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LIDIA VIANU

Fiona Sampson’s text is a universe. It encompasses words (many other poets’
poems are rewritten in this one), emotions (usually cryptic, encoded in perfect ‘objective
correlatives’), geography, philosophy (of love postponed, of how to bear the too late or
the irretrievable when they happen). This text is and is not about love. Sampson’s love is
a tantalizing might-be, the spectre of the soon to become might-have-been.

This subtle play upon the (verbal, enduring) unreality of (painfully transitory,
rendingly mortal) reality is what differentiates it brutally from someone like T.S. Eliot,
from the generation of Modernism.

She uses all the tricks ever (from the deeply emotional stream of consciousness
in her text to a very contemporary laconic dryness), and writes a composite of all times.
Gun in hand — possibly well hidden in the folds of her magic sensibility, she hunts down
all possibilities of poetry, and this is what makes her poem unforgettable. She haunts the
reader long after the poem has been read precisely because she pushes the frontier of
poetry into the wild west of psychology. She writes a poetic psychology of the longing
self.

She utterly defamiliarizes whatever she formulates. Her poems are a wonderful
wait, but they are nobody’s home: the reader is cut to the quick, he needs air and bolts
back into his uninteresting, everyday world, devoid of intensity as it is. Sampson’s
intensity is not inhabitable: it is like a scalpel that cuts a living body. In order to be
poetic, you have to be cruel: this is her technique.
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The Betrayal

Something is broken —

Milk not rising from the floor
to resume the shape of a jug,
the stone splashed

with creamy stars

Something has broken through
what was clear —

It makes a dark star in glass —
the way distance

draws on the unseen

Broken and new

as a staggered chord,
the next moment
comes racing back
along your glance
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Tradarea

Ceva s-a frant —

Asa cum laptele risipit pe podea
nu mai poate lua forma ulciorului,
ca piatra Tmproscata

cu stelute galbui.

Ceva s-a frant in

ceea ce era limpede —

0 stea intunecata, sticloasa, prinde contur —
asa cum distanta

traseaza neprevazutul.

Franta si noua,

ca 0 inima sovaielnica,

clipa urmatoare

goneste inapoi

de-a lungul privirii tale.

i
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Zeus to Juno

He —

You saw the way her body looked at me
all address
calling me down
She was so
well-turned,
curve and volume
her body presented itself
Clay —
I could mould it

She —

You were taboo

not totem —

covered her

though your wing gave no shelter

your pale plumage
becoming shadow
your beak caught

in the net of her hair

He —

When | entered her

her death became my life
in her death swoon

she fell away from me

the more she fell
the deeper | pursued her
the deeper | went
the more lost she became
her body
became a forest of echoes
hills and valleys
echoing each other, a language
I didn’t know
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She —

The discarded body
lies in long grass,
flies and wasps
fumble there

On a summer day

the lost girl hums —
Kelly, Sarah, Jo, changed
into parable

prodigal hair
flung out

body agape
like a question

The scavenging crow
knows she’s beautiful,
outgrowing her name
in the noon heat
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Zeus catre Junona

El -

Al vazut cum m-a privit trupul ei
toata acea atitudine
cheméandu-ma

Era atat de

gratioasa,

rotunjimi i volume,

trupu-i se infatisa.

Lut—

As putea sa-| modelez

Ea-—

Erai un tabu

nu un totem —

Era acoperita

desi aripa ta nu-i oferea adapost,
penajul tau palid

devenea umbra,

ciocul tau prins

in reteaua parului ei.

El -

Cand am patruns-o

moartea ei a devenit viata mea
in lesinul ei de moarte

s-a indepartat de mine,

cu cét cadea

cu atat mai adanc o urmaream
cu cat Tnaintam

cu atat mai pierduta era
trupul ei

devenea padure de ecouri
dealuri si vai

raspunzandu-si unii altora, un limbaj

pe care nu-1 cunosteam
Ea-—

Trupul lepadat

zace n iarba Tnalta,
muste si viespi
orbecaie pe acolo
Intr-o zi de vara

fata sfarsita murmura
Kelly, Sarah, Jo au devenit
parabola

belsugul parului
Tmprastiat

corpul ntins
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ca o intrebare

Corbul cautator de starvuri
stie ca e frumoasa,
preamarindu-i numele

in arsita amiezii
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First Theory of Movement

| suspect movement mostly
has to do with light.

Flex a bare leg — like this.
Panels of pallor and shadow
rush to re-form,

slipping down the skin

like blinds released against a White Night.

In the window

I glimpse my page turning
and mistake it for a gull.

Out over the bay

the birds’ display — wild fowl,
gulls, swallows

skimming the water —

is so clearly delight

it makes me put down my book
to catch the terns

skywriting above the jetty.
They call each other with tender
nudges left over

from long journeys.

Unimaginable what they’ve seen
and how light must tug,

a mineral strain

flowing through their eyes

into bloodstreams

that race differently, somehow —

the way spring makes us restless.

Wishes and complaints

tumble together on a bed.

And it is spring,

this evening at the shore

where lilac’s in green bud

and behind sea-facing windows
a little skin is bared —

Prima teorie a miscarii
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Cred ca miscarea

tine mai ales de lumina.

Arcuiesti un picior gol — asa.

Zone de paloare si umbra

se grabesc sa se adune,

alunecand pe piele

ca jaluzelele lasate impotriva Noptilor Albe.
Tn fereastra

Tmi zaresc pagina rasucindu-se

si 0 iau drept un pescarus.

Afara, deasupra golfului

rotirea pasarilor — salbatice zburatoare,
pescarusi, randunele

atingand usor apa —

este atat de limpede bucuria

Tncat ma face sa-mi las cartea

pentru a urmari randunelele de mare
desenand caligrame aeriene deasupra digului.
Se cheama una pe alta cu tandre
Tmboldiri preluate

din lungile lor calatorii.

Este de neinchipuit ceea ce au vazut

si cum lumina poate sa arate,

0 zamislire minerala

alergand prin ochii lor

in circulatia sangelui

galopand diferit, poate —

asemeni primaverii care ne aduce neliniste.
Dorinta si durere

se rostogolesc impreuna pe un pat.

Si este primavara,

asta seara pe malul

unde liliacul a inmugurit

iar dincolo de ferestrele care dau spre mare
pielea e un pic dezgolita —
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Communion

If I’'m you, or you me —
interpenetrating God —
enlarge our intimacy

You who are animus
and blood,
who make me dust

from this table
blown into grass
invisible —

IS it you or me

| pass
and cannot see?

Comuniune

Daca eu sunt ntru tine, sau tu esti intru mine —

Dumnezeu atotcuprinzator —

mareste-ne apropierea
Tu care esti animus

si sénge,

care ma faci tarana

prin aceasta inscriptie pe o placa

inflorita Tn iarba
invizibil —

tu esti de vina sau eu
catrec

si nu pot sa vad?
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Skater

Out into the cold
goes the line you draw
across this pond.

Under deep dark
its track runs true as a dream,

bruised and blue.

Night is its own weather.
A stillness gloves
sheet-ice and sedge,

that cluster of willows above
the darkening rim.
When you move and break the silence

alarm thuds an ice drum
tuned tight as the skin
that binds your bones.

In an elegant
enlarging lens, you
and the moon must drown

together. Go on, then,
where glass
waits to splinter,

and every step’s new,
your skates hush-hush
your water-double

through that broken mirror
where moonlight
hurls your shadow forward —

The line behind you brightens
with crystal, then darkens
as you draw it out

of your perfect future, that blank
you recognise
at every turn as you bank
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on a widening curve,

and the ice-star at your foot pulses...

Night, dark water

and this is you, slicing
the dream membrane
that holds them apart —

when out into the pond’s
cold eye
you go alone.

17
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Patinoar

Afara, in ger,
urma pe care 0 trasezi inainteaza
de-a curmezisul lacului.

Tn Intunericul adanc,

urma alearga ca un vis,

scrijelit si albastru.

Noaptea i este prielnica.

O nemiscare vatuita

oglinda ghetii si papura,

palc de salcii deasupra

marginilor ntunecate.

Cénd te misti si spargi tacerea
ingrijorarea loveste o toba de gheata
bine reglata ca pielea

ntinsa pe oase.

Caintr-o eleganta

lentila maritoare, tu

si luna va contopiti.

Haide, apoi,

acolo unde sticla

asteapta sa se despice,

si fiecare pas este nou,

patinele tale sst — sst

dublul tau din apa

prin acea oglinda sparta

n care lumina lunii

iti arunca umbra mai departe —
Urma din spatele tau se lumineaza
ca un cristal, apoi se intuneca

pe masura ce o smulgi

din viitorul tau desavarsit, acel necunoscut
il recunosti

la fiecare rasucire, cand te inclini
de-a lungul curbei care se dilata,
si steaua de gheata freamata la piciorul tau...

Noapte, apa intunecata

si iata-te, despicand
membrana visului

care le desparte —

cand afara, pe ochiul rece
al lacului,

singur, Tnaintezi.
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At Kasmu

The light hardly seems to move.

It clusters at the window

as a frieze of trees

on mineral blue, which might shift —
but this isn’t the tentative west,
stippled water-colour

and nuance in light and speech.

Instead, a hooded crow

sways the tip of a pine

so it catches the sun, gold, pink, gold,
and below it the desk gleams

while I drink my coffee and wonder
how to phrase this problem,

this matter of dwelling —

or, more precisely, of not-dwelling.

For what’s in question is how to inhabit

(an identity, a place) fully,

which for Heidegger meant without reflection.
Costly blindness. ..

And seventy years on, at a desk

in a room of grey panelling

and marine light,

on the shore of a country marred

by occupations — Russian, German —

I see we still don’t know

how to express the 1, solus, the eye

into which all experience flows.

Surely a group has neither sense nor senses?

Or (to try it another way,

as evening cools outside the open window)
why should | finally face

the problem of identity

on this Baltic peninsula,

surrounded by an unknown language
sweet as birdcall?

What’s displaced is abjured:

a Freudian rejection, like those Christmas cards
we leave too late to post.

(I’'m reminded of a family snap,
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the child squinting and camera-shy in her NHS glasses.)
So this fort-da game of Frequent Traveller
is only fancy dress, an incognito.

Driving here, Mart said of the Soviet era,

“We learnt to be liars”. The dust road tipped away
and our imagined skid

sketched a second route through the dusk:

the way we’re tracked by that second life

we don’t lead. Like bad conscience —

dreams of murder, or of choking —

longing for what-might-have-been

is a tracer of moving light

behind each act. Is this lying?

(Here I interrupt myself

to fiddle with the curtain.)
Existentially, such a split is bad faith,
but it’s how we live —

isn’t it? Draw the curtain

and path, pines and painted villas disappear,

but they could all be here,

and my hand on the seam makes that difference...
Imagined from outside

when | stroll the lane,

the room swells as if in a convex lens,

the very model

of feminine resourcefulness.

Its wood panels are like pleats —

all dove-grey serenity.

When | was a child

I was in love with my feminine mother.
She hoisted me up

and let me play with her glass necklace.

Each facet was a prism

but behind the colour

was the volume of glass itself,

ugly-pretty. It seemed a trick I couldn’t grasp.
When we had to be fairies | refused.

| wanted proper lessons.

Only colouring was allowed, so | coloured the table
in my fury to be.

Not to be-a-girl —

behind the school incinerator
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I pulled the pink ribbons out of my hair.
Now, walking down to the beach
beyond the trees, I’'m still practicing,

neither Alpha-femme nor dyke

but as it were entre-deux-guerres.

The body writes white, say the Frenchwomen. Well —
or smudges like a moving hand,

so what’s ink, and what white paper,

gets dimly diffuse

like this evening light and shade.

I’m a visitor here.

So are these eight — nine — wild swans
gliding out of the shining water
towards the jetty.

Look how each bird’s double,
reflected beneath it,

completes the fraction:

a silvered surface

and, underneath, weeds pale as milk;
metaphor perhaps for how,

though I dream of something fixed,
history completes me too,

and | dwell on water,

that endlessly-adapting ground

whose instinct is motion.

The human earth floats on it

like the saucer in myth.

...After a pause, I change “motion” to “revision”.
People who have minds can change them,

my father used to say.

I love whatever changes.
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La Kasmu

Lumina de-abia se clinteste.

La geam, se-aduna-n ciorchini

ca o friza cu arbori

pe albastrul mineral, schimbator —

apusul nu-i doar de proba,
acuarela zugravita

si nuantata din lumina si cuvinte.
Tn schimb, o cioara vanata
leagana varful unui pin

si prinde soarele, auriu, roz, auriu,
Jos, biroul straluceste

n timp ce-mi beau cafeaua si ma intreb
cum sa formulez problema,
problema locuintei —

sau, mai precis, a non-locuintei.

Pentru ca problema e cum sa locuiesti

pe deplin (o identitate, un loc),

ceea ce pentru Heidegger era sfarsitul gandirii.
Costisitoare orbire...

Peste sapte decenii, la un birou

ntr-o camera cu lambriuri gri

si albastru deschis,

la marginea unei tari distruse

de ocupatii — rusa, germana —

vad ca inca nu stim

cum sa ne exprimam eul, solus, ochiul

prin care curge toata experienta.

E adevarat ca un grup nu are sens sau rost?
Sau (altfel spus,

Tn timp ce nserarea se raceste, dincolo de geamul deschis)
de ce ar trebui sa infrunt

problema identitatii

pe aceasta peninsula baltica,

Tmpresurata de o limba necunoscuta

si dulce ca ciripitul pasarilor ?

Ceea ce e inoportun e tagaduit:
0 respingere freudiana, ca si felicitarile de Craciun
puse prea tarziu la posta.

(Imi amintesc un instantaneu de familie,
un copil sasiu, cu ochelari de la Directia de Sanatate Publica,

EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA
CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

23



stanjenit de aparatul foto.)

Freudianul joc ici-colo al Calatorului Tmpatimit
e doar costum de carnaval, un incognito.

Gonind incoace, Mart spunea despre epoca sovietica,

‘Am invatat sa fim mincinosi’. Prafuit, drumul se pierdea in departare
si derapajul nostru imaginar

schita un al doilea drum in amurg:

cum suntem influentati de o a doua viata

pe care nu o stapanim. Ca si remuscarile —
crimele sau sufocarile din vis —

tanjind dupa ce-ar-fi-putut-sa-fie

trasor al luminii nestatornice

ascuns n fiecare fapta. Asta inseamna sa minti ?
(Aici ma opresc

sa ma joc cu perdeaua.)

Existential, intreruperea Inseamna rea-credinta,

dar asa traim —

Nu-i asa? Trag perdeaua

si poteca, pinii, vilele pictate dispar,

dar ele, toate, pot fi aici

iar mana mea pe tesatura face diferenta...
Inchipuita din afara

cand agale ma plimb pe ulita,

camera mea se largeste ca intr-0 lentila convexa,
modelul exact

al ingeniozitatii feminine.

Lambriuri striate —

de o seninatate cenusie.

Cand eram copil

eram indragostita de feminitatea mamei.

Ea ma ridica

si ma lasa sa ma joc cu margelele ei de sticla.
Fiecare fateta era o prisma

dar dincolo de culoare

era volumul sticlei,

urat — frumos. Parea un joc pe care nu-1 intelegeam.
Refuzam, cand trebuia sa fim zane.

Voiam lectii adevarate.

Si pentru ca doar coloratul era permis, am colorat masa
n furia mea de a fi.

De a nu-fi-o-fata —
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CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

24



la scoala, in spatele crematoriului de gunoi
Tmi smulgeam panglicile roz din par.
Acum, coborand spre plaja

dincolo de copaci, exersez inca

nu ca femeia — Alpha, nici ca vreun alt flacaiandru
ci asa cum era intre-cele-doua-razboaie.

Trupul scrie in alb, zicea frantuzoaica. Ei bine —
sau pateaza ca 0 mana in miscare,

dar ce este cerneala si ce este hértie alba,
pare neclar
ca lumina si umbra acestei Tnserari.

Sunt un calator aici.

Ca si aceste opt-noua lebede salbatice
plutind pe apa stralucitoare

catre dig.

Uite cum dublul fiecarei pasari,
reflectat sub ea,

intregeste fractia:

o suprafata argintie

si, dedesubt, buruiene alburii

metafora, poate, a felului in care,

desi visez la ceva stabil

trecutul ma intregeste si el

si salasluiesc pe apa,

pamént vesnic schimbator

pentru care miscarea inseamna instinct.
Pamantul oamenilor pluteste

ca un taler in mit.

... Dupa o pauza, schimb ‘miscare’ cu ‘revizuire’.
Cei intelepti pot sa le schimbe,

sSpunea tata.

Tmi place schimbarea.
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A Private Language

Nose to the fire,

the dog lies diagonally

on my geometric red and gold
Moroccan rug,

drawing “rest and quietness”
into the room.

The ash logs seethe,

and her breathing
seems to be rocking

a small ark —

I imagine an engine
glowing and thudding
between her ribs.

She sighs

and thumps her tail,

signifying some pleasure

of which I might be part.
Privacy’s a kind of blindness —
I sink down

and then down. Or maybe

I haven’t moved at all,

it’s hard to tell.

What’s to measure by?
...Shutting my eyes

in school assembly,

| used to wonder

whether I was really upright
or tilting absurdly...

Eight days and not a soul.
The wind

soughs in the chimney.

If I shut my eyes

I begin to float.
Sometimes the dog wakes,
scratches, or paces...

Something must make me believe
I have sensation

in this odd wool-muffled object

I call “my” arm,

EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA
CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS



but not in the blue-and-cream chintz
chair-arm it rests on — ?
Sometimes | feel I could guess

what it is to be the dog

in her wise boredom —
even to burn like this small
domestic fire.

Stupid, of course,

but tonight every light’s
on its own —

though if you passed close enough
you’d hear each one

rapt in monody —

Life is beautiful

the log shifting

in the stove whispers

to me, and to the dreaming dog.
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Un limbaj tainic

Cu botul spre foc,

cainele sta de-a curmezisul
covorului meu marocan
geometric, rosu $i auriu,

n camera aducand

‘odihna si tihnad’.

Cenusa bustenilor arde

si adierea ei

pare sa legene

0 arca mica —

Tmi Inchipui un motor
Tncingandu-se si pocnind surd
ntre grinzile ei.

Ofteaza

si da din coada,

ca semn al unei bucurii

pe care as putea-0 Tmpartasi.

Singuratatea e un fel de orbire —
Ma afund
si iarasi ma afund. Sau poate

nici nu m-am miscat,
greu de spus.

Prin ce s-ar masura?

... Inchizand ochii

la intrunirile scolare,

obisnuiam sa ma ntreb

daca eram cu adevarat dreapta

sau daca ma inclinam absurd ...

Opt zile si nici un suflet.

Vantul

freamata in horn.

Daca nchid ochii

Tncep sa plutesc.

Uneori céinele se trezeste,

se scarpina, sau se plimba ...

Ceva trebuie sa ma faca sa cred

ca Senzatia

se afla in obiectul ciudat, infasurat in 1ana
pe care-1 numesc bratul ‘meu’,

si nu in cretonul albastru-si-crem

de pe bratul fotoliului pe care se odihneste — ?
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Uneori simt ca as putea ghici
cum e sa fii cainele

cu plictiseala-i inteleapta —
cum e sa arzi ca acest
focusor domestic.

O prostie, desigur,

dar asta seara fiecare lumina e
pe cont propriu —
desi, daca ai trece destul de aproape

ai auzi cum fiecare e

cufundat in elegie —

Viata e frumoasa

cu busteanul zbatandu-se

n murmurul sobei

pentru mine si cainele meu visator.
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The Code

We have discovered the secret of life.
- Francis Crick

How each thing gathers to a whole,
the leaven in its heart

holding a pattern before it shows
capacity —

the tree inside the feathered stamen,
the egg inside the bird,

are infolded, not unthought —

like something heard.

As if intention stored itself
in the unspeaking world,
or creation longed to speak
one secret word —

Who failed to crack the egg?

I-1-1 cries the lark.

Who missed the mystery of birth?
The nodding larch.

Alone in our unceasing day

we press against the curve

that presence makes of land — and sky —
and hear the beat

of what can never come to term
but stopless grows:

the public secret of a code

the whole world knows.
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Codul

Am descoperit secretul vietii.

— Francis Crick

Cum fiecare lucru se insumeaza intr-un tot,
plamadeala din centrul fiintei

include un prototip mai inainte de a-si arata
intelesul —

copacul din launtrul staminei pufoase,

oul din launtrul pasarii,

sunt ascunse, dar nu neasteptate —

precum ceva deslusit.

Ca si cum intentia s-ar fi acumulat

n lumea celor care nu cuvanta,

sau creatia ar fi tanjit sa rosteasca

un cuvant nemarturisit —

Cine n-a izbutit sa sparga oul?

Eu-Eu-Eu striga ciocérlia.

Cine n-a patruns misterul nasterii?

Zada incuviinteaza.

Singuri n ziua nesfarsita

ne imbulzim in curba

pe care doar existenta o intelege, pamant — si cer —
ea aude pulsatia

a ceea ce nu ajunge la implinire

dar creste neincetat:

secretul unui cod

pe care-1 stie toata lumea.
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Envoi

What we hope for
is a time to come

when we’ll look back on these afternoons
coined with leaf-shadow and rain

as if to a beautiful exception,
that clarity

in gaze or touch —
the sudden rightness of a room,

blood-clot cherries in a blue bowl
and hogweed frothing at the window —

Realizing then
what it meant to live this way,

finding perfume from things we dream of
in the grain of a table,

the dust that shifts on the summer sill.

Mesager

Speranta noastra se afla
n timpul care va veni

cand vom privi indarat spre aceste dupa-amieze
imbibate de umbra frunzelor si de ploaie
ca spre frumoase exceptii,

limpezimea aceea

din priviri sau atingeri —

subita verticalitate a unei camere,

cirese sangerii intr-un bol albastru

si balarii aburind la fereastra —

Mai tarziu ne-am dat seama

ce Tnsemna sa traiesti in acest fel,

s regasesti parfumul viselor noastre

n fibrele mesei,

praful care se cerne pe pragul verii.

Endgame
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The blind-cords
hang looped

in air —

like a gesture
awaiting completion

or a story

where colour drains
from the walls

as your hand closes
on the rope.

In the garden

a blackbird whickers
across the lawn...
These still

interiors

where everything
bears witness —
dust on chintz,
magazines, the riff
of light in china —

are like chantries.
Their lights go on
among the shrubs,
to the edge

of the world.
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Sfarsit de partida

Sfori nevazute

atarna innodate

n aer —

ca un gest

asteptand sfarsitul

sau ca 0 poveste

n care culoarea se usuca
pe pereti

asa cum mana ta se strange
pe franghie.

Tn gradina

0 mierla scanceste

peste pajiste...

Aceste interioare
incremenite

n care totul

sta marturie —

praful de pe cretoane,
reviste, sclipiri

de portelan —

sunt ca banutii de pomana.
Lumina lor se strecoara
printre tufe

pana la marginile

lumii.
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Rough Music

Songs without Tunes

Eurydice —

The river tightens
its tourniquet
Water music

Held tight,
fear turns an
old tune —

Hurdy-gurdy heart,
lead me
down-river

Orpheus -

Summer evenings at the weir:
her body in green water

or warm on the bank beside me
as we shared a beer...

Eurydice —

I’'m the lost girl,
a trace on the tape,
in the lens

That half-articulate blur
glimpsed in the blink
of your eye

Orpheus —

How could she just disappear?
I thought we’d live together —
but she’s gone

Atoms in air
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her red scarf, her shining hair
Hades —

I brought her home —
I bring them all home —

the bruised, the crushed,
defaced, deflowered

Fruits of love
from the black river

Orpheus —

Hold her in your arms

she slips away through the dark
Hold her with a ring

she slips through like a magician’s scarf
Hold her with a knife

she slips away

she slips away

Hades —

Consider the evidence

Just-married,
a girl goes looking for danger —
which suggests ambivalence

And the boy won’t let it go —

No —
he threatens to kill himself
Not what you’d call a hero

Eurydice —

Love is an eclipse

| wanted to step into the light —

that vast silence

free of fists and hearts and rose tattoos,
flotsam and jetsam

of his need

Every girl wants to be free
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When the snake bit
| offered my arm

After the fix | put on my ring,
I rolled down my sleeve
to cover the scar

Hades —

Death
chill on the stairs
Death
the way your dealer looks at you
Death
a car stopping too close
Death
shouts in an empty street

Orpheus —

I wanted her light

she brought it with her

I wanted her skin

she dressed me in it

| wanted her breath

she held it for me

I wanted her smell her nostrils her secret music
she took them away

Hades —

When the boy came looking
I should have shut the door,

you could see he was trouble,
a smack-head guitar dreamer

They had one final row —
tears, screaming — Then | lost it

What happens
when anger opens the sluice?
Eurydice —

It wasn’t love, the second time
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| disappeared
The water shone black and white
like a choice

I swam upriver to my heart
looking for harbour

till Death took me at last,
like a lover

Letter to —

Midnight in my small

serious cell:

its walls are pink and recently-plastered,
its high ceilingsuggests prayer.

Close by, a fan yaws on, and on.

It yaws when | switch the light off,

the heater off —

but I mind, and don’t mind.

The cloister’s going on with its business
and I’m in its comfortable,
well-appointed belly

like a princeling in a womb

crammed with furniture —

a literal Gothic dream!

Suppose | stayed here,

tucked up,

till a sort of gestation

worked itself out — ?

...But morning sets the kitchen flue
roaring from the roof opposite

and grayish light

puddling the lino —

also, | feel sick

after last night’s reheated fish supper.
It’s hard to stop the self

leaking away

into these distractions,

every bit as irresistible as usual,

but, “Recollect yourself”,

Montaigne, or my mother, might say —
soldo-—

in the quirky limestone light.

It’s so like rumour or an aroma,
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so comfortingly human,
that all | can do is be human...

Downstairs,

lavender bushes

cluster like grey mops

and our young cook’s smoking

at the kitchen door — thoughtfully.
When he finishes he adjusts his cap,
an unhurried gesture,

everything in good time

(except fish).

First you have to know something,
the gesture suggests,

then you can love it.

Instance: My scrabble

of tourist thoughts.

After a pause (really a nap) —
then all at once —

I discover everything’s digested.
Not just poisson a la Carcassonne,
but my cell too —

its tall window, its baby-turquoise
shutters with a lift-and-turn

nineteenth-century ratchet

from whose daisy

I’ve strung salami, and plum tomatoes. ..
We are what we love.

Strong flavours, and light,

and the way a shadow shows itself

on the pink wall —

S0 intimate —

make a life | could choose.

And though you already know this much,
I’m writing, from a town

you’ve never visited,

to thank you for something —

it might be patience —

that’s as real

as these sunny trophies.

Here in the Midi,

light loves the limestone so much

i
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it seem to collect not on
butin it;
the pale carious stone

steals fire.

Do you see what | mean —
and what’s behind these
stones and tiles

rimmed with street-noise,
these shutters

and the crackling bread?
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Muzica disonanta

Cantece fara melodie

Euridice —

Raul se strange

ca un bandaj de compresie
Muzica apei

Apasatoare,

frica roteste

0 melodie veche —

Inima de flasneta
calauzeste-ma

n josul raului

Orfeu —

Serile de vara la stavilar:
trupul ei in apa verzuie

sau cald, pe banca, langa mine
pe cand Tmparteam o bere ...
Euridice —

Sunt fata pierduta,

amprenta pe o pelicula,

sub lentila

Umbra aceea pe jumatate ascunsa
licarea in privirea furiga

a ochilor tai

Orfeu —

Cum a putut sa dispara?

Gandeam ca vom trai impreuna —

dar ea s-a dus

Atomi in aer

esarfa ei rosie, parul ei stralucitor
Hades —

Am adus-0 acasa —

Ii aduc pe toti acasa —

cei stalciti, cei zdrobiti,

cei desfigurati, cei distrusi
fructe ale iubirii

din réaul cel negru

Orfeu —

Prinde-o in brate

Ea se furiseaza prin intuneric
Prinde-o cu un inel
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esarfa de magician, ea se furiseaza mai departe
Prinde-o cu un cutit

ea se furiseaza mai departe

ca se furiseaza mai departe

Hades —

Gandeste-te ce imprejurare

Proaspat casatorita,

o fata alearga n calea primejdiei —

care sugereaza ambivalenta

Dar baiatul nu vrea sa renunte —
Nu —
el ameninta ca se sinucide

Nu e ceea ce s-ar numi un erou
Euridice —

lubirea e o eclipsa

Voiam sa pasesc in lumina —
linistea aceea imensa

eliberata de pumni, de inimi si de tatuaje roz,
maruntisuri

ale trebuintelor lui

Orice fata vrea sa fie libera
Céand sarpele a muscat

i-am oferit bratul

Dupa doza, mi-am pus inelul,
mi-am tras maneca in jos

ca Sa acopar cicatricea

Hades —

Moarte

frig pe scari

Moarte

felul in care dealerul te priveste
Moarte

o masina fran&nd prea aproape
Moarte

strigate pe o strada pustie
Orfeu —

VVoiam lumina ei

ea a luat-o cu ea

Voiam pielea ei

cu ea ma imbraca

Voiam respiratia ei

ea §i-0 pastra pentru mine
VVoiam mireasma ei, narile ei, armonia ei launtrica
ea le-a dus cu sine departe
Hades —

Cand baiatul a venit sa priveasca
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ar fi trebuit sa inchid usa,

puteai vedea ca el reprezinta pericolul,
un zgomotos visator al ghitarei

Ei au avut o ultima cearta —

lacrimi, tipete — Apoi, nu mai stiu

Ce se intampla

cand furia deschide stavilarul ?
Euridice —

N-a fost iubire, a doua oara,

cand am disparut

Neagra si alba, apa a stralucit

ca o alegere

Am inotat Tmpotriva curentului inimii mele
cautand un port

pana cand Moartea m-a luat in sfarsit,
ca un iubit

Scrisoare catre —

Miezul noptii in celula mea

Mica si serioasa:

zidurile ei sunt roz, proaspat tencuite,
tavanul ei Tnalt invita la rugaciune.
Aproape, un ventilator da rateuri, iar si iar.
Da rateuri cand sting lumina,

sau radiatorul —

Tmi pasa si nu-mi pasa.
Manastirea isi vede de-ale eli

si eu ma aflu Tn pantecele ei
confortabil, bine mobilat

ca un printisor Intr-un uter

ticsit cu mobila —

un adevarat vis gotic!

Sa presupunem ca am stat aici,
nvelita,

pana cand un fel de gestatie

si-a facut lucrarea — ?

... Dar dimineata regleaza fumul de la bucatarie
urland de pe acoperisul de peste drum
lumina cenusie

stropind linoleumul —

mi-¢ greata

dupa cina de ieri cu supa de peste reincalzita.

E greu sa opresti sinele
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care se prelinge

spre aceste amuzamente,

fiecare strop la fel de irezistibil ca de obicei,
dar, ‘Vino-ti in fire’,

cum ar spune Montaigne sau mama —

asa si fac —

n lumina calcaroasa si cam ciudata.
Seamana atat de mult cu un zvon sau cu 0 mireasma,
atdt de omeneste reconfortant,

ncat tot ce pot face este sa fiu om...

Jos,

tufe de lavanda

cresc inmanunchiate in smocuri cenusii

si tanarul nostru bucatar fumeaza

n pragul bucatariei — dus pe ganduri.
Cand termina isi potriveste boneta,
un gest domol,

totul la timpul potrivit

(cu exceptia pestelui).

Mai intéi trebuie sa stii ceva,
sugereaza gestul lui,

apoi s-ar putea sa-ti placa.

De exemplu: incropeala

gandurilor mele de turist.

Dupa o pauza (de fapt un somn de dupa-amiaza) —
se-ntampla totul deodata —

Descopar ca totul e digerat.

Nu numai poisson a la Carcassonne,

ci si celula mea —

fereastra ei Tnalta, obloanele ca peruzeaua
avand drept mecanism

0 roata dintata din secolul nouasprezece
pe ale carei margarete

am atérnat salam si rosii fuguiate...

Suntem ceea ce iubim.

Miresme puternice, si lumina,

umbra care se arata

pe zidul roz —

atat de launtric —

Intruchipeaza o viata pe care as fi putut sa o aleg.
Asa cum stii prea bine,

Scriu dintr-un oras

pe care nu l-ai vizitat niciodata,
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ca sa-{i multumesc pentru ceva —
ce s-ar putea numi rabdare —

ceva la fel de adevarat

ca aceste trofee Tnsorite.

Aici In Sud,

lumina iubeste atat de mult calcarul
Tncét pare sa se adune nu pe
ciinel;

piatra alba, poroasa

fura focul.

Intelegi ce vreau sa spun —

si ce se afla dincolo de aceste
pietre si olane

tivite cu zgomotul strazii,
dincolo de aceste obloane

si de péinea crocanta?
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