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The year 2016 was the tenth anniversary of the
MA Programme for the Translation of the
Contemporary Literary Text (MTTLC). On this
occasion, we innaugurated in April 2016 the
Bucharest Workshops for Literary Translation. We
were supported by the University of Bucharest, The
Romanian Cultural Institute, The Writers’ Union,
and the National Museum of Romanian Literature.

In April 2016, we started an anthology of
Contemporary Romanian Poetry, which has already

In anul 2016, Masteratul pentru Traducerea
Textului Literar Contemporan (MTTLC) a implinit
zece ani de la infiintare. Cu aceastd ocazie, in aprilie
2016 am organizat prima editie a Atelierelor de
Traducere Literard Bucuresti, care a fost sprijinita de
Universitatea Bucuresti, Institutul Cultural Roman,
Uniunea Scriitorilor din Roménia si Muzeul National
al Literaturii Romane.

In aprilie 2016, CLP a demarat alcituirea unei
antologii de poezie contemporana romaneasca. Poetii



been published by CLP. The poems in that anthology
were selected and first translated by MTTLC
graduates, as part of their dissertation, and
discussed with most of the teachers in the
programme. They were stylized by six English
poets, who came to Bucharest: Maggie Butt,
Katherine Gallagher, Alwyn Marriage, Jeremy
Page, Peter Phillips, and Anne Stewart.

A book of poems written by the English poets
involved (Six British Poets) was published on paper
by our partner publishing house, Editura Integral,
finished.
Contemporary Literature Press is now publishing

even before the workshop had
another anthology including poems by the six
English poets, as a sign of gratitude because they
helped MTTLC graduates.

The Workshop for Literary Translation will be
organized again in May this year, and this time the
English

graduates will be translating into

contemporary Romanian fiction.

au fost alesi la recomandarea Uniunii Scriitorilor.
Poemele incluse in acea antologie au fost selectate si
traduse intr-o prima etapd de masteranzii MTTLC, ca
parte din disertatia lor finala. Ele au fost apoi discutate
la cursuri cu profesorii programului. Abia dupd aceea,
au venit la Bucuresti sase poeti englezi care le-au
stilizat: Maggie Butt, Katherine Gallagher, Alwyn
Marriage, Jeremy Page, Peter Phillips, si Anne
Stewart.

Un volum de poeme ale celor sase poeti stilizatori
a fost publicat chiar in timpul desfasurdrii atelierului,
de cdtre Editura Integral, partenerul pe hartie al
editurii noastre online. Ca semn de recunostinta,
Contemporary Literature Press publicd acum o antologie
cu poeme scrise de cei sase poeti englezi care au
stilizat poemele din antologia tradusd de masteranzii
MTTLC.

A doua editie a Atelierului de Traducere Literara
Bucuresti se va organiza in mai 2017 si se va ocupa de
traducerea prozei romanesti contemporane.

Lidia Vianu
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Meltwater

My time is coming, smell it on the wind
watch raindrops winnowing down glass

touch ice-cube to your lips and tongue
feel the cool chemistry of meltwater

see me submerge fields and swallow crops
spill out of wells to infiltrate your graves

raising the dead; firm ground will swamp
to ooze and squelch and slip, mud-symphony

hear gurgles, trickles, runnels in your sleep
reach for the drifting flotsam of your dreams

sweep river-sludge and sewage from the rug
swell my boundaries with your salt tears;

Apa topita

Vine vremea mea, se simte mireasma in vant

vezi picurii de ploaie serpuind pe geam

pui cubul de gheata la buze, pe limba,

simti rdcoroasd chimia apei topite

vezi cum scufund campia si inghit recolte,

ma revdrs din fantani si patrund in morminte

sculand mortii; pdmantul ferm se inmoaie,
se prelinge flescait, lunecd, simfonie a noroiului

auzi galgait, sopotit, paraiase in somn
cautand viitura esuata la tine in vis

curdt de pe covor dejectia raului si canalelor,
mad revars peste hotar cu lacrimile tale sarate;
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heave seas, wide breaths to rear up hills ridic mdrile, respiratia ampla suind dealuri,
waves come to claim their lost inheritance valurile vin sd-si ceard mostenirea pierduta
listen to the future: rain-rocked, lake-like ascultd viitorul: nimicul legdnat de ploaie,
nothing divides the waters from the waters. ca unui lac, desparte apele de ape.
[1¢t submission; from Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)] [din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)]
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Clock shop

Half-timbered shop with flagstone floors
where time is valued, weighed and priced: a yard
of minutes, pound of hours, seconds by the quart.

The clock-shop keeper holds the keys,
repairs the rifts in time, its unpredictability.
A wind-up world where nearly-there is good enough.

Never in silence, never alone, crowded

with the tushing-shushing of their sleepless whispering;
unsyncopated hearts, each tapping out its homely beat.
As we step inside, a welcome cry, the fastest

skips ahead to chime the hour, high and merry,

unrestrained, and at their leisure, in their own time

one by one the others follow suit, echoing deep

L

Ceasornicarie

Magazin cu lambriuri de lemn si podele de gresie
unde timpul se apreciazd, se mdsoard: un metru
de minute, kilograme de ore, secunde la litru.

Cheile sunt la ceasornicar,
el repara fisurile, imprevizibilul timpului.
Lume intorsa cu cheia, aici aproape-de e multumitor.

Niciodatd liniste, niciodata singurdtate, e plin
de rumoare, de sopot insomniac;
inimi neacordate, fiecare tindnd ritmul de acasa.

Intram, sunetul de intdmpinare, cel mai grabit
se avanta, marcheaza ora, inalt si voios,

urmeaza pe rand celelalte, degajat, in pas de voie,

tiecare la timpul sdau dand ecou grav ori indelung
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or long the simple one, two, three of afternoon,
a one, two, three of flannel-suited bright young things

tilling hours with tennis, a one, two, three
of housemaids hurrying to boil up pots of tea,
a one, two, three of bank-the-fire for early winter dark.

The chorus of clear voices fades away
and falls to whispering again, taking their cue from
grandfathers with their smooth gold faces, on guard

around the walls, beating tortoise slow, waiting
for something to start or end, unhurried,

as if every second wasn’t measured, sounded, told.

[1st submission; from Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)]

la simpla ord a dupd-amiezii unu, doud, trei
unu, doud, trei cu fiinte tinere, inteligente, in costum flanelat

ore petrecute la tenis, unu, doud, trei
cu fete in casd grabite sd pregdteasca ceaiul,
unu, doud, trei de pdstrat jarul pentru seri de iarna timpurii.

Corul vocilor clare se estompeaza,
scade iar pana la soaptd, asemeni
pendulelor cu fata netedd, auritd, ce stau de paza

la perete, in jur, mergand incet ca testoasele, asteptand
sd Inceapad ori sd se termine ceva, fard grabad,
de parca n-ar fi cantdritd, marcata audibil, fiecare secunda.

[din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)]
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The New Mothers

We sat and cried that third day, concrete-breasted
torn and stitched. We cried for love which opens
and closes like a fist, flooding caves within the heart.

(Our tears a free-fall leap of waterfall from jungle cliff,
the fury of a summer storm, dashing down petals,
a bone-cold drenching in rivulets along the scalp.)

We cried relief to find ourselves and you alive, breathing
past the pain. We cried for those before, mothers
in mossy churchyards, or coffins shoe-box small.

(Our tears the steady pour of winter down a drain-pipe,
the leak of roof to overflowing buckets, bowls and dishes,
the ceaseless night-long drip of worn-out-washer tap.)

Tinerele mame

Sedeam noi plangand in a treia zi, sanii beton,
rupte si cusute. Plangeam dupd dragostea ce se deschide

si se inchide ca pumnul, inundand cavele inimii.

(Lacrimi in cddere liberd, torent din pisc de piatrd in jungld,
furia furtunii de vard, care zdrobeste petale,
siroaiele reci pand la os udand scalpul.)

Plangeam usurate ca ne gasim in viatd, noi si tu, respirand
dincolo de durere. Plangeam dupa cele dinainte, mamele din
cimitirele acoperite cu muschi, din cosciuge cat o cutie de
pantofi.

(Lacrimile noastre curgerea egald a iernii pe stresini,
scurgerea acoperisului in cdlddri, vase, castroane ce se revarsd,
picatura ce cade egal noaptea intreagd din robinetul uzat.)
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We cried for all the falls we can’t womb you against: Am plans la cdderile tale cind nu te mai puteam tine in
the bully teachers, failures, phone calls in the night pantec:
beyond our arms. We paid up-front in tears. profesorii terorizanti, esecuri, telefoane nocturne

dincolo de puterea bratelor noastre. Am platit lacrimi in avans.

[1¢t submission; from Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)] [din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine, 2015)]
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After the Holiday

Work comes thundering in again
like a great wave across a flat of sand.

I'm lost as cocklers in Morecambe Bay,
King John's crown jewels in The Wash,

when the tide breaks over me,
its army of hooves and spears

spinning me this way and that
caught up, another piece of flotsam,

tossed junk, buffeted by the jetsam
of other shipwrecks, loose timbers,

planks and masts and packing cases,
crashing and churning in the surf

12

Dupa concediu

Munca revine cu trasnet

ca un mare val pe intinderea de nisip.

Pierdutd-s precum cautatorii de scoici in Golful Morecambe,
sau bijuteriile coroanei Regelui loan la Wash in ape,

cand mareea mi se sparge deasupra,
armata de copite si lanci

ma rasuceste incolo si-ncoace
mad cuprinde, epava plutitoare,

deseu izbindu-se de balastul aruncat
de la alte naufragii, sipci, surcele,

scanduri, catarge si lazi,
fierband sfarmate de valuri la mal
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and I am submerging and rising iar eu mad scufund si ies la suprafata
gasping again for air. luptand iar pentru o gura de aer.
[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; from Degrees of Twilight (The London [din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine Editions, 2015)]

Magazine Editions, 2015)]
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Cuba 2008

1)
It isn’t just the tail-finned Cadillacs and Chevys,
Che’s face on every wall-not just the uninvented
shelves of micro-chipped consumer goods-

not just the queues and shortages, make-do-
and-mend, where even in a grand hotel

the taps run dry; here children play in car-free roads
with marbles, cardboard boxes, footballs,
home-made skateboards, mirroring the games

I played. Cuba is my childhood with the heat
turned up, the beat turned up, a longed for land

of sunshine every day, still living out a dream

that people can be equal. Sees how it winds

the clockwork of my rusty revolutionary heart.

2)

14

Cuba 2008

1)

Nu-i doar de cadillac-uri, de chevrolet-uri cu suple aripi,

de fata lui Che pe toti peretii-nu-s numai rafturile

neinventate incd, pentru marfuri stantate cu microcip-

nu doar cozi si crizd, carpdceald de

vechituri, unde la grand hotel nu au

apd la chiuvetd; aici, pe strdzi fara masini, copiii
se joaca cu pietre, cutii de carton, mingi de fotbal,
skateboard-uri facute in casd, asemeni jocurilor
mele de copil. Cuba, copildria mea cu temperatura
mare si ritm accelerat, tara dorits,

cu soare zi de zi, care trdieste inca visul

ca oamenii pot fi egali. Vede ea cum intoarce
mecanismul ruginit al inimii mele revolutionare.

2)

We have our bad days and our good-me and the cars- Avem zilele noastre bune sau rele - eu si masinile -
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the morning sun which shows our paintwork dented dimineata, la soare, se vede vopseaua ciobitd,
and re-touched, owing much to filler; our hours of wheezing retusul, mai mult chit; orele cand gafdiam
up the hills, our crunching gears and clanking la deal, motorul scrasnind si zanganind dedesupt;
undercarriage; dar in zilele bune, cu lumina blandd, fotografiaza-ne
but on our best days, when the light is kind, photograph stilul: caroseria supld, cu aripi, tapiseria find; simti
our style: our sleek tail-fins and fine upholstery; feel our puterea noastrd, cum torc motoarele de cursa lunga.
power,
the thrum of engines built to go the long haul.

[published in 1st Integral anthology; Degrees of Twilight (The London [din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine Editions, 2015]

Magazine Editions, 2015)]
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Lipstick Rujul
In war time women turn to red In vreme de rizboi femeile aleg rosu
swivel-up scarlet and carmine intors in stacojiu si carmin
not in solidarity with spilt blood nu din solidaritate cu sangele varsat
but as a badge of beating hearts. ci drept semn al inimii accelerate.
This crimson is the shade of poets Rosul aprins e culoarea poetilor
silenced for speaking against torture, redusi la tdcere cand au denuntat tortura,
this vermillion is art purpura aprinsd este arta
surviving solitary confinement, de-a supravietui detentiei in izolare,
this cerise defies the falling bombs culoarea ciresii desfide cdderea bombelor
the snipers taking aim at bread-queues, gloantele trase in coada la paine,
this ruby’s the resilience of girls rubiniul e rezistenta fetelor
who tango in the pale-lipped face of death. ce valseazd dinaintea mortii cu buze palide.
[from Lipstick (Greenwich Exchange, 2007)] [din Lipstick (Greenwich Exchange, 2007)]
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On my 85th birthday

For breakfast there will be chocolate,
heaped and glossy like a race-horse,
sweating with saturated fat.

And I will devour it,
cramming in the melting mouthfuls

coating my fingers and my face.

In the morning I'll ride a motorbike
black leathers and no helmet
white hair streaming loose, a challenge.

For lunch there will be crispy bacon
in white bread, with butter,

mouthwatering aroma of defiance.

After my nap in the bed-shop window;

De ziua mea, la 85 de ani

La micul dejun, ciocolatd,
O gramada lucioasd ca un cal de curse,
asudand, saturata cu grasime.

Am s-o devor,
sd mi se topeascd in gura plina,

sd md manjeasca pe degete si pe fata.

Dimineata merg pe motoretd,
in piele neagra, fara casca
si pletele albe in vant, o problema.

La pranz, slanind crocanta
si paine alba cu unt,

aroma neascultdrii sa lase gura apa.

Dupd un pui de somn in vitrina magazinului de paturi;
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I will invite my doctor in for scones, invit doctorii la chifle,
and lick thick clotted cream along the knife. si ling smantana groasa de pe cutit.
And in the sunset Iar la apus
I will ascend to heaven in a glider iau planorul sus spre cer
singing in the eerie silence. cantand in linistea ciudata.
The next day I'll dance barefoot in the rain A doua zi dansez in picioarele goale prin ploaie
or take up smoking (inhaling deeply) sau ma apuc de fumat (si trag in piept)
or sub-aqua diving, sau de inot subacvatic
or run with scissors sau fug cu foarfeca
if I choose daca-mi vine

[from Lipstick (Greenwich Exchange, 2007)] [din Lipstick (Greenwich Exchange, 2007)]
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Tattooist

I choose the ripples of your living flesh —

my paintings breathe, sweat, shimmer, soak the sun
not trapped in gloomy halls, or fixed on plaster

in the cold apse of a church. Oh yes, they’d last,

but not know anything of love: that certainty

of names within a heart; the scar which shows

where love once was (the name erased, though memory
still breathes); the only choice when boys go off to war,
(no call for death’s heads, anchors, lips and roses then)
he creeps in, sheepish, says the one word, Mum.

I give him that. From skin to skin he takes her

to his grave, as she goes down with him.

[from petite (Hearing Eye, 2010)]

Cel ce tatueaza

Am ales cutele corpului tadu viu—

picturile mele respird, asudd, lucesc, absorb soarele

nu se-nchid in séli intunecoase, nu ingheata in ghips
sub bolta rece a vreunei biserici. Da, asa ar dura

insa n-ar sti nimic despre iubire: certitudinea

numelor din inim4; cicatricea unde

a fost odatd dragoste (numele sters, amintirea care
incd respird); doar o alegere pentru baiatul plecand la razboi
(nu cap de mort, nu ancore, buze ori trandafiri)

el se strecoard pe usd, stingher, spune cuvantul, Mamad.
Si asta fac. Piele la piele, o ia cu el

in mormant, ea laolalta cu el coboars.

[din petite (Hearing Eye, 2010)]
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The Patron Saint of Ugly Towns

You've been to towns like this: shabby

as an old tramp, unwashed and moth-eaten,
shambling along from day to day; ringed
by black mountains, glowering against

the sun; paint peeling from the buildings
exposing plaster like old sores; a market
thronged with tired people in cheap shoes,
stalls heaped with out-size knickers, floral
aprons, itchy socks; a town where work

is history, mines closed, a slag heap

like their self-respect, where even stubby
trees refuse to grow, grass fails to root.

Out in fields the sunflowers bow their heavy
heads like congregations at a funeral,
listening to their doom, counting the hours.

My candles gutter in a grimy church

Sfantul protector al oraselor urate

Oras din dsta ai mai vazut: sleampat

ca un vagabond batran, nespadlat, mancat de molii,
tarandu-se de la o zi la alta; inconjurat

de munti negri, lucind

in soare; cu vopseaua scorojitd pe case

tencuiala dedesupt ca o veche rangd; piata

plind de oameni obositi in pantofi ieftini

tarabele cu maldare de stretch si sorturi

inflorate, cu sosete care inteapd; oras unde munca
e istorie, mine inchise, o movila de steril
respectul lor de sine, unde nu cresc nici

merii padureti, unde iarba nu da radacina.

Pe camp floarea soarelui lasad capul greu sa cada
precum capetele dintr-un alai de inmormantare
ascultand pecetea sortii, numarand orele.

Lumanadrile mi se scurg in biserica imbacsita
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where mildew blooms on leaky walls,

and you might think my task as hopeless

as world peace. But watch me fly and brush

a feathered wing tip here or there:

a crow drops next year’s sunflower seeds,

the gangly boy pulls down his cuffs and

slicks his hair for his first heart-race date,

a tabby cat twines round the widow’s legs,

the pregnant woman feels first fluttering kicks.
Watch me fly, and see love shudder into life.

[from Sancti-Clandestini-Undercover Saints (Ward-Wood, 2012)]

unde pe ziduri umede infloreste mucegaiul,

ai zice ca misiunea mea n-are sorti de izbanda,

cum n-are pacea mondiald. Dar vezi cum zbor si ating
ici-colo cu varful aripii lucrurile:

o cioard scapd seminte de floarea soarelui pentru la anul,

un lungan isi trage in jos mansetele,

isi netezeste pdrul, i bate inima inainte de prima-ntalnire,

0 pisicd se rdsuceste pe la picioarele vaduvei,

gravida simte primele izbituri fluturate.

Priveste-mi zborul, iubirea patrunzand cu un tremur in viata.

[din Sancti-Clandestini-Undercover Saints (Ward-Wood, 2012)]
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It’s Just

It’s just a cold, dear.

We all have colds.

the laundry flutters with our handkerchiefs
flags of surrender.

It’s just a cough, dear.

We all have coughs.

A thousand hacking men who bark
all night, keeping sleep at bay.

Do I look thin, dear?

We all look thin.

The fish is sometimes rotten
and it twists within our guts.

It's just a life, dear.
We all have lives.

Este doar

Este doar o raceald, draga.

Toti racim.

Rufele-s intesate de batistele nostre
stindardele capitularii.

Este doar o tuse, draga.
Toti tusim.

O mie de barbati care latra
toata noaptea, fard somn.

Arédt cam slab, draga?
Suntem cu totii slabi.
Pestele se mai si impute
sucindu-ni-se in mate.

Este doar viata, draga.
Iatd avem toti.
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Some spill them in the trenches Unii o varsd-n transee
others in a cage. altii in custi.
It’s just a war, dear. Este numai razboiul, draga.
We all have war. Toti avem razboi.
(3,000 civilian men with German, Austrian and Hungarian (3.000 de civili, cu pasapoarte germane, austriece si maghiare,
passports were imprisoned at Alexandra Palace in London au fost detinuti intre 1915 si 1919, ca ,,inamici straini”, in
from 1915 to 1919 as ‘enemy aliens.”) Palatul Alexandra din Londra.)

[from Ally Pally Prison Camp (Oversteps Books, 2011)] [din Ally Pally Prison Camp (Oversteps Books, 2011)]
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Time Travellers

The sick are well, dead smiling, old are young,
framed photos bloom on windowsills and walls,
I am a baby, arms aloft, learning to laugh,

time zig-zags like a running man avoiding bullets.

Framed photos bloom on windowsills and walls

I am veiled bride, gowned graduate, new mum,
time zig-zags like a running man avoiding bullets
on summer’s beaches / welly deep in snow.

I am veiled bride, gowned graduate, new mum,
I am in Venice with my grown-up daughters
on summer’s beaches/welly deep in snow.

I am a girl, in cotton frock with poodle-print

I am in Venice with my grown-up daughters,
three straw-haired nieces squint into the sun,

Calatori ai timpului

Bolnavii sunt bine, mortii zdmbesc, batranii-s tineri,
poze-nramate infloresc pe pervaz si perete,
eu, prung, ridic bratele si invat sa rad,

timpul alearga zig-zag ca un om ferindu-se de gloante.

Poze-nramate infloresc pe pervaz si perete,

sunt mireasd cu val, in roba de licentd, proaspdtd mams,
timpul alearga zig-zag ca un om care fuge de gloante.
Pe plaje vara/in zdpadd panad la caramb.

Sunt mireasa cu val, in roba de licentd, proaspdtd mama,
la Venetia alaturi de fiicele mari acum

pe plaje vara/in zdpadd pand la caramb.

Sunt fetita in fustd de bumbac, imprimatd cu pudeli

la Venetia aldturi de fiicele mari acum,
trei nepoate cu plete ca paiul se-ncruntd in soare,
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I am a girl, in cotton frock with poodle-print.
Faces unwrinkle, hair turns luxuriant and brown

three straw-haired nieces squint into the sun,

a bunch of spring flowers, roses, autumn leaves.
Faces unwrinkle, hair turns luxuriant and brown
he’s in a de-mob suit, leaving the war behind,

a bunch of spring flowers, roses, autumn leaves.
Mum is a red-cross nurse, dad like a movie star
he’s in a de-mob suit, leaving the war behind
futures latent as a roll of undeveloped film.

Mum is a red-cross nurse, dad like a movie star

I am a baby, holding up my arms, learning to laugh,
futures latent as a roll of undeveloped film,

the sick are well, dead smiling, old are young.

[from Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine Editions, 2015)]

sunt fetita in fustd de bumbac, imprimatd cu pudeli.
Figurile pierd din riduri, parul se face saten, luxuriant

trei nepoate cu plete ca paiul se-ncrunta in soare,
buchetul de flori timpurii, trandafiri si frunze de toamna.
Figurile pierd din riduri, parul se face saten, luxuriant

el in costum si demobilizat, razboiul lasat in urma,

buchetul de flori timpurii, trandafiri si frunze de toamna.
Mama e sora la crucea rosie, tata stea de cinema
El in costum si demobilizat, razboiul lasat in urma,

viitorul latent ca o rold de film nedevelopat.

Mama e sord la crucea rosie, tata stea de cinema

eu, prung, ridic bratele si invat sa rad,

viitorul latent ca o rold de film nedevelopat.
Bolnavii sunt bine, mortii zdmbesc, batranii-s tineri.

[din Degrees of Twilight (The London Magazine Editions, 2015)]
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Take-off

27

Decolare

(after a line by Derek Walcott) (dupd un vers din Derek Walcott)

Have you seen the way the day grows
around you, neither perpendicular
nor horizontal —

open to whims, new currents,
the sky inviting banks of cloud,
stubborn vaults of air?

How it keeps you balancing
like that angel on a pinhead,
your feet facing all ways into the poem!

You follow it, you're the wind, a gale,
path escalating — you're sure
the day has you in its sights.

Ai vdzut cum creste ziua
in jurul tdu, nici perpendicular
nici orizontal —

deschisd la capricii, la noi curente,
cerul atrage colonii de nori,
obstinate bolti aeriene?

Cum te tine ea in echilibru
ca ingerul acela pe varf de ac,
talpile de jur imprejurul poemului!

Pe urmele zilei, tu esti vantul, rafala,
cdrarea suind —sigur
ca ziua te are in vedere.
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And you welcome it, ready Si te bucuri, esti gata
to be astonished. sd fii uimit.
[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, [din Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, (Arc Publications, 2010)]

(Arc Publications, 2010)]
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29
Manifesto Manifest
Don’t do an all-white bridal garden Nu face gradina toatd in alb de mireasa
or plant witch’s cave nu planta pestera de vrdjitoare
black tulips, black roses... lalele negre, negri trandafiri...
Forget the blue garden that’s already Uitd gradina albastrd, ea a si
turned the corner of itself from lapis-lazuli, plecat din al sau lapis-lazuli,
ultramarine to teal and is settled din ultramarin, spre albastru-verzui s-a lasat
happily in its drab bedding. in voia stratului tern de pamant.
As summer burns down, be at home CAat vara scade arzand, tu simte-te acasa
in a bonfire-salvia setting in decorul salviei ca un foc de tabara
where visitors unde musafirii
walk among fire, their hearts rising to the red, se plimba printre flacdri, cu inimile suind la rosu,
the blood-flowers wreathed florile sdngerii in coroana
scarlet, geranium, rose. rubin, muscatd, trandafir.
Look for new arbours spinning, tossing petals-gardens Cautd arborii ce rotesc frunzele si le pierd-gradini
within gardens-freshly-lit islands under trees in gradini-insule mai nou iluminate sub pomi

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



e —————
Six English Poets in Bucharest oetrsr ©» £
I

spaces for dancing in ball-gowns and heels
the mood swept on by mandolins.

Away with amnesties for sober cul-de-sacs:
make gardens to splendour your brain.
Just as you trade seasons,
trade gardens. Bring out your gambler,
risk-taker. Surprise yourself.

in st submission; Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, Arc Publications,
8

spatii de dans in rochii de bal si tocuri,
atmosfera de mandoline.

Jos cu amnestiile acordate fundaturii sobre:
gradinile tale sd-ti umple mintea de splendoare.
Trateaza gradinile asa cum tratezi
anotimpurile. Scoate din rezerva jucatorul,

accepta riscul. Surprinde-te.

[din Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Genealogy

From my mother, the eyes of a waltzing woman —

corners to be negotiated with care, on tiptoe at times,

tuning in, turning the music up for Margie and After The Ball,
invoking pasts of piano, sax and drums.

From father’s side, I swerved with the curve of horses
blinked through a long line of trainers, riders, and pacers
who knew their place.

Horses that could walk extravagant
that could canter into the journey, find their own way home.

My parents came together across vistas of sheep and wheat,
alive to the dance of growing and harvesting.
She had her garden-it was as if she could always

carry it with her, along with keys to the family.
[published in 1st Integral anthology;

Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, (Arc Publications, 2010)]

Genealogie

De la mama, ochii femeii care valseazd —

asperitati de netezit, mergand pe varfuri uneori,

de cdutat postul, dat muzica mai tare la Margie si Dupd bal,
invocand pian, saxofon si tobe din alte vremi.

De la tata, am urmat calea arcuita a cailor
am vdzut un lung sir de antrenori, cdldreti, dresori de pas,
fiecare-si stia locul.

Caii aceia care pdseau extravagant
care tineau trap la drum si singuri stiau s-ajungd acasa.

Pdrintii mei s-au gdsit in peisaje cu grau si oi,
cunosteau dansul cresterii si recoltei.

Mama avea grdadina ei-de parc-ar fi putut mereu
sd o poarte cu ea, langa cheile familiei.

[din Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Gwen John Swims the Channel

September 3, 1939. Early evening

and the sea soughs, sways-

a sketchbook washing calm,

its ribs carrying the meticulous rainy births:
portraits from her many lives.

She has always loved the coastline,

come back to it, the waves’ fringed-grip:
daily swimming the Channel, testing herself
against its heave and push.

Ahead, Dover’s scribbly-white cliffs,

and beyond, the hills of Tenby-

its beach’s curve, her childhood’s

patch of sand. She has tested this sea’s glass

and painted herself into its mirror
like a cloud passing over. She has more

32

Gwen John traverseaza Canalul Manecii

3 septembrie 1939. Seara devreme

marea fosneste leganat-

un caiet pluteste calm,

coastele-i poarta in amdnunt nasterile ploioase:
portrete ale multelor ei vieti.

De cand se stie i-a placut linia tdrmului,

la care mereu a revenit, priza franjuratd a valurilor:
a traversat Canalul zilnic, masurandu-se

cu fluxul si rezistenta apei.

In fats, Dover si stancile schitate alb,

dincolo, dealurile de la Tenby-

plaja curbd, petecul de nisip

al copildriei. A incercat oglinda marii

si s-a pictat reflectata in ea

ca un nor in miscare. Ea are mai multe
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interiors to match and place, place and match
as again she gives herself to the water,

its moody mountains surging,

pacing her - the archetypal swimmer
planing darkness, with the coast clearing

and Paris-Meudon behind her.

[in 1st submission; Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems, (Arc Publications,
2010)]

33

interioare de potrivit si situat, de situat, de potrivit
cand din nou se dd apei

cu muntii capriciosi suind fluid,

ritmandu-i cursul, ea, inotdtoarea arhetipala

ce taie bezna, pe cand tarmul se limpezeste

iar Paris-Meudon au rdmas in urma.

[din Carnival Edge-New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Knebworth Park

A cave of air softens,

hovers over our heads.

We've waited all year for this:
the March lull, the park
almost tourist-free.

Put your ear

to this unsaddled soil,
sound out the mating-calls
of otters, rabbits, voles:
hear horses” hoofbeats
pound nearer-far.

[ have made an altar of calm
among these ageing oaks,
lines of stiff-backed trees.

34

Our walk circles the ancient house,

Parcul Knebworth

O pestera aeriand se-nmoaie,
ne planeazd deasupra capului.
Tot anul asteptam asta:
linistea lui martie, aproape
niciun turist in parc.

Lipeste urechea

de pamantul neinsduat,
prinde chemadrile imperecherii
vidrelor, iepurilor, cartitelor:
asculta copitele cailor

cum vin de departe.

Am facut un altar al linistii
intre stejarii batrani,

siruri de copaci cu trunchiul teapan.

Plimbarea noastrd e-n jurul casei,
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grounds set off by daffodils.

A five-year-old sings a nursery-rhyme,
wanting to pat sheep. Their beady eyes
distract, promising only puzzles.

We call ourselves comfortable explorers,
notice a wine-glass left among the ferns.
A squirrel skids into wintry hiding.

As light fades, we study each other’s faces
for signs of sun.

[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]

pe terenul cu narcise.
Un copil de cinci ani ingand un cantecel
si vrea sd mangaie oile. Ochii lor ca margeaua

alunecd a nedumerire.

Ne consideram exploratori comozi,
descoperim un pahar de vin uitat printre ferigi.
O veveritd se strecoard in barlogul de iarna.
Lumina scade si intre noi cautam pe fata
semnele soarelui.

[din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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The Year of the Tree

I carried a tree
through the Underground.

It was hard. At first,
people scarcely noticed me

and the oak I was lugging
along the platforms —

heavier than a suitcase
and difficult to balance.

We threaded through corridors,
changing lines: up and down stairs,

escalators, and for a moment
I imagined everyone on the planet

Anul pomului

Am cdrat un pom

cu metroul.

N-a fost usor. La inceput
lumea n-a prea observat

stejarul tarat
pe peron—

mai greu decit un geamantan,
abia il tineam in echilibru.

Am inaintat pe coridoare,
schimband liniile: pe trepte-n sus si-n jos,

pe scari rulante, o clipa
mi-am imaginat cum ar fi ca oamenii planetei
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taking turns sd care toti, pe rand
to carry a tree as daily rite. un pom in ritualul zilnic.
A few people asked Unii-au intrebat
Why a tree? De ce un pom?
I said it was for my own Am spus cd-i pentru propria mea
edification — edificare —
a tree always un pom
has something to teach. intotdeauna are ce sd te-nvete.
k% k%
Sharp gusts Rafale de curent
whirred through the corridors vuiau pe coridoare
rustling the branches miscand ramurile
as I hurried on eu naintam grabita
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past the sweepers pe langa maturatorii
picking up rubbish, scraps of paper. care culegeau gunoaie, hartii.
Be sure to take the tree Sd nu lasi pomul
with you, they said. pe-aici, mi-au zis.
Don’t worry, I'm taking it Nicio grija, il duc
to my garden, la mine-n gradind,
the start of a forest. incep o pddure.
When people stared, Cand oamenii priveau lung,
Relax, 1 said, ziceam: Fiti linistiti,
it’s a tree, not a gun. e doar un pom, nu-i o pusci.
[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)] [din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Nostalgia Sonnet

Have you forgotten the zany way we danced
pivoting round corners at breakneck speed
through a sea of Year Tens who stood entranced?
‘Like flying,” you said, me following your lead —
with tousled hair and tapping toes, again

again, each day a new adventure trip —

hunting poetry from Adamson to Zen

and taking our time, just letting it rip.

Sometimes I wonder why we didn’t stay
shining up those days— good times and more.
We wanted to travel, get right away,

see the other side, its open door —

not worried much about beating the drum,
believing our best days were yet to come.

Sonetul nostalgiei

Al uitat cum dansam nebuni,

facand piruete dupad colturi in cea mai mare viteza
prin multimea in extaz a celor nascuti la 1910?
‘Parcd zburdm,” ai zis, te urmam unde mad purtai—
cu parul valvoi, in step pe varfuri, iar

si iar, fiecare zi o0 noua cdlatorie aventura —
vanam poezie de la Adamson la Zen

in voie, timp destul, din care sfasiam.

Ma-ntreb uneori de ce n-am ramas

sd luminam acele zile — vremuri bune si mai mult.
Voiam sd caldtorim, sa plecam pe loc,

sd vedem partea cealaltd, usa aceea deschisa —

nu ne pdsa ca batem toba,

credeam ci zilele bune abia urmeaza.

[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)] [din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



——
Six English Poets in Bucharest oetrsr ©» £
I

Hedge

I am in love with its brazenness:

ferocity that opens up the sun. Forsythia,

my first hedge planted with roots pillaged

from a neighbouring tip. I have watched it spread,
flag its statement: a yellow furore, velvet starflowers
to throw in the air, give to passers-by;

hedge-fire, this harvest I revel in, where gold

is traversed by sun and the thicket locks me into birdsong.

I have been waiting for this special rain:
its sudden flux, lemon butter madness,
the flare of it showering over full stems.

Gold in the hand, mesmeric glints
to shelter in: a saffron-walled room en plein air,
an alfresco walk through known treasure.

Tufis

Imi place insolenta ei:

sdlbdticia cu care deschide soarele. Forsythia,

primul tufis pe care I-am plantat, smulgand radacinile
de pe maidanul din vecini. Am vazut cum se intinde,
cum isi adjudeca terenul: delir galben, catifeaua florilor
instelate

de aruncat in aer, dat la trecatori;

tufisul aprins, recolta de care ma bucur, in care aurul

e strabdtut de soare, desisul md leagad-n cantec de pasdre.

Ploaia asta atat de speciald am asteptat-o:
suvoiul abrupt, nebunia ca untul cu lamaie,
revarsandu-se-n valuri pe tulpini.

Aur in mangd, lucirea hipnotica in care
te poti addposti: odaie afard, cu pereti de sofran,
plimbarea in aer liber, prin comoara cunoscutsa.
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Here is a riot, undeclared: tree-certainty, tree-silence- O revoltd este, nedeclarata: certitudine de pom, tdcere de
each year a new layer as it spreads its yellow further, pom-
further... un strat se adaugd an de an, intinzandu-se auriu tot mai
departe...
[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)] [din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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A Girl’s Head Cap de fata

(after the poem, “A Boy’s Head” by Miroslav Holub) (dupdi poemul, , Cap de biiat” de Miroslav Holub)
In it there is a dream Este aici visul
that was started care a inceput
before she was born, inainte ca ea si se nasca
and there is a globe si un glob
with hemispheres cu emisfere
which shall be happy. care va fi fericit.
There is her own spacecraft, Are propria ei racheta spatiala,
a chosen dress rochia aleasa
and pictures of her friends. si fotografii cu prieteni.
There are shining rings Are inele sclipitoare
and a maze of mirrors. si-un labirint de oglinzi.
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There is a diary Mai e jurnalul
for surprise occasions. pentru surprize.
There is a horse springing hooves Un cal sarind cu copitele
across the sky. peste cer.
There is a sea Este si o mare
that tides and swells cu flux si reflux
and cannot be mapped. care nu poate avea harta.
There is untold hope Si speranta nerostita
in that no equation exactly cd nu existd ecuatie sd se potriveasca
fits a head. exact unui cap.

[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)] [din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Snow-fire

Everything has slowed

to a hush, cottony wisps settled

into glazed fields — vast surfaces,
luminous, unscuffed — crisp footprints
covered over in minutes.

I've amassed all this white,
its thoroughness, marked the speed
of the wrapping. Two hours
under the glide of flakes
and the tableau’s remade,
whatever the stark terrain
beneath —

its unventured piste,
feathered topsoil, a makeover to last
however briefly-tagging
the beauty of the pause.

44

Zapada-foc

Toate au scdzut

pand la soaptd, scame de bumbac s-au asternut
pe campul emailat — vaste suprafete
luminoase, netede —urmele noi de pasi

acoperite in cateva minute.

Am strans tot acest alb,
cu exactitate, am inregistrat viteza
impachetarii. Doud ore
sub alunecarea fulgilor
si tabloul e refacut,
oricat este de aspru terenul
dedesupt—

pista neincercatd,
solul acoperit de pene, alcdtuirea-oricat
de scurtd-i este durata-aduce cu sine
frumusetea unei clipe de pauza.

[Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)] [din Carnival Edge: New & Selected Poems (Arc Publications, 2010)]
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Clapper boards Clapper boards
after Cape Cod Morning by Edward Hopper dupd Dimineatd la Cape Cod de Edward Hopper

It took twenty years or more Au trecut doudzeci si ceva de ani
before the trees gave up their souls pana sa-si dea sufletul copacii
and bodies to the woodcutter. si corpul taietorului de lemne.
Summer, autumn, winter and spring Vard, toamnd, iarnd, primadvara
seasoned the sappy wood before au fezandat lemnul mustos pana
they cut it into boards sd-1 facd scandura
to build the house and paint it white, si sd ridice casa, s-o vopseasca in alb,
catching the light which seemed to fall prinzand lumina care vine parca
sideways on her waiting face dintr-o parte pe fata ei in asteptare
as she stood for hours in the place ore intregi a stat in locul
where she could watch de unde sa priveasca
the ever-empty sea. marea vesnic goala.

[in 1st submission; Wordstrokes-The Poetry of Art (Avalanche Books, 2015)] [din Wordstrokes-The Poetry of Art (Avalanche Books, 2015)]
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Ubuntu love song Cantec de dragoste
I am because you are; Eu sunt pentru ca tu esti;
not just because we live nu doar pentru cd trdim
in a community of two, intr-o comunitate de doi,
but because the very breath I draw dar fiecare suflare a mea
is sweet and strong because it’s shared e dulce, puternica, fiindca o impart
with you. Like everybody else, I am cu tine. Asa ca oricine, sunt si eu
a smattering of stardust down millennia, un pumn de pulberi stelare din veac,
a mixture of atoms and electric forces, amestec de atomi si forte electrice,
genes borrowed from many generations gene imprumutate de la atatea generatii
now passed on. care mi le-au transmis.
But what am I without you? Dar pentru tine eu ce sunt?
A mouth unkissed, a body uncarressed; Gura nesdrutatd, corpul neatins;
the echo of a poem composed at night Ecoul unui poem compus noaptea
then lost for ever in the morning’s light. si definitiv pierdut pe lumind dimineata.
[in 1st submission; The Book of Love and Loss (The Belgrave Press, 2014)] [din: The Book of Love and Loss (The Belgrave Press, 2014)]
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Whale

At last, a sighting,

far out in the vastness of the South Atlantic,
moving majestically through salt and storm
towards a circular horizon

where all the cold and troubled sea

spills into leaden sky.

Unseen for months or years,
she carries the wild

in warm pulsating blood;
revealed only when spouting
untamed triumphant poetry
high into empty air.

Paired for life
until the fateful harpoon finds its target,
piercing her mate while she is spared

48

Balena

In sfarsit, se vede,

pe vasta intindere, departe, in Atlanticul de Sud,

evoluand maiestuos prin sare si furtund
spre orizontul circular
unde marea agitata si rece

se varsa in cerul de plumb.

Luni sau ani intregi nevdzutd,

ea poartd sdlbaticia

in sangele cald, pulsatil;

se aratd numai cand

poezia triumfatoare, neimblanzita
tasneste inalt, in aerul gol.

Perechea lor este pe viata
panad ce harponul sortit gaseste tinta,
strdpunge partenerul si ea neatinsa ramane
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to swim on through unending waves alone;
tilling the empty space, the gaping hole
where water parts. What can I share

with a life so unimaginably huge?
—a vulnerability to wounds,

red blood that drains a life away,
the joyous instinct

that nurses the fruit of our bodies
with the tenderness of milk.

[published in 1%t Integral anthology; ARTEMISpoetry (2015)]

sd-noate singurd in nesfarsitele valuri;
umpland spatiul gol, groapa cdscata unde
apele s-au despartit. Ce pot eu avea in comun

cu o viatd de neinchipuite dimensiuni?
—vulnerabilitatea la rani,

sangele rosu care scurge viata,
bucuria instinctiva

de-a hrani fructul corpurilor noastre
cu laptele tandru.

[din ARTEMISpoetry (2015)]
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Moon and next door neighbour’s tree

However fast I'm walking,

running or riding my bicycle,

trees flash past and are left behind.
The same applies

to buildings, people, even villages:
they all proceed at the same speed
as I do, but in the opposite direction,
and are soon lost from view.

The moon, however, and by extension stars,
and in the daytime distant banks of clouds,
contradict this trend, behaving

as if they raced with me towards

a common goal.

Observing this phenomenon I wonder why
such a contrary perception should occur,

Luna si pomul vecinului

Oricat de repede pdsesc,
alerg ori gonesc pe bicicleta,

pomii trec pe langd mine, rdman in urma.

La fel cladirile,

oamenii, satele chiar:

toate aluneca la aceeasi viteza
cu mine, dar in sens opus

si curand se pierd din ochi.

Luna insa, si prin extensie stelele,
ziua cardurile de nori din departare
contrazic aceastd directie, se poartd
de parc-ar goni deodatd cu mine
spre telul comun.

Observand fenomenul mi-ntreb de ce
0 asemenea perceptie contrard,
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where the cross-over might be

and whether there is anything in this wide,
extraordinary and unpredictable universe
that might move in either way;

and then on further contemplation

it occurs to me

that perhaps it’s not so very strange

that as we age, memories of long ago

should travel with us, while events and facts
we’re nearer to should pass contrariwise
and fade away.

[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; South (2014)]

51

unde e oare punctul de intersectie
si dacd e ceva in lumea asta larga
extraordinard, imprevizibila

care sd mearga intr-un sens ori altul;

dacd ma gandesc bine

imi dau seama ca poate

nu-i chiar atat de ciudat

sa vezi, cu varsta, cum vechile amintiri
calatoresc cu tine, iar fapte si evenimente
din apropiere merg invers

si se pierd.
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An amicable separation

Dear friend, It seems the time has come
for a parting of our ways. No malice,
not even disappointment, just

a mutual moving on.

We always knew there’d be an end

to our long, sweet relationship;

a time to say goodbye before we lost
the charm of all the memories we share.

We’ve spent so many nights together, wrapped
in peaceful sleep or watching through long hours
the passionate infinity of silent stars

that multiplied before our stretching eyes.

I've whispered my poetry and philosophy
into your midnight stillness, darkness

Despartire amicala

Draga prietene, cred c-a venit vremea
sd ne despadrtim. Fard dezamagire
sau rdutate, doar cd vom merge
fiecare pe drumul sau.

Relatia noastrd, atat de lunga si dulce

am stiut intotdeauna ca va avea un sfarsit;

e vremea sd spunem bun ramas, inainte de-a pierde
farmecul amintirilor ce ne leaga.

Cate nopti am trait impreund, inveliti

in pacea somnului ori privind ceasuri in sir
infinitul tacut, patimas al stelelor
multiplicate sub ochii nostri tot mai mari.

Am soptit poezie si filosofie
in linistea miezului tdu de noapte, intunericul
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deepening our embrace as we both dreamt
of nothing except how good it was to be alive.

But moth and rust now threaten to erode

our trust, as they destroy your bodywork

and your faithful diesel engine finally protests
and splutters into rest.

[in 1st submission; Notes from a Camper Van (Bellhouse Books, 2014)]

53

adancindu-ne imbratisarea, amandoi nu visam
altceva decat minunea de a fi vii.

Dar moliile si rugina ameninta sa ne erodeze
increderea, asa cum ne distrug corpul —
credincios, motorul tdu diesel se revolts,
improasca si se opreste in sfarsit.

[din: Notes from a Camper Van (Bellhouse Books, 2014)]
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High planes

marking out the grid of streets, creating
crazy maps on trunks that flake and fall away

from window tracery that arches high above
the sotto voce of the traffic’s muffled cry

casually lifting flimsy skirts to sway
in pollen-shedding benediction on inebriated bees

then later, flaunting yellow and scarlet in the face
of encroaching cold damp darkness and a grey november sky

gentle giants festooned with baubles
self-consciously outgrowing each modest square

and patiently, painfully shedding pollutants,

shrugging off the London air
[ from The Frogmore Papers, 2012 ]

Avioane la inaltime

puncteaza careururile strazilor, deseneaza
harti nebune pe trunchiuri ce se aschiaza si cad

de sus din danteldria ferestrei arcuite peste
vuietul sotto voce al traficului

ridicand in treacat fuste usoare sufland
harul polenului spre albine ametite

fluturand apoi galben, rosu aprins spre
bezna umeda rece, cerul gri de noiembrie

blanzi uriasi festonati cu zorzoane
cresc stingheriti, se revarsa peste careurile modeste,

rdspandesc dureros, rabdator, poluantii,

fara vreun gand la aerul londonez
[ din: The Frogmore Papers, 2012 ]
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Snowflake

In vague hesitation she touches my window

one satin slipper poised in delight

just for a moment

as the seven dwarfs wind whisks her snow white laughing
sisters

on into the bottle green sea of tonight.

Unsure of her next move.

Should she join in the flick-flicking

flurrying dance

being swept to who-knows-where

from she-only-knows?

Or enter the spotlight, drunk with reflected glory
to pirouette and curtsey in the last dance of Icarus
on the warm winter glass

of my window?

55

Fulg de nea

Vag, ezitant imi atinge fereastra

pantoful de satin se propteste cu incantare

o clipa

cand vantul celor sapte pitici sufld surazatoarele surori ale
albei ca zdpada in marea serii de un verde sticlos.

Ce miscare urmeaza nu se stie.

Se va prinde-n cadenta

dansului imponderabil

purtat cine stie unde,

unde numai ea stie?

Ori sd iasd in fatd, la lumind, beatd de reflexul gloriei

sd facd piruete si reverente intr-un ultim dans al lui Icar
pe geamul iernii, cald

la mine in fereastra?
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Brief indecision Scurta nehotarare

brings a sadness. intristeaza.
Wait! Stai!
I only wanted to look through tear-stained eyelashes Am vrut doar sa privesc in lumina
into the light. prin lacrima dintre gene.
Too late. Prea tarziu.
She who once knew beauty, held Ea care-a cunoscut frumusetea candva, tindnd
the world in her filigree web lumea in plasa ei filigranata
now weeps into non-existence. plange acum, se topeste-n nefiinta.

[from Beautiful Man (Outposts, 1977); ‘festo: celebrating winter and [din: Beautiful Man (Outposts, 1977); ‘festo: celebrating winter and Christmas’

Christmas’ (Oversteps Books, 2012)] (Oversteps Books, 2012)]
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Moving on

The first time I heard you speak of home,
not meaning the house where I live

and where you’d spent your childhood,
there was a slight, but perceptible
shuddering in my foundations.

Flesh from my flesh, ever since your journey
started I had been letting go;

but feared this visible and physical
realignment to our world

might lead to the final separation.

Time proved the opposite; but for a while
I had to watch while you learnt to adjust
to life in a place you didn’t know, while I,
just as tentatively, grew accustomed

to a home empty of you.

Iti urmezi drumul

Prima oard cand te-am auzit vorbind despre acasd,
dar nu te refereai la casa unde stau eu,

unde ti-ai petrecut copildria,

am simtit, clar, discreta

cutremurare din temelii.

Carne din carnea mea, de cand ti-ai inceput
caldtoria, eu te-am ldsat in voie;

dar m-am temut ca reasezarea

vizibilg, fizica a lumii noastre

ar putea duce la o despartire definitiva.

Timpul a dovedit contrariul; o vreme insa
a trebuit sd am grijd, cat te deprindeai

cu viata in loc necunoscut, iar eu

la fel de ezitant ma obisnuiam

cu 0 casd In care tu nu mai erai.

[from Poems for a Liminal Age (SPM, 2015)] [din Poems for a Liminal Age (SPM, 2015)]
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Retrospective

People and places have passed through me into history,
slipped between my fingers and begun to fade.

I both see and don’t see images that could be

either memories or dreams:

a seaside holiday in Bridlington — or Bournemouth,

a fairy grandmother with silver hair, the clink

of milk churns in a road we left when I was three.

I used to ask my parents to recall and share their memories,
check that what I believed to be the case, was true;

but now those points of reference have gone,

and as I reach back through the years to catch

a faint reflection of your face, all I can find

are words inscribed to mark where you have been:

In memory of, Hic Jacet, Dearly beloved, Fell asleep.

[from Wenlock Festival Anthology, 2015; (Written as one of the poems
exhibited in Winchester Cathedral when I was Poet in Residence there.)]

Retrospectiva

Oameni si locuri au trecut prin mine in istorie

mi-au alunecat printre degete, au inceput sa paleasca.
Vdd si nu vad imagini care-ar putea sd fie

amintiri sau vise:

o vacantd la mare in Bridlington — ori Bournemouth,
o bunicd zana argintie la par, clinchetul

bidoanelor de lapte lasate in drum cand aveam trei ani.
fi rugam mereu pe parinti si-si spuna amintirile,
cautam sa vad dacd ceea ce-mi inchipui este adevdrat;
dar acum aceste puncte de referintd s-au dus,

cand privesc in urmad prin ani, sd mai prind

palida reflexie a fetei tale, tot ce gasesc

sunt cuvintele care-nseamneaza locul unde te afli:

In memory of, Hic Jacet, Dearly beloved, Fell asleep.

[din: Wenlock Festival Anthology, 2015; (Expusa in Catedrala din
Winchester cand am fost Poet in Rezidentd)]
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Paying the price

She used to have an elder sister and a brother,
but now there’s no one left to help her
collect the wood and light a fire.

After the man spoke with the village elders
he came to see her sister, test the flesh,
assess her strength and beauty,

and though she wouldn’t raise her eyes to see
the visitor, he inspected all her other features
and deemed her worth the price.

There was no choice, no opportunity to exercise
her filial duty, or rebel; the price was paid

and he departed with his goods. The sale

provided money for her brother’s fees

Pretul de platit

Ea avea o sora mai mare si un frate
dar acum nu mai are cine s-o ajute

la strans lemne, la aprinsul focului.

Dupa ce-a stat de vorba cu batranii satului
omul a venit s-o vada pe sora ei, sa-i incerce muschii,

sd vadad cat e de puternica si de frumoasa,

desi ea n-a ridicat ochii sa-1 vada pe
oaspete, el i-a cercetat toate trasdturile
si-a stabilit cd merita pretul.

Nu era loc de alegere, prilejul de-a exercita
datoria filiald, ori de a se revolta; pretul

a fost platit si el a plecat cu marfa. Din vanzare

au iesit banii de scoald pentru frate
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at school, until the army came and took pand cand armata a venit si I-a luat
the boy away to train in arts of war. pe bdiat cu trenul la artele razboiului.
The money’s all been spent, the precious Banii-s cheltuiti, pretiosii copii
children gone, leaving only a father’s shame, pierduti, lasand in urma rusinea unui tata,
a mother’s grief and a lonely child. durerea mamei, un copil insingurat.
[from Art saves lives International and I am not a silent poet (2015)] [din: Art saves lives International si I am not a silent poet (2015)]
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Those who go down to the sea Cei care pleaca pe mare
They hardly ever cross my mind, Ei abia dacd-mi rdsar in minte,
certainly never keep me awake sigur nu-mi dau insomnii

and tossing through the dark hours of the night si nu ma zvarcolesc in orele-ntunecoase ale noptii

wondering if they’ll make it intrebaAndu-ma daca vor ajunge la tarm
or whether this time the fury of the open seas ori daca furia marii deschise
will overwhelm the frailty of their vessel. le va invinge vasul fragil.

Even when I eat fresh fish,
the costly silver harvest
torn from the thundering waves,

I can continue a conversation

Chiar si cand mananc peste proaspat,
pretioasa recolta argintie
smulsd din tunetul valurilor,

imi continui foarte bine conversatia

as if the delicacy placed before me de parca delicatetea care mi s-a pus in fata

had been casually plucked from a bush a fost culeasa lejer din tufis

by a land-lubber de unul care nici n-a vazut marea,
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pausing in a cottage garden oprit sa se odihneascd in vreo gradina
on the way home for tea, unaware in drumul spre casa, fard sda am idee
of the raw flesh and watering eyes, de carnea cruda si ochii inldcrimati,
the constant taste of salt, de gustul continuu al sdrii,
of fear. al spaimei.

[from Running before the wind (Grey Hen Press 2013); (and exhibited in [din: Running before the wind (Grey Hen Press 2013); (si expusd in

Winchester Cathedral when I was Poet in Residence there)] Catedrala din Winchester cand am fost Poet in Rezidentd)]
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Jeremy Page
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Postcard of Odessa

Clearing out another drawer,

I come across the postcard

quite by chance —sepia, faded,

the city’s name in Cyrillic script,
and before I know what I am doing
I am composing your name

in characters that are as unfamiliar
to me now as you are,

forty odd years on from the picnic
on the Potemkin steps, the glasses
raised to toast our futures

in the cheapest Soviet vodka;

and all the innocence you coaxed
from me, so tenderly.

64

Vedere din Odessa

Golind urmatorul sertar

gdsesc intamplator

vederea —sepia, stearsd,

orasul scris in cirilice,

pana sa stiu ce fac

iti reconstitui numele

din literele care-mi sunt

la fel de straine ca si tine acum,

la patruzeci de ani de la picnicul
de pe treptele Potemkin, paharele
ridicate in cinstea viitorului nostru
cu votca sovietica din cea mai iefting;
si inocenta pe care ai atras-o

din mine, cu nesfarsita tandrete.

[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; first published in Agenda] [publicata in Agenda]
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Through the Brickworks to the Hills

On November-coloured days
he felt the disenchantment

of the world, and reproached it
for his sense of losing
something that he’d never had.

The insistence of rain wrote a score

as sweetly apt as Rachmaninov’s

for Brief Encounter, and his thoughts drifted
to drowned dogs, rain-soaked, claggy earth,
and what it was like, once

to wake early in the attic room

the first morning of summer,
sunlight dappling wallpaper,

with the prospect of the pathway
through the brickworks to the hills.

65

Printre ziduri de caramida spre dealuri

In zilele colorate de noiembrie
el simtea dezamagirea

lumii si-i reprosa

sentimentul sdu cd pierde
ceva ce n-a avut niciodata.

Insistentd, ploaia a scris o partitura

la fel de dulce potrivita ca Scurta intilnire

a lui Rahmaninov, gandurile i-au alunecat
spre caini inecati, pamant innoroiat de ploaie

si cum era odata

sd te trezesti devreme in camera din pod,
in prima dimineata de vara,

cu tuse de soare pe tapet

si viziunea cararii ducand

printre ziduri de caramida spre dealuri.

[in 1st submission; first published at Agenda web supplement] [publicatd initial in suplimentul web Agenda]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



——
Six English Poets in Bucharest oetrsr ©» £
I

66

My Daughters and I Trek though Heavy Snow Eu si fiica mea ne facem drum prin nameti

to Visit Anita Wronski in Berlin s-0 vizitam pe Anita Wronski la Berlin

We weren’t invited

but after the distance we’d trekked
through snow the like of which
they’d never dreamed

she could hardly turn us back.

And so we stepped into

the welcoming glow, all

stamping feet, rubbing hands

and catching breath

after a mere half hour

in the ice-bound city,

and Anita greeting us

like her longest lost cousins,
grasping us to the stove-like warmth
of her breast and serving us

N-am fost invitati

dar dupd ce-am mers atata cale
prin zdpadd, cum nimeni

nu si-ar fi inchipuit,

n-avea cum sa ne-ntoarcd din drum.

Astfel am pdsit in

lumina primitoare,

ne-am scuturat picioarele, ne-am frecat pe maini
ne-am tras sufletul

dupa o jumadtate de ora

in orasul acoperit de gheata

si Anita care ne saluta

ca pe niste veri demult pierduti,

trdgandu-ne la cdldura de soba

a pieptului ei si servindu-ne
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runny scrambled eggs
and schinken, with heavy slabs
of thick black German bread.

And the girls come back to life,
sensation returns to fingers, toes,

eyes shine, while I sip hot, black coffee
and outside the pavements

grow heavier, and heavier.

[in 1st submission; Closing Time, (Pindrop Press, 2014)]

67

jumadri moi de ou
cu schinken si bucdti groase

de paine neagra nemteasca.

Iar fetele se-ntorc la viata,

incep sd-si simtd iar degetele de la maini si picioare,
ochii le strdlucesc, eu sorb ceai fierbinte, cafea neagra,
afard pavajul

tot mai greu.

[din: Closing Time, (Pindrop Press, 2014)]
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Solstice Solstitiu
and we are surrounded si ne inconjoara
by a landscape freezing un peisaj care iute
swiftly into night. ingheatd la caderea noptii.
Curtains are drawn Perdelele sunt trase,
and as we approach, cand ne apropiem,
the lights, dim against luminile, palide in fata
a rampant Milky Way, crupei indltate a Cdii Lactee
guide us well enough to ne conduc destul de bine pasii spre
this table by a blistering fire, masd, langa focul intetit,
this plate of local partridge, la farfuria cu potarniche din zond,
red wine from a newer world vin rosu dintr-o lume mai noua
and a sudden reminder la ceea ce brusc ne aduce aminte
of who we are, and what it was cine suntem si anume ce
that brought us here. ne-a adus aici.

[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; The Stony Thursday Book (2015)] [din: The Stony Thursday Book (2015)]
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Close Season

They say it smells of dead holidays.

I say it always did. And out of season
was never the time to connect anything
with anything here, where you can only
wonder at the sea in all the shades

of grey on Richter’s palette, wonder
where the ice-cream vendors go

and if the deckchair man can really
hibernate in his cave beneath the cliff,
with his chairs, his memories of summer.

On the pier a salt breeze ruffles

a scrap of gaudy poster, and offshore,
somewhere close, a ship’s bell tolls
for something gone, for some thing .

[in 1st submission; Closing Time, (Pindrop Press, 2014)]

Sfarsit de sezon

Se zice cd miroase a vacantd moarta.

Eu spun c4 asa a fost mereu. In afara sezonului
nu e timpul sd se lege

nimic aici, unde nu poti decat

sa fii uimit in fata marii cu toate nuantele ei

de gri din paleta Richter si sd te-ntrebi

unde se duc vanzadtorii de inghetata

sau dacd omul cu sezlonguri de punte chiar
poate sd hiberneze in pestera de sub stancd,

cu scaunele si amintirile verii cu tot.

Pe chei, briza sarata flutura

o zdreanta de afis tipator in larg,

undeva aproape, se trage clopotul unui vapor
pentru ceva pierdut, pentru ceva.

[din: Closing Time, (Pindrop Press, 2014)]
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Shaving My Father

He once taught me the art-

how the badger hair brush,

soap bowl and Wilkinson Sword blade
combined to render smooth

the contours of my chin,

to shear those first few stalks

scattered unconvincingly, apologetically
across my teenage features;

and did this with some reluctance

as if, with the shaven hairs,

I'd wash away my childhood

and all that meant to me, to him.

Tomorrow he may not know
who I am or who I was,

but today he does, and is grateful
for the care I take

70

Barbierindu-1 pe tata

Candva el m-a invatat pe mine arta-

imbinarea pamatufului din par de viezure

cu bolul de sdpun si lama Wilkinson Sword

ca sa-mi netezeascd mie

conturul barbiei,

sd-mi rada cele cateva tuleie

rdsdrite sfios, cu jend

pe figura mea de adolescent;

am facut-o fard tragere de inima

de parcd, o datd cu barbieritul

imi sfarseam copildria, tot ce-nsemna
asta pentru mine, pentru el.

Maine poate ca n-are sd mai stie
cine sunt ori cine am fost,

astdzi stie insa si-i recunoscator
cd sunt atat de atent
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as I soap his face cand ii sapunesc fata
with the badger hair brush, cu pamadtuful din par de viezure,
move the blade gently down his chin, ii cobor delicat lama pe barbie
hear his stubble crack. ii aud barba trosnind.
[first published in Dream Catcher] [publicat initial in Dream Catcher]
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Abessive

All gone, dutifully recorded

by his linguist father as

the first words he ever uttered,
might equally have been his last.

He’d used himself up by then,

had long since lost his faith

in God, belief in love, his sense

of wonder —inner and outer worlds

now made uniformly monochrome.

His final days saw him return

to his father’s beloved case grammar,
discover the abessive. He died
content to have found the word

that summed it all up; though

his last breath is recorded as a sigh.

[first published in Agenda]

72

Abesiv, cazul absentei

Dus totul, notat cum se cuvine
de tatal sdu, lingvist, ca fiind
prima lui rostire,

la fel de bine putea fi ultima.

Se consumase pand atunci,

isi pierduse demult credinta

in Dumnezeu, in dragoste, isi pierduse
mirarea —lumile interioare si exterioare

totuna, monocrom uniform.

In ultimele zile de viatd s-a-ntors

la cazurile gramaticale iubite de tatal sdu,
descoperind abesivul. A murit

cu multumirea cd a gdsit cuvantul
care-nsumeaza totul; desi ultima lui

respiratie notatd a fost un suspin.
[publicata initial in Agenda]
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The Other Account Cealalta poveste
Remind me who it was Aminteste-mi cine
that wrote these letters a trimis scrisorile astea
recording every detail cu toate detaliile
of my student life din viata mea de student
and wanderings round si peregrinarea de la un cod postal
the London postcodes. la altul, prin Londra.
Memory tells a different story Memoria spune altd poveste
from these pages, where decét aceste pagini, unde
I never spend a lonely night nu petrec niciodatd o noapte singur
and poverty’s a ball. si nici balul sardciei.
The hand could be mine Scrisul este al meu poate,
and the addresses are familiar, adresele-mi sunt familiare,
but the style’s the style dar stilul e stilul
of someone I no longer know unuia pe care nu-l mai cunosc
as if I've come in de parc-as fi aparut
half-way through a novel, la mijlocul romanului,
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so the characters are
no more than names,
the plot so Chandleresque
it can’t be fathomed.

If I'd died and you'd lived,

your letters to me returned,
would you recognise yourself

in them at sixteen, twenty, thirty?
Was I ever the person

you thought you knew?

And who was it

I really wrote to?

74

personajele nu sunt
decat niste nume
intriga ca in Chandler

si nu poti descifra nimic.

Daca eu as fi murit si tu ai fi trait

si ti-ai fi primit scrisorile inapoi,

te-ai recunoaste in ele la 16, 20, 30 de ani?
Am fost eu vreodatd persoana

pe care-ai crezut cd o cunosti?

Si cui am scris eu

de fapt?

[first published in Agenda] [publicata initial in Agenda]
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To Whom It May Concern

Someone will find my Vauxhall Corsa
parked near Beachy Head

and wonder. No clues.

No passport to confirm

I haven’t left the country,

no note to confirm it all

got too much, pushed me over the edge

into the cold grey water of the Channel.

The car will be abandoned,

key in ignition, driver’s door open,

and there will be no sign of me.

Imagine: I may turn up in Tunis or Tangjiers.
There may be reported sightings in Cape Town
or Shanghai. Who knows?

Whatever. I resign from the daily commute,
the paying of bills, the answering of phones
and the weight of other people’s problems.

Catre cine e responsabil

Cineva o sd-mi gdseascd, total nedumerit, masina
Vauxhall Corsa parcatd langa malul alb abrupt

la Beachy Head. N-o sd se stie ce-i cu asta.

Nici pasaport care sd arate

cd am plecat din tara,

nici bilet care sa spund ca totul devenise

prea mult, lansdndu-ma peste marginea de piatra
in apa gri si rece, in Canalul Manecii.

Masina abandonata

cu cheia in contact, usa de la volan deschisa,

si eu disparut fara urma.

Imagineaza-ti: pot sd apar in Tunisia ori Tanger.
Pot fi zdrit in Cape Town

ori Sanhai. Cine stie?

Oricum o fi sa fie. Renunt la naveta zilnica,

plata chitantelor, raspunsul la telefon,

apdsarea problemelor altora.
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I resign from the watching of clocks, Renunt la uitatul pe ceas,
the buying of soap and the daily loss la cumpdrat sapun, la pierderea cotidiana
of the will to live. I resign. a vointei de a trai. Renunt.
[first published in Coal City Review, Chicago] [publicat inutial in Coal City Review, Chicago]
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Memento Mori Memento Mori
We leave at dusk Plecam in amurg,
and I embrace orphanhood eu ma-nvelesc in haina orfanului
this day of the dead, ziua aceasta a mortilor,
all souls—as good a day a tuturor sufletelor — o zi
as any to remember ca oricare, de amintit
innocence, encompass loss — inocenta, de masurat pierderea —
and I contemplate mortality contemplu ceea ce-i muritor
in all the little deaths in toate micile morti
we no longer share, pe care nu le mai impartdsim,
our passion long since spent. patima demult pierduta.
We were hungry lovers once, Am fost candva iubiti, insetati de iubire,
desire defeating reason dorinta mai puternica decat ratiunea,
just as my dead perhaps asa cum mortii mei au fost poate
were hungry lovers, too; si ei insetati de iubire;
and my hallucination halucinatia mea
of our untamed coupling despre nestdpanita noastrd imbratisare
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on their gravestone as pe piatra lor de mormant care-asteapta
it awaits the mason’s chisel dalta pietrarului
is the keenest reminder invoca singura,
of our only, lonely certainty. insingurata noastrd certitudine.
[from Closing Time (Pindrop Press, 2014)] [din: Closing Time (Pindrop Press, 2014)]
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The Memory Bird

I like to think

that the robin in the garden
followed me here

from my old life

in the house on the hill;

that his fondness for

watching me weeding or sowing
or raking the leaves

was such that

when I left it all behind —

the memories, the household gods,
the rituals of family life —

and travelled down the hill,

he flew behind me,

made my new garden home.

He’s out there on the lawn

Pasarea memoriei

Imi place sa cred

ca prihorul din gradina

m-a urmat aici

din fosta mea viata

in casa de pe deal;

ca pldcerea lui

de a ma privi cum plivesc si seman
si greblez frunzisul

a fost asa fel incat la vremea

cand eu am lasat totul in urma —
amintiri, zeii gospodariei,
ritualurile vietii de familie —

si am coborat la vale,

el a zburat cu mine,

si-a fdcut acasd in noua mea gradina.

Azi e colo pe pajiste,
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today, fossicking for worms, cauta viermi,
doing that remembrance face jocul amintirii
of things past thing; doing it for me. lucrurilor trecute; pentru mine.
[first published in newleaf, Bremen)] [publicatd initial in newleaf, Bremen]
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[the first 5 poems are from Saying it with Flowers —a series of [Primele 5 poeme, din ciclul de 28 poeme, Saying it with
28 poems] Flowers]
Snowdrops Ghiocei
I know we look sad; unfortunately it’s instinct. Stiu ca aratam abatuti; instinctiv, din pacate.
If your ancestors had seen what we endured, Daca stramosii tdi ar fi trecut prin ce-am indurat noi
maybe you’'d understand. We were always attracted poate-ai intelege. Ne-au atras intotdeauna
to sacred places, holy ground’s never ending peace, locurile sfinte, pacea nesfarsita a locului sfintit
only the sound of bell-ringing, the chantings and sheep. doar sunetul de clopot, incantatia, oile.
They were on horseback, thundered through the fields Ei veneau cdlare, tunau prin campiile
and forests where we lay, some dormant, others in bloom. si padurile unde eram noi, unii dormind, altii in floare.
The noise... their hooves ripped the earth, Zgomotul... copitele sfasiau pamantul,
then came the cries. It happened all over, but in the east, apoi tipete. Asa s-a-ntamplat peste tot, dar la rasarit,
Walsingham, Framlingham, swathes of us were in Walsingham, Framlingham, palcuri intregi
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wiped out, others so shocked they didn’t see daylight au fost nimiciti, altii atat de socati incat ani intregi
for years. We don’t like being thought of as sad. n-au mai vazut lumina zilei. Nu vrem sa aratam tristi.
They hadn’t come for us but it was a bloodbath. Nu pentru noi au venit, dar a fost baie de sange.
We were part of it. No, talking about it doesn’t help. Din care-am fdcut si noi parte. Sa vorbim de asta e zadarnic.
[in 1st submission; Sofia (2013)] [din Sofia (2013)]

C ONTEMPORARY

Literature P RrEss

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



——
Six English Poets in Bucharest oetrsr ©» £
I

Ukraine Sunflower

Dogs were howling. I don’t know what breed
but something like wolves; so maybe Alsatians.
They wouldn’t stop, their noise was contagious.
Soon, we were all weeping. When they came,

we quietened, but not the dogs. Soldiers picked
through our debris-scorched field. Most wore
balaclavas. Only yesterday, children had skipped
through us, laughing at how tall we were.

We don’t feel tall now. Soon trucks arrived,
more soldiers. The dead were found, their
pockets emptied. Dogs kept howling. Pieces
of the plane were scattered, some crushed us.
I said, Can we still be called Sunflowers?

And the dogs? They were shot.
[published in 1st Integral anthology;London Grip (2015)]

Floarea soarelui in Ucraina

Cainii urlau. Nu stiu ce rasa

dar aduceau a lupi; sa fi fost alsacieni.

Si nu mai taceau, urletul lor te patrundea.
Curand, plangeam cu totii. Cand ei au apdrut,

ne-am linistit, dar nu si cainii. Soldatii cotrobdiau
pe campul ars, plin de resturi. Cei mai multi

cu balaclave. leri abia au scapat copiii

printre noi, rddeau cat suntem de inalte.

Nu ne simtim inalte acum. Iute-au venit camioane,
au mai adus soldati. Au fost gasiti mortii, le-au
golit buzunarele. Cainii urlau intruna. Bucati

din avion peste tot, unele ne-au zdrobit.

Am zis, Ne mai putem numi Floarea soarelui?

Si cainii? Au fost impuscati.
[din: London Grip (2015)]
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Knotweed

Don’t even dream of winning —
you’ve read the reports
seen us on YouTube
cringed at the images.

You think you can get us

at ground level

breaking through foundations.

Once we're properly out, on the march, that’s it, unless
you purge deep.

Our
roots
are
deeper
than
you

Buruieni taratoare

Nici sa nu visati cad veti reusi—
ati citit rapoartele
ne-ati vazut pe YouTube
v-ati dat inapoi la imagini.

Credeti ca ne veti nimici

Jos, la pamant,

pe sub fundatie.

O data ce-am iesit in larg, asta e, doar daca
se curata foarte adanc.

Radaécinile
noastre
sunt

mai
adanci
decat
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can

dig.

We know biological control is under trial.
You decide if chemicals are ethical.

You want a solution
But there is none.

You won't find us
but we're everywhere
waiting.

We decide when to strike.

We're in your garden.

[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; Barnet Open Poetry Competition
Anthology (2015)]

puteti
voi

sapa.

Controlul biologic, stim, e caz de judecata.
Voi decideti dacad chimicalele sunt etice.

Vreti o solutie
dar nu existd niciuna.

Nu ne gasiti
dar noi suntem pretutindeni

asteptam.

Noi decidem cand sd dam lovitura.
Suntem in gradina la voi.

[din: Barnet Open Poetry Competition Anthology (2015)]
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Tulips

They looked like a field of black tulips.
Truly, this was the image I had in my head,

until they started stomping.
Their black boots marched,

iron crosses glittered on their tunics.
I stood, stared as the straight backed,

black patch advanced towards us.
Mother grasped my hand, turned to father

and said, ‘Come, we’re leaving today.’

in 1st submission; Snowdrops, Ukraine Sunflower, Knotweed and Tulips: these

in 1st submission; Snowdrops, Ukraine S K d and Tulips: th
poems are being set to music especially composed for performance in St
Laurence Jewry church in October 2016.]

87

Lalele

Vedeai ca aievea un camp de lalele negre.

Chiar asta era imaginea din mintea mea,

péana cand au pornit sa inainteze.

Cisme negre in mars,

Crucile de fier lucindu-le pe tunica.
Stdteam in picioare privind cum pata dreaptd,

neagrd avanseaza spre noi.
Mama m-a luat de mang, s-a intors spre tata

si-a spus: ,Hai, azi plecim.”

[Ghiocei, Flarea Soarelui Ucraina, Buruieni tdrdtoare si Lalele: aceste poeme
au fost puse pe muzicd pentru spectacolul de la biserica St Laurence
Jewry, programat pentru octombrie 2016.]
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Hibiscus

He bends forward, slowly kisses
lightly on a flower, moves
to another, more kisses,

then strokes a leaf, a gentle caress
between thumb and forefinger.
Doesn’t he know what he’s doing?

When he touches a bud it flutters,
bursts open, and I feel as if sun
is rippling through me, the heat

of sap rising, like a flow of lava.
I hope he hears my urgent sighs.

[in 1¢t submission]

Hibiscus

Se-apleaca si sdrutd lent
delicat o floare, se-ndreapta
spre alta si alte saruturi

mangaie o frunzd, atingere usoara
intre degetul mare si aratdtor.
Oare nu stie ce face?

Cand atinge un mugur el tresare
si se deschide, eu simt parca soarele
strabatandu-ma-n valuri, cdldura

sevei urcand, curgere de lava.
Sper cé el aude urgenta suspinului meu.
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Painful Prayer

Last night I shut my eyes and felt a tear

so hot it singed a blemish on my face

and burnt the pillow with a painful prayer,
a dream of memories that won’t erase.

I often feel her hands, a smile and voice

that pull me to her, a kiss which flutters

in my mouth, comforts me with lips as moist
as breath and calms me till nothing matters.

So when I think of prayer, belief and hope,

I do not see bright sunshine fill the sky —
just shades of grey and how she tried to cope
when told she never hear a grandchild cry.

89

Rugaciunea durerii

Azi-noapte cu ochii inchisi am simtit lacrima
atat de fierbinte cd mi-a sapat semn pe fatd,
a ars perna cu o rugdciune indurerata,

visul amintirilor care nu pier.

[i simt adesea mainile, zambetul ei, vocea
toate md trag spre ea, sarutul ce-mi flutura

in gurd, md alind cu buze umede ca respiratia,
ma linisteste si nimic nu mai conteaza.

Cand mad gandesc la rugdciune, credintd, nadejde,
nu vdd lumina soarelui umpland cerul —

ci doar nuante de cenusiu cand ea a-ncercat sd lupte
cand i s-a spus cd nu-si va auzi nepotii plangand.

And now the moon has disappeared from sight. Luna a dispdrut din raza vederii.
Dimineata va fi mai intunecoasd decat lumina originara.

[din: Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)]

the morning will be darker than first light.
[from Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)]
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Women

Face, body hands; watch the way
they flick their hair over a bare ear.
Heart is important,

go for the biggest available.

So is heat: sizzling skin,

a hot soul and breath the taste

of Chablis, smell of raspberries.
Cold noses are difficult to warm
but it’s worth the effort.

Voice is up there; too loud

causes fright; too soft and you drift away.

Never go for money,

don’t go for social standing

your habits will embarrass her.
Find a woman with common sense,
some of it may rub off.

If you care, so will she.

Femei

Fata, corpul mainile; priveste cum

isi trec pdrul pe dupa urechea dezvelita.
Inima e importantd,

alege-o pe cea mai mare.

La fel, cdldura: pielea in forfota,

sufletul fierbinte, respiratia cu gust

de Chablis, aroma de zmeura.

Nasul rece se incdlzeste greu

dar merita efortul.

Vocea si ea; prea tare

te sperie; prea moale te-ndeamna sa pleci.
Nu cauta banii

si nici starea

obiceiurile tale o vor jena.

Cauté o femeie de bun simt,

poate se ia si la tine ceva.

Daca tii la ea, va tine si ea la tine.
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Never borrow her bicycle; Nu lua de la ea bicicleta cu imprumut,
always eat her apple cake manancd intotdeauna pladcinta cu mere
and if you have a row si cand te certi
maintain foot contact in bed. pdstreaza atingerea picioarelor in pat.
[from Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)] [din: Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)]
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Heathland Fox

The sky was forged with metal light,
stuttered its confessions over the heath,

and when it the rained, hard bullet rain,
the fox appeared, crossed in front of me,

swaggered out of the scrub beside the ditch.
I felt as if I’d been kissed;

his russet coat moved in symmetrical equations

as shoulders and haunches strode into the gloom.

Everything was fox: serrated grin,
panting tongue, the confidence of a fox,

and yet as he turned into the watery shadows
I noticed his eyes were a different disposition.

Vulpea din hatis

Cerul era forjat cu lumind metalicd,
isi balbaia spovedania pe pdmant nedestelenit,

cand a plouat, ploaie dura de gloante,
vulpea a iesit, mi-a trecut prin fata,

s-a ardtat, mandrd, din tufa de langa sant.
M-am simtit de parca m-ar fi sdrutat;

haina ei roscata se misca in ecuatii simetrice
umerii, coapsele paseau in intuneric.

Totul era vulpea: ranjetul zimtat,
limba gafaind, increderea ei,

totusi cand a pornit spre umbrele umede
i-am vazut ochii schimbati.
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His backwards glance did it. Cand a fulgerat cu privirea tnapoi, atunci.
You can tell by the eyes. Dupad ochi se cunoaste.

[from Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)] [din: Looking For You (Hearing Eye, 2001)]
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The Melancholy of Cows

Cows seem to know about melancholy.

Maybe they’ve been branded with its syllables,
faint scars which redden

in the daylight of memory. Perhaps

they feel those ancient worlds, landscapes
etched white on their backs, geography
of the past weighing in their hearts.

Or have our daily expectations dredged

all light from them? But I can see into
their mournful spirits, know

that underneath the rough pasture

of thoughts there is a playful field.

How else could clotted cream, gloriously
soft and golden, look naked like a mistress.

[from Wide Skies, Salt and Best Bitter (Hearing Eye, 2005)]
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Melancolia vacilor

Vacile par ca stiu ceva despre melancolie.
Au fost poate-nsemnate cu fierul rosu

al silabelor ei, palide cicatrici inrosind
lumina de zi a memoriei. Poate ca

ele simt lumile de odinioard, peisajele
scrise pe spindrile lor, geografia
trecutului grea in inima.

Ori asteptdrile noastre zilnice au istovit

lumina din ele? Dar eu vad dincolo
de spiritul lor indoliat, stiu

cd sub faneata aspra a gandurilor
se afld o campie plind de joc.

Altfel cum ar putea smantana bogatd, superba,
neteda si aurie, sa arate goald ca o iubita.

[din: Wide Skies, Salt and Best Bitter (Hearing Eye, 2005)]
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American Immigration Emigrare in America
At passport control, Los Angeles Airport, Controlul pasaportului, aeroportul din Los Angeles,
I showed a bar of Cadbury’s Fruit and Nut. am ardtat un baton de Cadbury’s Fruit and Nut.
The immigration officer seemed perplexed Vamesul a ramas perplex,
and asked again. mi-a cerut iar pasaportul.
This time, after much fumbling, De data asta am scotocit o gramada
I gave him a Crunchie bar and a smile. sii-am dat un baton de Crunchie, zdmbind.
My wife (who hates any embarrassment) Nevastd-mea (care nu sufera situatiile jenante)
intervened, apologising for my English humour. a intervenit, scuzand umorul meu englez.
Instead of being sent to the back of the queue In loc s34 ma trimit4 s stau iar la rand,
as I expected, I was arrested. cum am crezut, ei m-au arestat.
So I took out a Hershey bar and stamped on it. Am scos un baton Hershey si-am sdpat in el.
I'm writing this in prison. Please send more chocolate. Scriu din inchisoare. Mai vreau ciocolata, va rog.
[from Wide Skies, Salt and Best Bitter (Hearing Eye, 2005)] [din: Wide Skies, Salt and Best Bitter (Hearing Eye, 2005)]
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For a change
something innocent this way comes.
No learned cynicism, no imminent threat.

See it as some long-haired girl not tanned yet
looking to do some good in the world.

Maybe she wants to be a paramedic.
Bike it in fast to where only a bike can get.

She wants to save a body at least
if not a soul.

Let it be catching. Let it come to us all
like an infection.

Let it be this Local

97

Altfel

ceva inocent vine in cale.
Nu cinismul dobandit, nici iminenta amenintare.

Vezi asta in fata cu plete lungi, inca nebronzata
care-ncearca sa faca bine pe lumea asta.

Poate vrea sa fie asistenta medicala.
Sa meargd repede cu bicicleta unde numai bicicleta ajunge.

Vrea sd salveze corpul cel putin,
daca nu si sufletul.

Bine-ar fi sd fie molipsitoare. Sd ne cuprinda
ca o infectie.

Sa fie a Locului
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this Determined Hotarata
Unstoppable de Neoprit
as the saints and angels ca sfintii si ingerii nostri
of our every day. de fiecare zi.
We are the cells it needs Noi suntem celulele de care este nevoie
to go viral. pentru ca ea sd devind virala.

[in 1st submission; from Poems for a Liminal Age (Sentinel, 2015)] [din: Poems for a Liminal Age (Sentinel, 2015)]
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Very Hard Indeed?

What do I know of such things?

Only what you feel when truth of it cannot be denied.
Only the roiling acid down deep inside?

And the wish that blinds your eyes.

How can we do such things?

A marriage of skills and circumstance
to fear and fear of ignorance...

But you already know this.

How can we heal such things?

How can we make it right?

Oh, but, never truly. How could you think otherwise?
For your guilt, you might apologise...

How can we put stop to such things?
Die. All die.

Chiar foarte tare?

Ce stiu eu de asemenea lucruri?

Doar ce simti cand adevdrul nu poate fi negat.
Doar acidul care se zbate adanc induntru?
Si dorinta ce orbeste ochii.

Cum suntem in stare sa facem asemenea lucruri?
O combinatie de pricepere si prilej

Cu teama si teama de nestiinti...

Dar asta o stii.

Cum se vindeca aceste lucruri?

Cum le putem noi indrepta?

Oh, cu-adevdrat niciodatd. Cum de credeai altfel?
Pentru vina ta, poti cere scuze...

Oare cum sa punem capat acestor lucruri?
Moartea. Toate mor.
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But won’t we change in time? Lose our talent for barbarity? Dar nu ne schimbam in timp? Nu pierdem talentul barbariei?
Hmm. Some progress has been made... Hmm. S-a facut un oarecare progres...
How much harder are you willing to try? Cat de tare esti gata sd mai tncerci?
[published in 15t Integral anthology ; Hands and Wings: Poems for Freedom [din: Hands and Wings: Poems for Freedom from Torture (White Rat Press,
from Torture (White Rat Press, 2015)] 2015)]
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Lily, Her Roses in a Blue Vase

Lost now, I suspect,
not seen these dozen years.

Enchanting, the rough vivid lines
creased rouches of rose petals.

Remembered blossoms.
Remembered too, there was

uncertainty to the roundness of the bowl
beneath the neck, chill light

of a winter afternoon
falling harsh this side,

the other, certainty

of shadow

Lili si trandafirii din vaza albastra

Am pierdut-o acum, banuiesc,

n-am mai vdzut-o de peste zece ani.

Incantatoare, contururile aspre, vii
petale de roza incretite.

Florile s-au pdstrat in amintire.

Ca si amintirea unei

nesigurante in rotunjimea bolului,

acolo, sub gat, lumina friguroasa

a dupd-amiezei de iarna
cazand dur de partea asta

si de cealaltd, siguranta
umbrei
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seeing the light now
—seeking the light now —

less and less. And Lily’s hands
waxy, slipping along

these clumsy crayons, yet leaving
behind them an undiminishable brightness

of lit blue, purple orange, such red
roses, the green of their leaves

pulsing still, still
responding to her breath.

[in 1st submission; from Wordstrokes—The Poetry of Art (Avalanche Books,
2015)]

care acum vedea lumina
—cduta lumina acum —

tot mai putin. Si Lili, mainile ei

de ceard, lunecand pe

creioanele colorate, greoaie, care lasau totusi

in urma o invincibild luminozitate

albastru aprins, oranj de purpurd, trandafiri
atat de rosii, cu verdele frunzelor

incd pulsand, inca
raspunzand respiratiei ei.

[din: Wordstrokes—The Poetry of Art (Avalanche Books, 2015)]
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Grief’s Trick

My forehead has developed Dad’s puzzled frown.
Skin and teeth make their own decisions.

Work passes. Time knows nothing

but presses in its murky marks,

smudges, shadows. Smoking’s back

running its same old rings.

There’s nothing the mouth can remember
of an honest smile. It does its best,
concocts a semblance, a responsive laugh
—brave mouth —braver than I am.

Did you know touch tells us more

than 70% of what we believe of life?

That frown-the fingers think they know

a trick or two, try to smooth it out, but Grief’s trick
is better; he won’t let my mirror see them go,

these vertical runnels, dreeping down.

Trucul durerii

Mi-a apdrut pe frunte incruntarea miratd a lui tata.
Pielea si dintii decid singure.

Treburile se fac. Timpul nu stie nimic

dar isi pune apdsat obscurele semne,

pete, umbre. Fumatul s-a intors

isi face vechile rotocoale.

Gura nu-si mai aduce deloc aminte

un zambet onest. Isi di toati silinta

sd compund ceva asemenea, razand ca raspuns
—gurd viteazd —mai viteazd decat sunt eu.
Stiai cd simtul pipditului ne spune mai mult

de 70% din ceea ce credem despre viata?

Incruntarea aceea-degetele cred ci stiu

un truc-doud si-ncearca sa indrepte; trucul Suferintei
e insd mai tare; nu scapd din oglinda

brazdele verticale, plansul suvoaie.
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Is this all it is to grieve? Cold confusion? This
dipping in and out of wish and thought?

This trying to dispel the shift of pain threatening

the heart? Wondering endlessly, did I say, did I do,
the right things? Did I listen well? When it came time
for counting, did he feel he could count on me?

This puzzled frown — this tight-lipped accusation —
what does it know that it’s not telling me?

[published in 1¢t Integral anthology; The Book of Love and Loss (The Belgrave
Press, 2014)]

Note for translator: ‘dreeping’ is a combination of 2 words ‘dripping’ (as in
normal usage) and ‘dreep” (a Scottish dialect word used for a “drip’ from
the nose — the English expression for it is a ‘“dewdrop’), so its intention is to
suggest not just repeated episodes of sobbing, but that particular kind of
relentless and desolate sobbing.

Asta e, si-atat, suferinta? Confuzie rece? Aceasta
imersie din, in dorintd si gand?

Incercarea de-a abate durerea ce ameninti
inima? Intrebarea la nesfarsit, am spus, am facut
ce trebuia? Am ascultat bine? La timpul

socotelii, a simtit el cd poate conta pe mine?
Incruntarea asta miratd —acuza cu buze stranse —

ce stie oare si nu-mi spune?

[din: The Book of Love and Loss (The Belgrave Press, 2014)]

Nota pentru traducator: ‘dreeping’ combind 2 cuvinte ‘dripping’
(picurare, sensul comun) si ‘“dreep” (in dialect scotian, cuvatul folosit
pentru ce curge din nas —eufemismul englez este ‘“dewdrop’/’picatura de
roud’); aici intentia e de a sugera nu numai episoade repetate de plans cu
suspine, ci starea aceea de suspin continuu, dureros.
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Whisper

A teaspoon lies idly by its cup.

The cup is thick and white

and wide as half a teaspoon’s length,
Turkish coffee shining thick

and dark inside. Too rich to slick
back down the sides, it holds

the swirl of an unseen hand.

The hand that placed the teaspoon there
has changed its mind, moved on

to bigger things: a touch to comfort

a fretting child, please a lover, make repair
to a broken thing, stopped and taken stock,
gone on to lead a forgotten prayer.

The prayer is gentle. The thought is kind.
Its whisper reaches everywhere.

A teaspoon lies idly by its cup.

105

Soapta

Lingurita std lenes langd ceasca.
Ceasca albd, groasd,

latd cat jumatatea linguritei,

cafeaua turceascd luceste, groasa
intunecatd, induntru. Prea groasa

ca sa lunece-n jos pe pereti, ea urmeaza

vartejurile unei invizibile maini.

Mana care a pus aici lingurita

s-a rdzgandit, a pornit dupa

treburi mai importante: sd mangaie

un copil agitat, sd-ncante un iubit,

sd repare ceva stricat, s-a oprit sa apuce
un lucruy, s-a-naltat in rugdciunea uitata.
O rugdciune blanda. Gandul e bun.
Soapta ajunge pretutindeni.

Lingurita std lenes langd ceasca.
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It’s hauling light from everywhere:

the brassy shine of a pouring pot,

an unseen hand and all that lies beyond.
It’s cradling the world and crooning
softly, whispering that everything

is going to be all right.

[in 1st submission; from Soul Feathers (Indigo Dreams, 2011)]

Lumina de peste tot se-naltad din ea:

lucirea de arama a cafetierei,

nevazuta mana si tot ce e dincolo de aceasta.
Ea addposteste cuvantul, ingana

Cu voce micd, sopteste ca totul

va fi bine.

[din: Soul Feathers (Indigo Dreams, 2011)]
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Rose

scent of yellow rose
how far might you travel
if pressed to it

She brought in a rose —how lovely it smells, they said —but I
can sit in a garden and smell nothing but some vague hint that
something might be green. Unless there’s lavender, now I've
trained for it, or new-mown grass, since I've been the cause of it
so many springs and summers. Or juniper, having found its
berries so adept at taming cabbages; or vanilla-like scents—
having drunk the Jersey wine —even when there’s no vanilla in
the air at all. Such lovely scents, so many to be hungry for. But
a nasty niff, now, that’s a whole different pan of burnt butter
and trout. If someone was boiling cotton on the far side of Alpha
Centauri, I'd know about that closer than that yellow rose with
me pressed to it, nosing into its skirts, or this pétillant rosé, its
delicate scent charming hand to mouth... Especially if they were
boiling it with saffron. Alpha Centauran saffron has more ocean

Trandafirul

parfum de trandafir galben
cat de departe ajungi
daca te lipesti de el

Ea a adus un trandafir in casd — ce frumos miroase, a spus —
iar eu stau in gradind si nu simt nimic, doar ceva nedeslusit,
verdeatd poate. Levanticd sd fie, cu asta m-am invatat, sau
iarbad proaspat cositd, fiindca pentru mine au cosit de-atatea
ori vara, primdvara. Sau ienupdrul, cu boabele lui bune la
muiat varza. Ori mirosul de vanilie in aer. Mirosuri minunate,
dupa multe poftesti. Dar acum, damful &dsta urat, din alta
tigaie, cu pdstrav si unt ars. Daca s-ar fierbe dincolo de Alpha
Centauri bumbac, asta mi-ar fi mai aproape decét tradafirul
galben de care m-am lipit, adulmecandu-i fustele, sau acest
rosé spumos, cu parfum delicat, fermecdtor, de la mana la
gurd... Mai ales dacd bumbacul s-ar fierbe cu sofran. Sofran de
Alpha Centauri, cu mai mult ocean in jur decat avem noi si
mai dulce. Nu asa ca dusmanul meu, care poartd un trandafir
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to it than ours, so much sweeter. Not like my enemy, who may galben, dar umbld-n ghirlanda de banuti cu mucegai si are
carry a yellow rose, but walks wreathed in musty penny and gustul marii fard adancime. Fiintele lor marine au mult mai
tastes of a shallow sea. Their sea creatures have so much less putind carne faramitatd in gura. Dar eu pastrez distanta intre
torn flesh in their mouths. But I keep a distance between me and mine si petalele cu aroma de mare. Pand unde oare? Dac-as fi
sea-scented petals. How far? If I was pinned to it? 5 feet and not prinsd cu acul de el? Un metru jumatate, niciun tipar mai mult.

a hagfish more.
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Taking the Alice Road

“When you walk with me, I can feel
you changing down several gears”
A.B.

A Model T is scurrying at snail’s pace along the Alice
Highway.

Out of a slip road shoots a brand new Ford Capri. It overtakes,
excited by its own idea of destination

but when it sees the Model T, admires her modest choice
of livery, it slows to hear her ancient engine, her wise
puttering in Walter Mitty mode

ta pocketta pocketta cutting through its own souped-up
racing purr. It changes down a gear, and then another,
and another, until the two cars

Calea pe care a luat-o Alice

»Cand te plimbi cu mine, simt cum
schimbi in adanc mai multe viteze”
A. B.

Un Ford Model T se-avanta pe Autostrada Alice in pas de
melc.

Dintr-un drum lateral tasneste un Ford Capri ultimul rdcnet.
Depdseste,

sedus de gandul propriei destinatii

dar cand vede Model T, ii admira alegerea modesta
a uniformei, incetineste sd-i asculte motorul vechi, inteleapta
bolborosire in cheia visatorului Walter Mitty

ta pocketta pocketta se aude in torsul lui de raliu, cu
mecanism amplificat. Schimba o viteza, apoi inca una
si iar, pana cand cele doud masini
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are keeping company. They cruise sedately. Ta pocketta prrr, isi tin companie. Avanseaza linistit. Ta pocketta prrr,
ta pocketta prrr. The Alice Highway shimmers into infinity. ta pocketta prrr. Autostrada Alice luceste la infinit.
You can see eternity from here. De aici se vede eternitatea.
[fromLyrical Beats - Celebrating Five Years of Rhythm & Muse (Rhythm & [din: Lyrical Beats - Celebrating Five Years of Rhythm & Muse (Rhythm &
Muse, 2012)] Muse, 2012)]
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Apology

Impostors, wary of an imminent fanfare,
spread smiles across the sharpened teeth they bare
soft as a prayer

Kind assassins, sharpening their ornamented blades,
take pride in taking targets unaware
soft as a prayer

Do vipers know kindness? They coil in silence,
sleeping in their comfortable snare
soft as a prayer

Gods know silence, leaving man to beat the drum of law,
avenging truth with blood, reason with a layette of despair

soft as a prayer

Lovers are a law unto themselves and long

Scuze

Impostorii, nelinistiti de iminenta fanfard,
intind zambete peste dintii ascutiti pe care ii dezvelesc
lin ca o rugdciune

Asasini cumsecade isi ascut lamele incrustate,
mandri ca nici nu-si dau seama cum nimeresc tinta

lin ca o rugdciune

Au nevoie viperele de bundtate? Ele se-ncoldcesc in tdcere,
dorm in latul lor confortabil
lin ca o rugdciune

Zeii cunosc tdcerea, lasa omul sd batd toba legii,
rdzbunand adevarul cu sange, ratiunea in scutecele disperarii

lin ca o rugdciune

Indrdgostitii sunt in sine o lege, iubirea
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love confuses warmth and coldness hung in air
soft as a prayer

Cold grows. Crystal spears prick before they melt
in eyes, averted from the self, that murmur Unfair
soft as a prayer

And [, my love, as though I had the grace to share
the blame, hide behind that word of sacred care
soft as a prayer

[from Ariadne’s Thread, 2012]
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indelungatd confunda cdldura si rdceala suspendate in aer
lin ca o rugdciune

Frigul creste. Lanci de cristal inteapa, abia apoi se topesc
in ochi, intoarse de la sine, murmurand Nedrept
lin ca o rugdciune

Iar eu, dragostea mea, md ascund, de parc-as avea harul
sd Impadrtdsesc vina, indardtul cuvantului de sacra addpostire
lin ca o rugdciune

[din: Ariadne’s Thread, 2012]
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As well as can be expected

When all the days went numb and drowning was easy
the last of the money skipped away unseen.

After a week, the automatic pilot kicked in.
It woke you up a little. Borrowed, begged. Got you clean.

Then you began to remember friends, invitations;
hear the crunch of tyres when the grocer’s van came.
In no time, you were making decisions again.

Cake or milk? Pretence of luxury or plain good sense? Then

down in one from the bottle, cold and delicious,
fingertips wet with the glass’s freshness.

Soon, you were naming days. On one, you found a card

Cat de bine poti sa te-astepti sa fie

Cand zilele toate au amortit si era prea usor sa te-neci
ultimii bani s-au scurs nevazut.

O sdptdmand mai tarziu, a intrat in functiune pilotul

automat.Te-a trezit nitel. Imprumutat, cerut. Te-ai descurcat.
Ai inceput sa-ti amintesti apoi de prieteni, de invitatii;
cand a venit masina de la bacanie, ai auzit fasaitul

anvelopelor.

Intr-o clip4 ai inceput iar sa iei hotarari.
Tort sau lapte? Intentie de lux ori numai bun simt? Apoi

dai pe gat o-nghititura din sticld, rece, delicios,
cu degetele umede pe sticla aburita.

Curand, ai numit si zilele. Intr-o buna zi, ai gdsit un bilet
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and feeling good in your least-old clothes, took to the road. si, confortabil in hainele mai putin vechi, ai pornit la drum.
When the doctor prodded, the stomach shrank away. Cand doctorul te-a palpat, ti s-a strans stomacul.
He pushed again and it hid, complaining noisily. Doctorul a mai impuns o datad si burta ti s-a ascuns, ghiordind.
He tutted and frowned, asked his questions, El a tatait, s-a-ncruntat, a pus intrebari,
scolded, “You have to eat better than this. And’ Te-a certat, , Trebuie sa mananci mai bine. Si”
he pointed, accusing your dusty shoes, ‘that walk ardtand cu degetul pantofii prafuiti, , plimbarea
is over an hour. Make sure you get the bus back.’ dureaza mai mult de-o ord. Vezi sa prinzi autobuzu-napoi.”
Well-intentioned, but a bit soft in the head. Bine intentionat, dar cam slab de minte.
Given the bus fare, there could have been bread. La cat costa autobuzul, poti lua o paine.

[from The Frogmore Papers, 2006] [din: The Frogmore Papers, 2006]
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