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VESNICUL BELSUG

Tnvélui’,ci in liane, in ieder3,

intr-un vesnic belsug,

uriase statui de aramd, de marmurd sau de jad
prabusite pe fundul junglei,

vom sta cdzuti la sfarsit,

stiind cd ne vom destrama,

cu ochii sclipind sireti si veseli

de intelepciunea drumului.

Sicu o manad atinsa de jungld,

de vesnicul belsug,

putin inverzitd, putin rdcoroasa,

te vom saluta glumeti, relaxati,

— 0, da, stim cd improvizam

si asta ne dd pacea! —

tu, pasdre care treci fard sa ne mai rapesti,

tu, cutit clar care zbori

fara sa mai incerci sd ne tai din mierea noastra
unde zac confuze toate stiintele si culorile,
doar spatele vostru,

silit de salutul nostru,

se va aprinde ca un semn de lumind spectrala
spre fetele noastre valurite de glume,
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ETERNAL ABUNDANCE

Wrapped in creepers, in ivy,

in an eternal abundance,

huge statues of copper, marble and jade,
fallen in the depths of the jungle,

we shall lie down at the end,

knowing we shall vanish,

with our artful, merry eyes sparkling
from the wisdom of the journey.

With our hands touched by the jungle,
by the eternal abundance,

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

we shall wave at you playfully, relaxed,

—oh, yes, we know we are improvising

and this gives us peace! —

you, bird who pass and no longer carry us off,
you, clear knife, who fly

and no longer seek to cut us off from our honey
where all the sciences and colours lie confuse,
only your back,

forced by our greeting,

will light up like a sign of pallid light

towards our faces veiled in jests,
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si rddem, radem, indabusiti de iarba, and we laugh and laugh, muffled with grass,
fiindca e adevarat because it is true
cd tot ce spunem este auzit! that all we say is heard!

DL
Tefetcere
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PASARE AURIE GOLDEN BIRD
Te iubesc, pasdre aurie, I love you, golden bird,
tu arzi si stropesti cu un invizibil catran, you burn and splash with an invisible tar,
si ma obligi sa cad cu mana la ochi, and force me to fall, my hands covering my eyes,
fara sa ma pot feri de palele negre de smoala without being able to avoid the black blows of tar
pe care mi le arunci, de ma arzi, you are throwing at me to burn me,
cand cdderea mea se transforma in frumusete, when my fall is transformed into beauty,
iar genunchii fac sa tremure in evantai >s make the air, heavy as water,
aerul greu ca apa tremble in fan-like moves,
si dezldntuie din adancuri culorile curcubeului and unleash, from the depths, the colours of the rainbow
ce md ingrozesc cu splendoarea, which terrify me with their splendour,
si mi se intampld sd cad in locuri negre si pipernicite and it happens to me that I fall into black and small places
pe care astfel mi le luminezi which you are lighting for me like this
la stralucirea ta spectrald — in your pallid brightness —
si vad la lumina legii, and I see in the light of the law,
uitand ca a fost intamplare, forgetting that it has been just chance,
cand stau in rdcoare si pace when [ sit in coolness and peace
si In mintea mea un far se deschide incet and, in my mind, a lighthouse opens slowly
si pulseazd departe, and pulsates far away,
ma faci sa vad lucruri si iar lucruri, you make me see things and more things,
iar eu ridic ochii, and I raise my eyes,
increzdtor, pierdut si iradiant, confident, lost and radiant,
spre tine! towards you!
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ARMATA FIINTELOR MICI

Noi suntem fiintele mici, o armata

care-si cunoaste arborele genealogic,

si va primim, oaspeti, in casa

si In curdtia noastrd, gata pregatiti

pentru tot ce e altfel decat noi.

Zambind inaintea oricdrui lucru strdin,

fericiti pentru toate darurile

ce se pregdtesc sd fie,

noi facem mereu ordine.
Oaspeti, nu va framantati ca nu stiti locurile,
putem da la o parte sobele, scoartele de copac,
si scoate de dedesubt portretele stramosilor,
usor asudate, cu ochi ce ard si tulbura
pand la plans peretii caselor noastre,
sa va dam vinuri si fructe vechi cu aureole,
sd vd aratam raul curgand sub pivnitele noastre,

valurile lui sunt suvoaiele de lucruri inchegate ce respird,

de unde nu lipseste nimic din ceea ce gandim

si putem desprinde orice va amintiti,

o vom face negresit cu ochii inchisi,

pentru cd nu s-a pierdut, iar pentru noi

moartea nu existd niciodata in fiinta lumii,

12

THE ARMY OF LITTLE BEINGS

We are the small creatures, an army
knowing their family tree,
and we are welcoming you as guests in our house
and in our purity, ready
for everything which is different from us.
We smile at any unfamiliar thing,
happy for all the gifts
which are being prepared
— as we always put things in order.
Guests, do not fret over not knowing this place;
we can move stoves away and remove the tree bark,
and we can dig out the ancestors' portraits,
slightly sweating, with eyes that burn and move to tears
even the walls of our houses,
to give you old and halo-bearing wine and fruit,
to show you the river flowing under our cellars;
its waves are the streams of mingled things breathing,
where nothing we can imagine is missing
and we can draw out anything you remember;
we will surely do it with our eyes closed,
because it was not lost, and for us
death never exists in the substance of the world,
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poate numai in mintea ei, asa cum veti putea

asista la nasterea istoriei si stiintei,

din inima noastrd, in jurul focului, cand vom tdia

bostani parguiti. Memoria e focul nostru,

copacii ard la noi de fructe asa de grele, intunecate,
fumegande, fiindcd izvordsc din pamantul reamintirii,

iar ochii nostri sunt vineti-aurii fiindcd nu ne ddm seama
unde se opreste trecutul si fiecare pas ne duce inainte,
avangarda a unor valtori de somnuri, pornite din amintirea

ce ne invaluie in luming, dar si in oboseala si moarte,

ochii nostri suferd de boala fiintelor, asa cum pamantul geme,
ludnd mereu alte forme, pdsarile memoriei deschizand si
inchizand aripile
peste noapte si fiecare dimineatd se deschide in beteala
minunatd
si infriguratd, camfor alb, rdcoros, a chinului si panicii fiintelor
ce se scutura,
pdmantul in palma noastra prinde sa freamete, sa suspine,
sd-si adune legea.
Nu credeti in blandetea si stangdcia acestor locuri,
fiecare deal are contururile fixe

sub povara propriei adancimi, corp

de soldat picotind in vreme ce bratele

13

perhaps only in its mind, as you will be able to
witness the birth of history and science,
from our hearts, around the fire, when we cut up
ripe pumpkins. Memory is our fire;
Our trees are burning with heavy, dark, smoking fruit,
because they spring out from the earth of remembrance,
and our eyes are purple-gold because we do not realize
where the past stops, and each step takes us forward,
the vanguard of whirlpools of sleep, arisen from the memory
which envelops us in light, but also in fatigue and death,

our eyes suffering from the disease of creatures, just as the
earth groans, constantly taking
different forms, the birds of memory spreading out their wings
and folding them
during the night, and each morning opens in wonderful
and feverish tinsel, white, cooling camphor of pain and panic of
the creatures that tremble
the earth in our palm starts to fret, to sigh,
to concentrate its nature.
Do not believe in the tenderness and clumsiness of these places;
every hill has the fixed contours

of a science collapsing loose

under the burden of its own profundity, the body
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i se leagdna fara stire, curate, puternice. of a soldier dozing while his arms

Jocurile noastre sunt precaute si se dezldntuie swing around unconsciously, pure and strong.

in jerbele unor cuvinte impletite, frunzare, Our games are cautious and are unleashed
in strafundul lor sta timpul, bine ascuns, negrabit ca aurul, in plaited garlands of words foliage;
impregnand pamantul. Fiecare loc e un cuvant greu, in their depths time is well hidden, unhurried like gold,
spus de-o gura ce l-a cantdrit pe indelete imbuing the land. Each place is a heavy word,
pe-o insuld in miezul madrilor pustii. Seara poate fi vazuta uttered by a mouth which weighed it at leisure
forma fiecarui loc, in ea de cuibareste cate-o fiinta on an island in the middle of deserted seas. In the evening the
pe masurd, ghemuindu-se fericitd in adapost. shape of every place can be seen, with a creature nesting in it,
Relieful nostru este nostalgic... a creature that fits it, squatting happily sheltered.

Our landscape is full of nostalgia...
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iN MINTEA LUMII

Nu incerca sa cauti iar si iar

acelasi lucru pe care ajungi sa nu-l mai recunosti,

destul c-ai vdzut o data

fiinta micd, aurie, fruct al toamnei,
alergand impinsa de o bucurie
pentru totdeauna misterioasd; tot

ce a fost nou s-a dus. Nu te mai
incrancena sa afli. Frica sd nu te
cuprinda. Intr-ale toamnei toti

sunt frati si se privesc de pe
creneluri, fluturand din maini.

De acum au sd vina doar prieteni,
cuvintele lor vor radia dorinte bune.
Poate cd, astfel lamurit,

vei fi usor straniu, parul tdu negru
va infiora nepriceputii care trec

pe langa ziduri cu capul

ingropat in blanuri,

inca spunand moarte acelui lucru

ce se intAmpld numai in mintea lumii.

IN THE MIND OF THE WORLD

Do not try to look again and again

for the same thing you no longer recognize,

it is enough that you saw just once

the small, golden creature — a fruit of autumn,
running impelled by a joy

forever mysterious; all

that was new has gone. Don't strive to

find out anymore. Fear

no more. In autumn they are all

brothers and they look at each other from the battlements,
waving hands.

From now on, only friends will come,

their words will radiate good wishes.
Perhaps, convinced like this,

you will be slightly strange, your black hair
will frighten the ignorant passing

by the walls with their heads

buried in furs,

still calling death that thing

which happens only in the mind of the world.
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RASUL FIINTELOR MICI

S4 ai un loc al tdu,

intr-un beci nastrusnic,

unde sa razi printre

vechi stacane pietrificate,
nesimtitoare la vant, la ap4, la licheni,
sd impletesti acolo un urias fular
plin de fiinte —

doar se intampla

cd fiecare zi vine copildreste,
rasucindu-si naiv micul trup —
iar fularul va prinde in undele sale
fiecare infatisare,

ce va fi sus pasdre,

intors, va apdrea

in chip de bulgar sfaramicios

ori floare de piatrd,

numai rasul e vesnic,

un loc nazdravan

de elfi, cardbusi si copii

ce se joacd repezi

cu ghiulele,

in fularul ce se tese
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THE LAUGHTER OF LITTLE BEINGS

To have a place of your own,
in a magical cellar,

where you laugh among

old petrified mugs,

unshaken by wind, water or lichens,

to knit a giant scarf there,

full of beings —

it only happens

that each day comes childishly,
twisting its naive little body —

and the scarf will catch in its waves

every appearance,
which will be a bird upwards,
backwards, it will show up

in the form of a crumbling clod
or stone flower,

only laughter is eternal,

a fairy-tale place

full of elves, beetles and children
playing fast

with cannon balls,

in the scarf which weaves itself
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singur in noapte.
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BLANDETE

Veti sta ca niste soparle,

tresdarind prin somn de placere

la orice zvon de alamad, de trompetd,
pana cand blandetea va va electrocuta,
facandu-va sa vedeti, inmarmuriti,
intr-o noapte adanca, fara sunet,

o fiintd alba

care tine in mana toatd puterea, alba si copilareascd,
dar precisd ca o bijuterie

filigranatd in tihna,

cu dragoste risipitoare.

Blandetea va fi o fortd,

va veti rusina in acel crug al noptii,

iar dimineata, fericiti,

veti intra in salbaticie, uitand.

Parallel Texts

19

KINDNESS

You will lie down like lizards,

startling with pleasure in your sleep

at every sound of brass, of trumpet,

until kindness will electrocute you,

making you see, amazed,

in a deep, soundless night,

a white being

holding all power in its hand, white and childish,
but precise as a jewel

filigreed in silence,

with generous love.

Kindness will be a force,

you will be ashamed during that night watch,
and in the morning, happy,

you will pass into wilderness, forgetting.
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TOTUL SE VA ROTI INCET

Intr-o zi fiintele mici au sa ne deschida

portile unor mari case si au sa ne cheme inauntru,

unde lumina va iesi incet,

prin usi deschise mereu unele-n altele,

dezvelind lumi generoase, etanse,

roade ale unei metamorfoze

intre antracit, mahon si scortisoara.

Orice energie va sta in tacere si brizd,

intruchipatd de cate-un obiect:

pisic

incoldcit pe divan, sir de frumoase dale

pe coridoare.
Fiintele mici nu vor intreba ce va
mai fi, nu vor avea bulgdri de energie
cu care sa nu stie ce sa faca.

Atunci cand timpul va cere schimbari,

totul se va roti incet, portile vor bate usor,

tiintele vor trece pasnic prin altceva,

umbre ce strabat mahon, antracit, scortisoara.

EVERYTHING WILL SLOWLY TURN

One day the little beings will open for us
the gates of great houses and will invite us in,
where the light will come out slowly,
through doors always open to other doors,
revealing rich, generous and sealed worlds,
fruits of a metamorphosis
between anthracite, mahogany and cinnamon.
Each energy will wait in silence and in the breeze,
embodied by an object:
a tom cat
coiled on the sofa, a set of beautiful tiles
in the corridors.
The little beings will not ask about what
will be, they will not have lumps of energy
with which they will not know what to do.
When time asks for changes,
everything will slowly turn, the doors will slowly close,
the beings will peacefully pass through something else,
shadows penetrating mahogany, anthracite, cinnamon.
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TACERE SI CRUTARE SILENCE AND RECOLLECTION
Multa tacere si crutare Deep silence and recollection
le trebuie fiintelor mici, are needed by the little beings,
care trdiesc valurindu-se, as they lead their lives undulating
sub ape verzui, under greenish waves,
batute de-o lumind roz de matase, covered by a pink, silk light,
cand ele-si vor spune numele when they say their names
doar ca pe o respiratie, just like a breath,
trecand grabite prin apa nordicd si verzuie, hurriedly moving through the northern and greenish water,
ca si cand s-ar duce as if they would go
sd creascd bogatia unui granar — to increase the wealth of a granary —
isi vor ardta chipul pe jumatate doar, they will only show half their face
insufletit, in pale mari, animated, covered in great waves
de lumina moale a unui soare galben, of the soft light of a yellow sun,
ce se va consuma fara vorbe which will consume itself without speech,
in obrajii lor. on their cheeks.
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ODIHNA FIINTELOR MICI LITTLE BEINGS RESTING
Cu blandetea lor amenintdtoare, With their menacing gentleness,

fiintele mici stau picotind in poiana, the little beings are dozing in the meadow,
cu genele aurii ca niste stupuri with their eyelashes as gold as beehives

din care zboara gingas albinele timpului. from which time’s bees are flying delicately.
E de-ajuns sa ridice o mana din iarba 1ough to raise a hand from the grass

si se va face noapte, ori se va face cuvant, and there will be night, or there will be word,
fara sa plangd, fard sd rada pentru asta, without crying, without laughing because of this,

fara sa oboseasca, fard sa gafaie, without getting tired, without gasping for air,
doar mana, perld tremurand in vant, only the hand, a pearl trembling in the wind,

se va indlta prin aerul vrastat will rise through the striped air
— va bate umbra, va bate lumina, pe rand, — there will be shadow, there will be light, in turn,

coloane in aer, temandu-se, ascultand columns in the air, fearing, listening
de méana care va sta intr-o nemiscare vie, to the hand which will wait in living stillness,

prin care se-aude cum bate sangele — through which the blood can be heard pulsing —
si se va face cum au spus, and it will be done as they said,

va fi noapte, ori va fi cuvant. there will be night, or there will be word.
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ISI VOR CONTINUA INTEMEIEREA

Si micile vietati

isi vor continua intemeierea,

lucrarea de-nnoire-a lumii,
soptindu-si numele firav si proaspat,
ca o brizd in crestere sub ape,

vor lucra mai departe

la caietele lor cu insemne

si captari de hieroglife,

ca si cand ar tot prinde la fluturi,
matritele grele-or sd le tremure-n maini,
literele de metal moale, gingase roiuri,
se vor prelinge in ape, seara,

cand, aldturi, plugurile

pornesc sd taie in nebuloase,

iar femeile ies din locuri calde in camp
cu cercei de metal moale la urechi,

si rasufla inalte, le flutura

parul moale de foc

in noaptea acrigoard.
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THEY WILL CONTINUE TO BUILD THE WORLD ANEW

The little beings

will continue to build the world anew,
whispering their fresh and frail name,

a name like a rising breeze under water,

they will keep on working

on their notebooks with marks

and catches of hieroglyphs,

as if they were going after butterflies;

the heavy moulds will tremble in their hands,
soft metal letters, delicate swarms,

will seep into water in the evening,

when, side by side, the ploughs

begin to cut into nebulae,

and women go out from warm places into the field,
with soft metal earrings in their ears,

and they are breathing, tall;

their soft, fiery hair fluttering

in the sour night.
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ALBINELE TIMPULUI

Nimeni nu stie cd timpul coboara

pe umerii fiintelor mici,

care stau la cumpadna apelor,

in toata indltimea trupului lor

linistit si neinarmat.

Le aluneca, pur, chipul,

fereastra deschisa-nspre sticla izvorului,
iar intre aceste doud lentile bate vantul,
furiosul, vesnicul renascator,

nici nu observi insectele

ce le dorm fard zgomot pe umeri,
sdtule,

iar in inima lor, cat un graunte,

primejdiosul zumzet.

Parallel Texts
25

TIME’S BEES

Nobody knows that time descends

onto the shoulders of little beings,

who stay close to the watersheds,

at the whole height of their bodies,

peaceful and unarmed.

Their pure faces are slipping,

an open window to the glassiness of the spring,
and between these two lenses the wind blows,
the furiously, eternally renewing wind;

one cannot even notice the insects

sleeping noiselessly on their shoulders,
satisfied,

but in their grain-like hearts,

the dangerous buzzing.
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DANS DANCE
Ne-ngrijoram pentru fapte-ale trecutului. We worry about the deeds of the past.
Fiinte mici danseaza in cerc in jurul soarelui. Little beings are dancing in a circle around the sun.
Daca intredeschizi ochii, le poti vedea seara, If you half open your eyes, you can see them in the evening
cand stai sub copac, sd te topeasca when you sit under the tree, to be melted
pddurea si umezeala. by forest and moisture.
Nimic din ce gdndesti nu mai este. Nothing you think of exists anymore.
Stai pe spate si uiti. You sit back and forget.
Dar nu intelegi de ce sunt verzi But you do not understand why the meadows
tdpsanele calcate de fiintele mici. trodden by little beings are green.
Si totusi, ele danseazad mai departe Yet, they are dancing on
in jurul soarelui. around the sun.
Sd nu uiti asta... Do not forget that...
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MAR ARUNCAT iN NOAPTE

Lasati-ma sd va ardt necredinta mea,
striga mica fiintd inconjuratd de raze,
sd fac saltul peste moartea

ce pare frageda

in seara inseladtoare,

cum isi intinde la picioarele noastre
oceanul de trupuri palpitand incet.
Lasati-ma sd va arat bulboane-ntre legi,
ca sd va puteti alege locul casei

in acest refuz dantelat si usor,

plin de roze, gradind palpaind

din mijlocul noptii calde, cand e vie
doar faptura ei de argint.

De ce rdspundeti la toate,

moi ca apa, cu vorbe?

Pentru a raspunde ati venit sau pentru a creste?
Prin tdcere veti birui,

asa cum printii isi pornesc victoriile din somn,
se va auzi cum soapta voastra stinsa
urneste din loc pamantul,

madr proaspat si stralucitor,

aruncat in noapte. Bucurati-va.

Parallel Texts

28

AN APPLE CAST INTO THE NIGHT

Let me show you my disbelief,

cries the little being surrounded by rays;
I'll make that jump over death

which seems tender

in the deceitful evening,

as it lies at our feet,

the ocean of bodies pulsing slowly.

Let me show you whirlpools between the laws,
so you can choose the place for your house
in this laced and light refusal,

full of roses, a garden burning

in the middle of the warm night when
only her silver creature is alive.

Why do you respond to all

that is as soft as water, with words?

Have you come to respond or to grow?
By silence you will prevail;

just as princes start their victories in sleep,
your fragile whisper will be heard
moving the earth from its place,

a fresh and bright apple,

cast into the night. Rejoice.
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Daca va retrageti si va durati casa

in aceastd seara uitata,
unde ati ajuns fdrd voie,

privind-o atent, o veti vedea
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If you withdraw and build your house

in this forgotten evening,
to which you came involuntarily;
watching it carefully, you will see it

plina de viata si fosnet; atunci sarpele vesel full of life and rustling; then the merry snake

va iesi din voi chemat de un cantec,

va inghionti pamantul inainte,
ca pe un mar neinceput.
Cresteti.

Tubiti acel plaur dantelat si usor,
gradind de roze,

emblema sa — un copil

cu chipul de aramd iradianta

si tamplele incinse cu vita de vie
tanara si infloritoare,

semn cd se va coace foarte tarziu,
ca toamna e inca departe.

Nu va-ndoiti, mai spuse.

Voi creste, nu voi consimti — niciodata.

will emerge from you called by a song;

it will nudge the earth forward,

like a an unbitten apple.

Grow.

Love that laced and light island of floating weeds,
arose garden,

its emblem — a child

with a radiant brass face

and temples girded with young and thriving vines,
a sign that it will ripen very late,

a sign that autumn is still far away.

Do not doubt, the little being added.

I will grow, I will not consent — ever.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Simona-Grazia Dima
Armata fiintelor mici. The Army of Little Beings
Parallel Texts
30

ORA NOUA

Fiinte mici ridica in lumina
lucruri marunte,

care se zbat, impotrivindu-se.

Sé le vadd mai bine,

le rotesc cu un scartait familiar,
ca trosnetul pamantului pe axd,
si le fac sd tremure,

péana smulg, victorioase,

din pielea obijduita de biet lucru,
o mireasma de brad

sau un email de soparld,

semn de vartej

ce se umfla pe-aproape,
cutremurat de dragoste si primejdie,
de o ord noua.

NEW TIME

Little beings raise into the light

small things

which struggle and resist.

To see them better,

they rotate them with a familiar creak,
like the cracking of the earth on its axis,
and they make them tremble,

until they pull out, victoriously,

from the battered skin of a poor thing,
the fragrance of a fir tree

or a lizard’s email,

a sign of a whirlpool

which swells close by,

shaken with love and danger,

by a new hour.
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SEARA DE ANIMAL

Fiinte mici asculta cu urechile ciulite
zgomotul din josul scarii:

rauri rdcoroase de seminte,

comori adunate, au scapat din mana
stapanilor si curg fara intoarcere
inapoi spre izvoare.

E o seard adanca de animal

si, prin padure, oftaturi subtiri

par stele albe.

Fiintele mici asculta

in josul scdrii: sunt licariri

trecute iar

in tezaurul mineral al lumii,

nicio durere insa,

doar pasi bucurosi, in tropot
vijelios,

simtindu-se nevdzuti de nimeni.

ANIMAL EVENING

Little beings are listening with their ears pricked up
at the noise from the bottom of the ladder:
cool rivers of seeds,

gathered treasures, have fled from

the masters” hands and flow irreversibly
back to the springs.

It is a deep animal evening

and through the woods,

delicate sighs seem to be white stars.

The little beings are listening

at the bottom of the ladder: there are
glimmers passing back

to the mineral treasure of the world,

yet there is no pain,

only merry steps

in a boisterous tramping,

which feel unseen by anyone.
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ISTORIE NATURALA NATURAL HISTORY
Fiintele mici The little beings
se-nconjurd si se ajutd numai cu lucruri mari, surround themselves with and handle only great
zambitoare, cu pielea intinsa pe trup things,

tara teamad de timp,
rabdurii, ele ingdduie luminii

sd le locuiascs,
pana li se vede clar

tiecare por,
scorbura cu faguri

pe un mal plin de cuiburi si pasari.
Lucruri ce sunt o istorie naturala.

Fiintele mici le indruma,
ca pe animale greoaie si nestiutoare —

nu mai stiu drumul spre casd,
dar incd la ldsarea serii

acolo vor ajunge.

Si toate datoriile timpului

le vor plati cu lapte si miere,
in seara materna —

ah, mugetele lor razbatand intrebatoare, supuse,
dinspre hatisuri.

smiling, with skin stretched out on their bodies

without fear of time;
patient, they allow light

to inhabit them,
until every one of their pores

can be seen clearly,
a hollow with honeycombs

on a bank full of nests and birds —
things which are a natural history.

The little beings are guiding them,
like heavy and ignorant animals —

they do not know the way home,
but still, at nightfall,

they will get there.

And all the debts of time

will be paid with milk and honey,
in the maternal evening —

oh, their moans will rise questioningly in submission,

from the thickets.
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Restul e doar vartej stangaci

in jurul fiintelor mici. The rest is just a faint vortex

spinning around the little beings.
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FIINTE MICI CONTEMPLAND iINGHETUL

Fiintele mici — oprite ca-ntr-o rasfrangere

pe malul tristei ape, verzui si prinse,

ce se va pravali veseld spre locul din urma —
vor mai ldsa sa astepte dezghetul
incd multd apa, cum o fi ea, lucioasd, opacd,
luminatd de pesti sau pustiita.

Nu tremurd de frig si nu se inspdiménta,

ochii lor nu poti nicicum sa-i vezi,

cum stau cu capul inclinat,
fixand incet soarele-n ap4g,
dar, daca treci pe-acolo odatd cu linistea,
vei vedea soarele crescand odata cu ochii lor
si amenintand sa cuprindd apa.

Nu te ldsa inselat: ele nu asteaptd salvarea,

nu viseaza nimic mai frumos, nimic altceva,

ci privesc drept in fatd inghetul.

LITTLE BEINGS CONTEMPLATING THE FROST

The little beings — stationary as if in a reflexion
on the shores of the sad, greenish and frozen water,
which will fall happily to the place of life’s end —
they will allow the thaw to wait for
even more water, however it might be — shiny, opaque,
lighted up by fish or deserted.
They do not shiver for cold and do not frighten;
their eyes cannot be seen, no matter what,
as they sit with their heads bowed,
slowly staring at the sun in the water;
but if you go through there along with quietness,
you will see the sun growing at the same time as their eyes
and threatening to engulf the water.
Do not be deceived: they do not expect salvation;
they do not dream of anything more beautiful, anything else,
but they look the frost straight in the eye.
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RASARIT CU FIINTE MICI

Fiintele mici stau sub frunzar
la rasdritul soarelui suind firav cat un varf de ac
si vad deja, cu ochiul lor catifelat, umbrit,
apusul, cdnd omul ori soarele, imprejmuit de
belsug,
se opreste sa rasufle prin flacari,
iar atunci, din pozitia lor comodd, relaxata-n destin,
cu mainile sub cap si spinarea dreaptd,
soptesc incet, cu zambetul umplandu-le fata,
un cuvant pe care nu-l aude sau nu-l ia in seama
nici iarba din jurul lor —
si deodatd il vad deja la apus:
un om cu trunchi herculean rasucindu-se-n liman,
aratandu-si forta-n splendoarea luminii —
intelepciune in sfarsit aparata.

36
SUNRISE WITH LITTLE BEINGS

The little beings are sitting under the foliage
at the rising of the sun which climbs, as small as the end of a pin,
and they already see the sunset with their smooth,
shaded eyes, when man or sun, surrounded by richness,
stops to breathe through the flames,
and then, from their comfortable position, relaxed in destiny,
with their hands under their heads and their backs straightened,
they whisper slowly and the smile covers their faces,
a word which the grass around them neither hears,
nor takes into account —
and suddenly they see it, already at sunset:
having become a man of Herculean body twisting himself in the
harbour,
and showing his strength in the splendour of light —
wisdom at last defended.
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CASE AURII

Ochii fiintelor mici

strdlucesc in iarba

ca niste case luminate,

in jurul lor cladirile inalte

sunt de mult ruine acoperite de iarbd,
le manggaie fericiti temeliile.

Nu mai sunt decéat case aurii

cat cojile de nucd,

in care te-nvaluie o lava rdcoroasa.
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GOLDEN HOUSES

The eyes of the little beings

are glowing in the grass

like lighted houses;

the tall buildings around them

have long ago become ruins covered by grass,
and the children of the little beings

happily caress their foundations.

There is nothing left but golden houses

as small as walnut shells,

in which a cooling lava envelops you.
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BLANDA CALATORIE

Célatorule pe ape verzui si inzdpezite,
simti ca devii o fiintd mic4,

iar pasii tai pufosi

scot scantei

pe gheata

sub care un copil trandafiriu

se leagdna fericit, in adanc.
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THE GENTLE JOURNEY

You, traveller on greenish and snowy waters,
you feel you are becoming a little being,

and your soft steps

are sparking

on the ice

under which a rosy child

is rocking happily, in the deep.
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CEL CARE INTEMEIAZA

Spre acela al cdrui nume nu e pomenit

ma indrept chiar caind ma departez,

el este si intemeiaza in tacere,

intr-o casd goald, care se umple de muzica
la miscarile mainilor lui nepdtate de vorbe,
numele lui e necunoscut,

nimeni nu-1 adaugd la vreun targ

in chip de moneda sau aliat,

nu i se clintesc nici chipul nici ochii,
fruntea nu i se incruntd, pupilele-i raman castanii-aurii,
el se gandeste numai la mine,

care inaintez in capcanele spatiilor

ce nu md ating, fiindca

oriunde ma aflu tn inima lui.

Parallel
39

Texts

THE ONE WHO FOUNDS LIFE

I am heading towards the one whose name

is not mentioned, even when I drift away;

he exists and founds life in silence,

in an empty house which fills with music

at the movements of his hands untainted by words;
his name is unknown;

nobody adds it to any transaction

as a coin or an ally;

his eyes and face do not move;

his forehead does not frown; his pupils remain golden brown,
he only thinks of me,

as I am advancing into the traps of the spaces
which do not touch me, because

wherever I am, I am in his heart.
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PRIMAVARA

O maén4d va ridica soarele

din barlogul unui mic animal,
cand iese cornul de ied al pamantului,
neasteptat de nimeni,

si indraznesc sa vind-n lumind
inimi umbrite.

Atunci se leagdna lacul,
dospind de ape,

iar lanurile fragede

se infioara de crestere

si asteaptd pasdrea

ce va pluti deasupra,

luminéand cu aripile.

Se vor vedea ierburile

arzand ingandurate pe creste,
cu ghearele fine si argintii
pierdute pana in sufletul stancii,
iar apusul va sosi

cu arcul sdu parintesc,
adunandu-i la vatra pe cei ce se pierd,
da, o ména va ridica

soarele prin ceata,

SPRING

A hand will raise the sun
from the lair of a small animal,
when the horn of the kid of the earth comes out,
unexpected by anyone,

and shadowed hearts

dare to come into the light.

Then the lake is rocking,

fermenting with water,

and the frail fields

shudder with growth

and wait for the bird

which will fly above,

illuminating with its wings.

The herbs will be seen

thoughtfully burning on ridges,

with the fine silver claws

lost in the soul of the rock,

and the sunset will come

with its fatherly arch,

gathering at the fireplace those who go astray;
yes, a hand will raise

the sun through the fog,
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se aude ropot de pasi, noises of steps are heard,
iar pulsul pamantului and the pulse of the earth
se face ploaie portocalie becomes an orange rain
si cade din ceruri. which falls from the heavens.
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INTERPRETUL

Toate sa le traiesti ca fiind odihna
si doar iubirea sa iti fie munca.
Asezat in toate taramurile,

dai semnalul de pace si trecere,
tu, care dormi pe poduri,
pdzindu-le noaptea,

tu, pasdre a miristilor,

interpretand rasaritul.
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THE INTERPRETER

You must live everything as if it were rest
and make your only work love.
Inhabiting all realms,

you give the signal of peace and crossing,
you who sleep on bridges,

guarding them at night;

you, bird of the stubble,

interpreting the sunrise.

/) Acbpadit Spniient: o ficd
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PE UN OGOR SEMANAT CU IUBIRE ON A FIELD SOWED WITH LOVE

Primdvara ma-nvata sa jur Spring teaches me to swear

pe forta infailibila. by the infallible force.

Auzind un réaset puternic Hearing a strong laughter

pe campul semdnat cu grijd, on the field sown with care,

am zdrit bulgarii, osteni I caught sight of the clods, soldiers
lepadandu-si nepdsatori carelessly leaving

armura asprd, cenusie, their rough, gray armour

apoi adunadndu-se-n cete, and then gathering in hosts,

cum fac albinele, la sfat. as bees do, for counsel.

Obtinusera o victorie si, iatd, noi, They had obtained a victory, and behold, we,

intarziatii, abia acum aflam.
Halebardele lor si sulitele,
coifurile zimtate si ghioagele
ghintuite, lasate pe margini,
se destramau de la sine

in aerul tacut, subtire,

iar ei radeau cu totii, tare,
timpul bataliei lor iernatice,
tiresc, trecuse. Beti de putere,
isi hraneau fiecare boabele

the latecomers, have found out just now.
Their halberds and spears,

jagged helmets and studded

maces, left on edges,

were scattering naturally

in the silent, thin air,

and they were all laughing, loudly;

the time of their wintry battle

had naturally passed. Drunk with power,
they were each feeding the grains

incredintate lor, cu vin si splendoare. entrusted to them, with wine and splendour.

Apropiindu-md, mi-au rasturnat supdrati, As I approached, with a gust of wind,
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cu o rafald de vant, podoabele,
gandurile, vorbele de prisos

si mi le-au ingropat adanc sub ei.
,Ca sd ramai cu boggdtia ta cea pura,
adevdrata, cea masuratd

cu cantarul iernii”, spuse o voce
furioasd, ragusitd, de undeva

din rdddcina unui bob de grau,
,iar pe cealaltd, pornita in tumult
din amagire si dorinta

s-o demasti, s-o ucizi!”

adduga, mai sdgalnic, un alt glas,

ce pdrea cd se acompaniaza la harfa.

they angrily overthrew my ornaments

my thoughts, my superfluous words

and they buried them deep beneath them.
‘It is for you to stay with your pure,

true richness, that measured

with scales of winter’, said

a furious, hoarse voice, from somewhere

at the root of a grain of wheat,

‘and the other, which has sprouted in turmoil
from deception and desire,

you should expose and kill!

added, more mischievously, another voice,
which seemed to be accompanied by a harp.
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MARTORUL THE WITNESS

Iarba cuminte, iarba ciufulitd de vantul ideii Wise grass, grass dishevelled by the wind of ideas

sau arsa de rafalele dorintei,

iarba cu chip indlbastrit, iarbd-martor,
opritd ganditoare la porti,

masurand cu seva, in batdi de pendul,
dreptatea oamenilor,

iarbd nelinistitd, care ne privesti

cand radem impovadrati de orgolii,
iarbd cdldtorind in jurul continentelor,
lungi anotimpuri invatata

la capataiul maestrilor,

iarba rdbdatoare, crescuta

pe ruinele imperiilor,

tu astepti cu incredere

descoperirea adevaratei bogatii,
imbratisezi sandaua eroului

si pasii de abur ai mamelor,

iarbd, pe tine veacuri

graveazd cuvintele, incet,

in silabe ce privesc norii...

or burned by the gusts of desire,

grass with a bluish face, witness-grass,
thoughtfully standing at the gates,
measuring with sap, in pendulum beats,
the justice of people,

restless grass looking at us

when we laugh burdened by vanity,
grass travelling around the continents,
which has learned for long seasons

at the masters’ bedside,

patient grass, grown

on the ruins of empires,

you expect with confidence

the discovery of true richness;

you embrace the sandal of the hero
and the mothers’ steps of vapour;
grass, centuries are

engraving words on you, slowly,

in syllables gazing at the clouds...
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UN GOLF DE LUMINA

Pamantul se desface si o ia

in directii necunoscute

sub cei ce dorm,

se desparte in brate si evantaie subtiri,
intredeschise,

cu bulgari proaspeti, suiti

de-a valma in varf,

afanati, mustind de lumina,

gata sa cadd, mereu rotiti pe locurile lor.

Iti vine sd plangi privindu-i, coplesit
de iubire, fiindca pamantu-i gingas,
tdcut ca o floare, iar unei flori

nimeni nu-i vede miscarile,

doar inflorirea — si li se pare fireasca.
Sunt crestdturi in bulgdri, teme-te,
fiecare e-un golf lucitor,

semn al unui legamant facut in fiintd,
ce nu se poate uita.

Priveste, fiecare palc sau vale

vireaza in forma de bulboan,
porneste cu miscdri de floare,
pamantul dindarat tresare,

A GULF OF LIGHT

The earth unfolds and goes

in unknown directions

under those who sleep;

it splits into arms and into delicate,
half-open fans,

with fresh clods, lifted

in disorder to the top,

loose, overflowing with light,

ready to fall, always turning in their places.

You feel like crying when you watch them, overwhelmed

by love, because the earth is tender,

silent as a flower, but no one

sees the flower’s movements,

only the flowering is seen — and it seems natural.
There are notches in clods, be afraid!

Every one is a shining gulf,

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

Look, all the copses and valleys

are turning in the shape of a whirlpool,

are starting to move like flowers;

the land behind startles,
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pitind o lume de suflete hiding a world of souls
ce explodeazd marunt, which explodes in a tiny way,
fiecare in inima sa. each in its heart.
Dacé dai la o parte primul strat, If you take out the first layer,
vei zdri tarana — o multime de boabe you will see the dust — a multitude of grains
micsorate pand la un strop de raze — shrunk to a sprinkle of rays —
ascultand si frematand. listening and rustling.
Nu te speria de faptele pamantului; Do not be afraid of the deeds of the earth;
chiar dacad vantul i-ar rdsturna brazdele, even if the wind upset its furrows,
n-ar putea sd cadd decat in lumina. they could only fall in light.
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SEARA

In codru se face amurg rosietic —
si cdutam pe arbori

literele zgariate

de fiintele mici,

care au scris

in fuga

poemul,

intre faguri si cetini,

alergand

cu fructe dulci si uscate

1in maini.

EVENING

A reddish twilight falls over the woods —
and we are searching on trees

for the letters scratched

by the little beings,

who have written,

hastily,

the poem,

among honeycombs and fir needles,
running

with sweet and dried fruit

in their hands.
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VAL DE APRILIE

Privelistea mi se daruie —

rade spre mine pamantul ud intre pietrele cenusii,
rauri de oameni trec pe langa pamantul
galben, care-i priveste pe jumadtate pios,

pe jumatate glumind pe socoteala lor.
Inaintez ca printr-un culoar albastru de humus:
peste tot, de pretutindeni, ochi, ochi, ochi,
visand departe, pand-n adancul lumii,

miile de promisiuni ale frumusetii.

Copiii curiosi cumpadrd dulciuri transparente
ce li se desfoliazd-n palme

ca aripile vinete de pdsari

tipand reintoarse la cuib,

aproape eter, aproape vant.

Strada purtand retele si noduri

isi reaminteste istoriile mestesugarilor,
tdranilor si cavalerilor

ce-au strabatut-o,

revede privirile carturarilor

ce i-au sorbit cu voluptate semnele,
susurand, neauzit aproape, un poem.

Si praful cu irizari de miere
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APRIL WAVE

The view is giving itself to me —

the wet earth between the grey stones is laughing towards me;
streams of people are passing along the yellow
earth which gazes at them half piously,

half joking at their expense.

I am advancing as if through a corridor blue with humus:
throughout, from everywhere, eyes, eyes, eyes,
dreaming afar, as far as the depths of the world,
about the thousands of promises of beauty.
Curious children are buying transparent sweets
which are unravelling in their hands

like the bluish wings of the birds

screeching upon their return to their nests,
nearly ether, nearly wind.

The street carrying networks and junctions
recalls the stories of craftsmen,

peasants and knights

who walked on it,

reviews the glances of scholars,

who voluptuously drank from its signs,
murmuring, almost unheard, a poem.

And the dust with honey iridescences
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trembling in the air,

and the triumphal march

to the unknown target,

the continual rustle of garments,

the steps miming quadrilles,

the dizzy babies fumbling for light in their prams,

and rolling coriander grains.

tremurand in vazduh,

si mersul triumfal

spre tinta nestiutd,

fosnetul necontenit al straielor,

pasii schitand cadriluri,

pruncii nduci dibuind din cdrucioare lumina,
si boabele de coriandru care se rostogolesc.

3

[
v gl
4
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Deschise ochii si scoica se lumina.

Vazu un trup culcat

intr-un colt al oddii de sidef,

delfin mangaiat de marea interioarsd,
leganat de ape.

Tnsuﬂe’,cit de linistea unei fiinte mici,
statea cu numele pustiu si uitat.

Brusc, cel ce privea, cutremurat, intelese
cd-l avea in fata pe fratele, pe martorul lui,
ce-i trecea intreaga viatd in dar.

Ravasit, asista la belsugul unei frumuseti cosmice,
in incandescentd risipire,

ce-si intemeia triumfatoare

treptele aspre de ziggurat ale petalelor.
Sub ochii sdi, fiinta

prindea roseata marilor fructe,

crescand cu un avant de necrezut,

asa cum se daruiesc florile

valtorii de-aprilie, nestiutoare,
punandu-si frumusetea pe seama luminii.
Privitorul stia acum ca asista

la germinarea propriei lui frumuseti,

53

WHISPERED GIFT

He opened his eyes and the shell lighted up.

He saw a body lying

in a corner of the nacreous room,

a dolphin caressed by the inner sea,

rocked by the waters.

Animated by the tranquillity of a little being,

he stood there with his empty and forgotten name.
Suddenly, the one who looked, shaken, understood
that he was looking at his brother, his witness, to whom
he was leaving his whole life as a gift.

Tormented, he was witnessing the abundance of cosmic beauty,
in flaming waste,

triumphantly creating

the harsh ziggurat steps of petals.

Under his eyes, the being

caught the ripeness of large fruit,

growing with an incredible surge,

just as flowers give themselves

to April's eddies, unknowing,

putting their beauty under the auspices of light.
The viewer knew now that he was present

at the germination of his own beauty,
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pregatita sa se inalte ca un vant bun ready to rise like a good wind
peste lume, iar vartejurile primaverii over the world, and the whirlpools of spring
nu-i puteau zbici frumusetea eterna, could not dry out the eternity of his beauty,
incat nimeni n-avea ce sa-i fure, so that no one would have anything to steal from him,
doar daca l-ar fi rdpit cu totul, unless the stealer took his whole person,
si-atunci ar fi devenit pe datd el, but then the stealer would become the viewer himself
ucis si transformat de un lucru care exista and would be killed and transformed by something that exists
si stie ca tot ce e mic si fericit and knows that everything which is little and happy
va ramane mereu mic si fericit. will always remain little and happy.
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OFTATUL EROULUI

Eroii cu fetele arse

inaintau, stalpi de sare,

spre acel soare imponderabil,

spre primavara invizibila,

al cdrei mugure aluneca din maini,
scdpa si se fdcea veac.

Iar geamatul eroilor sdpa tunele

in stancile viitorului.

Intr-un singur oftat de-al lor
incapeau semintii,

care aveau timp sd colinde-n pustiu
si pe lacuri, sd prinda pasdri si pesti
miraculosi, sa astearna

si sd stranga corturile,

sd tnalte orase,

sd se ajute prieteneste

si sa se surpe unii pe altii in intrigi,
sd viseze si sd se inmulteasca

in arborescente si crude

povesti de iubire,

aveau timp...

THE HERO'S SIGH

The heroes with faces burned

were moving forward, pillars of salt,
towards that imponderable sun,
towards the invisible spring,

whose bud was slipping out of hands,
was fleeing and becoming an age.
And the moan of the heroes was digging tunnels
in the rocks of the future.

In one of their sighs

entire tribes were contained,

who had time to wander in the desert
and on lakes, to catch miraculous birds
and fish, to set up tents

and take them down,

to build cities,

to help each other in a friendly way
and destroy each other in intrigues,

to dream and multiply

in intricate and cruel

love stories;

they had time ...
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CAPCANA VISULUI

Nu ma ispiti, ndvalitoare bogdtie,

cu dealurile tale de smirna si santal,
lasd-mi copiii netulburati,

fara sad-ti pui capcanele

adanc rosietice in fata lor.

Sunt case-n ruind, sunt ziduri pustii,
care stiu trai fericite,

ascultand timpul cum leaga firele,
fara a-si asmuti visul pe urmele lui,
mai opreste-te, infrigurato,

din zborul tdu de vultur lacom,

nu trece pe aici,

cu carele tale de flori hurducandu-se,
neadevaratd bogatie, nu ma ispiti,
cu tunetele si grindina ta
neaducdtoare de belsug,

si trupele tale grabite, cu ochii-n pamant —

fals belsug, larma a larvelor,

cumplita zvonire intre germenii orbi in misun,

Nu cduta depdrtarea asa de fanatic,
lasd-i sa doarma pe cei ce-si ajung,
mai lasd-mi si mie mana usoar4,

A TRAP OF A DREAM

Do not tempt me, invading richness,

with your hills of myrrh and sandalwood;

leave my children undisturbed;

do not set your traps

of a deep ruddy colour before them.

There are houses in ruin; there are desolate walls
that know how to live happily,

listening to how time ties the threads,

without urging the dream to follow its tracks;
give up for once, you febrile richness,

your greedy eagle flight;

do not pass by this place,

with your jolting carts of flowers;

you, false richness, do not tempt me,

with your thunders and your hail,

which cannot bring abundance,

and your hurried troops, with eyes fixed on the ground —
false abundance, uproar of larvae,

a terrible noise among the blind germs swarming.
Do not look for distance so fanatically;

let the self-sufficient ones sleep,

and leave me my light hand
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necoruptd de vis, uncorrupted by dreaming,
bogata in sine ca frunza de stiinta apei, rich in itself as the leaf in the knowledge of water;
asterne doar citeva randuri senin, lay out just a few lines, clearly,
cum valul se scrie din mare, just as the wave is written by the sea,
si du-te, primeneste-te in pamant. and go, renew yourself in the earth.
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O atingere —

intre cei ce se iubesc —

Mintea culcata gingas in pamant

nu indrazneste sa-i tulbure bulgarii,
pdmantul se teme sd nu-i rdneasca
picioarele albe, fine,

cu vine de lumind —

Intra impreund,

temadtori pentru binele si puterea celuilalt,
in marea dragoste.

Parallel Texts

TOUCH

A touch —

between those who love each other —

The mind gently lying down on the ground
dares not disturb the clods;

the soil is afraid not to hurt

its white, slender legs,

veined with light —

They go in together,

fearing for the wellness and strength of the other,
into the great love.
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VIATA PAMANTULUI

Pamantul e facut

sa traiasca tnainte,

pe linii vizibile,

intr-o meserie necunoscutd,

arta a madrii, vegheatd in adancuri
de un inger rdsturnat,

care incearcd, cu gura lui violet,
sd soarba copilul patinand
dezlantuit deasupra,

pe rauri pornite prin delte spre mare,
tot mai rasfirate, mai desfacute
pe fundul oceanului,

doar intr-un tarziu, secret,

cu cele-ale copilului

de peste ape,

secret,

se vor uni,

din nou.
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LIFE OF THE SOIL

The soil is made

to keep living,

on visible lines,

in an unknown trade,

the art of the sea, watched in the deep
by a fallen angel,

trying, with his violet mouth,

to sip the child skating

freely above,

on rivers flowing through deltas towards the sea,
ever more scattered, looser,

on the bottom of the ocean;

only later, secretly,

with those of the child

over the waters

secretly,

they will unite,

again.
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ZBOR

Zbori grabit, luminos,

peste privelistea rascolita,
scufundata sub lava, pe care,
nestdpanindu-se, bogatia o genereaza,
odatd cu trombele de fum.

Ce caznad pare s fie,

flacarile urca-n raspar,

astupand izvorul dorintei

cu zgurd si mardcini.

Dar sfarsitul a fost bine gandit,
trupul de argint licdreste-n tdcere,
sufland abur racoros.

Si o feriga-i umbreste interiorul,
barca navigand linistit

pe ape suave, inchise —

ce bine a fost scris totul,
incheieturile zgarcite ale privelistii
se netezesc in tendoanele aurii

ale povestii fara cusur,

arcd inalta cu stalpi de ivoriu,

sub care acel trup calm aproba

in liniste, soptind...

FLIGHT

You are flying fast, luminously,
over the upset landscape,
submerged under the lava which
richness uncontrollably generates,
along with whirlwinds of smoke.
What a torture it seems to be,

the flames rising backwards,
sealing the source of desire

with slag and brambles.

But the end was well thought out —
the silver body is flashing in silence,
blowing cooling steam.

And a fern shades its interior,

a boat sailing quietly

on gentle, sheltered waters —

how well everything was written;
the cramped joints of the landscape
are smoothed into the gold tendons
of the flawless story,

a tall ark with ivory pillars,

under which that calm body consents
quietly, whispering...
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aer si convoaie de pdsdri... air and convoys of birds...

a"“‘w Nedhnndr
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PRIN INIMA AMESTECULUI

Nu existd loc de trecere

decat chiar prin inima amestecului,
prin fagurele de foc care galgaie,
topind mddularele.

Intre firele unui pdianjen intelept,
cu trupul de aur,

iti croiesti drum

lopatand cu aripile,

spre norii unei inimi blande.

Nu existd alt loc de trecere,

mersul lasd pe piele alge si fum

si luciul adancurilor,

iar amintirea locurilor te va urmari
si dupa ce ele au ramas in spate,
iar tu inoti acum in alte inimi,

in alte valuri.

THROUGH THE HEART OF MIXTURE

There is no crossing place

except through the heart of mixture,

through the fiery honeycomb gurgling and
melting the limbs.

Between the threads of a wise spider’s web
with a golden body,

you make your way

shovelling with your wings,

towards the clouds of a gentle heart.

There is no other crossing place;

walking leaves seaweed and smoke on the skin
and the lustre of the depths,

while the memory of places will follow you
even after they have been left behind,

while now you are swimming in other hearts,

in other waves.
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GEOMETRIA LUCRURILOR THE GEOMETRY OF THINGS

Cand vei sta pe jumatate adormit in noapte, When you sit half asleep at night,

vei vedea deodata geometria lucrurilor
rasufland usor, stea spongioasd de mare,
cu marginile zdrentuite fin,

ca niste aripi de animale

refacandu-se pe fundul apei.

Vei incerca degeaba sd strigi,

sd plangi sau sa te bucuri,

ea va pulsa mai departe,

firad s3 te auda,

noaptea iti va pune calus

si va fi cu totul altfel

de cum te-ai gandit,

un animal surdzand din valuri,
ridicand capul spre indepartate tarmuri,
parcd amusinand punctele cardinale —
atunci e ora cand geometria ta

urcd din copildrie,

strabatand apele ca un peste de luminad,
iar tu tresari, muscat de-un nisetru,

te vezi suind cu de-amdnuntul

scara stralucitoare,

you will suddenly see the geometry of things
breathing lightly, a spongy sea star,

with finely ragged edges,

like wings of animals

recreating themselves at the bottom of the water.
In vain you will try to scream,

weep or rejoice;

it will keep throbbing,

without hearing you,

the night will gag you

and it will be completely different

from how you thought —

an animal smiling in the waves,

raising its head towards remote shores,

as if sniffing out the cardinal points —

then is the time when your geometry

comes back to you from childhood,
wandering over the waters like a fish made of light,
and you shudder, bitten by a sturgeon;

you see yourself minutely climbing

the shining steps,
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acum viteaz si biruitor,

acum sovdind cu méana ridicata,

topindu-te, stalp de sare scufundat,

si lasand lucrurile sd ti se risipeasca printre degete
in vartejuri de petale si fluxuri aurii —

te miri cd nu vezi totusi nicio pierdere,

acum toate s-au adunat, blande,

roi de polenuri oprit pe o piatrd,

scdldat in matematica marii, cea adevarata,

cand peste valuri calculele continusg,

iar matematicienii-i descopera miezul

numai in vis sau in moarte,

dupd ce matematica s-a implinit intreagd, bogata.
Atunci lucrurile ies, cuminti, dintre colinele de nisip,

atat de fericite in ele insele, cu fruntea adancits in sfere.

Nu te teme, printre ele mai sunt spatii tacute,
din care tasnesc ulii si vulturi

cu fete radioase,

intoarse linistitor

spre tine.

Parallel Texts
65

now brave and victorious,

now hesitating with your hand raised,

melting, a submerged salt pillar,

and letting things scatter through your fingers

in whirlwinds of petals and golden tides —

you wonder that you do not yet see any loss,
now all have gathered, gently,

a swarm of pollen stationary on a stone,

bathed in the maths of the sea, the true maths,
when, over the waves, the calculations continue,
and mathematicians discover its core

only in dreams or in death,

after maths has fulfilled itself, entirely and richly.
Then things come out, obediently, from between the hills of
sand,

so happy in themselves, with their foreheads deepened into
spheres.

Fear not; among them there are silent spaces,
from which hawks and eagles are springing

with radiant faces,

turned silently

towards you.
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CANTEC PENTRU MUNTE

Munte stravechi si bland,
tine-ne buruieni ascunse,
in braul padurii tale,

pe noi, vasalii poeziei,
lasa-ne fruntea lucind

de cenusa stralucitoare,
in vantul renasterii,

ce vuieste sub ramuri,

cu privirea tintad

la razele ivite

din ochii maestrilor.

Parallel Texts
66

SONG FOR THE MOUNTAIN

Ancient and gentle mountain,
keep us hidden weeds,

in your forest girdle,

us, the vassals of poetry;
leave our foreheads shining
with brilliant ashes,

in the wind of rebirth,
which roars under branches,
with our eyes fixed

on the rays arising

from the eyes of the masters.

Nicio clipd tu nu ne pardsesti, You do not leave us at any moment,

dar locul ni-I tot schimbi, but you keep changing our place,
sd facem sd cante orga padurii, so we could make the organ of the forest play,
transfigurati de curentii ce se intretaie — while we are transfigured by the intersecting currents —
ratdcim printre caturi, we are wandering from storey to storey,
in mana cu buchetul with the never-fading
niciodatd vestejit, bouquet in hand,
mai tineri, tot mai tineri irumpand emerging younger and younger

printre registrele schimbate. from among the changing organ registers.
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IN PLOAIE SI iN LUMINA

Fiintele mici inainteaza penduland,

in noaptea luminoasa,

printre raze incrucisate cu suvite de ploaie,
zboara cu fata cand in lumind, cand in bogatia de stropi,
inconjurd locul si intrd tot mai departe in noapte.
Ochii lor rotunzi, imbibati de lumina si apa
prind sa intrezdreasca o fiinta

ce li se naste nebulos inainte,

ii dau tarcoale in tremur,

privind-o cum creste, in rafale de ploaie si raze,
pana i se vede miezul de marmurd,

ca un schelet in carnea cetoasa.

Atunci fluturd peste domenii intemeierea,

(o boare-a lumii reinnoite),

apare casa cu peretii ei de piatrd si grau,

din pamanturile noptii,

fiintele mici o privesc mai departe,

dinspre ploaie, dinspre lumind,

pana ce ea nu se mai schimbad,

nu se mai misca,

crescand printre rasete subtirele,

mereu in mijloc,

Parallel Texts
67

IN RAIN AND LIGHT

The little beings are advancing, swinging
in the bright night,
through the rays, crossed by strands of rain;

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

the abundance of raindrops;

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

Their round eyes, imbued with light and water,
catch a glimpse of a being

which is born nebulously before their eyes;
they are circling it tremulously,

watching it grow in blasts of rain and rays,
until its marble core can be seen,

like a skeleton in the foggy flesh.

When life’s inchoate essence

(a breeze of the world renewed),

flutters over the domains,

the house with its walls of stone and wheat appears
out of night’s lands;

the little beings watch it further

from the rain, from the light,

until it no longer changes,

it no longer moves,
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apropiatd, necunoscuta. but grows amidst delicate laughter,

always in the middle,

close by, unknown.

MZQQ in.mx*,*ub
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SIRAG STRING OF BEADS
Lucrul e singur si doarme, The thing is alone and asleep;
tandru l-am scos dintre valuri gently I took it out from its veils
si i-am vazut radacinile and I saw its roots
cum se legau de alte lucruri din jur, as they tied themselves to other things around,
tacut, matase de aur palpaind in retele silently, golden silk flashing in melodious
melodioase, incat am putut sa-1 desprind nets, so that I could draw it out
si sd-1 pun la gat, in sirag, and put it round my neck, like a string of beads,
piatrd blandd, intre celelalte. a soft stone among the others.
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LUCRUL REGE

Lucrul nu alearga in fata nicicui,
isi creste pdinea in odaia sdlbaticd,
unde se vede un semn palpaind
albastru in fumul vinului

si acela esti tu.

Mereu e desert in fatd si-n spate,
insd vine pe drum de verdeata
cineva manat de iubire,

spre lucrul tandr, imblanzitor al fricii,
stand proaspat in sufletul recoltei,
intre porumbei si valuri de boabe,
el, care si-a trimis semnele

inainte de a fi cunoscut,

el, care-si loveste oaspetele

cu fulgerul belsugului

din oceanul puterii lui farda nume,

dadruindu-l in soapta.

THE KING THING

The thing does not run towards anyone;

it raises its bread in the wild room,

where a sign is seen blinking

blue in the smoke of the wine

and that is you.

There is always desert in front and behind,
but somebody driven by love

comes on a leafy road,

towards the young thing, the tamer of fear,
standing fresh in the soul of the harvest,
among doves and waves of grain —

he who has sent his signs

before being known,

he who strikes his guest

with the lightning of abundance

from the ocean of his nameless power,
bestowing it in a whisper.
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SARBATOAREA LUCRULUI

Acestui lucru

dragostea nu-i va fi
niciodatd de ajuns.

Si totusi, este un loc
in inima lui,

unde ii rdsare forma
si dragostea incepe sd lumineze,

floare aflata
intre focuri aurii.

Cand ochii se-ndreapta linistit
in caravana vrdjitd

spre oaza din mijlocul lucrului,
numai acolo este sarbdtoarea

dupa care ai pornit,
dar ea te cuprinde inca pe drum

in mantia ei de lumina
si te aduce in fata lucrului

fericit si complice,
(adica tu,) mireasma a florii lui,

ce si-a deschis din depdrtare
petalele in tine.

Parallel Texts
71

THE THING’S CELEBRATION

To this thing
love will never
be enough.
And yet, there is a place
in its heart,
where its form appears
and love begins to shine,
a flower placed
between golden fires.
When the eyes quietly look at
the magic caravan
towards the oasis in the middle of the thing,
the feast in quest of which you started out
is only there,
but it still envelops you on the road
in its mantle of light
and brings you face to face with the thing
happy and complicit,
you, the fragrance of its flower
which has opened, from a distance,
its petals in you.
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IUBIREA MARELUI ANIMAL

Sd poti vedea cum se cuvine

mistuirea acestor flori delicate intr-o clipd,
lasa-te iubit de aceastd fiintd ingrozitoare

care iti aratd capcanele, stralucirile, prapastiile,
in timp ce se scuturd de ras

si te mangaie insangerandu-te cu gheara.

O, ca sd intelegi

blandetea si neputinta infloririi,

lasa-te sfios si tu,

nu mai intreba, nu mai iscodi, nu te mai impotrivi,
enigmele pe care ti le-arata

sunt tot mai neplictisitoare, tot mai repezi,

tot mai iubitoare,

dar oare cand se vor sfarsi?

THE LOVE OF THE GREAT ANIMAL

To view properly

the devouring of these delicate flowers in an instant,
let yourself be loved by this terrible being,

which shows you the pitfalls, the shining, the ravines,
while shaking with laughter

and caresses you, making you bleed with its claws.
Oh, to understand

the tenderness and weakness of flowering,

be shy, like them,

do not ask, spy or resist;

the mysteries you are shown

are ever more interesting, ever more rapid,

more loving,

but when will they come to an end?
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5 Terepeats
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GLAS

Intre talazurile ce se sparg, la rdscruce,

am auzit un glas singuratic din noapte,

in jurul lui se facuse frig.

El insusi, infrigurat, parea sa se stinga

si-am cdutat pasii care trebuiau sa ducd la el

si se opreau pe o movild pustie.

In acel loc marginas, crescand incurcat in uitare,
iarba cea buna se toarce in ceturi si mazga,
sunt inghitite fiintele ajunse aici de departe,
acel glas ce se sfasia in noapte,

al unor fiinte surori,

tinute aldturi prin lant,

nesemanand si urandu-se,

care azi au pierit!

Cine apleaca urechea spre el

aude vartejuri si plansul lor vechi,

adoarme si cade, in bolti de metale, una cu ele,
in timpuria sa moarte.

VOICE

Among the waves that break at a crossroads,

I heard a lone voice in the night,

and it became cold around it.

The voice itself, feverish, seemed to fade

and I looked for the footsteps that would lead to it
and they stopped on a deserted hillock.

In that remote place, while growing tangled in oblivion,
the good grass is spun out in mists and scum;

beings which have reached this far are swallowed,
that voice that was tearing into the night,

the voice of sister beings,

who are held together by a chain,

dissimilar and hating each other,

who died today!

Whoever turns his ear to it

hears whirlpools and their old cry,

goes to sleep and falls, in metal vaults, one with them,
into his early death.
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PREAROTUNDUL OVERROUNDED THINGS
Prearotunde sunt lucrurile, Overrounded are the things,
ca niste oameni adanciti in ganduri, just like people deepened in thoughts,
cu capul plecat, intre care-ar incepe sa bata vantul, with heads bowed, between whom the wind might start to blow,
sd nu mai zdreascd decat gandul to leave only the thought to be seen
unde prind sa coboare, where they start to come down,
dusi in mare de coada unui cal alb in galop, taken into the sea by the tail of a white horse galloping,
pana ce apa, lovindu-i in urechi, cuprinzandu-i, until the water, striking their ears, engulfing them,
ajunge sd sune a muzica. starts to sound like music.
Prearotunde sunt lucrurile, Overrounded are the things;
strdlucesc si se imbujoreazd sub luciu — preacoapte,  they shine and blush under their lustre — overripe,
preasingure, pand miroase a carne arsd, a fum greu, over-lonely, until there is a smell of burnt flesh, of dense smoke,
prin care se vad inteleptii cdzuti langa ziduri, through which the wise men who have fallen near the walls can be seen,
plangand cu vocile si fetele lor de copii crying with their childlike voices and faces,
rotundul si nepotrivirea lumilor. because of the roundness and discord of worlds.
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FOCURI INCETE

Ca un pumn de neghina si secara
stdm aruncati in zapada frematand,

aerul, dintotdeauna, dezlanat
si zdpada, obisnuita, fara nume.

Ne bucuram de arderea noastra,

cu care incdlzim zapada,

lasandu-ne modelati de ea,
ce ne face sa ardem fard oprire

cu focuri temperate, aproape albe,
carne de crin trosnind
la liziera padurii.

Odata focul nostru va fi vazut,
cedru inflacarat
arzand cu tipdt si patimad, rotund,

(zeita imbrdcatd in aur,
framantandu-se in dans

Parallel Texts
76

SLOW FIRES

Just like a handful of tares and rye
we lie thrown in the snow, thrilling,

the air, as always, loose,
and the snow, as usual, nameless.

We are glad of our burning,
with which we warm the snow,

allowing ourselves to be moulded by it,
as it makes us burn incessantly

with temperate fires, almost white,
lily flesh cracking
at the edges of the forest.

One day our fire will be seen,
a cedar in flames
burning with shouts and passion, roundly,

(a goddess dressed in gold,
working herself into dance
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cu vesmintele inchizandu-i-se si
deschizandu-i-se, padure in flacari),

tot aici si la fel ca azi
va fi atunci pentru noi,

acelasi lemn crescut fara graba,
trosnind in jar, cu fata mereu inainte,

numai atunci, printr-o intAmplare de neintors,
acest parjol se va vedea asa cum este.

Parallel Texts
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with her garments opening and
closing, woods in flames),

then everything for us
will still be here and just as today

the same wood growing without haste,
crackling in the embers, always facing forward,

only then, through an irreversible happening,
this conflagration will be seen as it is.
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ALINAREA LUCRULUI THE RELIEF OF THE THING

[a in mana un lucru speriat si singur, Take in your hand a thing, which is scared and alone,

ca un gandac cu picioarele stranse sub el,
pune-1 pe un fundal luminos, intr-o singura culoare,
si trage-te la umbra,

privindu-l mereu

cum radiaza si straluceste

si animalele care trec pe langa el

lasd ochii-n pamant

vazand sfarsitul salbaticiei,

iar oamenii inteleg ca aici

se spune ceva de-al lor

si prind sd alerge cu pas inalt, fratesc,
spre a simti in maini,

incd azi, timpul.

like a cockroach with its legs drawn under it,

put it on a luminous background, of a single colour,
and draw yourself into the shade,

continuously looking at it

as it radiates and glows

and the animals that pass by it

lower their eyes to the ground

seeing the end of wilderness,

and people understand that here

something of their own is being said,

and they start running with high, brotherly steps,
in order to feel, still today,

the time in their hands.
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DE DRAGOSTE SI DE FRIG

il tineam in man4 cu teama.

Al cui sd fie oare?

Stingher, il ridicasem de jos.

Un lucru parasit.

Sa-1las? Sa-1 tin?

Si continuam sa-1 apar,

abia inconjurandu-1 cu degetele,
aproape neindrdznind,

si ploua si se scurgea pe el apa,
cand cenusie, cand alba,

iar el, desi se rotea putin,

stdtea mai departe in mijloc cu credintd,
casetd moale ce mi se-ngropa
tot mai mult in manas,

intai armura delicata,

apoi solz luminos,

ce tremura-n palma mea,

de dragoste si de frig.

WITH LOVE AND COLD

I was holding it fearfully in my hand.
Whose could it be?

Lonely, I picked it up.

A deserted thing.

Should I leave it? Should I keep it?

And I continued to protect it,

hardly touching it with my fingers,
hardly daring,

and it was raining and the water was flowing over it,
now grey, now white,

and the thing, although it rotated a little,
stayed faithfully in the middle,

a soft box burying itself

more and more in my hand,

first delicate armour,

then a bright shell,

shivering in the palm of my hand,

with love and cold.
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LUCRU IN FURTUNA

O mare furtuna in jurul lucrului.
E destul sa intinzi mana — va sta.
Chiar in ochiul uraganului
zvarcolit acum

urgia-i de mult trecut.

Lucrul trece fara sd vada amenintarea,
alunecd, un sidef lustruit,
imponderabil.

Maéna ta intinsd In norii negri
e-intotdeauna un copac senin,
neatins de siroaiele vinete,
mangaie cu varful degetelor
inima blanda a cerului,

marginile ca un praf alb, dantelat
ale lucrului

rostogolit, in raset,

dincolo, pana in mierea noptii.

A THING IN A STORM

A great storm around the thing.

It's enough to stretch out your hand — it will cease.
Even in the eye of the hurricane

now thrashing

the violence of tempest is long gone.

The thing passes without seeing the threat;
it slides, a polished,

imponderable pearl.

Your hand stretched out in the black clouds
is always a calm tree;

untouched by the purple streams,

it caresses with its fingertips

the mild heart of the sky,

the edges like a white, laced powder

of the thing

rolling, laughing,

beyond, into the honey of night.
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MELANCOLIE

Uneori ti se face teama

de atata intimitate cu lucrul!

Iti intorci capul, te retragi

intr-un ungher, ti se pare

cd lucrul nu-i al tiu,

cd l-ai putea rasfoi

si ai vedea poze de cetdti ciudate,
cu poduri rupte,

nume de mari luptatori

ce-ti vor rdmane necunoscuti

si nu vei putea invita de la ei mestesugul,
si, mai ales, ti-e teama

cd vor cddea din mijlocul lui
frunze de care nu-ti mai amintesti
si ti s-ar face frig,

iar in acest timp frunzele

ar cadea infiorand aerul

si cand ar atinge podeaua

ti s-ar pdrea ca te ineci,

ti s-ar bantui somnul,

n-ai sa mai crezi ca in lucru

sunt fratii tdi,

Parallel Texts
82

MELANCHOLY

Sometimes you feel afraid

of so much intimacy with the thing!
You turn your head, you withdraw
in a corner, you think

that the thing is not yours,

that you could leaf through it

and see pictures of strange cities
with broken bridges,

and read in it names of great fighters,
who will remain unknown to you
and you will not be able to learn their craft from them,
and, especially, you are afraid that
from its midst, leaves you do not remember any longer
will fall,

and you might become cold,

while all this time the leaves

will fall startling the air

and when they touch the floor,

you will feel that you are drowning;
your sleep will be haunted;

you will no longer believe that

your brothers are in the thing;
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n-ai sd mai dormi you will no longer sleep
ca un sambure like a seed
in fructul valurit imprejurul tau. in the fruit veiled around you.
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ASTEPTAREA LUMINII WAITING FOR LIGHT
Daca e adevarat ca lumea If it is true that the world
se lasd batutd de osti marunte de copii, allows itself to be trodden by little armies of children,
care despicd aerul cu capete incapatanate, aurii, splitting the air with stubborn, golden heads,
stiind cd e de-ajuns primdvara lor and fully aware that their spring season is enough
ca lumea sa freamete si sd se deschida la un cuvant to make the world quiver and open onto a word
si intr-adevar ei duc sceptre de trestii in mana, and indeed they are holding reed sceptres in their hands,
vantul le mangaie, dar le si zburleste parul, the wind caresses them but also bristles their hair
iar pdmantul, corabie cuprinsa de somn, and the earth, a boat engulfed in sleep,
ii poartd la tarmul visurilor lui, bears them to the shore of its dreames,
facandu-i sd invingd, asa cum stau liberi in vant, making them win, as they are standing free in the wind,
fara alta arma decat fragezimea, with no other weapon than tenderness,
dacd e adevarat ca lucrurile stau unite if it is true that things stand united
si 1si transmit in unde rudenia-n jurul lor and transmit their kinship in waves around them
pana departe, unde i se pierde inceputul, reaching far away, where their origins are lost,
i se confunda ramurile their branches mixed up together
si toate prind sa se potriveasca and all things start to match,
sd simtd, surd, cd se vor vedea repetate, and gently to feel they will see themselves repeated,
daca ar trece inca o zare, if another horizon passes,
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care vine vibrand din alte zari, which comes vibrating from other horizons,
ca dintr-o turma, as from out of a flock,
daci e adevarat, if it is true,
atunci poti desprinde aceasta fild din carte, then you can tear this page out of the book,
sd vezi suspinand sub stele to see, sobbing under the stars,
locuri ce stau uitate, fard nume, places which are forgotten, with no name,
dolii senine ce-asteaptd lumina sd aparda — serene mourning waiting for the light to come —
mai pretioasa incd, mai grea, still more precious, more difficult,
bucuroase de-ncapatanarea in plans which is happy about its stubbornness in tears
(pana-1 inteleg) (until it understands)
si lumina coboard cu pldcere acolo, tarziu, and the light descends there with pleasure, late,
la ora cand nu mai e nimeni curios de fata at a time when no one curious is present any longer
si sarbatoarea a trecut... and the celebration is over...
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PETALE PICTATE PAINTED PETALS
Moartea se-ascunde-n Death hides in
petale pictate, painted petals,

in patul de miere si flori
care promite in soapta somnul
insa ascunde la temelie,
treaz si viclean,
numai un cap mizer, apus,
rupt dintre lucruri,
pierdut intr-un luciu vioriu.
Viu este bratul intins
sd-1 picure-n carne
cristalul, asa cum vine pe vant,
tesut de-un pdianjen, departe,
cu urd, cu arta.
E vie frunza
pornitd cu stiinta
din varful copacului,
intr-o cadere fara teama
de pamant.
Vii sunt aceste rdsuciri in salbdticie,
ale mainii pe ape...

in the bed of honey and flowers
which whispers promises of sleep
but hides at the core,
awake and sly,
only a miserable, fading head,
torn from things,
lost in a violet lustre.
Alive is the arm outstretched,
its flesh to be injected with the cruel crystal,
just as the wind brings it,
from far away, woven by a spider
with hatred, with skill.
Alive is the leaf
knowingly abandoning
the top of the tree,
in a fearless fall
to the ground.

Alive are these turns in the wilderness

of the hand on the water...
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What's in a name? That which we call a rose
By any other name would smell as sweet...

Shakespeare

Te vei afla calm in frig si-n vant,

cand numele s-au risipit,

iar ceea ce ramane e un lucru

care se-ntipdreste,

isi lasa credincios solia pe trepte,
netrimis de nimeni.

Ca un copil cu plete carliontate,

stand pe marmura alba, imbujorat de tristete —
acesta e pretul, ca fiinta lui, luna pling,
sa aducd iardsi un nume,

iesit la ivealda de dedesubt,

proaspat, siret, scend din spatele cortinei,
nume nou, rostit de buze

a caror putere e mutenia.

1 poti lasa linistit la lucru,

cand treci intre caravanele somnului,

Parallel Texts
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THE HIGH NOON OF NAMES

What's in a name? That which we call a rose
By any other name would smell as sweet...

Shakespeare

You will find yourself, calm, in the cold wind,
when the names have scattered,

and what remains is a thing

which, unsent by anyone, imprints itself,
faithfully leaving its message on the steps.
Like a child with curly tresses,

sitting on the white marble, blushing with sadness —
this is the price, that its being, a full moon,
should bring another name again,

which has emerged from below,

fresh, sly, a scene from behind the curtain,

a new name, uttered by lips

whose power is muteness.

You can leave it quietly at work,

when you pass between the caravans of sleep,
towards the country of the flavours of being.

spre tara de arome a fiintei La intoarcere, te va astepta. Upon return, it will wait for you.
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Atunci, peste trupul tdu adormit Then, over your sleeping body
nu se mai ridicd soarele, the sun will no longer rise,
ci toate numele ies rand pe rand, but all the names come out in order,
dupad ce au fost distruse, one by one,
unul din spatele celuilalt, after they have been destroyed
stralucind bogate, in carnea lor spectrala, and shine richly, in their pallid flesh,
care se aureste incet. which is slowly gilding.
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ZBOR IN LUMINA

Este un copil calm,

veghind de sus o piramidd,
induntrul ei, coridoare negre,
apoi o sald mare

si un copil care tipd

si iar un vesnic intuneric
intre peretii de piatra,

dar, iatd, in mijloc, sus,

parcad prin somn,

FLIGHT IN LIGHT

There is a calm child,

watching a pyramid from above;
inside it, black corridors,

then a large room

and a child screaming

and then eternal darkness
between its stone walls,

but here, in the middle, aloft,

as if in sleep,

copilul de aur the golden child
te va topi, cu o chemare inceats, will melt you, with a whispered call,
in razele sale. in its rays.
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ECUATIE LINISTITA

Uita-te la lumina ca un falfait intre schele

si vei vedea lucrurile
stand intr-o ecuatie linistita.

Chiar daca lipseste vocea asteptata,
iar lamuririle nu s-au dat pana la capat,

tirul pe care insiri mdrgele nu a dispdrut,
si stai framantandu-te intr-o ecuatie linistita,

lasandu-te cu placere insirat pe fire invizibile,
care fulgerd cand ajungi la locul tau pe fir

si ceea ce vezi te uimeste,
fiindca este invaluit in haina find a intamplarii,

iar uimirea te face sd adormi,
iar noaptea, albd, uneste intamplarea cu stiinta,

un cantec se inaltd ca prin seva

din adancul zilei care vine,

fara sa-i pese cd nu-i auzit,
si ziua vine, sortitd jocului,

dar atat de vesela si fermecatoare —
prin somn, degetele tale,

din care mintea s-a dus,
ating firul fara sa stie,

el std treaz, cu toate margelele frematand,

Parallel Texts
91

CALM EQUATION

Look at the light like a flapping between the scaffolds

and you will see things
lying in a quiet equation.

Although the expected voice is missing,
and explanations have not been completely given,

the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared,
and you stand trembling in a calm equation,
letting yourself be placed, pleasurably, on invisible strings,

which flash when you reach your place on the string,

and what you see amazes you,
because it is wrapped in the fine garment of chance,

and amazement makes you sleep,
and in its whiteness, night unites chance with science;

a song rises, as through a tree’s sap,

from the bottom of the coming day,

not caring that it isn’t heard,
and the day comes, destined for play,

but so cheerful and charming —
through sleep, your fingers,

out of which the mind has gone,
touch the string without knowing it;

it remains awake, with all the beads quivering,
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asteptand sa fie continuat, it waits to be continued,
fiindcéd oricand va fi atat de bine, because, at any time, it will be so good
atat de proaspadt si inteligent... so fresh and intelligent...
te-ai putea indoi de asta? could you doubt that?
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Varianta: FIRUL

Uita-te la lumina ca un falfait intre schele

si vei vedea lucrurile
stand intr-o ecuatie linistita.

Chiar daca lipseste vocea asteptata
si ldamuririle nu ti s-au dat pana la capat,
firul pe care insiri margelele nu a disparut,

incat stai in acea blanda nehotarare,

cu pldcere insirat si tu pe fire invizibile,
ele fulgerd cand ajungi la locul tau,

cum circul mortal si-ar saluta
acrobatul ajuns la capdt pe sarma,

ceea ce vezi de-acolo te uimeste,
tiindca-i invaluit in haina find a-ntamplarii,

iar uimirea te face s-adormi
(un somn unind intamplarea cu stiinta),

un cantec vine, prin tesatura senina a vietii,
din miezul zilei urmatoare,

fara sa-i pese ca nu-i auzit,
apoi ziua se-aratd si ea, cu-adevarat sortitd jocului

ori batjocurii, dar atat de veseld si fermecatoare,
o regind care-a iertat de mult ocdrile,

in tacere-a prefacut plasma si vuietul, —

93

THE STRING (A variant)

Look at the light resembling a flapping between the scaffolds

and you will see things
standing in a quiet equation.

Even if the expected voice is missing,
and explanations have not been completely given,

the string you are putting beads on has not disappeared,

therefore you stand in that gentle indecision,

pleasurably beaded onto invisible strings yourself,
strings which flash when you get to your place,

just as the fatal circus would greet
the acrobat who reached the end of his tight-rope;

what you see from there amazes you,
because it is wrapped in the fine garment of chance,

and amazement makes you fall asleep
(a sleep uniting chance with knowledge);
a song comes, through the serene weave of life,

from the middle of the next day,

not caring about not being heard,
and then day comes too, truly destined for play

or for mocking, but so cheerful and charming,
a queen who has long ago forgiven the insults;

in silence she has transformed the plasma and the roaring —
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prin somn, degetele tale, In sleep, your fingers,

din care mintea s-a dus, whose mind has gone,
ating firul fara sa stie, el std treaz, touch the string without knowing; it remains awake,

cu toate margelele in freamat, with all its beads rustling,
sd fie continuat, wishing to be lenghtened,

fiindcad oricaAnd va fi atat de bine, because then things will forever be so well,
atat de proaspat si inteligent.... so fresh and intelligent...

te-ai putea indoi de asta? Could you doubt that?
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LUCRU RESPIRAND BREATHING THING
Uita-te bine la lucru, Look well at the thing,

acum, la miezul noptii,
priveste cum seamdnd a cuvant,
cum respird ca un animal marin,
pe crestele lui care palpita
apa se uneste incet cu aerul din jur
trupul sdu de copil cautd avid bucuria,
soarbe aerul venit
pe aripi de pdsari alunecate prin valuri,
cu ochii inchisi, incapatanati,
intr-o bulboand infioratd de asteptare,
unde nu e cuvant, doar apa marii ofteaza
sd se auda spusa
in odihnitoare orase de pamant,
cand lava pornitd in ape
se va opri in respiratie —
calatoria fericitd ce scapd,
stiuta doar de lucrul plin de avant,
de nimbul lui vestind strazi cu maslini,
de trupul sdu dulce care se pulverizeaza
neputincios, atotputernic in lumina.

now, at midnight,
look how it resembles a word,
how it breathes like a marine animal;
on its palpitating crests,
water slowly unites with the air around;
its childlike body looks hungrily for joy,
absorbing the air which has come
on the wings of birds which have slid through the waves,
with closed, stubborn eyes
in a whirlpool shuddering with waiting,
where there is no word, only the sea water sighs
in order to hear itself spoken
in restful cities of mud,
when the lava which has arisen in the waters
will stop breathing —
the happy journey escaping,
known only by the thing full of momentum,
by its halo which heralds streets shaded with olive tress,
by its sweet body which utterly dissolves into
sprinkling drops —
powerless, almighty in the light.
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PILLAR OF LIGHT

I get up surreptitiously at night

si dau la o parte asternutul de pe lucruri, and I remove the covers from things,

sd vad cum palpaie si ofteaza
trupurile lor moi dupa cuvant.

Atunci vantul da de pereti usile casei
si ploaia intrd cu insemnele puterilor,

dar nu se intampla nimic,
doar lucrurile fulgerd calm,

ridicandu-se prin somn in cuvant,

iar casa ramane mai departe vorbind

o limba caldd, apoi racoroasad,
ce nu se poate dovedi —

e un corp fericit

in casa cea pura

unde lucrurile se inalta

in stalpi de lumina,

iar vantul devastator din afara
e numai slujitorul veghii.

Aici lucrurile au primit darul
fard care nu pot sd trdiasca

si somnul lor de acum, inselator,
e somnul recunoasterii —

to see their soft bodies

tlickering and sighing for the word.

Then the wind slams the house doors against the walls
and rain comes in with the insignia of powers,
but nothing happens;

things just flash calmly,

rising through sleep in the word,

and the house continues to speak

a warm and then cool language,

which cannot be proven —

it is a happy body

inside the pure house

where things rise up

in pillars of light,

while the devastating wind from outside

is only the servant of vigil.

Here things have received the gift

without which they cannot live

and their present sleep, misleading,

is the sleep of recognition —
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daca te apleci peste ele if you lean over them
auzi trosnetele difuze you hear the diffuse cracks
ale unui soare penetrand lent ziduri oarbe of a sun slowly penetrating blind walls
in visul lor, iar ele nu se mir4, in their dreams, and they are not surprised,
pline de vine argintii, tull of silver veins:
cunosc locurile, obiceiurile, they know the places, the customs;
rasuflarea lor linistitd e o harta their calm breath is a map
unde cresti si tu, where you grow too,
cu pasii prinsi in copacul de lumina with steps caught in the tree of light
care-si opreste in gandul tau which stops its endless foliage
frunzisul nesfarsit. in your mind.
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CASA DESCHISA OPEN HOUSE
Dintre toate vietuitoarele mie imi place timpul, Of all the living creatures I like time,
casa deschisd ce te intAampina nu cu legi, the open house welcoming you not with laws,
ci cu mame aducandu-ti tavi cu fructe but with mothers bringing you trays of fruit,
visdtoare si amarui, deasupra cdrora dreamy and bitter, above which
ele isi joacd ochii in tdcere, their eyes play in silence,
cenusii, repezi ca doua ape, grey, as quick as two rivers,
in timp ce va ganditi la acelasi lucru while you are thinking of the same thing
si la cdrtile tale azvarlite in ape, and of your books thrown into the waves,
amestecate cu pietre, and mixed with stones.
tu mananci rodiile aduse, You eat the pomegranates brought,
incercand in zadar sa mai imiti trying in vain still to imitate
pozitia nefireasca a scribului the unnatural posture of the scribe,
simti pe cap you feel on your head
minunata coroand the wonderful crown
din care soarele, devenit rubiniu, from which the sun, which has become ruby,
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soarbe amintirea unei vechi, intinse cAmpii. sips the memory of an old, vast plain.
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VARSTA LUCRULUI

Dacd vrei cu orice pret sa-mi daruiesti ceva,

fa ca lucrul s3 fie o amintire

retrditd atat de incet, o forma lucrata atat de mult,
incat timpul sd-si opreascd puterea asupra lui,

sd-i meargd de mana castigat si prieten,

nemaivrand sa schimbe nimic la el,

nici sa primeasca daruri,
ci acum el sa-i daruiasca

o conversatie aurie de sfarsit de lupta
purtatd deasupra, in limpede aer,

atunci ea deschide usa si intra in camera
cu ochii ei negri odihnindu-se langa lucru,

infriguratd aproape infdsurandu-se in el,
i se asaza aldturi cantand in gand,

uitandu-1 prin iubire,

101

THE AGE OF THE THING

If you want to give me something at any cost,
make that thing a memory

relived so slowly, a form worked so much,
that time should give up its power over it,

to go hand in hand with it as a friend,
no longer wanting to change anything about it,

nor to receive gifts,
but now wanting to grant it

a golden conversation as a gift at the end of a struggle
carried on above, in clear air;

then she should open the door and enter the room
with her dark eyes resting beside the thing —

feverishly, nearly wrapping herself in it,
she sits next to it singing in her thoughts,

forgetting it through love,
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iar el sund din umbra ca o orchestrs, while it sounds from the shadows like an orchestra,
luceste de paduri si campii shines with forests and plains
si modeleaza trupul cel adevarat al zilei, al noptii and moulds the true body of day and night
ce va sd vie, intrand in ea, that is to come, entering into it,
rau de intuneric, de lumina. as a river of darkness, of light.
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PAMANT

Pamantul lasat singur noaptea

incepe sd lucreze,

dimineata ne trezim infiorati

ca nuferii prelinsi pe apa —

iata-ne privind prin geam pamantul
care se adanceste sub temeliile caselor
si trosneste —

ne-inspdimantam de luminile izvorate
din marginea bulgarilor ca din noapte,
fragede, stropite cu apa,

parand un pamant auriu de cuiburi
licarind fericite

la apropierea pasdrilor

intoarse acasa.

Vedem bulggdrii, cu ochii inchisi,
rasufland zgomotos, cautand bucuria cu patima
si ne temem —

de pamantul gingas ca o pasare,

gata sd se prabuseasca

ingropand si zdrobind totul

sub trupul sdu fin, necuvantator,
vorbind doar limba miresmelor,

Parallel Texts
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SOIL

The soil, left alone at night

begins to work;

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

here we are, looking through the window at the ground

which deepens under foundations of houses
and cracks —

we frighten at the lights sprung

from the sides of the clods as from night,
fragile, sprinkled with water,

resembling a golden ground of nests
happily glowing

at the approach of birds

which have returned home.

We see the clods, with our eyes closed,
breathing loudly, passionately seeking joy,
and we fear —

the ground which is as gentle as a bird,
ready to collapse

burying and crushing everything

under its fine, mute body,

speaking only the language of fragrances;
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te-am vazut, pamant, I have seen you, earth,
si ziua de astazi va fi so this day will be
o ceata caldd, coloratd, a warm, coloured fog,
in mijlocul cdreia within which
va bate numele tdu. your name will resound.
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INVIZIBIL INVISIBLE
Numai el Only he

imi stie chipul.

Numai el stie numele

pe care ma strigd pamantul.
Numai el ma vede.
Invizibil, ratacesc cu placere,
bucurandu-ma

ca toate isi urmeaza cursul
si tot ce trebuie sd se intample
se va intampla.

Invizibil, trec fara durere,
ca un izvor,

fiindca se iubeste destul

ca sd se rdscumpere

ceea ce nu iubeste,

se place intotdeauna

ceea ce imi place si mie,

nu e nevoie sa stiu

unde se intampla asta,

din sirul

ce brazdeaza cerul

nu lipseste nimic.

knows my face.

Only he knows the name

by which the earth calls to me.
He’s the only one that sees me.
Invisible, I wander with pleasure,
rejoicing,

because everything follows its course
and everything that should happen
will happen.

Invisible, I pass without pain,
like a stream,

because there is enough love

to redeem

those who do not love,

and there is always someone
who likes what I like;

I do not need to know

where this happens;

from the line

which furrows the sky

nothing is missing.
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INTAMPLAREA FIINTEI

Ai vazut sa se intample ceva

altfel decat cu pauze lungi

si cu atipiri intre varstele lucrului,

cu mlastini brusc ivite din pamant intre pasi,
lasate apoi sa infloreascd acolo

cat le e anotimpul,

sd izbeascd prora constructiei cat vor,

cu buze vesele, destramate,

cand ochiul simte ca trebuie sa se inchida
si nu mai asculta de nimeni

si uitarea intrerupe de mii de ori cresterea,
dupa care ochii se deschid

la vremea odihnei si vindecarii

si vad aurul, strans si intreg,

vad varstele adunate in sir,

una in spatele celeilalte,

cuminti, cu cozile pe umeri,

cu bratele atingand spatele celei dinainte,
cu obrajii aburind —

dar sd nu le crezi,

tot ce-i fiintd e si intelepciune,

cand noua fiinta apare

Parallel Texts
107

THE HAPPENING OF BEING

Have you seen something happening

otherwise than with long pauses

and with dozings between the ages of the thing,

with swamps suddenly rising up from the earth between steps,
afterwards left to flourish there

as long as their season lasts,

to strike against the bows of the construction as long as they wish,
with happy, dissolving lips,

when the eye feels it must close

and it no longer obeys anyone

and oblivion interrupts growth a thousand times,

after which the eyes open

at the time of rest and healing

and they see gold, collected and whole:

they see ages gathered in a row,

one behind the other,

obedient, with their tails on their shoulders,

each one’s arms reaching out to the back of the one in front,
with their cheeks steaming —

but don’t you believe them:

all that is life is also wisdom;

when the new being appears,
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face ca totul pand la ea sd fie uitat it makes everything before it forgotten
si se uita chiar pe ea and even forgets itself
in forfota fiintarii sale, in the bustle of its birth,
adunand nepdsatoare, in malddre, gathering indifferently, in heaps,
bogatia, pacea, tineretea, bucuria wealth, peace, youth, joy
lasate de risipa timpului. left by the overflow of time.
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NICIODATA SANGELE

Nu vreau decat sad cad

intre lucrurile mele,

ca intr-un leagdan inelat

care isi va descolaci incet

luminoasa geometrie

a unor sori racorosi,

aflati dedesubt,

proaspeti ca niste fructe de padure
tinandu-mad, gaza, in varf,

iar cand cei dezbinati vor trece,

risipiti in vantul avan,

probele aerului le voi fi cunoscut demult,
ii voi saluta de departe cu trupul nostru
prin care trece metalul topit al plantelor,
dar niciodatd sangele, niciodata sangele.

Parallel Texts
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NEVER BLOOD

I just want to fall

among my things,

as into a ringed cradle

which will slowly unwind

the luminous geometry

of some cooling suns,

which are below,

as fresh as forest fruit

keeping me — an insect — on top

and when the disunited pass by,

scattered in the harsh wind,

I shall have known the tests of the air long ago;
I shall salute them from afar with my body,
which the melted metal of plants passes through
but never blood, never blood.
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CATRE PAMANT

Azi nu mai stiu urmele, nu mai stiu ceea ce vine,
las capul in jos, rdscolind pamant galben si fericit
si spun: aratd-te! Pune o aurord in jurul acestui lucru
pornit sa se intample, arata viitorul,

cu ochii lui deschisi, inchisi, pe rand,

picurand despartire, apoi reintoarcere,

deja eu nu mai pot face nimic,

n-am cum sti daca ochii aceia ma vor privi,

am semadnat grau, am ingropat aur

si stau acum cu mainile in flacari,

ca niste porumbei de noapte,

daca n-as vedea semnul

inflorind singur

in sarbatoare si bucurie,

toate lucrurile ar fi la fel de bune

in aerul rarefiat, in tromba de foc

unde limba uscatd se invarteste in gol.

Doar rédcoarea cade ca un evantai seara

dinspre locul tdu de odihna si verdeata:

gura ta deschide bland drumul,

printr-un cuvant aburos, spus in soapta.

Parallel Texts
110

TO THE EARTH

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

I bow down my head, digging through yellow and happy earth
and I say: show yourself! Put an aura around this thing
just beginning to happen; show the future,

with its eyes open and closed, by turns,

dripping separation, and then homecoming;

already I cannot do anything,

I cannot possibly know if those eyes will watch me;

I have sown wheat, I have buried gold

and now I sit with my hands in flames,

like doves at night;

if I did not see the sign

blooming alone

in celebration and joy,

all things would be just as good

in the thin air, in the eddies of fire,

where the dry tongue turns in vain.

Just coolness falls like a fan in the evening

from your place of rest and green:

your mouth gently opens the way,

by a steamy word, uttered in a whisper.
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INSCRIPTIE

Sd nu uiti ceea ce nu are cuvant,

copilul asteptand acasd-n tacere —

si pentru care nu vorbeste nimeni,

mica fiintd la gatul careia plang batranii
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INSCRIPTION

Do not forget those who have

no words for their defence,

the child waiting at home in silence —
: and for whom no one talks,

el se multumeste s tind casa in crestere... the little being on whose shoulder the old cry,

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

Acum, in anotimpul reamintirii,

simt cum se trezeste lucrul in mine,
intr-o casd mobilatd simplu,

plutind pe apa strabatuta incet

de lumina unui singur gand.

Suntem redati alor noastre,

lucrurilor de dinduntru,

care zvacnesc si isi deschid porii,
lumina le arata toate fibrele,

intr-o nepieritoare amiazd.

Nu mai existd distantd intre noi,

si astfel cad de la sine intrebare, raspuns.
Céci mai sunt oare fiinte care nu se cunosc ?
Care intreabd ? Sau de o parte lucruri
si de alta fiinte ?

Inaintdm impreuna prin boare,

am vorbit deja intre noi

despre ce-ar putea sd fie,

intalnim mereu trupul nostru,

care pulseazd prietenos

de unde nu te astepti,

si aceasta este unica nestiinta.

Parallel Texts
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SEASON OF REMEMBERING

Now, in the season of remembering,

I feel the thing waking up in me,

in a house with simple furniture,

floating on the water slowly pierced by

the light of a single thought.

We are given back to our nature,

to the inner things,

which shake and open their pores;

light unveils all their fibres,

in an immortal afternoon.

There is no distance between us,

and thus question and answer fall away.

Is it because there are still beings that do not know themselves,
which are asking questions? Are there things on one side
and beings on the other?

We are advancing together through the breeze;
we have already talked among us

about what might be;

we always meet our body,

pulsating in a friendly way,

in a place where you do not expect,

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

Fiintele mici strunjesc forme curate si geometrice, Little beings sculpt clean geometric shapes,

care respira si se aduna,

perne moi, vegetale,

si canta cristalin, abia atinse cu degetele.
Fericite in aerul primdvaratic,

rad si aruncd in spate tot ce nu e curat,

nu mananca din farfurii, ci din sfere tdiate,
in jurul focului, unde paméantul devine greu
si apare belsugul ca o sticla

in clocot,

iar lucrurile se adund roats,

senine, cu fruntea ridicata,

stand la vedere o vesnicie,

dupa voia locului prietenos,

ce-si Inscrie pe ele

lumina dorintei inflorite,

si carnea numelui naste acum cantecul,

in mainile lor, care tin instrumentele.

which breathe and gather themselves,

soft, vegetal pillows

singing softly, barely touched with fingers.
Happy in the spring air,

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

they do not eat from dishes but from cut spheres,
around the fire, where the earth becomes heavy
and abundance appears as boiling glass,

and things are gathering in a circle,

serene, with their foreheads raised,

standing forever visible,

according to the will of the friendly place,

which imprints on them

the light of the blooming wish,

and the flesh of the name now gives birth to the song,
in their hands which hold the instruments.
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INTRECEREA

Pe neasteptate,

se iIntampla sd te impiedici de lucru —
stingher in mijlocul drumului,

lemn insufletit de boarea unui singur gand,
in timp ce noi toti penduldam

la distantd egala de el.

Ne intrebam cine-1 va ajunge primul
si atunci, cel care-l iubeste

il capatd-ndata in maini

dupad o fugd fulgeratoare,

pe razele soarelui

de sub pasii nostri —

el asteapta sa-1 simtim.

Parallel Texts
114

THE RACE

Unexpectedly,

you happen to stumble on the thing —
lonely in the middle of the road,

a piece of wood animated by the breeze of a single thought,
while we all swing back and forth

at an equal distance from it.

We wonder who will be the first to reach it
and then, the one who loves it

grabs it in his hands at once

after a swift run,

on the rays of the sun

under our steps —

it expects us to feel it.
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VISUL FIINTELOR MICI

Fiintele mici isi tes

panza de licurici in jurul pamantului,
ele improspdteaza aerul

si-l fac sa rasufle ca un om,

tin calda fiecare lucrare,

pdzindu-i in maini amfora-n crestere
si aerul noilor nasteri,

incd nenumit,

isi trece intai floarea secreta

prin plamanii lor de aur.

Ard focurile fiindca fiintele mici

le iubesc si le imbogatesc la temelii,
iar lucrurile sunt pline de miere
pentru cd in spatiile dintre ele,

in bldnda bulboans,

legdnate in liniste rotitoare,

fiintele mici, neobosite, viseaza.

THE DREAM OF THE LITTLE BEINGS

The little beings weave their

web of glow worms around the earth;

they freshen the air

and make it breathe like a human being;

they keep each work warm,

guarding its growing amphora in their hands;
and the air of new births,

as yet unnamed,

first passes its secret flower

through their golden lungs.

Fires are burning because the little beings
love them and enrich them at their foundations,
and the things are full of honey

because in the spaces between them,

in the gentle whirlpool,

rocking in whirling silence,

the little beings tirelessly dream.
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INTREBAND FIINTA CEA MICA

Sa raspunda nu poate,

chiar daca i-ai desclesta gura,

nici sd arate cine este,

ochii ii stralucesc din iarba adanca

si mainile mangaie radacinile copacilor.
Sa nu mai treacd nimeni pe aici sd intrebe,
soarele sd-i fie singurul tovards

privind de sus rabdator,

cu ochii acoperiti de alge ondulate,

cu spatele plin de paduri

in care animale harnice si tacute

se bucura de ape adanci.

ASKING THE LITTLE BEING

It cannot answer,

even if you unclench its mouth —

not even to show who it is;

its eyes shine in the tall grass

and its hands caress the roots of the trees.
Let no one pass by and ask,

the sun to be its only companion
watching from above, patiently,

with its eyes covered with wavy seaweed,
with its back full of forests,

in which industrious and quiet animals
enjoy deep water.
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ZBORUL SPRE MUNTE

Zambind, cu copiii in brate,

ne vom intoarce la pieptul tdu de piatra
acoperit cu paduri.

O petald albd va caddea,

se va opri, isi va ardta trupul curat,
spiraldnd in aer fard graba,

o atingere, o atingere va fi,

mici vor fi preturile pe care le-am platit,
numai bucuria va fi inainte,

ne vom avanta nestirbiti.

FLIGHT TO THE MOUNTAIN

Smiling, with our children in our arms,
we shall return to your breast of stone,
covered with forests.

A white petal will fall,

will stop and show its clean body,
spinning in the air unhurriedly;

one touch, there will be one touch,
small will be the prices we have paid,
and only joy will be ahead of us;

we shall be advancing intact.
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DARUL THE GIFT
Langa el se aseza frumusetea. Beside him sat beauty.

Isi intoarse fata, suspinand.
fi veni alaturi bogatia.
Se-ncovrigd in tdcere.
Puterea isi innoda maiestuos
un trunchi si-1 umbri grijuliu
cu frunzarul.

Se mutd mai incolo, in arsita.
Se apropie sfios copilul,

cu fata plecatd,

cu ochii speriati

de goana sdlbaticiunilor

si-i intinse o ramura

micd, verde, care-i dormea
bucuroasd in palma.

El a fost darul.

He turned his face, sobbing.

Abundance came beside him.

He curled up in silence.

Power majestically knotted up

in a trunk and thoughtfully overshadowed him
with its foliage.

He moved away, in the heat.

The child approached shyly,

with his face inclined,

with his eyes frightened

from having been chased by wild animals,
and offered him a small,

green branch, which was happily

sleeping in his palm.

He was the gift.
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CATRE MUNTE TO THE MOUNTAIN
I-am vazut pe cei mici si incapatanati ai tdi I saw your little stubborn ones
stand in picioare, in cerc, in mijlocul padurii, standing in a circle in the middle of the forest,
arzand de supadrare si tinand in maini burning with anger and holding in their hands
sfere mici de sticld subtire ca o coaja de ou, small glass globes, delicate as eggshells,
in care se zdrea ceva respirand. in which something breathing could be perceived.
Ochii mei se faceau turnuri ale iubirii, My eyes were becoming towers of love,
bastioane ale puterii tale, bastions of your power,
si cei mici intrau cu trupuri cu tot and the little ones were entering my pupils
si cu pamantul de pe talpi with their whole bodies.
in pupilele mele. Mountain, keep us well hidden and prosperous
Munte, tine-ne bine ascunsi si prosperi in the earth, under coal and silver,
in pamanturi, sub huild si arginturi, us, your tender and angry fanatics,
pe noi, gingasii, suparatii, fanaticii tdi, with little hands gesturing comically,
cu manutele gesticuland comice, seizing the lightning of time in our fists,
strangand in pumni fulgerele timpului, in the invisible forest.

in padurea invizibila.
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MAMA CUVINTELOR

Sub fiintele mici, ea isi leagana
cercul linistit de sori —

ii desface cand simte deasupra ceva in stingere,

iar ei, desi uniti si indrdgostiti in ea,
tasnesc pe data si ard totul cu capetele,

in timp ce ea ii priveste zambind din urma,
calma si fericitd, metal dulce, topit,

care nu vrea sd lase nimic neterminat

si rotunjeste totul. Ea leaga si timpurile
intoarse cu spatele unul la celalalt,

se desface intr-o floare de lumina,

in gura celui ce vorbeste cu ea in gand,

si ceea ce e bland infloreste si invinge,
apdrat din spate de gura unui tigru,

si ceea ce e mandru se lasd plutind

cu fata netezindu-i-se incet,

de bucurie cd e purtat tnainte

de cineva iubitor.

Valul ei difuz, privit cu rabdare,

se preface in claritate,

pentru cd lucrurile pulseaza la marginea lui,
credincioase ca farurile,

Parallel Texts
122

MOTHER OF WORDS

Under the little beings, she is rocking
her quiet circle of suns —

she unleashes them when she feels something above being extinguished

and they, though united and in love with her,

flash immediately and burn everything with their heads,
while she looks at them smiling from behind,

calm and happy, sweet metal, molten,

and she does not want to leave anything unfinished
and rounds off everything. She also connects times
turned back to back,

opens herself into a flower of light,

into the mouth of the one who talks to her in his mind -
and what is gentle flourishes and triumphs,

defended from behind by the mouth of a tiger,

and what is proud lets itself float,

its face slowly becoming smooth,

for the joy of being carried forward

by someone loving.

Her diffuse veil, watched patiently,

is transformed into clarity,

because things flash at its edge,

faithful as lighthouses,
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si vorbirea trece prin tulpini de foc,
cu ochii mereu inainte,

ca si cAnd drumul i-ar fi dat in dar,
tara zgurile luptei.

Oras alb, in care nu simti timpul,

si grupurile se scurg in spatiu,

combindndu-se si recombindndu-se molcom,

tara tipete, fara ceremonial,

atunci ea vine indatd, aducand coincidentele necesare,

face din trupuri cuvinte ca leii

si din cuvinte trupuri de lei,
scoate din vise vechi

cuvantul neimplinit care doarme
si-] trimite pe ape.

Mama cuvintelor respira egal

si ne binecuvanteaza jocul,

din casa ei batuta de ploi,

cu usile si ferestrele deschise,

in care pare sd nu fie nimeni,

dar ea std induntru cu credintd,
ostas cuibarit in miere,

cand vocile timpului se apropie,
raze ale unor orgi facute din copii,
care isi ridicd incet capul din umbra,
stralucind.
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and speaking goes through stems of fire,

with its eyes always forward,

as if the road were given to it, as a gift,

without the vestiges of fighting.

A white town, in which you do not feel time,
and groups are flowing in space,

combining and recombining themselves slowly,
without cries, without ceremony;

then she comes immediately, bringing the necessary coincidences,

transforms the bodies into words like lions
and the words into bodies of lions,
takes from old dreams
the unfinished word, which is sleeping,
and sends it out on the waters.
The mother of words breathes steadily
and blesses our game,
from her house battered by rains,
with its doors and windows open,
in which there does not seem to be anyone,
but she stands inside with faith,
a soldier nested in honey,
when the voices of time are approaching,
rays from organ-pipes made of children,
who slowly raise their heads from the shadows,
shining.
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in fata ta, mamd, In front of you, mother,
cine se pleaca se linisteste, whoever bows becomes calm,
adormind langa tarmuri, going to sleep by the coasts,
ca dupd un cuvant atins cu ména. as after having touched a word with his hand.
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IESIREA IN LUMINA

Tigri negri se zvarcolesc sd iasa din pamanturi

ca s poatd arde intruchipati intr-o fiinta mica,
floare cu voce puternica si ochi magici —

ea sd vorbeascd, inconjurata de aureole, afard,

ei sd batd inauntru pamantul la vanatoare,

ea sa-si continue in lumind vorba gingasd, cristaling,
dar carnea ei sd tremure ca o catedrala

de orga tigrilor care o rdscolesc

si-i inalta in vintre altare

si se rdsucesc sd iasd din pamanturi,

sd rasara drept in lumind, in miezul ei inca nelocuit,
tandra casa in agteptare,

fara usi si ferestre,

migdala fosforescentd,

ratdcitoare pe ape.

Parallel Texts

125

COMING INTO THE LIGHT

Black tigers writhe to get out of the earth

to be able to burn, embodied in a little being,

a flower with a strong voice and magic eyes —

it should talk, surrounded by halos, outside,

they should tread the earth inside when hunting;
while it should continue its gentle, crystalline speaking in the light,
but its flesh should tremble like a cathedral

at the sound of the organ of tigers searching inside it
and raising altars in its bowels

and twisting to get out of the earth,

to rise up in the light, in its still uninhabited core,

a young house in expectation,

without doors and windows,

a phosphorescent almond,

wandering on the water.
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COLOANE CE PAR DE MARMURA

—Nu ma cunosti. — Cine esti?

—Fara mine n-ai putea sa intrebi.

Fara mine ai deveni insasi fiara.

Ma auzi? Pipaie usor coloanele.

Par de marmurad, par de lund,

sunt incd, fiindcd eu sunt sangele.
—Cine mad iubeste ? — Numai noaptea,
izvorul razelor. Trece visand

femeia, fus de luming,

trece plangand, si tu-i esti lacrimile.
Mari ochii ei, cald pieptul,

asazd-te, sa-i poti atinge fata.

Uriaga-i e tara, numai ea

poate imblanzi visurile.

Priveste! Nu-nchide ochii! Arunca teama!
Ea este vdlul meu care se ridica

si frumusetea ei maturd spumele.
Daca-i auzi navele

sufland apropiate,

incd vei mai putea topi gheata amara.
Ascultd si vino, pe ape voioase, cernite,
cat mai trdiesc zilele.

COLUMNS WHICH LOOK LIKE MARBLE

“You do not know me.” “Who are you?’
‘If it weren't for me, you could not ask.

If it weren’t for me you would become the very beast.

Do you hear me? Touch the columns gently.
They look like marble, like moonstone,

they still are there, because I am the blood.”
‘Who loves me?’ ‘Only night,

the source of beams. The woman passes on
dreaming, a spindle of light,

she passes on crying and you are her tears.
Her large eyes, her warm chest —

sit down, so that you can touch her face.
Her country is huge; only she

can tame dreams.

Look! Don’t close your eyes! Discard your fear!
She is my veil being raised

and her beauty sweeps away the foam.

If you hear her ships

breathing close,

you can still melt the bitter ice.

Listen and come, on cheerful, black waters,
as long as days live.”
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CARTEA CU MARGINI AFANATE

Deschide grabnic cartea,

n-ai sa poti niciodata uita

pagina deschisd la intamplare,

unde incepe in contururi ciudat de clare locul,
cu poteci ca niste fluvii

rupte de furnici,

care se afundd in pamanturi cu furie,

iar de o parte si de alta,

proaspete, brazdele apocrife —

carte in carte, cu margini afanate,

ca florile de cires palpaind in asteptare,
gata s-arunce ploi fine de pamant.
Vazduhul iti spune:

aici se scrie cu adevadrat, printre litere,
odatd cu scurgerea rapidad a acestor pasi,
care duc sirul cu ei

si lasd pe loc numai urmele,

sd te-nspdimante cu trecerea cuvintelor,
buze care au sfarsit ce-aveau de spus

si le ramane fulguind o frumusete-a mierii.
Pe aici sunt mugete indepadrtate

si zvonuri de tobe vin incet din zare

THE BOOK WITH LOOSE EDGES

Open the book fast;

you will never be able to forget
the page opened at random,
where the place starts in strangely clear outlines,
with paths like rivers

broken up by ants,

which sink in the ground with anger,

and on every side,

the fresh, apocryphal furrows —

book in book, with loose edges,

like cherry blossoms flickering in expectation,
ready to shed fine dusty rains.

The air tells you:

here it is really written, between letters,

along with the rapid flow of these steps,
leading the string of letters with them —
leaving behind only the traces,

to frighten you with the passing of the words,
lips that finished what they had to say

and their honey-beauty keeps falling like snow.
Here there are distant roars

and sounds of drums coming slowly from afar,
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pe care joase de fldcari,
coroanele arborilor se-apleacd

pana-ti coboard pe umeri, sufland zgomotos,
7

aerul e strabdtut de lupte si schimbadri,
scurte fulgere de oglinzi il taie,

literele sunt de mult trupuri,

care au creat pentru ele acest taram,

au ficut tot ce vezi,

iatd-le-acum in cohorte,

ducandu-si, in varful trupurilor herculeene,
ochii de safir, ce le vegheaza bland,
luminand pana-n iarba,

iata-le trecand neobosite printre copaci.
Inchide cartea, e de-ajuns.

Veacuri la rand vei bate cu pasul

aceasta lume.

on low carts of flames,

tree crowns bend

until they reach down to your shoulders, blowing noisily;
the air is penetrated by struggles and changes,

short bolts of lightning from mirrors cut it,

the letters have become bodies long ago,

which have created this land for themselves,

have made everything you see;

here they are now in cohorts;

and they watch themselves gently with their sapphire eyes
glittering atop their Herculean bodies

and illuminating as far as the grass;

here they are, tirelessly passing through the trees.

Close the book, it is enough.

For centuries and centuries you will go, on foot,

through this world.
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VOM URCA DIN APE WE SHALL CLIMB FROM THE WATER
Scriem in ocean, We write in the ocean,
adunand inspre noi cuvintele gathering words towards us
dintre nisipuri cu betisorul fermecat, from sands with the magic staff,
acoperit de saruri. covered with salts.
Inci o atingere — si sdrurile vor cddea — One more touch — and the salts will fall away —
si trupul sdu de lemn va rdméne singur si gol, and its wooden body will remain alone and denuded;
valurile se vor zbuciuma waves will be tossing
de o subita furtuna in a sudden storm
si bulbul rosiatic al cerului and the reddish bulb of the sky
va mai da jos o foaie will throw down another page
care va cddea transfiguratd in ape which will fall transfigured deep into the water,
umplandu-le iardsi de cuvinte noi tilling it again with new words
si de animale fericite and with happy animals,
care ne vor da de gandit which will make us think
alte atatea seri sdrate si increzatoare — on many salted and confident evenings to come —
atunci vom urca si noi din ape, then we shall also emerge from the water,
cu betisorul inflorit in mana, with the blossoming staff in our hand,
si vom atinge ceea ce traieste, and we shall touch what is alive
ca sd fie incd o data viu. so that it will be alive again.
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CADEREA IN POEZIE

Incercam si cad. Nu se putea.
Peste tot poezia imi intindea
plasa ei sclipitoare.

Incercam si ma zdrobesc.

Nu reuseam nicicum.

Piciorul nu nimerea pe pietre,

ci pe fructe pline de sucuri antice,
adanci. Peste tot palmieri visdtori,
incdrcati de nuci grele
deschizand ochii,

apoi consimtind deodata

sd-si dea viata-n cuvant.

Si poetul, copilul comic,
neindemanatic, nestapanit,
cdzand mereu in balti

care se transforma pe datd in aur.

FALLING INTO POETRY

I was trying to fall. I couldn’t.

Poetry was throwing its brilliant net towards me,
everywhere.

I was trying to crush myself.

I couldn’t do it at all.

My feet did not touch rocks,

but fruit full of ancient, deep

juices. Dreaming palm trees everywhere,
loaded with heavy dates

opening their eyes,

then suddenly agreeing

to give their life to the word.

And the poet, the comic child,

clumsy, intemperate,

always falling into puddles

that turn into gold at once.
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ARME DE VIS DREAM WEAPONS

De la mine, eu, salahorul, imi castig linistea. From myself, I, the drudge, gain my peace.

Spre mine cersesc intelegere.

Eu sunt dispensatorul bucuriilor

si excomunicatorul.

Cu incapatanare, mangai in palma
pietre verzui, intelepte si reci.
Drumul prin albii ele il stiu.

si mangaierea apelor, pana la rotunjire,
si leganarea printre popoarele algelor,
toate primite cu ochii inchisi.

In palma imi stau — arme de vis,
fremdtand in rezerva —

fete si porti

in care spre mine mad scurg.

De veacuri pe drum, cu ele

in méand, incerc sa intru.

Ca un tigru mad apropii,

printre arbori si liane,

de sufletul meu,

gata sa md sfasie,

la orice miscare nesabuitd a frunzelor.

I beg myself for understanding.

I am the dispenser of joys and

the excommunicator.

Persistently, I caress greenish, wise and cold
stones in my palm.

They know the way through the river beds

and the caressing of the waters, until they are rounded,
and the swaying among the peoples of seaweed,
all encountered with eyes closed.

Like dream weapons they lie in my hand,
quivering in reserve —

faces and gates

in which I flow to myself.

For centuries on the road, holding the stones

in my hand, I am trying to get in.

Like a tiger, among trees and creepers

I draw near my soul,

which is ready to devour me,

at any reckless move of the leaves.
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JOCUL PAMANTULUI

Fiinte negre cu aripi de beriliu

zburand in furtund umar la umar

sub urne grele de boabe,

incearca sa se descarce de poezie,
nerdbddtoare, scrutand din departare
pamantul intins care clipeste rdabdator,
asteptand in liniste rosturile

sd le preschimbe, sd le uimeasca.
Aruncate, zboard semintele si nu stiu
unde sd se opreasca

si pdmantul se inclind cu viclenie

si le pofteste in nisele lui ferite

unde nu trec decat animalele de intuneric
si se preling raddcinile ciulinilor,

intr-un mormant

ca o nucd aurie inotand intre pietre.

Apoi pamantul transforma semintele in fluturi, in fete,
dupa voia lui, si nu stii niciodata

ce infdtisare va rasari

de dupd paravanul de madtase

dinaintea aparitiei,

de sub valul tras cu grija pe sub coaja oului,

Parallel Texts
134

THE EARTH’S GAME

Black beings with wings of beryllium

flying in the storm shoulder to shoulder,

carrying heavy urns of grain,

try to unload themselves of poetry,

anxious, scrutinizing from afar

the large earth flashing patiently,

waiting for the meanings

in order to transform, to amaze them.

Thrown up, the seeds are flying and they do not know
where to stop

and the earth bows down cunningly

and invites them to its secret alcoves

where only animals of the dark pass

and the roots of the thistles gently descend,

into a grave

like a golden walnut swimming among stones.

Then the earth turns the seeds into butterflies, into girls,
at its own will, and you never know

what shape will rise

from behind the silk screen

before the apparition,

from under the veil pulled carefully under the egg shell,
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unde alegerea se face in taind si ras. where the choice is made in secret and amid laughter.
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DE PE UN FURNICAR DE SORI

E neapdrat nevoie, spun fiintele mici, iubitele,
pe brate cu lesuri inviind incet,

e neaparat nevoie de-o fiinta

care sd se rosteasca-n vartejul durerii,

in suava zvarcolire, fara a-si cunoaste

mireasma de magnolie, apucatd pe cdile aerului.

De-un veac in suferin’,cé, ea totusi

nu se poate plictisi si daruie cu gest de patriarh
un suflu stravechi, pe datd devenit bulb hranitor.
Ra&nitd-ntruna, tot nu admite durerosul,

se bucura chiar si cu deznddejdea-n sine,

baliza orbitoare peste oceanul paralizat, de sange,

spun fiintele mici si umplu puhoi zarea-n apus
de fapturi abia ndscute (nimic mai usor)

si seara, de la sine, se face dimineatd,

iar de pe-un furnicar de sori

se dezlipeste masca.

Parallel Texts
136

FROM AN ANTEATER OF SUNS

It is absolutely necessary, the dear little beings say,
holding corpses slowly reviving in their arms,

it is absolutely necessary to have a being

that utters itself in the vortex of pain,

in a delicate squirm, and does not know

its scent of magnolia, borne onto the air ways.

For a century in pain, this being still

cannot get bored and gives, with a patriarchal gesture,
an ancient breath growing into a nourishing bulb.
Continuously hurt, it still does not accept pain;

it rejoices even when despairing in itself —

a blinding beacon over the paralyzed ocean of blood,

the little beings say, and fill the horizon at sunset,

in torrents of creatures recently born (nothing easier)
and the evening, of itself, becomes morning,

while from an anteater of suns

the mask comes off.
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UITARE CE DARUIE MEMORIA

Fiintele mici, cu fruntea incd jilava de roua

jocului si chipul rotunjit de caldurd, sub timp vindecat,
ard si pregdtesc ogoarele, inscdunarea pacii.

Tragice figurine cazute cu fata-n jos, mereu

si In nestire intrupate de-un gand obscur, perseverent,
din stravechime, isi desfoaie trupul gelatinos

din pamant, inalta fruntea, simtindu-se numite.

Iar somnul lor e-ntretdiat de ploaie calda si de-o uitare
ce daruie Memoria. Fiintele mici inving

prin razboiul blandetii, fundeaza domeniile inimii,
lumina se-avantd in noapte, spre-a nu se mai uita-ndarat.
In jurul focului, ele apar din mranitd — vesmantul
strans impletit din frunze, ca din zale, fosneste
patriarhal — si canta: ,fiorul din miezul semintei

l-am atins, e-acelasi, oricate recolte urmeaza,

tot altele, aici nu se cunoaste moartea si fructul

nu se pierde, totusi, atatea primejdii mai pasc,

chiar cantecul le-asmute, fara voie — unde e frumusete
e si-amenintare. O gurd de abur sta sa ne-nghita”.

Parallel Texts
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OBLIVION WHICH OFFERS MEMORY

The little beings, with their foreheads still damp with the dew
of playing and their faces rounded by heat, under healed time,
are ploughing and preparing the fields, the enthronement of peace.
Tragic figurines, fallen face-down, constantly

and unconsciously embodied from an obscure thought, persistent,
from ancient times, are unwrapping their gelatinous bodies

from the earth, raising their foreheads, feeling named.

And their sleep is being interrupted by warm rain and oblivion
which offers Memory. The little beings are victorious

through the war of tenderness, and found the realms of the heart;
light soars off into the night, in order not to look back again.
Around the fire, they appear from dead leaves — the garment
tightly woven from leaves, as if from chain-mail, rustles

in a patriarchal way — and sing ‘the thrill from the seed kernel
we have touched, is the same, no matter how many crops follow,
always different; death is unknown here and fruit

is not lost, though, however, many dangers lurk:

even the song urges them on, without intention — where there is
beauty,

there is also threat. A breath of steam is about to swallow us.”
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CURAJUL COPILARIEI

»Pune acestea in rand cu cele aflate in copilarie”,

vei auzi printre solzii visului

si te vei dezmorti,

greoi, da, ti se spune adevarul,

chiar cand nu mai credeai sa-1 auzi

si, aproape mercenar, te inchinai supus

Crede ca se continud copildaria — cum sa existe victorie

in numele trupului de litere al unei carti ? El s-ar topi in noapte,

in timp ce fiintele mici zboara

mult inainte, singure, odihnind intr-o distantd regeasca,
mari si aprinse, nici nu trec prin alti pasi,

nici nu lasa urme, iar literele nu le pot ajunge

decat cu o frunte de spumd, cu un par de vant,

ce dezvelesc animalul negricios aflat dedesubt,

in fugd, mereu mai piezis, mai in adanc,

trdznet afundat inapoi, in palnia noptii,

in refuzul fertil de pamant inflorit.

139

CHILDHOOD COURAGE

‘Put these things in line with those found out in childhood,’
you'll hear among the scales of dream

and you will stretch yourself,

heavily, yes — you are being told the truth,

when you thought you would no longer hear it

and, almost a mercenary, you had prostrated yourself humbly.
Believe that childhood continues — how should victory exist
in the name of a book’s body of letters? It would melt into the
night,

while little beings fly

far ahead, alone, resting at a royal distance,

big and bright, not going through other steps,

leaving no traces, and letters cannot reach them

except with a foam forehead, with a wind hair,

which uncover the blackish animal beneath,

in a hurry, always more obliquely, more deeply,

a bolt of lightning plunged back into the funnel of the night,
in the fertile refusal of blooming ground.
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REGALITATE

Departe de cei care judecd,

fiinte marunte, aproape stravezii,
asculta neincordat adevarul

scurs prin preajma in suluri de ap4,
acolo unde, la un semn,

sarcasticul cerber se-afunda-n
bulboand, dar totusi vegheaza
(buclele lui incalzesc unda).

La raza unui astru-n asteptare,

pe fundul marii, aceeasi bucurie

in tristete ca si in osteneald

ori extaz. Cuvintele apar incet,
regeste, domnesc fara a-si sti puterea
(se cred, pesemne, doar

delfini exuberanti).

ROYALTY

Far from those who judge,

little beings, almost transparent,
listen, without strain, to the truth
tflooding the surroundings in rolls of water,
where, at a sign,

Cerberus, sarcastic, sinks

in the whirlpool, but he still watches
(his mane warming the wave).

In the ray of a star which waits

on the bottom of the sea, the same joy
in sadness as in fatigue

or ecstasy. Words come up slowly,

royally; they reign without knowing their power

(they probably consider themselves only
exuberant dolphins).
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CEL IVIT NOAPTEA THE ONE WHICH APPEARED AT NIGHT
Pe strdzi iubitoare, ce mangaie pasii On loving streets, which caress the steps
cu un pavaj al linistii, colinda armatele with a pavement of peace, the faithful armies
credincioase ale celui ivit noaptea. of the one which appeared at night are wandering,.
In amintirea lui se scurg ziua bogata, de nepatruns, In memory of him, the rich, unfathomable day
si punti de miere se-ntind intre case. is passing and honey bridges are stretching between houses.
E dus pe nestiute in fiacrul unei flori inchise. He is secretly taken into the chariot of a closed flower.
Cand soarele arde varos, legile par disparute, When the sun burns white, the laws seem to have disappeared,
iar tancii joacd fotbal cu tigve de strabuni, and brats play football with ancestors’ skulls,
atat de usor l-ai putea trada, niciun legamant you could betray him so easily, no longer can any covenant
nu se mai vede. Dar fiinte mici salta capul be seen. But little beings pop up their heads
din tacere si verdeatd, ambasadori ai tarii from out of silence and greenery, ambassadors of
necunoscute, familiare, unde poporul nostru, the unknown, familiar country where our whole people
intreg, ne-asteapta rabdator. is waiting for us patiently.
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LANTUL IUBIRII THE CHAIN OF LOVE
Se perinda zilele, mici gnomi umili The days pass by, small humble gnomes
din vistieria unui despot negru. from the treasury of a black despot.
In grota flutur4 lesios aburul comorii, In the cavern, the treasure’s vapour is fluttering lazily,
coloanele risipite ale unui templu and the scattered columns of a temple
incd neinaltat cantd singure not yet raised are singing alone
in mijlocul zgurii. Insa fapturi marunte amidst the ashes. But little beings
sosesc intruna, sfios, tenace, pasii are constantly arriving, shy and tenacious; their steps
li se poticnesc in pietrisul zdrobit are caught in the gravel crushed
cu grija dinainte. Mainile lor infime, carefully beforehand. Their tiny, trembling
tremurdtoare, ascund in palme tatuajul hands are hiding, in their palms,
unor ghioc, amuletele lor sunt carti a tattoo of a seashell; their amulets are books
primejduite din pricina frumusetii, endangered by reason of beauty;
blazonul lor e-un simplu gand zgariat their emblem is a mere thought scratched
pe frunze: ,Lantul iubirii nu se va-ntrerupe”. on leaves: “The chain of love will not be interrupted.’
Cu fata-n jos, sub dale, creste-n somnuri Face-down, under slabs, the temple grows
templul. Frontonul urias se va roti in sleep. The huge facade will rotate
deodatd, sclipitor, va spulbera cenusile suddenly, brilliantly, will sweep the ashes
in arabescul unor roze inflorite. into an arabesque of roses in bloom.
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SA SCHIMBAM LUMEA

Motto: Freud istorisea cum, dupd o operatie urmata de o
puternicd hemoragie, a fost salvat de la moarte de un pitic cretin,
unicul sau coleg de salon, care a dat fuga sa anunte doctorul.

Dorim atat de mult sd schimbam lumea.

Mai bine-am strange iarba pentru iepuri, in scuarul acesta ridicat
pe locul

Unde-a fost candva o mlastina.

in jur avem tot ce ne trebuie: o brutdrie, izvorul, un altar inchinat
Mamei.

Poate ca primejdioasele brauri ale strazii mentale

infasoard supus ograda plina de oratanii,

si ele ciugulesc graunte-parfumuri aruncate de-adevaratii
gospodari, de piticii cretini din inima casei.

Inconstientii  comedianti, prin simpla lor prezents,
inmiresmeaza aerul si sunt strapani de taind-ai lumii,

iar pe de laturi sadukei copiazad intrdrile in scena,

strang de pe jos faramele de mituri uitate generos

pe campuri, pe pubele, pe-acoperisuri, de zei activi in ceruri.
Adesea, pe-un autobuz, ingeri sug acadele, pana la bat,

si pleacd, muti, fdrd sa dea autografe. Criticati

pentru hdinuta lor scrobitd, pentru ciorapii carpiti,

TO CHANGE THE WORLD

Motto: Freud recounts how, after a surgery followed by copious
bleeding, he was saved from death by a person of restricted
growth and mentally underdeveloped, his only room-mate,
who ran to warn the doctor.

We want so much to change the world.

We had better gather grass for rabbits, in this square built on
the site

where there was once a swamp.

We have everything we need around us: a bakery, the spring,
an altar dedicated to the Mother.

Perhaps the dangerous scarves of the mental street

humbly surround the yard full of poultry,

and they peck perfume-grains thrown by the real householders,
by the cretinous dwarfs from the heart of the house.

The unconscious comedians, by their mere presence, give a
scent to the air and are secret masters of the world,

and on the sides the Sadducees copy out the entries onto the
stage;

they gather from the ground bits of myths generously forgotten
over the fields, in the bins, on the roofs, by gods active in the
heavens.
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ori fiindcé rosesc la auzul cuvintelor de rusine.

Dar noi nu strangem iarba din scuarul acesta atat de pur,
ci alergdm spre orice ni se pare Lumea noua

si ne trezim langa aceiasi comeseni,

la cheful de unde-am disparut demult,

in toiul ciocnirii unor cupe de argint,

cand pesti sdreau in jur. Suntem adusi sa-1 ispravim,

sd ne urmam sporovdiala-ntretdiata de fulgi scanteietori,
de-asprimea unui aer adiind a jnepeni,

sd ne turndm in cupe unul altuia un vin

ce-nseamna stiinta si descoperire.

Degeaba-am tot gonit, sub tdlpi purtdm mereu covorul
de fiinte mici invaluind pamantul.

Parallel Texts
145

Often, on a bus, angels suck lollipops, down to the stick,

and silently leave without giving autographs. Criticized

for their starched coats, for their patched stockings,

or because they blush to hear words of shame.

However, we do not gather the grass from this square, which is
so pure,

but run towards anything we believe is the New World

and we wake up next to the same table companions,

at the party from which we disappeared long ago,

in the midst of clinking silver cups,

while fish were leaping around us. We are brought here to
finish it,

to continue our chatter interrupted by sparkling flakes,

by the harshness of a juniper breeze,

to pour into each other’s cups a wine

which means knowledge and discovery.

We’ve been racing along in vain — we always carry under our
feet

the carpet of little beings which envelops the earth.
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CONCERT DE SEARA

Si acum vom vorbi despre contaminadri

si transmiteri, despre amanarea crimei

pand la transmutarea ei in belsug,

despre tot ce uitd de sine si

se indeparteaza de margini,

devenind TOAMNA,

spuse supravietuitoarea, regina

lui octombrie, in Aula Magna

a Universitatii Fluide, si citi

mai departe, pana ce vocea-i pdru pierduta.
Clipocea in ritm fratern bulboana verde-a
labirintului, in mijlocul oddii, dar insi micuti,
puzderie (elfi? bursucei?), ii sorbeau cu nesat vorbele,
se facea demonstratia unor suave echilibre

in cuve si mojare, si-a mentd razbatea de foarte jos
suflul destins al Minotaurului, care se bucura

cd, fara sa fi fost ucis si nici macar atins,

participa si el, prin zid, la muzica divina.

Parallel Texts
146

EVENING CONCERT

And now we are going to talk about contaminations

and contagions, about the postponement of the crime

until its transmutation into abundance,

about everything forgetting itself and

drawing away from the edges,

to become AUTUMN,

the survivor said, the queen

of October, in the Aula Magna

of the Fluid University — and read

on — until her voice seemed lost.

The green whirlpool of the labyrinth was rippling

fraternally, in the middle of the room, but tiny fellows,

a myriad of them (elves? little badgers?), were avidly listening to her
words;

the demonstration of a suave equilibrium was being made

in vats and pots, and from very low, like a breeze,

there came the mint breath of the Minotaur, who was enjoying the fact
that, without being killed or even touched,

he was also participating, through the wall, in the divine music.
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CASA

E locul unde fiara se-aruncd asupra ta,
oricand poate izbucni crima,

iar rozei crescute din oglinzi sparte

ii e cenusa carnea.

Totusi, cel bland locuieste in voie
induntru, fard sa-1 tulbure
pdienjenisul tevilor tristetii,

are aldturi provizii pentru toatd viata,
»Ar trebui sd porti si nume de mar”,

il tachineazd, pentru lacomie,

fiinte mici, din umbrd, cantand

la mandoline. Dezleagd impreuna seara
cate-un rebus, schiteaza labirinturi.

Simona-Grazia Dima
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Parallel Texts
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THE HOUSE

It is the place where the beast is throwing itself on you,
murder can burst out any time,

and the rose grown from broken mirrors

has ashes as its flesh.

However, the mild one lives freely

inside, without being troubled

by the gossamer of the pipes of sadness;

he has with him supplies for his whole life;

“You should also be called an apple’,

the little beings tease him, because of his greed,
from the shadows, playing

the mandolin. They solve crosswords every evening,
together; they sketch mazes.

Nici gand sd se destrame aurul matasii nevazute, The gold of the unseen silk will not unweave,

petrecerea, aromele, la cate-un semn
intampldtor de anarhie: cand urcs,
de pildd, un raset, din citadela
rdsturnatd, ori cand tasneste,

din maruntaiele timpului, un strigat.

nor will the party, nor the flavours, at one chance sign
of anarchy: when a laugh, for example, rises

from the overturned

citadel, or when a cry

springs from the bowels of time.
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DRUM FARA PRAF

Printre nechezaturi de cai

si pufnetul maimutelor,

printre-nteleptii imbaiati in iazuri

si robele lor zdrentuite, extatice,

lasate-n iarbd, printre cdini purecosi,
fiintele mici se strecoard cotit, in spirala.
N-au nume, poate, dar impreund-s chipul
cuiva care priveste, de milenii, fix,

iar cdile privirii sunt de neintors,

cum se indeasa lintita pe ape, implacabil.
Alunecd, mdruntele, pe drumul fard praf,
esarfd de paiete

fluturata-n clinchet.

Parallel Texts
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ROAD WITHOUT DUST

Among neighings of horses

and the sniffing of monkeys,

among sages bathing in ponds

and their tattered, ecstatic robes

left in the grass, among flea-ridden dogs,

the little beings are meandering, in a spiral.

They have no names, perhaps, but together they are the face
of someone who has been staring, for millennia,

and the ways of their eyes are unchangeable,

just as duckweed thickens on water, implacably.

They are sliding, the little ones, on the road with no dust,
a scarf of sequins

fluttering and jingling.
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Hele
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Copil fard umbrar

plutind pe-o mare de arsiti.

Abia cand te-ataca

valul de vapaie

cazi in ceea ce ai visat:

in ape moi si clare,

netede, cu umbre de coral,

in dantele de purpura si de somn,
respiri, in sfarsit, in intuneric

si tihnd, intre epavele-seminte
incoltind sub mangaierea

fiintelor mici. $i iar te matura

talazul secetei: devii nebun

si oropsit, dar te ridici incet

pe pietre limpezi, printre sargase

si tropot perfid, iar coltii

incendiari ce ti se preling pe trup

iti tes armurd-ntruna. Cand este gata
solzul ultim, numai o datd mai privesti
in spate — marea ucigasa te-a ocrotit,
ti-a daruit racoare.
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Parallel Texts
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CHILD WITHOUT SHADE

Child without shade

floating on a sea of heat.

Only when you are attacked

by the fiery wave

you fall into what you have dreamed of:
into soft, clear, smooth water,

with coral shadows,

in lace of purple and of sleep;

you are finally breathing in darkness
and rest, between the seedlike wrecks
sprouting under the caresses of

the little beings. And again you are swept
by the surge of drought: you become crazy
and dejected, but you get up slowly
onto clear stones, amidst sargassa

and perfidious scurrying, and the fiery
fangs that trickle down your body
continuously weave your armour.
When the last scale is ready,

you look back one more time

— the murderous sea has protected you,
has given you coolness.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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

Parallel Texts
151

PASI DE FURNICI ANTS’ STEPS
Un ropot vatuit si implacabil: A padded and implacable clatter:
convoaie de furnici convoys of ants
spre inima adevarului, marching to the heart of truth,
tdind milenii fara sunet — cutting through soundless millennia —
cupe de prafuri plumburii — cups of leaden dust —
prin oarbe-avalanse, through blind avalanches,
prin dune-ncolédcite pe grumazul oazei. through dunes curled around the neck of the oasis.
Apoi, o pauzd, Then — a pause,
cat fosnetul de frunza. for as long as the rustle of a leaf.
Si iar, acele armii de furnici, Again, those armies of ants,
infatigabile, in drumul spre focar. indefatigable, on their way to the focal point.
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CAILE BEATITUDINII ROUTES OF BLISS
Cand pasu-nfundat in podmol When the foot sunk in mud
incepe sd raspundd unui dragon de aur subteran begins to respond to a subterranean golden dragon
si trupului nu-i pasd ca-i var in stingere, and the body does not care that it is lime dissolving in water,
ne-apari, mamad a cuvintelor, umpli cerul, you appear, mother of words; you fill the sky,
uriasd, mdreatd, ocean arzdtor si lucios, huge, great, a burning and shining ocean;
gravezi cdile beatitudinii, meandre de pasari you engrave the ways of bliss, the meanderings of birds
cu halci in plisc, numai tu poti inghiti with chunks in their beaks; only you can swallow
haite de lupi cu inimi de sticla, packs of wolves with hearts of glass,
ce tropotesc fard preget, de nimic istoviti. which are tramping ceaselessly, not tired by anything.
Daca te zarim, mai avem viatd, mai putem topi If we catch a glimpse of you, we still have life in us; we can still
gheata mohoréatd a visului. melt
Din muschii de padure — the bleak ice of the dream.
armura in care stdm inveliti, fiinte mici, From the forest moss —
junghere bine tdinuite, trimitem vapdi incete the armour in which we are wrapped, little beings,
gandindu-te gandindu-te well-hidden daggers, we are sending out slow flames,
iti auzim plansul thinking of you, thinking of you;
venim we hear your cry
am auzit plansul we are coming
s-ar putea spune deci we have heard the cry,
c-am si sosit la tine. so it could be said

that we have already reached you.
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EXAMENUL

Mica fiintd este adusa in fata examinatorului.

Ca la un semn, lumea prinde sd se roteasca

in jurul blandetii ei somptuoase, al rasului ei,

care aprinde o trend de scantei intre cer si pamant.

Preceptorul se-apropie din ce in ce, dar nu reuseste

sd examineze. De uimire, aproape uitd sd vorbeasca.

Ciudatul scolar il cerceteaza amanuntit in tdcere,
mainile-ncep sd-i sclipeascd. Nimic nu-i lipseste
din cunostinte, toate se aud simultan, galgaind
amenintdtor, in sunete joase de furtuna ori in
zvonuri subtirele de greieri. Cele invatate apar
aievea: coline cu petale concrescute armonic,

incat educatorul, nducit, se clatind de-atata
virtuozitate si se aseazd, mortificat, pe-o lavita

de nori Fractus, unde mai simte doar o valtoare
toarsa-n jurul capului, menghina circulard,

de netrecut. In timp ce mica fiinta isi arata stiinta
de parca ar dansa pe varfuri, ii pune nota maximg,
desi i se pare cd a atins de mult erezia prin
desdvarsire si astfel, pe deplin impldtosata, ii scapa,
spre a ramane in necredinta ei. Da, verificarile
acestui buclucas elev au fost in fiecare an spectacole

Parallel Texts

153

THE EXAM

The little being is brought before the examiner.

As if at a sign, the world starts spinning

around its sumptuous tenderness, around its laughter
which ignites a train of sparks between heaven and earth.
The preceptor gets closer and closer but he doesn’t manage
to examine. In amazement, he almost forgets to talk.

The strange pupil scrutinizes him in detail, silently;

its hands begin to shine. Nothing is missing

from its knowledge; everything is heard simultaneously, gurgling

threateningly, in low storm sounds or in

fragile crickets’s calls. The things learnt appear

as real — hills with harmonically growing petals —

so the educator, bewildered, is staggered by so much
virtuosity and sits down, mortified, on a bench

of fractus clouds, where he feels only a whirlpool,

swirling around his head, a circular and insurmountable
thumbscrew. While the little being is showing its knowledge
as if dancing on its tiptoes, he gives it the maximum grade,
although he believes it has long ago reached heresy by
perfection, and thus, fully shielded, it escapes,

to remain in its unbelief. Yes, the tests of this

troublesome student have been, each year, unforgettable
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Parallel Texts
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de neuitat. Dar ce rost vor fi avut ele pentru shows. But what was the point of them for this
aceastd faptura devenita vartej, care sculpteaza being which has become a vortex, which carves
si soarbe tot ce atinge, hanger calit si intunecat, and sucks up everything it touches, a hardened and dark dagger,
de o strdlucire nespusa, pe fondul fulgerelor of an untold brilliance against pallid, grey
cenusii-spectrale? Lovit, pedagogul se retrage lightning? Struck, the pedagogue retires
pentru multe veacuri in somn, cu fibrele-n freamiit. for many centuries into sleep, his fibres thrilling.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Simona-Grazia Dima

Armata fiintelor mici. The Army of Little Beings

BARDUL DIN ABSTRUS

Poetul oficial din orasul Abstrus,

cu bratele doldora de targuieli

si prinoase, cu chipul buhait

de vinul protocolului,

cu ochii bulbucati, busole anxioase
tatondnd etern vdgduna — castelul

din care-s asteptati, cu aripi

de lilieci, mortuare, cu aripi de heruvimi,
criticii, bardul, chiar el, cu gandul

la beciul ticsit de gogonele, la boluri

de dulceatd deasd, obligatorie, pusa

din vreme, cu fricd, de femeia biciuitd

a lacomei familii, urca atletic marmuri
spre-un loc care-1 vrdjea, unde spera

sd mai castige incd, si nu stia:

acolo-si avea sediul

Academia fiintelor mici,

altete de Noremaion, si un puhoi oceanic
avea sd-1 mature in jos pe trepte.

Parallel Texts
155

THE BARD FROM THE CITY ABSTRUSE

The official poet of the city Abstruse,

with his arms crammed with bargains

and offerings, with his face swollen

by the wine served at the protocol,

with his eyes bulging, anxious compasses
eternally tapping the cave — the castle

from which the critics are awaited

with mortuary bats” wings, with cherub wings —
the bard himself, thinking

of the cellar crammed with pickles, thinking of the bowls
of thick, obligatory jam, made

beforehand, with fear, by the greedy family’s
whipped woman, was climbing the marble steps
towards an enchanting place where he hoped

to win again, but did not know:

there was the headquarters of

the Academy of the Little Beings,

the highnesses of Noremaion, and an oceanic flood
would sweep him down the stairs.
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UN CEAI CHINEZESC

Cu clinchet de bani, cddeau vorbe.

Noi, fiinte mici, priveam din castelul

nostru de martipan (Ce-i de ras? daca

suntem razboinici vestiti, nu putem sta

intr-o locuintd hazlie?), dam la o parte,

cu gest infinitezimal, perdeluta azurie

si vedeam: alte aniversiri, de asta data

»pentru flori ce-au atins fruntea curajoasa

a mijlocului, carunta cautatura de vultur”
(spunea, in toast, Bardul). Vai, nu ne pldceau
florile in apogeu! Iubeam doar mugurii!

Se vorbea ca la un banchet, la o victorie

sau ca la teatru, péné si-un ornament ascetic,
purtat de-un oaspete mai visator, fu rapit fara mila
si ardtat fatis, ca un evantai util, manuit
ostentativ si diplomatic. Noroc ca petrecerea asta
se dddea inspre zare. Am deschis deci prudent
usita noastra scartaitoare si-am pornit cdtinel
spre gradind, sd luam un ceai chinezesc.

Parallel Texts
156

A CHINESE TEA

Like the clinking of coins, words were falling.

We, the little beings, were looking from our marzipan
castle (what's so funny? — if

we are famous warriors, can we not

live in a funny house?), we were drawing aside,

with an infinitesimal gesture, the azure curtain

and we saw: other anniversaries, this time

‘for the flowers which touched the bold forehead

of the middle, the grey glare of the eagle’

(the Bard was saying, in a speech). Oh, we did not like
flowers in bloom! We loved buds only!

They spoke as at a banquet, at a victory

or at a theatre; even an ascetic ornament,

worn by one dreamier guest, was stolen mercilessly
and shown openly, like a useful fan, handled
ostentatiously and diplomatically. Luckily this party
took place in the distance. Therefore, cautiously,

we opened our creaking door and we started slowly
towards the garden, to take a Chinese tea.
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REVELATIA

Pare ca nu stie mult

(o fiinta mica? aborigen? maestru?),
dar iti va spune totul.

Vrdjit, vei asculta: nimicuri,

concetti, planuri de musuroaie, de imperii,
convoaie opulente de cuvinte,

sub cupole de nori Lenticularis,

apoi se porneste un vant,

el se ridica, schiteazad un salut

si pleacd. Lasd in urma o mireasma

de paine coaptd-n test, ori de zambile,
de musturi proaspete. Uimit, esti sigur:
adevdrul s-a revelat.

THE REVELATION

It seems he does not know much

(a little being? a native? a master?)

but he will tell you everything.
Enchanted, you will listen: trifles,
concetti, plans of anthills, of empires,
opulent convoys of words,

under domes of lenticularis clouds;
then the wind starts blowing —

he rises, traces a greeting in the air

and goes. He leaves behind a fragrance
of bread baked in a clay pot, or of hyacinths,
or of fresh juices. Amazed, you are sure:
the truth has been revealed.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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

Parallel Texts
158

INVOIRE PERMISSION

Cei ce n-au venit sd fie cu tot dinadinsul Those who have not come to be by all means

,sinceri” si sa declame ,,adevarul”,
ci sd asculte adevaruri, cei sositi
nu sd vorbeascd, ci sd participe,

cu fata niciodata alba, ci stropita
de unde cosmice in serpuire,
copiii, bastinasii, fiintele mici

si ceilalti necunoscdtori de numere,
care, cu nepdsdtoare piosenie, ies
ironic din trupuri jubilante,
lasandu-le la mal de ape,

si nu-si clameaza-nvatatura,

nici jindul de a sti,

ei toti nu uitd

sd ceard-ngaduintd de la cer
pentru a mangaia pamantul.

‘sincere” and proclaim ‘the truth’,

but to hear truths, those who have arrived
not to talk, but to participate,

their faces never white but sprinkled
with winding cosmic waves,

the children, the natives, the little beings
and all the others, ignorant of numbers,
who, with careless piety, are going out
ironically from their jubilant bodies,
leaving them on the shores of waters,
and they do not proclaim their learning,
or their longing to learn;

they will never forget

to ask permission from heaven

to caress the earth.
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SOLI DIN NOREMAION

Fapturi ratdcite din cerescul oras Noremaion
salveaza pe nestiute, de la combustia instantanee,
orasul de jos, Abstrusul de iasca: tanci radiosi, ocupati
cu intreprinderi de farmacie, femei ramase-n

spatiul interior, aproape neizbucnite-n forme,

spre a hrani pe indelete imperii nevazute,

printi ai blandetii lucrurilor, ce nu pasesc afara

decat spre-a darui nobletea veritabild, iar nu
pretiozitatea, fiintele mici, maestrii, luminite
prezente-n scuaruri, cofetdrii, in interstitiile

inverzite dintre pietre, glumetul Oarecine, calduza
de copii, hanseaticii, o clipa dezveliti din nori,
impenetrabili in vehicule ceresti, ostirile secrete

de caligrafi, copisti, de pictori, tipografi, gravori

si astronomi care sondeaza cerul viforos prieteneste,
relaxati, ca pe-o retetd de placintd, restauratorii

de tablouri, vasali ai unei munci divine — cand apar
falii incandescente in zidurile centrale din Abstrus,
cineva cu chei stravezii la brau restaureaza necurmat
un tablou, iar pe hartie irizatd sunt desenate-n tihng,
familiar, ca intr-un tort de friscd, primejdiile ceresti,
spre a sluji de-avertisment inaripatilor ce vor caldtori

Parallel Texts
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MESSENGERS FROM NOREMAION

Creatures from the heavenly city of Noremaion,

lost here, in the lower city,

are saving this Abstruse of tinder, unknowingly,

from spontaneous combustion: joyful children, busy

with pharmaceutical undertakings, women left

in their inner space, not quite breaking out into their forms,

in order, slowly, to feed the invisible empires,

princes of the gentleness of things, who do not walk out

except to offer true nobility, not

preciousness, the little beings, the masters, little lights

present in squares and confectioneries, in the greening gaps
between stones, the joking Everyman, a guide

for children, the Hanseatics, uncovered from the clouds for a moment,
impenetrable in heavenly vehicles, the secret armies

of calligraphers, copyists, of painters, printers, engravers

and astronomers, who are scrutinizing the stormy sky in a friendly way,
relaxed, as in a pie recipe, the restorers

of paintings, vassals of a divine work — when incandescent fissures
appear in the central walls of Abstruse,

somebody with transparent keys on his belt continually restores

a painting, and the heavenly dangers are secretly drawn in peace
on iridescent paper, familiarly, as in a cream cake,
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curand, iar un om aparent dizarmonic, prea gras, to serve as a warning for the winged ones, who will travel
invarte soon, and a seemingly disharmonic man, too fat, is gently turning
suav rotite de cristal in iatacul marilor mecanisme, crystal wheels in the bed chamber of large mechanisms,
carturari extatici ai stiintei adancite-n sine, ai elixirului ecstatic scholars of a self-aware science, of the elixir
iubirii, nu mai vorbesc, doar susurd, ca sub pasaje of love, are no longer talking; they are just warbling, as through
tiranice, oppressive
sub cuburi de granit, in lunecos claustru, pamantul sd&  passages,
isi under cubes of granite, in slippery seclusion, so the earth
poatd regdsi racoarea si sda-nfloreasca deodata can find its coolness and suddenly blossom
cu toti cei de deasupra. together with everyone above.
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LACUL

Si-mi veti arata lacul, insondabil, rece.

In negrul lui se-ajunge

pe scdri in spirald, in adancuri, ca-ntr-un put

(jos nu mai e om, nu mai e inger s-astepte).
Incercati s& ma duceti cu vorba, sd nu cobor.

Iar eu stau pe mal si rad in hohote,
pregdtindu-ma, orice ar fi, sd intru.

Pdsesc pe treapta ancestrala. fmi apare

de indatd-n brate micul zeu auriu,

nesimtitor la ezitdri si ceturi.

El nu ia in seamd neaparat prezentul, ci radacina
suverand. Insd alege cu ochii,

spre a-si ddrui iubirea, la tot ce este, fara pdrtinire.
Si cate n-ar putea fi! Ceea ce se intdmpld

e o toand sezonierd trecand incet prin

fiecare om, o plasd intretdiata de sclipiri.

Dar ceea ce existd intr-adevadr std ca un prunc auriu,
gangurind, aproape nemiscat, in bratele noastre.

THE LAKE

And you will show me the lake, unfathomable, cold.

In its blackness one can reach

on spiral stairs, into the depths, as if into a well

(below there is neither man, nor angel waiting).

You are trying to take me in, so that I do not descend.
And I sit on the shore laughing out loud,

preparing myself to go in, no matter what.

I walk on the ancestral step. Immediately,

the small golden god appears in my arms,

insensitive to hesitations and mists.

He does not necessarily consider the present, but the sovereign
root. However, he chooses with his eyes,

in order to give his love to everything that is, without bias.
And so much more could be! What happens

is a seasonal whim going slowly

through every human, a mesh broken by flashes.

But what really exists lies like a golden infant,

babbling, almost motionless, in our arms.
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ARMURA DE LACRIMI THE ARMOUR OF TEARS
Ce se zdreste licarind in iarba? What can be seen glimmering in the grass?

Eroul, impermeabil in lacrimd,
asteptandu-si ora.

In cimasa ei plumburie,

mai apdratd e lacrima

decat tot aurul lumii.

Armate de copii il inconjoara
pe cel tdcut, care indeplineste
ritualul suferintei,

in bobul sdu de lichid metalic.

The hero, tearproof,

waiting for his time.

In its leaden shirt,

the tear is better protected
than all the gold of the world.
Armies of children surround
the quiet one, who performs
the ritual of suffering,

in his drop of metallic liquid.
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DUPA BAL

»Nu stiu ce s-a intdamplat cu salonul acela

din care au disparut doamnele in rochii de
culoarea oglinzii”, spune micul paznic al castelului.
,Din el, de trei zile de cand il pdzesc fard preget,
ies fulgere si panze de fum. Sunt semne

cd purcede o mare mlastind, dinspre

salonul englez se aude deja tdnguirea gastei
sdlbatice. Si cred cd regina balului a devenit

o simpla hieroglifa alba, schitatad in joaca

de un intelept ce savura simbolul lebedei,

si strdlucirea ei abstractd imbrdtiseaza de sus,
protector, domeniul, nimicindu-1 totodata

prin zborul acesta imperceptibil. Nu mai stiu

cat a trecut de la finele balului, imi amintesc
doar de domnii cu méini inclestate pe lornioane
de argint, de femeile ce-si ridicau prea zelos
coltul rochiei, in dans, mulate pe cadentele
sociale. Dansatorii umpleau constiincios

aerul saturat de uleiuri care ldsau pe maini
presimtirea solzilor ineluctabili. Sala de petreceri
era, da, prea incinsd, prea zdavoratd de gesturi neclare
(ocheade acvatice, vorbe cu jumatdti de viata,

Parallel Texts
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AFTER THE BALL

‘I do not know what has happened to that drawing room

from which the ladies in mirror-coloured dresses

have disappeared’, says the little guardian of the castle.
‘Lightning and webs of smoke have come out from the castle,
in the last three days, while I have been guarding it ceaselessly.
There are signs that a great swamp is forming;

from the English drawing room the lamenting of the wild goose
can already be heard. And I think the queen of the ball has become
a simple white hieroglyph, sketched playfully

by a wise man, who was enjoying the symbol of the swan;

and her abstract glow embraces the area

from above, protectively, also destroying it

with its imperceptible flight. I no longer know

how long it has been since the end of the ball, I only remember
gentlemen with hands clenched on silver monocles and
women who raised the hems of their dresses,

too zealously, dancing, moulded by social

cadences. Conscientiously, the dancers filled

the air saturated with oils that left on their hands

the unavoidable feeling of scales. The party room

was, yes, too hot, too closed in by unclear gestures

(aquatic glances, words half alive,
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spice neculese de pe miristi fatidice). Am cautat
un prilej sa ies la aer curat, iar acum stiu:

al nostru va ramane locul, petrecaretii au plecat,
vremea i-a dezlanat, le-a desfacut preaincordatele
legdturi — ah, geana aceea trandafirie de lumind,
vestind bogatie de ape si pesti — al nostru va fi locul”,
repetd micul paznic si-1 ridicd de ceafd, dintr-un
cos de nuiele artistic impletit, pe fratele lui,
animalul ceresc, care nu se lasa usor infatisat
audientei, ci doar intr-un tarziu consimte

sd-si dezveleasca ochii de viezure malitios,

incd tinandu-se strans cu gherutele de

marginea cosului, visand nepotolit,

pe locul petrecerii,

intinderi de ape si belsug de pesti.

165
ears of wheat unpicked from fatal fields). I looked

for an opportunity to go out into the fresh air and now I know:
the place will be ours, the party-goers have left;

time has loosened them, has unleashed their overstrained
links — oh, that rosy ray of light,

predicting wealth of water and fish — ours will be the place’,
repeats the small guardian picking up his brother

by the collar of his shirt, from an artistically woven basket —
a heavenly animal who does not easily let himself be seen

by the audience, but only later consents

to expose his malicious badger eyes,

still clutching the edge of the basket

with his little claws, while dreaming unabated,

in the place where the party was,

of expanses of water and plenty of fish.
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Mele
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TAINA INVATATURII MYSTERY OF LEARNING
In zadar isi face griji maestrul. In vain the master worries.
Fiintele mici sunt cele care indeplinesc The little beings are those that fulfil
taina invataturii. La picioarele lui — the mystery of learning. At his feet —
pana-n zare, un cAmp auriu: capetele lor a golden field stretching up to the horizon: their heads
adormite, dar cu mintea treaza. Ici-colo are sleeping while their minds are awake. Hither and thither
o aripioard, o zbenguire de elitre tari. a little wing, a frolic of hard wing-covers.
Intre pasdri feerice, pe stanci, Among magical birds, on the rocks,
ele sunt seva suflarii, they are the sap of breath;
ele ciupesc in vesnicie they strum, eternally,
corzile de tdcere ale intelepciunii. the silent strings of wisdom.
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PACE PEACE
Copilul, The child
mereu always
in haine de noapte, in night garments,
mereu always
sperand hoping
in odihna lumii. for the world’s rest.
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iN TRUNCHIUL CUVANTULUI

In cel mai tanar inel al copacului,

acolo unde creste viitorul, cu trosnet si scaparari
de scantei, stau fiintele mici,

martore la facerea cuvantului,

cu urechile astupate cu verdeata,

sd nu auda sirenele vorbelor,

larma vocilor ce nu cunosc decat legea urmaririi,
si se nasc obraznice si farad sperantd,

flori albicioase, repede maturate de ploi.

Dar cuvantul iese din seve

si scruteaza de pe creste campia,

dupa ce s-a umilit prin tacere

si s-a umplut de forta.

Prigonitorii adulmeca belsugul adierii

si, nemaistiind ca au hulit vreodata,

infulecd in graba speranta proaspat infrunzita.
Doar fiintele mici se tin de cuvant ca de parinti,
hranindu-l cu pamant si iubire.

Parallel Texts
169

IN THE TRUNK OF THE WORD

In the tree’s newest ring,

where the future grows, with creaking and flashes

of sparks, little beings live,

witnesses to the creation of the word,

their ears plugged with greenery,

in order not to hear the sirens of words,

the noise of voices that only know the law of pursuit,
and are born impudent and hopeless,

whitish flowers, quickly swept away by the rains.
But the word comes out of sap

and scrutinizes the plain from the ridge,

after it has humbled itself through silence

and has filled up with strength.

The persecutors sniff the abundance of the breeze
and, not knowing that they once blasphemed,

they rapidly devour the hope, which is freshly in leaf.
Only the little beings hold to the word as to parents,
feeding it with earth and love.

Ele urcd in barca lui greoaie, din trunchi de copac, They climb into its heavy boat, fashioned from a tree trunk,

care se lasd lent, silentios, pe ape. which slips silently onto the waters.
Si vad in jur, pe maluri, puzderiile devorate de foc And they look around, on the banks, at the multitudes consumed by

si zarva, nutrite din mostenirea cuvantului. fire and uproar, nurtured from the heritage of the word,
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nestiind ce madnancd, in uitarea a tot ce a fost. not knowing what they eat, forgetting everything that has been —
Fara sd le pese de privitorii ce la surprind desdntarea. =~ without caring about onlookers who surprise them in their
shamelessness.
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INTERVIUL

Batand din picior, exegetul il asteapta
pe faimosul poet. Se uita la ceas. Ce intarziere!
Daca-ntr-o ord nu termin interviul, se stricd

programul de dupa-amiaza. Sedinta pentru traduceri.

Echipa finlandeza. Nu intelege de ce i s-a spus
sd astepte in aceastd ulitd negustoreasca ticsita,
strabdtuta de sarete trase de magarusi. De ce

nu i s-a indicat, bundoard, casa maestrului

sau locul sdu de munca, distins, civilizat,

cu portari politicosi, cu figuri onorabile,

trecand ca-n transd, de mandria de a fi

colegi cu maestrul. Ar fi stat comod in fotoliu,

ar fi baut o cafelutd si un cocktail bine dozat

de secretare nurlii... Hmm! Acel impresar dubios
al poetului, un fel de starpitura vicleand
semdnand a iepure, cu ochii rosii, inflexibili,
fixand intalnirea in acest loc imposibil!

Cat praf aici, izbucnind de pe stivele de grane
puse-n miscare, vesnic ravasite. $Si ce nechezaturi
stridente si stranuturi de cai! Dar ce curioasa
aparitie, iesind pe usa magazinului cu articole
de menaj: un maldar de pachete, de butoaie enorme

Parallel Texts
171

THE INTERVIEW

Stamping his foot, the critic is waiting

for the famous poet. He looks at his watch. He is so late!

If I do not finish the interview in an hour, the afternoon
programme

is ruined. The meeting about translations.

The Finnish team. He does not understand why he was told
to wait in this crammed commercial street,

busy with donkey-carts. Why

wasn’t he directed to the master’s house, for instance,

or his place of work, a distinguished, civilized place,

with polite porters, with honourable faces,

passing as if in a trance, proud of being

colleagues of the master. He would have sat comfortably in
the armchair,

and would have drunk a cup of coffee and a cocktail, well-
made

by attractive secretaries... Hmm! That dubious agent

of the poet, some sort of cunning bastard

resembling a rabbit, with red, inflexible eyes,

setting the meeting in this impossible place!

So much dust here, rising from the piles of grain,

shifting, always scattered. And what strident neighing
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pentru murdturi, de tingiri, de boluri si galetuse,

nici nu se mai vede cine-1 poartd. Deodata trei

insi mici, cu mutrisoare de vulpi, isi scot chipiele

si salutd respectuos: Sdrumana, maestre! Raiman

o clipd in adoratie, apoi pleaca nesfarsit de lin,

i se pare cd zdreste trei codite rosii-argintii,
imponderabile, dansand in aer. Se ia dupa ei, intreaba:
Acela era marele poet? Sigur, nu stiati? E ziua lui

de aprovizionare, singura cand vine la oras. E

toamnd, ne grabim sd ne desdvarsim proviziile.

O cotesc dupad un colt, dispar. Pe exeget il trec fiorii.
Faptura incdrcata inainteaza. fi desluseste cipicii rosii,
calcand madiestru caldaramul cenusiu, spuzit de nisip.
il opreste. Rasare un capsor rotund, cu doud urechiuse
cenusii, imblanite. Vai, renumitul scriitor e un bursucel!
Rénit in suflet, dar resemnat, analistul ii propune

sd-1 insoteasca acasd, unde-l va intervieva, se subintelege.
(Nici nu mai indrdzneste sd mentioneze asta). Pufnind,
maestrul consimte si-i da sa care doua butoaie.

Drumul e lung, spune. Pornesc impreund. Eruditul nu
pridideste sa se tind dupa micul animal care fuge ca gandul,
pufdind furios. Sa scoatem intrebarile, cugeta.

Dar la nimic nu-i foloseste tot ce-a-nvatat, inutile

ii par acum tabelele cu algoritmii pregatiti din timp.

Isi muscid mereu limba si nu intrebe: cine v-a ficut

172

and snorting of horses! But what a curious

apparition, coming through the door of the grocery store:

a pile of packages, of huge casks

for pickles, a pile of frying pans, bowls and buckets —

you cannot even see who is carrying it all. Suddenly, three
little fellows, with foxy faces, take off their caps

and greet respectfully: Good day, master! They stand

in adoration for a moment, then leave infinitely quietly;

it seems to him he sees three red-silver tails — imponderable,
dancing in the air. He goes after them, asking;:

Was that the great poet? Of course, didn’t you know? It is his
day

to get supplies, the only day when he comes to town. It is
autumn, we are rushing to finish getting our supplies.
They go round the corner, they disappear. The critic feels
chills.

The overloaded creature comes forward. He sees its red
slippers,

stepping artfully on the grey pavement, covered with sand.
He stops it. He sees a round head, two grey, furry ears.
Alas, the famous writer is a little badger!

Wounded but resigned in his heart, the analyst proposes

to accompany it home — to interview it, it is understood.
(He does not even dare to mention it.) Sniffing,

the master agrees and gives him two casks to carry.
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cipicii acestia magnifici? Puiul meu e flimand,

mormadie maestrul. Scuzati, cine e puiul? Pareti, hmm,
atat de tandr... E un animal mic, geamdn cu mine,
incredintat mie spre a-i purta de grija. Tot bursucel?

ii scapa fard voie. (Poetul se face ca nu aude)

Cine stie ce sotii, ce prostii face la ora asta!

Sa grabim pasul. Nu scapa butoiul. Ce veti pune in el?
Mur&turi! Puiul le iubeste la nebunie! In zilele

de iarnd, cand veveritele musca din buretii crocanti
stivuiti in barlog de cu toamna, puiul std ca un rege

pe terasa noastrd drapatd cu promoroacd si mananca
muraturi cu cartofi fripti. Ce zile! Ce albastru pe cer!
Récoros, initiatic, numai ace de sticld! Ce apusuri!

Fii atent sd nu cazi in groapa aceea, capcand ascunsd,
pentru animale mari, ii spune si-1 apucd de gulerul fracului,
tragandu-1 din abisul unde aluneca destins, fara sa stie.
Si drumul duce printre dealuri, peste izvoare.

I se amesteca-n cap intrebarile din tabele: ,,Cu ce mari
curente din istoria literaturii aveti afinitati? La ce varsta
ati inceput sa scrieti? Care sunt personalitatile

cu un important rol formativ in cariera dumneavoastra?
Ce inrauriri ati suferit, ce scriitori v-au influentat?

Cand ati debutat? Reluati, vd rog, aceste momente marcante,
le cunoastem, dar dorim un punct de vedere subiectiv,
interior”. Intrebérile i se scurg mecanic prin creierul

173

The road is long, it says. They start together. The scholar
strives to keep up with the little animal that runs like the
wind,

puffing furiously. Let’s ask the questions, he thinks.

But everything he’s learnt seems useless now, just like

the algorithm tables, prepared beforehand.

He’s constantly biting his tongue to stop himself asking: who
has made these magnificent slippers? My cub is hungry,

the master is humming. Sorry, who is the cub? You seem,
hmm,

so young... it is a small animal, my twin,

entrusted to my care. ‘A little badger, too?’

he says unintentionally. (The poet pretends not to hear.)
Who knows what tricks, what jokes it is playing right now!
Let’s hurry up. Don’t drop the cask. What will you put in it?
Pickles! The cub loves them madly! On winter days,

when squirrels take bites from the crispy sponges

stacked in the den since autumn, the cub sits like a king

on our terrace draped in hoarfrost and eats

fried potatoes and pickles. What days! How blue is the sky!
So cool, so esoteric, only glass needles! What sunsets!

Be careful not to fall into that pit, a hidden trap

for large animals, it tells him and grabs him by the collar of
his dinner jacket,

pulling him from the abyss into which he was slowly slipping,
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vidat. Il adorm, exegetul le amana. $i totusi, vrea

sd-si scoatd stiloul, sd marcheze drumul, pentru mai tarziu.
Insi acesta i s-a transformat in acadea. Sub ochii lui,
capacul se abureste incet si se preschimba-n zahar,

striga la el sd-si bage mintile-n cap, dar nu poate sa
opreasca procesul. Acum calea serpuieste de-a latul
muntelui, pe niste ldtete infipte in piatra, deasupra
prapadstiilor. Gratarul acela la ce serveste? se multumeste
sd intrebe, despre unul din obiectele duse de maestru.

E un dispozitiv de tdiat painea. Puiul obisnuieste

s-o taie voios, cu labutele fluturand, si firimiturile
zboara-n patru vanturi. Le vom retine, vom face din ele,
delicioase sufleuri. Am ajuns. O cdsuta joasd,

una cu copacul, poarta rotunda. Sunet de scoartd zgariata.
Miros de muschi reavan. Se deschide. Doi ochi mici de jar,
scormonitori. Chip minuscul, obraznic, labute smolite,

cu gherute transparente. Ai venit, mama! Urlete de nedescris.

(Soc. Evident, maestrul e baietel! Exegetul —

ametit, cumplite dureri de cap, lesin iminent). Micutul
inhata butoaie, pachete, alearga intruna, pana-n fundul
casei si inapoi, exultdnd. Multumesc foarte mult,

rosteste politicos poetul si-i ia din méana cele doud butoaie.
Micutul va fi fericit. La revedere. Sunet de usa inchisa.
Liniste, aerul padurii, moale, suav, intremator si clar.
Criticul singur, deznaddjduit. Unde e interviul? Dar calea

174

without knowing.

And the road continues through hills, over streams.

Mixed questions from his tables are running through his
head:

With what great currents in the history of literature do you
have affinities?

At what age did you start writing? Who are the personalities
who had an important formative role in your career?

What influences have you been subject to, what writers have
had an impact

on you? When did you have your debut? Please, tell us about
these

important moments; we know about them but we would like
a subjective point of view, from the inside.

Questions are running mechanically through his empty brain.
They make him fall asleep, and the critic postpones them.
And yet, he wants to take out his pen, to mark the way, for
later.

But it has turned into a lollipop. Under his eyes,

its cap is slowly blurring and is transforming into sugar:

he shouts at it to knock some sense into its head, but he
cannot stop the process. Now the path winds along the side of
the mountain, on some stakes driven into the stone, above
the precipices. What is that grill for? he just asks

about one of the objects carried by the master.
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inapoi spre oras? Dar locuinta maestrului? Numai copaci
intacti... si, pe deasupra, scos din minti, isi da seama
cd poartd pantaloni bufanti, un fel de spielhosen

pana la genunchi, dintr-un material cu buline.

Parallel Texts
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It is a bread cutting device. Usually, the cub

cuts it cheerfully, with waving paws, and crumbs

fly all over the place. We will keep them and make delicious
soufflés out of them. There we are. A low little house

part of a tree, a round door. A sound of bark being scratched.
A smell of wet moss. The door opens. Two small, fiery eyes
are piercing. Tiny, naughty face, pitchy paws,

with transparent little nails. There you are, mother!
Indescribable cries.

(Shock. Of course, the master is a boy! The critic is

dizzy — horrible headaches, imminent fainting.) The little one
grabs the casks and the packages and keeps running

into the house and back, exulting. Thank you very much,

the poet says politely, and takes the two casks from his hands.
The little one will be happy. Goodbye. The sound of a closed
door.

Silence, forest air — soft, sweet, refreshing and clear.

The critic is alone, disappointed. What has happened to the
interview?

What about the way back to town? What about the master's
house?

Only intact trees... and, moreover, out of mind, he realizes
that he is wearing baggy trousers, a kind of spotted
pantaloons.
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ORA ALBA THE WHITE HOUR

In spectacolul schimbator At the changing show of the

al teatrului mereu prezent pe domenii, theatre, always present on the domains,
fiintele mici inainteaza pe tabla de joc, the little beings advance on the play board,
masurand cu iubire pamantul. Ridica ochii measuring the earth with love. They lift their eyes
in ceata de aur, spre inima formelor, into the golden mist, to the heart of shapes,
unde multimi, dand din cap a incuviintare, where crowds, shaking their heads in acceptance,

danseazd proaspete in vant. are dancing freshly in the wind.

Fiintele mici cunosc faptura de aer,
unicd si apropiatd, nasterea neintrerupta
i-o-nvaluie in adieri si sufluri argintate.
In alb si finete, addpostesc

tiparul crud a ce la seamana

si a ce nu le seamans,

spre a-l creste, carne din carnea lor,
topitd in mierea tainicd a recunoasterii.
Ora albad le face acum semn sé stea o clipd
si iatd-le minunandu-se iar de oceanele
de creaturi ivite pana-n zare,

care spun da si infloresc.

The little beings know the creature of the air,
unique and close — whose continuous birth
they wrap in breezes and silver blasts.

In white and fineness, they shelter

the raw pattern of what resembles them

and what doesn’t,

to grow it, flesh of their flesh

melted in the mysterious honey of recognition.

The white hour is now signalling them to wait for a moment

and here they are, marvelling at the oceans
of creatures arising up to the horizon,
who say yes and flourish.
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LECTIE IN CRANG

Maestrul vorbeste
ucenicului sdu,
animalul copil,

care canta la harfa.

Ca rdspuns, acesta isi infdsoara
cununa de flori, vesel,
in jurul trupului,

in forma de cochilie,
iar firele blanii prind
sd 1 se aureasca la varf.
Cine ar sti sd spund
dacd a inteles sau nu?
(bland se framanta
maestrul in tacere).

LESSON IN THE GROVE

The master speaks

to his disciple,

a baby animal

playing the harp.

In response, the animal wraps
the wreath of flowers, happily,
around its body,

like a shell,

and the hairs of its fur start

to become gold at the tip.

Who could say

if it has understood or not?
(the master is worrying gently,
in silence)
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POM IN CETATEA DE PIATRA

Cei care n-au ras niciodata de ei insisi

nu stiu ce e o fiintd micd. Daca ai ceva

de vorbit cu ei, trebuie sa mergi imbracat in
semitonurile standard (doamne

fereste sa fii in straiele copildresti). Si chipul
sd-ti semene tot mai mult a vreun fruct exotic,
fin, chihlimbariu. Da, masca-ti reuseste,

dar e strabatuta de raset, ca si cum ména

ta stangd, apocrifa, ar inflori candid,

pom scandalos in mijlocul unei cetati de piatra,
in aerul pur unde nu s-a auzit de competitii

si cuceriri. Plutind deghizat in lumea lor,

ti-o vei zidi rabddtor pe a ta. Vei izbuti,

poate, sd le pari un ,ins elevat”, dar stilul tau
de fata morgana dispdrand uleios in nisip

ii va nelinisti profund. Vor tremura usor la vederea ta,
ca-n preajma unei vechi, foarte vechi stirpe,
vor face pentru tine ceva, fard a se clinti

din adaposturi, zgaltaiti de friguri,

te vei pastra tu insuti pana la sfarsit.

Parallel Texts

179

A TREE IN THE STONE FORTRESS

Those who have never laughed about themselves

do not know what a little being is. If you have something
to talk about with them, you must go wearing

the standard semitones (God forbid that you should be wearing
childish garments). And your face must

increasingly resemble some exotic, fine,

amber-coloured fruit. Yes, your mask is successful

but it is pierced by laughter, as if your apocryphal,

left hand, bloomed candidly, becoming

an infamous tree in the middle of a stone fortress,

in the pure air where no one has heard of competitions
and conquests. Floating in disguise in their world,

you will patiently build yours. You will succeed,
perhaps, in being considered someone ‘educated’, but your style
of illusion vanishing like oil in the sand

will make them deeply anxious.

They will tremble slightly at the sight of you,

as if in the presence of an old, very old family,

they will do something for you without moving

from the shelters, shaken by fever;

you will keep yourself safe until the end.
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IMN CATRE MUNTE

O, munte, pdrinte cdrunt,

ne inchinam tie,

apdrati de bogatia codrilor.

Tine-ne mai departe sub cortul strdsniciei tale
pe toti, copiii tai iubiti,

acoperiti de moarte si mister,

gingasii, ostasii neinarmati,

arzand de manie impotriva intunecarii,
mistuiti de credinta in tine.

Noi, trend de hérciogi, jderi si rasi,
pornind clatinat pe aleea padurii,

cu voaluri de borangic

peste blana deasa si incapatanata —
sufletele noastre imbadtate de iubire

se pierd in inima puterii tale!

ODE TO THE MOUNTAIN

O mountain, our old father,

we worship you,

protected by the richness of the woods.
Keep us forever under the tent of your severity,
keep us all, your beloved children,

covered by death and mystery,

tender, unarmed soldiers,

burning with wrath against darkness,
consumed by faith in you.

We, a train of hamsters, martens and lynxes,
starting falteringly on the forest path,

with silk veils

over our dense and stubborn fur —

our souls drunk with love

are fading away in the heart of your power!
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INTALNIREA CU INGERUL MEETING WITH THE ANGEL

Noaptea, cand razele se aduna in spatele oglinzilor, At night, when rays of light are gathering behind mirrors,

apare drumul, scdldat de ploaia lui martie, the road can be seen, bathed in March rain;

pornesti pe el cu pas lent, nu mai grabit ca apa, you start walking on it with a slow step, not faster than water,

imboldit de soliile zilei. De-o parte si de alta
lucesc castele pe cAmpuri fertile,

ti-e teama cd privelistea se va destrama,
cdci pare duratd din solzi jucdusi

ori din cioburi de caleidoscop.

Clipocesc luminile atipite in iazuri,
vechimea-i insa treaza:

stramosii cu priviri arzdtoare,

in camasi albe de in, carturari si haiduci,

tin nemiscati pusti inflorite,

pe care se incoldceste vantul.

Neindoielnic, a avut loc o victorie,

parca nici n-ai stiut de vreo batalie.

Luptele vor fi fost domoale si tandre,
biruinta nu poate avea niciun alt inteles.

Te cuprinde o clipa, copildreste,

frica pentru bunul tdu, ce caraghios,

nu mai ai nimic, mergi apdarat

de o necuprinsd esentd, de veacuri pritocitd,

urged by the day’s news. On one side and on the other
castles are shining forth on fertile fields;

you are afraid that the landscape will disintegrate,

as it seems built from waving scales

or from the broken pieces of a kaleidoscope.

Dozing lights are murmuring in the ponds,

but the elderly ones are awake:

ancestors with burning glances,

in white linen shirts — scholars and outlaws —

are holding their flowering rifles motionlessly,
wrapped by the wind.

Undoubtedly, a victory has taken place

although you never knew of any battle.

The battles may have been gentle and tender;

victory cannot have any other meaning.

For one moment, you are overwhelmed, like a child, by
the fear for your possessions — how funny —

as you no longer have anything; you walk protected
by an immense essence, decanted for centuries,
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gol in aburii calzi care te-nvaluie

intr-o stiinta arhaica.

Prietenii au lucrat pentru tine

si ce se intampla a trecut prin cuvant,

sd te poata insoti.

Te copleseste cascada semintelor pierdute candva
si nu departe, cei de care te-ai despartit

te asteapta rumeni, tropotind de nerdbdare.
Te apropii, casti fericit,

ai gasit totul transformat in vin,

muncile s-au indeplinit,

tiindca ai facut odatd un legamant in fiinta
si el s-a pornit singur sa rodeasca.

Elixirul jubileaza in jerbe clare,

protectorii tdi n-au stat degeaba,

vdzduhul e plin de fapturi ce-asteapta

sa fie recunoscute, fiecare in aventura

si legea ei. Se intalnesc aici pentru prima oara,
tu esti cel ce le uneste intr-un camin,
capetele lor plecate sub ochii tai

alcatuiesc un covor viu

intruna reinnoit in bezna.

Oftezi, viata s-a descatusat din tine,

in sfarsit, zdngane o poartd ruginitd,

atat de calm, atat de uitat.

naked in the hot steams which engulf you
in an archaic science.
Your friends have worked for you

and what has been happening has been filtered by the word,

so that it can accompany you.

You are overwhelmed by the cascade of long lost seeds.

and not far away those that you left behind

are waiting for you with rosy faces, clattering with impatience.

You draw close, you yawn happily,

you have found everything turned into wine,
works have been completed,

because you once made an oath

and it has started, of itself, bearing fruit.

The elixir exults in limpid sheaves —

your protectors have not worked in vain;

the air is full of creatures waiting

to be recognized, each in its own adventure
and law. They are meeting here for the first time;
you are the one who unites them in a home —
their heads bowed beneath your gaze

form a living carpet,

constantly renewed in the dark.

You sigh — life has broken free from you,
finally; a rusty gate rattles,

so calm, so forgotten.
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Si-apare ingerul, obosit

de truda de peste zi la camp,
préfuit, asudat, in saboti.

Te intampina pe drumul de tard,
cu o lanterna palpaind

in mainile noduroase.
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And the angel appears, tired

by daily toil in the field,

dusty, sweaty, in clogs.

He meets you on the country road,
with a lantern winking

in his gnarled hand.
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COPIL PE TUMUL

Sta copilul
pravalit in luturi,
asteptand sa se ridice

funinginea si zgura,

sd se limpezeasca drumul.

Pe umerii lui rasar
flori fericite,

animale intelepte

si maestri il sustin
din umbra. Nimic
mai puternic decat el,
singur si adevarat,

fata in fatd cu monstrii.
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CHILD ON A CAIRN

The child is lying

down on the clay,

waiting for

the soot and slag to rise,

and the road to become clear.
On its shoulders,

happy flowers are sprouting;
wise animals

and masters support it

from behind. Nothing
stronger than it,

alone and true,

face to face with the monsters.
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DOLIU SENIN

Munte aburos, munte cald si bogat,
plin de arbori si cerbi, pastreaza-ne
bolnavi, feriti de ingamfarea sanatatii,
noi suntem in marele doliu senin,
fiinte imblanzite, pasari ne ciugulesc
din palmd, soarele ne rdsare din inima,
cand apusul méngaie arsa zi

cu gesturi de racoare, ochii ni se fac
mari si adanci, spatiul devine

intelept si eroic, iar glasul

purtdtor de cuvant se retrage

pentru a creste — o, munte,

pdstreaza-ne in boald curati.

SERENE MOURNING

Steamy mountain, warm and rich mountain,
covered with trees and stags, keep us

ill, free from the pride of health;

we are in the great serene mourning,

tamed creatures; birds peck

from our palms; the sun rises from our hearts,
when the sunset caresses the burnt out day
with gestures of coolness; our eyes widen and deepen,
the space becomes

wise and heroic, while the voice

bearing the word withdraws,

to grow — oh, mountain,

keep us clean in our illness.
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ARMONIE

Fiintele mici, iubitele,
soptesc in lucruri,

armatd deghizatd,

ucid necontenit dusmanii,
convertindu-i in prieteni,
se folosesc de armonie

ca de un cutit in jungla,

pentru deschiderea drumului.
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HARMONY

The beloved little beings

whisper in things;

a disguised army,

they continually kill their enemies,
turning them into friends,

making use of harmony

like a knife in the jungle,

to clear the way.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Simona-Grazia Dima
Armata fiintelor mici. The Army of Little Beings
Parallel Texts
188

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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

Parallel Texts
189

NOROC LUCK
Nu stiam ca-mi iesise in cale norocul, I did not know that luck had come my way,
cand am gdsit pruncul enigmatic, when I found the enigmatic baby,
tremurandu-si piciorusele, intr-un trandafir, his little feet trembling, in a rose,
nici cd de la petale incolo incepea marea nor that the sea started from the petals
si ar fi fost destul sd cobor palmele and it would have been enough to lower my palms
ca sd ating fiorul cald din inima to touch the warm thrill in the heart
pestilor grabiti. Incd nu simteam of the hurrying fish. I did not yet feel
cd prinsesem raddcini sub bolta Primaverii that I had taken root under the arch of Spring
si lumea inflorise in jur. and the world had flourished all around.
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GLORIE GLORY
Daci au fost ldaudate muncile lui Hercules, If Hercules” labours were praised,
daca Alexandru a fost proslavit, if Alexander was glorified,
de ce nu vede nimeni si gloria mea? why does not anyone see my glory,
doar eu fauresc coiful cerului since | weld the helmet of the sky
si tes mustul blandetii din aer. and weave the sap of gentleness in the air?
Cand numele i-a ajuns departe, When its name has reached far,
fiinta a si dispdrut, the being has already disappeared,
dar eu, topit in nume but I, having melted into my name,
si cufundat in mine, and immersed in myself,
sunt vesnic, am eternal,
spuse un animal micut, said a small animal,
ce-si cresta tuneluri in camp. which was making tunnels in a field.
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ARBORELE BLANDETII

Culcat in palma unui mic maestru,
arborele blandetii

ascunde-n frunze

lama sabiei cu metalul in fierbere.
Palpitad pe nervuri

orase, continente,

puzderie de copii

se joaca sub umbrar, neatinsi,

cu taisul.

Copacul cu crengi lungi si moi,
protejand spada, arde odatd cu ea,
in vreme ce pruncii zburda mai departe
pe tiparele intacte

ale lucrurilor

care-si viseaza frenetic viata.

THE TREE OF GENTLENESS

Lying in the palm of a small master,
the tree of gentleness

hides in its leaves

the blade of the sword of boiling metal.
Cities and continents

are palpitating along their nerves;

an army of children

is playing with the cutting edge,

under the canopy, untouched.

The tree with long and soft branches,
protecting the sword, burns along with it,
while little children keep romping
over the intact patterns

of things

that dream up their lives.
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LEGAMANTUL

Pe strazi iubitoare, ce-ti saruta mersul,
sporindu-ti pas cu pas linistea,

colinda ostirea fidela

a celui sosit noaptea.

Spre neuitarea lui

se scurge ziua bogatd, de nepdtruns,

in numele lui

se-ntind pdienjenisuri de miere-ntre case.
E dus pe nesimtite

intr-o floare inchisa.

Cand soarele arde varos, iar stramosii,
legile par sa fi dispdrut,

atat de usor l-ai putea trada,

nu se mai vede niciun legamant.

Dar noi, fiinte mici,

ridicdm capul din tdcere si verdeata,

in cinstea meleagului necunoscut

care ne-nvaluie cu un aer adanc de familie,
iradiind senin in asteptarea noastra.

Parallel Texts
192

THE COVENANT

On loving streets that kiss your walking,
increasing your peace step by step,

the loyal army of the one

who arrived at night is marching.

To his eternal memory,

the rich and unfathomable day is flowing;

in his name

honey webs are being spun between the houses.
He is imperceptibly taken

into a closed flower.

When the sun burns incandescently and the ancestors
and the laws seem to have disappeared,

you could betray him so easily:

no covenant can be seen anymore.

But we, little beings,

raise our head in silence and greenery,

in honour of the unknown land

enclosing us with a deep family air,

radiating serenely in our expectation.
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COPILUL CEL GREU

Un copil frumos si jucdus

te priveste cu ochi luciosi.

Un fum usor i se inalta

din trupul mic, imbelsugat,
ca o banitd de seminte:

eterul magnificei recolte

din campul parjolit.

Vei incerca zadarnic

sd-1 ridici de jos,

atat de greu e. Se va juca

mai departe, vesel, prin preajms,
te va izbi, din ochii sclipitori,
rotunzi, o nepdsare neclintita.
E clar ca va trebui sa pleci.
Dar n-o sd-1 uiti.

Atat va fi trofeul.

THE HEAVY CHILD

A beautiful and playful child

is watching you with shining eyes.

A light smoke rises

from his small body, abundant

like a bushel of seeds:

the ether of the magnificent harvest
from the scorched field.

You will try in vain

to raise him up from the ground;

that’s how heavy he is. He will keep
playing, happily, around you;
unwavering indifference will strike you
from his round, shining eyes —

it is obvious that you will have to leave.
But you will not forget him.

Only that will be the trophy.
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IMPAMANTENIRE

Aerul bland, dulce ne aminteste
cd suntem Impamanteniti aici —
in noi insine, una cu fiintele mici,
iubitele, care sopotesc din lucruri.
Totdeauna si pretutindeni e miza.
Si suntem o armata deghizatd,
ucidem neintrerupt, fard a fi ucigasi,
fnaintam doar, tunel senin,

prin melcul metamorfozelor,
folosindu-ne de frumusete
pentru tdierea drumului.

ROOTEDNESS

The sweet, gentle air reminds us

that we are rooted here —

in ourselves, at one with the dear little beings,
which whisper from inside things.

Always and everywhere is the stake.

And we are a disguised army:

we continuously kill without being murderers,
we only advance, a clear tunnel,

through the snail of metamorphoses,

using beauty

to make our way.
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NECUVIINCIOS, INGERUL

Fdra voia noastrd,

ingerul va sparge baricadele,

va surpa bazaltul

insirat pe ziduri,

se va fofila in prezidiu,

va mototoli necuviincios

procesul verbal,

va hohoti tot timpul sedintei,

va dezveli dintre coloane fumegéande
arderi de tot secrete,

cdrnuri jertfite cu toptanul,
straveziu, va tasni dintre ele,

vor avea un soc logofetii

ce vin agale, ragaind,

zdrobiti sub catifele

si in corset de arabescuri

(cand sala de congrese devine intimd,
iar fiintele mici, multumite,
se-ageaza-n ciorchine langa cortine,
impdamantenind spectacolul).
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IRREVERENTLY, THE ANGEL

Without our consent,

the angel will break down the barricades,
will pull down the basalt stones

lined up on the walls,

will worm to the presiding desk,

will irreverently crumple

the minutes,

will roar throughout the session,

will unveil, from among smoky columns,
secret burnt offerings,

sacrificed meats galore;

transparently, he will break out from among them;
That will shock the bailiffs

coming down, slowly,

belching, feeling squeezed in

their velvet clothes and their

corset of arabesques

(when the congress hall becomes intimate,
and the little beings, satisfied,

sit in a cluster near the curtains,
grounding the show.)

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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

Parallel Texts
197

LUPTA CU LEUL THE FIGHT WITH THE LION
Lupta cu leul, pe toate laturile The fight with the lion, on all the sides
unui cub de sticld vrastat cu izvoare: of a glass cube riddled with wells:
trupurile inclestate i-alunecd the clenched bodies are sliding
pe fata si pe spate, ii mangaie crestetul on its front and back sides, caressing its head
ori pielita gingasd, tapsanele-i and its tender skin and its lighted, shadowed
luminate, umbrite, pe transparenta si pe ciob. plain-like surfaces, on its transparency and on its shard.
Incolicite, se preling pe scoarta si pe lac, Coiled, they are rolling around on its bark and lacquer,
ating frunzisul fin, soptit in sticla touching the fine foliage whispered in glass,
si piatra-mbobocitd-n ea, pana ce simt and the rock budding in it, until they feel
sub ele-un nou-nascut zguduindu-se-n plans, underneath themselves a newborn child sobbing,
cdci cubul este-acum o fiinta vie si luptatorul for the cube is now a living being — the fighter
se retrage in poveste, iar leul in savane va pleca. withdraws into the story

and the lion will leave for the savannas.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



Simona-Grazia Dima
Armata fiintelor mici. The Army of Little Beings
Parallel Texts

198

M‘c«wfuﬁ Ovtental)

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

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



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

Parallel Texts
199

Z1IDUL THE WALL

Seard de seara generali invesmantati in purpura Every night, purple-clothed generals

se prabusesc din varful lui.

Numai fiintele mici il pot escalada.

Le sclipesc ochisorii, doud cuvinte

ivite profetic in lumina.

Salbatici, netmblanziti, pui de padure

cu pene ciufulite ori blanuri incalcite

isi continua acolo

constructia cuiburilor.

Ce fioros e zidul,

cum ii mai tremura la poale apa solzoasa
si cum vestesc meterezele lui

sfarsitul zilelor de targ

si inceputul unei vieti izvorate

din stiintd si spirit. Si numai zeii

aceia mdrunti trdiesc in pace

pe creasta zgrunturoasa, unde, indrégosti’;i,
si-au catdrat lumea imensa de pagnice,
infime indeletniciri.

fall from the top of it.

Only the little beings can climb it.
Their small eyes shine like two words
prophetically rising in the light.

Wild, untamed, forest young

with ruffled feathers or intricate furs
are continuing there

the building of their nests.

How fierce is the wall,

how the scaly water trembles at its foot
and how its ramparts announce

the end of the fair days

and the beginning of a life springing
from knowledge and spirit. And only
those small gods live in peace

on the rough ridge, where, in love,
they have taken up their huge world of
tiny, peaceful occupations.
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CINA CU VINURI PURPURII

Pamantul incuviinteaza! Uraaa! striga fiintele mici.

In iarna aproape continus, el este misteriosul

nostru prieten, care face ierburile sd iradieze

o suveranitate intangibild, sa se ridice, vorbitoare.
Pamant, esenta mutd, imbratisare si sabie, ne zbenguim
fara griji sub cortul tdu unde ne-mbratisezi

picioarele ranite si ne-odihnesti pe cetini.

Numai tu spui da, incultule, gonit din sala de congrese,
cand tremurd vazduhul de-mpotriviri abstracte.

Desi ne iei intruna in tarbaca,

la cina cu vinuri purpurii si vorbe intelepte,

convivi, ne vei chema curand.

Parallel Texts
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DINNER WITH PURPLE WINES

Earth approves it! Hurray! the little beings cry.

In the almost continuous winter, it is our mysterious

friend who makes the grass radiate

an intangible sovereignty, and stand up and talk.

You, soil, silent essence, an embrace and a sword, we frolic
without cares in your tent where you embrace

our wounded feet and allow us to rest on beds of fir-tree needles.
Only you say yes, you ignorant one, driven away from the congress
hall,

when the air trembles with abstract oppositions.

Although you are always pulling our leg,

at the dinner with purple wines and wise words,

you will call us soon, as your fellow diners.
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INVOIRE

Cei ce n-au venit sa fie cu tot dinadinsul
,sinceri” si sa declame ,,adevarul”,

ci sd asculte, parca imbibati cu ap4,

adevaruri, cei sositi nu ca sa vorbeascd,

ci ca sd participe, cu fata nicicind seaca —
umezi de biciul unui sarpe cosmic,

apoi fiintele mici si lucrurile (diamante clare),
toti ceilalti necunoscatori de numere,

care, cu indiferentd piosenie, ies ironic

din trupuri jubilante, lasdndu-se la mal de ape
si nu-si clameaza-nvatdtura, acestia, impreund,
Nnu uitd niciodata sa ceara voie de la cer

cand vor sd mangaie pamantul.

Parallel Texts
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PERMISSION

Those who have not come to be by all means

‘honest” and proclaim “the truth’,

but, as if soaked with water, to hear

truths; those who have not arrived to talk,

but to participate, their faces never dry —

wet from the whip of a cosmic snake;

then the small beings and the things (clear diamonds),
and all the others, ignorant of numbers,

who, with careless piety, go out ironically

from jubilant bodies, lying down on the banks of waters
and do not proclaim their learning; together,

they never forget to ask permission from heaven
when they want to caress the earth.
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LINISTE

Iar sunt pe locul

unde-am cunoscut

un animal fericit

in galopul sau fara tinta.

Acolo beam in mutenie

licori minunate, vietuiam

numai in scorburi si inimi.

In jur, acum, am grane imobile,
parca reduse la unitate

(rdsuna pal, ca din taceri,
bulboane, un zvon de rumegare
calmd). Incerc s le mangai,

dar nu-mi rdspund, le simt
absente frunzele, brocarturi tepene,
ascult cu urechea lipita de brazde:
nimic nu fac decéat sa se hraneasca
din cuvantul ascuns la radécini,
de ce sa sfartec linistea din lan?

SILENCE

Again, I find myself at the place

where I met

a happy animal

in its aimless galloping.

There, I would silently drink

wonderful potions and lived

only in hollows and hearts.

Around me I now have motionless crops,

as if reduced to unity

(whirlpools and a rumour

of calm rumination resound palely,

as if surging from silence). I try to caress them,
but they do not respond, I feel their

leaves, stiff brocades, are absent,

I listen with my ear glued to the furrows:

they do nothing but feed themselves

on the word hidden at their roots.

Why would I break up the silence in the field?

Imi trag mana si tac, orice-as rosti, I pull out my hand and I am silent: whatever I say

nu-si are rostul. would be pointless.
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FLORI CAZATOARE

In apa grea din lucru, pe nisipul vuind de sare,
micul rege pluteste, violet si vesel,

multumit de stele, ca si de tunelul unde sta,
un turn in crestere, tot mai semet, mai subtil,
atent, in miscare si fosnet, la zgomotul florilor
cdzatoare, care sosesc ofilite din lume

si devin indradznete

abia cand se las3d afund,

isi imbujoreaza culorile

si-n corole dispar fard urma.

Priviti-le pleoapele palide, ranite

de biciul luminii, intineresc, iradiate-acum
de-un somn adanc, inarmate, senine,

se transformd-n copii

cu o intelepciune bland4, ascutita ca briciul.
Prindeti-va de maini si intrati

in vazul lor delicat si precis,

joc scdpadrator de corzi de otel

ce vibreaza sub mangaieri si taie

degete neatente la muchii rotunjite amagitor.
Timpul se face aici cristal si balsam vioriu,
orhidee iInméarmuritd, cu obraz necunoscut,

Parallel Texts
203

FALLING FLOWERS

In the heavy water in the thing, on the sand rumbling with salt,
the little king is floating, violet and happy,

satisfied with the stars as well as with the tunnel where it lives,
a rising tower, ever more imposing and subtle,

careful, moving and rustling at the noise

of the falling flowers which come wilted from the world
and become bold

only when they sink to the bottom;

they blush their colours

and disappear without trace in corollas.

Look at their pale eyelids, wounded

by the whip of light — they are rejuvenating, lighted now
by a deep sleep, armed, serene,

turning into children

with a gentle and sharp wisdom.

Hold your hands and go

into their delicate and precise sight,

a sparkling game of steel strings

vibrating under caresses and cutting

fingers not attentive to deceptively rounded edges.

Time becomes crystal and violet balm here,

a petrified orchid with an unknown cheek,
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care-si descoperd uimita petalele, stunningly unveiling its petals,
rotindu-se bucuroasa-n soarele nescris, happily turning under the unwritten sun,
in vreme ce coboard sub ocean, while sinking below the ocean,
la raddcina luminii improspatate, to the root of the refreshed light,
unde fiinta micd pantocrator, impartiald, vegheaza. where the all-ruling little being watches, impartial..
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Waheo il
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NOROC DE PAMANT

Pline sunt locurile de oasele bine cinstite

ale norocosilor. Au colindat ca negustorii
domeniile, au amusinat pand unde se-ntinde
insula insoritd din mijloc, dar n-au fost curiosi
sd-i vada groaznicele periferii, sd se izbeasca
de adevar. Rasfatati, genele lor au ramas

de pdpusd. Spre margini, in centrul de jertfa
al boltii cenusii si reci, fiintele mici
inainteaza odatd cu frigul, prin bulbul tdios
al luminii lent inflorite. Norocoase doar ca
ogoarele, cunoscute in sus si-n jos de moarte,
ele stiu ca nu pot fi ucise nici explorand apele
negre, nici in rdgazul de tihnd la malul
Styxului. Sunt arate in toate directiile, plugul
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EARTH-MADE LUCK

The places are full of the well honoured bones

of the lucky ones. They have travelled their possessions

like merchants, they have sniffed their way to

where the sunny middle island lies, but they were not curious
to see its terrible suburbs, to face

the truth. Spoiled, their eyelashes have remained

a doll’s. Towards the peripheries, in the self-sacrifice centre
of the cold and grey vault, the little beings

are advancing along with the cold, through the sharp sphere
of the light slowly blossoming. Lucky just like

the fields, thoroughly known by death,

they know they cannot be killed, neither by exploring

the black waters, nor during the moment of rest on the shores
of the Styx. They are ploughed in all directions; the plough

le lucreazd-n batjocurd, dar nu le poate indurera. is working over them mockingly but it cannot grieve them.

Desi aud aripa amenintadtoare falfaind invizibila, Although they hear the threatening wing fluttering invisibly,
si le palpitd-n ndri praful violet al fluturilor and the purple dust of night butterflies is palpitating
de noapte, nimic nu le-nspdiméntd. Duc in spate in their nostrils, nothing scares them. They are carrying
ranita de plumb omenesc, sd-1 imblanzeasca-ncet the haversack of human lead, to slowly tame it
in aur, printre lingouri sure lucesc jucarii, into gold; among grey ingots, toys, cubes and balls
cuburi, bile, stranuta caluti de lemn in aerul greu. are shining out, wooden horses sneeze in the heavy air.

Dupa ce-au dat ocol insulei, fiintele mici se-ntorc After the detour of the island, the little beings, torn up, are coming
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pe domenii, sfasiate, intacte si le-mbogatesc cu pamant. back
intact onto their land, and they enrich it with earth.

T

Oditine. L, Tewel?
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SILABA

Am vrut sa vdd silaba aceea,
sd-nteleg de ce era gura copilului
plind de miere. El m-a luat de mana
si m-a dus peste dealuri,

pana la o faneatd scdldatd-n raze
trandafirii, tinutd-n viata

de privighetori, unde izvoare
ieseau mirate din pamanturi,
stropind locul cu duiosie.

In miezul sunetului indicibil
m-am oprit. Nu vorbea nimeni.

THE SYLLABLE

I wanted to see that syllable,

to understand why the child’s mouth
was full of honey. He took my hand
and led me over the hills,

as far as a hay field bathed

in rosy rays, kept alive

by nightingales, where springs
issued from the land in astonishment,
sprinkling the place with tenderness.
In the midst of the ineffable sound,

I stopped. Nobody was talking.

Copilul ardta ceva cu degetul. The child pointed at something with his finger.
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REALITATE REALITY
In tara fiintelor mici Walk carefully

pdseste atent,

sd nu calci in picioare

vreun poet

cdtarat pe tulpinile dulci
impreuna cu fluturii.

Din ochii lor, din trupuri marunte,
te tintuie flamele gerului,

exact in pozitia de-atunci,

insectd prinsa-n insectarul timpului,
deodata incrustat pentru milenii.
Incetand si mai misti,

iti auzi versurile recitate

de voci subtirele din jur

si devenind REALITATE.

in the country of little beings,

lest you should trample

any poet

who has climbed onto the sweet stalks,
along with butterflies.

From their eyes, from their small bodies,
the frost flames pin you down,

exactly in the position of that moment,

an insect caught in the insectarium of time,

at once imbedded for millennia.
Ceasing to move,

you hear your verses recited

by delicate voices around you
and becoming REALITY.
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Simona-Grazia Dima

Genealogia unui motiv poetic: fiintele mici

De mai multd vreme simt nevoia irepresibild de a vorbi despre nucleul tare al poeziei mele, dezvoltat de la bun inceput
dintr-o anumitd viziune, cdreia, socotind-o actuald si revelatorie pentru tot ce am scris, i-am ramas fideld. De fapt, nici nu as fi putut
face altfel, de vreme ce poezia izvorase din nucleul intim al fiintei mele, in perioada anilor "80, cand trdiam acut impostura culturala
a epocii. Venind dintr-o familie ce numara, in ascendenta mea maternd, un lant de asceti si preoti, reperati de vreo 200 de ani incoace,
nu sdrdcia si privatiunile au constituit pentru mine cea mai grea povard sufleteascd, in perioada dictaturii, desi nu mi-a fost mai usor
decat altora sa le indur, ba chiar sandtatea mea s-a resimtit si se mai resimte inca in urma lor. Deja ca eleva si studentd, harazita cu o
sensibilitate foarte ascutitd, vibram dureros la aleatoriul social in materie de valoare, moralitate si culturd. Vedeam energiile risipite,
ceea ce nu se fdcea pentru cultura romédnd enclavizata si izolata, nu doar in afard, dar in primul rand in interior, lipsa de interes
pentru personalitatea adevdrata a fiecaruia, pastisa si simulacrul cu care eram (si mai suntem! Si cind NU am fost!?) inlocuiti, in
vederea unui primat al dogmelor (exclusiv sociale) si al promovarii unora ce trebuiau ,,sd iasa in carti”.

A trebuit sd vind epoca postrevolutionard, ca sa inteleg pe deplin ca mare parte din tot ceea ce se intamplase era si din cauza
oamenilor pur si simplu, dincolo de particularul sistemelor politice, fiindcd, la o analizd rece, trebuie sd recunoastem ca nimeni nu
ne-a impiedicat vreodatd, nicio dictaturd, niciun sistem, sa fim buni, drepti sau generosi, daca am fi vrut, onorand cu omenia noastra
niste imprejurari date. Nu cuvinte mari deci, ci un rdspuns adecvat la o situatie anume. De aceea, conceperea oamenilor ca entitati
exclusiv sociale mi s-a parut neproductiva. Esenta politicului si cea a gandirii sociale mi se revelau ca fiind nu neaparat nocive in
sine, ci, pur si simplu, reductioniste, limitate, desenand individul prin notiunile de succes ori esec, ca element pe o scard ce-1 definea
din exterior. Creditarea excesiva a acesor notiuni ne-ar indemna sd admitem ca omul e doar un caine crescut cu reflexul lui Pavlov
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drept slogan in viata, venind rapid la masa, fara cunoasterea altor coordonate legitime. Sa dam vina doar pe lipsa de educatie, pe

ateismul inculcat cu perseverentd? Omul nu poate fi totusi dresat in totalitate. In plus, mai existd parintii, traditia, care au salvat
multe valori. Dezvoltarea omului nu e una care s-ar petrece pe coordonate oficiale, ci reprezinta o evolutie launtricd greu de descris
ori de anticipat, una foarte personald. Asa ca nu am incetat sd caut in interior alte dimensiuni salvatoare.

In acea epocd neagrd a minciunii sociale (care, precizez, a putut semnifica si un timp senin al creativitdtii ca dimensiune
interioard inatacabild, chiar dacad nu si socialmente remunerabild) nu exista o educatie religioasa ori spirituala pe fata. O viziune de
acest tip se putea castiga in taind sau, oricum, in discretie. Mama mea, stiindu-ma un spirit rebel, imposibil de convins altfel decat
prin adeziune proprie, si avand o incredere absoluta, temerara chiar, in discernamantul meu, nu a vrut sd ma influenteze in vreun
fel, nu dorea sad devin o persoana bigotd. Ea era, a fost, este si va fi un exemplu covarsitor de fiinta nobila, dincolo de cele lumesti, de
o madretie greu de exprimat in cuvinte. Un model viu, asezat in eternitate inaintea ochilor mei, prin voia providentei, a carei definitorie
influenta asupra vietilor noastre esudm s-o cuantificim la dimensiunile ei reale.

Asadar, nu am fost influentata in mod teoretic, doctrinar ori faptic, de ascendenta familiei mele, hotarat directionatd insd, in
chip natural, prin aceastd benefica mostenire probabil, spre o viziune spirituald asupra existentei. Cu bunica mea, o faptura minunata
in atatea privinte, dar cu un mental rigid, aveam prea putine in comun. Obisnuiam sa ne infruntam pe viatd si pe moarte in dispute
teologice. Ea vorbea mereu de un Dumnezeu al pedepsei, neindurdtor. Eu tindeam spre unul al iubirii, despre care nu auzeam nimic
de la ea. Rezultatul a fost ci m-a ficut s3 urdsc religia, aproape unicul ei subiect de discutie. In interstitiile poemelor pe care le citeam,
intr-o viatd paraleld, unde ea nu pdtrundea, din principiu, dispretuind literatura (desi citea curent frantuzeste si avea lecturi
interesante din alte domenii, cum ar fi medicina), in Corespondentele lui Baudelaire, de pildd, auzeam totusi, soptit, o blandete de
dincolo de lume, o delicatete supranaturald, o altd voce decat cea a tartorului absolutist din imediata mea apropiere (nu prea aproape,
din fericire: ne despdrteau cateva statii de tramvai). Viata m-a impacat cu multe asperitati. Ma gandesc mereu, in ultima vreme, cu
blandete la bunica, un personaj conditionat, si el, ca atatea altele, de viata pe care a dus-o, grea, coplesitoare; asupra careia a triumfat
totusi, prin bogatia credintei sale, prin exemplul sdu maret (dincolo de dimensiunile strict umane ale problemei), dat atator persoane
din familia noastra.

Totusi, fiindca nu aveam o instructie clara in domeniul spiritual, sufeream, puneam la inima tot ce vedeam rau si uréat in jur.
Observam cd sunt promovati cei cu gura mare, impertinenti, razbatdtori, nesinceri, cei care nu cautd armonia si sunt gata sa facd orice
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pentru un avantaj social. $i nu m-am ingelat (dar asta continud, la cote mult mai inalte, cu o infinit sporitd virulentd, caci si miza e

mai mare, si viteza vietii e alta!, astdzi). Presimteam, cum am spus, ca viata are si alte dimensiuni decét cele sociale si mi-am confirmat
mereu aceastd intuitie. Poezia era o pildd a altei reusite, una intuitivd, de cunoastere a unor adevaruri esentiale prin blandete, fara
traume ori presiuni dinafara; printr-o cunoastere dinduntru, asemeni celei platonice. Era o intelegere a vietii, nu o facdtura
intelectuald, o cunoastere la nivel de principiu, a acelei jubilatii fundamentale, a acelei bucurii transcendentale, care, orice s-ar zice,
constituie pentru mine esenta existentei, deoarece imi era evident cd viata si arta fac un tot. La fel, toate ,,campurile” vietii le
percepeam impreund, ii vedeam pe toti oamenii ca fiind, neprogramatic, interconditionati. Lumea mi se parea misterioasa in cel mai
inalt grad. La fel vad si astazi. $i, lucru important, fiecare existentd o consideram demna de a fi justificatd. Vedeam ca sunt negate
atatea (pana la malformare, spre a se potrivi unor cerinte sociale), dar eu voiam sa le justific, sa le inteleg pe toate.

Incepusem prin a scrie poeme care, inconstient, reprezentau o meditatie filosoficd, existentiald, spirituald. Gresit mi s-a pus
atunci (si unii cred asta si in prezent) eticheta de poet intelectualist, bazat pe , resurse culturale”. Cultura, desigur, era (si este) pentru
mine o problemd majord, insusi sangele vietii, nu o abstractd straduintd. Citeam (lectura favorita si astdzi) biografii de artisti. Ei
plateau independenta sau indrdzneala lor creatoare cu exilul, marginalizarea, ori chiar moartea. Alteori, in cazuri de nefericita
defazare, cu momentana eclipsa. Niciodata cultura nu a fost pentru mine o indeletnicire sau o entitate anostd, futild, de tacla
sofisticata, in comoditatea unui salon sau a unei situatii. Era, in schimb, o chintesentd a vietii, un testament uman, inestimabil, lasat
urmasilor. O pildd méacar de contemplat, dacd nu de urmat.

Dar nu aflam realitatea (ma refer la aceea tare) la nivelul anecdoticului, ci in cosmosul principiilor, alocat, in opinia mea,
poeziei, spre deosebire de domeniul prozei. De aici, poate, impresia de intelectualism, de abstractie. Nu cred cd in cantitatea de
concret aluvionar putem afla indiciul suprem al realitatii, ci in elementul de fortd a constiintei, in impactul a ceea ce este nepieritor.
In acest sens, poezia poate fi un indemn si o justificare vie (o actualizare chiar, asa cum, prin sunet, revine o melodie imemorial4) a
unei existente spirituale, instaurand, prin domnia ei sfantd, o altd dimensiune, beatificd, in care nu mai este nimic de depreciat, de
alungat, de infierat. Acolo chiar si critica, si verbul acid capatd ceva aurifer, un nimb luminos, datorat apropierii de o Sursd generoasa.
Hieratismul icoanei nu inseamna uscdciune.

Aceasta introducere are doar rolul de a creiona atmosfera in care am inceput sd scriu - poeme, cdrora li s-au remarcat
muzicalitatea, prospetimea imagisticd, dar care au fost catalogate, uneori, si numai de cdtre unii, cu o anume constantd totusi, drept
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abstracte, cerebrale. Eram o pasionata membra a unor cenacluri serioase din urbea timisoreand (am devenit curand presedinta unuia

- cu forta, dorita in aceastd postura de comilitonii mei masculini, mai varstnici decat mine, viitori poeti si scriitori redutabili, deoarece
nu credeam in functii, ma feream de ele ca de foc). Prezentam lecturi din poezia mea de dousd, trei ori pe an, veneam sa asist si la
lecturile altora, cdrora le faiceam referate critice, foarte apreciate.

Ma plimbam la un moment dat, cu prilejul unei manifestari studentesti nationale, la Suceava, prin pustia Cetate de Scaun,
foarte supdratd pe situatia ca un fund de sac in care simteam ca este afundata tara (in care nu vedeam nici ce rol urma sa joc eu).
Festivalul sau colocviul acela mi se pdrea politrucizat, previzibil, manipulat. Asa si era. Greseala noastra, a romanilor, este cd nu am
avut, decat in foarte mica masurd, apetenta pentru miraculos, nu am asteptat decat previzibilul, ne-am multumit cu el. De fapt, chiar
asta ma facea sa disper cel mai mult.

Pe acest fundal, perceptia poeziei (cum spuneam, toate domeniile imi apdreau ca fiind intretesute, un necaz intr-un sector
ndstea pe datd un altul, altundeva, intr-un plan simetric) imi apdrea ca fiind incandescentd, vie, consolatoare, aproape matrerna. Cu
privirea atintita intr-unul din haurile cetatii (arheologia a fost dintotdeauna o pasiune), m-a cuprins un vertij si m-a invadat o
suferintd extraordinar de intensa, de parca as fi vazut moartea cu ochii, fundatura absoluta. Apoi, deodatd, am trdit o resurectie
deplind, urmata de vederea mentald, intimd, perfect de clard, a unui fluviu de lumind - linistit, beatific, prietenos, vesnic. In acel
fluviu de miere groasd, argintie, luminiscenta, se aflau concentrate lumea, intelepciunea, sensurile universului, dar si toata poezia
mea. Am avut in acel moment certitudinea cd, dedesubtul realului coplesitor, salasluieste, din veac, un strat de liniste eternd, de
relaxare si prietenie, de umor si voiosie perfect naturale, apropiate, milostive. Nu existau decat iubirea, compasiunea, atotintelegerea.

Din acel moment mi-am gasit inspiratia poetica plenitudinard, plasmuind mitologia fiintelor mici, pe care simt nevoia sa le
definesc in continuare, spre a le feri de vulgarizarea careia ii pot cddea (i-au si cdzut uneori) prada. Céci fiintele mici nu sunt niste
existente minore, de confundat cu niste fapturi precum florile, micile animale etc. (desi in poezia mea am facut risipd si de asemenea
ipostaze), ci figureaza stratul etern creator, temelia inerentd manifestarii, existentei generice, iar in acest punct ele se intalnesc cu
mesajul christic ori cu acela upanisadic (dupa cum se vede, am ajuns atunci, instantaneu, si la concluzia unei convergente a religiilor,
a unui nivel metafizic al lor, ceea ce poate ingadui - si prilejui, ca pe un ales festin- unitatea in diversitate). Daca ele sunt mici, aceasta
se intdimpld pentru ca sunt modeste, sunt existenta ascunsa din sanul manifestarii, cea care o determina pe cealaltd, cea vizibila. Ele
pot fi asemadnate, in plan exterior, manifestat, cu acei oameni smeriti, laudati de Iisus in Predica de pe munte, dar sunt si de temut,
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cdci creeazad lumea si, dupa ce ea se uzeaza, o distrug. Adica ii distrug doar forma, de vreme ce existenta dinduntru ramane, oricum,

eternd. Resuscitatd ca o celebrare a existentei neostoite. Par multiple, dar sunt o existenta-monolit, un bloc ontologic, neputand fi
gandite separat. Chiar daca se pot desface in existente separate. O zodie a oximoronului, a paradoxului li se potriveste in chip de
eventuald descriere, realizabild doar prin poezie, ceea ce am incercat sad fac. Asadar, poezia a jucat pentru mine, un rol nu numai
estetic, ci si unul ontologic, de intelegere a vietii si de trdire a ei pe coordonatele cele mai inalte, cele spirituale. Am echivalat desertul
dintr-o ideald mistica a desertului cu desertul epocii in care trdiam si analogia a functionat de minune. Mai functioneaza inca si va
mai functiona.

Poemele care au izvorat in cascade, literalmente, dupa acel moment, au fost incluse intr-un volum care a vazut foarte greu
lumina tiparului, din pricinile ideologice ale epocii. Fiintele mici au fost considerate, pe drept si pe nedrept, subversive. Pe drept,
pentru cd pareau o subminare a ordinii de stat, un soi de martieni amenintatori, ceea ce si erau, dizolvand conceptualizarea arida
despre care am vorbit deja. Pe nedrept, deoarece, ele sunt eterne, tin de orice timp, de orice loc, iar invulnerabile fiind, nu pot fi
atacate (si nici nu sunt malefice, fiind, in schimb, beatifice). Era, asadar, o naivitate sd le negi. Dar cenzorii nu stiau asta. Sistemul
functiona in cadrele sale absurde. Ca atare, am publicat volumul dupa ce a fost scos de cinci ori din planul editorial (productia
editoriald era planificatd, in acei ani), dar incomplet, cdci ar fi fost prea mare si nu toate poemele ,mergeau”. Urmadtorul a cuprins
alte poeme din ansamblul initial, cu alte mari greutati similare, iar primul meu volum de dupa 1990, Scara lui Iacob, 1995, a continuat
cartea originara, risipitd, iar celelalte volume publicate de atunci, au continuat acest motiv. Astfel, elemente ale ei se afld, deopotriva,
in toate culegerile de poeme publicate de mine pana astdzi. Am alcdtuit, asadar, in cele ce urmeaza, un ipotetic volum integral, ce
prezinta un motiv poetic, volum gandit ca o unitate, in datele sale esentiale, asa cum mi l-as fi dorit atunci si sub titlul pe care mi I-
as fi dorit, desi mult imboggatit de o reflectie aprofundata fata de cea de atunci (timpul isi pune amprenta) si de o creatie ulterioara
(acest filon al inspiratiei continua.

Adaug un fapt important: poezia mea nu si-a propus niciodatd sd ilustreze nimic, ea nu este descriptivad. Preocupdrile mele
spirituale sistematice sunt, toate, posterioare momentului ,initiatic” sau iluminatoriu trdit pe viu la Suceava si reprezintd o alta
dimensiune a personalitatii mele, unitd desigur cn poezia, dar distincta de ea. Abia a posteriori am descoperit o experientd similara,
redatd in carti de religie ori spiritualitate. Citindu-le, vedeam ca sunt lucruri pe care le cunosc, le trdisem. Ascutindu-mi urechea, in
acei ani "80, sorbeam de peste tot haloul sacrului: din Eliade, descoperit la varsta studentiei, din misticii pe care-i achizitionam la
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Mitropolie, din cartile de simboluri. O experientd multiformad, asadar, posibil eclectica, daca nu ar fi fost, pe dedesubt, profund unitara

si hranitoare, in sensul propriu al cuvantului, o matca ideald pentru increderea mea in poezie, revarsand un belsug care m-a ajutat
sd supravietuiesc si sa-mi aflu bucuria in primul rand in propriul interior, spre a o proiecta apoi si inspre ceilalti. Sd pot scrie poezie,
una mantuitd de banuiala eclectismului ori a intelectualismului, prin insasi revelatia unitara de la inceput.

Am insistat asupra clipei epifanice de la Suceava, deoarece nu am vorbit de ea pand acum decat episodic si fragmentar si totusi
meritd s-o fac -in ea aflandu-si obarsia, cum spuneam, intreaga mea poezie, care unificd prezentul si trecutul artei mele, ca un nucleu
eteric, ori o condensare a timpului, asa cum o samanta inchide in sine copacul. El, momentul, rezolva, in ceea ce ma priveste, si
problema Romaniei, care trebuie sd fie, in ciuda a tot si a toate, iubitd, asa cum este, fiindca isi are originea, si ea, tot in noi insine.
Cred cd prin statornicia si sinceritatea viziunii mele am rascumparat ateismul adolescentei si confruntarile ideatice cu bunica, ba, mai
mult, am reluat firul continuitatii cu stramosii (si cred ca preocupdrile lor sunt cea mai aleasd mostenire pe care am primit-o, o
binecuvantare simtitd asupra mea, ca o aripa protectoare, ce imi ferea de ploaie drumul spre un punct central) si am astfel satisfactia
de a nu-i fi facut de ras prin cautdrile mele. Stradania lor seculard a rodit poate in mine, faicindu-ma sa inteleg, cu timpul, ce greutate
definitorie, ce noblete incomensurabild au cuvintele biblice, care spun clar, in porunca intai, ca datoria fundamentald a oricui este
aceea de a-] cinsti pe Dumnezeu mai presus de toate, fard a-i atribui o formd. Sunt cuvinte a cdror valoare nu are egal, care cuprind,
in simplitatea lor, un adevar urias, un veritabil mister, un program mistic si existential maret, sugerand asumarea divinului ca o
dimensiue lduntricd, prin efort propriu, sever, fard compromisuri, printr-o atentie nezdruncinata, neabatuta de nimic. A bea nu lapte,
ci cel mai tare vin din cate exista.

Preocupdrile mele nu mi se par deloc insolite in contextul poeziei contemporane romanesti si mi-as dori sa fie cunoscute mai
pe larg, ca o impartasire a unui sir de experiente care pot aduce bucurie si altora. Desigur, ele trimit la un fel alternativ de a scrie
poezie acum, in acest moment, cand perceptia este centrata preponderent pe o receptare , pozitivista” a vietii, in sensul unei priviri
din/inspre exterior. Cdutarea obstinatd a interioritatii, prezenta in poezia mea, nu mi se pare un demers inutil sau minor, in masura
in care exprima o aspiratie sincerd, devotata. Mai cred cd intr-o societate normala nici nu ar trebui cdutate si aduse multe justificari.
Trdim, desigur, o invazie egoticd a materiei, care ne ascunde centrul, dar sensurile prime nu au pierit, putem avea si acum acces la
esente, ele au rdimas neschimbate. Frumusetea vietii consta in a lupta pentru idealurile noastre. Iar poezia nu este niciodata o dogma,
ci doar o scanteie din frumusetea care ne insoteste, intactd, dintotdeauna.
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Simona-Grazia Dima

Tracing back a Poetic Motif: the Little Beings

The irrepressible need to talk about the hard nucleus of my poetry has been in my heart for a long time. This nucleus has
developed from the very start from a certain vision to which I have remained faithful, considering it modern and revealing in relation
to everything I have written. I could not have done otherwise because poetry arose from the intimate core of my soul during the "80s,
when I experienced the cultural deception of the era in a very profound way.

As I come from a family made up, in my maternal line, of a long chain of priests and hermits, whose roots can be traced back
two hundred years, poverty and deprivations were not the hardest burdens on my soul during the dictatorship, although they were
not easier for me to endure than it was for others; on the contrary, my health has suffered and is still suffering as a consequence of
those conditions. I was born with a very sharp sensitivity and, in high-school and then at university, I was painfully affected by the
impact of the social world on values, morality and culture. I saw wasted energies, and what was not being done for the isolated
Romanian culture, not only abroad but also, primarily, inside the country - the lack of interest in a person’s true personality, the
pastiche and simulacrum we were replaced with (and we still are! — when have we NOT been replaced!?), for the sake of (exclusively
social) dogmas and the promotion of some writers who ‘had to be published’.

It was not until the post-revolutionary era that I fully understood how, beyond the particulars of political systems, much of
what happened was also because of people; analysing things coolly, we must admit that nobody ever deterred us (neither the
dictatorship, nor the system) from being good, just or generous, if we wanted to be, changing the given circumstances with our
humanity; therefore, no big words, just a response appropriate for a particular situation. That is why viewing people exclusively as
social entities seemed to me rather unproductive. The essence of the political world and that of social thinking revealed themselves
to me as not necessarily harmful but merely reductionist and limited, drawing the individual according to the notions of success or
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failure, as an element on a scale which defined him from the outside. Excessive trust in these notions suggest we should accept as a

life slogan the fact that man is only a dog raised with Pavlov’s reflex, a dog quickly coming for his meal, without knowing other
legitimate coordinates. Should we blame only the lack of education, the atheism instilled with perseverance? However, man cannot
be fully trained. Parents and tradition have also preserved many values. Human development does not take place according to some
official coordinates but follows an inner course which is hard to describe or anticipate - a very personal course. So I have not stopped
searching for other saving dimensions inside me.

In that dark era of social deception (which, I must state, also meant a serene time of creativity in an unassailable inner
dimension, even though not rewarded socially), there was no open religious or spiritual education. A vision of this kind could be
attained secretly, or, anyway, discretely. My mother, knowing I had a rebellious spirit, impossible to convince other than by my own
consent, and having absolute and even foolhardy trust in my own judgement, would not influence me in any way because she did
not want me to become a bigoted person. Apart from her humanity, she was, she is and she will remain a perfect example of a noble
heart, of an inexpressible greatness. A living example forever set before my eyes by the will of Providence, whose defining influence
over our lives we fail to treasure as much as it deserves.

Therefore, I was not influenced in theory, doctrine and fact by the ancestors of my family but I was naturally guided by this
beneficial legacy towards a spiritual view in life. I had little in common with my grandmother, a wonderful woman in many respects,
but with a rigid mind. We used to be at odds in theological disputes. She would always talk about an unmerciful and punishing God,
while I tended to think of a loving God, of whom I heard nothing from her lips. The result was that she made me hate religion -
almost her only topic of discussion. In the interstices of the poems I was reading, in a parallel life to which she did not have access
(out of principle: she despised literature, although she would often read in French and she would read interesting books on other
topics, such as medicine), in Baudelaire’s Correspondences, for example, I would hear a whispering gentleness coming from another
world, a supernatural delicacy, a voice other than that of the absolutist authoritarian woman in my immediate vicinity (fortunately,
not too close: a few streets away). Life has reconciled me with many asperities, though. I have been thinking tenderly of my
grandmother lately, seeing her as a woman who was conditioned, in her turn, like so many others, by the life she led - a hard,
overwhelming life; but she triumphed over it through the depth of her faith and through her great example (beyond the purely
human dimensions of the matter). Her life was an example she gave to so many people in our family.
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However, as I did not have a clear training in the spiritual domain, I would suffer; I took to heart everything I thought was

evil and ugly around me. I noticed that loud-mouthed, impertinent, persistent and insincere people were promoted, those that did
not seek harmony and were ready to do anything for social advantage. And I was not wrong, (but this is going on now, at higher
rates, with increased virulence, for the stake is greater and life’s rhythm is faster today). As I said, I felt that life had other implications
than the social dimension, and I have always told myself that this intuition is true. Poetry was an example of a different intuitive
success, a perception of some essential truths by means of gentleness, without traumas or outside pressures; by an innate knowledge,
similar to Platonic knowledge. Poetry was an understanding of life, not fake intellectual knowledge at the level of principles: it was
an understanding of that fundamental jubilation, of that transcendental joy which, no matter what anyone said, represented for me
the essence of life - as it was clear to me that life and art were a whole. It was the same with all the walks of life; I would view them
together, interrelated. I would see all people inter-conditioned non-programmatically. The world seemed mysterious to the highest
degree. Today I see things in just the same way. And, more importantly, I thought every life was worth justifying. I saw so many
things being denied (to the extent of their being distorted, in order to adjust to social requirements), but I wanted to justify them and
to understand them all.

I began by writing poems which were unconsciously a philosophical, existential and spiritual meditation. I was wrongly
labelled (and some believe it even now) as an intellectualist poet, writing poetry based on “cultural resources’. Culture, of course,
was (and is) for me a major issue, the very blood of life, not an abstract endeavour. I used to read biographies of artists (and I prefer
this kind of reading even today). They paid for their independence or creative boldness with exile, marginalization or even death. In
other cases, when they were not understood by their contemporaries, they paid with a momentary eclipse. Culture for me was never
an insipid or futile activity or entity, consisting in sophisticated chatter, or in the cosiness of a salon or of a comfortable situation.
Instead, it was the quintessence of life, a priceless human testament to be left to the descendants. It was an example to be at least
contemplated, if not followed.

For me, reality (I mean true reality) was not to be found in the level of the concrete but in the world of principles, which was
at the core of poetry, unlike prose - hence, perhaps, the impression of intellectualism or abstraction. I do not believe that the supreme
indication of reality can be found in the torrent of daily events but rather in the force of consciousness, and the impact with what is
imperishable. In this respect, poetry can be an urge and a living justification of a spiritual existence (even an actualization, just as, by
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sound, a song becomes immemorial), establishing, by its holy sovereignty, another beatific dimension, in which there is nothing to

ignore, nothing to cast away, and nothing to blame. In poetry even the critique and the acid verb has something luminous, a bright
halo, due to closeness to a generous Source. The hieratic quality of the icon does not mean dryness.

This introduction is only meant to sketch the atmosphere in which I began to write poems. These poems were noted for
musicality and freshness of image, but were sometimes labelled, only by some, but repeatedly, as abstract and cerebral. I used to be
a passionate member of serious literary circles in the city of Timisoara. I became president of one of them - almost against my will; I
was wanted in this office by my male colleagues, older than me, poets and writers who will soon be famous; I for myself did not
believe in holding an office and I avoided it like the plague. I would read publicly from my own poetry twice or three times a year
and I attended the others’ readings and made critical observations, which were highly valued.

On the occasion of a national student event in Suceava, I was walking in the deserted former Throne Citadel, very upset about
the helpless situation I felt my country was in (and I did not see the part I could play in the future either). The festival, or colloquium,
seemed highly politicized, predictable and manipulated. And so it was. We, Romanians, made a mistake by not being, except to a
small degree, open to the miraculous, expecting only the predictable and being satisfied with it. Actually, that was what made me
despair the most.

Against this background, the perception of poetry - as I was saying, all areas seemed interwoven, trouble in one area
immediately causing another trouble somewhere else, in a symmetrical plan - appeared to be glowing, living, comforting, and almost
maternal. My eyes fixed on one of the abysses of the citadel (archaeology has always been a passion), I got caught in a vertigo and
whirled about in an incredibly intense suffering, as if death was in front of my eyes and as if I was facing an absolute dead end. Then,
all of a sudden, I felt a full resurrection, followed by an intimate, mental vision, perfectly clear, of a river of light - quiet, beatific,
friendly and eternal. The entire world, wisdom, senses of the Universe and all my poetry were concentrated in that silvery bright
river of thick honey. At that moment I had the certainty that under the layer of overwhelming reality there has always been a layer
of eternal peace, of relaxation and friendship, and of perfectly natural humour and merriness, close to each other and merciful. There
were only love, compassion and understanding of everything.

Since that moment I have found my full poetic inspiration and I have created the mythology of small beings - the ones I feel
the urge to define further, in order to protect them from the vulgarization they may fall victims to (and sometimes have fallen victim
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to). The small beings are not some minor lives to be mistaken for things like flowers or small animals etc. (although I have often used

such topics in my poetry), but they exist in the eternal creative layer, in the foundation inherent in the manifestation and in generic
existence, and at this point they meet with Christ’s message or with the message of the Upanishads. As can be seen, I instantaneously
reached the conclusion that there is a convergence of religions at a metaphysical level they have, which can allow - and cause, as a
special feast - unity in diversity. If these beings are small it is because they are modest, and because they represent the lives hidden
at the core of manifestation, determining the other level of the visible existence. They may be similar on the external, manifest level,
to those humble people praised by Jesus in the Sermon on the Mount, but they are also to be feared, for they create the world; and,
after it wears out, they destroy it. However, they only destroy its form, while the inward core of existence remains, however, eternal
- resuscitated as a celebration of tireless existence. They seem to be various but they are like a monolithic existence, an ontological
block which cannot be conceived separately — even though they can be separated into different existences. A sign of oxymoron, of
paradox, that might be a possible description for them, accomplishable only through poetry - which is what I have been trying to
do. So poetry played not only an aesthetic role for me but also an ontological role, enabling me to understand and live life by its
highest coordinates, the spiritual coordinates. In an ideal mystique of the desert, I equated the desert with the desert of the era we
live in and the analogy worked wonderfully. It is still working and will continue to work.

The poems literally flooded in cascades after that moment and they were included in a volume which was very difficult to
have published. It was a consequence of that ideological era. The small creatures were rightly and wrongly considered subversive:
rightly because they seemed to undermine the state order, like a sort of menacing Martians - which they were, actually - dissolving
the barren conceptualization we have already talked about; wrongly because they are eternal, can be read at any time and in any
place and, since they are invulnerable, cannot be attacked (and they are not maleficent either, because they are beatific). It was
therefore sheer ingenuousness to reject them. But the censors did not know that. The system functioned with all its absurd machinery.
Therefore, I published the collection after being excluded five times from the editorial plan (editorial production was planned in
those years), but it was incomplete. It would have been too large and, besides, not all the poems were “suitable’. The next collection
included additional poems from the initial group, and it faced other similarly great difficulties. My first collection of poetry after
1990, Scara lui lacob, 1995, was a sequel of the first incomplete book, and the collections I have published ever since have been sequels
following from this motif. Thus, elements of them are at the same time present in all the poem collections I have published to this
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day. I am therefore here presenting you with a possible complete book featuring a poetic motif, a book conceived as a whole, in its

essential elements, as I had wanted it to be at that time, although much enriched by deeper reflection as compared to the past (time
leaves its marks) and by subsequent creations (the vein of inspiration is still alive).

I must add an important detail: my poetry has never been meant to illustrate anything and it is not descriptive. My systematic
spiritual concerns are all subsequent to the moment of “initiation” or ‘enlightenment’ I experienced in Suceava, and they represent
another dimension of my personality, certainly connected to my poetry, but at the same time separated from it. I have only a posteriori
discovered that a similar experience existed, described in books on religion or spirituality. After reading such books, I realized that
these things were familiar to me - I had once experienced them. Thus, as the ‘80s came with a great intellectual thirst, I would drink
up the halo of the sacred from wherever I could: Mircea Eliade, whom I discovered in my student years, the mystics whose books I
would acquire from the bookshop of the Metropolitanate in town, and the books on symbols. It was a manifold experience, which
might be eclectic, except that it was, underneath, profoundly unitary, and nourishing in the proper sense of the word, an ideal
stimulus for my trust in poetry. It was overflowing with richness, helping me survive and find my joy primarily in my own heart, so
I could afterwards project it towards others. My desire was to be able to write poetry saved from the suspicion of eclecticism or
intellectualism by the very unitary revelation I had been granted in the beginning.

I have emphasized the moment of epiphany in Suceava because I have previously only talked about it episodically and
fragmentarily, and yet it is worth talking about, as my whole poetry has sprung from it. That moment unified the present and the
past of my art as an essential core or a condensation of time, just as a seed encloses a tree in itself. As far as I am concerned, that
moment also solved the problems of Romania, a country we must love in spite of everything, just as it is, because it originates in
ourselves. I believe that, by the stability and sincerity of my vision, I have made up for the atheism of my adolescence and the
confrontations about ideas with my grandmother. Moreover, I have reconnected with my ancestors (and I believe that their spiritual
interests are the noblest legacy I have received, a blessing spread over me like a wing protecting me from rain, on my journey towards
a central point) and thus I have the satisfaction of honouring my ancestors with my concerns. Perhaps their centuries-old endeavour
has yielded fruits in me, helping me understand, over time, what a defining importance and incomparable nobility lie in the biblical
words of the first commandment: man’s fundamental duty is to love God above all things, without assigning Him a form. These are
priceless words, containing an immense truth in their simplicity, a true mystery and a great mystical and existential programme.
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They suggest that we should assume the divine as an inner dimension, through our own serious effort and unstintingly, by means

of a persistent, focused attention. That doesn’t mean drinking milk but the strongest wine there has ever been.

My concerns do not seem at all unusual to me in the context of contemporary Romanian poetry, and I wish them to be known
more widely, as a dissemination of a rich experience which can bring joy to others. Of course, they refer to an alternative way of
writing poetry now, at this moment, when perception is mainly focused on a ‘positivist” view of life, in the sense of a gaze
from/towards the outside. The obstinate search for interiority which characterises my poetry is not a minor or pointless thing to me,
as it expresses a sincere aspiration to which I am devoted. I also believe that, in a normal society, it should not be necessary to
continuously justify what we do. We are experiencing, of course, an invasion of the ego which hides our inner core. Yet, our primary
senses have not perished, and we can gain access to essences even now. They have remained unchanged. The beauty of life lies in
fighting for our ideals. And poetry is never a dogma but a spark from the beauty which accompanies us, intact, forever.
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Morelle Smith
Poet and essayist, Edinburgh, Scotland, UK

Inclusiveness and Magic — Simona-Grazia Dima’s Poetry

I first heard Simona Grazia Dima reading her poetry at the Culture Centre in Ohrid, Macedonia in 2008. The setting was a
curious contrast of the simple and the sublime. The room in this rather starkly functional building was bare of furniture apart from
the chairs on which people were sitting. But the wall facing the lake had huge windows and during the reading the sun hovered over
the water, turning it and the sky and clouds incandescent with gold, scarlet and purple. The contrast of the bare and simple with the
magnificent colours and drama of nature was a fitting backdrop for Simona’s poetry which often uses language of deceptive
simplicity that points to proximate, allusive or half-submerged meanings which knock on the doors of our senses and understanding,
sometimes softly, sometimes with insistence and sometimes delivering blows of meaning.

Since then I have had the pleasure of reading many of Simona’s poems, and of working with her to produce English
translations of some of them, which have been published in British magazines.

Her poetry deals with life's most profound themes - birth, death, rebirth and transformation, with forms and possibilities of
identity that reach from stars to elemental particles. Figures, sometimes mysterious, appear and vanish, taking on a quality of myth,
and showing complex and subtle relationships with our human experience. These pervasive connections can be very intimate and
often surprising and startling in their originality. Aeons-long elemental processes give us a glimpse of the kind of time that is pointed
to, the enduring patient time of slow transformation as in Creature:

‘And where do you make your bed?’
Only on cooled lava.”
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And in Man of Water:
“the loneliness of the cliff splashed by waves’

Her images often have an amorphous quality, their shapes changing before our eyes, showing the inter-relatedness of discrete

forms. So we have the actuality of appearances which can be put into words and forms, and the underlying reality, which is changing,
seeming-infinite in its potential.

Our capacity for language, to donate names and words, is sometimes seen as a process that turns aliveness into something
inanimate, frozen or petrified, like in The Fall into Poetry:

‘Dreaming palm trees

heavy with dates...

consented to give up their lives
into words’,

While life experienced as metaphor, as it is lived in dreams, contains the impulse, the spark, that is, life itself:

‘I would speak where one should keep quiet
and my voice was human

and was not allowed. They will cut me,

to remain a fish’

(On the Kitchen Table)

Tension exists between two polarities. One creates form, definition and its separateness (including death), and the attendant
commerce, counting and assimilation. The other resists and defies such imprisonment in definition, showing its profound and

timeless nature and its amorphous, shape-changing abilities, embracing birth and death of individuality and flaunting its own
freedom in that ability.
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Yet the opposites constantly seek each other out for they are part of each other. So, in The Slab we have the creature, hidden
underwater, in darkness, which “comes into my house, at noon’ i.e. comes home, in full daylight, so we have transformation, of what is
separated and different and hidden, into meeting, the light of consciousness and recognition:

‘One day it will come

into my house at noon:

Who set you free? I shall ask in wonder.
Your rock-melting thought, who else?’
(The Slab)

Beyond the dualities of good and evil, order and chaos, in I'm Something Else the soul ‘gifted with wisdom, a playful child’ finds
a way to transcend dualities which can seem like self-torturing dilemmas.

Yet in Dream Weaponry the vision of the inseparable relationship of personality with soul has nothing domesticated and cosy
but is wild, free and ancient.

‘Like a tiger, slipping through creepers and shadows,
I'm inching ever closer to my soul,

which is ready to tear me up

at the slightest quiver

of the leaves.

(Dream Weaponry)

In The Disengagement it is the interaction between the two characters, the two foci of awareness that gives freedom to 'you'.

‘May you longingly remember all that has been.
It is through me that you have preserved your freedom!”

Disengaged at the end, freedom is born out of the fear and friction of their encounter - like a dance or a conflict where
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interaction and expression is the goal, where insistence on a deeper unity is apparent, rather than conquest or annihilation of one by
the other.

In Poetry Workshop the contrast and ambiguity is between wild and mild yet it leaves something unsettling in the mind:

‘[He] dons his weatherproof coat,
walks out of the room,
and boards a tram.’

Equally in The Poet among the Congressmen, the contrast is between appearance and underlying reality though the poet is
uncomfortably aware of his/her ill-fitting 'disguise' (I also remark here some delicious images):

"...through my muslin suit

my body appears like beech-bark,

my bear paws poke from sleeves..........
and my hair stands on end rather often ’

The underlying ethics of this poetry is a profound acceptance of otherness through engagement, even if or particularly if it is
thorny, difficult, lacerating as in The Runner, even if it brings death of forms, even if 'the other' is so unlike us as to be wildly unknown
and deeply threatening.

Simona’s poetry is evocative of memories, half-glimpsed shapes, echoing with resonances. It reminds of a fluid, shifting world
that we once knew, once inhabited; words are pointers, and metaphors - signposts to a world we once inhabited.

There is a profundity that can bring a deep sense of homecoming:

‘No I hadn't gone astray
that was obviously the place’
(The Path)
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or an equally deep disquiet:

‘Still, each night he hears

the baying of the hounds

an unbearable howling for their master.
Whom had he served? He doesn't know’
(The Runner)

You are precipitated out of Everyday into a world soaked with meaning. You are left with traces - “air threads/on the downy
bounds of my being’ (The Morning and Sunset with me) of a profound journey that includes the light of stars as well as ‘the deep memory
of the so-called inanimate - ‘greenish pebbles/wise and cold’ - (Dream Weaponry). And yet, even our lives of counting, commerce and
comfort are not excluded, are not God-forgotten. In this inclusiveness lies much of the magic of Simona’s poetry, like in her poem
Stopping the Sale which states that soul stuff cannot be sold, while soul journeys can find no monetary equivalent. (Again, the theme
of relationship.): 'The goods' (i.e. poetry or/and spirit) provide invulnerable shelter, peace and sustenance - which cannot be equated
with any money. Values are transient or eternal. The latter cannot be put into terms of the former.

This inclusiveness injects magic as well as compassion - it is also the hallmark of the spiritual quest that is at the heart of
Simona’s poetry. This quest is conveyed in different ways. Sometimes it is in contrasts between the mundane and the transcendent
worlds. In Love Reveals itself Slowly there are images of the claims of the world made on our activities: ‘gold hidden under flagstones,
houses had to be built, children are taken “to guitar or accordion classes’, authorities are treated with deference “they would suck up, to pass
exams’. Contrasted with these images we have “the power of patience’, the ‘open cone of light’ with its “translucent boat’ which gives them
‘free passage’ - which has nothing to do with transaction and commerce - “for which they hadn't paid.” Similarly, in Why?, ‘our haphazard
passage through a maze of market places, ... There is nothing to remind me/ of the diamond. Yet it still pulses, radiant'.

In Umbriel we are shown how we are reluctant to trust direct experience, believing more in concepts and language, and defer
to external authorities, translators, teachers, University departments, ‘in spite of [Love's] felt presence all around.’
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A Leap Across the Chasm depicts that liminal moment, neither here nor there, “tiny moment, split second” - not really belonging
to worldly Time or Chronos, which does not allow any gaps at all in its seamless garb. Yet it is there where

‘there was just enough room for a little bird to dart,
and scratch a sign against the sky

with its diamond claw...”

and where

“the stag leapt across the chasm,

and we all came out in the cool moist fragrant field

It is in this tiny gap between the worlds, “between night and dream’, that our usually aligned perception - aligned to time and
near-automatic interpretation - might glimpse, be inhabited by, something truly non-aligned and truly free.

Sometimes, in The Last Etruscan, the worldly and the transcendent are depicted as adjacent, rubbing shoulders but separate -
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‘I'm living in the metropolis which only makes good use of me,

without any love.

the displayed and the hidden, the commercial and the visionary,

‘Although I am a banker here, the hidden gift bestowed on me

was that of fulguriator - the reader of lightning flashes’,

yet, in the perception of those who are open to both worlds, non-judging and accepting, they can live together and even
more, the worldly can be transfigured -

"...Never does

the cup I'm sipping from look like earth,

or the thick dust upon its rim, like grime.

An unblemished splendour scintillates everywhere.”

(The Last Etruscan)
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Dervish initially contrasts worldly and spiritual - “searching in the world's sweetshop” - the world of commerce and satisfaction
of appetite soon turns sour in the mouth. Only when action sheds all personal gain or satisfaction, only when it is made not for
prestige, image, or worldly reward, action when ‘nobody will then be around to witness it’ and is made “for the sake of Love's crumb’ will
you then

"...deserve to belong to that very Light

you have summoned’

and there is then finding rather than searching.

In our flight into, and our identifying with, the transcendent worlds, we retrieve, claim and create our true identity, where
there is freedom from the gnawing appetites that lead to our harming of the worlds of nature, animals and humans. Simona-Grazia
Dima's poetry is a voice of mystery, compassion and wisdom that celebrates right relationship with the unity of all life.
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Morelle Smith

Poeta si eseistd, Edinburgh, Scotia, Marea Britanie

Atotcuprinderea si vraja - poezia Simonei-Grazia Dima

Am avut pentru intdia oard prilejul de a o asculta pe Simona-Grazia Dima citind din poeziile sale la Centrul Cultural din
Ohrid, Macedonia, in 2008. Decorul intruchipa un curios contrast intre simplu si sublim: in camera unde ne aflam, situata intr-o
cladire strict functionald, nu erau alte piese de mobilier decat scaunele pe care se asezase auditoriul. Peretele dinspre lac avea insa
ferestre imense, iar in timpul lecturii vedeam cum se reflecta soarele in ap4d, transformand-o, impreuna cu cerul si norii, intr-o mare
incandescentd cu reflexe de auriu, stacojiu si purpurd. Contrastul reprezentat de austeritatea si simplitatea contrapuse magnificelor
culori si dramatismului naturii constituia un cadru potrivit pentru poezia Simonei, care, adeseori, foloseste un limbaj de o simplitate
amagitoare, sugerand sensuri la indeméand, aluzive sau pe jumatate ascunse, ce bat la usa simturilor si a intelegerii noastre - uneori
cu o lovitura usoard, alteori insistent, iar alteori izbind puternic.

De atunci am avut pldcerea de a citi numeroase poeme scrise de Simona si de a lucra impreuna cu ea la versiuni in limba
engleza ale unora dintre ele, publicate ulterior in reviste britanice.

Poezia ei abordeaza temele cele mai profunde ale vietii - nasterea, moartea, renasterea si transformarea, cu forme si posibilitati
de identificare multiple, pornind de la stele panad la particulele elementare. Siluete, uneori misterioase, apar si dispar, investite cu
insusiri mitice si dezvaluind relatii complexe si subtile stabilite cu experienta noastra umana. Aceste conexiuni penetrante sunt adesea
cu totul intime, si surprinzatoare, chiar socante prin originalitatea lor. Procesele de la nivelul elementelor, desfasurate pe durata unor
eoni, ne dau o idee despre timpul la care fac referire poeziile, acel timp indelungat, de transformare lentd, ca in poezia Vietate: ,Si
unde-ti faci culcus?”/ Numai pe lava récita,/ numai pe lava rdcita”, iar in poezia Om de api: ,singurdtatea pietrei scdldate de valuri”.
Imaginile posedd de multe ori o calitate fluctuantd, deoarece ipostazele acestora se preschimba in fata ochilor nostri, sugerand o
interrelationare discretd. Se etaleazd, asadar, pe de o parte, realitatea aparentelor, apta a fi transpusa in cuvinte si forme, si, pe de
alta, realitatea bazald, fundamentald, aflatd in schimbare, aparent infinitd in potentialitatea ei.
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Capacitatea noastrd de a utiliza limbajul, de a da nume si cuvinte, este uneori privita ca un proces care transforma viata in
ceva neinsufletit, inghetat sau pietrificat, precum in poezia Ciderea in poezie: ,Peste tot palmieri visatori,/ incdrcati de nuci grele/
deschizand ochii,/ apoi consimtind deodatd/ sa-si dea viata-n cuvant”, in timp ce existenta traitd ca metaford, asa cum este
experimentata in vise, contine scanteia, adica impulsul vital insusi: ,, vorbeam acolo unde se tace/ si vocea mea era de om/ si n-avea
voie. Ma vor tdia,/ sd rdman peste” (Pe masa din bucdtdirie).

Existd o tensiune intre doi poli. Unul creeaza forma, caracterul ei definit si separat (incluzand aici moartea), schimbul inevitabil
ce urmeazd, calculul si asimilarea aferente. Celdlalt se opune si sfideaza aceastd incarcerare in definitie, demonstrandu-si natura
profunda si atemporald, precum si capacitatea de sfidare a formei, de perpetud metamorfozare, imbratisand nasterea si moartea
individualitatii si etalandu-si, prin aceasta, propria libertate.

Totusi, contrariile se cautd permanent unul pe altul, pentru ca fiecare face parte din celalalt. Astfel, in poezia Lespedea, fiinta
ascunsa in adancul apei, in intuneric, ,, Intr-o zi imi va intra in casd la amiazd”, adica vine acasd, la lumina zilei., incat devenim martori
ai transformarii a ceea ce este separat, diferit si ascuns, intr-o intdlnire, petrecuta in lumina constiintei si a recunoasterii: ntr-o zi
imi va intra in casa la amiazd./ Cine te-a scapat?/ Gandul tdu, care a topit piatra.”

Dincolo de dualismul binelui si raului, al ordinii si al haosului, in poezia Sunt altceva, sufletul ,aleargd-mbujorat,/ copil
bezmetic, de o intelepciune deplind”, afland astfel o cale de a transcende dualitatea, o dilema torturanta pentru propriul sine.

Cu toate acestea, in Arme de vis, viziunea relatiei inseparabile a personalitatii cu sufletul nu are nimic domesticit si comod, ci
este salbatica, libera si straveche. ,,Ca un tigru m-apropii,/ printre arbori si liane,/ de sufletul meu,/ gata sda ma sfasie,/ la orice
miscare nesabuita a frunzelor”.

In Desprinderea, interactiunea dintre cele dous personaje, dintre cele doua focare ale constiintei, este cea care di libertate
»sinelui”, acel ,,tu” din poem. ,Sa-ti amintesti cu drag de tot ce-a fost./ Prin mine te-ai pastrat in libertate!”.

Desprinsa din chingi in final, libertatea se naste din teama si frictiunea intalnirii celor doi protagonisti- ca un dans sau un
conflict in care tinta o constituie interactiunea si expresia, iar accentul se pune, in chip vadit, pe realizarea unei sporite unitati a
ambilor, mai degrabd decat pe cucerirea sau anihilarea unuia de catre celalalt.

In Sedinta de poezie, contrastul si ambiguitatea se stabilesc intre salbdticie si blandete, si totusi, in minte subzista ceva
nelinistitor: ,,i§i inchide grijuliu uneltele de scris,/ dupa tipic, se imbraca ordonat, cuviincios,/ isi pune deasupra si balonzaidul,/
iese din odaie/ si ia tramvaiul.”

In mod asemanitor, in poezia Poetul printre congresmeni, contrastul se stabileste intre aparenti si realitatea esentiala, ascuns3,
desi poetul este constient (incomoda revelatie!) de ,masca” sa nepotrivitd (remarc si aici unele imagini delicioase): ,prin straiul de
muselind/ mi se intrezareste trupul ca o scoarta de fag, (...)/ oricat m-as stradui, sunt asa, un lemn negeluit,/ si parul mi se ridica
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adesea maciucd”.

Substratul etic al acestei poezii consta intr-o acceptare profunda a alteritatii prin luptd, chiar daca, sau in special pentru ca
aceasta e spinoasd, dificild, dureroasd, precum in Alergatorul, chiar daca aduce moartea formelor, chiar daca ,celdlalt” este atat de
diferit de noi incat ne apare ca fiind complet necunoscut si, in cel mai inalt grad, amenintator.

Poezia Simonei evocd amintiri, forme abia zdrite, rezonante repetate prin ecouri. Ea ne reaminteste o lume fluida,
schimbatoare, pe care o cunosteam odatd, in care am salasluit caAndva; iar cuvintele sunt semnale - indicatoare - spre o lume in care
am locuit odinioara.

Réazbate, din versuri, o profunzime in stare sd trezeasca un adanc sentiment al intoarcerii acasd: ,Nu, nu gresisem calea./ De
buna seam4, acesta era locul” (Calea) sau o neliniste la fel de intensa: ,Insa nu trece o noapte/ fara s-auda orga de caini/ strigandu-
si sfasietor stapanul./ Cui slujise - nu stie” (Alergatorul).

Cititorul e smuls din lumea cotidianului si introdus intr-o alta mustind de sens. Rdmai cu urmele - ,ma risipeam in zeii
microscopici iviti ca funigeii/ pe marginile de puf ale fiintei mele” (Dimineata si-apusul cu mine) unei calatorii profunde, care cuprinde
lumina stelelor, deopotrivad cu ampla amintire a asa-zisului regn neinsufletit -, pietre verzui, intelepte si reci” (Arme de vis).

Si totusi, nici chiar vietile noastre marcate de cantitate, comert si confort nu sunt excluse, nu sunt uitate de Dumnezeu. in
aceastd incluziune rezidd o mare parte a magiei din poezia Simonei, ca, de exemplu, in poemul Oprirea vinzirii, care declara ca
lucrurile de suflet sunt imposibil de vandut, deoarece caldtoriile sufletului nu au echivalent monetar (din nou, tema relatiei):
,Bunurile” (i.e. poezia sau/si spiritul) ofera un addpost invulnerabil, pace si sprijin - de neechivalat in bani. Valorile sunt trecatoare
sau eterne. Cele din urma nu pot fi comparate cu primele.

Aceasta incluziune infuzeaza magie, precum si compasiune - ea este, de asemenea, si semnul unei cdutari spirituale aflate in
centrul poeziei Simonei. Aceastd cautare este redata in moduri diferite. Uneori ea este de gasit in contrastul dintre lumea terestra si
cea transcendentd. In Dragostea se dezviluia lent intalnim imagini ale imperioaselor cerinte exercitate de lume asupra activitatilor
noastre: ,se ascundea aur sub dale”, ,casele trebuiau ridicate”, copiii sunt dusi ,la ore de chitard,/ de acordeon”, autoritatea este
tratata cu deferentd , Pupau maini, sa treaca examene”. In contrast cu aceste imagini, , tu-i treceai cu barca transparentd, numai in
somn,/ in virtutea unui drept de liberd trecere -/ pentru care nu platisera ei”, ,forta albd a asteptdrii, conul de lumina deschis”, cu
a sa ,barca transparentd” daruind un , drept de libera trecere” - care nu are nimic de-a face cu tranzactiile si comertul - ,,pentru care
nu platiserd ei.”

Tot astfel, in De ce? ,,Cu fete mereu daltuite de raze,/ trecem indescifrabili, de-a valma, prin piete... Nimic din ce ar aminti/
diamantul. Ce, totusi, radios, pulseazad”. In Umbriel ni se arati cit de reticenti suntem in a ne increde in experienta directd, increzandu-
ne, in schimb, mai mult in concepte si limbaj si acceptand autoritdtile externe, traducatorii, invatatorii, departamentele universitare,
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»$1 nimeni nu mai intelege iubirea/ dacd nu vede cuvantul IUBIRE imprimat,/ daca nu-l aude récnit, oricat de multd iubire/ ar fi”.

Salt peste abis descrie acel moment-limitd, nelocalizabil, de aflat ,,in clipa dintre gheata si topirea ei, dintre noapte si vis,/ dintre
crepusculul de lut si roua diminetii” - care, de fapt, nu apartine Timpului lumesc, lui Cronos, si nu permite niciun spatiu gol in acest
vesmant fard cusaturi. Totusi, acolo este locul unde ,numai o pasdre maruntd a avut loc sa treacd,/ in zbor scurt sd zgarie un semn
pe cer,/ cu gheara de diamant” si unde ,,cand cerbul trecea in salt abisul,/ iar noi iesiserdm cu totii-n cimpul reavan,/ ducand culori
si flamuri. Tocmai in aceasta infima fisura dintre lumi, ,,dintre noapte si vis”, acea perceptie a noastrd, de obicei aliniatd - aliniata
unui timp comun si unei interpretari aproape automate -, ar putea sa licdreascs, sd fie locuitd de ceva intr-adevar nealiniat, realmente
liber. Pe alocuri, in Ultimul etrusc, lumescul si transcendentul sunt descrise ca fiind apropiate pand la atingere si totusi separate:
, Trdiesc in metropola care ma foloseste doar,/ fara iubire” -; (...) ,,Desi sunt bancher, aici, meseria mea tainicd/ e cea de fulguriator,
ghicitor in fulgere,/ dupa traditia semintei noastre”, totusi, in perceptia acelora care sunt deschisi spre ambele lumi, care nu judeca
ci accepta, cele vizibile si cele ascunse, comercialul si vizionarul pot convietui si, mai mult decat atat, lumescul poate fi transfigurat:
»~Nu-i niciodatd lut/ cana din care sorb, nici mazga/ praful dens de pe margini. Splendoarea/ nepatata scanteiaza” (Ultimul etrusc).

Poemul Dervis plaseaza, initial, in opozitie, lumescul si spiritualul - ,Sfasierea, cautarea lui [a sufletului],/ in cofetaria lumii”
- lumea comertului si a satisfacerii poftei ne lasd curand in gurd un gust amar. Numai atunci cand actiunea abandoneaza intregul
castig sau orice satisfactie personald, numai cand nu este facutd pentru prestigiu, imagine sau rasplatd lumeasca, atunci cand ,ai
putea nainta/ noaptea cu un pas,/ cand nu te vede nimeni” si este indeplinita numai , pentru un strop de iubire”, doar atunci vei
,putea inainta/ noaptea cu un pas” si va avea loc o regdsire, mai degraba decat o cautare.

In zborul nostru citre lumile transcendente, ca si in identificarea noastra cu ele, regdsim, cerem si ne plasmuim adevarata
identitate, in care aflam eliberarea de poftele apdsdtoare care ne-au determinat pand atunci sa ranim natura, lumea animalelor si a
oamenilor. Poezia Simonei-Grazia Dima este o voce a misterului, compasiunii si intelepciunii, care celebreaza legatura armonica,
bazatd pe un autentic spirit justitiar, cu unitatea imanentd a tuturor manifestarilor vietii.
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Simona-Grazia Dima

Simona-Grazia Dima este poetd, eseista, critic literar,
traducatoare. S-a nascut la Timisoara. A absolvit Universitatea
de Vest, Facultatea de litere, sectia limba si literatura engleza,
din orasul natal, ca sefd de promotie nationala.

A fost, rand pe rand, profesoard, bibliotecar,
traducator, redactor, muzeograf. Din 2003 este redactor in
cadrul Academiei Roméne din Bucuresti; din 1990 este
membra a Uniunii Scriitorilor din Romania, intai a Filialei din
Timisoara, apoi a ASB, iar in cele din urmad a Filialei Poezie -
Bucuresti; secretar general al PEN-Clubului Roméan (din 2006).

Este autoarea a 17 volume publicate, intre care 12 de

poeme: Ecuatie linistitd (1985), Diminetile gandului (1989),
Scara lui Iacob (1995) Noaptea romand (1997) Focul matematic
(1997), Confesor de tigri (1998), Ultimul etrusc (2000), Calditorii
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Simona-Grazia Dima is a poet, essayist, literary critic
and translator born in Timisoara. She graduated from the
Department of English language and literature of the Faculty
of Letters of the University of Timisoara, as a national
valedictorian.

She worked, successively, as a teacher, librarian,
translator, editor, museographer. Since 2003 she has been
editor within the Romanian Academy in Bucharest. Member
of the Romanian Writers” Union since 1990, secretary general
of the Romanian PEN-Club Centre (since 2006).

Simona-Grazia Dima is the author of 17 books, among
which 12 are poetry collections: Calm Equation (1985),
Mornings of Thought (1989), Jacob’s Ladder (1995), Roman Night
(1997), Mathematical Fire (1997), A Tiger’s Confessor (1998), The
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apocrife (2000), Dreptul ranii de a radmane deschisd (2003), La ora Last of the Etruscans (2000), Apocryphal Journeys (2000), Wounds
fulgerului (2009), Interiorul lucrurilor (2011), Cilatoria in petalele Have the Right to Remain Open (2003), When Lightning Starts

trandafirului, 2013 (antologie de autor), patru de eseuri si Flaring (2009), The Inner Space of Things (2011), The Journey into
comentarii critice, precum si unul reprezentand o traducere, the Rose’s Petals (an anthology, 2013). She has also published
din limba englezd, a unei lucrari de filosofie orientald. four collections of essays and criticism, and a translation of a

work about oriental thought.
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Information about the Translators

Adriana Ioana Nacu

Nascutd in 1978, a absolvit Masteratul pentru Traducerea Born in 1978, she graduated from The MA Programme for the
Textului Literar Contemporan, in cadrul Universitatii din Translation of the Contemporary Literary Text of the
Bucuresti. Este rtaducator literar. University of Bucharest. She is a literary translator.
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Martin Potter

Martin Potter studied language and literature at the
University of Cambridge, the University of Southern
California and University College London. He currently
teaches at the Department of English Language and Literature
of the University of Bucharest. His research interests include
twentieth-century British Catholic writers, literature and
religion, poetry, and aesthetics. His book British and Catholic?
National and Religious Identity in David Jones, Evelyn Waugh and
Muriel Spark was published by Peter Lang in May 2013.
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Martin Potter a studiat limba si literatura la Universitatea din
Cambridge, la Universitatea Southern California si la
Universitatea College din Londra. In prezent pred4 in cadrul
Departamentului de Limba Engleza al Facultatii de Limbi
Straine a Universitdtii din Bucuresti. Preocupadrile sale de
cercetdtor vizeaza scriitorii britanici catolici ai sec. XX,
literatura si religia, poezia si estetica. Volumul sau, intitulat
Britanic si catolic? Identitate nationald si religioasd in creatia lui
David Jones, Evelyn Waugh si Muriel Spark, a fost publicat la Ed.
Peter Lang in luna mai a anului 2013.
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