinte ce nu erau apreciate de critica
americand a anilor ‘70, dar care aveau sd se impund ceva mai tarziu, sd-si dovedeascd pe deplin valoarea. Includerea, de exemplu, a
celui mai de seamd reprezentant al beatnicilor, a nonconformistului Ginsberg, e un gest curajos, explicat prin intuitia poetica a autoarei
Antologiei. In anii ‘70, cand o poeta de la acest capét al lumii ii tdlmacea versurile, prezentandu-le intr-o antologie ce isi propunea sa
infdtiseze marile opere ale poeziei americane, in Statele Unite poemele din Sendviciuri cu realitate ale lui Ginsberg abia incepeau sa
pdtrunda in manualele universitare. Margareta Sterian demonstra cd stie sa identifice valorile. La fel, Gary Snyder sau Gwendolyn
Brooks, nume noi despre care nu se stia pe atunci prea mult nici in America, dar — pentru autoarea Antologiei —reprezentau poezie
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adevadratd. Si s-a demonstrat ca a avut dreptate...

Antologia realizatd de Margareta Sterian contureaza o imagine a Americii, vdzuta prin poezia ei. Unii dintre poetii cei mai de
seamd ai Americii moderne se intdlnesc in aceste pagini, dand sens clar uneia dintre traditiile specifice ale acelui spatiu de culturd —
traditia modernitditii. Dupa trei secole in care chiar si poetii cei mai respectati ai Americii erau purtatorii influentelor aduse din Europa,
America incepea si isi plateascd datoriile fatid de poezia de dincoace de Ocean. In 1842, Emerson tinuse faimoasa lui prelegere,
Cdrturarul american, pe care istoriile culturii o numesc, pe drept, Declaratia de independentdi culturald a Americii. Si cea dintdi opera care
ridspundea chemdrii emersoniene, cartea lui Whitman, era una care asculta cum cinti America. Intelegand in chip exemplar glasul
fiecdruia din marii poeti de peste Atlantic, multora dintre ei ddndu-le pentru intaia oara straiul limbii romane, Margareta Sterian a
deslusit foarte exact acest cantec al poeziei americane moderne.

Prin intermediul Antologiei sale, ea a daruit cititorilor roméani o imagine a culturii poetice a unei tari careia, de la Whitman si
Emily Dickinson, de la Pound si T.S. Eliot panad la poezia de astdzi, literatura lumii ii datoreaza atat de mult. E un dar pentru care se

cuvine sd-i multumim cu aceeasi recunostintd ca si pentru pictura ei.
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Margareta Sterian

Nota asupra editiei din 1973

Ca si in 1945, cand Editura Pro Pace imi incredintase talmacirea unei selectii de poeme de Walt Whitman, sau in 1947, cand
Editura de Stat imi publica Antologia poesiei americane moderne, incerc si azi aceeasi profunda emotie in fata generoaselor pagini ale
Marelui Poet American: puternicul fluviu al poeziei sale isi urmeaza cursul, legand generatii de generatii si nici nu se va tulbura atata
vreme cat dreptatea si infrdtirea isi vor avea locul pe pamant. Umanismul profund, elevata profesiune de credintd si revolutionarea
expresiei poetice traditionale fac din Whitman ctitorul poeziei moderne americane, asezandu-1 firesc in fruntea pleiadelor de poeti
cuprinse si in antologia de fata.

Comparativ cu editia din 1947, actuala antologie isi extinde sensibil aria universului liric, oferind o imagine mai complexa in
varietate tematica sau de expresie: a fost augmentat numarul pieselor selectate la 10 dintre poetii reprezentativi pentru lirica noului
continent cuprinsi in antologia de acum un sfert de veac — Emily Dickinson, Edwin Arlington Robinson, Robert Frost, Carl Sandburg,
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William Carlos Williams, Robinson Jeffers, Conrad Aiken, Edna St.Vincent Millay, E.E.Cummings, Stephen Vincent Benét. (La

E.E.Cummings si William Carlos Williams, de pildd, prezenti in 1947 doar cu cate o piesd, am addugat cate alte cinci poeme.)

Dar extensiunea actualei antologii se realizeaza mai putin prin completare, cat, mai ales prin diversificare si deschidere spre
mai largi orizonturi poetice, incluzdnd 12 noi poeti a cdror creatie acopera un interval de mai bine de un secol. Alaturi de poezia de
o stranie frumusete a plasmuitorului lui Moby Dick, Herman Melville, care nu a figurat in modestul spatiu al antologiei din 1947, am
inclus piese ilustrative din creatia catorva poeti ndscuti in perioada dintre 1870 si primul rdzboi mondial —Vachel Lindsay, Elinor
Wylie, Wallace Stevens, W.H. Auden, Theodore Roethke. Cum odata cu trecerea timpului dominanta afirmadrii unui artist ramane
umanismul condensat in mesajul creatiei, fatd de editia din 1947, actuala antologie nu se poate lipsi de selectarea unor piese din lirica
lui Ezra Pound, prezenta cruciald, alaturi de T.S.Eliot, in evolutia poeziei americane a ultimei jumatati de veac.

In sfarsit, neindeajuns orientati spre viitor si necunoscand incd “semnele” care vor lua poate locul cuvintelor care azi traduc
gandirea si simtirea noastrd, lucrarea de fatd se apropie si de creatiile poetilor americani mai tineri, ndscuti in perioada interbelica.
Aceasta in ciuda faptului cd, dacd putem vorbi de o consacrare critica si de opinie a unor poeti ca Gwendolyn Brooks, Karl Shapiro,
Allen Ginsberg sau Gary Snyder, este poate mai greu de prevdzut in ce masura operele lor vor ldsa o amprentd imperisabila in
dezvoltarea poeziei anglo-saxone de maine.

Initial, in selectarea pieselor din bogatul tezaur al liricii americane, a prevalat, mai ales in cazul editiei din 1947, criticul lecturii
simpatetice, ,impresioniste”. Punandu-mi apoi problema realei reprezentativitati, am avut satisfactia de a le regdsi in majoritatea lor
prezente in antologii de prestigiu, ca acelea ale lui Louis Untermeyer, Conrad Aiken, W. Collins, Matthiessen s.a.

In ceea ce priveste traducerea propriu-zisi, pentru pastrarea specificului imaginii am preferat criteriul unei cat mai fidele
raportari la original, iar nu pe acela al redarii libere si ,,in concordanta cu spiritul nostru poetic”. De aceea, pe cat s-a putut, am cautat
sd pdstrez metrica ritmului originalelor, fdrd a trece cu vederea nici rima. Trebuie, de asemenea, mentionat cd pentru realizarea
prezentului volum au fost revazute si indreptate multe din piesele cuprinse in antologia din 1947.
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In redactarea notelor introductive de prezentare a poetilor antologati —unii dintre acestia fiind inca prea putin cunoscuti

marelui public—au fost folosite, printre altele, ca surse de baza lucrarile lui Max J. Herzberg, The Reader’s Encyclopedia of American
Literature, Thomas J. Cromwell Comp., New York, 1966, si R.S. Loomis, D.L. Clark si J.H. Middendorf, Modern English Readings, 8th
Edition, Holt, Rinehart and Winston, New York, 1961.

Dacid realizasem selectia din 1947 la indemnul regretatului scriitor si critic Petru Comarnescu, astdzi inchin cititorilor —mai cu
seama celor tineri —acest evantai de poeme ale lumii noi.

August 1972
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Walt Whitman
[1819-1892]

Leaves of Grass (Fire de iarbi), cartea de cdpatdi a poeziei noului continent si totodata cartea americand cel mai mult tipdritd in
strdindtate se constituie in enciclopedia poetica a unei singure si bogate evidente, inteligibild si apropiata oricui prin tot ce cuprinde
viata insdsi: avant, fapte sublime sau marunte, trecatoare sau durabile, coplesitor de frumoase sau dureroase.

Autorul Firelor de iarbad s-a nascut la West Hills, o fermd de pe Long Island, la 31 mai 1819. Dupa cativa ani de scoala in
cartierul newyorkez Brooklin isi incepe tumultoasa existenta: la 11 ani lucreaza la un avocat, apoi la un medic, la 14 e ucenic tipograf,
la 17 —institutor de tard, la 19 isi incepe activitatea editoriald cu saptamanalul , The Long Islander”. Scoate alte cateva ziare, efemere
datoritd lipsei de resurse materiale, , The Aurora”, , The Tabler”, , The New York Democrat”; ultimul dintre ele , The Brooklin Eagle”
(,,Vulturul din Brooklin”) este suspendat pentru caracterul sdu profund democratic, iar Walt Whitman expulzat din New York in
1848. Doi ani mai tarziu se gaseste printre editorii lui , The Crescent” (,,Crai nou”) la New Orleans, caldtoreste apoi in sud si vest, in
1850 e din nou la New York editand , The Freeman” (,Omul liber”), dupd care incepe sa lucreze in constructii.

In 1855 tipareste pe cont propriu modesta placheta de 12 poeme Leaves of Grass, apoi pleaca in 1862 ca voluntar in razboiul de
secesiune din care se inapoiaza dupa 3 ani cu o sporita intelegere a lucrurilor. Publica in 1865 volumul de versuri Drum-Taps (Tobe
sundnd stingerea), in 1866 Sequel to Drum-Taps (Urmare la Tobe sundnd stingerea), iar in 1870 Passage to India (Drum spre India). Intre timp,
Leaves of Grass ajunge in 1867 la a patra editie, crescand cu fiecare reeditare asemenea unui fluviu (10 editii pana in 1892), impunandu-
1 rdsunator pe autor ca intemeietor al liricii americane moderne. In 1873 Walt Whitman se imbolnaveste la Boston de paralizie; in
drum spre Florida, in urma unei crize grave se opreste la Camden, unde va raméane pand la moarte (1892).
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Trdind intr-o lume aflata incd in faza tuturor inceputurilor —ale colonizdrii, ale unitatii politice si teritoriale, ale organizarii

vietii economice, sociale si culturale —el insusi om al tuturor inceputurilor, Walt Whitman era constient de necesitatea credrii unei
noi poezii, cu o fizionomie inconfundabild, specifica genezei epopeice a lumii la care se raporta: , Afirm cd niciodata n-a existat o
tard, un popor sau circumstante care sa fi avut atata nevoie de o poezie deosebitd de a celorlalti, strict a lor, pe cat au nevoie de
aceasta tara, poporul si conditiile din Statele noastre Unite...”. Veritabila revolutie pe care o va marca lirica sa in evolutia poeziei in
general si a celei americane in special isi are originea in sfairamarea tiparelor versului traditional academic si ale celui conventional
victorian, renuntand la artificiile ei ca oficiere in fata divinitatii, ca o confesiune detasata de realitatea banala a vietii si destinatd unui
cerc restrans de initiati.

Obiectul poeziei whitmaniene devine tocmai realitatea imediatd, concretd a lumii noi in formare, a luptei pentru progres,
pentru o viatd noud intemeiats, contrar lumii vechi, pe principiile liberttii, umanismului, dreptatii si democratiei. In spiritul
realismului social american, abolind in forma si continut poezia traditionald, versul lui Whitman exultd dragostea plenara pentru
om si viata acestuia, vdzuta in ce are ea madret si sumbru, ideal si prozaic, frumos si monstruos. Nicicand insa indoielile nu indbusa
increderea in om si speranta intr-o lume mai buna si mai dreaptd, fie cd profetismul sdu adoptd contagiosul optimism romantic, fie
cd isi gdseste expresie in ironia luciditatii. Parasind rima si strofa, deschizand noua erd a versului liber, poezia lui Whitman se impune
prin comunicare directd, sincerd spontand. Ea se adreseaza firesc, familiar, adesea cu o vioiciune si dinamicd de reportaj gazetdresc
marilor mase populare de la care imprumuta limbaj, expresii, ritmica slangului.

Si toate noile zdri generos deschise poeziei au insemnat tot atatea directii de fecunda explorare pentru generatiile de poeti carora

Walt Whitman le lasa mostenire idealul democratiei. Prelungindu-se in timp dincolo de propriile-i margini, opera sa isi
verificd o datd mai mult valoarea inestimabila.
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I Hear America Singing

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe
and strong,

The carpenter singing his, as he measures his plank or beam,
The mason singing his, as he makes ready for work, or leaves
off work,

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the
deckhand singing on the steamboat deck;

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter
singing as he stands,

The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the
morning, or at noon intermission, or at sundown;

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at
work, or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day —at night the party of young
fellows, robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.
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Aud cantind America

Aud cantdnd America feluritele-i imnuri:

Imnurile meseriilor, fiecare cu glasul sdu voios si puternic,
precum se cuvine.

Cantd tdamplarul mdsurand scanduri si grinzi;

Canta zidarul, cdnd se apuca de lucru sau cand lucrul isi lasd;
Cordbierul canta un cantec potrivit cu indeletnicirile sale — pe
punte, tovardsu-i, canta si el;

Canta cizmarul cel tintuit pe scdunas, canta palarierul cel ce
std mereu in picioare;

Canta taietorul de lemne in padure, plugarul in drum spre
ogor, la amiaza si-n asfintit de soare.

Aud dulcele cantec al unei mame—sau al tinerei femei ce
lucreazs, al fetei ce coase sau spala.

Un cantec anume al sju canta fiecare, un cantec ce-al altuia nu
e.

Ziua are un cantec al zilei, iar noaptea un cantec curat,
melodios si

Puternic, din inima intreaga de tineri cantat.
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On the Beach at Night Alone

On the beach at night alone,

As the old mother sways her to and fro singing her
husky song,

As I watch the bright stars shining, I think a thought
of the clef of the universes and of the future.

A vast similitude interlocks all,

All spheres, grown, ungrown, small, large, suns,
moons, planets,

All distances of place however wide,

All distances of time, all inanimate forms,

All souls, all living bodies though they be ever so
different, or in different worlds,

All gaseous, watery, vegetable, mineral processes, the
fishes, the brutes,

All nations, colors, barbarisms, civilizations,
languages,

All identities that have existed or may exist on this
globe, or any globe,
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Noaptea, singur pe plaja

Noaptea singur pe plaja.

Cand bdtrana mare se leagdnd-ncoace si-ncolo, inganandu-si asprul ei
cantec,

Cand veghez licarul stelelor scanteietoare, ma duc mereu cu gandul
la

rostul atator universuri si la menirea viitorului.

O adénca potrivire impleteste totul,

Atatea sfere, germenele, inflorirea, inaltul, intinderi, sori, lune,
planete,

Toate distantele departarilor fara margini,

Toate implinirile timpului, toate formele moarte,

Toate sufldrile, toate acele corpuri in care sdldsluieste un gand, mereu
altul, ori in alte lumi,

Atatea sisteme eterice, acvatice, vegetale, prefaceri minerale, pesti,
fiare,

Toate natiunile, rasele, barbarii, civilizatiile, graiurile,

Toate cate la fel au fost ori incd ddinuiesc pe globul acesta sau pe-
oricare altul,
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All lives and deaths, all of the past, present, future, Toate ce-n viatd sunt, si-n moarte, tot ce e al trecutului, prezentului,
This vast similitude spans them, and always has viitorului,
spann’d, Adanca potrivire impleteste toate, pe toate-ntotdeauna le-a impletit,
And shall forever span them and compactly hold and Si pe vecie le va toarce, strangandu-le, inlantuindu-le impreuna.

enclose them.
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Years of the Modern

Years of the modern! years of the unperform’d!

Your horizon rises, I see it parting away for more august
dramas;

I see not America only, I see not only Liberty’s nation, but
other nations preparing;

I see tremendous entrances and exista, I see new
combinations, I see the solidarity of races;

I see that force advancing with irresistible power on the
world’s stage;

(Have that forces, the old wars, played their parts? are the
acts suitable to them closed?)

I see Freedom, completely armed, and victorious, and very
haughty, with Law on one side, and Peace on the other,

A stupendous Trio, all issuing forth against the idea of
caste;

—What historic denouements are these we so rapidly
approach?

I see men marching and countermarching by swift
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Anii ce vor veni

Anii ce vor veni! Ani necunoscuti inca!

Zarile voastre rdsar —le vad cum fac loc unor prefaceri marete:
Vad nu numai America, natiunea libertatii, ci vad si alte natiuni
pregdtindu-se;

Vad ivindu-se si disparand lucruri teribile — vad noi alcatuiri — vad
solidaritatea raselor;

Vad aceastd forta inaintand cu putere de neinfranat pe scena lumii
(Vechile forte, vechile razboaie si-au terminat rolul? Urmarile lor
s-au sfarsit?)

Vad libertatea, complet inramatd, victorioasa si mandrd, avand
Legea de o parte si Pacea de cealalta.

Un trio inmadrmuritor, minunat, pornind impreund impotriva ideii
de casta.

— Ce deznoddamant istoric va fi acela de care ne apropiem cu atata
graba?

Vad milioane de oameni sprinteni ducandu-se si intorcandu-se-n
mars,

Vdd nimicite zidurile si barierele vechii aristocratii,
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millions;

I see the frontiers and boundaries of the old aristocracies
broken;

I see the landmarks of European kings removed;

I see this day the People beginning their landmarks, (all
others give way;)

Never were such sharp questions asked as this day;
Never was average man, his soul, more energetic, he
colonizes the Pacific, the archipelagoes;

With the steam-ship, the electric telegraph, the newspaper,
the wholesale engines of war,

With these, and the world-spreading factories, he
interlinks all geography, all lands;

What whispers are these, O lands, running ahead of you,
passing under the seas?

Are all nations communing? is there going to be but one
heart to the globe?

Is humanity forming, en-masse? for lo! tyrants tremble,
crowns grow dim;

The earth, restive, confronts a new era, perhaps a general
divine war;
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Vdad mutate pietrele de hotar ale regilor Europei,

Vdd poporul incepand sa implante el pietrele de hotar (faceti loc,
voi toti ceilalti!)

Niciodatd n-au fost in joc probleme mai grave decat cele de acum;
Niciodatd n-a fost omul de mijloc, n-a fost sufletul sdu mai energic,
mai asemadnator zeilor

[atd-1 cum stdruie, si staruie, nedand ragaz maselor,

Pasul sdu cutezator este pretutindeni, pe uscat si pe mare—
colonizeaza Pacificul, insulele arhipelagului.

Cu vaporul cu aburi, cu telegraful electric, cu masinile ramase
libere dupa razboi,

Cu acestea si cu fabricile de pe toatd suprafata pamantului el
apropie tarile, schimba geografia.

—Ce zvon se aude, o, tarilor, luandu-va inainte, trecand pe sub
mari?

Oare comunicé toate natiunile intre ele? Va avea oare Universul o
singurd inima?

Este oare pe cale sa ia fiintd un singur fel de umanitate pentru
toti? —cdci, iatd, tiranii tremura, coroanele se sub’;iazé;

Pamantul, fard voie, se afla in pragul unei ere noi, poate divinul
razboi al tuturor;
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No one knows what will happen next, such portents fill the
days and nights;

Years prophetical! the space ahead as [ walk, as I vainly try
to pierce it, is full of phantoms;

Unborn deeds, things soon to be, project their shapes
around me;

This incredible ruh and heat, this strange ecstatic fever of
dreams, O years!

Your dreams, O year, how they penetrate through me! (I
know not whether I sleep or wake!)

The perform’d America and Europe grow dim, retiring in
shadow behind me,

The unperform’d, more gigantic than ever, advance,
advance upon me.
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Nu stie nimeni ce va veni —doar presupuneri umplu zile si nopti:
Ani profetici! Spatiul dinainte-mi, pe care zadarnic incerc sa-l
patrund, e plin de fantome;
Neizvodite fapte, ce in curdnd se vor ivi, isi proiecteaza umbrele
in juru-mi;
Aceasta graba, aceastd ardoare de necrezut, aceastd bizard, extatica
febra de viziuni, o, anilor!
O, anilor, cum ma pdatrund de visurile voastre! (Nu stiu daca sunt
treaz sau daca visez!)
America si Europa trecutului se intunecd, retragandu-se in umbrd,
in urma mea,
Cea a viitorului, mai giganticd decat oricind, inainteazs,
inainteazd spre mine.
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Souvenirs of Democracy

The business man, the acquirer vast,

After assiduous years, surveying results, preparing for
departure,

Devises houses and lands to his children — bequeaths stocks,
goods — funds for a school or hospital,

Leaves money to certain companions to buy tokens,
souvenirs of gems and gold;

Parceling out with care — And then, to prevent all cavil,

His name to his testament formally signs.

But I, my life surveying,

With nothing to show, to devise, from its idle years,

Nor houses, nor lands —nor tokens of gems or gold for my
friends,

Only these Souvenirs of Democracy —In them —in all my
songs — behind me leaving,

To You, who ever you are, (bathing, leavening this leaf
especially with my breath — pressing on it a moment with my
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Las mostenire democratia

Omul care a strans bogatii din afaceri, dupa ani de-ncordare,
rodul stradaniei sale il mdsoard inainte e marea plecare;

Case, pamanturi, copiilor sdi imparte,

Lasa drept mostenire bunurile adunate,

Intemeiaza spitale si scoli,

Lasa bani unor prieteni dragi sa-si cumpere dar spre aducere-
aminte: camee sau aur;

Totul imparte cu grija, si spre-a-nlatura orice cearta —

Pe voia lui scrisd isi pune numele intreg.

Eu insd, de-mi socotesc viata, vad cd nu mai am nimic sa arat,
sd impart de pe urma bietilor ani,

Nici case si nici pdmanturi,

Nici daruri— camee sau aur — pentru prietenii dragi,

Doar amintirea aceasta despre Democratie, cuprinsa in cantecul
meu, udatd, dospitd cu rasuflarea mea, fraimantata cu mainile
mele.

(Vezi cum imi bate pulsul la-ncheieturile lor, cum se umfla si se
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own hands; contractd sangele meu!)
—Here! feel how the pulse beats in my wrists! —how my Doar pe aceasta, una cu mine, aceea pe care niciodatd n-o voi
heart’s-blood is swelling, contracting!) pdrasi o las Tuturor:
I will You, in all, Myself, with promise to never desert you, Ea este mostenirea ce o intaresc cu numele meu.

To which I sign my name.
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Give Me the Splendid, Silent Sun

I

Give me the splendid silent sun, with all his beams full-
dazzling;

Give me juicy autumnal fruit, ripe and red from the orchard;
Give me a field where the unmow’d grass grows;

Give me an arbor, give me the trellis’d grape;

Give me fresh corn and wheat—give me serene-moving
animals, teaching content;

Give me nights perfectly quiet, as on high plateaus west of the
Mississippi, and I looking up at the stars;

Give me odorous at sunrise a garden of beautiful flowers,
where I can walk undisturb’d;

Give me for marriage a sweet-breath’d woman, of whom I
should never tire;

Give me a perfect child —give me, away, aside from the noise
of the world, a rural, domestic life;

Give me to warble spontaneous songs, reliev’d, recluse by
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Da-mi splendidul, tacutul soare

I

Déa-mi splendidul, tacutul soare cu toate razele sale orbitoare,
Da-mi din livadd, fructele toamnei pline de suc, coapte si rosii;
Da-mi cAmpia din care vegnic rdsare iarba;

Da-mi copacul, da-mi viata ce se inaltd;

Dad-mi cereale si grau proaspdt, animale ce umbla senine,
invatandu-se ce este multumirea;

Da-mi nopti de liniste deplind ca acelea de pe platourile inalte
de la apus de Mississippi, sd pot privi stelele,

Da-mi in faptul zilei, o gradind inmiresmata in care sa ma pot
plimba nestingherit;

Da-mi de sotie o femeie a carei rasuflare sa-mi fie draga si de
care sa nu ma satur niciodats,

Déa-mi un copil fard cusur. Departe, ferit de zgomotul lumii,
dd-mi o viatd casnica de tara,

Fa-md sd-mi murmur céntecele firesc, liber, singur, si doar
pentru mine;
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myself, for my own ears only;

Give me solitude — give me Nature — give me again, O Nature,
your primal sanities!

—These, demanding to have them, (tired with ceaseless
excitement, and rack’d by the war-strife;)

These to procure, incessantly asking, rising in cries from my
heart,

While yet incessantly asking, still I adhere to my city;

Day upon day, and year upon year, O city, walking your
streets,

Where you hold me enchain’d a certain time, refusing to give
me up;

Yet giving to make me glutted, enrich’d of soul —you give me
forever faces;

(O I see what I sought to escape, confronting, reversing my
cries;

I see my own soul trampling down what it ask’d for.)
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Da-mi singurdtatea, dd-mi, Naturd, dd-mi, o Naturd, mintea
cea sandtoasa de la inceput!
—Le cer acestea, (obosit de neincetata atatare si chinuit de
hartuiala rdzboiului)
Sd am toate acestea cer neincetat—e strigdtul ce se ridica din
pieptul meu,
Desi, in vreme ce nu incetez a le cere, eu tot ma mai simt una
cu orasul meu:
Zi de zi, an de an, o, cetate, merg pe strdzile tale,
De care ma-nlantuiesti de-atata vreme, nevrand sd renunti la
mine;
Dandu-mi totusi, destul spre a ma sdtura, spre a-mi imboggati
sufletul si a-mi multiplica viziunile.
(latd, vad lucruri de care voiam sa fug, cum tin piept si
rdstoarnd plangerile mele;
Vad sufletul meu calcand in picioare tot spre ce ndzuia).
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IL.
Keep your splendid, silent sun;
Keep your woods, O Nature, and the quiet places by the
woods;
Keep your fields of clover and timothy, and your corn-fields
and orchards;
Keep the blossoming buckwheat fields, where the Ninth-
month bees hum;
Give me faces and streets! give me these phantoms incessant
and endless along the trottoirs!
Give me interminable eyes! give me women! give me comrades
and lovers by the thousand!
Let me see new ones every day! let me hold new ones by the
hand every day!
Give me such shows! give me the streets of Manhattan!
Give me Broadway, with the soldiers marching —give me the
sound of the trumpets and drums!
(The soldiers in companies or regiments —some, starting away,
flush’d and reckless;
Some, their time up, returning, with thinn’d ranks — young, yet
very old, worn, marching, noticing nothing;)
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II.

Pastreaza-ti splendidul, luminosul soare,

Pastreaza-ti si padurile, o, Naturd, si linistitele lor ascunzisuri,

Pastreaza-ti campurile de trifoi, ogoarele si livezile tale,

Pastreazd-si lanurile de grau bogat si zumzet de albine in

septembrie;

Mie da-mi chipuri si strdzi, dd-mi aceste fantome ce neincetat

luneca pe trotuare,

Dé&-mi ochi la infinit! dd-mi femei! dd-mi, cu miile, camarazi si
indragostiti!

Lasa-ma sd vad in fiece zi altii! Lasa-ma zilnic sa tin alte maini

intr-a mea!

Dd&-mi asemenea privelisti! Da-mi strazile Manhattanului!

Da-mi Broadwayul cu soldatii in mars, da-mi sunetul tobelor

si-al trompetelor!

(Soldati in companii sau regimente, plecand rigizi si

imbujorati la fata;

altii inapoindu-se dupd ce si-au fdcut datoria, cu randurile

rarite,

tineri, totusi batrani, uzati, mergand in mars, dar nevazand

nimic in jurul lor!);
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—Give me the shores and the wharves heavy-fringed with the
black ships!

O such for me! O an intense life! O full to repletion, and varied!
The life of the theatre, bar-room, huge hotel, for me!

The saloon of the steamer! the crowded excursion for me! the
torch-light procession!

The dense brigade, bound for the war, with high piled military
wagons following;

People, endless, streaming, with strong voices, passions,
pageants;

Manhattan streets, with their powerful throbs, with the beating
drums, as now;

The endless and noisy chorus, the rustle and clank of muskets,
(even the sight of the wounded;)

Manhattan crowds, with their turbulent musical chorus —with
varied chorus, and light of the sparkling eyes;

Manhattan faces and eyes forever for me.
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—Da-mi tarmurile si cheiurile tivite cu ciucuri grei de negre
corabii!
O, fie ale mele toate acestea! O, fie a mea viata intensd, o viata
plind, peste margini, diversa!
Viata de teatru, de bar, de mari hoteluri —iatd lumea mea!
Sala de mese a vaporului, imbulzeala excursiilor, paradele cu
torte!
Brigada in numdr, gata sd plece pe cAmpul de luptd, urmata de
vagoanele militare arhipline;
Oameni, nesfarsit de multi omeni, venind in valuri, cu voci
puternice, cu pasiuni, cu fast!
Strazile Manhattanului cu vibratia lor puternicd, cu bataia
tobelor, ca in clipa aceasta;
Nesfarsitul, asurzitorul vacarm, vajaitul si clinchetul
muschetelor, (chiar si privelistea ranitilor);
Multimile Manhattanului, turbulentul cor muzical, variatul
lor cor si lumina din ochii scanteietori;
Chipurile si ochii Manhattanului, fie ale mele pe vecie.
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Broadway

What hurrying human tides, or day or night!

What passions, winnings, losses, ardors, swim thy waters!
What whirls of evil, bliss and sorrow stem, thee!

What curious questioning glances — glints of love!

Leer, envy, scorn, contempt, hope, aspiration!

Thou portal —thou arena—thou of the myriad long-drawn
lines and groups!

(Could but thy flagstones, curbs, facades tell their inimitable
tales);

Thy windows, rich and huge hotels — thy side-walks wide;
Thou of the endless sliding, mincing, shuffling feet!

Thou, like the parti-colored world itself —like infinite, teeming,
mocking life!

Thou visor’d, vast, unspeakable show and lesson!
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Broadway

Ce valuri de oameni grabiti, fie ca-i noapte ori zi!

Ce patimi, castiguri si pierderi, ce ardori vin pe apele tale!

Ce mecanism al nelinistii, al binecuvantdrii si al raului te pune-
n miscare?

Ce strdfulgerari de iubire, ce-ntrebatoare, bizare, dispretuitoare
sau luminoase indemnuri porti in priviri,

Portal si arena a nesfarsitelor valuri si cete_

Pavajul, colturile strazilor, fatadele caselor tale,
Impundtoarele, bogate ferestre, imensele tale hoteluri, largile
tale trotuare.

De-ar putea spune neasemuitele lor povesti!

Cu pasul tdu lunecos, cu pasul ce sfarama sau cu grija ocoleste,
Tu—asemenea lumii — cu viatd infinitd, rodnicd, batjocoritoare,
Tu, vastd, tainicd, nespusd imagine si-nvatatura.
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On My Way a Moment I Pause

On my way a moment I pause;

Here for you! And here for America!

Still the Present I raise aloft—Still the Future of The State 1
harbinge, glad and sublime

And for the Past, I pronounce what the air holds of the red
aborigines.

The red aborigines!

Leaving natural breaths, sounds of rains and winds, calls as of
birds and animals in the woods,

—syllabled to us for names;

Okonee, Koosa, Ottawa, Monongahela, Sauk, Natchez,
Chattahoochee,

Kaqueta, Oronoco,

Wabash, Miami, Saginaw, Chippewa, Oshkosh, Walla-Walla;
Leaving such to the States, they melt, they depart, charging the
water and the land with names.
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Din drumul meu ma opresc o clipa

Din drumul meu ma opresc, o clipa

Pentru tine! Pentru America!

Tot mai sldvesc prezentul —tot mai vestesc Statelor un viitor
sublim

Si, privind spre trecut, spre indigenii cei rosii rostesc vorbe de
care vazduhul e plin.

Indigeni rosii!

Suflare vie, ropot de ploi si zdpezi, strigdt de paseri si animale
in padure

— pentru noij, silabe si nume:

Ottava, Sauk, Natchez,

Okonee, Koosa, Monongahela,
Cattahoocee,

Kaqueta, Orinoco,

Wabesh, Miami, Saginaw, Chippewa, Oshkosh, Walla Walla.
Ei se topesc, se pierd, ldsand Statelor asemenea amintiri,

impanzind cu nume pamantul si apele.
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I Will Take an Egg out of the Robin’s Nest

I will take an egg out of the robin’s nest in the orchard,

I will take a branch of gooseberries from the old bush in the
garden, and go and preach to the world;

You shall see I will not meet a single heretic or scorner,

You shall see how I stump clergymen, and confound them,
You shall see me showing a scarlet tomato, and a white pebble
from the beach.
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Voi lua un ou din cuibul prigorului

Voi lua un ou din cuibul prigorului din livada
O ramurea de coacdze din grading, si voi pleca sd predic lumii;
Veti vedea cd n-am sd-ntalnesc un singur eretic sau pe cineva

care sa-si rdda de mine;

Veti vedea cd-i voi intrece pe preoti si-i voi rusina
Cu un fruct rosu ca macul si o piatrd alba pe plaja.
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Considerations on Justice Gand despre dreptate

Thought of Justice— As if Justice could be anything but the Gand despre Dreptate —ca si cdnd Dreptatea ar fi altceva decat

same ample law, expounded by natural judges aceeasi vastd lege deslusitd de judecata fireascd si de catre

and saviors, intelepti,

As if it might be this thing or that thing, according to decisions. Ca si cand ar fi un lucru oarecare, in privinta caruia pot fi luate
hotarari...
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Laws for Creations

Laws for Creations,

For strong artists and leaders —for fresh broods of teachers, and
perfect literats for America,

For noble savans, and coming musicians.

All must have reference to the ensemble of the world, and the
compact truth of world;

There shall be no subject too pronounced —All works shall
illustrate the divine law of indirections.

What do you suppose Creation is?

What do you suppose will satisfy the Soul, except to walk free,
and own no superior?

What do you suppose I would intimate to you in a hundred
ways, but that man or woman is as good as God?

And that there is no God any more divine than Yourself?

And that that is what the oldest and newest myths finally mean?
And that you or any one must approach Creations through such
laws?
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Legi de creatie

Legi de creatie pentru artistii plini de vigoare,

Pentru conducdtori, pentru tinerii profesori,

Pentru literatii autentici ai Americii,

Pentru nobilii savanti, pentru muzicienii de maine:

Totul, la-ntreaga lume sa se refere, la adevarurile cele mai
dense;

Nici un subiect nu-i prea vechi; madrturia divinei legi a
interpretdrii sa fie orice lucrare.

Ce va-nchipuiti, oare, cd este creatia?

Ce credeti, oare, ca e multumirea spiritului, decat a fi liber,
siesi unic stdpan?

Si ce alta credeti cd vreau sa va deslusesc intr-o suta de feluri,
Decét identitatea barbatului si a femeii cu Dumnezeu,

Si ca nici El nu-i altceva decat tot parte din Divinitate, ca si
VoI,

Cd asta vor sd spund, pana la urmd, miturile vechi si cele noi,
Si ca voi si toti ceilalti, in spiritul acestor legi trebuie sd creati?
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I Dream’d in a Dream

I dream’d in a dream, I saw a city invincible to the attacks
of the whole rest of the earth;

I dream’d that was the new City of Friends;

Nothing was greater there than the quality of robust love —
it led the rest;

It was seen every hour in the actions of the men of that city,
And in all their looks and words.
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Adormind, am visat o cetate...

Adormind, am visat o cetate de nebiruit, de nebiruit cu toate
asalturile lumii intreg,

Am visat Noua Cetate a Prieteniei;

N-avea nimic mai de pret decat iubire puternicd, in toate ea hotdra,
In orice clip4 si-n orice fapta a locuitorilor acestei cetati se-oglindea
Ca si-n privirile si vorbele lor.
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The Body is Sacred

The man’s body is sacred, and the woman'’s body is sacred;

No matter who it is, it is sacred

Is it a slave? Is it one of the dull-faced immigrants just landed on the
wharf?

Each belongs here or anywhere, just as much as the well-off —just as
much as you;

Each has his or her place in the procession.

(All is a procession;

The universe is a procession, with measured and beautiful motion.)
Do you know so much yourself, that you call the slave or the dull-
face ignorant?

Do you suppose you have a right to a good sight, and he or she has
no right to a sight?

Do you think matter has cohered together from its diffuse float—
and the soil is on the surface, and water runs, and vegetation
sprouts,

For you only, and not for him and her?

A man’s Body at auction;
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Trupul e sacru

Trupul barbatului e sacru si sacru e trupul femeii,

Sacru e trupul lor, oricine ar fi ei.

Trupul sclavului? Al emigrantului cu fata nducd, acum
debarcat?

Oricare-i la fel cu cel mai avut—cu tine insuti la fel.
Fiecare, barbat sau femeie, in procesiune are locul sdu.
(C4ci totul e o procesiune;

O procesiune e universul in ordonatd, splendida
miscare).

Atat de multe stii, de-1 numesti prost pe sclav sau pe
emigrantul cu fata nauca?

Crezi ca ai mai mult drept decat el la privelisti senine?
Crezi ca materia s-a ales din haos, ca scoarta pamantului
randuitd deasuprd-i cd apele curg si plantele toate rdasar
doar pentru tine si nu pentru el sau ea, deopotriva?

La licitatie e trupul unui barbat!

Sa-1 ajut pe licitator; ciracul lui nici pe jumatate cat mine
nu stie:
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I help the auctioneer —the sloven does not half know his business.
Gentlemen, look on this wonder!

Whatever the bids of the bidders, they cannot be high enough for it;
For it the globe lay preparing quintillions of years, without one
animal or plant;

For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roll’d.

In this head the all-baffling brain;

In it and below it, the making of heroes.

Examine these limbs, red, black, or white —they are so cunning in
tendon and nerve;

They shall be stript, that you may see them.

Exquisite senses, life-lit eyes, pluck, volition,

Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant back-bone and neck, flesh not flabby,
good-sized arms and legs,

And wonders within there yet.

Within there runs blood,

The same old blood!

The same red-running blood!

There swells and jets a heart —there all passions, desires, reachings,
aspirations;

Do you think they are not there because they are not express’d in
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Priviti, domnilor, aceastd minune!

Nu-i pretul prea mare, oricat ati da:

Cvintilioane de ani pdmantul, fara plante sau animale, s-
a pregatit s-o primeascd,

Pentru ea, statornic si fara gres, ciclurile s-au repetat.

In cap poarta cerul ce toate le stipaneste;

In trupul si-n mintea-i erorii se zdmislesc.

Priviti membrele acestea negre, rosii, sau albe; tari sunt
legaturile si nervii lor;

Jupui-ti-le, ca sd le puteti vedea mai bine:

Simturi perfecte, ochi vii, curaj si vorba isteatd,

Muschi in straturi, supla sira spindrii, ceafa la fel, carnea
tare, brate,

picioare bine proportionate,

Si-n ele, cAte minuni!...

in ele sangele curge,

Acelasi sange dintotdeauna!

Acelasi rosu izvor de sange!

Aici se umple inima si pulseaza, tasnesc pasiunile,
izbanzile, dorintele toate

Crezi ca lor le lipsesc pentru cd ei nu trdiesc in palate ?
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parlors and lecture-rooms?

This is not only one man —this is the father of those who shall be
fathers in their turns;

In him the start of populous states and rich republics;

Of him countless immortal lives, with countless embodiments and
enjoyments.

A woman'’s body at auction!

Have you ever loved the Body of a woman?

Your mother —is she living? Have you been much with her? And
has she been much with you?

Your father —where is your father?

Do you not see that these are exactly the same to all, in all nations
and times, all over the earth?
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Ce vezi nu-i doar un singur om, e tatél acelor ce parinti

vor fi;

In el e inceputul tarilor populate, al republicilor bogate,
Din el purced nemuritoare, nenumadrate vieti cu
nesfarsite-nfatisari si bucurii.

La licitatie e un trup de femeie!

Ai iubit vreodata trupul femeii?

Mama iti mai trdieste? I-ai fost aproape, si ea aproape ti-
a fost?

Dar tatdl tdu —unde-i acum?

Nu vezi ca suntem la fel pretutindeni,

Toate natiunile, in toate timpurile,

Cat e de mare pamantul?
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One’s-Self I Sing

One’s-Self I sing, a simple separate person,
Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse.

Of physiology from top to toe I sing,

Not physiognomy alone nor brain alone is worthy for the
Muse, I say the Form complete is worthier far,

The Female equally with the Male I sing.

Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power,
Cheerful, for freest action form’d under the laws divine,
The Modern Man I sing.
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Cant omul

Cant omul —un simplu om — detasat de multime,
Desi rostesc cuvantul Democratic, en masse.

Cant fiziologia de la un capat la altul;

Nu numai infdtisarea sau mintea sunt demne de-o muza: eu
cred ca intreaga fapturd mai demna-i de ea.

Faptura femeii si cea a barbatului, deopotriva le cant.

De viata plina de pasiune, vibrare si forta,

Sub semnul divinelor legi, spre libere-nfaptuiri, cu dragoste
faurit,

Pe Omul Modern il cant.
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I Believe a Leaf of Grass

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the
stars,

And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and
the egg of the wren,

And the tree-toad is a chef-d’oeuvre for the highest,

And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of
heaven,

And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts to scorn all
machinery, [...]

And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of
infidels.
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Cred ca un fir de iarba

Cred cd un fir de iarba nu-i mai prejos decat o stea care-si
urmeazd calea,

Cé o furnica e la fel de perfecta ca un bob de nisip sau ca oul
ciocanitoarei;

Ca broasca testoasa-i o capodopera sublima,

O duda obisnuitd — podoaba pentru ceresti incaperi.

Cea mai micd incheieturd a mainii mele isca gelozia oricarui
mecanism,

Si un soricel cuprinde atdta miracol, ca milioane de
necredinciosi se sfintesc vazandu-l,

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

44
Walt Whitman’s Caution Walt Whitman va previne
To The States, or any one of Catre State, sau Céitre oricare dintre
them, or any city of The ele, sau Catre orisice oras din
States, Resist much, Obey State, Rezistati cat mai mult, supuneti-va
little, cat mai putin,
Once unquestioning obedience, Cine accepta supunerea fara sa-ntrebe,
once fully enslaved, va fi cu desdvarsire robit,
Once fully enslaved, no nation, Odatd cu desavarsire robitd, nici o natiune,
race, city, of this earth, stat, sau oras de pe pamant,
ever afterward resumes nu-si mai redobandeste, in veci,
its liberty. — libertatea. —
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True Conquerors

Old farmers, travelers, workmen (no matter how crippled or
bent,)

Old sailors, out of many a perilous voyage, storm and wreck,
Old soldiers from campaigns, with all their wounds, defeats
and scars;

Enough that they’ve survived at all —long life’s unflinching
ones!

Forth from their struggles, trials, fights, to have emerged at
all—in that alone,

True conquerors o’er all the rest.
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Adevaratii cuceritori

Batrani fermieri, pribegi, lucrdtori (nu importd cat de incovoiati
sau schilozi),

Batrani marinari care ati scapat din multe, primejdioase calatorii,
din furtuni si naufragii,

Bdtrani ostasi din campanii, cu toate rdnile, infrangerile si
temerile voastre,

Destul ca ati putut supravietui incercarilor, voi, nesovaitorii, o-
ntreagd, indelungata viatd;

Chiar si numai pentru a fi iesit la liman din luptele, incercarile,
cdile strabdtute, chiar si numai pentru acestea,

Sunteti adevaratii biruitori asupra tuturor celorlalti.
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In Former Songs In cantecele mele
In former songs Pride have I sung, and Love, and passionate, In cantecele mele am cantat mandria, si iubirea, si viata plina
joyful Life, de pasiune, de bucurie,
But here I twine the strands of Patriotism and Death. Dar azi impletesc laolaltd Patriotismul si Moartea.
And now, Life, Pride, Love, Patriotism and Death, Si acum: viata, mandrie, patriotism si moarte,
To you, O FREEDOM, purport of all! Tie, O, LIBERTATE, tel ultim al tuturora,
(You that elude me most—refusing to be caught in songs of Tu, care mad ocolesti cel mai mult, nevrand sa fii inchisa in
mine,) vreunul din cantecele mele,
I offer all to you. Tie ti le dau toate.
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Out of the Rolling Ocean the Crowd

Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to me,
Whispering, I love you, before long I die,

I have travell’d a long way merely to look on you to touch you,
For I could not die till I once look’d on you,

For I fear’d I might afterward lose you.

Now we have met, we have look’d, we are safe,

Return in peace to the ocean my love,

I too am part of that ocean, my love, we are not so much
separated,

Behold the great rondure, the cohesion of all, how perfect!

But as for me, for you, the irresistible sea is to separate us,

As for an hour carrying us diverse, yet cannot carry us diverse
forever;

Be not impatient —a little space —know you I salute the air, the
ocean and the land,

Every day at sundown for your dear sake, my love.
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Din oceanul clocotitor

Din oceanul clocotitor, nemdsurat, o picatura veni sfielnic spre
mine

Soptind: te iubesc, curand n-om mai fi,

Vin de departe, doar sd te vad, sd te-ating doar,

Nu puteam pieri fard sa-ti vad chipul o datd macar,

Cdci, altfel, poate aveam sd te pierd pentru totdeauna.

—latd: ne-am intalnit, ne cunoastem, suntem mantuiti;
Linistitad, intoarce-te in ocean, iubirea mea;

Si eu sunt parte din el, iubirea mea—cu totul despartiti nu
suntem —

Priveste marea sferd — perfecta inlantuire universala,

Ni-e insd dat curentul de neinfrant sa ne despartd,

Spre alte zdri vreme de-un ceas doar sa ne poarte —nu pentru
totdeauna.

Si-n astd scurtd clipd —nu fi nerdbddtoare —sa stii:

Zilnic, in asfintit, salut vazduhul, oceanul, si pdamantul,

De dragul tdu, iubirea mea.
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Darest Thou Now, O Soul

Darest thou now, O Soul,
Walk out with me toward the Unknown Region,
Where neither ground is for the feet, nor any path to follow?

No map, there, nor guide,

Nor voice sounding, nor touch of human hand,

Nor face with blooming flesh, nor lips, nor eyes, are in that
land.

I know it not, O Soul;
Nor dost thou —all is a blank before us;
All waits, undream’d of, in that region — that inaccessible land.

Till, when the ties loosen,
All but the ties eternal, Time and Space,

Nor darkness, gravitation, sense, nor any bounds, bound us.

Then we burst forth —we float,
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O, suflete, cutezi acum?

O, suflete, cutezi acum
Sa pleci cu mine spre Taramul Nestiut,
Unde pasul n-atinge paméantul si unde-s pierdute cardrile?

Unde nu e hart§, nici calduza,
Unde glas nu rdsund, nici maini omenesti nu te-ating,

Nici obrajii nu infloresc; in tara unde nu exista ochi, nici buze.

O, suflete, eu n-o cunosc si n-o cunosti nici tu —
Totul e gol dinainte-ne, totul nevisat pe-acest Taram,
In ast4 ferecata tara in care totu-i agteptare.

Pana cand legaturile sldbesc,

Toate legdturile, afara de cele eterne, Timp si Spatiu,

Si nici intunericul, nici legea gravitatiei, nici simturile, si nici o
altd lege nu mai are pret.

Atunci vom inainta, plutind in Timp si Spatiu, o, suflete,
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In Time and Space, O Soul — prepared for them; —egali si vrednici — pregatiti in sfarsit
Equal, equipt at last—(O joy! O fruit of all!) them to fulfil, O (O, bucurie! O, rod a toate!) sa-mplinim Timpul si Spatiul, o,
Soul. sufletul meu.
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Others May Praise What They Like Slaveasca altii...
Others may praise what they like; Sldveasca altii tot ce vor vrea,
But I, from the banks of the running Missouri, praise nothing Insi eu, cel de pe tarmul repedelui Missouri, nimic nu slavesc,
in art fie in artd, fie in altele,
or aught else, Ce n-a respirat adanc atmosfera acestui fluviu si mireasma
Till it has well inhaled the atmosphere of this river, also the preriilor din vest,
western prairie-scent, Si nu stie, intregi, din nou sd le exale.

And exudes it all again.
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Yonnondio

A song, a poem of itself —the word itself a dirge,

Amid the wilds, the rocks, the storm and wintry night,

To me such misty, strange tableaux the syllables calling up;
Yonnondio —1 see, far in the west or north, a limitless ravine,
with plains and mountains dark,

I see swarms of stalwart chieftains, medicine-men, and
warriors,

As flitting by like clouds of ghosts, they pass and are gone in
the twilight.

(Race of the woods, the landscapes free, and the falls!

No picture, poem, statement, passing them to the future:)
Yonnondio! Yonnondio! —unlimn’d they disappear;

To-day gives place, and fades — the cities, farms, factories fade;
A muffled sonorous sound, a wailing word is borne through
the air for a moment,

Then blank and gone and still, and utterly lost.
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Yonnondio

Poem si melodie, cuvantul insusi e un cant de jale,

Silabele lui imi evocad viziuni bizare de stanci, furtuni, pustiuri,
nopti cu vant,

Yonnondio —departe la nord sau la vest vad munti si campii
intunecate, prapastii fara sfarsit;

Cete de vajnici haiduci, luptatori si vraci, lunecand in preajma-
mi ca nori fantomatici, pierzandu-se-n asfintit.

Rasd de fii ai codrilor, ai intinderilor vaste, ai caderilor de ape,
n-ati ldsat viitorului nici o imagine, nici o marturie, si nici un
cant...

Yonnondio! Yonnondio! Nezugraviti de nimeni se trec....

Ziua de azi isi croieste drum, si-apoi dispare; orase, ferme,
fabrici dispar.

Un sunet indbusit dar solemn, o vorba tanguitoare se naste in
spatiu pentru o clipa, apoi totul e iar gol, tdcut, apus, si pe vecie
pierdut.
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Song of Myself. Part 6

A child said What is the grass? fetching it to me with full hands;
How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more
than he.

I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful
green stuff woven.

Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord,

A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt,

Bearing the owner’s name someway in the corners, that we may
see and remark, and say Whose?

Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the
vegetation.

Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic,

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones,
Growing among black folks as among white,

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I
receive them the same.

And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves.
Tenderly will I use you curling grass,

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men,

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them,

It may be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon
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Cu mainile pline de iarba

Cu mainile pline de iarbd, spuse un copil: Iarba, ce-i oare?

Ce puteam sa-i raspund — stiu eu mai mult decat el?

Poate cd, tesut din firul verde al sperantei, e insusi stindardul
meu,

Poate cd e batista lui Dumnezeu, darul inmiresmat al aducerii
aminte, dinadins pierdut pe pamant, cu numele Lui scris intr-
un colt ca, vazandu-l, sa-1 ludm in seama

Si sd spunem: al cui este, al cui?

In clipa asta, iarba imi pare parul lung si frumos al
mormintelor

Iarba unduindd, cu dragoste te voi culege, cum cresti din
piepturile barbatilor tineri pe care i-as fi iubit, poate, de-i
cunoastem;

Sau cum cresti din trupuri batrane, si din femei, si din copiii
cei scosi inainte de vreme din pantecele matern;

Pantecele matern esti tu acum.

Ce crezi c-au devenit bdrbatii tineri si cei batrani?

Ce crezi c-au devenit femeile si copiii?
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out of their mothers’ laps,

And here you are the mothers’ laps.

This grass is very dark to be from the white heads of old
mothers,

Darker than the colorless beards of old men,

Dark to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths.

O I perceive after all so many uttering tongues,

And I perceive they do not come from the roofs of mouths for
nothing.

I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and
women,

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring
taken soon out of their laps.

What do you think has become of the young and old men?
And what do you think has become of the women and chil-
dren?

They are alive and well somewhere,

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death,

And if ever there was it led forward life, and does not wait at
the end to arrest it,

And ceas’d the moment life appear’d.

All goes onward and outward, nothing collapses,

And to die is different from what any one supposed, and

luckier.
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Traiesc cu totii pe undeva, si le e bine,

Si-un mugur firav dovedeste ca moarte deplina nu este,

Si chiar de-ar fi, spre viatd poartd, nu-i asteapta sfarsitul spre
a o-ncatusa

Iar unde viata se-aratd, moartea se opreste in loc.

De ce-as dori sa-1 vad pe Dumnezeu altfel decat acum?

Vadd o parte din El in orice ord si-n orice clipa a orelor,

Pe chipul tuturor barbatilor si femeilor, pe chipul meu in
oglindg;

Vestile Lui le gdsesc pe strada si fiecare 1i poartd semndtura —
Nici nu le ridic, cdci ori pe unde as umbla, altele in fatda-mi se
vor ivi, acum si pururea.

Credinta mea e cea mai mare si cea mai umila dintre credinte:
Cuprinde slava veche, cea noud, si sldvile dintre ele;
Cuprinde speranta cd, dupa cinci mii de ani, voi fi iar pamant,
Ascultand raspunsul oracolului, slavind zeii, salutand soarele.
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A Carol of Harvest, for 1867

1

A song of the good green grass!

A song no more of the city streets;

A song of farms —a song of the soil of fields.

A song with the smell of sun-dried hay, where the nimble pitchers handle the
pitch-fork;
A song tasting of new wheat, and of fresh-husk’d maize.

2

For the lands, and for these passionate days, and for myself,
Now [ awhile return to thee, O soil of Autumn fields,
Reclining on thy breast, giving myself to thee,

Answering the pulses of thy sane and equable heart,
Tuning a verse for thee.
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Cantec de seceris

Un céntec despre iarba buna si verde;

Un cantec care nu mai spune despre strazile
orasului;

Un cantec despre ferme si campii.

Un cantec cu miros de fan rdscolit in care
sprinteni cosasii se-avantd;

Un cantec cu gust de grau nou si de porumb
dezghiocat.

Pentru pamant, pentru aceste zile pline de-
ardoare, si pentru mine insumi

Maé-ntorc acum o clipd la tine, tarana a ogorului
toamna,

De sanul tau alipindu-mad, daruindu-ma tie,
Raspunzand batdii inimii tale sandtoase si egale,
Intondndu-ti un imn.



When late I sang, sad was my voice;

Sad were the shows around me, with deafening noises of hatred, and smoke
of conflict;

In the midst of the armies, the Heroes, I stood,

Or pass’d with slow step through the wounded and dying.

But now I sing not War,
Nor the measur’d march of soldiers, nor the tents of camps,
Nor the regiments hastily coming up, deploying in line of battle.

No more the dead and wounded;
No more the sad, unnatural shows of War.

Ask’d room those flush’d immortal ranks? the first forth-stepping armies?
Ask room, alas, the ghastly ranks — the armies dread that follow’d.

[...]

7

But on these days of brightness,

On the far-stretching beauteous landscape, the roads and lanes, the high-piled
farm-wagons, and the fruits and barns,

Shall the dead intrude?
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De-a pururi, pe scena aceasta, drama calma,

divind, se reprezintd in fiece an

Cu procesiuni marete, cu cantec de paseri si
rasdrit de soare: cea mai tare hrana a sufletului
si cea mai invioratoare.

Céantam pand mai ieri si vocea mea era intristata;
Jalnice lucruri in juru-mi vedeam, asurzitorul
vuiet al urii, perdeaua de ceatd a-nclestarilor:
Eram in mijlocul armatelor si al eroilor,

Sau cdlcam, cu pas plin de grijd, printre

muribunzi si raniti.

Dar acum nu cant nici pasul cadentat al
soldatilor, nici cortul popasului,

Nici regimentele ce-n goana soseau, impartindu-
se-n randuri de luptd;

Nu-i mai evoc pe cei morti sau raniti,

Nici jalnicele, nefirestile privelisti ale razboiului.

In aceste zile luminoase, in peisajul vast si
frumos ce se-ntinde pana departe la orizont,



Ah, the dead to me mar not—they fit well in Nature;
They fit very well in the landscape, under the trees and grass,
And along the edge of the sky, in the horizon’s far margin.

Nor do I forget you, departed;

Nor in winter or summer, my lost ones;

But most, in the open air, as now, when my soul is rapt and at peace —like
pleasing phantoms,

Your dear memories, rising, glide silently by me.

[...]

8

I saw the day, the return of the Heroes;

(Yet the Heroes never surpass’d, shall never return;

Them, that day, I saw not.) 75

I saw the interminable Corps —I saw the processions of armies,

I saw them approaching, defiling by, with divisions,

Streaming northward, their work done, camping awhile in clusters of mighty
camps.
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in fata drumurilor, a lanurilor, a vagoanelor

incdrcate la ferme, a fructelor si a hambarelor
pline,
Ce sd caute mortii?

Ah! nu vreau sa-i mai stiu—ei isi au locul lor in
natura,

Isi au locul lor in peisaj, sub copaci, si in iarbd,
Si pe cer, de-a lungul marginii orizontului, sunt

ingiruiti.

Nu va uit nici vara, nici iarna, pe voi cei plecati,
cei pierduti,

Dar acum, cind sufletul mi-e fermecat, linistit,
Fantome dragi, imi apare scumpa voastrad
amintire

Si-ncet lunecd pe-aldturi de mine.

Topiti-vd, topiti-va armate, risipiti-va, soldati in
7 7 7 7
haine albastre,

Hotdrati-va: renuntati pentru totdeauna la arme



No holiday soldiers! — youthful, yet veterans;

Worn, swart, handsome, strong, of the stock of homestead and workshop,
Harden’d of many a long campaign and sweaty march,

Inured on many a hard-fought, bloody field.

9[..]

Melt, melt away, ye armies! disperse, ye blue-clad soldiers!

Resolve ye back again—give up, for good, your deadly arms;

Other the arms, the fields henceforth for you, or South or North, or East or
West,

With saner wars —sweet wars —life-giving wars.
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ucigdtoare,

Alte arme de-aici inainte fie ale voastre: arme
pentru ogoare,
Fie ele la sud, la nord, la est, sau la vest.
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Herman Melville
[1819-1891]

Herman Melville, autorul tulburdtorului roman Moby Dick, a scris si alte romane si nuvele: Typee, White Jacket, Pierre dar, ca
poet, a inceput s4 fie pretuit tarziu, abia in ultimele trei decenii de viatd. In poemele sale din Battle Pieces (Poeme de luptd), 1866, John
Marr and Other Sailors (John Marr si alti marinari), 1888, se regaseste, concentrat, acelasi fior de mister si dezlantuita fantezie de care
sunt impregnate romanele sale.
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The Portent

Hanging from the beam,

Slowly swaying (such the law),
Gaunt the shadow on your green,
Shenandoah!
The cut is on the crown

(Lo, John Brown),
And the stabs shall heal no more.

Hidden in the cap

Is the anguish none can draw;
So your future veils its face,
Shenandoah!

But the streaming beard is shown
(Weird John Brown),
The meteor of the war.
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Prevestirea

Aninat de o razi,
Leganandu-se-ncet (dupad legea sa),
Umbra firava pe verdele tdu,
Shenandoah!

Junghetura e-n coroana

(Iat-o, John Brown),

Si ranile nu se vindeca niciodata.

Ascunsa in teastd

E spaima pe care nimeni n-o poate-alunga;
Viitorul tdu isi acoperd fata c-un val,
Shenandoah!

Dar varful sagetii a pornit

(Ia seama, John Brown),

A tagnit meteorul razboiului.
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The Maldive Shark

About the Shark, phlegmatical one,

Pale sot of the Maldive sea,

The sleek little pilot-fish, azure and slim,

How alert in attendance be.

From his saw-pit of mouth, from his charnel of maw
They have nothing of harm to dread,

But liquidly glide on his ghastly flank

Or before his Gorgonian head;

Or lurk in the port of serrated teeth

In white triple tiers of glittering gates,

And there find a haven when peril’s abroad,

An asylum in jaws of the Fates!

They are friends; and friendly they guide him to prey,
Yet never partake of the treat —

Eyes and brains to the dotard lethargic and dull,
Pale ravener of horrible meat.
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Rechinul din Marea Maldive

Pe rechinul cu sange rece,

Specie inferioard a Marii Maldive,

Netedul, micul, peste-pilot, azuriu si subtire,

Cu catd atentie trebuie sa-I insoteasca!

De fierastrdul gurii, de bolnita falcilor

N-are de ce si se team4,

Dar sd luneci, ca apa, pe langa flancu-i unduitor,
Sau prin fata capului sdu de Gorgona,

Sau sd pandesti golful dintilor strans inclestati
Cu albe, lunecoase, triple grilaje,

Si-ncoltit de primejdii, acolo sd cauti liman,

Azil sd gasesti chiar in coltii Destinului!

Prieteni sunteti, prieteneste-l indrepti spre prada,
Dar prada n-o-mparti niciodata cu el —

Ochi si creier al pescuitorului letargic si amortit,
Sters si avid de oribila hrana.
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Emily Dickinson
[1830-1886]

Emily Dickinson vede lumina zilei in 1830 la Amherst, Massachusetts, si se stinge in 1886, chiar in casa in care se ndscuse,
dup4 o viatd ciudatd, retrasd, din pricina unei mari iubiri la care a trebuit sa renunte. In privinta operei, poeta a pastrat aceeasi
discretie ca si in privinta vietii sale: cat a trdit n-a publicat decat patru poezii. Abia in 1890, la cativa ani de la moartea ei, prietenii
i-au editat un volum de versuri.

In 1924 au apdrut, aproape simultan, trei crti cu privire la strania poetd: The Life and Letters of Emily Dickinson (Viata si
scrisorile lui Emily Dickinson) de Marthe Dickinson Bianchi, o ruda a poetei, Complete Poems (Opera poetici completd) si Selected Poems
of Emily Dickinson (Poeme alese de Emily Dickinson) —antologie prefatatd de Conrad Aiken. Entuziasmul trezit de publicarea acestor
poeme a fost atunci fara precedent. Tarzia consacrare si popularitate a , calugdritei de la Amherst” au fost dintre cele mai meritate:
vederi inalte ii insufletesc poemele, si cele mai simple fraze ale sale au accentul finalitatii.
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I Reckon When I Count at All

I reckon—When I count at all —

First — Poets — Then the Sun—

Then Summer — Then the Heaven of God —
And then —the List is done —

But, looking back — the First so seems
To Comprehend the Whole —

The Others look a needless Show —
So I write—Poets — All —

Their Summer —lasts a solid Year —
They can afford a Sun

The East—would deem extravagant—
And if the Further Heaven —

Be Beautiful as they prepare
For Those who worship Them —
It is too difficult a Grace —

To justify the Dream —
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De numar, socotesc intai poetii

De numadr, socotesc intai poetii,

Pe urma soarele si vara,

Iar dupad vard, cerul —

Si asta ar fi tot.

Insa de recapitulez,

Poetii par sd le cuprinda toate —

Pe ceilalti spectacolul nu prea-i intereseaza.
Spun, deci, poeti—si inteleg tot ce e viata.

O vara tine pentru ei intregul an,

Si pot crea atata soare cat stie cerul sa cuprinda,
Iar daca cerul, in sfarsit,

Ar fi pe-atata de frumos, pe cat l-au prevestit poetii,
Celor ce cred in ei,

Le va fi-ndreptatit si visul trecator,

Spre binecuvantarea lor.
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After Great Pain, a Formal Feeling Comes

After great pain, a formal feeling comes —

The Nerves sit ceremonious, like Tombs —

The stiff Heart questions ‘was it He, that bore,’
And “Yesterday, or Centuries before’?

The Feet, mechanical, go round —

A Wooden way

Of Ground, or Air, or Ought—
Regardless grown,

A Quartz contentment, like a stone —

This is the Hour of Lead —
Remembered, if outlived,
As Freezing persons, recollect the Snow —
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Dupd o mare suferinta

Dupa o mare suferintd urmeaza nepasarea —
Nervii, intepeniti, devin solemni ca mormintele,
Inima rigida, se-ntreabd: M-a ranit? Chiar el?

Cu secole tn urmy, sau n-a fost decat ieri?

Picioarele te poarta pe aspru drum, te duc
Prin nori sau prin Ce-ar-fi-putut-sa-fie,

Si, fara sa stii de unde si cum,

Esti cuprins de puternica amortire.

Acesta e ceasul cAnd te-ai schimbat, cAnd ai biruit,

E ceasul neuitat. Ti-l amintesti ca-mpietrirea-n zapezi
Intai —infiorat, infrigurat.

Apoi amortit, dezlegat.

First — Chill — then Stupor — then the letting go —
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The Bee Albina
Like trains of cars on tracks of plush Ca siruri de vagoane ce-alunecad pe plus
I hear the level bee: Grabesc albine lucradtoare,
A jar across the flowers goes, Un zumzet ce aluneca pe floare
Their velvet masonry Este catifelata lor masonerie.
Withstands until the sweet assault Si ea rezistd pan’ ce dulcele asalt
Their chivalry consumes, A consumat galanteria toata
While he, victorious, tilts away Si-apoi triumfatoare,
To vanquish other blooms. Albina zboarad sd seduca alta floare.
His feet are shod with gauze, Picioarele 1i sunt ascunse-n valuri,
His helmet is of gold; Si coifu-i e de aur;
His breast, a single onyx Iar pieptul tot un singur onix
With chrysoprase, inlaid. Batut cu crisopraz.
His labor is a chant, Cantec 1i este munca
His idleness a tune; Si trandéavia, melodie;
Oh, for a bee’s experience De-ajuns pentru o trdire
Of clovers and of noon! De-amiezi si de trifoi!
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My River Runs to Thee Spre tine undele mele grabesc
My River runs to thee — Undele mele spre tine grabesc
Blue Sea! Wilt welcome me? Albastrd mare, mad vei primi?
My River waits reply — Raurile mele asteaptd un raspuns.
Oh Sea —look graciously — O, mare, nu te incrunta!
I'll fetch thee Brooks Iti voi aduce izvoare
From spotted nooks — Din mult-impestritate-ascunzatori,
Say —Sea — Take Me! Raspunde-mi, primeste-md, mare!
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Edwin Arlington Robinson
[1869-1935]

Triplu laureat al premiului Pulitzer, considerat candva ,,cel mai mare poet in viatd”, E.A.Robinson s-a ndscut la Head Tide,
statul Maine si a studiat la Harvard.

Motivul liric din Torrent of the Night Before (Torentul noptii trecute —1896) va fi dezvoltat un an mai tarziu in primul volum
important care il consacrd, The Children of the Night (Copiii noptii).

Impresionanta putere de fabulatie de care dispune E.A. Robinson directioneaza poetul spre exploatarea resurselor epicului.
Baladele sale, remarcabile prin modernitatea constructiei, creeaza o serie de tipuri de amploare dickensiana dintre care il amintim
doar pe celebrul Captain Craig (Cipitanul Craig—1902). Aceeasi pasiune pentru baladesc si in binecunoscutul sdu triplu ciclu al
poemelor arthuriene: Merlin (1917), Lancelot si The Three Taverns (Cele trei taverne —1920).

I se decerneaza Premiul Pulitzer in 1921, 1925 si 1927 pentru volumele Collected Poems (Poeme alese), The Man Who Died Twice
(Omul de doud ori mort) si Tristram.
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Walt Whitman

The master-songs are ended, and the man
That sang them is a name. And so is God

A name; and so is love, and life, and death,
And everything. But we, who are too blind
To read what we have written, or what faith
Has written for us, do not understand:

We only blink, and wonder.

Last night it was the song that was the man,
But now it is the man that is the song.

We do not hear him very much to-day:

His piercing and eternal cadence rings

Too pure for us—too powerfully pure,

Too lovingly triumphant, and too large;

But there are some that hear him, and they know
That he shall sing to-morrow for all men,
And that all time shall listen.

The master-songs are ended? Rather say

No songs are ended that are ever sung,
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Walt Whitman

Canturile maiestre s-au sfarsit, iar cel

Ce le-a cantat, e-acum doar un nume. Si Dumnezeu

De asemenea-i un nume; asa cum e iubirea si viata, cum e
moartea,

Cum este totul. Dar noi, care suntem prea orbi

Spre a citi tot ce am scris sau ce credinta, in locul nostru, a
pastrat

Nu intelegem si, minunandu-ne, clipim din ochi.

in noaptea ce-a trecut, cantecul era omul,

Insd acum, omul e cantec. Prea mult nu-1 auzim:
Patrunzdtoarea si eterna sa cadenta e prea purd,

Prea puternic purd pentru noi, prin dragostea prea vastd si
triumfatoare.

Dar sunt si unii care il aud si stiu

Cd maine pentru-ntreaga omenire va canta

Si toate timpurile il vor asculta.

Canturile maiestre s-au sfarsit? Spuneti mai bine:

Cantul care o data a rasunat n-are sfarsit
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And that no names are dead names. When we write Si numele niciodata nu mor. Cand slova lor
Men’s letters on proud marble or on sand, Pe falnici marmure sau pe nisip o scriem,
We write them there forever. O scriem ca acolo sd ramana pe vecie.
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Cliff Klingenhagen

Cliff Klingenhagen had me in to dine

With him one day; and after soup and meat,
And all the other things there were to eat,

Cliff took two glasses and filled one with wine
And one with wormwood. Then, without a sign
For me to choose at all, he took the draught

Of bitterness himself, and lightly quaffed

It off, and said the other one was mine.

And when I asked him what the deuce he meant
By doing that, he only looked at me

And smiled, and said it was a way of his.

And though I know the fellow, I have spent
Long time a-wondering when I shall be

As happy as Cliff Klingenhagen is.
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Cliff Klingenhagen

Cliff Klingenhagen m-a poftit la el la masa intr-o zi,

Si, dupad ciorba si fripturd si ce mai fuse de mancare,

Cliff lud si umplu doua pahare

—Unul cu vin si celdlalt cu o drojdie amara —

Apoi, fard un semn, si fard sa md lase sd aleg,

Lud el paharul cu amar, il dete peste gat far’” sa clipeasca,

Si spuse ca al meu e celdlalt pahar.

Iar cand il intrebai ce naiba a vrut sd-nsemne asta,

El ma privi c-un ranjet si spuse c-asa-i place lui.

Pe urmd, desi-1 cunosc bine, cugetand indelung, m-am intrebat,
De voi putea atat de fericit pe cat e Cliff, sa fiu si eu vreodat’.
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Edgar Lee Masters
[1869-1950]

Edgar Lee Masters s-a ndscut la Garnette, statul Kansas. Formarea sa a fost inrdurita de lecturi din Poe, Keats, Shelley si
Swinburne.

La doudzeci si noud de ani a publicat primul sdu volum de versuri intitulat A Book of Verse (O carte de poezie—1898). Editorul
W.M. Reedy ii cere poetului, muritor de foame, sd transcrie rezumativ, in prozd, epigramele din The Greek Anthology (Antologie
greacd) a lui ].W. Mackail; lucrand comanda aceasta, lui Edgar Lee Masters ii vine ideea de a-si transfigura amintirile de la Spoon
River sub forma unor epitafuri revelatorii pretins scrise de cei peste 200 defuncti din cimitirul ordselului. Asa s-a nascut capodopera
poetului, Spoon River Anthology (1915), veritabild , comedie umana” americand, prin excelentd reprezentativd pentru poezia de
meditatie filosofica scrisa in nordul Noului Continent.

Printre celelalte opere ale poetului se mai disting Songs and Satires (Cintece si Satire—1916), Starved Rock (Stanca Flamanda —
1919), Domesday Book (Cartea judecdtii din urmd—1920).
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Silence Tacerea

I have known the silence of the stars and of the sea, Cunosc tacerea stelelor si-a marii,

And the silence of the city when it pauses, T&cerea orasului, cAnd s-a linistit,

And the silence of a man and a maid, Tacerea unui barbat si a unei femei,

And the silence of the sick $i tdcerea pddurilor, in preajma vantului de priméavard,
When their eyes roam about the room. Si tdcerea pentru care doar muzica gdseste glas,

And I ask: For the depths, Si tdcerea bolnavilor, cu ochii ratacind prin incdpere,
Of what use is language? Si-ntreb: Pentru adancimi oare e buna rostirea?

A beast of the field moans a few times Animalul de pe cdmp scoate cateva gemete

When death takes its young. Cand moartea ii ia puiul;

And we are voiceless in the presence of realities — Noi, in fata realitatii suntem muti.

We cannot speak. Un bdiat curajos intreabd un soldat batran

A curious boy asks an old soldier Care se odihneste in fata bacaniei:

Sitting in front of the grocery store, ,Cum ti-ai pierdut piciorul?”

“How did you lose your leg?” Si batranul ostas e cuprins de tdcere,

And the old soldier is struck with silence, Sau nu e in stare sd-si adune gandurile,

Or his mind flies away Nu se poate concentra asupra luptelor de la Gettysburg —
Because he cannot concentrate it on Gettysburg. O intoarcere in gluma

It comes back jocosely Sispune: ,,mi l-a mancat ursul”.
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And he says, “A bear bit it off.”

And the boy wonders, while the old soldier
Dumbly, feebly lives over

The flashes of guns, the thunder of cannon,
The shrieks of the slain,

And himself lying on the ground,

And the hospital surgeons, the knives,

And the long days in bed.

But if he could describe it all

He would be an artist.

But if he were an artist there would be deeper wounds
Which he could not describe.

There is the silence of a great hatred,

And the silence of a great love,

And the silence of an embittered friendship.
There is the silence of a spiritual crisis,
Through which your soul, exquisitely tortured,
Comes with visions not to be uttered

Into a realm of higher life.

There is the silence of defeat.

There is the silence of those unjustly punished;
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Si baiatul se mira, iar batranul ostas

Retraieste in tacere, fara intensitate,
Fulgerarea armelor, bubuitul tunurilor,
Vuietul patrunzator,

Si propria-i prabusire la pamant,

Chirurgii de la spital, cutitele

Si zilele lungi de zdcere.

Dar ca sa le poatd descrie,

Ar trebui sa fie un artist,

Insa atunci, poate, ar avea rani si mai adanci,
Pe care nu le-ar putea descrie.

Cunosc apoi, tdcerea marilor uri

Si tacerea marilor iubiri,

Si tacerea adancii linisti sufletesti,

Si tacerea prieteniei rdnite.

Mai e tacerea crizei spirituale

Datoritd cdreia sufletul, in chinuitoare desfitare,
Are viziuni ce nu pot fi proiectate

In tinuturile unei vieti mai inalte.

Existd o tacere a zeilor

Care se inteleg intre ei fara sa-si vorbeasca.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



And the silence of the dying whose hand
Suddenly grips yours.

There is the silence between father and son,
When the father cannot explain his life,
Even though he be misunderstood for it.

There is the silence that comes between husband and wife.

There is the silence of those who have failed;
And the vast silence that covers

Broken nations and vanquished leaders.
There is the silence of Lincoln,

Thinking of the poverty of his youth.

And the silence of Napoleon

After Waterloo.

And the silence of Jeanne d’Arc

Saying amid the flames, “Blessed Jesus” —
Revealing in two words all sorrows, all hope.
And there is the silence of age,

Too full of wisdom for the tongue to utter it
In words intelligible to those who have not lived
The great range of life.

And there is the silence of the dead.
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Existd o tdcere a infrangerilor,

O técere a pedepsitilor pe nedrept,

Si tacerea muribunzilor, a caror mana

Se-nclesteaza, deodatd, pe a ta.

Si inca —tdcerea dintre tata si fiu,

Cand tatdl nu-si poate justifica viata,

Chiar daca, tacand, ar fi rau inteles.

Apoi tdcerea ce se asterne intre sot si sotie,

Tacerea celor ce n-au izbandit,

Si vasta tacere ce acopera natiuni infrante

$i conducdtori ce au pierit.

Técerea lui Lincoln cand se gandea la tineretea lui sdarmana,
Si tacerea lui Napoleon,

Dupa Waterloo.

Si tdcerea Jeannei d’ Arc, murmurand printre flacari:
,,Binecuvantate lisus”,

Dezvaluind in doud cuvinte toatd amadrdciunea si toata
speranta.

Si mai e tacerea varstei inaintate,

Prea plina de-ntelepciune ca vorba s-o mai poatd formula
Pe intelesul celor ce n-au strabatut intinsele cdi ale vietii.
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If we who are in life cannot speak Si tdcerea mortilor;
Of profound experiences, Daca noi, care trdim,
Why do you marvel that the dead Nu putem vorbi despre intdmpldrile noastre cele mai adanci,
Do not tell you of death? De ce sd ne mirdm ca mortii nu ne spun nimic despre moarte?
Their silence shall be interpreted Cu cat ne vom apropia de ei, vom deslusi mai mult ticerea lor.

As we approach them.
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Lucinda Matlock

I went to the dances at Chandlerville,

And played snap-out at Winchester.

One time we changed partners,

Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,
And then I found Davis.

We were married and lived together for seventy years,
Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,
Eight of whom we lost

Ere I had reached the age of sixty.

I spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
I made the garden, and for holiday

Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,
And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,

And many a flower and medicinal weed —

Shouting to the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.

At ninety-six I had lived enough, that is all,
And passed to a sweet repose.
What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,
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Lucinda Matlock

Ma duceam sa dansez la Chandlerville

Sila Winchester, unde jucam gajuri.

Odatd, pe cand ne-ntorceam acasa cu trasura

Sub razele lunii iunie, am schimbat cavalerul.

Apoi, l-am cunoscut pe Davis—

Ne-am cdsdtorit si am trdit impreund saptezeci de ani,
Lucrand, bucurandu-ne, crescandu-ne cei doisprezece copii,
Din care am pierdut opt inainte de a avea noi saizeci de ani.
Am tors, am tesut, am gospodarit, am ingrijit bolnavii, am
vdzut de gradina

Si-am hoindrit sdarbdtoarea pe cAmp sa aud cantand ciocarlia,
$i pe malul fluviului Spoon, sd privesc sélciile, florile, ierburile
de leac,

Am chiuit inspre colinele impadurite, cantand vailor verzi,

La nouazeci si sase de ani traisem destul —asta e tot—

Si trecui la dulce odihna.

Ce se tot aude despre griji si necazuri

Despre manie, nemultumire, descurajare?
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Anger, discontent and drooping hopes? Fii si fiice degenerate,
Degenerate sons and daughters, Viata e prea tare pentru voi:
Life is too strong for you — Trebuie sa treaca o viatd sa-nveti cum sd o iubesti.

It takes life to love Life.
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Week-End by the Sea

I

Far off the sea is gray and still as the sky,

Great waves roar to the shore like conch shells water-groined.
With a flapping coat I step, brace back as the wind drags by;
No ship as far as the seam where the sea and the sky are joined.

[ am watched from the hotel, I think. Who faces the cold?
Why does he walk alone? “Tis a bitter day.

But I trade dreams with the sea, for the sea is old,

And knows the dreams of a heart whose dreams are gray.

Two apple trees alone in the waste on a sandy ledge,
Grappled and woven together with sprouts in a blackened
mesh,

They are dead almost at the roots, but nourish the sedge;
They are dead and at truce, like souls of outlived flesh.

I have startled a gull to flight. I thought him a wave:
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Week-end la mare

I

Marea e calmad pand departe, cenusie cum e si cerul;

Valuri mari se indreaptd cu vuiet spre tarm ca scoici imense de
apa.

Imbrac o haina usoar, plec, ferindu-ma de vantul care incepe
s-alerge;

Cat tin zdrile, pand se-ntdlnesc cerul si marea, nu e nici un

vapor.

Cei de la hotel ma observa, poate: Cine infrunta frigul?
De ce a plecat singur? Este o zi rea.

Insi eu visez odati cu marea, cdci marea e veche,

Si cunoaste visul din inimi cu vis cenusiu.

Solitari, pe un tdrm nisipos, in pustietate, vegheaza trei meri;
Mlddite rasar din radécinile lor uscate, aproape innegrite —
Dar moarte si impdcate, cum e sufletul in carnea stinsa —

Ele hranesc papurisul.
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White of his wings seemed foam, breast hued like the sand-
hued roll.

When a part of the sea takes wing you would think that the
grave

Of dead days might release to the heights a soul.

II

I slept as the day was ending: scarlet and gilt
Behind the Japan screen of shrubs and trees.

I awoke to the scabbard of night and the starry hilt
Of the sunken sun, to the old uncase.

Sleeping, a void in my heart is awake;

Waking, there is the moon and the wind’s moan.
I would I were as the sea that can break

Over the rocks, indifferent and alone.

II

I have climbed to the little burial plot of the lost

In wrecks at sea. West of me lies the town.

Below are the apple trees, pulling each other down.
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Zboara un pescdrus pe care l-am starnit crezand ca-i un val;

Spumad imi pdrea albul aripilor sale, pieptul o apd, tragand
nisipul cu ea;

Cand o franturd de mare se-naripeazd, parcd din groapa
trecutului mort

Un suflet se inaltd in vazduh.

II

Dormeam in al zilei amurg — purpurad si aur strevazute
Printr-un paravan japonez de arbusti si copaci;

Spada soarelui intra in teaca noptii —mai vad disparand auritu-
i maner —

Eu ma intorc la vechile mele nelinisti.

Daca dorm, in inima-mi un gol se trezeste,

Dacd merg, ma-ntdampind luna si geamadtul vantului;
As vrea sd fiu ca o mare ce se sparge de stanci,
Singuratica si nepdsatoare.

III

Urc spre micul cimitir al celor pierduti in naufragii;
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Children are romping to school, ruddy from frost.

How the wind grieves around these weedy wisps.

And shakes them like a dog, sniffing from patch to patch.
I try the battered gate, lift up the latch,

And enter where the grass like a thistle lisps.

Lost at sea” Nothing thought out or planned’

What need” 5 Thought enough in a moment that battles a
wave!

What words tell more? And where is the hand to ‘grave
Words that tell so much for the lost on land?
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La apus e orasul, aldturi, merii se imbulzesc unii intr-altii,
tragandu-se la pamant.

Imbujorati de frig,

Copii ropotesc spre scoala.

Cum se-nversuneaza vantul Impotriva acestor aschii
dezraddcinate,

Scuturandu-le ca un caine, adulmecand fiecare petecut —
Incerc gardul pardginit, apas clanta, intru,

Si iarba se prinde de mine ca scaietii.

Pierduti pe mare! Nimic gandit sau mestesugit!

La ce bun? E de-ajuns pentru clipa cand lupti cu un val!

Ce vorbe ar spune mai mult? Si unde e mana care sd daltuiasca
Asemenea cuprinzatoare cuvinte pentru cei pierduti pe uscat?
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Petit, the Poet

Seeds in a dry pod, tick, tick, tick,

Tick, tick, tick, like mites in a quarrel —

Faint iambics that the full breeze wakens —

But the pine tree makes a symphony thereof.
Triolets, villanelles, rondels, rondeaus,

Ballades by the score with the same old thought:
The snows and the roses of yesterday are vanished;
And what is love but a rose that fades?

Life all around me here in the village:

Tragedy, comedy, valor and truth,

Courage, constancy, heroism, failure —

All in the loom, and oh what patterns!
Woodlands, meadows, streams and rivers —
Blind to all of it all my life long.

Triolets, villanelles, rondels, rondeaus,

Seeds in a dry pod, tick, tick, tick,

Tick, tick, tick, what little iambics,

While Homer and Whitman roared in the pines?
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Petit, poetul

Seminte in gdoace uscata — tic, tic, tic,
Tic, tic, tic, cum cade pomana-n cutie,
[ambi sfiosi pe care o adiere 1i desteapta
$i brazii 1i prefac in simfonie.

Triolete, vilanele, rondele, rondouri,
Balade ce-scriu acelasi gand:

Au pierit zdpezile si trandafirii —

$i iubirea-i un trandafir pe pamant.

In sat freamats-n jur viata:

Tragedie, comedie, fapte mari, adevdr,
Curaj, credintd, eroism, infrangeri,
Totul e-o tesatura —si ce motive!
Paduri, lunci, torente si fluvii,

Orb am fost pentru voi intreaga mea viata —
Triolete, vilanele, rondele, rondouri,
Seminte-n gdoace uscatd —tic, tic, tic,
Tig, tic, tic, ce iambi marunti —

Pe cand Homer si Whitman vuiau pe-naltimi.
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Stephen Crane
[1871-1900]

Inainte de a fi vizut vreodata o bitilie, Stephen Crane infitiseazd una in cea mai extraordinars scriere publicatd candva
despre razboi (The Red Badge of Courage — Semnul rosu al curajului, 1895) si, inaintea extinderii miscdrii naturaliste in Statele Unite,
scrie o nuveld naturalistd despre slumsurile newyorkeze” (Maggie a Girl of the Street — Maggie, o fatd a strizii, 1893, aparuta sub
pseudonimul Johnston Smith)—iatd cum caracterizeaza succint un critic particularitatile si insemnatatea operei lui Crane in
peisagistica literaturii americane.

S-a ndscut in 1871 in Newark, statul New Jersey. Invata la Hudson Valey, apoi la Lafayette College, iar din 1890 la Syracuse
University unde se ilustreaza mai intai ca sportiv si, in 1893, prin scandalul cu enorm rasunet provocat de Maggie, o fati a strazii.
Dupa o scurtd perioadd in care e corespondent sau reporter la diferite ziare newyorkeze, pleacd in Cuba, apoi in Grecia, in calitate
de corespondent de razboi. Spre sfarsitul secolului se stabileste in Sussex, Anglia, unde se imprieteneste cu H.G. Wells si J. Conrad.
Moare in 5 iunie 1900, macinat de tuberculoza, la Baden-Weiler (Germania).

Creatia sa poeticd de pand in 1895 a fost adunata intr-un volum de poeme impresioniste intitulat The Black Riders and Other
Lines (Cavalerii negri si alte stante —1895).
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Hymn

A slant of sun on dull brown walls,

A forgotten sky of bashful blue.

Toward God a mighty hymn,

A song of collisions and cries,

Rumbling wheels, hoof-beats, bells,
Welcomes, farewells, love-calls, final moans,
Voices of joy, idiocy, warning, despair,

The unknown appeals of brutes,

The chanting of flowers,

The screams of cut trees,

The senseless babble of hens and wise men —
A cluttered incoherency that says at the stars;
“O God, save us!”
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Imn

O razad piezisa de soare pe triste, vechi ziduri,

Albastrul murdar al unui cer uitat.

Spre Domnul, un imn puternic,

De izbituri si strigdte

De roti in goand, de zgomot de potcoave si de clopote:

Bun venit, ramas bun, imbratisari, suspine,

Glasuri prevenitoare, vesele, vorbe stupide sau cuvinte de disperare —
Chemari brutale, necunoscute.

Melodia florilor,

Plansetul pomilor taiati,

Flecareala fdrd de rost a gastelor —sau a inteleptilor —

Un munte de confuzie ce spune stelelor: ,Doamne, mantuieste-ne!”
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The Blades Of Grass

In Heaven,

Some little blades of grass

Stood before God.

“What did you do?”

Then all save one of the little blades
Begin eagerly to relate

The merits of their lives.

This one stayed a small way behind
Ashamed.

Presently, God said,

“ And what did you do?”

The little blade answered, “Oh, my Lord,
Memory is bitter to me,

For, if I did good deeds,

I know not of them.”

Then God, in all his splendor,

Arose from His throne

Firele de iarba

In cer,

Cateva firisoare de iarba

Stateau dinaintea lui Dumnezeu.
»Voi, ce-ati facut?”

Atunci toate firisoarele de iarba
Tncepuré sd povesteascd cu graba
Meritele vietii lor.

lar acesta despre care vd spun,
Rusinat,

Stdtea mai deoparte.

Dumnezeu, cu blandete i spuse:

,Dar tu ce-ai facut?”

Iar firicelul de iarba: , O, Doamne,
Memoria mea e ingratd,

Céci, de voi fi facut fapte bune,

Nu stiu sa le dau nume”,

Atunci Dumnezeu, in toatd splendoarea,
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“Oh, best little blade of grass!” He said. De pe impadratescul jilt se ridica:

»O, tu, cel mai bun firicel de iarba”, 1i striga.
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I Saw a Man Pursuing the Horizon Am vazut un om urmadrind orizontul
I saw a man pursuing the horizon; Am vdzut un om urmadrind orizontul —
Round and round they sped. Cerc dupad cerc, unul dupad altul goneau.
I was disturbed at this; Simtindu-ma tulburat,
I accosted the man. Am oprit omul.
“It is futile,” I said, ,E o copilarie”, i-am spus,
“You can never —"” ~Nu vei putea niciodata” —
“You lie,” he cried, ~Minti”, striga el.
And ran on. Si-alerga mai departe.
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A Learned Man Un invatat
A learned man came to me once. Odata veni la mine un invatat
He said, “I know the way, —come.” Si-mi spuse ,,Stiu eu drumul —vino:”
And I was overjoyed at this. Nu mai putui de bucurie
Together we hastened. $i alergardm impreuna.
Soon, too soon, were we Curand, prea curand ne aflaram
Where my eyes were useless, Acolo unde ochii nu-mi mai erau de folos
And I knew not the ways of my feet. Si nu mai stiam incotro se-ndreapta picioarele mele;
I clung to the hand of my friend; Ma tineam de ména prietenului meu.
But at last he cried, “I am lost.” Intr-un tarziu, mi se jelui ,M-am ratacit”...

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

87
There Was a Man With a Tongue of Wood A fost odata un om cu limba de lemn
There was a man with tongue of wood A fost odatd un om cu limba de lemn
Who essayed to sing, Care incerca sd cante
And in truth it was lamentable. $i era jalnic, intr-adevar.
But there was one who heard Dar cineva care a auzit
The clip-clapper of this tongue of wood Clempanitul limbii de lemn
And knew what the man A inteles ce-ar fi dorit
Wished to sing, S3 cante omul.
And with that the singer was content. lar cantdretul cu-atat fu multumit.
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Trumbull Stickney
[1874-1904]

Primul american doctor in litere la Sorbona s-a nascut in Elvetia, la Geneva, in 1874. Studiaza acasd, in Noua Anglie, la
Trinity College, iar dupa doctoratul sorbonez e numit profesor de greacd la Harvard. Aici scrie piesa Prometeus Pyrphoros (1900) si
volumul Dramatic Verses (1902), ambele un gen de ,, divind invatatura de a indura singurdtatea”, desi autorul lor avea la moarte (in
1904) abia 30 de ani. Prietenii i publica postum volumul Poems (Poeme —1905).
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Live Blindly and upon the Hour

Live blindly and upon the hour. The Lord,
Who was the Future, died full long ago.
Knowledge which is the Past is folly. Go,

Poor child, and be not to thyself abhorred.
Around thine earth sun-winged winds do blow
And planets roll; a meteor draws his sword;
The rainbow breaks his seven-coloured chord
And the long strips of river-silver flow:

Awake! Give thyself to the lovely hours.
Drinking their lips, catch thou the dream in flight
About their fragile hairs” aérial gold.

Thou art divine, thou livest, —as of old

Apollo springing naked to the light,

And all his island shivered into flowers.
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Inchide ochii si triieste clipa

Inchide ochii si triieste clipa. Domnul,

Care a fost Viitorul, e mort demult.

invé’,tétura ce se numeste Trecut e nebunie. Mergi,
Biet copil, si nu-ti fie groaza de tine insuti.

In jurul pamantului tau, aripi insorite se zbat

Si rotesc planete; un meteor isi strafulgerd spada;
Curcubeul isi destrama valul in sapte ite ale culorilor
Si lungi fuioare, ca fluvii de argint, plutesc in spatiu.
Desteapta-te! Daruieste-te clipelor dragi,

Soarbe-le buzele, prinde visul din zbor,

Prinde-1 de gingasele, auriile, aerienele plete,

Esti divin, traiesti—ca demult pe cand, gol,

Apollo se arata luminii

Si toate insulele se prefdceau in flori.
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Amy Lowell
[1874-1925]

S-a nascut in 1874 la Brockline, Massachusetts, intr-o veche familie de poeti si publicisti. A calatorit adesea prin Orient si
Europa. Traind o vreme la Londra, poeta s-a integrat cu atat entuziasm si intr-o manierd atat de personald miscarii literare a
~imagistilor”, incat Ezra Pound isi subintituleazd cu umor miscarea cdreia ii este mentor , Amygism”.

Lucrdrile cele mai izbutite ale lui Amy Lowell sunt acelea in care capteaza parca fluctuatiile miscarii si ale luminii; lumea
vizuala si rasfrangerea ei in spirit sunt regiunile din care poeta isi cauza inspiratia.

Fecunda creatie a poetei (a scris peste 600 de poeme numai intre 1910 si 1925 —anul mortii sale) a fost editatad integral abia
in 1955 de Louis Untermeyer sub titlul Complete Poetical Works... (Opera poeticid completd...). Printre numeroasele volume publicate
antum se remarca aparte What’s O’Clock (Cit e ceasul), 1925.
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Meeting-House Hill

I must be mad, or very tired,

When the curve of a blue bay beyond a railroad track

Is shrill and sweet to me like the sudden springing of a tune,
And the sight of a white church above thin trees in a city square
Amazes my eyes as though it were the Parthenon.

Clear, reticent, superbly final,

With the pillars of its portico refined to a cautious elegance,
It dominates the weak trees,

And the shot of its spire

Is cool, and candid,

Rising into an unresisting sky.

Strange meeting-house

Pausing a moment upon a squalid hill-top.

I watch the spire sweeping the sky,

I am dizzy with the movement of the sky,

I might be watching a mast

With its royals set full

Straining before a two-reef breeze.
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Colina templului

Trebuie sa fiu nebuna sau foarte obositd, poate,

Céci golful albastru, dincolo de calea feratd, imi pare sonor
Si gingas, ca izbucnirea neasteptatd a unei melodii,

Iar privelistea templului alb ce se inalta dintre copacii subtiri
Ai gradinii publice ma tulburd de parca ar fi Parthenonul.
Luminos, discret, cizelat, indltdndu-si solemn coloanele
porticului,

El domina copacii fragili, iar sageata clopotnitei

Se avantd intr-un cer nemaiintdlnit. Ciudatd casa de
rugdciune,

Opritd o clipd pe biata, intinata colind. Privesc sdgeata
clopotnitei

Strapungand cerul —cerul acesta ametitor: pare un catarg cu
toate

Insignele arborate, ratdcind pe o briza nehotarata.

Un clipper, ca un ceainic, abia sosit de la Canton,

Cu toatd incarcatura numai portelan verde si albastru,
Manevreaza usor inapoi in golf, iar un culi chinez, proptit de
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I might be sighting a tea-clipper, bard,

Tacking into the blue bay, Urmareste cu ochi obositi de mare, alba sdgeata.

Just back from Canton

With her hold full of green and blue porcelain,
And a Chinese coolie leaning over the rail
Gazing at the white spire

With dull, sea-spent eyes.
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Night Clouds

The white mares of the moon rush along the sky

Beating their golden hoofs upon the glass Heavens

The white mares are all standing on their hind legs

Pawing at the green porcelain doors of the remote Heavens
Fly, mares!

Strain your utmost

Scatter the milky dust of stars

Or the tigers will leap upon you and destroy you

With one lick of his vermillion tongue.

Arhiva Margareta Sterian
Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

93

Nori, noaptea

Iepele albe ale lunii alearga pe cer scapdrand cu potcoave de
aur cristalul tariei

Iepele albe ale lunii s-au ridicat pe picioarele dinapoi, lovind
usile de faiantd verde ale inaltului cer.

Zburati, iepelor!

Incordati-va toate puterile,

Catdrati-va pe ldptosul praf al stelelor!

De nu, tigrul soare va va nimici,

Trecandu-si o singura datd limba de foc peste spindrile voastre.
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The Taxi

When I go away from you

The world beats dead

Like a slackened drum.

I call out for you against the jutted stars
And shout into the ridges of the wind.
Streets coming fast,

One after the other,

Wedge you away from me,

And the lamps of the city prick my eyes
So that I can no longer see your face.
Why should I leave you,
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in taxi

Cand plec de la tine,
Zgomotul lumii imi pare surd
Ca loviturile pe o toba stricatd;
Cu ochi bulbucati

Ma privesc stelele

Cum strig in palele vantului
Numele tdu.

Strazile vin repede

Unele dupa altele,
Depdrtandu-te de mine.
Lampile orasului

To wound myself upon the sharp edges of the night? Imi ustura ochii.

De ce trebuie sa plec
Si sa ma ranesc

De colturile ascutite
Ale noptii?
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A Decade Dupa zece ani
When you came, you were like red wine and honey, Cand ai venit erai ca vinul rosu si ca mierea;
And the taste of you burnt my mouth with its sweetness. Gustul tau imi ardea gura cu dulceata.

Now you are like morning bread,

Smooth and pleasant.

I hardly taste you at all for I know your savour,
But I am completely nourished.

Acum esti ca pdinea de dimineatd —
Netedd, calda.

Abia te mai gust, iti stiu parfumul —
Si sunt totusi hranitd, coplesita.
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Robert Frost
[1874-1963]

Robert (Lee) Frost s-a ndscut la San Francisco, California. Dupd ce frecventeaza cateva luni faimosul Dartmouth College,
tanarul Frost decide si-si cAstige singur existenta, lucrand la una dintre morile mecanice din orasul Lawrence. Incepe s& publice
versuri |n diferite reviste, fara insd a se face remarcat. A continuat timp de 20 de ani sd scrie versuri si sd rdmand necunoscut.

Nici prin ferma mult ravnitd, pe care izbutise la un moment dat sd o injghebeze, nu reuseste sa asigure existenta familiei
sale; Frost pleaca, in 1912, in Anglia, unde, pentru intaia oara participd la viata si miscarea literara. Tocmai aici, si dupa ce incetase
sd mai creadd in succes, i-a fost publicatd intaia carte: A Boy’s Will (Testamentul unui tindr), urmata de North of Boston (La nord de
Boston), o carte din care spiritul noii Anglii transpare nemijlocit, asemédnator felului in care Spoon River Anthology a lui Edgar Lee
Masters reda specificul vietii de pe plaiurile Kansasului.

Collected Poems (Culegere de poeme) se impune ca una dintre cele mai reprezentative carti pentru spiritul aventurii literaturii
americane moderne. Prefatand editia din 1939, Frost nota: ,Un poem incepe in desfdtare si sfarseste in intelepciune; el are un rost
care, desi neprevazut, i-a fost destinat incd de la intdia imagine. Nicio surpriza pentru scriitor, niciuna pentru cititor; pentru mine,

desfdtarea initiald este surpriza de a-mi reaminti un lucru despre care nu stiam ca il stiu”.
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Birches

When I see birches bend to left and right

Across the lines of straighter darker trees,

I like to think some boy’s been swinging them.

But swinging doesn’t bend them down to stay

As ice-storms do. Often you must have seen them
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning

After a rain. They click upon themselves

As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored

As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel.

Soon the sun’s warmth makes them shed crystal shells
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust —

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away

You'd think the inner dome of heaven had fallen.
They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load,
And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed
So low for long, they never right themselves:

You may see their trunks arching in the woods

Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground

Arhiva Margareta Sterian
Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

97

Mestecenii

Cand vad mestecenii plecdndu-se spre dreapta si spre stanga
Pe un fundal de arbori mai drepti si mai intunecati,

mi place s&-mi inchipui ca vreun bdiat i-a arcuit.

Dar pomii nu rdman inconvoiati doar de-i arcuieste cineva;
Viscolu-nghetat, acela-i incovoaie. Si trebuie sa-i fi vazut
Adesea, dupa ploaie, in luminoasa zi de iarnd, plini de
gheatd,

Cum mai trosnesc de se ridicd —un vantulet,

Cum joaca-n multele culori, cand el sporeste si le strica
smaltul,

Curand, caldura soarelui-i cojeste de cristaline scoici;

Si vezi asemenea gramezi de sticla sparta, incat iti pare

Cd e cupola dinduntru-a cerului pe jos.

Dar ramurile catd spre ierburile moarte si fara de podoaba
lor de gheata,

Céci, aplecate de atata vreme si trase atat de jos, asa raman.
Peste ani, poti vedea trunchiul, arc incordat, prin padure,
Tarandu-si frunzele pe pamant, fecioare ingenuncheate si
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Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun.

But I was going to say when Truth broke in
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm
I should prefer to have some boy bend them
As he went out and in to fetch the cows —
Some boy too far from town to learn baseball,
Whose only play was what he found himself,
Summer or winter, and could play alone.
One by one he subdued his father’s trees

By riding them down over and over again
Until he took the stiffness out of them,

And not one but hung limp, not one was left
For him to conquer. He learned all there was
To learn about not launching out too soon
And so not carrying the tree away

Clear to the ground.

He always kept his poise

To the top branches, climbing carefully

With the same pains you use to fill a cup

Up to the brim, and even above the brim.
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sprijinite-n palme
Zvarlindu-si pe spate, spre soare lungile, udele plete.
insa prefer sd imi inchipui altfel:
Ca vreun bdiat, trecand cu vitele la cAmp sau intorcandu-se
de la pdsune, mestecenii i-a arcuit in joaca.
Aici, un gand ma-ncearcd: —acelui bdiat, prea departe trait
de oras ca noile jocuri cu mingea sa-nvete
Singurul joc i-a rdmas singur sd fie, vara si iarna, si sd se afle
pe sine.
Unul cate unul, a supus pomii tatdlui sau, caldarindu-i mereu
pana i-a plecat la pdmant,
Pana cand de tot i-a inmladiat,
Pana cand neinmladiat, necucerit, n-a rdmas mdacar unul.
Tot ce era de stiut invatase: sd nu sara prea brusc si astfel sa
traga copacul cu sine.
Isi pastra totdeauna echilibrul pani ajungea la ramurile
inalte,
Urcand cu grija, cu-aceeasi grija cum ai umple un pahar pan-
la margini, poate si peste margini.
Apoi c-un salt isi da drumul, picioarele inainte, facandu-si
prin spatiu loc spre pamant.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish,

Kicking his way down through the air to the ground.

So was I once myself a swinger of birches.

And so I dream of going back to be.

It's when I'm weary of considerations,

And life is too much like a pathless wood

Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping

From a twig’s having lashed across it open.

I'd like to get away from earth awhile

And then come back to it and begin over.

May no fate willfully misunderstand me

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away
Not to return. Earth’s the right place for love:

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better.

I'd like to go by climbing a birch tree,

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more,
But dipped its top and set me down again.

That would be good both going and coming back.
One could do worse than be a swinger of birches.
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Si eu arcuiam pe vremuri mesteceni,

$i, panad la sfarsit, visez sd o mai fac o data,

Asa visez cand gandurile ma obosesc

Si viata seamand prea mult cu o padure fara luminisuri
Unde te-nteapa hatisul pe care-1 strabati, in care obrajii iti ard
Si-ti lacrimeaza ochiul cu lumina izbita de o creanga.

As vrea sd pdrdsesc o bucata de vreme pamantul acesta,
Apoi sd ma-ntorc si toate sd le iau iar de la capat,

Dar n-as vrea soarta gresit sa-nteleagd,

Voia-mi pe jumadtate s-o facd, ludndu-ma cu totul de pe
pamant —

Pentru iubire, pamantul e locul ales, si nu stiu de s-ar putea
undeva

pentru iubire sa fie mai bine.

Pe un mesteacdn cu crengile negre si trupul alb ca zdpada
Mi-ar placea sda urc la cer, si urc, pana ce pomul,
nemaiputand indura povara,

Si-ar pleca rdmurisul si m-ar ldsa din nou pe pamant.
Frumos ar fi sd pot urca la cer si sa ma pot intoarce;

Vor fi fiind pe lume pdcate mai grele decat sd arcuiesti
mesteceni.
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The Pasture

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away

(And wait to watch the water clear, I may):
I sha’n’t be gone long. —You come too.

I'm going out to fetch the little calf

That’s standing by the mother. It’s so young,
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.
IIsha’n’t be gone long. —You come too.
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Pasunea

Ma duc la pasune sa curat izvorul,

Sd trag cu grebla frunzele deoparte,

(Poate cd am s-astept pand cand apa se va limpezi),
Dar mult nu stau. — Ce-ar fi, cu mine de-ai veni?

Ma duc sd iau de langa maica-sa vitelul;

E-atat de mic, incéat se clatina

Cand ea-si petrece limba pe spinarea lui, sa-1 spele.
Dar mult n-oi zdbovi. — Ce-ar fi, cu mine de-ai veni?
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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening Noaptea, pe zipada, m-am oprit la padure
Whose woods these are I think I know. Parca as sti cui apartin padurile acestea;
His house is in the village, though; Stapanul lor este in sat, si cred
He will not see me stopping here Cd n-are sa md vada cum astept
To watch his woods fill up with snow. S-ascult padurile cu totul ninse.
My little horse must think it queer Calutul meu, desigur, se intreaba
To stop without a farmhouse near De ce oprim cand nu-i vreo fermd-aproape
Between the woods and frozen lake Intre paduri si lacul inghetat,
The darkest evening of the year. Din anu-intreg, in seara cand ceru-i mai intunecat.
He gives his harness bells a shake Clopotul de la hamuri si-1 scutura uimit,
To ask if there is some mistake. Sa md intrebe de cumva n-am gresit
The only other sound’s the sweep Alt sunet nu se mai aude-n vale,
Of easy wind and downy flake. Decét usorul vant si fulgul moale,
The woods are lovely, dark and deep, Sunt dragi si-adanci padurile de pin.
But I have promises to keep, Dar eu fagaduieli mai am sa-mi tin,
And miles to go before I sleep, Si incd multe mile sd strabat,
And miles to go before I sleep. Pan-am sd dau de somn si pat.
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Come in! Intra!
As I came to the edge of the woods, Cand am ajuns la marginea padurii
Thrush music — hark! Sturzii cantau —1ii ascultati!
Now if it was dusk outside, Pe-atunci afara amurgea
Inside it was dark. [ar induntru intunericul domnea.
Too dark in the woods for a bird Prea e-ntuneric in padure
By sleight of wing Pentru pasdrea cu repede zbor
To better its perch for the night, Spre a urca pe ram sa-nnopteze
Though it still could sing. Cand mai poate canta pana-n zori.
The last of the light of the sun A soarelui lumind din urma
That had died in the west Care a murit la apus
Still lived for one song more Traieste-n al sturzului piept
In a thrush’s breast. Si-un cantec mai poate sa-nalte.
Far in the pillared dark Departe in dens intuneric
Thrush music went — O melodie rasuna
Almost like a call to come in Aproape ca o chemare

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

103
To the dark and lament. Spre intuneric si jale.
But no, I was out for stars; Dar nu. Dupa stele am plecat:
I would not come in. Injuntru nu as intra
I meant not even if asked; Chiar daca as fi invitat.
And I hadn’t been. $i nici nu m-am dus. Am plecat.
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Fire and Ice Foc si gheata
Some say the world will end in fire, Unii spun ca lumea va sfarsi prin foc,
Some say in ice. Altii spun cd lumea va sfarsi prin gheata.
From what I've tasted of desire Dupa cat din dorintd am gustat,
I hold with those who favor fire. Sunt cu acei care focu-1 prefera.
But if it had to perish twice, Insi de-ar fi ca lumea de doui ori si piars,
I think I know enough of hate Din urd atat de mult cunosc
To say that for destruction ice Incat pot afirma ci spre-a distruge,
Is also great Gheata-i atat de puternica,
And would suffice. Incat ajunge.
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Carl Sandburg
[1878-1967]

Carl Sandburg s-a nascut in 1878 la Galesbury, statul lllinois, din parinti de origine suedeza. In tinerete a incercat o serie de
meserii din cele mai umile si a participat ca voluntar la rdzboiul cu Spania, 1889. La inapoierea din campania de la Portorico a
inceput sa studieze la Lombard College din Galesbury, apoi a devenit gazetar.

Desi dupd volumul de debut Chicago Poems (1916) mai publica volumele Cornhuskers (Treierdtorii—1918), Smoke and Steel
(Fum si otel —1920), rdmane practic necunoscut. De aceea, pentru a-si intretine familia, a fost nevoit sd recurga la organizarea unor
recitaluri in care isi citea versurile si canta melodii folclorice cu vocea sa lentd si joasd, acompaniindu-se la chitard. Baladele
preferate si le-a strans in volumul The American Songbag (Traista cu cintece americane), 1927.

Poemele lui Carl Sandburg acopera un vast registru tematic si de expresie. Ura lui impotriva razboiului isi gdseste expresie
in poeme ca The People Will Live On (Oamenii vor trdi mai departe), Grass (Iarbd), dupd cum sunt revelatorii pentru sensibilitatea sa
poeme ca Fog (Ceatd), For You (Fie a ta), iar Jazz Fantasia (Fantezie de jazz) pentru verva si umorul sau.

A scris, printre altele, 0 monografie monumentald despre Lincoln, 1959, iar pentru volumul Complete Poems (1950) primeste,
in cele din urma, Premiul Pulitzer. Se stinge din viatd la optzeci si noud de ani, in 1967.
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The People Will Live on

The people will live on.

The learning and blundering people will live on.
They will be tricked and sold and again sold

And go back to the nourishing earth for rootholds,
The people so peculiar in renewal and comeback,
You can’t laugh off their capacity to take it.

The mammoth rests between his cyclonic dramas.

The people so often sleepy, weary, enigmatic,
is a vast huddle with many units saying;:

“I earn my living.

I make enough to get by

and it takes all my time.

If I had more time

I could do more for myself

and maybe for others.

I could read and study

and talk things over
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Oamenii vor trai mai departe

Oamenii vor trai mai departe,

Inteleptii si pacalitii vor trai mai departe,

Vor fi ingelati, vanduti si vanduti iar,

Si se vor intoarce la hranitorul pamant sa prinda noi radacini.
Oamenii —atat de ciudati in reinnoirile si revenirile lor!

Nu poti trece cu o gluma peste puterea lor de a patimi:

Intre ciclonice drame, mamutul se odihneste.

Oamenii, adesea obositi, amortiti, enigmatici,
sunt un munte cu capete multe, ce spun:
,Imi castig traiul.

Injgheb atat cat imi trebuie

ca s-o duc de azi pe maine,

si asta imi ia tot timpul.

Daca as avea mai mult timp,

as putea face mai mult pentru mine insumi,
poate si pentru altii.

As putea sd citesc si sd studiez,
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and find out about things.

It takes time.

I wish I had the time.”

The people is a tragic and comic two-face: hero and
hoodlum:

phantom and gorilla twisting to moan with a gargoyle
mouth:

“They buy me and sell me...it's a game...sometime I'll
break loose...”

Once having marched

Over the margins of animal necessity,

Over the grim line of sheer subsistence

Then man came

To the deeper rituals of his bones,

To the lights lighter than any bones,

To the time for thinking things over,

To the dance, the song, the story,

Or the hours given over to dreaming,

Once having so marched.

Between the finite limitations of the five senses
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sd discut despre unele lucruri

si sa le inteleg.

Asta cere timp.

As vrea sd am acest timp.”

Oamenii sunt niste plasmuiri cu fatd tragi-comica:
erou si paiatd, intruchipare-a puritatii si gorild,
jelindu-se cu gurd de balaur: ,Ei ma cumpara

si ma vand. . . isi fac jocul cu mine,

... dar le voi ardta eu lor intr-o zi...” Omul a ajuns,
Odata depadsita limita nevoilor trupesti,

Depadsit aprigul hotar al subzistentei,

La un alt ritual, mai profund, al fiintei sale,

La o lumind mai alba decat aceea a oaselor sale:

A ajuns sa cugete, a ajuns la joc, la cantec si povesti,
Sau la ceasurile daruite visarii,

—Nevoile trupesti, odata depasite.

Intre strictele limite ale celor cinci simturi si nesfarsitul dor de
ceea ce este dincolo de ele,

aleargd el, neastamparat, dupd lucru si paine,

intinzand mainile dupd lumina de peste simturi, atunci cand o
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and the endless yearnings of man for the beyond

the people hold to the humdrum bidding of work and
food

while reaching out when it comes their way

for lights beyond the prison of the five senses,

for keepsakes lasting beyond any hunger or death.

This reaching is alive.

The panderers and liars have violated and smutted it.
Yet this reaching is alive yet

for lights and keepsakes.

The people know the salt of the sea

and the strength of the winds lashing the corners of the
earth.

The people take the earth

as a tomb of rest and a cradle of hope.

Who else speaks for the Family of Man?

They are in tune and step

with constellations of universal law.

The people is a polychrome,

a spectrum and a prism
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crede aproape

intinzdnd mainile dupd mostenirea ce dureaza dincolo de
foame si moarte

Aspiratia aceasta trdieste

Ticalosii si mincinosii au siluit-o si au pangdrit-o,

Totusi, aceastd aspiratie cdtre lumind si trainicd aducere-
aminte,

Trdieste mai departe.

Oamenii cunosc sarea marii

si taria vantului biciuitor

ce impresoara pamantul.

Oamenii stiu cd pamantul

este un mormant spre odihna,

si leaganul sperantei lor.

Ce alta mdrturiseste pentru om?

El tine pasul cu constelatiile universalelor legi,
si canta cu ele in cor.

Oamenii sunt un spectru multicolor.

prins intr-un monolit in miscare,

o orgd, spre mangaiere, cu teme mereu schimbadtoare,
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held in a moving monolith,

a console organ of changing themes,
a clavilux of color poems

wherein the sea offers fog

and the fog moves off in rain

and the labrador sunset shortens

to a nocturne of clear stars

serene over the shot spray

of northern lights.

The steel mill sky is alive.

The fire breaks white and zigzag
shot on a gun-metal gloaming.

Man is a long time coming,.

Man will yet win.

Brother may yet line up with brother:

This old anvil laughs at many broken hammers.

There are men who can’t be bought.
The fireborn are at home in fire.
The stars make no noise,
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o claviaturd de poeme atat de diverse,

in care marea aduce ceata,

si ceata se preface in ploaie,

si apusul se schimba repede

intr-o nocturnd de stele limpezi, calme,
deasupra pulberii sclipitoare

de nordice lumini.

Cerul de-otel e viu.

Focul tasneste luminos

si aleargd-n zigzag,

strabatand amurgul metalic

ca focul de arma.

Mult vor mai avea de asteptat oamenii,
de vor izbandi

Frate cu frate sd ramana umar la umar.

Aceastd veche nicovald radde de multe ciocane sparte.
Exista oameni care nu pot fi cumparati.

Cei ndscuti in valtoare se simt in ea la largul lor.
Stelele ard in tdcere.
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You can’t hinder the wind from blowing. Vantul nu-1 poti opri din mers.
Time is a great teacher. Timpul e marele invatator,
Who can live without hope? Cine poate trdi fard a spera?
In the darkness with a great bundle of grief Prin intuneric, cu traista plind de amadrdciune,
the people march. merg oamenii.
In the night, and overhead a shovel of stars for keeps, the Prin noapte, cu o mare instelatd de amintiri deasupra
people capetelor,
march: merg oamenii:
“Where to? what next?” Incotro? Si ce va mai fi ?
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Fog Ceata
The fog comes Ceata vine
on little cat feet. cu pasi mici de pisicd,
It sits looking Se aseaza in tdcere
over harbor and city pe labele dinapoi
on silent haunches sd priveascd portul si orasul,
and then moves on. apoi pleaca mai departe.
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Grass Iarba
Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo. Faceti mormane inalte de trupuri la Austerlitz si la Waterloo,
Shovel them under and let me work — Ingropati-le, si apoi lasati-ma pe mine s& lucrez —
I am the grass; I cover all. Sunt iarba: acopadr totul.
And pile them high at Gettysburg Si faceti un morman inalt la Gettysburg,
And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. Faceti mormane inalte si la Ypres si la Verdun,
Shovel them under and let me work. Ingropati-le, si apoi lasati-ma4 sd lucrez.
Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor: Doi ani, zece ani, si pasagerii vor intreba ghidul:
What place is this? Ce loc e-acesta?
Where are we now? Unde ne-aflam?
I am the grass. Sunt iarba.
Let me work. Lasati-ma sa lucrez.
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Cool Tombs

When Abraham Lincoln was shoveled into the tombs, he
forgot the copperheads and the assassin ... in the dust, in the
cool tombs.

And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and Wall Street,
cash and collateral turned ashes ... in the dust, in the cool

tombs.

Pocahontas” body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red haw in
November or a pawpaw in May, did she wonder? does she
remember? ... in the dust, in the cool tombs?

Take any streetful of people buying clothes and groceries,
cheering a hero or throwing confetti and blowing tin horns ...
tell me if the lovers are losers ... tell me if any get more than the
lovers ... in the dust ... in the cool tombs.
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Morminte reci

Cand Abraham Lincoln a fost ingropat, a uitat de naparcile
dusmanoase si de asasin... in tdrand, in rece mormant.

Si lui Ulysse Grant i-au iesit cu totul din minte Statul Major,
banii gheatd, Wall Street si tovardsii—si ei cenusa... in tarana,
in rece mormant.

Trupul Pahontei, neted ca plopul, dulce ca scorusa in noiembrie
sau ca o floare in mai, se mai mira de ceva? isi mai aminteste
ceva?... in tarand, in rece mormant?

In orice strad4 plind de oameni care targuiesc imbraciminte sau
alimente, sarbatoresc un erou sau aruncd confeti si urla-n
trompete de tinichea... si spune-mi dacd amantii sunt cei
pécéli;i... spune-mi, in tdrand in rece mormant, e cineva mai

castigat decat sunt ei acum?
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For You

The peace of great doors be for you.
Wait at the knobs, at the panel oblongs.
Wait for the great hinges.

The peace of great churches be for you,
Where the players of loft pipe organs
Practice old lovely fragments, alone.

The peace of great prairies be for you.
Listen among windplayers in cornfields,
The wind learning over its oldest music

The peace of great seas be for you.
Wait on a hook of land, a rock footing
For you, wait in the salt wash.

The peace of great mountains be for you,
The sleep and the eyesight of eagles,
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Fie a ta

Fie a ta pacea marilor porti,
Asteapta langd ivdre, langa inaltele usi,
Asteaptad marile impliniri,

Fie a ta pacea din mari biserici
Cu orgi inalte pana la bolti — biserici
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Unde un muzicant exerseazd, in singurdtate, franturi de vechi si

gingase arii.

Fie a ta pacea din marile prerii:
In sunetul cornului peste ogoare,

Ascultd vantul rechemandu-ti in minte vechi melodii.

Fie a ta pacea intinselor mari—

Pe stanca ce-n locul tdu in valuri se-avants,

Pe tarmul ingust ori in mlastini sarate.

Fie a ta pacea inaltilor munti,
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Sheet mist shadows and the long look across.

The peace of great hearts be for you,
Valves of the blood of the sun,
Pumps of the strongest wants we cry.

The peace of great silhouettes be for you,
Shadow dancers alive in your blood now,
Alive and crying, “Let us out, let us out.”

The peace of great changes be for you.
Whisper, Oh beginners in the hills.

Tumble, Oh cubs — to-morrow belongs to you.

The peace of great loves be for you.

Rain, soak these roots; wind, shatter the dry rot.

Bars of sunlight, grips of the earth, hug these.

The peace of great ghosts be for you,
Phantoms of night-gray eyes, ready to go
To the fog-star dumps, to the fire-white doors.
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Somnul si vazul vulturilor,

Fasiile de umbra ale cetii si intelegerea adanca

A pacii din inimi mari, fie a ta.
Valuri din sangele soarelui

Izbucnesc in puternicele noastre dorinti.

Fie a ta pacea marilor umbre,
Fantome inviate ce-ti joacd in sange,
Strigand: ,lasd-ne, lasa-ne sa plecam.”

Fie a ta pacea marilor schimbadri, soaptele —
O, voi ce abia incepeti urcusul,
Zbenguiti-va-n voie ca manjii — ziua de maine e a voastra.

Fie a ta pacea marilor iubiri,
Ploaie, ineaca raddcinile uscate, vant, spulbera ramadsita de putregai
Raze ale soarelui, toarte de care apuci pamantul, imbratisati-1.

Fie a ta pacea marilor fantome
Cu ochi cenusii ca noaptea, gata sa plece
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Spre melancolii cu ceatd de stele, spre porti luminoase ca focul.

Yes, the peace of great phantoms be for you,
Phantom iron men, mothers of bronze, Da, fie a ta pacea marilor fantome,
Keepers of the lean clean breeds. Fantomele barbatilor de fier, ale mamelor de bronz,

Paznicii sairmanelor, curatelor semintii.
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Prayers of Steel

Lay me on an anvil, O God.

Beat me and hammer me into a crowbar.

Let me pry loose old walls.

Let me lift and loosen old foundations.

Lay me on an anvil, O God.

Beat me and hammer me into a steel spike.

Drive me into the girders that hold a skyscraper together.
Take red-hot rivets and fasten me into the central girders.

Let me be the great nail holding a skyscraper through blue
nights into white stars.
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Rugi de otel

Pune-md, Doamne, pe nicovala.

Loveste-md, ciocdneste-ma si fa-ma parghie;

Fa-ma sa despic vechi si subrede ziduri,

Fa-ma sa daram si sa spulber putrede temelii.

Pune-md, Doamne, pe nicovala.

Loveste-md, ciocaneste-ma, fa din mine un piron de otel.
fnfige—mé in grinzile ce sustin un zgarie-nori;

la nituri inrosite in foc si-ntepeneste-ma in grinda de la mijloc.
Lasa-ma sa fiu eu pilonul de baza care prin noaptea albastrd,
Catre stele albe, sustine un zgarie-nori.
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Limited

I am riding on a limited express, one of the crack trains of
the nation.

Hurtling across the prairie into blue haze and dark air go
tifteen all-steel coaches holding a thousand people.

(All the coaches shall be scrap and rust and all the men
and women laughing in the diners and sleepers shall pass
to ashes.)

I ask a man in the smoker where he is going and he
answers: “Omaha.”
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Expresul

Calatoresc intr-un expres, unul din trenurile de senzatie ale
natiunii—

Cincisprezece vagoane in intregime de otel, purtand o mie de
calatori, gonesc prin prerie, prin negura albastrd si aerul intunecat.
(Toate vagoanele vor fi odatd numai fier vechi si rugina—toti
barbatii si femeile care acum rad in restaurant sau in cusetele lor vor
deveni cenusa).

In vagonul pentru fumaitori intreb pe cineva incotro merge si el imi

raspunde: ,La Omaha.”
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Jazz Fantasia

Drum on your drums, batter on your banjoes, sob on the
long cool winding saxophones. Go to it, O jazzmen.

Sling your knuckles on the bottoms of the happy tin pans,
let your trombones ooze, and go hushahusha-hush with
the slippery sand-paper.

Moan like an autumn wind high in the lonesome tree-
tops, moan soft like you wanted somebody terrible, cry
like a racing car slipping away from a motorcycle cop,
bang-bang! you jazzmen, bang altogether drums, traps,
banjoes, horns, tin cans—make two people fight on the
top of a stairway and scratch each other’s eyes in a clinch
tumbling down the stairs.

Can the rough stuff .. now a Mississippi steamboat
pushes up the night river with a hoo-hoo-hoo-oo ... and
the green lanterns calling to the high soft stars ... a red
moon rides on the humps of the low river hills ... go to it,
O jazzmen.
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Fantezie de jazz

Bateti tobele, loviti banjourile, suspinati prin lungile, racoroasele,
rasucitele saxofoane. Haideti, o, cantdreti de jazz.

Lasati sa va joace articulatiile pe manerele binecuvantatelor tingiri
de alamad, lasati sd geama tromboanele si sa se dea uta, zgariind ca
hértia de slefuit.

Tanguiti-vad ca vantul de toamna in coroana copacilor singuratici —
gemeti incetisor, ca si cum v-ar fi grozav de dor de cineva, scrasniti
ca franele automobilului de curse ce vireaza ca sd scape de urmadrirea
unor motociclisti, bang-bang! hei, cantareti de jazz, faceti sa se
dezldntuie toate deodata: tobe, trape, banjouri, aldmuri; puneti doi
insi sd se lupte pe acoperisul unui zgarie-nori, sa-si scoatd ochii, intr-
un vacarm ce ndruie stelele.

Ajunge, ispraviti cu brutalitatea... Acum, un vapor cu aburi urca
noaptea fluviul Mississippi si oamenii se-ndeamnd cu hoo-hoo-hoo-
0o... lanternele verzi rdaspund gingaselor, departatelor stele... si-o
luna rosie cdldreste pe crestele colinelor joase de pe mal. Haideti, o
cantareti de jazz!
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They Ask: Is God, Too, Lonely

When God scooped up a handful of dust,
And spit on it, and molded the shape of man,
And blew a breath into it and told it to walk -
That was a great day.

And did God do this because He was lonely?

Did God say to Himself he must have company

And therefore He would make man to walk the earth
And set apart churches for speech and song with God?

These are questions.

They are scrawled in old caves.

They are painted in tall cathedrals.

There are men and women so lonely they believe
God, too, is lonely.
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Oamenii se intreaba daca si Dumnezeu e singur

Cand Dumnezeu a luat o mana de tarana,
a umezit-o cu scuipat
sii-a dat forma omeneasca si suflare,

a fost 0 zi mare.

Fadcut-a Dumnezeu asa, prea singur pentru cd era
si pentru ca si-a spus ca-i trebuie tovarasie;
trimes-a omul pe pamant biserici sd zideasca —

unde sa stea la sfat cu El, sa-i inalte cantari?

Sunt intrebadri ce-s scrijelite in pesteri de demult
si zugravite-n ‘nalte catedrale
Existd insa oameni care atat de singuri sunt,

de-I cred pe Domnul singur, cum ei sunt pe pamant.
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Vachel Lindsay
[1879-1931]

Vachel Lindsay s-a ndscut in 1879, la Springfield, Illinois, unde a absolvit mai tarziu o scoald superioard; a studiat apoi artele
frumoase la Chicago si New York.

La doudzeci si sase de ani, asemeni lui Carl Sandburg, incepe sa caldtoreascd prin State ca un trubadur modern. Compune,
improvizeaza si recitd poeme insotindu-le de un fond muzical inspirat din folclorul si arta populara americana.

Poetul-cantdret reinvie stransa legaturd originara dintre poezie si muzica, rdtdcind prin scoli, ferme, cartiere populare,
punédndu-si arta in slujba acelora , ale caror visuri curate se pierd in orase si sate sordide”. Visul sau era ca orice comunitate, fie ea
cat de neinsemnatd, sd devind un centru al frumosului, si timp de peste 20 de ani peregrineaza insufletindu-si auditoriul, dar
istovindu-si fortele.

Bolnav, poetul s-a sinucis la New-York in 1931.

Dintre volumele mai importante amintim General Booth Enters into Heaven and Other Poems (Generalul Booth intrd in rai si alte
poeme —1913), Congo and Other Poems (Congo si alte poeme —1914) si Collected Poems (Poeme alese —1925).
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The Flower-Fed Buffaloes

The flower-fed buffaloes of the spring

In the days of long ago,

Ranged where the locomotives sing

And the prairie flowers lie low: —

The tossing, blooming, perfumed grass
Is swept away by the wheat

Wheels and wheels and wheels spin by
In the spring that still is sweet.

But the flower-fed buffaloes of the spring
Left us, long ago.

They gore no more, they bellow no more,
They trundle around the hills no more: —
With the Blackfeet, lying low,

With the Pawnees, lying low,

Lying low.
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Bivolii care se hraneau cu flori

De demult, bivolii se hraneau primavara cu flori,
ratdcind pe-acolo unde azi cantd locomotiva
si florile preriei zac culcate la pamant.
Unduinda, frageda, inmiresmata iarba

a fost inghitita de grau.

Roti, roti, roti se-nvartesc

si primavara tot dulce este,

dar bivolii care se hraneau cu florile ei
ne-au pardsit demult:

nu mai impung, nu mai mugesc,

de pe coline nu se mai rostogolesc

cu ascuns viclesug,

cu ascunse copite.
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General William Booth Enters into Heaven

Booth led boldly with his big bass drum —

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

The Saints smiled gravely and they said: “He’s come.”
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Walking lepers followed, rank on rank,

Lurching bravoes from the ditches dank,

Drabs from the alleyways and drug fiends pale —Minds still
passion-ridden, soul-powers frail: —

Vermin-eaten saints with mouldy breath,

Unwashed legions with the ways of Death —

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)

Every slum had sent its half-a-score

The round world over. (Booth had groaned for more.)
Every banner that the wide world flies

Bloomed with glory and transcendent dyes.
Big-voiced lasses made their banjos bang,

Tranced, fanatical, they shrieked and sang: —

»~Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?”
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Generalul William Booth intra in rai

Mandru, in frunte, mergea Booth cu toba mare de-alama:
(In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)

Grav suradeau sfintii si spuneau: ,lata-l, a venit.”

(In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)

Urmau leprosii randuri, randuri, asteptand, din umede
santuri, careva sa-i admire.

Apoi, femeile de strada si-nvechitii in rele,

suflete neputincioase, stapanite de patimi grele;

sfinti rosi de vermind, cu rasuflare mucegaita,

Legiuni de fiinte-ntinate, adunate de pe meleagurile mortii
(In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)

Fiece coclau din lume isi trimisese jumatate din efectiv;
Booth gasea cd nu sunt destui si bombanea nemultumit.
Toate stindardele ce fluturd pe pamant, glorioasele, vesnicele
culori defilau; tineri cu voci puternice cantau,

banjoul vibra: Bang!

Fanatic, extatic cantau si strigau:

(In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)
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Hallelujah! It was queer to see

Bull-necked convicts with that land make free.
Loons with trumpets blowed a blare, blare, blare
On, on upward thro” the golden air!

(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?)
Booth died blind and still by Faith he trod,
Eyes still dazzled by the ways of God.

Booth led boldly, and he looked the chief
Eagle countenance in sharp relief,

Beard a-flying, air of high command
Unabated in that holy land.

Jesus came from out the court-house door,

Stretched his hands above the passing poor.

Booth saw not, but led his queer ones there

Round and round the mighty court-house square.
Yet in an instant all that blear review

Marched on spotless, clad in raiment new.

The lame were straightened, withered limbs uncurled
And blind eyes opened on a new, sweet world.

Drabs and vixens in a flash made whole!
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Aleluia! Ciudat mai era de vazut, ocnasi cu cefe de taur

plimbandu-se-n voie,

nebuni sufland in trompete, tu-tu-tu, ciudat era de vazut,

tu-tu-tu, drept inaintea lor si prin vazduhul aurit:
(In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)?
Booth a murit orb, dar credinta sa il méana,

ochii numai pe caile Domnului si-i atintea.

Booth mergea-n frunte, cu-nfatisare de comandant,
chip si-ascutime de vultur neinduplecat,

cu barba in vant, tinuta poruncitoare,

el insusi, nedezmintit, in aceasta sfanta tara.

lisus iesi pe poarta cerescului tribunal

si-asupra sarmanilor intinse mana spre binecuvantare;

Booth nu-l vazu, dar conduse bizara trupa jur-imprejur,

pand izbuti in curtea cerescului tribunal s-o aduca
si-ntr-o clipa, toatd aceastd zgomotoasa adunare
in mare tinuta, defila in pas de parada.

Paralitici dezmortiti, schilozi indreptati,

ochi orbi in dulce lumind din nou scaldati;
prostituatele, decazutii, viciosii, intr-o clipd curati.
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Gone was the weasel-head, the snout, the jowl! Adio, chipuri de fiard, guri strambe si mésti hidoase!
Sages and sibyls now, and athletes clean, Sibile si magi deveneau, si straluciti atleti,
Rulers of empires, and of forests green! stdpanitorii imperiilor si ai codrilor verzi!
The hosts were sandalled, and their wings were fire! Aripi de foc avea ostirea si-n picioare sandale:
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?) (In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)
But their noise played havoc with the angel-choir. Si se lua la trantd cu ale ingerilor osti ce cantau
(Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?) (In sangele Mielului v-ati spalat de pacate?)

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Simon Legree
A Negro Sermon

Legree’s big house was white and green.
His cotton-fields were the best to be seen.
He had strong horses and opulent cattle,

And bloodhounds bold, with chains that would rattle.

His garret was full of curious things:
Books of magic, bags of gold,

And rabbits’ feet on long twine strings.
BUT HE WENT DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

Legree he sported a brass-buttoned coat,

A snake-skin necktie, a blood-red shirt.
Legree he had a beard like a goat,

And a thick hairy neck, and eyes like dirt.
His puffed-out cheeks were fish-belly white,
He had great long teeth, and an appetite.

He ate raw meat, ‘'most every meal,

And rolled his eyes till the cat would squeal.
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Simon Legree
O predicd neagra

Marea casd a lui Legree era alba si verde;
Campurile lui de bumbac, cele mai ardtoase;
Avea cai vigurosi si catari voinici,

Caini rédi cu lanturi sunatoare.

Podul ii era plin de lucruri ciudate;

Carti de magie, sdculete cu aur si

Picioare de iepuri spanzurau de sus,

INSA EL IN IAD A AJUNS.

Legree purta haina cu nasturi de-alams,
Cravatd de sarpe, cdmasa sangerie;

Avea o barba ca barba de tap,

Ceafa pdroasa si groasd;

Ochii ii pareau murdari,

Fata alba si-umflata ca pantecul pestilor;
Dintii mari, ca si pofta lui de mancare:

La mai fiece masd, infulecAnd carne cruda,
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His fist was an enormous size

To mash poor niggers that told him lies:
He was surely a witch-man in disguise.
BUT HE WENT DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

He wore hip-boots, and would wade all day
To capture his slaves that had fled away.
BUT HE WENT DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

He beat poor Uncle Tom to death

Who prayed for Legree with his last breath.
Then Uncle Tom to Eva flew,

To the high sanctoriums bright and new;
And Simon Legree stared up beneath,

And cracked his heels, and ground his teeth:
AND WENT DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

He crossed the yard in the storm and gloom;
He went into his grand front room.

He said, “I killed him, and I don’t care.”

He kicked a hound, he gave a swear;
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Rotea niste ochi de punea si pisica pe fuga;
Pumnul lui de 0 mdrime enormsd,
Strivea bietii Negri ce l-ar fi mintit cu vreo vorba.
Desigur, vreun vrdjitor o fi fost intr-ascuns,
INSA EL IN IAD A AJUNS.

Purta cizme inalte si umbla ziua-ntreaga prin apa
Sd vada de nu cumva fuge vreun sclav si ii scapa,
INSA EL IN IAD A AJUNS.

Pe biet Tom, unchiasul, cu bdtaia in moarte l-a alungat,
Dar Tom pana la ultima suflare pentru Legree s-a rugat,
Dupa care, sufletul unchiului Tom a pornit in zbor
Acolo unde e Eva si templul cel nou si stralucitor.
Simon Legree in sus dupa Tom a privit,

A batut manios din picior si din dinti a scrasnit

SI IN IAD S-A TREZIT.

Pe viscol si bezna prin tinda raiului a trecut,
La Diavol s-a dus in salonul cel mare din fata

</,

Si-a spus: , Eu l-am omoréat, dar nu-mi pasd”;
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He tightened his belt, he took a lamp,
Went down cellar to the webs and damp.
There in the middle of the mouldy floor
He heaved up a slab, he found a door —
AND WENT DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

His lamp blew out, but his eyes burned bright.

Simon Legree stepped down all night —
DOWN, DOWN TO THE DEVIL.

Simon Legree he reached the place,

He saw one half of the human race,

He saw the Devil on a wide green throne,
Gnawing the meat from a big ham-bone,
And he said to Mister Devil:

“I see that you have much to eat—
A red ham-bone is surely sweet.

I see that you have lion’s feet;

I see your frame is fat and fine,

I see you drink your poison wine —
Blood and burning turpentine.”
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A dat apoi cu picioru-ntr-un céine, a tras o injurdturd,
Zdravan si-a strans cingdtoarea, a luat o lampa in mana
Si s-a dus spre pivnita rece si paienjenita.
Acolo, din mijlocul dusumelei putregdite, a ridicat o lespede
grea, ce o usd era,
SIS-A DUS LA DRACU PRIN EA.

Lampa i se stinsese, dar ochii ii ardeau;

Cat tinu intreaga noapte treptele coborau
ADANC, TOT MAI ADANC, SPRE IAD DUCAND.
Cand ajunse-n sfarsit, far’ sa prinda de stire,
Se trezi fatd-n fatd cu jumatate din omenire.
Pe Dracu il vdzu pe un tron mare si verde,
Rozand carnea de pe osul unei sunci superbe
$i Domnului Drac el ii spuse:

,Vad ca ai destuld mancare:

Osul suncii e dulce si mare.

Vad ci ai labe tari de leu,

inféjci@are falnicd, plina,

Si iti bei vinu-nveninat:

Sange si-arzanda terebentina.”
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And the Devil said to Simon Legree:

“I like your style, so wicked and free.
Come sit and share my throne with me,
And let us bark and revel.”

And there they sit and gnash their teeth,

And each one wears a hop-vine wreath.

They are matching pennies and shooting craps,
They are playing poker and taking naps.

And old Legree is fat and fine:

He eats the fire, he drinks the wine —

Blood and burning turpentine —

DOWN, DOWN WITH THE DEVIL;

DOWN, DOWN WITH THE DEVIL;

DOWN, DOWN WITH THE DEVIL.
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{i raspunse Dracu:

»~Cu-adevdrat, imi place felul tdu liber si stricat,
Vino, sa-mpart cu tine tronul meu,

Pe toti ceilalti i-om jefui

Om chefui mereu.”

Acolo sunt de-atunci si dintii si-i ascut,

Pe cap cununi din rod de vie-avand;

Potrivesc gologani, mdtasuri netezesc,

Joacd poker si mult siesta isi iubesc.

Simon Legree, batranul, e gras si-i merge bine:
Manéanca foc si soarbe vinu-nveninat:

Sange si-arzdnda terebentina.

JOS, JOS, LAOLALTA CU DRACU,

JOS, JOS, LAOLALTA CU DRACU,

JOS, JOS, LAOLALTA CU DRACU.
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The Chinese Nightingale

fragment

By the city called Han, the peacock town,

By the city called Han, the nightingale town,

The nightingale town.

Then sang the bird, so strangely gay,
Fluttering, fluttering, ghostly and gray,
A vague, unravelling, final tune,

Like a long unwinding silk cocoon;
Sang as though for the soul of him
Who ironed away in that bower dim: —
“I have forgotten

Your dragons great,

Merry and mad and friendly and bold.
Dim is your proud lost palace-gate.

I vaguely know

There were heroes of old,

Troubles more than the heart could hold,
There were wolves in the woods
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Privighetoarea chinezeasca

fragment

Langd orasul numit Han, orasul pdunilor,

langa orasul numit Han, orasul privighetorilor,

orasul privighetorilor,

canta pasdrea cu ciudatd veselie,

fluturand, fluturand fantomatica, cenusia, vaga si trista melodie finald,
parca ar fi desfasurat lungul fir al unei gogosi de matase,

parcd ar fi cantat de sufletul celui care-n lanturi disparuse in bolta
intunecata:

,Am uitat balaurii mari,

prietenosi, plesuvi,

veseli, nebuni —i-am uitat—

In bezna stau mandrele porti ale pierdutului nostru palat...”

Abia mai stiu ca demult au existat eroi

si dureri mai mari decat le poate indura inima.

Lupii erau in paduri si mieii in tarcuri,

cuiburile, in varful migdalului, pomul etern verde —

si al dudului negru.
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Yet lambs in the fold,
Nests in the top of the almond tree...

The evergreen tree... and the mulberry tree...

Life and hurry and joy forgotten,
Years on years I but half-remember...
Man is a torch, then ashes soon,

May and June, then dead December,
Dead December, then again June.

Who shall end my dream’s confusion?

Life is a loom, weaving illusion...

[ remember, I remember

There were ghostly veils and laces...
In the shadowy bowery places...
With lovers” ardent faces

Bending to one another,

Speaking each his part.

They infinitely echo

In the red cave of my heart.
‘Sweetheart, sweetheart, sweetheart,”
They said to one another.

They spoke, I think, of perils past.
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Viata, graba, bucuria, uitate,

ani si ani —mi-i amintesc numai pe jumatate —
Omul este o torta si, degrabd, este cenusa...

Mai si iunie, apoi decembrie, luna cea moarts,
decembrie, luna cea moarta si iunie iar.

Cine sa pund capat incalcitelor mele vise?

Viata este un gherghef in care se tes iluzii...
Mi-amintesc, mi-amintesc fantomatice dantele si valuri
in iatacul plin de umbra al amantilor

ce-si inclinau unul dinaintea celuilalt fata arzatoare,
rostindu-si fiecare rolul sau;

ecoul glasului lor e nesfarsit

in bolta rosie a inimii mele.

,,Jubite, iubite, iubit,

isi spuneau unul altuia.

Cred cd vorbeau despre primejdii trecute,

cred cd, apoi, despre liniste nesfarsita-au vorbit.

De un lucru imi amintesc bine:

,Primdvara a continuat la infinit,

primdvara a continuat la infinit...”
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They spoke, I think, of peace at last.

One thing I remember:
Spring came on forever,
Spring came on forever,”
Said the Chinese nightingale.
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Wallace Stevens
[1879 —1955]

Complexat de reticente, migalos stilist, cultivand o poezie ce drapeaza sub o delicatd transparentd o imagine violentd,
Wallace Stevens isi publica intaiul volum Harmonium abia la 44 de ani (1923). Premiile Bollinger (1949) si Pulitzer (1955) vor marca
stralucit reusita in poezie a nu mai putin stralucitului avocat si manager financiar.

In volumul de eseuri din 1951 — The Necessary Angel (Ingerul necesar) — Wallace Stevens isi defineste conceptia estetica: ingerul
necesar, adica imaginatia, cel mai generos si indispensabil atribut uman, genereaza prin necesitate poezia, aceasta putand oferi
omului cunoasterea unor sensuri si ,intelesuri atat de diferite fatd de intelesurile notiunilor care-si au originea in ratiune”.

S-a ndscut la Reading, Pennsylvania, studiaza la Harvard University, apoi la New York Law School, incepand sa pledeze
din 1904. Dintre apreciatele volume de poezie pe care le publica dupa atat de amanatul si timidul sau debut amintim Ideas of Order
(Ideea de ordine—1935), Owl’s Clover (Trifoiul bufnitei —1936), The Man with the Blue Guitar (Omul cu chitara albastrd —1937), Parts of a
World (Parti dintr-o lume—1942), Transports to Summer (Elan spre vard—1947), The Auroras of Autumn (Aurorele toamnei—1950),
Collected Poems (Poeme alese —1954).
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Poetry Is a Destructive Force

That’s what misery is,
Nothing to have at heart.
It is to have or nothing.

It is a thing to have,
A lion, an ox in his breast,
To feel it breathing there.

Corazon, stout dog,
Young ox, bow-legged bear,

He tastes its blood, not spit.

He is like a man

In the body of a violent beast.

Its muscles are his own...

The lion sleeps in the sun.
Its nose is on its paws.
It can kill a man.
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Poezia este o forta destructiva

Acesta e blestemul:
In inim3 sa n-ai nimic.

Trebuie inima sa-ti fie plind, sau esti mort.

Ceva in piept trebuie sd existe
Bour sau leu—
Pe care sa-l auzi cand respira.

Corazon, caine puternic,
Tanar bour sau urs cu picioarele-aduse
Sange vrea, nu scuipat.

E ca un barbat
Intrupat intr-o fiinta aprinsa
Muschii fiarei sunt muschii ei...

Cu nasul pe labe
Doarme leul la soare
Dar poate pe om sa-1 omoare.
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Domination of Black

At night, by the fire,

The colors of the bushes

And of the fallen leaves,

Repeating themselves,

Turned in the room,

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

Yes: but the color of the heavy hemlocks
Came striding.

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.

The colors of their tails

Were like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind,

In the twilight wind.

They swept over the room,

Just as they flew from the boughs of the hemlocks
Down to the ground.
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Sub semnul intunericului

Noaptea in reflexul focului

Culorile desisurilor

Si frunzele cazute,

Rotindu-se-n jurul lor insesi
Patrund in odaie

Asemenea frunzelor

Ce-n vant se rotesc.

Da: insa culoarea grea a cucutei
Intrd in salturi

Si mi-am amintit de tipatul paunilor.

Culorile cozilor de paun

Erau asemenea frunzelor

Ce se rotesc in vant,

In vant crepuscular,

Pluteau prin incdpere

In zborul lor de pe ramurile de cucuta
Spre pamant.
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I heard them cry — the peacocks.
Was it a cry against the twilight

Or against the leaves themselves
Turning in the wind,

Turning as the flames

Turned in the fire,

Turning as the tails of the peacocks
Turned in the loud fire,

Loud as the hemlocks

Full of the cry of the peacocks?

Or was it a cry against the hemlocks?

Out of the window,

I saw how the planets gathered

Like the leaves themselves

Turning in the wind.

I saw how the night came,

Came striding like the color of the heavy hemlocks
I felt afraid.

And I remembered the cry of the peacocks.
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Am auzit paunii tipand

Fu un strigdt impotriva-nserdrii

Sau impotriva frunzelor insesi

Ce se roteau in vant

Ce se roteau ca fldcarile in foc

Asemenea cozilor paunilor

Se-nvartejeau in focul puternic

Puternic cum e cucuta

Résunand de tipatul paunilor?

Sau a fost un strigdt indreptat impotriva cucutei?

De la fereastra

Am vazut planetele adunandu-se

Ca frunzele-nvartejite de vant,

Am vazut noaptea venind

Lunecand asemenea culorilor grele ale cucutei.
M-am infricosat.

Si mi-am amintit de tipatul paunilor.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

136



The Poems of Our Climate

I

Clear water in a brilliant bowl,

Pink and white carnations. The light
In the room more like a snowy air,

Reflecting snow. A newly-fallen snow

At the end of winter when afternoons return.

Pink and white carnations —one desires
So much more than that. The day itself
Is simplified: a bowl of white,

Cold, a cold porcelain, low and round,

With nothing more than the carnations there.

II

Say even that this complete simplicity
Stripped one of all one’s torments, concealed
The evilly compounded, vital I

And made it fresh in a world of white,

A world of clear water, brilliant-edged,
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Poeme ale timpului nostru

I

Apad limpede intr-o cupa scanteietoare,
Garoafe albe si roz. Lumina

Din incapere seamdnd a zapada

Care reflecta zapada. Proaspat-cazuta zapada
De sfarsit de iarnd cand dupa-amiezele revin.
Garoafe albe si roz—insa doresti

Cu mult mai mult decat atat. Ziua insasi

Se simplificd: o cupd rotunda si joasa

De portelan alb, rece, de portelan rece

Si-n ea nimic altceva decat garoafe.

II

Chiar dacd aceastd desdvarsita simplicitate
Te-ar putea izbdvi de chinuri, ar putea

Alina rdul ascuns in eul vital,

Ti-ar aduce inviorare intr-o lume alba toata,
O lume de apa curata si tdrmuri scanteietoare,

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

138
Still one would want more, one would need more, Altceva ai dori, spre altceva ai tinde
More than a world of white and snowy scents. Decét spre o lume de albe zdpezi si parfumuri.
III I
There would still remain the never-resting mind, Nelinistea spiritului tot ar ddinui,
So that one would want to escape, come back Incat ai vrea si te smulgi spre a regsi
To what had been so long composed. Tot ce indelungata vreme ai cunoscut.
The imperfect is our paradise. Imperfectiunea e raiul nostru.
Note that, in this bitterness, delight, Aflati cd in amaraciune-i desfatare,
Since the imperfect is so hot in us, De vreme ce neimplinirea arde in noi
Lies in flawed words and stubborn sounds. Cu vorbe si sunete de neinmladiat.
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Sad Strains of a Gay Waltz

The truth is that there comes a time
When we can mourn no more over music
That is so much motionless sound.

There comes a time when the waltz
Is no longer a mode of desire, a mode
Of revealing desire and is empty of shadows.

Too many waltzes have ended. And then
There’s that mountain-minded Hoon,

For whom desire was never that of the waltz,

Who found all form and order in solitude,

For whom the shapes were never the figures of men.

Now, for him, his forms have vanished.

There is order in neither sea nor sun.
The shapes have lost their glistening.

Arhiva Margareta Sterian
Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

Triste acorduri ale unui vals vesel

Este asa, cd vine un timp
cand nu mai regretdm muzica —
sunet lipsit de miscare.

Vine un timp, cand valsul
nu mai este dorinta si revelatia ei,

iar fantomele l-au parasit.

Prea multe valsuri s-au sfarsit. Dar mai exista
o fiinta ciudata pentru care dorinta
niciodatd cu valsul nu s-a-mpletit,

care si-a aflat sensurile toate in ordonare si singuratate,
si ale cdrei fantome ce acum au pierit,
n-au fost niciodata siluete omenesti.

Ordine nu e in mari, si nici in soare,
fantomele si-au pierdut scanteierea
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There are these sudden mobs of men,

These sudden clouds of faces and arms,
An immense suppression, freed,
These voices crying without knowing for what,

Except to be happy, without knowing how,
Imposing forms they cannot describe,
Requiring order beyond their speech.

Too many waltzes have ended. Yet the shapes
For which the voices cry, these, too, may be
Modes of desire, modes of revealing desire.

Too many waltzes — The epic of disbelief
Blares oftener and soon, will soon be constant.
Some harmonious sceptic soon in a sceptical music

Will unite these figures of men and their shapes
Will glisten again with motion, the music
Will be motion and full of shadows.
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si, deodata, au apdrut aceste multimi omenesti —

nori compacti de obraze si brate —
o imensa-nfranare eliberats,
voci strigand fdra sa stie pentru ce alta

decat pentru fericire, fard sd stie ce-i fericirea,
impunand forme pe care nu le pot descrie,
reclamand randuieli care le depdsesc.

Prea multe valsuri s-au sfarsit. Totusi, aratarile
dupad care se tanguie vocile-acestea pot fi si ele
forme ale dorintei, revelatia ei.

Prea multe valsuri s-au sfarsit. Epopeea scepticismului

prinde contur si curand, curand se va statornici
vreo scepticd armonie a unei muzici sceptice

care va uni aceste trupuri omenesti, si umbrele lor
vor stradluci din nou in miscarea unei armonii —
miscare insufletitd de umbre.
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Lola Ridge
[1873-1941]

Lola Ridge s-a nascut in Irlanda si a murit in Statele Unite; pardsise Irlanda incad din tinerete pentru a locui la Sydney in
Australia. In 1907 a venit in Statele Unite unde si-a castigat existenta ca scriitoare, model pentru pictori si lucratoare in fabrica.

Pasiunea pentru dreptate sociald si cdntec convertit in imagini caracterizeazd opera sa poetica.

A scris: The Ghetto and Other Poems (Ghettoul si alte poeme), 1918, iar volumul sdu Dance of Fire (Dansul focului), 1935, cuprinde
o serie de sonete foarte pretuite pentru frumusetea continutului si perfectiunea formei.
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The Ghetto

Old Sodos no longer makes saddles.

He has forgotten how.

Time spins like a crazy dial in his brain,
And night by night

I see the love-gesture of his arm

In its green-greasy coat-sleeve

Circling the Book,

And the candles gleaming starkly

On the blotched-paper whiteness of his face,
Like a miswritten psalm...

Night by night

I hear his lifted praise,

Like a broken whinnying

Before the Lord’s shut gate.

Lights go out
And the stark trunks of the factories
Melt into the drawn darkness,
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Pasaje din Ghettoul

Bétranul Sodo nu mai lucreazi sei.

A si uitat cum...

Timpul se-nvarteste in capul lui ca un ceasornic
nebun

Si seara dupa seara,

Vad bratul sdu in maneca inverzita, soioasa,
Cuprinzand cu dragoste Cartea

Si lumanarile stralucind puternic

Pe albul fetei sale ca hartia mototolita

A unui psalm gresit...

Si seara dupad seara,

Aud indltandu-se rugile sale ca un planset, din cand
in cand intrerupt,

Dinaintea portilor inchise ale Domnului.

Luminile se sting
Si camioanele grele
Se topesc in intunericul
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Sheathing like a seamless garment.

And mothers take home their babies,

Waxen and delicately curled,

Like little potted flowers closed under the stars.
Lights go out...

And colors rush together,

Fusing and floating away...

Pale worn gold like the settings of old jewels...
Mauves, exquisite, tremulous, and luminous purples
And burning spires in aureoles of light

Like shimmering auras.

They are covering up the pushcarts...

Now all have gone save an old man with mirrors —
Little oval mirrors like tiny pools.

He shuffles up a darkened street

Arhiva Margareta Sterian

And the moon burnishes his mirrors till they shine like phosphorus...

The moon like a skull,

Staring out of eyeless sockets at the old men trundling home the

pushcarts.
A sallow dawn is in the sky
As I enter my little green room.
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Ca o haina far3 cusaturi.

Iar mamele isi duc acasa copiii

Palizi cum e ceara si usor carliontati,

Ca flori mititele ce se strang peste noapte-n ghivecele
lor.

Luminile se sting...

Iar culorile navalesc si se-aduna,

Se topesc laolalta si trec plutind:

Aur palid, uzat, ca monturile vechilor giuvaeruri,
Mov minunat, jucdus, si purpuriu luminos,

Spirale arzande inconjurate de aureole scanteietoare.
Isi acopar carucioarele...

Au plecat toti, afard de un batran cu oglinjoare —
Oglinjoare ovale ca mici ochiuri de apa —

fmpinge caruciorul pe o strada intunecoasa

Si luna arde-n oglinzile lui fosfor...

Luna, ca un craniu, priveste din gropile goale ale
ochilor
La badtranul impingand trudnic caruciorul spre casa.
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Without, the frail moon

Worn to a silvery tissue,

Throws a faint glamour on the roofs,

And down the shadowy spires

Lights tip-toe out...

Softly as when lovers close street doors.
Out of the Battery

A little wind

Stirs idly —as an arm

Trails over a boat’s side in dalliance —
Rippling the smooth dead surface of the heat,
And Hester street,

Like a forlorn woman over-born

By many babies at her teats,

Turns on her trampled bed to meet the day.
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Pe cer, palida-i aurora

Cand ajung in mica mea oddita verde —

Afard, fragild, luna nu mai e decat o panza subtire de
argint,

Ce-si asterne splendoarea pe-acoperisuri,

Iar jos, in umbra, spiralele se sting rand pe rand,
Usor, cum inchid amantii usa dinspre strada a casei.
Dincolo de Battery

Un vant marunt se misca alene,

Iar peste marginea unei barci

Un brat ca o dezmierdare

Increteste neteda, infierbantata fatd a apei.

Hester Street,

Ca o femeie sarmand cu prea multi prunci la séan,
Se-ntoarce in patul ei ravdsit, sa-ntampine ziua.
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William Carlos Williams
[1883-1963]

William Carlos Williams s-a ndscut la Rutherford, statul New Jersey; a studiat la New York, in Elvetia si apoi la Universitatea
din Pennsylvania, pe care a absolvit-o in 1926, an in care primeste si premiul Dial pentru poezie. A practicat medicina la Rutherford.
Ezra Pound, pe care l-a cunoscut, i-a publicat versuri in Antologia Imagistd, apdrutd la Londra.

Scrisul lui William Carlos Williams se particularizeaza prin folosirea tonului conversational care transpune si tensioneaza
tirescul si vigurosul retorism al stilului oral american.

Dintre operele prolificului poet, eseist, prozator, sunt notabile Transitional (Treceri —1913), Spring and All (Primdvard si altele —
1923), Selected Poems (Poezii alese —1949), Autobiography of William Carlos Williams —1951, The Build Up (Claditul —1952), Journey to
Love (Cilditorie spre iubire —1955), The Farmer’s Daughters (Fiicele fermierului —1961).

In 1953 este distins cu premiul Bollinger pentru poezie, iar 10 ani mai tarziu, cu prilejul publicirii unui nou volum de lirici —

Pictures from Breughel (Picturi dupd Breughel) —i se decerneaza Premiul Pulitzer.
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Portrait of a Lady

Your thighs are appletrees
whose blossoms touch the sky.
Which sky? The sky

where Watteau hung a lady’s
slipper. Your knees

are a southern breeze —or

a gust of snow. Agh! what
sort of man was Fragonard?

— As if that answered
anything. — Ah, yes. Below

the knees, since the tune

drops that way;, it is

one of those white summer days,
the tall grass of your ankles
flickers upon the shore —
Which shore? —

the sand clings to my lips—
Which shore?

Arhiva Margareta Sterian
Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

146

Portretul unei doamne

Incheieturile tale sunt meri

cu ramuri inflorite pand la cer.
Care cer? Cerul

de care Watteau a prins pantoful
unei doamne. Genunchii tdi
sunt briza de miaza-zi—sau

o pala de zdpada. Ah! Ce

fel de om a fost Fragonard?

— parca asta ar lamuri ceva.

A, da—mai jos de genunchi

e una din acele zile albe de varg;
Iarba inalta a incheieturilor
licdre pe tarm —

Care tarm?

Ah, poate petale. Cum

as putea sti?

Care tarm? Care tarm?

Am spus petalele florii de mar.
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Agh, petals maybe. How

should I know?

Which shore? Which shore?

— the petals from some hidden
appletree — Which shore?

I said petals from an appletree.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Light Becomes Darkness

The decay of cathedrals
is efflorescent

through the phenomenal
growth of movie houses

whose catholicity
is progress since
destruction and creation

are simultaneous

without sacrifice

of even the smallest
detail even to the
volcanic organ whose

woe is translatable
to joy if light becomes
darkness and darkness
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Lumina devine intuneric

Decadenta catedralelor —
fluorescenta
datorata fenomenalei inmultiri

a cinematografelor

al caror acord cu biserica
inseamna progres de cand
creatia si distrugerea

7
sunt simultane

fard a omite ceva

de la amanuntul neinsemnat
pana la vulcanica orga

a carei manie

se traduce in veselie de cand
intunericul a devenit lumina
si lumina intuneric —
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light, as it will —

But schism which seems
adamant is diverted

from the perpendicular

by simply rotating the object

cleaving away the root of
disaster which it
seemed to foster. Thus

the movies are a moral force.

Nightly the crowds
with the closeness and
universality of sand
witness the selfspittle

which used to be drowned
in incense and intoned
over by the supple-jointed

imagination of inoffensiveness.
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dupa plac.

Schisma ce pare

tare ca diamantul

este zdruncinata

prin simpla rotatie a obiectivului

care ddramd muntele de dezastre
ce parea cd a inaltat
si-astfel cinematograful

devine o fortd morala.

Multimea, seard de seara

cu densitatea

si universalitatea nisipului

e martora propriilor defectiuni

care altadata erau inecate

in fum de tamaie

si acoperite de corul

unei suple conceptii despre bine si rdu.
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Apology

Why do I write today?
The beauty of

the terrible faces

of our nonentities

stirs me to it:

colored women

day workers —

old and experienced —
returning home at dusk
in cast off clothing
faces like

old Florentine oak.
Also

the set pieces

of your faces stir me —
leading citizens —

but not

in the same way.
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Iertare

De ce mai scriu acum?
Frumusetea teribilelor chipuri
ale iluziilor noastre

ma incita:

Femei de culoare

zilieri—

batrani cu experientd —
inapoindu-se acasd in amurg
cu haina pe méana

chipul

ca vechi lemn florentin.

Mad-ndeamna de asemenea
figurile voastre asezate,
cetdteni de vaza —

dar nu-ntr-acelasi fel.
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And the Flowers Alone... De n-ar fi fost decat florile
I should have to be Ar trebui sa fiu

Chaucer to describe Chaucer ca sa le pot

them — descrie —

Loss keeps nu sunt

me from such a in stare de-asemenea
catalogue — uluitoare enumerare —

But! Dar!

—low, the jos, vioreaua, fara

violet, scentless as

it is here! higher

the peartree in full
bloom through which
a light falls as

rain—

And that is gone —
Only, there remains —
Now!

the cherry trees

white in all back

parfum cum o vedeti,

pe sus— parul inflorit

prin care lumina se cerne ca
ploaia—

Si asta a trecut —
Dar au mai ramas
Acum!

ciresii albind prin
toate curtile dosnice
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yards —

And bare as

they are the coral
peach trees melting
the harsh air—
excellence

priceless beyond
all later

fruit!

And now, driven, |
go, forced to
another day —
Whose yellow quilt
flapping in the
stupendous light —

Forsythia, quince
blossoms —

and all

the living hybrids
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si despuiati cum sunt

7
piersicii de coral
topindu-se-n aerul aspru
perfectiune
nepretuitd intrecand fructele
ce-ar veni dupad ea!

Si-acum, manat din urma,
silit, ma duc sa-ntampin
o alta zi

cu hlamida galbena
falfaind in uimitoare
lumina

florile de gutui
ale Forsythiei

si toti razbatatorii
hibrizi cati sunt.
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Pastoral

When I was younger

it was plain to me

I must make something of myself.
Older now

I walk back streets

admiring the houses{15}

of the very poor:

roof out of line with sides
the yards cluttered

with old chicken wire, ashes,
furniture gone wrong;

the fences and outhouses
built of barrel-staves

and parts of boxes, all,

if  am fortunate,

smeared a bluish green

that properly weathered
pleases me best

of all colors. [...]
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Pastorala

Cand eram mai tanar

imi era clar

cd trebuie sd fac ceva din mine.
Acum sunt mai varstnic

ma plimb pe strazi dosnice
admirand casele

celor foarte saraci:
acoperisuri informe

curti Intesate cu sarma

de vechi cotete, cenusa,
mobila stricats;

garduri si soproane

in intregime din bidoane

si bucati de cutii vechi—
daca am noroc

dau de vreun verde-albastrui
patat si patinat

care imi place

mai presus de orice culoare.
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Sara Teasdale
[1884-1933]

S-a ndscut in 1884 la St. Louis, Missouri, si a murit in imprejurari tragice la New York in 1933. In tinerete fusese marea iubire
a poetului Vachel Lindsay. Dezamadgita, nu aluneca in cinic, ci acceptd cu demnitate aspectele sumbre ale existentei. Poemele sale,
desi triste, nu esueaza in sentimentalism; sensibilitatea pentru frumosul incdrcat de mahnire, tentatia surprinderii sensurilor
talcuite sunt drapate de poetd cu aparte discretie, conferind versurilor o aureold de seninatate.

Prima sa carte apare in 1907 — Sonnets to Duse and Other Poems (Sonete pentru Duse si alte poeme). Urmeaza volumele Helen of
Troy and Other Poems (Elena din Troia si alte poeme —1911), Rivers to the Sea (Fluvii spre mare —1915), apoi Dark of the Moon (Intunericul
lunii —1926), tradus in majoritatea limbilor europene de circulatie si in japoneza. Postum apare Strange Victory (Stranie victorie—
1933).
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Water Lilies

If you have forgotten water lilies floating

On a dark lake among mountains in the afternoon shade,
If you have forgotten their wet, sleepy fragrance,

Then you can return and not be afraid.

But if you remember, then turn away forever
To the plains and the prairies where pools are far apart,
There you will not come at dusk on closing water lilies,

And the shadow of mountains will not fall on your heart.

L
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Nuferi

Daca ai uitat nuferii ce plutesc pe-nserat
Pe fata lacului intunecat de munte,
Daca ai uitat parfumul lor umed, adormitor,

Poti reveni fara teama in preajma lor.

Dar daca il tii minte, pleaca pentru totdeauna

Spre sesuri si prerii, unde nu sunt lacuri pe-aproape,
Acolo nuferi ce se-nchid in amurg, nu vei vedea,

Si umbra muntilor nu va cobori in inima ta.
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The Solitary Singuratate
My heart has grown rich with the passing of years, Cu trecerea anilor inima mea s-a imbogatit:
I have less need now than when I was young Am mai putind nevoie acum decat in trecut
To share myself with every comer Sa md impart cu orice necunoscut, $i,
Or shape my thoughts into words with my tongue. rostindu-le, gandurilor mele sa le dau chip.
It is one to me that they come or go Dacd ei vin sau se duc, imi este totuna
If I have myself and the drive of my will, Céci insami imi apartin cu franele vointei mele,
And strength to climb on a summer night Si putere mai am destula sa urc colina,
And watch the stars swarm over the hill. Si sd privesc de-acolo roiul de stele.
Let them think I love them more than I do, Lasd-i sd creadd ca-mi sunt mai dragi decat imi sunt,
Let them think I care, though I go alone; Lasd-i sd creadd ca la ei ma gandesc, desi umblu singura pe pamant
If it lifts their pride, what is it to me Daca asta le e spre mandrie, ce-mi pasad,
Who am self-complete as a flower or a stone. Mie, cea unitara si-ntreagd cum e o floare sau o piatra.
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Ezra Loomis Pound
[1885-1972]

Nascut la Hailey, Idaho, Ezra Loomis Pound urmeaza Hamilton College, apoi Universitatea Pennsylvania. Spirit activ,
proteic, cu un gust rafinat si cu o formatie eclectica, se impune curand ca lider al modernismului poetic american. Stabilit in 1907
la Londra, va juca in domeniul poeziei, un rol similar aceluia al Gertrudei Stein la Paris, in orientarea noii proze americane. in
capitala britanicd, Pound scoate Antologia Imagistd, carte de cdpdtai a imagismului, curent care preconiza innoirea poeziei printr-o
rafinatd stiintd a alegerii imaginii, primand aceea imediata, spontand, semnificativa.

Dintre operele poetice de seama ale cunoscutului poet si eseist, amintim Personae, 1909, volum urmat de cele cinci cicluri din
Cantos scrise intre 1929 si 1937, apoi de Pisan Cantos (1949), reflex artistic al perioadei de timp in care se stabileste in Italia. In 1949,
T.S. Eliot 1i publica Selected Poems; dintre ultimele volume pe care Pound le semneaza, retin atentia The Translations of Ezra Pound
(Traducerile lui Ezra Pound —1953), The Literary Essays of Ezra Pound (Eseurile literare ale lui Ezra Pound —1954) si Thrones (Tronuri —
1959).
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A Pact Pact
I make truce with you, Walt Whitman — Fac un pact cu tine, Walt Whitman —
I have detested you long enough. Te-am detestat de-ajuns.
I come to you as a grown child Vin la tine ca un copil mare
Who has had a pig-headed father; Care a avut un tatd obstinat;
I am old enough now to make friends. Destul de varstnic sunt acum sa ne-mprietenim,
It was you that broke the new wood, Tu ai destelenit padurea tanara,
Now is a time for carving. A venit timpul sd cioplim;
We have one sap and one root— Avem aceeasi seva si-aceleasi radacini —
Let there be commerce between us. Sd le ldasam sa circule, sa se-mpleteasca intre noi.
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A Girl

The tree has entered my hands,
The sap has ascended my arms,
The tree has grown in my breast
Downward,

The branches grow out of me, like arms.

Tree you are,

Moss you are,

You are violets with wind above them.
A child —so high—you are,

And all this is folly to the world.
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O fata

Copacul mi-a cuprins mainile,
Seva mi-a patruns in brate
Trunchiul in piept mi-a crescut
Crengile cresc din mine

Catre pamant.

Tu esti copac,

Tu esti muschi

Tu esti violete si vantul din jurul lor.
Un copil —numai atata —esti;

In ochii lumii asta-i nebunie.
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Salutation Salut
O generation of the thoroughly smug O, generatie a celor perfect spilcuiti si perfect neajutorati,
and thoroughly uncomfortable, Am vazut pescari luandu-si gustarea la soare,
I have seen fishermen picnicking in the sun, l-am vazut cu familiile lor, cum le-a dat Dumnezeu,
I have seen them with untidy families, Le-am vdzut zambetul tot numai dinti si-am auzit rasetul lor
I have seen their smiles full of teeth neindemanatic
and heard ungainly laughter. S$i sunt mai fericit decat voi,
And I am happier than you are, lar ei erau mai fericiti decat mine
And they were happier than I am; Pesti inotau in lac si n-aveau nevoie nici macar de imbracaminte.

And the fish swim in the lake
and do not even own clothing.
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In a Station of the Metro Intr-o statie de metrou
The apparition of these faces in the crowd; Ivirea acestor chipuri in multime;
Petals on a wet, black bough. Petale pe un umed, negru ram.
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L’Art, 1910 L’art, 1910
Green arsenic smeared on an egg-white cloth, Arsenic verde manjind o panza alba
Crushed strawberries! Come, let us feast our eyes. Cépsuni strivite! Hai, ochii sd ni-i desfatam.
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The Orchard

I saw the first pear

as it fell —

the honey-seeking, golden-banded,
the yellow swarm

was not more fleet than I,

(spare us from loveliness)

and I fell prostrate

crying:

you have flayed us
with your blossoms,
spare us the beauty
of fruit-trees.

The honey-seeking

paused not,

the air thundered their song,
and I alone was prostrate.
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Livada

Am vazut cazand

Intaia pard —

cautatorii de miere,

galbenul roi, in aur infdsat

n-a fost mai sprinten decat mine
(crutati sa fim de gingasie)

si m-am prosternat

plangand:

cu florile voastre

ne-ati nimicit,

scutiti-ne de frumusetea
pomilor in rod.

Cautatorii de miere

nu se opreau —

vazduhul rasuna de cantdarile lor,
eu singur eram la pamant.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017

163



O rough-hewn

god of the orchard,

I bring you an offering —
do you, alone unbeautiful,
son of the god,

spare us from loveliness:

these fallen hazel-nuts,

stripped late of their green sheaths,
grapes, red-purple,

their berries

dripping with wine,

pomegranates already broken,

and shrunken figs

and quinces untouched,

I bring you as offering.
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O, aspru

zeu al Livezii,

ti-aduc prinos —

tie, unicului lipsit de frumusete,
fiu al zeilor,

scuteste-ne de gingasie —

aceste alune cazute,

dezghiocate acum de verde-nvelis,
ciorchini purpurii,

cu boabe

din care picurad vinul,

rodii gata plesnite,

si smochine-nchircite,

si gutui neatinse —

ofranda iti aduc.
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From Canto LXXXI

What thou lovest well remains,

the rest is dross
What thou lov’st well shall not be reft from thee
What thou lov’st well is thy true heritage
Whose world, or mine or theirs

or is it of none?

First came the seen, then thus the palpable

Elysium, though it were in the halls of hell,
What thou lovest well is thy true heritage
The ant’s a centaur in his dragon world.
Pull down thy vanity, it is not man
Made courage, or made order, or made grace,
Pull down thy vanity, I say pull down.
Learn of the green world what can be thy place
In scaled invention or true artistry,
Pull down they vanity,

Paquin pull down!

The green casque has outdone your elegance.
“master thyself, then others shall thee beare”
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Din Canto LXXXI

Numai aceea ce iubesti cu-adevdrat ramane, restul e zgura

Numai aceea ce iubesti cu-adevarat nu iti va fi rapit

Numai aceea ce iubesti cu-adevarat e mostenirea

Al cdrei univers e lumea mea, sau lumea lor, sau lumea
nimdnui?

Vazul a fost la inceput, apoi un Eliseu palpabil desi se-afld in
satanice incaperi,

Aceea ce iubesti cu-adevdrat e singura ta mostenire

Furnica e centaur in universu-i de dragoni

Leapada-ti vanitatea, nu omul a creat

Curajul, ordinea sau mila

De vanitate leapada-te, leapdda-te, iti spun.

Invata de la lumea vegetala care iti este locul,

Meritele sau dreapta mdiestrie,

Leapdda-ti vanitatea,

Paquin, leapada-te!

Casca cea verde eleganta ti-a-ntrecut-o.

,Sd-ti fii insuti stdpan, atunci si ceilalti te-or ingadui”

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Pull down thy vanity
Thou art a beaten dog beneath the hail,
A swollen magpie in a fitful sun,
Half black half white
Nor knowst’ou wing from tail
Pull down thy vanity
Fostered in falsity,
Pull down thy vanity,
Rathe to destroy, niggard in charity,
Pull down thy vanity,
I say pull down.
But to have done instead of not doing
this is not vanity
To have, with decency, knocked
That a Blunt should open
To have gathered from the air a live
tradition
or from a fine old eye the unconquered flame
This is not vanity.
Here error is all in the not done,
all in the diffidence that faltered...
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Leapada-ti vanitatea
Esti caine batut ce langa bici adasta,
Umflata cotofana sub soare schimbadtor,
Pe jumatate neagrd, pe jumadtate alba
Ce nu-si deosebeste aripa de coada
Leapdda-ti vanitatea
Ce josnicd ti-e ura
Crescutd din minciuna
Leapada-ti vanitatea,
Decat sd nimicesti, zgarcit in mil4,
Leapdda-ti vanitatea,
Leapad-o iti spun
Dar a infdptui ceva in loc de-a nu infaptui,
nu-i vanitate
Sd bati cu demnitate la usa
Pe care un necioplit ar fi trebuit s-o deschida
Sa fi captat din aer vii traditii
sau dintr-o nobild privire de demult o flacard ne-nvinsa
Nu-i vanitate.
Greseala sta aici, in tot ce n-ai facut,
std n unirea care nu s-a-nfaptuit.
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Elinor Wylie
[1885-1928]

Elinor Wylie s-a ndscut in New Jersey. In 1902, la saptesprezece ani, a publicat in Anglia intaiul siu volum de versuri
Incidental Numbers (Numere intdmpldtoare), apoi, in 1921, i-a aparut volumul de versuri Nets to Catch the Wind (Plase pentru prins
vantul) urmat de Black Armour (Armurd neagrd) si de volumul de sonete One Person (Persoana intdi). Elinor Wylie a scris si cateva
apreciate romane, iar un volum antologic Collected Poems (Poeme alese) a fost publicat postum, in 1932, de sotul ei, poetul William
Rose Benét.
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Parting Gift

I cannot give you the Metropolitan Tower;

I cannot give you heaven;

Nor the nine Visigoth crowns in the Cluny Museum;
Nor happiness, even.

But I can give you a very small purse

Made out of field-mouse skin,

With a painted picture of the universe

And seven blue tears therein.

I cannot give you the Island of Capri;

I cannot give you beauty;

Nor bake you marvellous crusty cherry pies
With love and duty.

But I can give you a very little locket

Made out of wildcat hide:

Put it in your left-hand pocket

And never look inside.
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Dar, la despartire

Nu-ti pot da turnul Metropolitan;
Nu-ti pot da raiul;

Nici cele doud coroane vizigote din muzeul Cluny;

Nici mécar fericire.
Dar o foarte mica punguta iti pot da,
7 7
Facuta din pielea unui soarece de camp,
Pictatd cu imaginea universului

$i cu sapte lacrimi in ea.

Nu-ti pot da insula Capri;
Frumusete nu iti pot da
Sau, cu dragoste si supunere

sd-ti coc minunate, crocante budinci de cirege,

Dar pot sa-ti dau o foarte mica-ncuietoare
Facuta din pielea unei pisici salbatice:
Pune-o in buzunarul din partea inimii

$i n-o privi niciodata.
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Sonnets from One Person

I

I hereby swear that to uphold your house

I would lay my bones in quick destroying lime
Or turn my flesh to timber for all time;

Cut down my womanhood; lop off the boughs

Of that perpetual ecstasy that grows

From the heart’s core; condemn it as a crime
If it be broader than a beam, or climb
Above the stature that your roof allows.

I am not the hearthstone nor the cornerstone
Within this noble fabric you have builded;
Not by my beauty was its cornice gilded;
Not on my courage were its arches thrown:
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Sonete din ciclul Persoana intai

I

Jur ca pentru a-ti gospodari bine casa
Mi-as pune oasele in mal nimicitor

Sau carnea mi-as preface-o-n lemn, pe veci;

Feminitatea mi-as indbusi-o; mi-as curata crengile inimii

De-acest extaz perpetuu care creste

Din miezul ei; l-as infiera de crima

De-ar fi mai larg decat o raza sau de-ar creste
Peste-naltimea ce-o ingdduie acoperisul tau.

Nu eu sunt piatra unghiularad a cdminului sau fundamentul
Nobilului material din care ai cladit,

Nici frumusetea mea n-a aurit cornisa;

Curajul meu n-a sustinut bolta arcadelor.

My lord, adjudge my strength, and set me where Doamne, puterea mea o cumpaneste si ma sorteste-acolo

I bear a little more than I can bear. Unde-as putea purta mai mult decat putere am sa port.
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II

Hai, despre oaspeti ingeresti sa nu vorbim;

Sad nu vorbim de nebuloase si lunare emisfere

Si despre ceea ce ne va aduce in viitor era Uraniului
— Atunci cand améandoi vom fi fantome —

Uitate fie fasturi si reinvieri

De metafizici; ci-n temeri mai dulci

Ne-mpreund, ascunde-ne si vaz, si-auz

Precum sub gheatd paraiasul tdinuit.

$i lasa sa ne strecurdm in cea mai mica incapere
La care orice exilat sau urmadrit aspira

Pentru el insusi si dragostea sa, cand e-ostenit.
D4 mintii noastre somn

Nestiutor de ne-ntelese rele

Astfel ca el sa uite plansul, chinul

Si desteptandu-se sa prinda mana celui de aldturi
Spre a se-ntoarce in culcus de ienupdr si ferigi.
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Louis Untermeyer
[1885-1977]

Louis Untermeyer, cunoscutul poet si critic literar, s-a ndscut in anul 1885 la New York.

Antitalent la geometrie, cade la examenul de bacalaureat; esecul e compensat curand de descoperirea usurintei de a scrie si
mai ales de a vorbi. Publicd, dar pentru a-si castiga existenta, peregrineaza in calitate de conferentiar si pedagog-calator, pedagog
de profesori, invatandu-i, in stil american, ce anume nu trebuie sa predea.

Pana la cincizeci de ani, scrisese peste treizeci de volume de proza si versuri, obtinand mai multe premii literare americane
si strdine.

In 1928 paradseste New-York-ul spre a-si realiza in sfarsit visul —acela de a trdi in mijlocul naturii. De la o ferma din muntii
Adirondack, poetul continud —dupa cum el insusi spune — ,sd dea de lucru tipografilor”.

Poezia Americand Modernd si Poezia Englezd Modernd, ample, valoroase antologii critice, sunt lucrdrile sale cele mai raspandite,
atat in cele doua Americi cat si in strdindtate.
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Caliban in the Coal Mines

God, we don't like to complain

We know that the mine is no lark —
But — there’s the pools from the rain;
But —there’s the cold and the dark.

God, You don’t know what it is—
You, in Your well-lighted sky,
Watching the meteors whizz;
Warm, with the sun always by.

God, if You had but the moon
Stuck in Your cap for a lamp,
Even You’'d tire of it soon,
Down in the dark and the damp.

Nothing but blackness above,

And nothing that moves but the cars —
God, if You wish for our love,

Fling us a handful of stars!
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Caliban in minele de carbuni

Doamne, nu vrem sd ne plangem,
Stim ca mina nu-i un loc vesel,
Dar sunt in ea baltoace ldsate de ploi;

Umezeala si frigul domnesc in mina.

Doamne, tu nu poti sti ce-i aici—

Tu, din cerul tdu atat de bine luminat —

Unde privesti si asculti meteorii,

Stai totdeauna la cdldurd, cu soarele la-ndemana.

Doamne, daci ai avea chiar luna
Ascunsd-n sapca in locul lampii,

Jos, prin intuneric si umezeald umbland,
Te-ai sdtura si de ea pana-n gat.

Deasupra, nimic decat intuneric,

Nici o miscare afard de-aceea a vagonetelor;
Doamne, de-ai vrea, pentru slava numelui tau,
Sa ne arunci o mana de sori.
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Last Words before Winter

All my sheep
Gather in a heap,
For I spy the woolly, woolly wolf.

Farewell, my flocks,

Farewell. But let me find you

Safe in your stall and barn and box
With your winter’s tale behind you.

Farewell my cattle (both);

I leave you just as loath

As though you were a hundred head,
Instead

Of two-and-a-half.

(Two cows and a calf.)

Farewell, my apple trees;

You have learned what it is to freeze,
With the drift on your knees.
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Ultimele cuvinte inainte de iarna

Oitele-mi toate
Se-adune gramada;
Da tarcoale lupul fioros.

R&mas bun, turma mea,
R&mas bun, dar s va aflu
Sandtoase-n grajd si in tarcuri:

Pentru voi, povestea iernii fie o poveste buna.

Ramas bun cornutelor,
Va las tot cu-atata grija
Parca ati fi o suta-n cap,
Nu doar
Doud jumatate.
(Doua vaci si-un vitelus).
Ré&mas bun, voi, merilor;
Ei, acum stiti ce-i inghetul
$i zdpada pan-la brau,
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But, oh, beware

Those first kind of days, the snare

Of the too promising air,

The cost

Of over-sudden trust-

And then the killing frost.

Farewell, beloved acres;

I leave you in the hands

Of one whose earliest enterprise was lands:
Your Maker’s.

Yard, hutch, and house, farewell.
It is for you to tell
How you withstood the great white wolf, whose fell

Is softer than a lambskin’s, but whose breath
Is death.

Farewell,, hoof, claw, and wing,
Finned, furred, and feathered thing,
Till Spring-
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Dar luati seama,

La-nsorita, intéie zi.

Aerul fagaduieste,

Dar pandeste,

Si increderea prea mare se plateste.

Vine gerul fard indurare.

Ogor iubit, si tie bun ramas,

fn mana unuia te las

A cdrui indeletnicire munca pamantului era;
El 1l zidea.

Casa, cotet, ogradd, bun ramas,

A voastra-i grija de a-mi da de stire

Cum ati scos-o la capdt cu lupul alb si mare

A carui blana e mai moale decat blana de mielusea
Insi a cirui rasuflare

Poarta moarte in ea.

Copite, aripi, gheare, bun ramas,
Bun ramas captusitilor, blanitilor, si voi, inaripatelor
Pana-mprimavarati —
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All my sheep
Gather in a heap, Oitele-mi toate,
For I spy the woolly, woolly wolf. Se-adune gramadd;

Da tarcoale lupul fioros.
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Jean Starr Untermeyer
[1886-1970]

Jean Starr Untermeyer s-a ndscut in 1886 la Zanesville, Ohio. Poeta crede in perfectiune si aceastd credinta o marturiseste in
chiar prima poezie din volumul sau Clay Hills (Coline de lut).
Jean Starr Untermeyer a transcris viata de toate zilele in cuvinte de o spontaneitate neobisnuita. Amy Lowell compara poezia
Jeanei Starr Untermeyer cu picturile flamande de gen ale lui Vermeer.
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Clay Hills Coline de lut
It is easy to mould the yielding clay, Este usor de modelat lutul supus,
And many shapes grow into beauty Si, sub mana ce stie sa-1 formeze,
Under the facile hand. Multe infatisdri devin frumusete,
But forms of clay are lightly broken; Insa tiparele de lut se sparg usor,
They will lie shattered and forgotten in a dingy corner. Uitate si risipite vor umple intunericul ungherelor.
But underneath the slipping clay Dar sub alunecosul lut
Is rock... E stanca.
I would rather work in stubborn rock Bucuros as ciopli toatd viata mea stanca potrivnica
All the years of my life, I-as da un singur chip vrednic de ea,
And make one strong thing; L-as indlta la loc curat,
And set it in a high, clean place Sa-mi aminteasca taria de granit a nadzuintei care m-a purtat.

To recall the granite strength of my desire.
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Symphonia Domestica

When the white wave of a glory that is hardly I
Breaks through my mind and washes it clean,

I know at last the meaning of my ecstasy,

And know at last my wish and what it can mean

To have sped out of life that night-to have vanished

Not as a vision, but as something touched, yet grown
Radiant as the moonlight, circling my naked shoulder;
Wrapped in a dream of beauty, longed for, but never known!

For how with our daily converse, even the sweet sharing
Of thoughts, of food, of home, of common life,

How shall I be that glory, that last desire

For which men struggle? Is Romance in a wife?

Must I bend a heart that is bowed to breaking
With a frustration, inevitable and slow,
And bank my flame to a low hearth fire, believing
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Symphonia Domestica

Céand unda albd a unei lumini ce parca as fi eu
Imi patrunde in suflet si mi-1limpezeste,
Atunci, cel putin, stiu ce-nseamnd extatica-mi stare,

Imi afly, in fine, dorinta si rostul ei.

A fi evadat din viata in noaptea aceasta,
A fi disparut, nu o fantoma, ci vie, ampld, radioasa
Ca lumina lunii ce-ncercuia umerii mei dezgoliti,

Invaluita intr-un vis dorit, necunoscut inca.

178

Cum ar putea vorbele zilnic schimbate, chiar draga impadrtasire

A gandurilor, a hranei, a casei, a vietii in doi,

Cum as putea insami fi aceastd minune, dorintd a dorintelor

Pentru care luptd oamenii? O femeie sa fie aventura cea mare?

Sa-ngenunchez o inima ce std gata sa se franga
Din inevitabild, indelungatd dezamagire,
Sa-mi plec vdpadile sub vatra joasd a caminului,
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You'll come for warmth and life to its tempered glow? Crezand cd vei veni acolo s iei caldurad si viata?
Shall I mould my hope anew, to one of service, Sa-mi modelez iar sperantele spre a servi,
And tell my uneasy soul “Behold, this is good.” Sa-i spun nelinistitului meu suflet: ,Ramai, asa e bine”;
And meet you (if we do meet), even at Heaven's threshold, in pragul cerului sd te-ntampin, (de ne vom mai intampina),
With ewer and basin, with clothing and with food? Cu mancarea, cu paharul si cu haina ta?
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Marianne Moore
[1887-1972]

Marianne Moore s-a ndscut la St. Louis, Missouri A fost mai intai profesoard, apoi bibliotecard la New York. Intaiul volum,
Poems (1921), i-a fost publicat in Anglia, de prieteni, fara ca ea sa stie. Remarcabil e volumul din 1925, Selected Poems (Poeme alese),
prefatat de T.S. Eliot.

A mai scris: Nevertheless (Cu toate acestea —1946), Like a Bulwark (Ca un bastion —1956), O, To Be a Dragon (Ar trebui sd fii
balaur — 1959).
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What Are Years

What is our innocence,

what is our guilt? All are

naked, none is safe. And whence

is courage: the unanswered question,
the resolute doubt, —

dumbly calling, deafly listening — that
in misfortune, even death,

encourage others

and in its defeat, stirs

the soul to be strong? He

sees deep and is glad, who

accedes to mortality

and in his imprisonment rises

upon himself as

the sea in a chasm, struggling to be
free and unable to be,

in its surrendering

finds its continuing.
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Ce sunt anii?

Ce este inocenta noastra?

Care ne este vina? Expusi sunt toti,

Nimeni nu e ferit. Curajul de unde vine?

E intrebarea fara raspuns, certa-ndoiald,
strigdtul fara glas, surda-ascultare

care-n nenorocire, chiar si in moarte,

da altora curaj

si-nvins, starneste

sufletul la tarie? Vede adanc

si-i plin de bucurie acela

caruia poarta nemuririi ii e deschisa

si in recluziune deasupra-si se inalta

ca marea-nvolburatd: luptand s-ajunga liber,
dar neputand, se resemneaza

sa continue.

Astfel se poartd acela cu puternica simtire,

O pasare adevaratd creste mai'naltd decat propriul ei cant
si trupu-si incordeaza ca otelul. Desi captiva,
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So he who strongly feels, glasu-i puternic spune ca multumirea nu e totul
behaves. The very bird, si pura e doar bucuria.
grown taller as he sings, steels Ea este moarte si
his form straight up. Though he is captive, Eternitate.
his mighty singing

says, satisfaction is a lowly
thing, how pure a thing is joy.
This is mortality,

this is eternity.
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Robinson Jeffers
[1887-1962]

Robinson Jeffers s-a ndscut la Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. Caldtoreste de tandr in Europa, apoi in 1914 se stabileste la Carmel
Bay, California, unde trdieste si scrie in decorul cu stanci batute de valuri al Pacificului.

Tamar and Other Poems (Tamar si alte poeme — 1924) il consacra ca poet. Faima ii creste cu Roam Stallion, Thurso’s Landing, Give
your Heart to the Hawks, Selected Poetry (Armdsarul murg, Debarcarea lui Thurso, Dd-ti inima soimilor, Poeme alese —1938) si Medea
(Medeea — 1946).
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Love the Wild Swan

I hate my verses, every line, every word.

Oh pale and brittle pencils ever to try

One grass-blade’s curve, or the throat of one bird
That clings to twig, ruffled against white sky.

Oh cracked and twilight mirrors ever to catch
One color, one glinting

Hash, of the splendor of things.

Unlucky hunter, Oh bullets of wax,

The lion beauty, the wild-swan wings, the storm of the wings.

—This wild swan of a world is no hunter’s game.

Better bullets than yours would miss the white breast
Better mirrors than yours would crack in the flame.
Does it matter whether you hate your... self?

At least Love your eyes that can see, your mind that can

Hear the music, the thunder of the wings. Love the wild swan.
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Iubeste lebada sdlbatica

Imi urdsc versurile, fiece rand, fiece cuvant,

O, cdrbune slab, prea sfaramicios chiar si pentru a incerca

Sd descrie aplecarea unui fir de iarba sau glasul unei paseri
Aninate de-o ramura ce se leagdna pe cerul albastru.

Oglinzi crapate, oglinzi in amurg, nu puteti prinde mdcar o
Culoare, o fulgerare a splendorii din jur.

O, vanator fara noroc, vanator cu gloante de ceara,
Frumusetea leului, aripile lebedei sdlbatice, furtuna aripilor ei
— Lumea, aceastd lebada salbatica nu e un joc pentru vanatori,
Gloante mai strasnice decat ale tale n-ar putea nimeri luminosul
piept,

Oglinzi mai bune decat ale tale, ar plesni in dogoare.

Si ce-i dacd pe tine insuti te urdsti? lubeste-ti cel putin

Ochii, care pot vedea, mintea care poate percepe melodia,
freamatul aripilor,

Lebada salbatica iubeste-o.
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To the Stone-Cutters

Stone-cutters fighting time with marble, you fore-defeated
Challengers of oblivion

Eat cynical earnings, knowing rock splits, records fall down,
The square-limbed Roman letters

Scale in the thaws, wear in the rain. The poet as well

Builds his monument mockingly:

For man will be blotted out, the blithe earth dies, the brave
sun

Die blind, his heart blackening;:

Yet stones have stood for a thousand years, and pained
thoughts found

The honey peace in old poems.
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Catre cioplitorii de piatra

Cioplitori de piatra care, in marmurd, luptati cu timpul,

Care va luati la-ntrecere cu uitarea,

Mancati o paine ciudatd, cunoasteti gustul sfaramaturilor de
stancd, amintiri ce se risipesc pe jos,

Litere romane cu verticale pdtrate

Se pierd in dezghet, se rod de ploi. Si poetul

Isi cladeste un monument in care nu crede,

Candva speranta se va stinge, veselul pamant va muri, viteazul
soare

Va orbi, se va-ntuneca pentru inima lui,

Si totusi, pietrele au rezistat mii de ani si suferinta

A gasit mierea linistii

in vechi poeme.
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Thomas Stearns Eliot
[1888-1965]

Nascut in 1888 la St. Louis, Missouri, isi face studiile la Harvard apoi la Merton College, Oxford. Devine cetdtean englez din
1927 si in dubla calitate de eseist si poet este americanul care exercitd cea mai insemnata influenta asupra literaturii engleze. Si-a
adunat cele mai valoroase scrieri critice si eseistica in volumul Selected Essays, 1917-1932 (Eseuri alese, 1917-1932).

Creatia sa poetica acoperd o buna jumatate de secol; din numeroasele volume care o reprezintd amintim Prufrock and Other
Observations (Prufrock si alte observatii —1917), The Waste Land (Tara pierdutd — 1922) volum apreciat ca exercitand cea mai puternicd
influenta in poetica vremii, The Hollow Man (Epuizatul —1925), The Rock (Stanca—1934) si, in sfarsit, vestitul Four Quartets (Patru
cvartete —1943). Si dacd mai tinerele generatii i-au reprosat romantismul de factura clasicd, academica, sau unele accente pesimiste
(de pilda acea obsesie a mortii, death-wish), totusi nu e mai putin adevarat ca acestea au crescut in spiritul estetismului sdu, in cultul
pentru o savantd si rafinatd stiinta a constructiei imaginii fara a-i rapi spontaneitatea si prospetimea —intr-un cuvant, generatiile
urmatoare i-au simtit din plin fascinatia.

In 1948, Premiul Nobel ce i s-a decernat incorona o creatie teoretici si poetici exemplar. Se stinge in 1965, la saptezeci si

sapte de ani.
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East Coker
PartV

So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years —
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of I'entre deux guerres
Trying to use words, and every attempt

Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure

Because one has only learnt to get the better of words

For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which
One is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture

Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate

With shabby equipment always deteriorating

In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,

Undisciplined squads of emotion. And what there is to
conquer

By strength and submission, has already been discovered

Once or twice, or several times, by men whom one cannot hope
To emulate — but there is no competition —

There is only the fight to recover what has been lost

And found and lost again and again: and now, under conditions
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Un nou inceput
fragmente

[atd-md ajuns la jumadtatea drumului, doudzeci de ani, am
avut...

doudzeci de ani risipiti din plin—anii d’entre les deux guerres —
incercand a-nvata manuirea cuvantului, fiece incercare un nou
inceput, un nou fel de a nu izbuti...

Cuvantul cel plin de-nteles il gasesti abia dupa ce l-ai numit
sau atunci cand nu vrei sa-1 mai spui—

Astfel, orice noud avantare e un nou prag, si de-aici
neinarmat, zvarlit din sa mereu, patrunzi in necunoscut,

in marea dezordine a simtirii, in valtoarea emotiilor,

ceea ce acolo e de aflat prin supunere sau prin forta

a mai fost descoperit o datd si inca o datd si inca de multe ori
de oameni pe care nu poti spera sa-i intreci

—dar intrecere nici nu este, ci luptd spre a regdsi azi, in
timpuri ce neprielnice par,

ceea ce a fost pierdut, regasit si pierdut iar si iar.

Poate ca nu pierdem nimic si nimic nu e de castigat,
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That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neither gain nor loss. poate numai a-ncerca este partea noastra si mai mult nu e dat.
For us, there is only the trying. The rest is not our business. »Acasa”-i doar locul de unde-ai pornit.

Imbatranim, lumea ne pare ciudati, mai greu de-nteles
Home is where one starts from. As we grow older nelamuritul amestec de viata si moarte.

The world becomes stranger, the pattern more complicated Intensa trdire a clipei, ruptd de ieri si de maine, stingherd nu

Of dead and living. Not the intense moment
Isolated, with no before and after,

But a lifetime burning in every moment
And not the lifetime of one man only

But of old stones that cannot be deciphered.
There is a time for the evening under starlight,
A time for the evening under lamplight
(The evening with the photograph album).
Love is most nearly itself

When here and now cease to matter.

Old men ought to be explorers

Here or there does not matter

We must be still and still moving

Into another intensity

For a further union, a deeper communion

poate sd fie:

stim cd in orice clipa arde o viatd intreaga si nu doar o viata de
om,

ci si viata vechilor pietre ce nu pot fi descifrate.

Este un timp al serilor cu lumina de stele,

este un timp al serilor cu lumina de lampa

serile albumului cu fotografii.

Uneori mai adanca-i iubirea cand ,aici” si ,acum” nu au pret.
Exploratori ar trebui sa fie batranii — ,aici” sau ,acolo”-i
totuna.

Sa tdcem si-n tdcere sa trecem spre o altd intensitate,

spre o viitoare unire, o mai profundd impdartasire

prin intunericul rece, prin vasta dezolare,

prin tanguirea valului, prin tAnguirea vantului

prin marile ape cu pdsdri acvatice si marsuini.

Through the dark cold and the empty desolation,
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The wave cry, the wind cry, the vast waters In sfarsitu-mi, sta inceputul meu.

Of the petrel and the porpoise. In my end is my beginning.
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Ash Wednesday
Part I

Because I do not hope to turn again

Because I do not hope

Because I do not hope to turn

Desiring this man’s gift and that man’s scope

I no longer strive to strive towards such things
(Why should the aged eagle stretch its wings?)
Why should I mourn

The vanished power of the usual reign?

Because I do not hope to know again
The infirm glory of the positive hour
Because I do not think

Because I know I shall not know

The one veritable transitory power
Because I cannot drink

There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for there is nothing

again
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Miercurea Cenusei

fragmente

Pentru ca nu sper sd ma schimb din nou

pentru ca nu sper

pentru cd nu sper sd ma schimb

ravnind la darurile unuia si telurile altuia

n-am sa ma mai trudesc luptand pentru asemeni lucruri
—de ce si-ar mai desface vulturul batran aripile,

de ce-as jeli pierduta mea putere peste vremelnicul
regat?

Pentru cd sper sd nu cunosc din nou

infirma glorie a orei hotarate

pentru cd nu mai port in gand

pentru cd stiu cd nu voi mai cunoaste

singura, adevdrata, trecdtoarea putere,

pentru cd nu pot bea de acolo unde pomii infloresc

si primdvara a zburat— cdci inapoi nimic nu se intoarce —
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Because I know that time is always time

And place is always and only place

And what is actual is actual only for one time
And only for one place

I rejoice that things are as they are and

I renounce the blessed face

And renounce the voice

Because I cannot hope to turn again
Consequently I rejoice, having to construct something
Upon which to rejoice

And pray to God to have mercy upon us

And pray that I may forget

These matters that with myself I too much discuss
Too much explain

Because I do not hope to turn again

Let these words answer

For what is done, not to be done again

May the judgement not be too heavy upon us
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Pentru ca stiu ca-ntotdeauna timpul este timp
si locul este loc intotdeauna

si ce e azi, e azi numai o data

si numai intr-un singur punct,

ma bucur ca sunt toate precum sunt

si mad lipsesc de binecuvantata fata

si ma lipsesc de acel glas.

Pentru ca nu sper sd ma schimb din nou

pe drept ma bucur ca am iar de construit ceva
de care mad pot bucura

si md rog lui Dumnezeu sa se indure de noi

si md rog lui Dumnezeu sd pot uita aceste lucruri
despre care prea mult la sfat cu mine insumi stau

pe care prea mult le rastalmadcesc.

Pentru cd nu sper sa md schimb din nou,
raspundad aceste vorbe
ca tot ce-a fost sd nu se mai intample

si asupra noastra judecata sa nu cada prea greu.

Pentru ca aceste aripi nu mai sunt aripi de zburat,
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Because these wings are no longer wings to fly
But merely vans to beat the air

The air which is now thoroughly small and dry
Smaller and dryer than the will

Teach us to care and not to care

Teach us to sit still.

Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death
Pray for us now and at the hour of our death.
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ci doar niste lopeti ce orizontu-I bat,
un orizont de tot sarac si limitat,

mai stramt si mai sdrac decat vointa,
invatd-ne cum sa fim treji si sd nu fim,
invatd-ne cum sd ne linistim.

Roaga-te pentru noi acum si in ceasul mortii.
Roaga-te pentru noi acum si in ceasul mortii.
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Conrad Aiken
[1889-1973]

Romancierul, antologistul si poetul Conrad Aiken s-a ndscut la Savannah, statul Georgia, in 1889. i§i incheie studiile la
Harvard in 1911, ocupa diferite functii, din 1950 devenind seful catedrei de poetica la Biblioteca Congresului.

Ca prozator s-a fdcut remarcat prin romanele Blue Voyage (Cildtoria albastrd), Great Circle (Marele cerc) si King Coffin (Regele
Sicriu) ca si prin volumele de povestiri Bring! Bring! (Aduceti! Aduceti!) si Costumes for Eros (Vesminte pentru Eros).

Sensibilitatea sa artistica se manifestd insa multilateral. Pentru Selected Poems (Poeme alese), volum de versuri ce confera
cuvantului ceva din magia muzicii unui Debussy, i se decerneaza in 1930 Premiul Pulitzer, iar alte doud volume de versuri And in
the Human Heart (Si in inima omeneasci) si o noud culegere de Selected Poems din 1961 s-au bucurat de o deosebitd popularitate.

Spiritul sdu critic se afirmd, cu precddere, in alcdtuirea a numeroase antologii dintre care o amintim doar pe ultima—
Twentieth-century American Poetry (Poezia americand o secolului XX —1963).
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A Star Fell and Then Another

One star fell and another as we walked.

Lifting his hand towards the west, he said —
How prodigal that sky is of its stars!

They fall and fall, and still the sky is sky.

Two more have gone, but heaven is heaven still.

Then let us not be precious of our thought,

Nor of our words, nor hoard them up as though

We thought our minds a heaven which might change
And lose its virtue, when the word had fallen.

Let us be prodigal, as heaven is:

Lose what we lose, and give what we may give, —
Ourselves are still the same. Lost you a planet—?

Is Saturn gone? Then let him take his rings

Into the Limbo of forgotten things.

O little foplings of the pride of mind,
Who wrap the phrase in lavender, and keep it
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Cazu o stea si inca una

Cum ne plimbam, cdzu o stea si incd una...
Ardtand cu mana spre apus, spuse:

Cu stelele sale, ce darnic e cerul!

Tot cad si cad, si ceru-i neschimbat.

Atunci sa nu mai fim nici noi avari cu gandurile

Si nici cu vorbele, si sa le adunam,

De parca spiritele noastre ar fi Olimpul

Si-ntreaga madretie-ar pierde-o, cadnd vorba o rostim.
Sa fim risipitori, cum e si cerul,

Sa pierdem ce e de pierdut, sa ddm ce-avem de dat—
La fel ramanem — Se ndruie vreo stea?

Saturn dispare? Ei bine, inelele sa-si ia

Si sd dispard-n lumea comorilor uitate.

O, sarmani cavaleri ai spiritului plin de-orgoliu,
Invaluiti cuvintele-n lavanda si le puneti bine,
Ca sd le scoateti, cine stie cand, odata, la lumina,
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In order to display it: and you, who save our loves Si voi, acei care iubirea o ascundeti,
As if we had not worlds of love enough —! Ca si cum lumile de-ajuns iubire n-ar cuprinde!
Let us be reckless of our words and worlds, S3 nu mai socotim vorbele, lumile;
And spend them freely as the tree his leaves; In voie s4 le risipim, ca pomii frunzele;
And give them where the giving is most blest. Sd le daruim acolo unde darul e binecuvantat.
What should we save them for, —a night of frost?... De ce le-am pdstra? Pentru noaptea de ger inghetat?
All lost for nothing, and ourselves a ghost. Cand totul va fi pierdut pentru noi si vom fi doar strigoi.
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Bread and Music

Music I heard with you was more than music,
And bread I broke with you was more than bread;
Now that I am without you, all is desolate;

All that was once so beautiful is dead.

Your hands once touched this table and this silver,
And I have seen your fingers hold this glass.
These things do not remember you, beloved,
And yet your touch upon them will not pass.

For it was in my heart you moved among them,

And blessed them with your hands and with your eyes;
And in my heart they will remember always, —

They knew you once, O beautiful and wise.
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Paine si muzica

Muzica pe care am ascultat-o cu tine a fost mai mult decat muzicd,
Si péinea pe care am frant-o cu tine a fost mai mult decat paine,
Sunt fard tine acum. Totul e dezolare;

Tot ce a fost odatd frumos, a murit.

Mainile tale au atins masa, argintdria;
Le-am vdzut tinand paharul.
Iubito, lucrurile acestea nu-si mai amintesc de tine,

Dar atingerea ta nu va dispare.

Pentru cd-n inima mea printre ele umblai,

Cu mainile si cu privirea ta le-ai binecuvantat;
Si in sufletul meu isi vor aminti

C3 te-au cunoscut, frumoasa §i-njceleapta mea.
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Edna St. Vincent Millay
[1892-1950]

Edna St. Vincent Millay s-a ndscut la Rockland, statul Maine si a absolvit Vassar College in 1917, an in care si apare primul
sdu volum de versuri Renascence and Other Poems (Renastere si alte poeme).

I se confera Premiul Pulitzer in 1922, iar cinci ani mai tarziu scrie cea mai rezistenta parte a creatiei sale —libretul pentru The
King’s Henchman (Scutierul regelui), opera lui Deems Taylor.

Multi din cei mai rodnici ani ai activitatii sale si-i petrece in Greenwich Village, cartierul-ordsel al artistilor newyorkezi.
Printre numeroasele volume publicate se disting si A Few Figs from Thistles (Citeva zorzoane de ciulini) si Make Bright the Arrows
(Lustruiti sigetile—1940), un energic protest in numele umanitatii impotriva dictaturii, tiraniei, agresiunii.
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Love Is Not All

Love is not all: it is not meat nor drink

Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain;

Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink

And rise and sink and rise and sink again;
Love can not fill the thickened lung with breath,
Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone;
Yet many a man is making friends with death
Even as I speak, for lack of love alone.

It well may be that in a difficult hour,

Pinned down by pain and moaning for release,
Or nagged by want past resolution’s power,

I might be driven to sell your love for peace,
Or trade the memory of this night for food.

It well may be. I do not think I would.
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Iubirea nu e totul

Iubirea nu e totul: nu-i hrang, nici apa
Nici somn si nici acoperis sub ploaie;

Nici scandura mantuitoare pentru acel ce se ineaca,

La suprafatd iese iar, ca iar sa se scufunde.
Iubirea nu poate s-aline plamanul atins

Nici sangele sa-I curete, nici osul frant sa-1 dreaga
Si, totusi, chiar si-n clipa asta nu sunt putini aceia
Cu moartea imprieteniti, cd de iubire nu au parte.

Si se prea poate, ca-ntr-o clipd grea, zdrobita de durere

198

Si dornica de libertate sau roasa de dorinta ce-ntrece orice

hotarare inteleapta,

Sa vreau iubirea iar pe liniste s-o schimb

Sau amintirea acestei nopti s-o vand pe hrana.
Da, s-ar putea. Dar nu cred c-o voi face.
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What My Lips Have Kissed

What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why,
I have forgotten, and what arms have lain

Under my head till morning; but the rain

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh

Upon the glass and listen for reply,

And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain

For unremembered lads that not again

Will turn to me at midnight with a cry.

Thus in winter stands the lonely tree,

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one,
Yet knows its boughs more silent than before:

I cannot say what loves have come and gone,

I only know that summer sang in me

A little while, that in me sings no more.
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Pe cine au sarutat buzele mele

Pe cine au sdrutat buzele mele, si cand, si din ce gand,
Am uitat. Si bratele pe care mi-am odihnit capul

Pand a doua zi, le-am uitat. Dar astd-seara ploaia e plina
De fantome ce, suspinand, in geamuri imi bat si

Cautd raspuns. lar in inima mea, intrebadrile lor

Starnesc dor aprins dupa acei pe care, in miez de noapte,

N-am sa-i mai vad lacrimand.

Asa std iarna singuraticul pom,

Sinu mai stie ce paseri l-au pdrdsit rand pe rand —
Stie numai c4, in tdcere, isi pleacd ramurile acum.
N-as putea sd spun ce iubiri au venit si apoi s-au dus.
Stiu doar cd o clipd vara in mine a cantat,

Apoi cantecul a-ncetat.
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Wild Swans Lebede silbatice
I looked in my heart while the wild swans went over. In timp ce lebede silbatice se apropiau, mi-am cercetat inima,
And what did I see I had not seen before? Ce am vdzut acolo ce nu vdzusem altadatd?
Only a question less or a question more; Numai o noud-ntrebare si o-ntrebare uitata,
Nothing to match the flight of wild birds flying. Nimic asemanadtor zborului acestor paseri sdlbatice.
Tiresome heart, forever living and dying, Obositoare inima, trdind si murind mereu!
House without air, I leave you and lock your door. Casd fdrd orizont, te parasesc si usile tale le ferec!
Wild swans, come over the town, come over Lebede salbatice, veniti in oras, veniti iar in oras
The town again, trailing your legs and crying! Sd va tarati picioarele prin praf si sa plangeti.
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God’s World

O world, I cannot hold thee close enough!

Thy winds, thy wide grey skies!

Thy mists, that roll and rise!

Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag
And all but cry with colour! That gaunt crag
To crush! To lift the lean of that black bluff!
World, World, I cannot get thee close enough!

Long have I known a glory in it all,

But never knew I this;

Here such a passion is

As stretcheth me apart, —Lord, I do fear
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this year;
My soul is all but out of me, —let fall

No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call.

Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

Lumea lui Dumnezeu

O, lume, nu te pot cuprinde indeajuns!

Vantul, intinsul tau cer cenusiu!

Ceturile tale destramate sau invaluitoare!

Paddurile tale in zilele acestea de toamna dor,

Coplesesc, si striga aproape de-atata culoare!

As vrea sa narui stancile, sa daram parapetul sumbrei amenintari—
O, lume, nu te pot simti indeajuns de-aproape!

Cunosteam ale lumii splendori,

Dar n-am stiut niciodata

Cata pasiune poate cuprinde —

Pentru mine, Doamne, este prea mult
Si ma tem de o lume atat de frumoasa.
Sufletul mi-e innebunit—

Frunza ca focul, n-o mai l&sa sa cads,
Pasarea stapaneasca-si al ei ciripit.
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Spring

To what purpose, April, do you return again?
Beauty is not enough.

You can no longer quiet me with the redness
Of little leaves opening stickily.

I know what I know.

The sun is hot on my neck as I observe

The spikes of the crocus.

The smell of the earth is good.

It is apparent that there is no death.

But what does that signify?

Not only under ground are the brains of men
Eaten by maggots.

Life in itself

Is nothing,

An empty cup, a flight of uncarpeted stairs.
It is not enough that yearly, down this hill,
April

Comes like an idiot, babbling and strewing
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Primavara

April, de ce mai vii?
Frumusetea n-ajunge;
Cu rosul frunzisoarelor ce impungand se deschid,
Nu ma mai poti amagi,
Eu stiu ce stiu.
Soarele ma arde,
In timp ce privesc ghimpii de crocus,
Pamantul miroase atat de frumos,
De parcd n-ar exista moarte.
Dar ce dovedeste asta?
Nu numai sub pamant
Rod viermii creierul omului;
Viata nu e mai mult
Decét o cupd goald
Un sir de trepte
Neasternute,
Rele.
N-ajunge,
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Flowers. Ca-n fiece an

April

Coboara aceasta coling,
Flecdrind ca un prost,
Si-mprastiind flori.
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Afternoon on a Hill

I will be the gladdest thing
Under the sun!

I will touch a hundred flowers
And not pick one.

I will look at cliffs and cloud

With quiet eyes,

Watch the wind bow down the grass,
And the grass rise.

And when lights begin to show
Up from the town,

I will mark which must be mine,
And then start down!

Arhiva Margareta Sterian
Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

Dupd-amiaza pe colina

Voi fi cea mai voioasa fiinta
Sub soare!
O sutd de flori voi atinge cu méana

$inu voi culege nici una.

Voi privi stancile si norii

Cu ochi linistit

Voi privi cum vantul culca iarba
Si iarba cum se ridica.

Iar cand dinspre oras
Lumini se vor ardta

Voi insemna-o pe a mea
Si ma voi duce spre ea.
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The Poet and His Book Poetul si cartea
Boys and girls that lie Fete si bdieti,
Whispering in the hedges, Cand peste gardul viu soptiti,
Do not let me die, Mortii nu ma haraziti,
Mix me with your pledges; Ale voastre jurdminte ma cuprinda.
Boys and girls that slowly walk Fete si bdieti,
In the woods, and weep, and quarrel, Cand, plimbandu-va-n padure,
Staring past the pink wild laurel, Plangeti, va sfaditi,
Mix me with your talks, Mai puternic decat trandafirul cel salbatic
Do not let me die! Straluciti,

In vorbele voastre ma amestecati,
Mortii nu ma dati.
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Maxwell Bodenheim
[1892-1954]

S-a nascut la Natchez, Mississippi, in 1892, si a studiat dreptul si artele la Chicago.

Pentru caracterul angajat al liricii sale, ca si pentru felul in care se impune ca un virtuos al manierismului, despre Maxwell
Bodenheim s-a spus cd este un , luptdtor pe ringul literaturii”.

Volumul Against this Age (Impotriva acestui ev) insumeaza reprezentativ calititile amintite.
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The Factory Girl Lucrdtoare de fabrica
Why are your eyes like dry brown flower-pods, De ce-ti sunt ochii seminte cafenii de floare uscatd,
Still, gripped by the memory of lost petals? Técuti, agdtandu-se de amintirea petalelor pierdute?
I feel that, if I touched them, Simt cd de i-as atinge,
They would crumble to falling brown dust, S-ar faramita ca o pulbere pamantie
And you would stand with blindness revealed. Si ai ramane luminatd de orbire.
Yet you would not shrink, for your life Totusi, nu te-ai clinti,
Has been long since memorized, Céci viata demult ti-o stii pe de rost
And eyes would only melt out against its high walls. Si ochii nu fac decat sa se scurgd pe inaltele ziduri ce o-nconjoara.
Besides, in the making of boxes Afard de asta, pentru a fabrica cutii
Sprinkled with crude forget-me-nots, Impestritate cu nu-ma-uita,
One is curiously blessed if one’s eyes are dead. Este o ciudatd binecuvantare sa-ti fie ochii morti.
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Archibald MacLeish
[1892-1982]

S-a nascut in 1892 la Glencoe, Illinois, iar studiile si le face la Yale si Harvard.

Poezia sa de inceput std sub semnul influentei unor scriitori ca E.A. Robinson, T.S. Eliot si Conrad Aiken, resimtindu-se
totodata si lecturile din poezia franceza cu care MacLeish se familiarizeaza participand, in Franta, la primul rdzboi mondial.

IT consacr volumul de versuri Conquistador (Premiul Pulitzer in 1932), ciruia ii urmeaza Frescoes for Mr. Rockefeller’s City
(Fresce pentru cetatea d-lui Rockefeller —1933), Public Speech (Cuvantare publicd — 1936), Fall of the City (Declinul orasului — 1937), America
was Promises (America era Sperantd —1939), Songs for Eve (Cantece pentru Eva —1958), volume prin care MacLeish se impune ca unul
dintre cei mai fecunzi si populari poeti americani.

Printre ultimele sale lucrari se numara J.B. (1958) o piesd in versuri, si volumul de eseuri Poetry and Experience (1961).
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Ars poetica

A poem should be palpable and mute
As a globed fruit,

Dumb
As old medallions to the thumb,

Silent as the sleeve-worn stone
Of casement ledges where the moss has grown —

A poem should be wordless
As the flight of birds.

*

A poem should be motionless in time
As the moon climbs,

Leaving, as the moon releases
Twig by twig the night-entangled trees,
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Ars poetica

Poemul sa fie palpabil si tacut
Ca un fruct rotund.

Greu
Ca pe degetul mare un inel cu pecete,

Tdcut ca piatra roasd
A lucarnelor tivite cu muschi—

Un poem sa fie fara cuvinte
Ca zborul pasdrilor.

*

Un poem sd fie neclintit in timp
Asa cum, palind, luna urcd,

Si lasd ram dupd ram
impletit cu noapte, parasind
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Aud

Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves,
Memory by memory the mind —

A poem should be motionless in time
As the moon climbs.

*

A poem should be equal to:
Not true.

For all the history of grief
An empty doorway and a maple leaf.

For love
The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea —

A poem should not mean
But be.
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Amintire dupa amintire

Ca luna frunzele iernii.

Un poem sa fie neclintit in timp
Cum urcd luna

*

Pentru ca toatd povestea suferintei
E un portal uitat si o frunza de-artar.

Pentru iubire —
lerburi unduitoare si doud lumini pe mare.

Un poem nu trebuie sa-nsemneze ceva:
Trebuie sa existe.
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Burying Ground by the Ties
(From Frescoes for Mr. Rockefeller’s City)

Ayee! Ai! This is heavy earth on our shoulders:

There were none of us born to be buried in this earth:

Niggers we were, Portuguese, Magyars, Polacks:

We were born to another look of the sky certainly.
Now we lie here in the river pastures:
We lie in the mowings under the thick turf:

We hear the earth and the all-day rasp of the
grasshoppers.

It was we laid the steel to this land from ocean to ocean:
It was we (if you know) put the U.P. through the passes

Bringing her down into Laramie full load,
Eighteen mile on the granite anticlinal,
Forty-three foot to the mile and the grade holding:
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Cimitirul de la raspantie
(Din Fresce pentru cetatea domnului Rockefeller)

Of! Of! Greu pamant purtam pe umeri;
Nici unul din noi nu s-a nascut spre a fi-ngropat aici;

Eram: Negri, Portughezi, Unguri, Polonezi.

Pentru altceva ne-am ndscut, asta e sigur;
Acum zdcem aici in pasunile fluviului,

Zacem gramada sub stufdrisul cel des;
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Auzim zgomotul pamantului si nemaiincetdndele fierdstraie ale

greierilor;

Noi am fost aceia care am agezat otelul in tara asta, de la un ocean la

celalalt,

Noi am fost (daca stiti) cei care am construit linia Union Pacific peste

trecétori,

Aducand-o in vale, la Laramie, cu toatd incédrcitura —
Optsprezece mile pe granitul abrupt,
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It was we did it: hunkies of our kind.
It was we dug the caved-in holes for the cold water:
It was we built the gully spurs and the freight sidings:

Who would do it but we and the Irishmen bossing us?
It was all foreign-born men there were in this country:
It was Scotsmen, Englishmen, Chinese, Squareheads,
Austrians...

Ayee! but there’s weight to the earth under it.
Not for this did we come out —to be lying her
Nameless under the ties in the clay cuts:

There’s nothing good in the world but the rich will buy
it:

Everything sticks to the grease of a gold note —

Even a continent —even a new sky!

Do not pity us much for the strange grass over us:
We laid the steel to the stone stock of these mountains:
The place of our graves is marked by the telegraph
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Patruzeci si trei de picioare pe mild si grad —

Noi am izbutit asta: venetici nepricopsiti ca noi;
Noi am scobit stdnca pentru tevile de apa rece;
Noi am sdpat treptele in rape si calea ingusta pentru poveri.

Cine alt ar fi putut-o face decat noi, sub supravegherea Irlandezilor?
Noi, toti strdinii care ne gdseam in tara asta:
Noi, Scotieni, Englezi, Chinezi, tenaci Austrieci...

Of! dar ce greu apasa pamantul acesta;
Nu de asta am plecat de-acasd, sa zdcem aici fara nume,
Sub stufaris, in straturile lutului.

Nu-i lucru bun pe lume, bogatul sa nu si-1 poatd cumpara;
Orice se prinde de unsuroasa bancnota —
Chiar si un continent — chiar si un alt cer!

Nu ne plangeti prea mult ca zacem sub iarba ciudata;
Noi am infipt otelul in stancile acestor munti:
Mormintele noastre le-nseamna stéalpii de telegraf!
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poles!

Dar n-am plecat de-acasad ca sd zdcem in adanc
It was not to lie in the bottoms we came out $i trenurile sa treaca peste gropile noastre...
And the trains going over us here in the hollows...
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The Young Dead Soldiers

The young dead soldiers do not speak.
Nevertheless, they are heard in the still houses:
who has not heard them?

They have a silence that speaks for them at night
and when the clock counts.

They say:
We were young. We have died.
Remember us.

They say:
We have done what we could
but until it is finished it is not done.

They say:
We have given our lives but until it is finished
no one can know what our lives gave.
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Tinerii soldati care au murit

Tinerii soldati care au murit nu mai au glas,
Totusi, in case tacute, vocea lor se aude.

(E cineva care sd nu o fi auzit?)

Au o tacere a lor care vorbeste pentru ei noaptea,
Si cand bate ceasornicul.

Ei spun:
Eram tineri. Am murit.

Aduceti-va aminte de noi.

Ei spun:
Tot ce ne-a stat in puteri am facut,

Dar pana nu ia sfarsit razboiul, fapta nu e intreaga.

Ei spun:
Viata ne-am dat-o,
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Dar pana nu ia sfarsit razboiul, nu stie nimeni pentru ce ne-am

dat viata.
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They say:
Our deaths are not ours: they are yours,
they will mean what you make them.

They say:

Whether our lives and our deaths were for peace and a new
hope or for nothing we cannot say,

it is you who must say this.

They say:

We leave you our deaths:

give them their meaning;:

give them an end to the war and a true peace:

give them a victory that ends the war and a peace afterwards:

give them their meaning.

We were young, they say.
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Ei spun:
Moartea noastrd nu ne apartine,
Voud v-am inchinat-o,

Va insemna ceea ce vreti voi sd insemne.

Ei spun:

Daca viata si moartea noastra au slujit pacea si noi sperante
Sau dacd au fost in zadar, nu putem sti,

Voi sunteti cei care trebuie sd hotarati.

Ei spun:

Moartea noastra v-o incredintam voua

Dati-i un inteles;

Dati-i terminarea razboiului si o pace adevarata,

Dati-i victoria care sd pund capdt rdazboiului si, apoi, dati-i
pacea.

Dati-i un inteles.

Tineri eram, spun ei,
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We have died. Am murit,

Remember us. Aduceti-vd aminte de noi.
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Speech to a Crowd

Tell me, my patient friends, awaiters of messages.
From what other shore, from what stranger,
Whence, was the word to come? Who was to lesson you?

Listeners under a child’s crib in a manger,
Listeners once by the oracles, now by the transoms,
Whom are you waiting for? Who do you think will explain?

Listeners thousands of years and still no answer —
Writers at night to Miss Lonely-Hearts, awkward spellers,
Open your eyes! There is only earth and the man!

There is only you. There is no one else on the telephone:
No one else is on the air to whisper:
No one else but you will push the bell.

No one knows if you don’t: neither ships
Nor landing-fields decode the dark between.
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Cuvantare catre multime

Spuneti-mi, rabdatori prieteni —voi, care asteptati mesaje
De pe ce alt tdaram? De la care strdin?

Dincotro sa vina cuvantul? Si cine sd va-nvete?

Ascultdtori sub leaganul copilului din iesle
Ascultitori cAndva ai oracolului, ai viselor fantaste astiazi —
Pe cine asteptati? Si cine, credeti, vd va lamuri?

Ascultatori de mii de ani, fara rdspuns,

Ce scrieti noaptea Domnisoarei Inima-nsinguratd, bucheri
stangaci

Deschideti-va ochii! Numai pamantul existd, si omul!

Numai voi existati: nu e nimeni la celdlalt capat al firului;
Nimeni altul nu sopteste de-acolo din spatiu;

Nimeni altul de la celdlalt capdt n-o sd véa sune.

Dacd voi nu stiti, nimeni altul nu stie: nici vapoarele,
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You have your eyes and what your eyes see, is.

The earth you see is really the earth you are seeing.
The sun is truly excellent, truly warm,
Women are beautiful as you have seen them —

Their breasts (believe it) like cooing of doves in a portico.
They bear at their breasts tenderness softly. Look at them!
Look at yourselves. You are strong. You are well formed.

Look at the world — —the world you never took!
It is really true you may live in the world heedlessly.
Why do you wait to read it in a book then?

Write it yourselves! Write to yourselves if you need to!
Tell yourselves there is sun and the sun will rise.
Tell yourselves the earth has food to feed you.

Let the dead men say that men must die!
Who better than you can know what death is?
How can a bone or a broken body surmise it?
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Nici aeroporturile nu lumineaza spatiile intunecate:
Aveti ochi si vedeti, si numai ce vad ochii vostri, exista.

Pamantul pe care-1 vedeti, e-ntr-adevar pamantul;
Soarele-i cu-adevarat minunat, realmente fierbinte:
Femeile sunt atat de frumoase dupad cum le vedeti —

Au sani (ma credeti) ca ganguritul porumbarului de pe portic
Si catd fragezime dulce poartd-n san! Priviti-le!
Priviti-va si pe voi. Sunteti chipesi, puternici.

Priviti lumea —lumea pe care niciodata n-o priviti!
Dacd e adevdrat ca puteti trdi pe lume fara s-o luati in seamd,
Atunci de ce asteptati sd cititi despre ea in carti?

Scrieti-le chiar voi! Scrieti-vd voud insiv4, la nevoie!
Spuneti-va cd soarele exista si cd va rasdri:
Spuneti-va cd pamantul are roade sd va-ndestuleze.

Pe cel mort, lasd-1 sa spund cd omul trebuie sa moara!
Mai bine decat voi cine poate sti ce e moartea?
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Ce poate sd stie un os sau un trup sfartecat?

Let the dead shriek with their whispering breath.
Laugh at them! Say the murdered gods may wake Cu glasul lor stins, lasati mortii sa lupte:
But we who work have end of work together. Rédeti de ei! Spuneti-va cd zeii ucisi ar putea sd reinvie,
Dar noi, care lucrdam laolaltd, trebuie impreuna lucrul sa-l
ispravim.
Tell yourselves the earth is yours to take!
Spuneti-va cd pamantul este al vostru!
Waiting for messages out of the dark you were poor.
The world was always yours: you would not take it. Cat de sdraci erati, mesaje asteptand din intuneric.
Lumea a fost intotdeauna a voastra, chiar daca n-ati fi vrut-o.
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Elizabeth J. Coatsworth
[1893-1986]

Elizabeth ]J. Coatsworth s-a ndscut la Buffalo, statul New York in 1893. A scris lucrari de o rard sensibilitate si profunzime
destinate tineretului. Printre acestea se remarca Fox Footprints (Urmele pasilor vulpii), Atlas and Beyond (Atlas si ce e dincolo de Atlas),
Compass Rose (Roza vanturilor).
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On a Night of Snow

Cat, if you go outdoors you must walk in the snow.
You will come back with little white shoes on your feet,
Little white slippers of snow that have heels of sleet.
Stay by the fire, my Cat. Lie still, do not go.

See how the flames are leaping and hissing low,

I will bring you a saucer of milk like a marguerite,

So white and so smooth, so spherical and so sweet

Stay with me, Cat. Out-doors the wild winds blow.

Out-doors the wild winds blow, Mistress, and dark is the
night

Strange voices cry in the trees, intoning strange lore,

And more than cats move, lit by our eyes green light,

On silent feet where the meadow grasses hang hoar
Mistress, there are portents abroad of magic and might,

And things that are yet to be done. Open the door!
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Pe o noapte cu zapada

—Pisicuto, daca te duci pe-afard, va trebui sa umbli prin zdpada,
Te vei inapoia cu-ncaltaminte alba —

Papucei de zapada cu tocuri de mazariche-nghetata.

Stai la foc, pisicuta mea, Stai cuminte, lungita, nu mai pleca.
Priveste flacarile cum se-nalta si suiera incet:

Iti voi aduce o farfurioara cu lapte ca o margareta

Rotunda si dulce, alba si neteda.

Stai, pisicuto, cu mine. Afard sufld vantul salbatic.

— Afard sufld vantul sdlbatic, stdpand, si neagra e noaptea,
Ciudate glasuri tanguiesc in copaci, ciudat e si talcul ce-1 tdinuie,
Si, la lumina verde a ochilor nostri, nu numai pisicile

Umbla, cu pasi vatuiti, prin livada cu ierburi uscate —

Stapand, pe-afard sunt puteri ascunse, si vraji,

Si fapte ce trebuiesc implinite. Deschide!
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Edward Estlin Cummings
[1894-1962]

Edward Estlin Cummings (1894-1962) a vdzut lumina zilei la Cambridge, Massachusetts. A luat parte ca infirmier, apoi ca
soldat la primul razboi mondial, dupad care s-a stabilit la Paris, pictand si scriind poezie. La inceput, critica a sanctionat cu severitate
»aranjamentele tipografice” prea originale ale lui Cummings, insd, in ciuda aparentei facilitdti, poetul face fatd tuturor rolurilor pe
care le imagineaza: el este clovnul, filosoful, amorezul, comentatorul si cavalerul romantic care isi desfdsoara cu siguranta si gratie
lirismul, ca si excentricitatile grafice.

Creatia sa poeticd e cuprinsad in volumele XLI Poems (XLI poeme), Is 5 (E 5), CIOPW, IXI (adica intr-o plezanterie grafica,
»zece”), Collected Poems (Poeme alese —1938), o noua editie a acestora, in 1954, si, in sfarsit, 95 Poems (1958).
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Since Feeling Is First

since feeling is first

who pays any attention

to the syntax of things

will never wholly kiss you;

wholly to be a fool
while Spring is in the world

my blood approves,

and kisses are a better fate

than wisdom

lady i swear by all flowers. Don’t cry

— the best gesture of my brain is less than
your eyelids’ flutter which says

we are for each other; then

laugh, leaning back in my arms
for life’s not a paragraph

and death i think is no parenthesis
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Pentru ca simtirea primeaza

Pentru cd simtirea primeaza

cine e preocupat

de sintaxa lucrurilor

nu va sti niciodata sa te sarute cu-adevarat,

nu va fi niciodatd cu totul nebun
cand Primdvard e-ntreaga lume

sangele-mi spune:

decat intelepciune

sdrutdrile-s mai bune.

Doamna, ti-o jur pe toate florile. Nu plange

—cel mai perfect elan al creierului meu e mai putin
decat fluturarea pleoapelor tale ce-mi spun:

suntem facuti unul pentru altul. Razi

deci cand te cuprind in brate

cdci viata nu-i un paragraf

si moartea nu cred sd fie doar o paranteza.
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Buffalo Bill’s Defunct

Buffalo Bill ‘s
defunct
who used to
ride a watersmooth-silver
stallion
and break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat
Jesus

he was a handsome man

and what i want to know is
how do you like your blue-eyed boy
Mister Death
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A murit Buffalo Bill

A murit

Buffalo Bill

cel care

calarea unstrasnicarmasar

argintiu

Si dobora undoitreipatrucinci porumbeinumaiasacaipldcealui
Isuse

chipes barbat era

si ce-as mai vrea sd stiu e

cum iti plac privirileluialbastre
Doamna Moarte
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O Sweet Spontaneous

O sweet spontaneous
earth how often have
the

doting

fingers of

prurient philosophers pinched
and

poked

thee

, has the naughty thumb
of science prodded

thy

beauty, how
often have religions taken
thee upon their scraggy knees
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O, dulce, credincios pamant

O, dulce, credincios pamant

ades te-au incercat si ciocanit

cu degete avide filosofii.

Cu degetul cel gros stiinta ti-a rascolit frumusetea,
religia ades in bratele ei colturoase te-a luat
strangandu-te si imboldindu-te sa-i adopti zeii,
dar credincios neasemuitului culcus al mortii,
ciclicul tdu iubit,

tu le-ai rdspuns numai cu primaveri.
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squeezing and

buffeting thee that thou mightest conceive
gods
(but

true

to the incomparable
couch of death thy
rhythmic

lover

thou answerest

them only with

spring)
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*x%k Ek ol
little man Omulet
(in a hurry (tare gonit
full of an de o mare
important worry) suparare)
halt stop forget relax stai de te-odihneste

si te linisteste
wait

asteapta
(little child
who have tried copilas
who have failed
who have cried) care a-ncercat
lie bravely down si a pierdut

si s-a vaitat
sleep culcd-te cuminte
big rain dormi
big snow
big sun ploaie mare
big moon grea ninsoare
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(enter

us)
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soare aprins
si lund plind
(patrundeti
in noi)
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You Shall Above All Things Be Glad and Young

you shall above all things be glad and young
For if you're young, whatever life you wear

It will become you; and if you are glad
whatever’s living will yourself become.

Girlboys may nothing more than boygirls need:

i can entirely her only love

whose any mystery makes every man’s
flesh put space on; and his mind take off time

that you should ever think, may god forbid
and (in his mercy) your true lover spare:

for that way knowledge lies, the foetal grave
called progress, and negation’s dead undoom.

I'd rather learn from one bird how to sing
than teach ten thousand stars how not to dance
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Mai presus de orice, fii tinar si voios

Mai presus de orice fii tandr si voios
cdci tandr, orisicare trdire ai alege,

ti se va potrivi, si daca esti voios

cu orice viata iti oferd, te multumesti.

Fetelebaietii nu au nevoie de-altceva decat de bdietifete;
iar eu nu pot iubi cu-adevarat

decét femeia care tainic stie in trupul orisicdruia barbat
sd prindad spatiul si din minte timpul sa-i alunge

La ea de te-ai putea gandi vreodatd, Domnul sd apere

si-n mila lui, iubirea ta adevarata sa o crute

pe drumu-i de capcanele cunoasterii, de-acel mormant foetal
numit progres si de predestinarea moarta a negarii.

Prefer de la o pasare sa-nvat cum sa-mi inmladii cantul
decat ca miilor de stele sd le-ardt cum ar putea sa nu danseze.
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Up into the Silence the Green Sus, in linistea vegetala
up into the silence the green Sus in linistea vegetald
silence with a white earth in it ce cuprinde palidul pamant
te vei
you will(kiss me)go (sdruta-ma)
duce
out into the morning the young in noua dimineata
morning with a warm world in it in dimineata ce cuprinde calda lume
(sdruta-ma)
(kiss me)you will go te vei duce
spre strdlucitoarea lumina solara
on into the sunlight the fine care imbrdtiseaza o-ntreaga zi
sunlight with a firm day in it (sdruta-ma)
te vei duce
you will go(kiss me adanc in amintirea-ti
0 amintire — si amintire
down into your memory and ma voi
a memory and memory (sdruta-ma)
duce eu.

i)kiss me,(will go)
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Stephen Vincent Benét
[1898-1943]

Stephen Vincent Benét s-a nascut la Bethlehem, Pennsylvania. A inceput sa publice versuri inca de cand era licean. Fantezia
sa se exaltd in bizar si fantastic; de aici preferinta pentru balada, formula pentru care opteaza in evocarea razboiului civil — John
Brown’s Body (Trupul lui John Brown, 1928). Postum, i-au fost publicate doud volume de versuri, dintre care Western Star (Steaua
apusului) a fost distins cu Premiul Pulitzer in 1943.
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1936

Autoplay next video

All night they marched, the infantrymen under pack,
But the hands gripping the rifles were naked bone

And the hollow pits of the eyes stared, vacant and black,
When the moonlight shone.

The gas mask lay like a blot on the empty chest,

The slanting helmets were spattered with rust and mold,
But they burrowed the hill for the machine-gun nest

As they had of old.

And the guns rolled, and the tanks, but there was no sound,
Never the gasp or rustle of living men

Where the skeletons strung their wire on disputed ground ...

[ knew them, then.

‘It’s eighteen years,” I cried. “You must come no more.
‘We know your names. We know that you are the dead.
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1936

Complet echipati, infanteristii au marsaluit toatd noaptea,
Dar mainile care strangeau pustile erau numai oase
Si orbitele goale ale ochilor pareau negre

In bataia razelor lunii.

Masca de gaze — o patd pe pieptul descdrnat,
Castile ruginite si putrede lunecau intr-o parte,
Dar ei sdpau cuiburi de mitraliere,

Cum mai facusera si alta data.

Rotile tunurilor si ale tancurilor se-nvarteau fara sunet;

Nicio soaptd, nicio adiere de viatad

Acolo unde scheletele intindeau sarma ghimpata pe disputatul
teren...

Asa am stiut cine sunt.

»~Au trecut saptesprezece ani”, am strigat. ,Nu mai aveti ce face
7
aici.

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

233
Must you march forever from France and the last, blind war?’ Stim numele voastre. Stim ca sunteti morti.
Trebuie vegnic sad veniti in mars din Franta, din ultimul crancen
‘Fool! From the next!” razboi?”
they said.

,Nebunule! Pentru cel viitor lucram noi!”
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For All Blasphemers

Adam was my grandfather,
A tall, spoiled child,

A red, clay tower

In Eden, green and mild.

He ripped the Sinful Pippin
From its sanctimonious limb.
Adam was my grandfather —
And I take after him.

Noah was my uncle

And he got dead drunk.

There were planets in his liquor-can
And lizards in his bunk.

He fell into the Bottomless

Past Hell’s most shrinking star.

Old Aunt Fate has often said

How much alike we are.
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Catre toti cartitorii

Adam a fost bunicul meu,

Un copilandru nalt si réasfatat,
Un turn roscat de lut

in paradisul verde, bland.

Pe Pippin pdcatosul l-a scapat
De madularu-i sfant.

Adam a fost bunicul meu

Si lui 1i seman eu.

Iar Noe care mi-a fost unchi

Se imbadta cumplit;

In cupa lui pluteau planete

Iar in culcusul sdu soparle se plimbau.
Cézu in golful fara fund

Dincolo de-a iadului stea schimbatoare.

Soarta, batrana mea matusa,
Spune ades ca-i seman lui.
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Lilith, she’s my sweetheart

Till my heartstrings break,

Most of her is honey-pale

And all of her is snake.

Sweet as secret thievery,

I kiss her all I can,

While Somebody Above remarks
“That’s not a nice young man!”

Bacchus was my brother,

Nimrod is my friend.

All of them have talked to me

On how such courses end.

But when His Worship takes me up
How can I fare but well?

For who in gaudy Hell will care?
And I shall be in Hell.
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Dragostea mea e Lilith

Si o iubesc pana ce strunele in inima-mi se rup
Ca mierea palida-i, in parte,

Altminteri, o serpoaica-i toata.

Ca hotul, intr-ascuns,

O tot sdrut mereu

In timp ce Cineva de sus apreciazi

Cd nu va fi nimic de capul meu.

Bachus frate mi-a fost,

Nimrod mi-e bun prieten;

Ei amandoi m-au prevenit mereu
Ca numai bun n-o fi sfarsitul meu.
Dar cand prea Sfantul m-o chema
Cum as putea sd nu ascult?

Si cine-n iadul negru ma va sti?
Céci eu acolo-n iad voi fi.
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Langston Hughes
[1902-1967]

In contextul climatului cultural american de dupa primul rdzboi mondial cand este , descoperitd” inepuizabila mina de
inspiratie a folclorului negru, cand incepe sa prinda contururi din ce in ce mai ferme ,,miscarea de renastere a artei negre”, Langston
Hughes este descoperit si incurajat de Vachel Lindsay. Poezia sa devine cunoscutd in deceniul al treilea, in acelasi timp cu aceea a
poetului negru Countée Cullen.

Nascut la Joplin, Missouri, isi face studiile la Cleveland, apoi la Columbia University, debutand prin volumul Weary Blues
(Bluesuri obosite —1924). Dupa calatorii facute in Franta, Italia, Spania, se stabileste la New York, devenind unul din promotorii
renasterii artei negre. Personalitate multilaterald (scrie povestiri, romane, un libret de operd, memorialisticd, scheciuri satirice,
editeaza o antologie —The Poetry of the Negro — (Poezie Neagri—1949), Langston Hughes exceleaza in special in creatia poetica,
impunéandu-se ca unul dintre cei mai remarcabili poeti negri de la jumatatea secolului al XX-lea. Poezia sa profund angajata, avand
ca obiect discrepanta dintre precaritatea impusa conditiei sociale a negrilor si frumusetea, umanismul spiritualitatii lor, poarta
adanc marcatd in muzicalitate si ritm, in imagini si limbaj, amprenta song-urilor populare negre.

Din creatia sa poeticd amintim, alaturi de cel mai popular dintre volumele sale — Fine Clothes to Jew (Haine arditoase pentru
evreu, 1927)— Dream Keeper (Paznic de vis, 1932), Shakespeare in Harlem (Shakespeare in Harlem, 1942), Montage of a Dream Deferred
(Montaj pentru un vis amanat, 1951), Ask Your Mama (Intreabi-ti miicuta —1961).
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Florida Road Workers
Hey, Buddy!

Look at me!

I'm makin” a road

For the cars to fly by on,
Makin” a road

Through the palmetto thicket
For light and civilization

To travel on.

I'm makin” a road

For the rich to sweep over
In their big cars

And leave me standin” here.

Sure,
A road helps everybody.
Rich folks ride —
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Lucratori la sosele in Florida

Fac o sosea

Pentru automobile —
Sa zboare pe ea.

Tai o sosea

Prin desis de palmieri,
Lumina, civilizatia
Sa-nainteze pe ea.

Fac o sosea

Pentru batranii bogatasi albi;
In marile lor automobile

Sa lunece pe ea

Si sda ma lase-n urma.

Desigur.

O sosea-i de folos tuturor!
Albii trec in masini,

$i eu ii pot vedea trecand.
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And I get to see ‘em ride. N-am vazut pe nimeni, niciodata,
I ain’t never seen nobody Caldtorind atat de bine.
Ride so fine before. Ei, fratilor!
Hey, Buddy, look! Uitati-va si la mine.
I'm makin” a road! Fac o sosea!
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Homesick Blues

De railroad bridge’s
A sad song in de air.
De railroad bridge’s
A sad song in de air.
Ever time de trains pass

I wants to go somewhere.

[ went down to de station.
Ma heart was in ma mouth.

Went down to de station.
Heart was in ma mouth.
Lookin” for a box car

To roll me to de South.

Homesick blues, Lawd,

‘S a terrible thing to have.

Homesick blues is
A terrible thing to have.
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Dor de casa

Podul de cale ferata
Canta trist in vazduh.
Podul de cale ferata
Canta trist in vazduh.
Trenul cand trece,
Vreau si eu sd ma duc.

Am fost de vale la gara,
Fara suflare am ajuns.
Am cdutat un vagon

Sd md ducd in Sud.

Dorul de-acasa

Tare e greu de-ndurat.
Dorul de-acasa

Tare e greu de-ndurat.
Plansul ca sa-1 ascund,
Cu toata gura rad.
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To keep from cryin’

I opens ma mouth an’ laughs.
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Brass Spittoons

Clean the spittoons, boy.
Detroit,

Chicago,

Atlantic City,

Palm Beach.

Clean the spittoons.

The steam in hotel kitchens,
And the smoke in hotel lobbies,

And the slime in hotel spittoons:

Part of my life.
Hey, boy!

A nickel,

A dime,

A dollar,

Two dollars a day.
Hey, boy!

A nickel,

A dime,

A dollar,
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Scuipatorile de alama

Curdta scuipadtorile, baiete.
Detroit,

Chicago,

Atlantic City,

Palm Beach.

Curata scuipdtorile.

Aburul din bucatariile hotelurilor,
Fumul din holurile hotelurilor,

Si balele din scuipatorile hotelurilor
Sunt parte din viata mea.

Ei, baiete!

Un sfert,

O jumadtate,

Un dolar,

Doi dolari pe zi.

Ei, baiete!

Un sfert,

O jumadtate,

Un dolar,
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Two dollars

Buy shoes for the baby.
House rent to pay.

Gin on Saturday,

Church on Sunday.

My God!

Babies and gin and church
And women and Sunday
All mixed with dimes and
Dollars and clean spittoons
And house rent to pay.
Hey, boy!

A bright bowl of brass is beautiful to the Lord.

Bright polished brass like the cymbals

Of King David’s dancers,

Like the wine cups of Solomon.

Hey, boy!

A clean spittoon on the altar of the Lord.

A clean bright spittoon all newly polished —
At least I can offer that.

Com’mere, boy!
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Doi dolari—

Cumperi ghetute copilului,

Platesti chiria,

Te duci Duminica la biserica.

Of, Doamne!

Copilasi, biserici,

Femei si Duminici—

Totul se amestecd cu gologani

Si dolari, si scuipdtori spdlate

$i chiria de plata.

Ei, baiete!

O strachina stralucitoare de alama ii place si lui Dumnezeu,
Alama lustruita si stralucitoare

Ca timbalele dansatoarelor Regelui David,

Asemenea cupelor de vin ale lui Solomon.

Ei, baiete!

O scuipdtoare curata pe altarul Domnului!

O scuipdtoare curatd, stralucitoare, proaspat lustruita,
Asta, cel putin, Ii pot da.

‘Ino, baiete, incoal!
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Ogden Nash
[1902-1971]

S-a nascut in 1902, la Rye, Statul New York. Mai tarziu, isi aminteste: , Am venit la New York sa fac avere la bursa. in doi
ani n-am vandut decat o actiune —nasei mele —in schimb am vazut o groaza de filme bune...”; completeaza abonamente pentru
tramvai, trece intr-un serviciu pentru reclame, ajunge in sfarsit la Hollywood, unde scrie scenarii de film.

A publicat cateva volume de poezii de impetuoasd jovialitate, cu un mesaj de o tainicd profunzime chiar atunci cand
oscileaza intre satira spumoasa si frizarea absurdului. Amintim Free Wheeling (Rotire liberd —1931), I'm a Stranger Here Myself (Eu
insumi sunt strdin aici —1938), Versus (1949), Boy is A Boy (Bdiat inseamnd un bdiat — 1960).
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Golly, How Truth Will Out

How does a person get to be a capable liar?

That is something that I respectfully inquiar,

Because I don’t believe a person will ever set the world on fire
Unless they are a capable lire.

Some wise men said that words were given to us to conceal our
thoughts,

But if a person has nothing but truthful words why their

thoughts haven’t even the protection of a pair of panties or
shoughts

And a naked thought is ineffectual as well as improper,

And hasn’t a chance in the presence of a glib chinchilla-clad
whopper.

One of the greatest abilities a person can have, I guess,

Is the ability to say Yes when they mean No and No when they
mean Yes.

Oh to be Machiavellian, oh to be unscrupulous, oh, to be glib!

Oh to be ever prepared with a plausible fib!

Because then a dinner engagement or a contract or a treaty is no
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Cum mai razbate adevarul la lumina

Cum ajunge cineva sd fie mincinos de so0i?

Iatd un lucru de care, cu tot respectul, ma interesez:

Nu cred pe cineva in stare de-o faptd de isprava,

Pana nu stie cum sa minta zdravan.

Sunt unii invétati care-au spus cd ne-a fost dat cuvantul
spre a ne ascunde gandul,

Dar dacd cineva nu stie sd spund decat adevarul, de ce sa
nu-si ascundd gandul macar cu niste pantaloni,

Céci gandul gol e neputintd si pe deasupra-i necioplit,

Si nici n-are sorti de izbanda fata de un limbut falos
Abilitatea cea mai mare ce poate avea cineva

Cred ca-i aceea de-a spune DA, cand crede Nu,

Si NU, cand stie céa e Da.

O, sa fii machiavelic, lipsit de scrupule si bun de gura,

Sa ai intotdeauna la-ndemana sfruntata, sigura minciuna
Un contract, un tratat, sau invitatie la vreo matusa —si,
gata, sd nu mai porti catuse;

Cel care minte se descurcd cu cea mai logicd minciuna,
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longer a fetter,

Because liars can just logically lie their way out of it if they don’t
like it or if one comes along that they like better;

And do you think their conscience prickles?

No, it tickles.

And please believe that I mean every one of these lines as I am
writing them

Because once there was a small boy who was sent to the drugstore
to buy some bitter stuff to put on his nails to keep him from biting
them,

And in his humiliation he tried to lie to the clerk

And it didn’t work,

Because he said My mother sent me to buy some bitter stuff for a
friend of mine’s nails that bites them, and the clerk

smiled wisely and said I wonder who that friend could be,

And the small boy broke down and said Me,

And it was me, or at least I was him,

And all my subsequent attempts at subterfuge have been equally
grim,

And that is why I admire a suave prevarication because I
prevaricate so awkwardly and gauchely,
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dacd ceva nu-i mai convine, sau altd conjuncturd e mai

buna.

Si constiinta, poate credeti, ca pe acesta-1 va mustra?

Ba dimpotriva-l va flata.

Si fiti, va rog, incredintati cd tot ce scriu, scriu in serios,
Céci: a fost candva un bdietel trimis de maicd-sa la
drogherie sa cumpere ceva amar de pus pe unghii sa nu si
le mai roads,

Si, umilit cum se simtea, a vrut si el sa mintd si a spus asa:
M-a trimis mama sd cumpadr ceva amar pentru unghiile pe
care si le roade un prieten al meu, la care

Droghistul a zambit intr-o doard: Ma-ntreb cine poate fi
prietenul dsta oare?

Pierdut, bdiatul cel mic a raspuns: Eu,

Si eram chiar eu sau cel putin eu eram el,

Si incercdrile mele toate, mai tarziu, au fost in egald masurd
ratate.

De aceea admir orice suava mistificare,

Pentru cd eu insumi mistific prost si fard-ndemanare.

Si din pricina asta nu m-am putut ridica pana la inalte
situatii
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And that is why I can never amount to anything politically or sociale, politice si etc.etc.etc.

socially.
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Merill Moore
[1903-1957]

Merill Moore s-a ndscut in orasul Columbia, statul Tennessee. A fost considerat copilul-minune al literaturii americane. Pana
la doudzeci si cinci de ani scrisese nu mai putin de noud mii de sonete.

Volumul sdu The Noise that Time Makes (Zgomotul pe care il face timpul —1924) este considerat, pentru pluralitatea si
originalitatea formelor, drept intemeietorul noului sonet american. Merill Moore este, fard indoiald, un fenomen: pana la treizeci
si sapte de ani scrisese un numadr de sonete pe care il notdm cu uimire si sfiald: cincizeci de mii. Dintre volumele mai importante
amintim Six Sides to a Man (Sase pdrti pentru un om —1935), M: One Thousand Autobiographical Sonnets (M: O mie de sonete
autobiografice —1938), More Clinical Sonnets (Alte sonete clinice —1952).
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Old Men and Old Women Going Home

Carrying their packages of groceries in particular

With books under their arms that maybe they will read
And possibly understand, old women lead

Their weaker sehes up to the front of the car.

And old men who for thirty years have sat at desks
Survey them harmlessly.

They regard each other

As forgotten sister looks at forgotten brother

On their way between two easily remembered tasks
And that is positively all there is to it.

But it was not that way thirty years ago!
Before desks and counters had tired their backs and feet,

When life for them was a bowl of odorous fruit
That they might take their pick of, then turn and go,
Saying, “This tastes so good!” or, “This smells so sweet!”
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Batrani si batrane in drum spre casa

Purtandu-si pachetele in care au, mai ales, de-ale gurii,

Si, la subsuoara —carti pe care le vor citi si poate le vor intelege,
Femei bdtrane isi poarta sldbita faptura prin autobuz,

Spre locurile din fata.

Si barbati batrani, care au stat treizeci de ani dinaintea pupitrelor,
Le observa cu inocenta.

Privindu-se, se descoperd uimiti unii pe altii

Cum ar privi frati uitati, uitate surori

in rastimpul dintre indeletniciri usor de tinut minte,

Si asta e absolut tot.

Dar acum treizeci de ani n-a fost asa!
Pana cand pupitre si ghisee nu le osteniserd picioarele si spinarea,

Atunci cand lumea era pentru ei o cupa cu fructe parfumate
Din care puteau gusta pentru ca apoi sa se-ntoarca si sd plece,

Spunand: ,Cat a fost de bun!” sau: ,,Ce minunat parfum!”
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Wystan Hugh Auden
[1907-1973]

W.H. Auden s-a nascut in 1907 in Anglia si a studiat la Oxford. In 1939 s-a stabilit in S.U.A., unde a fost naturalizat in anul
1945 si a imbratisat cariera universitara. In aceasts perioada conduce un grup literar marxist. Opera sa cuprinde volumul Poers,
1930, The Dance of Death (Dansul mortii —1933), o piesd de teatru in versuri, 1930, Orator, 1932, Letters from Iceland (Scrisori din
Islanda —1937) si o carte despre Spania unde e consemnata experienta sa din razboiul civil la care a luat parte.

Dupa cel de-al doilea razboi mondial, caracterul preponderent social al conceptiei sale a fost umbrit de tendinte religioase
si metafizice. Pentru volumul The Age of Anxiety (Era nelinistii) i s-a acordat Premiul Pulitzer in anul 1947.
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Another Time

For us like any other fugitive,

Like the numberless flowers that cannot number
And all the beasts that need not remember,

It is today in which we live.

So many try to say Not Now,
So many have forgotten how
To say I Am, and would be

Lost, if they could, in history.

Bowing, for instance, with such old-world grace
To a proper flag in a proper place,

Muttering like ancients as they stump upstairs
Of Mine and His or Ours and Theirs.

Just as if time were what they used to will
When it was gifted with possession still,
Just as if they were wrong
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Altadata

Pentru noi, ca pentru tot ce-i trecdtor:
Nenumadratele flori ce nu pot fi numerotate
Si toate animalele care nici nu se vor amintite,

Azi este ziua pe care o trdim.

Atatia Incearcd sd spund Nu acum,
Atatia au uitat cum se spune Sunt,
Si de si-ar spune, tot pierduti

Ar fi in istorie.

Salutand, poate cu gratie desuetd,
Drapelul infipt la loc cuvenit,
Bombanind batraneste la urcatul scarilor
Despre al meu, al lui, al nostru, al lor.

Ca si cum timpul ar fi cum si-1 dorisera odata
Cand mai era binecuvantat cu de toate
Ca si cand vina ar fi a lor
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In no more wishing to belong. Ca azi nu mai doresc sd le-apartina ceva.
No wonder then so many die of grief, Nu-i de mirare cd mor atatia de mahnire
So many are so lonely as they die; Si-atatia prea singuri in ceasul mortii sunt;
No one has yet believed or liked a lie, Nici unul n-a crezut in minciund, nu a iubit-o
Another time has other lives to live. lar timpul nou isi creste alte vieti.
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Theodore Roethke
[1908-1963]

Theodore Roethke a reactionat impotriva poeziei intelectualizante, militind pentru o liricd a impresiilor si a trdirilor
transcrise direct, aparent cu simplitate, dar nu lipsita de un romantism comparabil cu acela profesat de poetul gaelic Dylan Thomas.

Fiu de horticultor, Th. Roethke a crescut in mijlocul naturii, invdtand sd o cunoasca si sa o inteleaga. Poezia sa exprima o
tulburdtoare comuniune cu misterele si vitalitatea lumii vegetale.

Dintre cele mai populare volume ale sale se remarca Open House (Casa deschisi —1941), The Lost Son and Other Poems (Fiul
pierdut si alte poeme — 1948), Praise to the End (Lauda sfarsitului —1951), The Waking (Cel ce sti de veghe), volum pentru care i se confera
Premiul Pulitzer in 1953 si, in sfarsit, Words for the Wind (Cuvinte pentru vint —1959).
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Field of Light Intindere luminoasa
1 I
Came to lakes; came to dead water, Vino la lacuri, la ape moarte,
Ponds with moss and leaves floating, La mlastini cu muschi si frunze plutind
Planks sunk in the sand. Si vestigii de vechi cordbii ingropate-n nisip.
A log turned at the touch of a foot; Piciorul rastoarnd o buturugg;
A long weed floated upward; Lungi ierburi destramate plutesc in amont,
An eye tilted. Un ochi se rostogoleste.

Small winds made Vantul usor

A chilly noise; Trosneste infiorat;

The softest cove San rotunjit de mare

Cried for sound. Cheamad ecoul.

Reached for a grape Am atins un ciorchine

And the leaves changed; Si frunzele isi schimba fata,

A stone’s shape Piatra

Became a clam. Scoicd devine.
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A fine rain fell

On fat leaves;

I was there alone

In a watery drowse.

2
Angel within me, I asked,

Did I ever curse the sun?
Speak and abide.

Under, under the sheaves,

Under the blackened leaves,

Behind the green viscid trellis,

In the deep grass at the edge of field,

Along the low ground dry only in August, -

Was it dust I was kissing?

A sigh came far.

Alone, I kissed the skin of a stone;
Marrow-soft, danced in the sand.
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Cade ploaie subtire
Pe frunzele grele —
Singur sunt

in acvatica amortire
II

fnger care-n mine saldsluiesti, intreb:
Am blestemat eu vreodata soarele?
Spune, vorbeste.

Sub maldar de frunze innegrite,
Sub verde, vascos paienjenis,
In iarba adanca la marginea campiei,

254

De-a lungul pamanturilor scufundate care abia in august se

usucd —

Ce sarutam eu? Colbul?

Téarziu un semn se arata.

Eram singur. Sarutam invelisul unei pietre.

Ca maduva eram, gelatinos, si palpaind dansam pe nisip.
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Kenneth Patchen
[1911-1972]

Keneth Patchen s-a nascut in 1911 la Niles, statul Ohio, intr-o familie de muncitori. A studiat la un colegiu al Universitatii
din Winsconsin. In 1939 a publicat un important volum de poeme First Will and Testament (Intdia vrere si vrerea cea din urmi), apoi
Before the Brave (Inaintea celor bravi) si un volum de prozd, See You in the Morning (La revedere, pe mdine).
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The Deer and the Snake

The deer is humble, lovely as God made her
I watch her eyes and think of wonder owned

These strange priests enter the cathedral of woods
And seven Marys clean their hands to woo her

Foot lifted, dagger-sharp —her ears
Poised to their points like a leaf’s head

But the snake strikes, in a velvet arc
Of murderous speed — assassin beautiful

As mountain water at which a fawn drank
Stand there, forever, while poison works

While I stand counting the arms of your Cross
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Capriorul si sarpele

Smerit e cdpriorul, gingas, asa lasat de Dumnezeu —
li privesc ochii si ma gandesc la minunea ce este.

Preotii acestia stranii intrd in catedrala padurii

Si sapte Marii isi spald mainile ca sa-i poatd adora.

Piciorul usure, pumnale-ascutite urechile
Axate pe varfurile lor ca frunzele.

Dar sarpele, in arcul sau de catifea
Parcd nutrindu-se din ucigdtoarea-i viteza-1 ajunge

Frumos ca apa de munte din care un faun a baut—
Ramai pe vecie asa—1in timp ce otrava lucreazs,

In timp ce stau si numar bratele crucii tale,

Thinking that many Christs could hang there, crying. Gandindu-ma cati Christi inlacrimati ar incdpea pe ea.
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Muriel Rukeyser
[1913-1980]

Muriel Rukeyser s-a ndscut la New York in 1913, a studiat la colegiul Vassar, la Universitatea Columbia, si a facut parte
dintr-un comitet de cercetari a problemei Negrilor. A absolvit o scoald de pilotaj si, neobtinand de la parintii sdi invoirea de a zbura,
cerutd minorilor, a scris un poem Theory of Flight (Teorie de zbor) al cdrui titlu este si acela al primului sau volum de versuri, aparut
in 1935. A mai publicat: Green Wave (Valul verde —1948), Chain Lightning (Lant de fulgere —1955), I Go Out (Plec —1961) s.a., volume

ce tradeaza o fascinatie aparte a poetei pentru psihologie si patologic.
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Inheritance

Speak to me. Take my hand. What are you now?

I will tell you all. I will conceal nothing.

When I was three, a little child read a story about a rabbit
who died, in the story, and I crawled under a chair

a pink rabbit—it was my birthday, and a candle burnt a sore
spot on my finger, and I was told to be happy.

Oh, grow to know me. I am not happy. I will be open:

Now I am thinking of white sails against a sky like music,
like glad horns blowing, and birds

tilting, and an arm about me.

There was one I loved, who wanted to live, sailing.

Speak to me. Take my hand. What are you now?
When I was nine, I was fruitily sentimental, fluid

and my widowed aunt played Chopin,
and I bent my head on the painted woodwork, and wept.
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Doi oameni se straduiesc sa-si vorbeasca

Vorbeste-mi. la-mi méana. Ce faci acum?

Iti voi spune totul. Nu-ti voi ascunde nimic.

Cand aveam trei ani, un copil a citit o poveste

cu un iepure ce murea—in poveste —

iar eu, sub un scaun, plangeam;

un iepure roz —era ziua mea—

un strop de lumanare mi-a ars degetul,

si mi s-a spus sa fiu fericita.

O, invatd sd ma cunosti. Nu sunt fericitd. O spun deschis:

Acum mi-e gandul la albe panze de cordbii pe un cer albastru ca o
melodie

ca un ciripit de pasari sau vesel sunet de corn;

mi-e gandul la un brat ce m-ar cuprinde —

cineva, pe care l-am iubit, dorea sd-si petreacd viata pe mari.

Vorbeste-mi. la-mi méana. Ce faci acum?
Cand aveam noud ani eram foarte sentimentald, ma-nflaciram
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I want now to be close to you. I would link the minutes of
my days close, somehow, to your days.

I am not happy. I will be open.

I have liked lamps in evening corners, and quiet poems.
There has been fear in my life.

Sometimes I speculate

On what a tragedy his life was, really.

Take my hand. Fist my mind in your hand. What are you
now?

When I was fourteen, I had dreams of suicide,

and I stood at a steep window, at sunset, hoping toward
death

if the light had not melted clouds and plains to beauty,

if light had not transformed that day, I would have leapt.

I am unhappy. I am lonely. Speak to me.

I will be open. I think he never loved me:

He loved the bright beaches, the little lips of foam
that ride small waves, he loved the veer of gulls:
he said with a gay mouth: I love you.
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usor;
matusa mea cea vaduva canta din Chopin, plecam capul pe pianul
cu lemnul pictat si plangeam.
As vrea sa fiu acum aproape de tine. As vrea sa-nldntui, cumva,
clipele vietii mele de viata ta.

Nu sunt fericitd. O spun deschis.

Mi-a placut lumina ldmpii intr-un colt de-ncdpere si poemele
calme —

In viata mea teama si-a avut locul. Cateodata m4 silesc sa patrund
cata tragedie va fi cuprins viata lui.

Ia-mi mana. Aduna-mi gandurile in méana ta. Unde esti acum?
Cand aveam paisprezece ani visam la sinucidere,

si-ntr-un amurg am stat in fata unei ferestre deschise, tinzand spre
moarte.

Dacéa lumina n-ar fi transfigurat ziua aceea, as fi lunecat in gol.
Sunt nefericitd. Sunt singurd. Vorbeste-mi.

Vreau sd spun adevarul. Cred cd nu m-a iubit niciodata:
iubea plaja-nsorita, spuma marunta ce tivea micile valuri;
iubea zborul zapadcit al pescarusilor si spunea voios: te iubesc.
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Grow to know me. O, invatd sd ma cunosti.
What are you now? If we could touch one another, Ce faci acum? De ne-am putea intalni,
if these our separate entities could come to grips, despartitele noastre fapturi de-ar putea rataci impreuna
clenched like a Chinese puzzle... yesterday ca-ntr-un joc chinezesc, ca-ntr-un labirint... ieri
I stood in a crowded street that was live with people, ma aflam pe o strada plina de oameni, dimineata era radioasa,
and no one spoke a word, and the morning shone. si nimeni nu spunea un cuvant, fiecare se misca in tacere...
Everyone silent, moving... Take my hand. Speak to me. [a-mi mana. Spune-mi ceva.
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Karl Shapiro
[1913-2000]

Karl Shapiro s-a ndscut in 1913 la Baltimore, Maryland. Este editorul cunoscutei reviste de poezie Poetry si conduce catedra
de englezd la Universitatea de stat din Nebraska. Reputatia de poet i-au consolidat-o versurile scrise ca soldat in al doilea rdazboi
mondial si adunate in popularul volum V-Letter and Other Poems (Litera V si alte poeme) pentru care este distins cu Premiul Pulitzer,
1945.

A mai scris The Place for Love (Locul pentru iubire —1943) iar creatia dintr-o mai intinsa perioada este cuprinsa in Poems 1940-
1953.
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Buick

As a sloop with a sweep of immaculate wing on her delicate
spine

And a keel as steel as a root that holds in the sea as she leans,
Leaning and laughing, my warm-hearted beauty, you ride,
you ride,

You tack on the curves with parabola speed and a kiss of
goodbye,

Like a thoroughbred sloop, my new high-spirited spirit, my
kiss.

As my foot suggests that you leap in the air with your hips of
a girl,

My finger that praises your wheel and announces your voices
of song,

Flouncing your skirts, you blueness of joy, you flirt of
politeness,

You leap, you intelligence, essence of wholeness with silvery
nose,
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Buick

Ca o corveta cu sira subtire-a spinarii biciuitd de-o aripa
neintinata

care, plecandu-se, isi aratd baza de-otel —o rddacina iesind
din mare, —

te-apleci, razi, frumusetea mea cu inimad calda, alergi, alergi
si, schimband directia, virezi pe-o traiectorie ca o adevarata
sdrutare de adio,

coverta in miscare, spirit frumos si inspirat, o, tu, inima mea.

Piciorul meu imboldeste spre salt feciorelnica-ti coapsa,
mdna mea cumpdneste rotirea volanului si elibereaza
cantecul tau,

scanteindu-ti vesmantul, bucuria mea albastrie, fiorul meu
de elegantd,

si tu te-avanti inteligent—faptura ta rotata, impodobitd cu
nas de argint, se zguduie toatd,

ceasornicele tale platinate tremurd de enervare ca firul de
feriga.
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And your platinum clocks of excitement stir like the hairs of a

fern.

But how alien you are from the booming belts of your birth
and the smoke

Where you turned on the stinging lathes of Detroit and
Lansing at night

And shrieked at the torch in your secret parts and the amorous
tests,

But now with your eyes that enter the future of roads you
forget;

You are all instinct with your phosphorous glow and your
streaking hair.

And now when we stop it is not as the bird from the shell that
I leave

Or the leathery pilot who steps from his bird with a sneer of
delight,

And not as the ignorant beast do you squat and watch me
depart,

But with exquisite breathing you smile, with satisfaction of
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Acum esti departe de leaganul tau zgomotos, de fumul
locurilor acelora

unde te rasturnai noaptea pe strungurile sfredelitoare din
Lansing si Detroit,

unde strigai cand flacara se apropia de partile tale cele mai
ascunse pentru incercarea suprema.

Acum, cand ochii tai strapung noaptea soselele, ai uitat

si nu mai esti decat instinct, reflex rosietic, fosforescent, cu
plete de fulgere.

Cand ne oprim nu te pdrdsesc, asa cum pasdrea isi pardseste
gdoacea,

sau ca pilotul izolat in vesminte de piele, cand isi pardseste
mahnit, cu fata crispatd, pasarea ce l-a purtat;

asteptand sd ma depadrtez, nu te culci la pamant ca un animal
oarecare,

nu, cu respiratie perfectd, imi arunci un zambet, esti toata
numai afectiune

si eu te mai mangai o data, in timp ce torci linistita,
statornicindu-te in somn.
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love,

And I touch you again as you tick in the silence and settle in
sleep.
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Hollywood

Farthest from any war, unique in time

Like Athens or Baghdad, this city lies
Between dry purple mountains and the sea.
The air is clear and famous, every day
Bright as a postcard, bringing bungalows
And sights. The broad nights advertise

For love and music and astronomy.

Heart of a continent, the hearts converge

On open boulevards where palms are nursed
With flare-pots like a grove, on villa roads
Where castles cultivated like a style

Breed fabulous metaphors in foreign stone,
And on enormous movie lots

Where history repeats its vivid blunders.

Alice and Cinderella are most real.
Here may the tourist, quite sincere at last,
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Hollywood

Departe de razboaie, unic in timp

La fel cu-Atena sau Bagdad, orasu-acesta
Dintre munti sterpi, purpurii, si mare,
Cu aer pur, vestit, si orice zi
Stralucitoare ca o ilustrata care, in culori,
Arata vile si privelisti. Intensele nopti
Difuzeaza reclama pentru

Astronomie, muzica si-amor.

Inimd a unui continent, inimile din el converg
Spre bulevarde largi unde, sub orbitoare lumini,
Cresc palmieri,

Spre cartiere de vile unde castele

De diverse stiluri sunt fabuloase metafore

Din piatrd exoticd, si-un cinematograf enorm
Difuzeaza vestite faradelegi

Ale istoriei.
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Rest from his dream of travels. All is new,
No ruins claim his awe, and permanence,
Despised like customs, fails at every turn.
Here where the eccentric thrives,
Laughter and love are leading industries.

Luck is another. Here the bodyguard,
The parasite, the scholar are well paid,
The quack erects his alabaster office,

The moron and the genius are enshrined,
And the mystic makes a fortune quietly;
Here all superlatives come true

And beauty is marketed like a basic food.
O can we understand it? Is it ours,

A crude whim of a beginning people,

A private orgy in a secluded spot?

Or alien like word harem, or true

Like hideous Pittsburgh or depraved Atlanta?

Is adolescence as vile
As this its architecture and its talk?
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Alice si Cinderella aici tradiesc.

Convins, pana la urma, turistul aici se odihneste
De-al drumurilor vis. Totul e nou,

Ruinele nu-si strigd autenticitatea.

Dispretuitd, asemenea clientelei, permanenta

Se pierde la orice cotitura.

Aici, unde excentricitatea infloreste,

Rasul si dragostea sunt industrii de frunte.

A treia alternativa este sansa. Gorila, parazitul sau studentul
Primesc aici salariu bun.

Escrocul isi inalta birouri de-alabastru

Cretinul, ca si geniul, au altare

lar misticul se-mbogateste pe tacute.

Oricare utopie aici se realizeaza

lar frumusetea —hrand de bazad —e scoasd la mezat.
Putem sd-1 intelegem? E al nostru.

Suspin adanc al unui tandr neam,

Orgie pentru unii intr-un loc ferit

,Harem” i-ar fi cuvantul potrivit,

Hidos, asemeni Pittsburghului, Atlantei depravate?
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Adolescentii sdi pe-atata de corupti sa fie
Or are they parvenus, like boys and girls? Pe cat ii este arhitectura sau vorbirea?
Or ours and happy, cleverest of all?
Yes. Yes. Though glamorous to the ignorant Baietii, fetele, niste neispraviti sa fie oare?
This is the simplest city, a new school. Sau fericiti si ai nostri sunt si, dintre toti, ei cei mai inzestrati
What is more nearly ours? If soul can mean Da. Da. Desi-i uluitor pentru ignoranti
The civilization of the brain, Acesta e orasul cel mai sincer, scoala noua.
This is a soul, a possible proud Florence. Si care altul ne e mai apropiat?

Daci civilizatia e sufletul gandirii,
Orasu-acesta este un suflet si-o falnica, posibild Florenta.
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Gwendolyn Brooks
[1917-2000]

Gwendolyn Brooks s-a ndscut in 1917 intr-un cartier sirac al negrilor din Chicago. In 1945 ii apare primul volum de versuri
A street in Bronze Ville (Stradd in Bronze Ville), iar povestirea sa in versuri Annie Allen, odiseea unei tinere negrese in timpul celui
de-al doilea razboi mondial, i-a adus Premiul Pulitzer, 1949. Una dintre ultimele sale creatii poetice este The Bean Eaters (Méncitorii
de fasole —1960).
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Negro Hero

It was a tall time. And of course my blood was

Boiling about in my head and straining and howling and singing
me on.

Of course I was rolled on wheels of my boy itch to get at the gun.
Of course all the delicate rehearsal shots of my childhood

massed in mirage before me.

Of course I was child

And my first swallow of the liquor of battle bleeding black air
dying and demon noise

Made me wild.

It was kinder than that, though, and I showed like a banner my
kindness.

I'loved. And a man will guard when he loves.

Their white-gowned democracy was my fair lady.

With her knife lying cold, straight, in the softness of her sweet-
flowing sleeve.

But for the sake of the dear smiling mouth and the stuttered
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Erou negru

Erau timpuri marete, $i, bineinteles, cd sangele imi vuia in
creier, ficea sd ma-ncordez, urla si cAnta in mine.
Bineinteles, cd dorinta mea, inca de copil, de-a ajunge tunar,
ma mana puternic din urma,

Bineinteles, ca toate scenele copildriei, cu-mpuscaturi surde,
in joacd, se adunau sd clddeasca mirajul de-acum.
Bineinteles, ca am fost un copil, si cd-ntaia sorbitura din
licoarea rdzboiului, din insdngerarea, moartea si infernalul

sdu zgomot m-au innebunit.

Ins& mai era si altceva la mijloc — si-atunci mi-am desfasurat
dragostea ca pe un steag: am iubit.

Omul trebuie sa ia seama cand iubeste.

In alb-invesmantata lor democratie a fost iubita mea.

In cdldura manecii ei usor-falfaietoare tinea pregatit un
pumnal rece, eu, insd, mi-am jucat viata de dragul gurii ei
iubite si zambitoare, a fagaduielilor ce murmura...

Apoi, ingrozit, m-am tras fnapoi. N-am vrut sd-mi amintesc
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promise I toyed with my life.
[ threw back!—1 would not remember
Entirely the knife.

Still-am I good enough to die for them, is my blood bright enough
to be spilled,

Was my constant back-question-are they clear

On this? Or do I intrude even now?

Am I clean enough to kill for them, do they wish me to kill

For them or is my place while death licks his lips and strides to
them

In the galley still?
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prea bine pumnalul,

Sunt oare, totusi, demn de a muri, singele meu este destul
de luminos spre a fi varsat pentru ei? era-ntrebarea
cugetului meu.

Se-nvoiesc cu asta, sau mai sunt si-acum un strdin care vine
sa se amestece in treburile altora?

Sunt oare destul de curat spre a putea ucide pentru ei sau,
si acum, cdnd moartea le iese inainte, lingdndu-si buzele,
locul meu e tot pe galerd?
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Allen Ginsberg
[1926-1997]

Allen Ginsberg s-a nascut in 1926 la New Jersey. Intaiul sdu volum de versuri Howl and Other Poems (Urletul si alte poeme),
publicat in 1956, il situeazd in miscarea beatnicilor.

In 1961, publica volumul Raddish and Other Poems (Fleacuri si alte poeme) urmat de Reality and Sandwiches (Realitate si
sandvisuri —1963). Franchetea si prospetimea versului sdu i-au asigurat o deosebitd popularitate.
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Song Cantec
The weight of the world Pretul lumii
is love. este iubirea
Under the burden Sub povara

of solitude,
under the burden

singuratatii,

Sub povara

of dissatisfaction nemultumirii
the weight, pretul,

the weight we carry pretul pe care-1 purtdam
is love. e iubirea.

Who can deny? Cine poate nega?
In dreams in vis

it touches cuprinde trupul,
the body, in spirit

in thought construieste
constructs miracole,

a miracle, in imaginatie

in imagination
anguishes

se zbate
pana ia chip
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till born

in human—

looks out of the heart
burning with purity —

for the burden of life
is love,

but we carry the weight
wearily,

and so must rest

in the arms of love
at last,

must rest in the arms
of love.

No rest
without love,

no sleep
without dreams

of love —
be mad or chill

obsessed with angels
or machines,
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omenesc —
std inimii paza

cu ardere purd —
cdci povara vietii

este iubirea.

Noi insa cu osteneald ii purtam
pretul,

si astfel trebuie

pand la urmd,

in bratele iubirii

sa ne-odihnim,

Nu e odihna

fara iubire,

nu este somn

fara vis de iubire —
inflacarat sau indiferent,
obsedat de ingeri

sau de masini,

dorinta finala

este iubire
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the final wish
is love

—cannot be bitter,
cannot deny,

cannot withhold
if denied:

the weight is too heavy

—must give

for no return
as thought

is given
in solitude

in all the excellence
of its excess.

The warm bodies
shine together

in the darkness,
the hand moves

to the center
of the flesh,

the skin trembles
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—nu poate fi amard,

nu poate nega

nu poate fi ascunsd,

chiar dacd nu e recunoscuta
povara prea grea

—trebuie sd dea

tara dobanda

asa cum gandul

in singuratate ascunde

toata splendoarea excesului sdu.

In intuneric trupurile calde
stralucesc impreuna,

mana se-ndreapta

spre miezul carnii

pielea tremura

de fericire

si sufletul

urca voios
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in happiness
and the soul comes
joyful to the eye —
yes, yes,
that’s what
[ wanted,
I always wanted,
I always wanted,
to return
to the body
where I was born.
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in priviri—
da, da,
de-aceea
am dorit
intotdeauna
am dorit
intotdeauna
am dorit

sd md-ntorc
in trupul
unde m-am nascut.
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Gary Snyder
[n. 1930]

Gary Snyder a absolvit colegiul Oregon si a studiat limba chineza la Universitatea din California. Ca si Allan Ginsberg, este
unul dintre putinii poeti beat de certd valoare. Poezia sa, inspirandu-se din mitologia orientald si ritualurile ei antice, s- facut repede
remarcatd prin aparitia volumelor Ripraps —1959 si Mythes and Texts (Mituri si Texte), 1960.
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Piute Creek

One granite ridge

A tree, would be enough

Or even a rock, a small creek,

A bark shred in a pool.

Hill beyond hill, folded and twisted
Tough trees crammed

In thin stone fractures

A huge moon on it all, is too much.
The mind wanders. A million
Summers, night air still and the rocks
Warm. Sky over endless mountains.
All the junk that goes with being human
Drops away, hard rock wavers

Even the heavy present seems to fail
This bubble of a heart.

Words and books

Like a small creek off a high ledge
Gone in the dry air.
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Cuib indian

O muchie de granit

Un copac, ar fi deajuns

Sau chiar o stdncd, un mic izvor

Sau un reflex de viata in elesteu.

Colind dupad coling, stransa si-ntortocheatd,
Copaci mladiosi inghesuiti in fine crapaturi de piatra.
Deasupra, luna plina. E prea mult.

Mintea o ia razna. Un milion

de veri. Noapte linistita, stanci calde.

Cerul deasupra nesfarsitilor munti.

Tot balastul care-nsoteste existenta umana
Dispare, se clatind asprele stanci

Chiar si greaua clipa de fata pare-ntrecuta
De-al inimii zadarnic clocot.

Cuvinte si carti,

[zvor marunt dincolo de-o inalta bariera,
Dispar in aerul uscat.

O minte limpede si-atenta
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A clear, attentive mind Nu intelege altceva decat
Has no meaning but that Ceea ce vede cu adevarat.
Which sees is truly seen. Cine prefera stancile? Suntem, totusi, aici.
No one loves rock, yet we are here. Noaptea e rece. O fluturare
Night chills. A flick Sub lumina lunii,
In the moonlight O lunecare in umbra ienuperilor:
Slips into Juniper shadow: Ochi mandri si reci
Back there unseen De Cougar sau Coyot
Cold proud eyes Pandesc cand ma ridic si plec.
Of Cougar or Coyote

Watch me rise and go.
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Mariana Vida

Postfata

Margareta Sterian s-a concentrat, printr-un fel de exorcizare sui generis a unei aventuri existentiale, asupra descrierii
adevdrurilor simple ale vietii, redescoperite si iubite cu intensitati sporite, de la o zi la alta. Opera ei este irevocabil legata de biografia
ce se consuma din interior, din matricea secretd a unui atelier-protector, unde se decantau detaliile unor scenarii cu aura suparealistd,
personalizate de elementele unei memorii active si diversificate.

Supusa presiunilor legislatiei rasiale din Romania anilor 1940-1943, pentru a supravietui cultural, Margareta Sterian s-a
orientat spre traduceri din literatura americand, cu care se familiarizase cu ocazia caldtoriei din 1931, in Statele Unite. Consemnate
ca intr-un jurnal, ,reportajele” picturale ale Margaretei Sterian descriau atunci un traseu fascinant, marcat de cdldtoria cu
transatlanticul si sosirea in portul New York, de strdzile, parcurile si cladirile sale. ,De altfel, America a rdmas mereu tara visatad”,
afirma autoarea printre randuri, evocand primirea sa la New York intr-o familie de ,educated people” emigratd din Romania.

Acuarelele si desenele realizate in primdvara si vara acestui an vor constitui un reper precis si totodatd o sursa permanenta de
inspiratie pentru cunoscutul ciclu de picturi Aspecte din New York (1931-1935).

In 1943, Margareta Sterian traduce trilogia lui O’'Neill Din jale se intrupeazi Electra, tiparitd la editura Pro Pace, retipariti la
editura Socec (1945) si Editura pentru literatura universala in 1968. Traducerea a slujit montarii piesei la Teatrul National, sub directia
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lui Liviu Rebreanu, dar la premiera (ianuarie 1944), numele artistei nu era mentionat nici pe afis, nici in program. (Pentru punerea in

scend realizase si documentatia si proiectele de decoruri si costume.) In stagiunea 1945-1946 insd, tragedia va fi cap de afis al teatrului
,Victoriei” (compania Leny Caler-George Vraca), ca si in 1946-1947, cand va fi reluata de teatrul ,Maria Filotti”.

Intre anii 1944-1945, Margareta Sterian a prezentat la Radiodifuziunea Romana poeti ai literaturii anglo-saxone, cu
exemplificari sustinute de mari actori, precum: George Vraca, Mihai Popescu, Liviu Ciulei etc. In anul 1945, traduce impreuna cu
Ovidiu Constantinescu piesa Legea divortului de Clemence Dine, ce va fi premiera de mare succes a Teatrului ,Maria Filotti”, cu actrita
Sandina Stan in rolul principal.

Editura Pro Pace ii incredinta, tot in 1945, talmacirea unei selectii de Poeme de Walt Whitman, care aparea cu ilustratiile sale,
insotitd si de o elogioasa prezentare la radio a profesorului Pompiliu Constantinescu.

La indemnul lui Petru Comarnescu (care va prefata volumul), in 1947, artista realiza selectia celei dintéi antologii de poezie
americand modernd publicatd la noi, intitulatd sugestiv, prin parafrazarea unuia dintre versurile lui Whitman, Aud cintind America,
si tipdritd la Editura pentru literaturd universald. Se cuvine sa amintim faptul, deloc neglijabil, cd intre 1929 si 1931, Petru Comarnescu
a efectuat si el doi ani de studii in SUA si c4, revenit in tard, era adeptul democratiei americane si al spiritului american universitar
colocvial, fiind in acest sens autorul a mai multe volume (Homo americanus, 1933; America vazutd de un tandr de azi, 1934; Chipurile si
privelistile Americii, 1940).

Petru Comarnescu a fost nu numai unul dintre sustindtorii critici constanti ai creatiei plastice a Margaretei Sterian, dar si un
mentor literar. Definitia pe care el o da poeziei americane in prefata editiei din anul 1973 si importanta pe care o acorda lui Walt
Whitman, poetul ce rupe cu traditia versificatiei metrice in favoarea versului liber, sunt valabile si pentru poetica Margaretei Sterian:
,Poezia liberd, energeticd, vie, cAntand realitatea concretd si imediatd; procesul de construire a unei lumi noi, in care orice om este
sacru si orice viatd are pret, precum si dreptul omului de a lupta pentru progres si a faptui progresul, intr-un cuvant poezia
democratiei si a poporului, a lumii in devenire si progres, a omului care se bucura de viatd, dorind-o mai bund, mai spornicd, mai

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2017



Arhiva Margareta Sterian

Aud ciantand America. I Hear America Singing.

Antologia poeziei americane moderne. Anthology of Modern American Poetry.

281
dreaptd —iatd marea contributie a poeziei americane la arta universald.” In acest sens, scriitorul american exploreaza, condus de o

remarcabild lipsa de prejudecadti, datele imediate ale realitdtii, optand pentru expresia nestavilitd si sincera a sentimentului, ce
coexistd alaturi de produsele alienante, specifice societdtii de consum incipiente precum filmul, jazz-ul, telegraful, radioul, trepidatia
circulatiei citadine etc.

Criticul roman sesiza cu acuitate propensiunea artistei spre valorile lirice si muzicale in realizarea selectiei, corespunzatoare
»sesibilitdtii sale moderne, viziunii sale picturale”, dar si grija constanta de a pdstra linia caracteristica a poetului, accentele de revolta
sau duritate.

Remarcand cd majoritatea poemelor erau traduse pentru prima oard in limba roméand, Comarnescu rezuma: , Aldturi de
traducerile din Poe ale Iui Emil Gulian, de acelea din Whitman ale lui Al. Busuioceanu si de traducerile din Eliot si din alti cativa
poeti din America facute de Ion Pillat—nici o altd carte romaneasca nu slujeste pand acum mai cu pricepere si cu un mai just
simtamant artistic si social poezia americanad decat aceasta antologie a d-nei Margareta Sterian.”

Dupa abdicarea fortata a regelui si proclamarea Republicii la sfarsitul anului 1947, autoarea a intrat in atentia politiei, fiind
suspectatd de autoritatile comuniste privitor la relatia cu America si arta americand, iar tirajul volumului Aud cintind America a fost
dat la topit.

In 1973, la initiativa lui lIordan Chimet, editura Dacia din Cluj-Napoca a retiparit antologia intr-o editie elegants,
supravegheatd indeaproape de artista. Cu aceastd ocazie, Margareta Sterian a operat unele modificdri in cuprinsul selectiei, in sensul
extinderii reprezentativitatii unor poeti, dar mai ales al includerii unor poeti mai tineri, nascuti in perioada interbelicd, urmarind
astfel, in mod deliberat, realizarea unei sinteze, evitand criteriile simpatetice. In ceea ce priveste traducerea propriu-zisd, autoarea a
cdutat pastrarea autenticitatii, a redarii cat mai fidele a originalului, ferindu-se pe cat posibil de redarea libera a textului, iar pentru
notele introductive, de prezentare a poetilor antologati, a folosit sursele clasice (R.S. Loomis, D.L. Clark, ].H. Middendorf, Modern
English Readings 8t ed., Holt, Rinehart and Winston, New York, 1963 si Max J. Hertzberg, The Reader’s Encyclopedia of American
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Literature, Thomas J. Cromwell Comp., New York, 1966). Noua editie a fost prezentata la librdria ,Eminescu” de Nicolae Balota,

Valeriu Rapeanu si Al. Cdprariu.

Margareta Sterian realiza nu numai imbogatirea selectiei, nuantarea traducerii si completarea notelor biografice, dar prezenta
si 0 suitd relevantad de imagini din arta americana contemporand. Conceptia grafica ii apartinea, iar pe copertd a reprodus, ca un alt
omagiu adus Americii, lucrarea sa intitulata Fanfara din Michigan, opera ce anticipa, cu mult curaj, in a doua parte a anilor ‘50,
sincronizarea spectaculoasa a artei romanesti cu abstractionismul occidental.

In recenzia publicati in ,Romania literard” (7 martie 1974), Nicolae Balota identifica in activitatea Margaretei Sterian
consonante cu opera de pionierat poetic a doamnelor din societatea literard americana de la inceputul secolului XX (Mabel Dodge,
Amy Lowell, Harriet Monroe, Margaret Anderson). ,Intre un univers al culorilor, al formelor si un univers al verbului, Margareta
Sterian a creat —1in viata si opera ei—o punte reald si imaginard, in acelasi timp”, observa profesorul Balota, personalitatea multiplu
structuratd a artistei sugerandu-i un posibil eseu cu un titlu inspirat : Culoare, cuvint, ciutare.

La inceputul mileniului trei, dupa desfiintarea dictaturii comuniste, trdim o epoca in care relatiile romano-americane sunt
firesti, iar antologia Margaretei Sterian, cu istoria ei zbuciumatd, este din nou actuald, ca dupa un nou razboi cand, dupa cum observa
scriitorul Octav Sulutiu, ,se simte, iardsi, nevoia unei imbdieri cu optimism, cu vitalitate, cu betia trairii robuste si directe” (apud
Vigil Mocanu, Margareta Sterian, Bucuresti, 1990, p.29).

Prezentul volum este o editie anastatica a celei din 1973, tipdrita cu sprijinul devotatei admiratoare a operei Margaretei Sterian,
doamna Anca Vlad.
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