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CUVÂNT ÎNAINTE

Ars poetica armonizeaz@ o diversitate de voci poetice române}ti care relev@ con}tiin]a de sine a poe]ilor în leg@tur@ cu statutul }i rolul lor în confruntarea cu societatea modern@ }i cu eternele întreb@ri asupra existen]ei umane. 

Aceast@ antologie, subiectiv@, desigur, dar nu }i exhaustiv@, în alegerea scriitorilor }i a poeziilor, include clasici români, precum }i reprezentan]i remarcabili ai poeziei noastre moderne }i contempora-ne. De la George Co}buc, Tudor Arghezi }i Lucian Blaga la Nichi-ta St@nescu }i Marin Sorescu, am receptat apoi mesajele poetice ale celei de a doua jum@t@]i a secolului al XX-lea, venind dinspre Petre Stoica, Anghel Dumbr@veanu, Grigore Vieru, Ana Blandiana }i Ion Pachia Tatomirescu, f@r@ a ignora poe]ii români care tr@iesc }i creeaz@ dincolo de hotarele României – Vasile T@râ]eanu, în Ucraina, }i Ion Milo}, în Suedia. Prin urmare, cititorul poate urm@ri permanen]a lirismului în literatura român@ de-a lungul întregului secol. 

Traduc@torii Cenaclului ,,Roenro” de la Colegiul Na]ional   ,,C. D. Loga” din Timi}oara }i-au dat str@duin]a s@ transmit@ inten]iile poe]ilor în ceea ce prive}te rima, ritmul, punctua]ia }i forma poeziilor, f@r@ ,,a altera” impresia general@ produs@ de original. Poe]ii }i poemele lor se relev@ în ordine cronologic@. 

Am avut mereu în vedere ideea c@ schimbul de valori culturale este extrem de important pentru o mai bun@ în]elegere reciproc@ a vorbitorilor de român@ }i englez@. Aceast@ încercare a însemnat, cu certitudine, implicare, colaborarea cu elevi pasiona]i de lectur@, înclina]ia pentru gândirea filozofic@, autocunoa}tere }i talent pentru crea]ia literar@. Nu este nevoie s@ mai men]ion@m c@ traduc@torii au f@cut cuno}tin]@ cu comori atât ale literaturii române, cât }i ale celei engleze, pe m@sur@ ce }i-au des@vâr}it m@iestria în folosirea acestor dou@ idiomuri. Astfel, ei au avut prilejul s@ în]eleag@ mai bine literatura român@, al@turi de posibilitatea de a percepe lumea prin prisma gândirii metaforice. 

Doresc s@ exprim calde mul]umiri poe]ilor români, poetului Ion Pachia Tatomirescu în mod deosebit, pentru dezbaterile asupra poeziei, }i familiei mele pentru încrederea fa]@ de ideea generoas@ a acestui proiect. Îi felicit, de asemenea, pe elevii mei pentru realiz@rile lor minunate.

Mai, 2003                               Gabriela Pachia
FOREWORD
Ars Poetica brings together a diversity of Romanian poetic voices, revealing the poets’ awareness of their status and role in the confrontation with modern society and the eternal questions on human existence. 

The anthology, most personal, but not exhaustive, in the selection of writers and poems, includes Romanian classics as well as distinguished representatives of our modern and contemporary poetry. From George Co}buc, Tudor Arghezi and Lucian Blaga to Nichita St@nescu and Marin Sorescu, we have then lent our ear to the poetic messages of the latter half of the twentieth century, coming from Petre Stoica, Anghel Dumbr@veanu, Grigore Vieru, Ana Blandiana and Ion Pachia Tatomirescu, without ignoring the Romanian poets living and creating outside the borders of Romania. Accordingly, the reader will be able to grasp the permanence of lyricism in the Romanian literature across the entire century. 

The translators of the ,,Roenro” Club from the ,,C. D. Loga” National High School in Timi}oara have endeavoured to convey the poets’ intentions as far as rhyme, rhythm, punctuation and strophic organization are concerned, without diminishing the overall effect engendered by the original. The poetic generations and the poems observe chronological order. 

We have considered the exchange of cultural values as essential for a better understanding of the Romanian and the English-speaking worlds. This attempt has obviously meant personal involvement, a bent for philosophical thought and for self-discovery, well-read students, or even writing poetry. Needless to say, the translators have acquired the gems of  the Romanian and the English literatures while improving their mastery of both languages. They have also come to a better knowledge of the Romanian literature, not to mention the perception of the world at the level of metaphorical thinking. 

I would like to express my warm thanks to the Romanian poets, to the poet Ion Pachia Tatomirescu in particular, for the debates on poetry, and to my family for believing in the generous idea of this project. I would also like to congratulate my students on their exquisite achievements.

     May, 2003                          Gabriela Pachia

GEORGE CO{BUC 

(1866 – 1918)

Poet }i critic

– ,,Te }tiu, nu vreau s@ ]in secret –

Te rog s@ la}i ^n pace muza,

C@ci tu e}ti cel mai prost poet

         %n Siracuza.

Troheii }chiopi }i iambii duri;

{i nici nu }tii m@car s@-i furi!”

Dar n-a sf$r}it, c@ci Dionis,

Ca un doilea Ajax mitic,

A r$s de furie }i-a-nchis

         %n turn pe critic.

P-un biet Omer ^l po]i nega;

Dar c$nd e prin], e altceva.

Orice poet, ca rege-i prost;

Dar ca poet e orice rege

Un geniu cum pu]ini au fost!

         Deci s@-n]elege: 

De ce murind fu Nero trist,

Nu ca-mp@rat, ci ca artist.

{i bietul critic, otr@vit 

D-ale slujba}ilor insulte,

Trei p@r]i din zi era silit

         Mereu s-asculte

To]i iambii despre cari a zis

C@-s cei mai pro}ti din c$]i s-au scris.

Din zori de zi un sclav ^i sta

La cap, citind p$n@-n desear@;

A}a }i ieri, }i azi a}a

         {i m$ine iar@.

{i tot tavanul era scris

Cu versuri d-a lui Dionis.

The Poet and the Critic

 “I know your ways, it is no secret –

Please, leave alone the muse,

Since you’re the less gifted poet

          In Syracuse.

Cripple trochees and iambs so rigid;

And you’re so bad at imitating!”

He hadn’t even finished since Dionysus,

Like another mythic Ajax,

Laughed out of rage and he imprisoned

          The critic in a tower.

One can deny a poor Homer;

When he’s a prince, things can turn over.

Since any poet is but a bad king;

But any king a poet can be,

A genius as never has there been!

          So one can see

Why, dying, Neron was upset

Not as an emperor, but as a poet.

And the poor critic, most embittered

With the employees’ insults,

Three quarters of the day was forced

          For long to listen

The iambs he had considered

The worst in the world that were ever written.

Since daybreak a slave performed his task

By his bed, reading for him as late as dusk;

So was it yesterday and so today

          Tomorrow’s on the way.

And all the ceiling was apainted

With lines that Dionysus had created.

Dar dup@ ce-a trecut un an,

Slujba}ul vine }i-l veste}te

C@-l iart@ nobilul tiran,

         {i c@-l pofte}te

S@ mearg@ la palat cur$nd. 

Poetul l-a primit r$z$nd.

– ,,Am versuri iar! Un nou volum,

{i laude-mi spun to]i Zoilii.

S@ vezi! Eu cred c@ fac acum 

         Mai buni dactilii.

N-am nici un vers pocit }i r@u,

{i-a} vrea s-aud cuv$ntul t@u!” 

{i de pe sul, cu mult av$nt

Ies odele, ^ncet cu-ncetul.

Olimpic }i cu glasul sf$nt

         Citea poetul.

Curtenii, transporta]i, r@spund:

– ,,Ce-artistic, ah! {i ce profund!”

– ,,{i tu, ce zici? M-am ^ndreptat?”

Polixen, tremur$ndu-i pa}ii,

Spre u}@ pleac@, resignat,

         Privind slujba}ii:

– ,,E cheia temni]ii la voi?

Haid’, duce]i-m@ ^napoi!”

1892

^n Balade }i idile, 1893

When a whole year had elapsed,

An official came and announced

That by the noble tyrant he was forgiven

          And as well invited

To the palace to show up thereafter.

The poet welcomed him and gave a laughter.

“I have more lines! A volume new,

All critics highly praise me, that is true.

Look! Now I think that I can make

          Better dactyls.

I have no line cripple or ill,

I would like to hear your verdict still!”

And from his roll, in bold and high,

There came the odes, one after the other.

In an Olympian and sacred voice

          The poet read on like no other.

The courtiers, in delight, shouted loud,

“Oh, how artistic! How profound!”

“What do you say now? Have I improved?”

Polyxenus, with a shaking foot,

Meekly to the door he moved,

          Giving his officials a look,

“Is there the cell key with you?

Come, take me back to the doom!”

1892 

                       in Ballads and Pastoral Songs, 1893

TUDOR ARGHEZI 

(1880 – 1967)

Flori de mucigai

Le-am scris cu unghia pe tencuial@

Pe un p@rete de firid@ goal@,

Pe ^ntuneric, ^n singur@tate,

Cu puterile neajutate

Nici de taurul, nici de leul, nici de vulturul

Care au lucrat ^mprejurul

Lui Luca, lui Marcu }i lui Ioan

Sunt stihuri f@r@ an,

Stihuri de groap@,

De sete de ap@

{i de foame de scrum,

Stihurile de-acum.

C$nd mi s-a tocit unghia ^ngereasc@

Am l@sat-o s@ creasc@ 

{i nu a mai crescut –
Sau nu o mai am cunoscut.

Era ^ntuneric. Ploaia b@tea departe, afar@.

{i m@ durea m$na ca o ghiar@

Neputincioas@ s@ se str$ng@.

{i m-am silit s@ scriu cu unghiile de la m$na st$ng@. 

^n Flori de mucigai, 1931

Mouldy Flowers 

I scratched these lines in a bare recess, 

In darkness and in bitter loneliness, 

My nail toiling against the plaster,

With weakened powers, less than faster,

So very helpless and deserted by those

Bulls, lions, eagles working around so close

To Luke and Mark as well as John.

They’re but rhymes of years long past and gone

They’re verses on the brink of graves,

Of thirst for water, of last craves,

Of hunger after ashes –

The poem that now flashes.

When my angelic nail got blunted

I let it grow again, unstunted,

And even so it simply failed to grow –

Or what there grew I failed to know.

So dark it was. The distant whip of rain was lashing 

outdoors.

My hand was aching like some ailing claws,

In want of strength to clench anew – whereupon

I strove to write with the nails of my left hand anon.

                            in Mouldy Flowers, 1931

LUCIAN BLAGA 

(1895 – 1961)

Eu nu strivesc corola de minuni a lumii

Eu nu strivesc corola de minuni a lumii

}i nu ucid

cu mintea tainele, ce le-nt$lnesc

^n calea mea

^n flori, ^n ochi, pe buze ori morminte.

Lumina altora

sugrum@ vraja nep@trunsului ascuns

^n ad$ncimi de ^ntuneric,

dar eu,

eu cu lumina mea sporesc a lumii tain@

}i-ntocmai cum cu razele ei albe luna

nu mic}oreaz@, ci tremur@toare

m@re}te }i mai tare taina nop]ii,

a}a ^mbog@]esc }i eu ^ntunecata zare

cu largi fiori de sf$nt mister 

}i tot ce-i nen]eles

se schimb@-n  nen]elesuri }i mai mari

sub ochii mei –

c@ci eu iubesc

}i flori }i ochi }i buze }i morminte.

^n Poemele luminii, 1919

I Do Not Crush the World’s Corolla of Wonders

I do not crush the world’s corolla of wonders.

My mind does not kill

the mysteries I meet

on my way

in flowers, in eyes, on lips or in tombs.

The light of others 

strangles the charm of the impenetrable obscured

in depths of darkness,

as for myself,

by my light I increase the mystery of the world –

as the moon with her white rays

does not diminish, but shimmering

intensifies the night’s mystery,

thus I do myself enrich the dark horizon

with broad, sacred shivers of mystery

and the uncomprehended

turns even more incomprehensible

under my watching –

because I love

flowers and eyes and lips and tombs.

                                 in Poems of Light, 1919

LUCIAN BLAGA

C@tre cititori

Aici e casa mea. Dincolo soarele }i gr@dina cu stupi.

Voi trece]i pe drum, v@ uita]i printre gratii de poart@ 

}i a}tepta]i s@ vorbesc. – De unde s@-ncep?

Crede]i-m@, crede]i-m@,

despre ori }i ce po]i s@ vorbe}ti c$t vrei:

despre soart@ }i despre }arpele binelui,

despre arhanghelii cari ar@ cu plugul

gr@dinile omului,

despre cerul spre care cre}tem,

despre ur@ }i c@dere, triste]e }i r@stigniri

}i ^nainte de toate despre marea trecere.

Dar cuvintele sunt lacrimile celor ce ar fi voit

a}a de mult s@ pl$ng@ }i n-au putut.

Amare foarte sunt toate cuvintele,

de-aceea – l@sa]i-m@ 

s@ umblu mut printre voi,

s@ v@ ies ^n cale cu ochii ^nchi}i.

^n %n marea trecere, 1924

To My Readers

Here is my house. Over there –

the sun and the garden with beehives.

You pass by, you peer through the gate bars

expecting me to speak. Where shall I start from?

Trust me, trust me,

you can speak about anything as much as you please:

about fate and about the snake of good,

about the archangels ploughing

man’s gardens,

about the sky we are rising towards,

about hatred and fall, sadness and crucifixions

and, above all, about the great passage.

My words are but the tears of the ones

who wished they could cry.

Most bitter are all the words,

therefore let me

walk among you speechless,

let me come your way with my eyes closed.

                              in The Great Passage, 1924

ALEXANDRU A. PHILIPPIDE 

(1900 – 1979)

M-at$rn de tine, Poezie

M-at$rn de tine, Poezie,

Ca un copil de poala mumii,

S@ trec cu tine puntea humii

Spre insula de ve}nicie

La cap@tul de dincolo al lumii.

M@ vei l@sa acolo singur

Al@turi de to]i mor]ii lumii?

{i ^n Egipt, acum cinci mii de ani,

Va fi fost poate un poet

Care }i el ^ncerca s@ m@soare

H@urile vremii viitoare

{i care c@uta s@ potriveasc@

G$ndirea lui cea p@m$nteasc@ 

Pe ritmul de}irat al ve}niciei.

Ce fericit era acel poet

C$nd se g$ndea c@ dup@ moarte

Unul m@car din cele trei suflete-ale lui

Va r@m$ne s@ pluteasc@ mai departe

Pe valurile viitorului!

Cu neclintire el credea

C@ dup@ mii }i mii de ani de zbor

Sufletul cel c@l@tor 

Se va statornici pe-o stea

Cu care-apoi va hoin@ri prin haos.

Mumia lui mai zace poate ^nc@

{i-acuma ^n vreo taini]@ ad$nc@,

Privind cu ochi usca]i de a}teptare

Tavanul cu inscrip]ii funerare.

{i poate noaptea c$nd }acalii latr@

Rencepe via]a robilor din piatr@.

O stafie de tor]@ se aprinde;

I’m Clinging to You, Poetry

I’m clinging to you, Poetry, 

Like a child to his mother’s lap, 

To cross with you the bridge of clay 

To the island of the eternal day

At the afterlife end of the world. 

Will you leave me alone there

No one left but the dead of the world to care?

Since some five thousand years ago

Ancient Egypt must have known

A poet akin eager to measure the stages,

The abysses of the future ages,

And longing to match

His earthly thinking

To the rhythm of eternity, ever unwinding.

What happiness must he have felt

At the thought that after death

At least one of the three souls of his

Would keep on floating like a breath

On the future’s wings!

Unflinching, he was musing in delight

That in some thousand years of flight

His wandering soul

Would take abode there on a star

To roam in the chaos far and far.

His mummy might still be resting

In some deep vault to this very day

Staring at the ceiling, eyes dried with so much waiting,

High above the funeral engravings found their stay.

And late at night, in the bark of jackals,

The stone slaves might resume their toil

Under the phantom of a torch like burning oil;

Scot robii milenarele merinde;

Str@vechile bucate pe vatr@ fierb ^n bliduri;

D@n]uitoare ro}ii coboar@ de pe ziduri

{i-}i farmec@ st@p$nul, fantom@ ca }i ele,

{i sufletul cel ve}nic plute}te printre stele.

Dar eu, vl@star al unei lumi b@tr$ne,

Ros de-ndoieli, bolnav de nostalgii,

Zadarnic caut o cereasc@ p$ne

%n raftul vechilor mitologii.

Zadarnic caut s@ privesc }i eu

Spre sigure limanuri viitoare;

%n pe}terile sufletului meu

Tor]a n@dejdii p$lp$ie }i moare.

(O, blestemat s@ fie g$ndul care

M@-ndeamn@ s-o aprind mereu!)

Nimic ^n mine nu m@-mbie

S@ cred ^n viitoarea mea mumie.

%ncerc s@-mi f@uresc din ^ndoial@, 

Din visuri }i melancolie, 

O am@gire-original@. 

Ajuns ^n preajma ultimului prag,

Mai }ti-voi oare c-am tr@it ^n Terra,

Prin veacu-al dou@zecilea din era

Numit@ dup@ un ilustru mag?

Voi fi atuncea unul dintre

Acele anonime duhuri

Care se-nghesuie s@ intre

Pe poarta marilor v@zduhuri.

Se mai cunosc ^ntre ei mor]ii?

Ce singur trebuie s@ fii

C$nd treci pe totdeauna pragul por]ii

%n ceea ce aice numim noi ve}nicie

Dar care-acolo poate este

O nou@ ^n}el@torie

Cu spa]iu }i vreme }i vechea poveste!

The slaves take out their time-old victuals;

The ancient dishes on the hearth, in pots, now boil

While red dancing women step down from the wall,

Enchanting their master, like themselves a ghost, 

And the eternal soul, among the stars, remains their host.

Yet I, the offspring of a world grown old,

My self worn out by doubt, ill with melancholy,

In vain do I seek for the heavenly bread

On a shelf crammed with mythology.

In vain do I strive to encompass in my sight

Some future sanctuary, secure and bright;

Deep in the caverns of my soul, that seems so boon,

The flame of hope is flickering, dying too soon.

(Oh, cursed be the thought which stands forlorn

And urges me to kindle it on and on!)

No thing deep down entices me

To believe in my future mummy.

And I endeavour to forge out of doubt,

Out of dreams and of melancholy,

Some self-delusion, most genuine for the time to be.

While reaching the last threshold,

Will I ever know that I had lived on Terra,

Once during the twentieth era

Called after an illustrious magus?

Then I might be

One of those unnamed spirits in sheer liberty

That rush and elbow their way

At the Gate of Heaven which magnificent there lay.

And will the dead still know each other?

What loneliness must there be

When crossing the threshold of eternity

For good and all,

As here on this world such things we call,

Though there everlastingness might be

The space and time hoax, the old deceptive story!

Se mai cunosc ^ntre ei mor]ii?

Dar dac@ dincolo vom deveni

Ni}te f@pturi hidoase }i mi}ele,

Noi care ne iubim ne-om du}m@ni,

Iubind pe cei ce-au vrut s@ ne ^n}ele,

Prieteni cu vr@jma}ii no}tri de-ast@zi, 

Vr@jma}i ai celor care azi ni-s dragi?

O prea ciudat@ n@lucire 

%n noaptea inimii ^nvie!

V@d o str@veche m@n@stire 

%n preajma anului o mie

%n care-un scrib extatic scrie

Pe-o foaie veche de psaltire,

Cu g$nd sfios de ve}nicie:

E-aproape marea isp@}ire,

M-at$rn de tine, Poezie!

^n Visuri ^n vuietul vremii, 1939

And will the dead still know each other?

Just think! If, by chance, on those realms we become

Some sort of creatures hideous and vile,

Then we, who love each other, will be but foes,

With those who swindled us we would share love’s rose,

Could we be their friends and draw to our enemies so near,

Could we turn enemies to those whom we today hold dear?

The queerest of all the visions

In the darkness of my heart finds resurrection!

I can behold a monastery of days of yore

About the year one thousand no more

Where a scribe in rapture writes, mind his shy look,

On a pale page in a psalm book

A brief thought on immortality, 

“Redemption Day so close might be, 

I’m clinging to you, Poetry!”

                     in Dreams in the Hubbub of Time, 1939

ALEXANDRU A. PHILIPPIDE

Vis }i c@utare 

– Nu e}ti s@tul de colindat prin stele,

Prin miliardele de ani-lumin@

C$t zice-se c@-i drumul p$n’ la ele,

Chiar cu ^nchipuirea cea mai plin@

De cosmos }i de cosmo-fantezii?

– Acolo-i ]elul marii poezii.

– Ce-i marea poezie? Vorb@-n v$nt

Cu care ne-am@gim; comod cuv$nt

Cu care lesne-acoperi ce nu }tii.

Mai bine s@ ne-ntoarcem pe p@m$nt

{i p@r@sind c@l@toria-n vid,

S@ cultiv@m gr@dina lui Candid,

L@s$nd ^nchipuirea s@ m@soare 

Iluzia-n continu@ mi}care 

A ]elurilor drumurilor lungi,

La care s@ visezi, s@ nu ajungi...

{i poate-aici s-ar ^nt$mpla s@ fie

{i mult r$vnita mare poezie

Ispititoare –

C@ci totul este vis }i c@utare.

1978

^n Vis }i c@utare, 1979

Dream and Aspiration       

“Don’t you feel tired of roaming among stars,

Since they are, as some say,

Billions of light years away,

Even though your flight might be

On the wings of cosmo-fantasy?”

“There lies the aim of lofty poetry.”

“What’s lofty poetry? It is but empty talk

To charm us into delusion as if under a lock;

A convenient word to cover what we fail to know.

We’d better come back down to Earth and fly low

And, leaving aside the voyage into the space,

We’d better be like Candid and till our flowery place,

Allowing our imagination to measure

The ever-moving illusion

Of long voyages viewed as such:

We dream of aims that we can never touch...

And here it might happen to be

The long-awaited lofty poetry,

The eternal temptation –

Since everything’s but dream and aspiration.”

1978

in Dream and Aspiration, 1979

EMIL BOTTA

(1912 - 1977)

Natura }i poetul

Voi, cetini }i mun]i, voi, arbori în delir,

vin turmele apocalipsului s@ v@ cunoasc@, s@ v@ pasc@,

ce iad fi-va noaptea, ce nemilos cimitir.

{i somnoros Dumnezeu, somnorosul casc@.

Pân@ când ve]i suferi elogiile insult@toare

ale palizilor c@ut@tori de fantome?

Pân@ când v@ ve]i l@sa târâ]i în ale lor sinistre abatoare

ca porumbeii în gloduri }i sodome?

Protesta]i, pumnii strân}i, fi]i tari;

din cenu}a voastr@ nasc@-se un asupritor, un zbir.

Pururi singuratici, pururi barbari,

voi, cetini }i mun]i, voi, arbori în delir.

în Întunecatul april, 1937

Nature and the Poet

Oh, fir trees and mountains, trees in ecstasy,

there come the flocks of the apocalypse to meet you and 

                         graze you,

what a hell the night will be, what a merciless cemetery.

And the sleepy God yawns, indifferent to you too.

How long will you abide by the insulting praises

of the pale ghost seekers?

And submit yourselves to being dragged to their sinister

                         slaughterhouses

like doves in the mud of the rapers?

With clenched fists, full of vigour, rise in rebellion;

out of your ashes a tyrant born might be.

Give yourselves up to being forever lonely, forever barbarian,

oh, fir trees and mountains, trees in ecstasy.

in The Dark April, 1937

EMIL BOTTA 

Poetul }i lumea lui

Laurii visului fruntea-mi ^ncing,

lauri de plumb, t$mpla mi-o farm@...

%nsemn@rile sun@, stelele ning.

auzul mi-e stins de o stranie larm@.

Aproape-s de voi, departe, aproape,

diamante ceresc, aer plin de vaiuri,

de voi sunt aproape, turme stelare,

buchete, cascade, alaiuri!

Tutelar@ noapte, orbitor Pretutindeni,

desfrunzirea p@durii ascult-o!

{i apei ce-}i sun@ ^n toate serile

talan]ii, florinii, averile,

Isadorei, Terpsihorei, Apei,

auzi-i, auzi-i c@derile!

^n Pe-o gur@ de rai, 1943

The Poet and His World

The laurels of dreams are crowning my forehead,

the laurels of lead are shattering my temples...

My lines are ringing, stars are dropping like snow,

my hearing is deafened by some strange uproar.

So close am I to you, so far, so close,

oh, heavenly diamond, laments which in the air rose,

flocks of stars, bouquets, cascades, parades!

I am so close to you, so near,

Tutorial night, oh, dazzling Everywhere,

listen to the leaves being stripped from trees,

listen to the silver prayer of the forest!

And every evening listen to the water

falling and ringing

its talents, its fortunes, its florins,

for Isidore, for Terpsichore,

listen to the Water’s falls!

în On the Threshold of Paradise, 1943 

VICTOR FELEA 

(1923 – 1993)

Poetul

Poetul nu e niciodat@ b@tr$n

Poetul nu e niciodat@ t$n@r

Poetul e totdeauna un t$n@r b@tr$n

El e ^n acela}i timp }i izvorul }i fluviul

%n el se nasc }i se sting r$nd pe r$nd

                   toate anotimpurile.

El are ochiul furnicii

El are ochiul marelui vultur

Lacrima lui e un clopot albastru

Care s-aude peste ^ntregul p@m$nt

Bucuria lui e asemenea ierbii

R@zbate oriunde }i-nv@luie totul

Poetul e totdeauna un t$n@r b@tr$n 

Bl$nd sur$z$nd la cina de tain@ a lumii

^n ,,Rom$nia literar@”, 19  octombrie, l978

The Poet                      
The poet is never old   

The poet is never young 

The poet is always an old young man

He is both the spring and the river

All the seasons are born and die in him

                 one after the other.

He has the ant’s eye

He has the golden eagle’s eye

His tear is a blue bell

Heard all over the earth

His joy is like the grass

It grows everywhere and covers everything

The poet is always an old young man

Blandly smiling at the world’s Last Supper

in The Literary Romania, October 19, 1978

A. E. BACONSKY

(1925 - 1977)

Ars antipoetica

A scrie cu t@r$]e de lemn a scrie cu fiare vechi

cu buc@]i de plexiglas cu obiecte concrete

a scrie pe cutiile goale ^n care se ambaleaz@ 

aparate electrice, pe benzi de magnetofon uzate

a scrie ^n relief cu sunetele modulatorului

fixate pe ecrane metalice – alb, a scrie alb

poeme sortite consumului purt$nd seria

anul }i marca, poeme perfect func]ionale

care nu se citesc ci se consum@ cotidian,

poeme abcdefghijklmnopq }i a}a mai departe,

poeme }i-a}a-mai departe, poeme ^n U }i O

din tabl@ galvanizat@ st$nd pe suport tubular

^n timp ce mecanismul cinetic dozeaz@ efectul

consoanelor inoxidabile }i schimb@ direc]ia ritmului –

a scrie cu piese de schimb }i cu literatur@ documentar@ 

anexat@ ^n elegante plicuri de plastic a scrie

a nu scrie a reproduce a fi reprodus experimen-

THALIA muz@ a crematoriilor-altare unde se ard

rezidiile industriei moderne, danseaz@ 

                cu poetul pneumatic

                   ultimul dans.

^n Corabia lui Sebastian, 1978 

Ars Antipoetica

To write with sawdust to write with scrap iron

with plexiglass pieces with concrete objects

to write on the empty boxes in which electric devices

are packed, on worn-out recording tapes

to write a spectrum with the modulator sounds

set on metallic screens – unrhymed, to write unrhymed

poems meant for consumption bearing the series

the year and the trademark, perfectly functional poems

which are not read but consumed daily,

abcdefghijklmnopq poems and so on,

and-so-on poems, poems in U and O

of galvanized iron fixed on a tubular prop

while the kinetic mechanism measures the effect

of the stainless consonants and switches over the rhythm –

to write with spare parts and with documentary literature

enclosed in fashionable plastic envelopes to write

not to write to reproduce to be reproduced experimen-

THALIA the muse of the altar-crematoriums where

The modern industry residues are burnt, is dancing

                         with the pneumatic poet

                               her last dance.

in Sebastian’s Ship, 1978

GABRIEL GHEORGHE 

(n. 1929)
Imita]ie

Cu ochii fic}i, 

Privind

Natura,

Imperturbabil@ }i rece,

F@r@ impresii, 

Negr@bit@,

Reproduc$ndu-se ^ntruna:

Spic din s@m$n]@, 

Din ap@ }i c@ldur@ 

Via]@,

%n flori, ^n arbori }i ^n oameni

Ce se-nmul]esc apoi ei singuri,

Am obosit.

{i-ntr-un t$rziu,

De plictiseal@, 

Am ^nceput, }i noi, s@ facem:

Statui din lutul de Tanagra

Din ap@ sori,

Din lucruri mituri,

Din st$nci coloane infinite,

P@s@ri m@iastre }i... coco}i,

Din reci simboluri

Poezie...

mai 1968

^n Duh }i reverie, 1997

Imitation

I’ve got tired,

My staring eyes

Watching

Nature,

Imperturbable, unmoved,

Without impressions,

Unhurried,

Ceaselessly breeding:

Ear out of seed, 

Life

Out of water and heat,

In flowers, in trees and in people

Who reproduce themselves.

And much later,

Out of boredom,

We also started to make:

Statues out of Tanagra’s clay,

Suns out of water,

Myths out of things,

Infinite columns out of rocks,

Miraculous birds and... cocks,

Poetry

Out of cold symbols...

May, 1968

in Soul and Reverie, 1997

GABRIEL GHEORGHE

Autoportret

Nu }tiu de unde vin...

Nu }tiu unde m@ duc...

{i nu }tiu cine c$nt@-n mine...

Eu sunt cuibaru-n care-un cuc,

Necunoscut }i androgin,

{i-a depus oul lui str@in,

Ou mizantrop,

Cu horoscop,

%ngem@nat ^ntre destine,

De orice timp }i loc str@ine...

12 ianuarie 1969

^n Duh }i reverie, 1997

Self-Portrait

I don’t know where I’m coming from...

I don’t know where I’m going to...

And I don’t know who is singing there inside of me...

I am the nest in which a cuckoo,

Unknown and androgynous,

Has laid its alien egg,

Mysanthropist egg,

Set on a horoscope,

Born of destinies that are twin,

That in time and space are not akin...

January 12, 1969

in Soul and Reverie, 1997

ION MILO{ 
(n. 1930)
Nu sunt

Nu sunt cuc

Nu-mi pun oul ^n inima altuia

Nu sunt }arpe

Nu mu}c pe cel ce calc@ pe umbra mea

Nu pun m$na pe cu]it

C$nd m@ g$ndesc la bani }i la glorie

Capitalul meu este poezia

Iar cu poezia

Nimeni nu umple b@ncile cu aur

Nu sunt birocrat

M$na mea tremur@ peste apele vii

Atunci de ce-mi t@ia]i crengile

De ce-mi bate]i piroane ^n palme

Dac@ nu v@ plac poe]ii

Scoate]i pistolul }i trage]i

C@ci }i eu }tiu s@ tai firul ^n patru

S@ scot apa din piatr@

S@ sictiresc sfin]ii }i zeii

{i ^nc@ multe alte groz@vii.     
în Ou@ c@zute din cuib, 1985

I’m Not

I’m not a cuckoo

I don’t leave my egg in somebody else’s heart

I’m not a snake

I don’t bite the one who crushes my shadow

I don’t take the knife up

When I think about money and fame

My capital is poetry

And nobody can lodge gold at the bank

Writing poems

I’m not a bureaucrat

My hand vibrates on life-giving waters

Then why are you lopping my branches off

Why are you nailing my hands

If you don’t like poets

Take out your pistol and shoot

Since I myself can split hairs

Squeeze water out from stone

Swear at saints and gods

And still many other horrible things

in Eggs Fallen Off Their Nest, 1985

ION MILO{                                                                                                               
Poesia non muori

Ast@zi exist@ ^n lume

Peste o sut@ de tone 

De material exploziv pe cap de om

C$te miligrame de poezie exist@

M-a ^ntrebat un colonel

Via]a se ap@r@ cu armele

Nu cu versuri umaniste

Ast@zi un fotbalist cost@ milioane de dolari

C$t cost@ un poet

M-a ^ntrebat un director de banc@

Nu d@m credit pentru poezie

Dumnezeu ajut@ doar pe cei ce au

Fericit sau nefericit

Moare omul ori}icum

M-a sf@tuit un psihiatru

Ia medicamentele lini}tit

Tempus dolores tua delebit

Poesia non muori

^n Amurgul frunzelor, 1993

Poesia Non Muori

Nowadays there are in the world

Over one hundred tons

Of explosive material per person

How many milligrams of poetry are there

Asked me a colonel

Life must be defended with the guns

Not with humanistic lines

Nowadays a footballer costs millions of dollars

How much does a poet cost

Asked me a bank manager

We don’t give credit to poetry

God helps only the wealthy ones

Happy or miserable

Man dies anyway

A psychiatrist advised me

Keep on taking your pills

Tempus dolores tua delebit

Poesia non muori

in The Dusk of Leaves, 1993

ION MILO{
Cite}te o poezie

Cite}te o poezie ^n fiecare diminea]@

Ascult@ muzic@

Înva]@ de la r@d@cini }i izvoare

Cum simte }i gânde}te Dumnezeu

Nu-]i ^mpov@ra mintea

Cu fel de fel de lucruri

Mintea nu func]ioneaz@ ca stomacul

Nu vars@ ce nu-i prie}te 

Cite}te o poezie ^n fiecare diminea]@

Ascult@ muzic@

Înva]@ de la r@d@cini }i izvoare

Cum simte }i gânde}te Dumnezeu

^n Imagini de rou@, 1998

Read a Poem

Read a poem each morning

Listen to music

Learn from roots and springs

The way God feels and thinks

Don’t overburden your mind 

With all sorts of things

The mind doesn’t work like the stomach

It doesn’t vomit what lies heavy upon it

Read a poem each morning

Listen to music

Learn from roots and springs

The way God feels and thinks

in  Images in the Dew, 1998

ION MILO{
Gast poetul

Deci dânsul e poet

Se mir@ soacra

{i filozof, adaug@ vecinii

Poezia e bolboroseal@ goal@

Din asta nu se tr@ie}te

Trebuie s@ reu}im ^n via]@

Zâmbi so]ia

Cum se hr@nesc poe]ii?

M@ ^ntreab@ la Biroul muncii

Cu vitamine

Cu ce le cump@r@ ?

Nu le cump@r@

Le culeg din aer

Din c@r]i

Din raze

Le scot din p@mânt

Latr@!

Strigar@ la poli]ie

Poe]ii latr@ la lun@

Nu latr@

Doar url@ uneori

~sta gânde}te

Are inima ^n palm@

[ip@ un director

Da]i-l afar@   

^n N@scut ^n trei ]@ri, 1999

Gast the Poet

So, he is a poet

Wondered the mother-in-law

And a philosopher, completed the father-in-law

A foreigner, whispered the neighbours

Poetry is but an empty babble-gabble

You can’t make a living of it

We must succeed in life

Smiled the wife

What do poets live on?

They ask me at the Job Office

On vitamins

How can they pay for them?

They don’t buy them

They take them from the air 

They pick them from books

From beams

They extract them from the ground

They bark!

They don’t bark

They merely howl now and then

This one can think

He wears his heart on his sleeve

Shouted a manager

Give him the sack

in Born in Three Countries, 1999

PETRE STOICA
(n. 1931)

O caset@ cu }erpi

L$ng@ roza v$nturilor cu lira sub bra]

Poetul fumeaz@ nori }i arat@ drumuri inverse

unii ^l cred }i-}i mut@ turma de oi ^nspre lupi

unii pe vreme senin@ deschid umbrela }i fac astenie

al]ii se duc s@ cultive gr$u sau mac }i culeg

pietricele dorm lini}ti]i ^n loc de var@ au iarn@

}i pr@jesc pe plit@ elegia bel}ugului bravo poetul

compune un nou sistem de irigare }i-i trage pe sfoar@ 

pe cei care vor s@-l trag@ pe ap@ bravo }i bravo

cel deprins cu nuan]ele galbene salut@ poetul

de armindeni ^i trimite o caset@ cu }erpi

dar ochiul magic se aprinde

în O caset@ cu }erpi, 1970

A Casket of Snakes

Close to the wind rose lyre under arm

the poet is smoking clouds pointing to opposite directions

some people believe him and move their flocks of sheep

                         towards the wolves

some open their umbrellas in bright weather and get asthenia

others start cultivating wheat or white poppy and reap

pebbles they sleep calmly they have winter instead of 

                         summer

and roast the elegy of abundance on the kitchen range

                         bravo the poet

devises a new irrigation system and takes in

those who want to take him out into waters bravo again

the one accustomed with the yellow hues greets the poet

on May Day he sends him a chest of snakes

but the magic eye catches light

in A Casket of Snakes, 1970

PETRE STOICA 

Poemele mele

Vai c$t de mult v@ ^n}ela]i vai

poemele mele nu au str@lucirea cozii de p@un

}i nici gust de migdale nu au

iart@-m@ frumoas@ domni}oar@ ilfovean@

}tiu c@-]i plac sonetele stropite cu eau-de-cologne

}i iart@-m@ iubite profesor de liceu

}tiu c@ adori poemele al c@ror sens e obscur

altfel privirea nu ]i-ar fi ^ncruntat@

p$n@ }i ^n clipele ^n care faci amor

}i ierta]i-m@ cu to]ii voi care acolo sus ^n balcon

v-a]i a}teptat s@ arunc din g$tlej

lungi triluri de privighetoare tradi]ional@

dar g$tlejul meu e r@gu}it dup@ at$ta ]ipat ^n pustiu

asta e situa]ia v-o spun cu deplin@ sinceritate

poemele mele au duritatea p@m$ntului s@rac

parfumul lor e duhoarea florilor c@zute ^n }an]

au str@lucirea l@mpii afumate

g$f$ie ca o roab@ din secolul trecut

au gustul unturii de pe}te

au gustul fructelor p@dure]e

au gustul vie]ii refuzate

poemele mele copii p@r@si]i ^n ploaie

poemele mele degete ^nghe]ate

poemele mele saci cu zdren]e

poemele mele da poemele mele glorioase

dac@ nu v@ plac

sufla]i-v@ nasul

}i da]i ^n ele cu pietre

^n Cople}it de glorie, 1980

My Poems

Oh how wrong you are oh

my poems don’t have the brilliance of the peacock tail

neither do they taste like almonds

pardon me my beautiful lady of Ilfov

I know you like the sonnets sprinkled with eau-de-cologne

and pardon me my respectable high-school teacher

I know you adore the poems whose meaning is obscure

otherwise your eyes wouldn’t cast a frowning look

even when you make love

and pardon me all of you over there in the upper circle

who have expected me to warble

long trills like a traditional nightingale

but my voice is hoarse from shouting in the desert 

                         for so long

things are as they are I’m telling you frankly

my poems have the hardness of barren land

their perfume is the odour of flowers rotting in a ditch

they have the brightness of a smoked oil lamp chimney

they pant like a former century’s slave

they taste like fish oil

they taste like wild fruit

they taste like life denied

my poems children abandoned in the rain

my poems frozen fingers

my poems bags of rags

my poems yes my glorious poems

if you don’t like them

wipe your nose

and stone them               

in Overcome with Glory, 1980

PETRE STOICA

Noaptea

Poemele ^nse}i poemele scrise de mine

pe undeva la marginea p@durii din }es

luate brusc de v$ntul prim@verii 

au p@truns ^nd@r@tul unei u}i de la oficiul

pentru ^nregistrarea noilor cuvinte de dragoste

le-am reg@sit mai t$rziu erau ofilite erau atinse

de bacilii rev@rsa]i din pl@m$nii istoriei antice

noaptea pe str@zi au ap@rut stropitoarele ora}ului

ce voiau s@ spele? ce insinuau

}oferii cu casc@ la ureche?

Poemul

O furnic@ travers$nd nep@s@toare t@i}ul securii

^n Prognoz@ meteorologic@, 1981

By Night

The poems the very poems written by me

somewhere on the skirts of the plain forest

unexpectedly blown away by the breath of spring

got in behind the door of the office

for registering the newly-born words of love

I found them later they were withered they were touched 

by the bacilli gushing out from the lungs of the

                          ancient history

the city’s sprinkle machines appeared in the streets

                         by night

what did they want to wash off? What were those drivers

with earphones trying to insinuate?

The Poem

An ant indifferently crossing the blade of the axe

in The Weather Forecast, 1981

PETRE STOICA

Mai citi]i-mi un vers

Acum

u}ile se deschid prin ap@sare pe buton

secolul alearg@ pe patine cu ro]i

}i sufl@ prin n@rile reactoarelor atomice

unde-s poe]ii romantici?

foarfeca v$ntului le-a t@iat pletele lungi

lemurii le-au stins f@cliile

^nd@r@tul u}ilor e iarn@

e-un continent ^n care litera ^nghea]@

}i cuvintele se dilat@ p$n@ pleznesc

unde-s poe]ii romantici?

mai citi]i-mi un vers

cu arome de sulfin@ }i miere

omul a lunecat din univers

^n %ntrebare retoric@, 1983

Won’t You Read Me a Verse?

These days

the doors open by pressing a button

our century runs on roller skates

and breathes through the nostrils of the nuclear reactor

where are the Romantic poets?

the wind’s scissors have cut their locks

the lemures have blown out their torches

there’s winter behind the doors

there’s a continent where the letters freeze

and the words expand until they crack

where are the Romantic poets?

won’t you read me a verse

melilot and honey flavoured

man has slipped out of the universe

in Rhetorical Question, 1983

PETRE STOICA

C@r]i

C@r]i cu poeme mitologice

c@r]i cu poeme dedicate Rena}terii

c@r]i cu poeme conceptuale

c@r]i cu poeme a}a-zis filosofice

c@r]i cu vesele poeme silvane

c@r]i cu balade sau ode ornate ca tortul

               destinat anivers@rii nepotului

toate sunt minunate c$nd ]i-e burta plin@ 

}i iubita te a}teapt@ ^n transparenta-i c@ma}@ de noapte

eu subscriu pentru o carte cu poeme simple din care

izbucnesc mirosurile }i zdren]ele erei atomice

sau beh@itul oilor m$nate la abator

^ntr-un cuv$nt o carte din care

se ridic@ suspinul poetului cu degetele prinse ^n u}@ 

v@ rog s@-mi ierta]i preferin]ele

}i faptul c@ fumez ]ig@ri at$t de ieftine

^n Numai dulcea]a porumbelor, 1985
Books

Books of mythological poems

books of poems dedicated to the Renaissance

books of conceptual poems

books of so-called philosophical poems

books of cheerful sylvan poems

books of ballads or odes ornated like the grandson’s

                         birthday cake

everything is wonderful when your belly is filled up

and your sweetheart is waiting for you in her

                         transparent night gown

I subscribe to a book of commonplace poems from which

there burst the odours and the rags of the atomic age

or the bleating of the sheep driven to the slaughterhouse

in a word a book from which

there rises the poet’s cry when his fingers are crushed

                         in the door hinge

please excuse my preferences 

and my smoking cheap cigarettes

in The Sweetness of Sloes and No Other, 1985

PETRE STOICA 

Menuet, 1

Fiecare ^}i are ritualul de sear@

Udatul florilor lectura ziarului str@nutul 

}i a}a mai departe

eu seara ^mi scot ochelarii }i }terg

lentilele ^nc@rcate de microbi }i imagini de doliu

Menuet, 2

Uneltele de precizie ale multora

sunt dispre]ul sat$rul semn@tura sau foarfeca

unealta mea de precizie este z$mbetul

c$teodat@ acul cuv$ntului

Menuet, 3

Versuri patriotice ritmuri de broscu]e subtile

dialoguri de fri}c@ roz@ ^n fum de ]igar@ violet@ 

prefer poezia t@cut@ f$lf$itul foilor de ceap@ }i trosnetul

cojii de p$ine ^nso]it de monologul amurgului

Menuet, 4

At$]ia doctori ^n drept at$]ia profesori de g@l@gie

at$]ia pantaloni c@lca]i impecabil

cartea mea de vizit@ e-o petal@ de trandafir

^n Visul vine pe scara de serviciu, 1992

Minuet, 1

Each man has his own evening ritual

watering his flowers reading his newspaper sneezing

and so on

as for myself I take off my glasses in the evening and

wipe my lenses covered with germs and mourning sights

Minuet, 2

Many people’s precision tools are

the contempt, the chopper, the signature or the scissors

my precision tool is the smile

and sometimes the word’s prickle

Minuet, 3

Patriotic lines rhythms like subtle frogs

dialogues of pink cream in the violet smoke of cigarettes

I prefer the tranquil poetry the rustle of onion leaves

and the cracking bread crust accompanied by the

                         twilight’s monologue

Minuet, 4

So many Doctors of Laws so many teachers of noise

so many pairs of trousers impeccably ironed

my visiting card is a rose petal
in Dreams Climb on the Backstairs, 1992

NICHITA STÃNESCU 

(1933 – 1983)

Ars poetica

%mi ^nv@]am cuvintele s@ iubeasc@,

le ar@tam inima

}i nu m@ l@sam p$n@ c$nd silabele lor

nu ^ncepeau s@ bat@. 

Le ar@tam arborii

}i pe cele care nu vroiau s@ fo}neasc@

le sp$nzuram f@r@ mil@, de ramuri.

P$n@ la urm@, cuvintele

au trebuit s@ semene cu mine

}i cu lumea.

Apoi 

M-am luat pe mine ^nsumi,

m-am sprijinit de cele dou@ maluri

ale fluviului,

ca s@ le-ar@t un pod,

un pod ^ntre cornul taurului }i iarb@,

^ntre stelele negre ale luminii }i p@m$nt,

^ntre t$mpla femeii }i t$mpla b@rbatului,

l@s$nd cuvintele s@ circule peste mine,

ca ni}te automobile de curse, ca ni}te trenuri electrice,

numai s-ajung@ mai iute la destina]ie,

numai ca s@ le-nv@] cum se transport@ lumea,

de la ea ^ns@}i,

la ea ^ns@}i.

^n Dreptul la timp, 1965

Ars Poetica

I taught my words how to love,

I showed them my heart

and I did not give up until their syllables

started to beat.

I showed them the trees

and I hung those which would not rustle

without mercy, by the branches.

Finally, the words

had to take after myself

and the world.

Then

I took myself

I leaned against the banks

of the river,

to give them an idea of a bridge,

a bridge between the bull’s horn and the grass,

between the light’s black stars and the ground,

between the woman’s temple and the man’s temple,

leaving the words run across me, 

like some race cars, like some electric trains,

so that they should reach their destination sooner,

so that I should teach them how the world is transported,

from herself, 

to herself.

                               in The Right to Time, 1965

NICHITA STÃNESCU 

Poezia

Ea se hr@ne}te din privirile fixe

ca s@ poat@ exista,

}i, c$nd ochii se-nchid, se adap@

din ^ntunericul eliberat de polii

asurzitori ai timpanelor.

Astfel tr@ie}te tot timpul,

De}i, uneori, se las@ s@ fie

visat@ ^n somn,

hr@nindu-se numai cu leg@narea

ciorchinilor de ochi

at$rn$nd de nori.

Ea are articula]ii de paianjen

c$nd alunec@-n t@cere pe suprafa]a sunetelor

}i se ridic@ la stele,

cu sine ^mperechindu-se,

cu ea ^ns@}i ^ngreun$ndu-se

ca s@ poat@ c@dea ^napoi, spre p@m$nt.

Cu pavilioanele-albastre ^ncordate,

numai viitorul o a}teapt@

s@-i intre-n auz,

}i ea st@ acolo, o via]@, hr@nindu-se

cu muzica sferelor. Apoi

se-ntoarce deasupra noastr@,

spun$ndu-se pe sine, ^n cuvinte.

                                           ^n Alfa, 1967

Poetry

She draws nourishment from profound looks

in order to exist

and, when eyes close, she quenches her thirst

with the darkness flowing from

the deafening poles of the eardrums.

She lives like that all the time,

though, sometimes, she gives herself up

to being dreamed of, in a night’s sleep,

drawing nourishment from nothing else

but the swinging of the eye clusters

hanging down from the clouds.

She has got spider joints

When she quietly slides on the surface of sounds

and she rises to the stars,

mating with herself,

becoming heavy with herself

to fall back to Earth.

His blue pavilions strained,

the future alone is awaiting for her

to step into his hearing

and she will stay there a lifetime,

drawing nourishment from the music of spheres.

Then she returns over us,

uttering herself, in words.

                                  in Alpha, 1967 

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Art@ poetic@

Sunt a}teptat de c@tre o ventuz@

m-a}teapt@ dintele cel alb r$njit

cel al leoaicei, st$nd lehuz@,

cu foamea transformat@-n m$r$it.

Sunt a}teptat de un smarald, de perl@,

de boala scoicilor sunt a}teptat,

de c$ntecul pi]ig@iat de mierl@

de r@getul de taur cornorat.

Sunt a}teptat de ^ngerul cu carte,

sunt a}teptat de cifra patru mii

}i de ^ntreg sunt a}teptat, de parte,

de ieniceri }i de spahii.

Sunt a}teptat de ghilotin@

de fr$nghia lucind@ de s@pun,

de ^ntuneric a}teptat }i de lumin@

de-alalt@ieri, de ieri, de-acum...

Sunt a}teptat cu masa-ntins@

cu s$ngele ^ntins, }i c$mpu-ntins,

cu plaga cea de boal@ lins@, 

cu focul cel de ap@ stins

Sunt a}teptat cu patru ochi ^n frunte

cu }ase m$ini la um@rul cel drept,

cu pe}tera ecoului de munte

cu mintea celui ^n]elept.

S@ mi se dea: ciuperc@ otr@vit@

plaur, omag }i lapte de cucut@

S@ mi se dea din puroi pepit@ 

gur@ cu limb@ smuls@, mut@.

The Art of Poetry

I’m being waited for by a cup glass

the child-wife lioness

is waiting for me grinning her

white tooth with hunger .

I’m being waited for by a pearl, by an emerald,

I’m being waited for by the oysters’ disease,

by the high-pitched song of the blackbird

by the roar of the bull’s horn.

I’m being waited for by the angel

with a book in his hands, by the figure four thousand

and I’m also being waited for by the whole, by the part,

by the janizaries and by the spahis.

I’m being waited for by the guillotine

by the rope shining with soap,

by the darkness and by the light

by the day before yesterday, by yesterday, by now...

I’m being waited for, table laid,

blood spread, field stretched,

with the wound licked by disease,

with the fire put out by water.

I’m being waited for with four-eyed foreheads

with a six-handed right shoulder,

with the cave of the mountain echo

with the wisdom of the learned man.

To be given: a poisonous mushroom

a floating islet, aconite and hemlock milk

To be given a nugget out of pus

a tongue torn out and mute.

S@ mi se dea dreptul la jeg,

dreptul la porc, dreptul la c$ine,

s@ mi se dea cadavru-ntreg

al zilei cea de ieri numit@ m$ine.

S@ mi se dea ma]ul de zeu

umplut cu r@u miros, duhoare

s@ mi se spun@ c@ sunt eu

tot ceea ce ^n lucruri doare...

Sunt a}teptat, dar eu nu vin

mai stau, o, mai r@m$n o clip@,

miros }i gust, verde venin

la tine doamne, sub arip@.

^n Necuvintele, 1969

To be given the right to be filth,

the right to be a pig, the right to be a dog,

to be given yesterday’s

whole corpse called tomorrow.

To be given a god’s bowels

filled with stink

to be told I am everything

that hurts in things...

I’m being waited for, but I’m not coming

I’m still hanging around, oh, just for a short while,

still smelling and tasting the green poison

under your great wing, my God.

in The Non-Words, 1969

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Ars poetica

O, muzic@, tu vibra]ie

cea mai rar@

pentru c@ niciodat@ nu vom

s@ri deasupra urechii noastre.

O, voi mirosuri, minunatelor

pentru c@ inima mea c@l@tore}te

uneori spre copil@rie 

prin tunelul vostru.

O, voi culorilor, f@]@rnicie 

a luminii.

O, voi cuvintelor, cuvintelor

pe care le desf@}or mereu

^n urm@, ca o locomotiv@ 

sufletul ei negru...

Orice corn poate s@ v@ str@pung@ 

cuvintelor, cuvintelor

}i orice dorin]@ de corn

cuvintelor, necuvintelor...

^n Necuvintele, 1969

Ars Poetica

Oh, music, most rare

vibration

since we shall never

go beyond our ear.

Oh, scents, most wonderful,

since my heart sometimes

travels back to childhood

through your tunnel.

Oh, colours, you are

the hypocrisy of the light.

Oh, my words, words

that I keep breathing out

behind me, like a steam locomotive

unfolding her black soul...

And any horn can stab you,

words, my words,

and any wish to be a horn,

my words, non-words...

in The Non-Words,  1969

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Poezia

Poezia este ochiul care pl$nge.

Ea este um@rul care pl$nge,

ochiul um@rului care pl$nge.

Ea este m$na care pl$nge, 

ochiul m$inii care pl$nge.

Ea este talpa care pl$nge,

ochiul c@lc$iului care pl$nge.

O voi, prieteni,

poezia nu este lacrim@

ea este ^nsu}i pl$nsul,

pl$nsul unui ochi neinventat,

lacrima ochiului

celui care trebuie s@ fie frumos,

lacrima celui care trebuie s@ fie fericit.

^n Necuvintele, 1969

Poetry

Poetry is the weeping eye.

She is the weeping shoulder,

the eye of the weeping shoulder.

She is the weeping hand,

the eye of the weeping hand.

She is the weeping sole,

the eye of the weeping heel.

Oh, my friends,

poetry is not a tear

she is the weeping itself,

the weeping of an uninvented eye,

the tear of the eye

of the one who ought to be beautiful,

the tear of the one who ought to be happy.

in The Non-Words, 1969

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Testament

M@ c$rpesc cu verbe, cu substantive,

^mi cos rana cu un verb.

Nobile paleative

de serv.

%]i scriu cu trupul meu via]a

}i mersul stelelor ]i-l scriu.

Vocala cea mai lung@ este a]a

cu care mortu-l cos, de viu.

C@ci trebuie s@ d@m }i m@rturie, 

altfel nimica n-ar mai fi,

^n dulce scriere t$rzie 

]in$nd al@turi mor]i }i vii.

Tu ombilic din care curge

vorbirea numai altor guri

f@r@ s@ }tim unde ne duce

^n care dalbe viituri.

%nc$t nu }tiu cine tr@ie}te –

cuv$ntul poate, poate trupul.

Z@pada alb@ Doamne, poate,

Sau urma-n ea, pe care o las@ lupul...

^n %n dulcele stil clasic, 1970

My Will

I patch myself up with words, with nouns,

I stitch my wound with a verb.

Too noble remedies

for a serf.

I write your life with my body

I write the course of stars for you.

The longest vowel is the thread

with which I stitch, while still alive, the dead.

Since we are bound to bear witness,

or else no thing could there be

in the sweet writing of some late hour

holding together the dead and the living.

You, navel, out of which there flows

the speech of other mouths

not knowing where it leads us to

and into which white high floods.

Who truly outlives, I finally no longer know – 

might be the word, might be the body.

Might be the white snow, oh Lord,

might be the footprints left by the wolf in the snow... 

in The Sweet Classical Style, 1970

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Poetul ca }i soldatul

Poetul ca }i soldatul

nu are via]@ personal@.

Via]a lui personal@ este praf

}i pulbere.

El ridic@ ^n cle}tii circumvolu]iunilor lui

sentimentele furnicii

}i le apropie, le apropie de ochi

p$n@ c$nd le face una cu propriul s@u ochi.

El ^}i pune urechea pe burta c$inelui fl@m$nd 

}i ^i miroase cu nasul lui botul ^ntredeschis

p$n@ c$nd nasul lui }i botul c$inelui

sunt totuna.

Pe c@ldurile groaznice

el ^}i face v$nt cu aripile p@s@rilor 

pe care tot el le sperie ca s@ le fac@ s@ zboare.

S@ nu-l crede]i pe poet c$nd pl$nge.

Niciodat@ lacrima lui nu e lacrima lui.

El a stors lucrurile de lacrimi.

El pl$nge cu lacrima lucrurilor.

Poetul e ca }i timpul.

Mai repede sau mai ^ncet,

mai mincinos sau mai adev@rat.

Feri]i-v@ s@-i spune]i ceva poetului.

Mai ales feri]i-v@ s@-i spune]i un lucru adev@rat.

Dar }i mai }i, feri]i-v@ s@-i spune]i un lucru sim]it.

Imediat el o s@ spun@ c@ el l-a zis,

}i o s@-l spun@ ^ntr-a}a fel

^nc$t }i voi o s@ zice]i c@ ^ntr-adev@r el l-a zis.

The Poet Just Like the Soldier

The poet just like the soldier

has no private life.

His private life is dust

and ashes.

He uplifts in the claws of his convolutions

the ant’s feelings

and draws them, draws them nearer to his eye

until they turn into his own eye.

He lends his ear to the belly of the hungry dog

and with his nose he scents its half-opened muzzle

until his nose and the dog’s muzzle

are one and the same.

On the torrid days

he fans himself with the birds’ wings

whom he himself frightens to make them fly.

Don’t believe the poet when he’s weeping.

His tear is never his own tear.

He has squeezed out tears from things.

He weeps with the tears of things.

The poet is just like the time.

Faster or slower,

More deceitful or more truthful. 

Beware of telling anything to the poet.

All the more, beware of telling him the truth. 

But most of all beware of telling him a soulful thing.

In no time he would say it is he who has stated this, 

and he would say it in such a way that

even yourselves will believe 

he has actually stated this.

Dar mai ales v@ conjur,

nu pune]i m$na pe poet!

Nu, nu pune]i niciodat@ m$na pe poet!

... Dec$t numai atunci c$nd m$na voastr@

este sub]ire ca raza

}i numai a}a m$na voastr@ ar putea

s@ treac@ prin el.

Altfel ea nu va trece prin el,

}i degetele voastre vor r@m$ne pe el,

}i tot el va fi acela care se va l@uda

c@ are mai multe degete dec$t voi.

{i voi ve]i fi obliga]i s@ spune]i c@ da,

c@ ^ntr-adev@r el are mai multe degete...

Dar e mai bine, dac@-mi da]i crezare,

cel mai bine ar fi s@ nu pune]i

niciodat@ m$na pe poet.

... {i nici nu merit@ s@ pune]i m$na pe el...

Poetul ca }i soldatul

nu are via]@ personal@. 

^n Belgradul ^n cinci prieteni, 1971

But I particularly beseech you,

do not touch the poet!

No, do not touch the poet!

... But solely when your hand

is as narrow as the ray

and only so your hand could

pass through him.

Or else it will not pass through him,

and your fingers will be stamped on him,

and he will be the one to boast

he has got more fingers than you.

And you will find yourselves compelled to agree,

to say that he has got more fingers indeed...

But it’s better, if you would believe me,

it would be the best

never to touch the poet.

... And it’s not even worth touching him...

The poet just like the soldier

has no private life.

                   in Belgrade Viewed by Five Friends, 1971

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Orfeu ^n vechea cetate

Poetul, cu un }oim pe um@r, intr@ ^n cetate.

El se simte foarte tulburat

}i ^ntocmai ca steaua Canopus,

cea din emisfera austral@

cea v@zut@ numai de cei care poart@ ochelari la inim@.

Nu-l vede nimeni pe poet.

Unii nu-l v@d pentru c@ nu au vedere.

Al]ii nu-l v@d pentru c@ nu au inim@. 

%n fine restul nu-l v@d pentru c@ nu sunt.

To]i ^ns@ spun ^n cor:

Poetul nu este de b@ut, deci nu-l ^n]elegem!

Poetul nu miroase cum floarea

Cum putem s@-l ^n]elegem,

cum putem s@ lu@m ceea ce nu miroase ca floarea

drept floare?!

Poetul merge pe strada cea mare.

Du-te dracului, ^i sufl@ }oimul de pe um@r,

du-te dracului de prost, ^i sufl@ }oimul de pe um@r.

Poetul se face c@ n-aude nimica.

Am v@zut cu ochii mei un poet intr$nd ^n cetate.

El ]inea ^n m$na dreapt@, ^n pumnul lui drept,

un }oim sugrumat.

^n M@re]ia frigului, 1972

Orpheus in the Old Fortress

The poet, with a falcon on his shoulder, is entering the

                               fortress.

He feels very troubled

and just like the Canopus star,

the one in the austral hemisphere

the one seen only by those who wear heart-glasses.

No one can see the poet. 

Some can’t see him because they don’t possess eyesight.

Others can’t see him because they don’t have a heart.

Well, the rest can’t see him because they don’t exist.

But they are saying all together,

“The poet isn’t for drinking, so we don’t understand him!”

“The poet doesn’t smell like the flower.

How can we understand him,

how can we take for a flower

that which doesn’t smell like a flower?!”

The poet is walking down the main road.

“Go to hell!” whispers the falcon on his shoulder,

“Go to hell, you fool!” whispers the falcon on his shoulder.

The poet pretends not to hear anything.

I’ve seen with my own eyes a poet entering the fortress.

He was holding in his right hand, in his right fist,

a strangled hawk.

in The Greatness of Cold, 1972

NICHITA STÃNESCU

Evocare

Ea era frumoas@ ca umbra unei idei, –
a piele de copil mirosea spinarea ei,

a piatr@ proasp@t spart@

a strig@t dintr-o limb@ moart@.

Ea nu avea greutate, ca respirarea.

R$z$nd@ }i pl$ng$nd@ cu lacrimi mari

era s@rat@ ca sarea

sl@vit@ la ospe]e de barbari

Ea era frumoas@ ca umbra unui g$nd.

%ntre ape, numai ea era p@m$nt.

^n Operele imperfecte, 1979

Evocation

She was as beauteous as the shadow of an idea, –
her back skin to a baby’s smell was so anear,

the smell of newly cracked stone

the smell of screams in some language long forlorn.

Just like the breath, no weight did she possess.

While laughing and weeping with large tears

To be as salty as the salt there were no fears,

the way it was worshipped at banquets by barbarians.

She was as beauteous as the shadow of a thought.

Among the waters, she solely stood there for the world.

in The Imperfect Works, 1979

ANGHEL DUMBRÃVEANU

(n. 1933)

Sub sticla unor cuvinte

%n acest caiet am adunat

pu]inele mele bucurii

din patru ani de via]@.

Sunt câteva lucruri r@mase

din c@l@toriile pe care le fac

în fiece zi

în jurul casei,

printre ace}ti copaci cu frunz@ rar@

unde se joac@ vântul,

sunt câteva fragmente umile

strânse sub sticla unor cuvinte

dup@ vreun prieten

care-a trecut prin cetatea aceasta,

apoi e lampa, aprins@ cu spaim@

când vine-ntunericul

în odaia unde m@ gândesc la cele-ntâmplate,

}i surâsul femeii

plecat@ s@-mi aduc@ o floare de câmp

de lâng@ râu.

Acestea sunt pu]inele bucurii

din patru ani

în care-am muncit p@mântul s@rac,

înl@turând m@r@cinii }i pietrele

s@ creasc@ firavele plante

care dau semin]e

pentru pas@rea cu zbor albastru }i liber.

în Singur@tatea amiezii,  1973

Under the Glass of Several Words

In this notebook I have drawn together

the few joys

left behind by four years of my lifespan.

There are few things

from the journeys I make

every day

around my house, 

among these trees with scarce leaves

where the wind plays around,

there are some humble scraps

drawn together under the glass of several words

after some friend of mine

passed through this walled city,

then there is the lamp, fearfully turned on

when darkness falls

in the room where I muse upon all that has happened,

and the smile of the woman

gone off to bring me a wild flower

from the river meadow.

These are the few joys left behind

by the four years

when I tilled the barren land,

weeding the thorn bushes and the stones

to let grow the feeble plants

which yield the seeds

for the bird flying blue and free.

in The Loneliness of Noon, 1973

ANGHEL DUMBRÃVEANU

Via]a de fiecare zi a poetului

                     Lui Cri}u Dasc@lu

Întâlnind un tân@r matematician

l-am auzit spunând

voi poe]ii ave]i cinismul

de a ne tulbura min]ile limpezi

n-a scos un cuvânt despre cifre

ma}ini de calculat cibernetic@ }i alte alea

a încercat s@ m@ conving@ cu orice mijloace

c@ explor@m teritorii inexistente

ne l@s@m sedu}i de adev@ruri imune

cum ar fi moara de vânt sau plimbarea cu barca

}i c@ nu în]elegem nimic din pasiunea oarb@

a împ@r@teselor

pentru via]a de fiecare zi a poetului

i-am dat dreptate l-am încurajat în ideile sale

]inându-l în picioare

în timp ce eu desenam cu cret@ colorat@

pe trotuarele municipale

un ]inut fabulos

pe care-l caut@ îl caut@ îl caut@

îndr@gosti]ii sub]iri

în Tematica umbrei, 1982

The Poet’s Everyday Life

                       To Cri}u Dasc@lu       

Meeting a young mathematician

I heard him say

you poets have the cynicism

to confuse our clear minds

he didn’t utter a single word about numbers

calculating machines cybernetics and all the rest

he tried to convince me using every means

that we explore unreal territories

that we are lured by some immune truths

such as the windmill and sailing

and that we don’t understand anything of

the queens’ blind passion

for the poet’s daily life

I admitted he was right I encouraged him in his ideas

I kept him standing

while I was drawing with coloured chalk

on the city pavements

a fabulous realm

eternally sought after

by the diaphanous lovers

in Shadow Is My Theme, 1982

ANGHEL DUMBRÃVEANU

Necunoscutul

De ce tot scoate]i din fântân@

atâtea g@le]i de logic@ 

m@-ntreab@ necunoscutul

Pentru cai îi r@spund

pentru flori

pentru cei ce se-ntorc

pentru cei ce se caut@ 

sau pentru Sibelius

E un ritual recunoa}te str@inul 

E o mistic@ îi dest@inui lucrând

o sete de cântec

în O ireal@ bucurie de-a a}tepta, 1999

The Stranger

Why do you keep drawing so many

buckets of logic from the well

asks the stranger

For the horses I answer

for the flowers

for those who return

for those in search of each other

or for Sibelius

It must be a ritual admitted the stranger

It is some sort of mysticism I confessed working on

a thirst for singing

in The Unreal Joy of Waiting, 1999

GRIGORE VIERU 

(n. 1935)

Harpa

S@ c$nte pot (credeam) }i }arpii.

I-am pus ca grave strune harpei

Al@turea de coarda poamei

{i sf$ntul fir de p@r al mamei.

Cu harpa stam sub mere coapte.

Ei bl$nd c$ntau. Ci-n neagra noapte,

Trec$nd prin codru, singuratec,

Ei prinse-a }uiera s@lbatec,

S@reau s@-mi mu}te m$na, fa]a,

S@-i sug@ c$ntecului via]a.

Sunai al mamei p@r sub cetini, 

Venir@-n fug@-atunci prieteni.

C$nd m@ trezisem ca din vise,

V@zui c-o strun@-nc@run]ise. 

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

The Harp

I used to think that snakes could sing,

I set them for my harp’s grave strings,

Next to the string of fruit,

Close to my mother’s sacred hair were they put.

And I would sit, harp in my hands, under ripe apples.

And they would sweetly sing. Yet in the night’s darkness,

While through the woods I passed so lonely

They started hissing, oh, so fiercely,

They darted forward to bite my hand, my face,

To wear the song out of its life embrace.

Under fir trees, I sounded my mother’s hair, enthralling,

There rushed my friends to meet my calling.

When from my dream I stepped away,

One of my strings had grown grey.

in The Root of Fire, 1988

GRIGORE VIERU

Poe]ii sunt copiii naturii

                     Lui Anatol Codru 

Poe]ii sunt copiii naturii.

Nimic mai trist }i dureros

Dec$t poetul

R@mas orfan de mam@.

%n locul versului ce n-a

Venit, vine iubita

Dec$t c$ntecul }i mai frumoas@. 

%n locul fratelui ce te-a 

Tr@dat, alt frate vine

%n care inima se vede

Ca steaua nop]ii 

%n ochiul lacului de munte.

Dar cine,

Cine-n locul Ei

S@ vin@ ar putea,

%n locul mamei?!

%n lips@ de cuv^nt,

Cum spune c$nt@re]ul,

Poetul ^}i las@ capul

Pe um@r.

E-at$ta t@cere 

%n casa mamei,

C@ se-aude ^n jur murmur$nd

Pl$nsetul humei.

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

Poets Are Nature’s Children

                                 To Anatol Codru

Poets are Nature’s children.

There’s hardly anything sadder or more woeful

Than a poet

Orphaned of his Mother.

Instead of his line that hasn’t shown up,

There comes his sweetheart,

Even more beautiful than his song.

Instead of his brother who has

Betrayed him, there comes another brother

Whose heart is

Like the night star mirrored 

In the eye of the mountain lake.

But who,

Who could come

Instead of his Mother,

Who could come instead of Her?!

In desperate need of words,

As the bard would say,

The poet hangs his head

On his shoulder.

There’s such a dead silence

In his Mother’s house

That one can hear the purling

Of the clay weeping around.

in The Root of Fire, 1988

GRIGORE VIERU

Printre cuvinte

Exist@ }i-o tragedie a cuvintelor.

O lupt@-ntre ele

Pentru existen]@. 

Se ivesc ni}te cuvinte noi

{i le ^nghit pe altele

Mai vechi }i mai ginga}e.

Nailonul, de pild@,

Ca un p@ianjen 

Suge c$nepa noastr@ 

Cinstit@ }i ru}inoas@. 

Basculantul,

Ca din ^nt$mplare,

Strive}te copitele bl$nzilor cai.

{i-n numai o duminic@ 

Televizorul

Poate usca iarba

Unui ^ntreg cr$ng melodios.

Oh, }i cancerul

Care se-nclea}t@ 

%n toate cuvintele

Care nu se numesc 

Cancer.

Desigur,

Cuvintele acestea mai noi

Pot fi }i ele sf$}iate c$ndva

De altele, viitoare.

Dar mai sunt }i cuvinte nemuritoare:

MAM~, PATRIE, DOR.

O, 

Aerul fream@t@ 

De ele!

Among the Words

Words suffer their own tragedy.

There is a struggle for life

Among them.

Some new words show up

And swallow the others,

Older and tender.

Take nylon as an example,

Like a spider

It absorbs our hemp,

Honest and shabby as it is.

As if by accident,

The tip-up truck

Crushes the hooves of our harmless horses.

And in no more than a Sunday

The television

Can wither the grass

Of a whole tuneful grove.

Oh,

And the cancer 

Multiplying itself

In all the words

Which are not called 

Cancer.

Naturally,

These more recent words

Might be torn up one day

By the ones to come.

Nevertheless, there are never-dying words:

MOTHER, MOTHERLAND, YEARNING.

Oh, 

The air rustles

With them!

Dac@ le duci la ureche

Sau l$ng@ cerul frun]ii,

Po]i auzi, ca ^ntr-un ghioc,

Cum le spun str@mo}ii no}tri

B@tr$nii.

Este adev@rat 

C@ trupul se m$ntuie

Iar duhul r@m$ne.

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

If you raise them to your ear

Or to the roof of your forehead,

You can hear, as if in a cowrie,

How they were spoken by our forefathers,

Our great-grandfathers.

This is perfectly true:

The body perishes

While the soul lives on.

In The Root of Fire, 1988

GRIGORE VIERU

Poetul

Apoi

din verdele pom

de sus de sub cer,

cu oul privighetoarei pe buze,

coboar@-te.

Cu propriul t@u s$nge

boie}te-l ^n ro}u.

El,

care s-a leg@nat 

pe ramura patriei.

{i pune-l pe sf$nta

mas@ a ta

de care ^n zori

fruntea ^]i ba]i.

%ntre b@tr$na ta mam@, 

}i copiii t@i mici.

,,C$ntecul a ^nviat!” –

tainic

la miezul nop]ii s@ zici.

,,Adev@rat c-a ^nviat!” –

tainic s@ zic@ 

b@tr$na ta mam@, 

copiii t@i mici.

Apoi, diminea]a, c$nd soarele

ciocne}te coaja

albastrului cer, 

copiii s@-}i spele fa]a

cu oul ro}u de privighetoare

}i cu-ad$ncul inel de logodn@

al p@rin]ilor t@i. 

Iar c$ntecul s@ treac@ pe p@m$nt

cu via]@ pre moarte c@lc$nd.

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

The Poet

And then

step down

from the green tree

from above, beneath the sky,

with the nightingale’s egg on your lips.

Paint it red

with your own blood.

The egg

that had been swinging

on the branch of your motherland.

And put it 

on the sacred table of yours

against which, at dawn,

you lean your forehead.

Between your old mother

and your little children.

“The song has risen from the dead!” –

say that secretly

at midnight.

“It has truly risen!” –

will your old mother

and your little children say.

And then, in the morning, when the sun

cracks the shell

of the blue sky,

your children will wash their faces

with the nightingale’s red egg

and with your parents’

engagement ring of yore.

And the song will embrace the Earth

its life stepping onto death.

In The Root of Fire, 1988

GRIGORE VIERU

Ars poetica

                                ,,De mila timpului din s$nge

                                 Poetul nu-i dec$t iubire.“
Merg eu diminea]a, ^n frunte

Cu spicele albe ^n bra]e

Ale p@rului mamei.

Mergi tu dup@ mine, iubito,

Cu spicul fierbinte la piept

Al lacrimei tale.

Vine moartea ^n urm@

Cu spicele ro}ii ^n bra]e

Ale s$ngelui meu –

Ea care nimic niciodat@ 

Nu ^napoiaz@.

{i to]i suntem lumina]i

De-o bucurie ne^n]eleas@.

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

Ars Poetica

                           “Taking pity on our transient blood

                            The poet is nothing else but love.”

I walk ahead of you in the morning,

My mother’s hair – white ears of corn

In my arms.

You walk behind me, my sweetheart,

Your tears – hot ears of corn

On your breast.

Death comes at the end

My blood – red ears of corn

In his arms – 

The one who never

Gives anything back.

And our faces are brightened up

By a secret joy.

in The Fire Root, 1988

GRIGORE VIERU

Copiii }i artistul

                                 Lui Ion Popescu Gopo

Tot mai mic

Devine omul zilei

{i tot mai mare

Omule]ul imagina]iei.

Fiecare artist

Are ie}ire la mare

Prin lacrim@.

Copiii z@d@r@ c$inii, 

Poe]ii – moartea.

^n R@d@cina de foc, 1988

The Children and the Poet

                                 To Ion Popescu Gopo

The man of the day becomes

Smaller and smaller

And the little fancy man 

Grows bigger and bigger.

Each writer

Can border the sea

Through his tears.

Children tease the dogs,

Poets – death.

in The Root of Fire, 1988

MARIN SORESCU 

(1936 – 1996)

Ho]ii
Aveam o poezie care nu m@ l@sa s@ dorm

{i am trimis-o la ]ar@

La un bunic.

La urm@ am scris alta

{i i-am trimis-o mamei

S-o p@streze ^n pod.

Am mai scris dup@ aceea vreo c$teva

{i, cu str$ngere de inim@, le-am ^ncredin]at rudelor,

Care }i-au dat cuv$ntul c-o s@ aib@ grij@ de ele.

{i tot a}a, pentru fiecare poezie nou@,

S-a g@sit c$te un om care s@ mi-o primeasc@.

Pentru c@ fiecare prieten al meu

Are la r$ndul s@u un prieten,

At$t de bun ^nc$t s@-i ^ncredin]ez taina.

A}a c@ nici eu nu mai }tiu acum

Unde mi se afl@ cutare vers

{i, ^n caz c@ m@ calc@ ho]ii,

Oric$t de mult m-ar schingiui,

Tot n-o s@ le pot spune mai mult, dec$t

C@ ele sunt la loc sigur,

%n ]ara asta.

^n Ceramic@, 1979

Burglars                      

I used to have a poem that wouldn’t let me sleep

And I sent it to my grandpa

In the countryside.

Then I wrote another

And sent it to my mother

To keep it in the attic.

Later I wrote a few more

And, with a pang, I entrusted them to my relatives,

Who gave me their word to take good care of them.

And, in this way, for each new poem, 

There has been someone to make room for it.

Since each friend of mine 

Has a friend in his turn,

So close a friend as to entrust my secret to him.

So that now I don’t even know

Where this or that line might be

And, in case burglars broke into,

No matter how much they might torture me,

I wouldn’t be able to tell them more than this:

In this country

My poems feel secure. 

in Ceramics, 1979

MARIN SORESCU 

Vis

Inspira]ia venea ^n urm@, pe jos.

Poetul mergea ^n frunte, c@lare,

{i primea onorurile.

La mijloc mul]imea, descoperit@. 

Se f@cea c@ era o procesiune, p$n@ la urm@.

Unii acuzau dureri mari,

Se f@ceau c@ erau ^nc@ la doctor,

C@ci se v@itau cu speran]@, 

Al]ii pl$ngeau de-a binelea,

Se f@ceau c@ era o procesiune totu}i,

Da, o procesiune, ^ntr-adev@r.

,,Dar mortul?” ,,Unde e mortul?” – se auzea

,,Noi pe cine jelim, de trei

Zile?”

,,Oare a fost sp@lat bine r@posatul?”

,,Sp@larea mortului cere o ^ndem$nare

Pe care foarte pu]ini doctori o mai au” – se auzea.

Poetul 

Mergea ^nainte, c@lare,

Fiindc@ dep@}ise toate chestiile astea b@be}ti. 

Inspira]ia venea ^n urm@, descul]@.

R@m$nea mereu ^n urm@,

Nu }tiu de ce o tenta mai mult r@m$nerea ^n urm@ 

Dec$t necunoscutul din fa]@. 

^n Ceramic@, 1979

A Dream 

The Inspiration was coming at the end, on foot.           

The Poet was coming at the head, on horseback,

Receiving the honours.

The crowd was in the middle, uncovered.

It seemed to be a procession after all.

Some people complained of terrible pains,

They pretended to be still at the doctor’s

Since they were wailing, full of hopes,

Other people were actually weeping,

They pretended it was a procession nevertheless,

Yes, a procession indeed.

“What about the deceased?”

“Where’s the deceased?” they kept asking. 

“Whom have we been mourning

For three days now?”

“Has the departed been properly washed?”

“Washing the deceased requires a skill

Which few doctors still possess,” they kept saying.

The Poet

Was coming at the head, on horseback,

As he had risen above all these old-womanish questions.

The Inspiration was coming at the end, bare-footed.

She kept lagging behind,

I don’t know why she was tempted by lagging behind

Rather than by the unknown ahead of her. 

in Ceramics, 1979

MARIN SORESCU

Singur

Mi-e frig ^n c@ma}a asta

De litere

Prin care intr@ u}or

Toate intemperiile.

V$ntul prin a,

Lupii prin b,

Iarna prin c,

{i eu ^ncerc s@-mi ap@r m@car inima

Cu un titlu mai gros,

Dar m@ ^nghea]@ frigul care intr@ 

Prin toate literele.

Mi-e ur$t ^n c@ma}a asta

De litere

Prin care ies u}or

Respira]ia }i b@t@ile inimii.

Prin a,

Prin b,

Prin c,

Alfabetul este plin de mine

Pentru o clip@.

^n Ceramic@, 1979

Alone

I’m cold in this shirt

Of letters

Through which bad weather

Can come in easily.

The wind through a,

The wolves through b,

The winter through c,

And I’m trying at least to shield my heart

With a thick title,

But I’m freezing in the cold coming in

Through all the letters.

I’m afraid in this shirt

Of letters

Through which my breath and my heart beats

Come out easily.

Through a,

Through b,

Through c,

The alphabet is filled with my self

For a moment.

In Ceramics, 1979

MARIN SORESCU 

Vis

%n fa]a casei ^n care convie]uiesc cu mine ^nsumi

Era o agita]ie nemaipomenit@.

Toat@ omenirea se adunase acolo

{i voia s@ treac@ prin versurile mele.

Eu abia puteam st@vili valurile de oameni,

Alergam de colo colo, asudat tot,

{i ^mp@r]eam bonuri de ordine.

Erau acolo }i p@duri, mun]ii }i r@s@rituri de lun@: 

Auziser@ c@ e vorba de poezii

{i veniser@ din obi}nuin]@.

Ca s@ ^mpac }i oamenii }i natura,

Eu ^i alegeam pe cei mai voinici,

%i rugam s@ ia ^n bra]e,

Pe l$ng@ bucuriile }i necazurile lor,

Un copac, sau un munte,

{i numai a}a le f@ceam v$nt

%n c$te o strof@.

Ni}te femei foarte frumoase

[ineau de patru col]uri de}ertul lui Gobi

{i voiau s@ mi-l deie cadou. 

Le-am mul]umit emo]ionat }i l-am primit

Cu toate c@ mai fusesem ^ndr@gostit.

în Ceramic@, 1979

A Dream

In front of the house in which I live together with my self

There was an inconceivable excitement. 

The whole humankind was clustered there

And requested to be admitted into my verse.

I could hardly face the waves of people,

I was running to and fro, sweaty all over,

Distributing order passes.

There came forests as well, mountains and moonrises:

They had heard it was something concerning poetry

And showed up out of habit.

In order to please both men and nature,

I picked out the most vigorous ones

And asked them to clasp,

Besides their joys and sorrows,

A tree or a mountain,

And only in that way I flung them

Into some stanza.

Some most beautiful women

Were holding Gobi’s desert by its four corners

And were going to give it to me as a gift.

I thanked them deeply moved and accepted it,

Despite the fact that I had been in love before.

in Ceramics, 1979

MARIN SORESCU

Solemn

Toate h$rtiile mele

Le-am c@rat cu bra]ul

Pe un c$mp mare,

Le-am sem@nat solemn

{i le-am arat ad$nc

Cu plugul.

S@ v@d ce-o s@ r@sar@ 

Din g$ndurile acestea,

Din bucurii, din triste]e, din fericire

Iarna, prim@vara, vara }i toamna.

Acum m@ plimb

Pe c$mpul negru

Cu m$inile la spate,

Mai nelini}tit cu fiecare zi.

Nu se poate totu}i

Nici o liter@ s@ nu fi fost bun@!

Precis ^ntr-o zi

C$mpul acesta se va umple de fl@c@ri

{i eu voi trece printre ele, solemn, 

%ncununat ca Neron.

^n Ceramic@, 1979

Solemnly

I've carried all my papers

By hand

Onto a large field,

I've sowed them solemnly

And tilled them deep

With a plough.

Let me see what’s going to spring

Out of these thoughts,

Out of joys, out of sorrows, out of happiness

In winter, in spring, in summer and in autumn.

Now I’m walking

On the black field

Hands at my back,

More anxious with each day.

It’s out of the question

That all of my letters have been rotten!

Without fail,

One day

This field will be covered with flames

And I’ll walk among them solemnly

An emperor like Nero.

in Ceramics, 1979

MARIN SORESCU

Portretul artistului

Am ^nc@l]at cu pantofii mei

Drumul.

Cu pantalonii am ^mbr@cat copacii

P$n@ la frunze.

Haina i-am pus-o v$ntului

Pe umeri.

Primului nor care mi-a ie}it ^n cale

I-am pus ^n cap

P@l@ria mea veche.

Apoi m-am dat ^napoi

%n moarte

S@ m@ privesc.

Autoportretul

%mi reu}ise de minune.

Asem@narea era at$t de perfect@,

%nc$t, uit$nd s@ m@ isc@lesc, 

Oamenii au scris ei singuri

Numele meu 

Pe o piatr@. 

^n Ceramic@, 1979

The Portrait of the Artist

At my wish, the road put on

My shoes.

I dressed the trees in my trousers

Up to the leaves.

I put my coat on the wind’s

Shoulders.

I put my old hat

On the head of the first cloud

That came my way.

Then I stepped back

Into death

To look at myself.

My self-portrait

Was truthful beyond compare.

The likeness was so great

That, as I had forgotten to put my name on it,

The people themselves wrote

My name 

On a stone.

In Ceramics, 1979

IOANID ROMANESCU 

(1937 – 1996)
Poezia mea

Poezia mea e nervoas@, tot vorbind peste um@r

uit@ s@-}i scoat@ bilet, e cobor$t@ cu for]a

^ns@ de fiecare dat@ o conduc

p$n@ acas@ prieteni anonimi

nu are glorie

din simplul motiv c@ nu }i-a dorit-o

nu are religie

pentru c@ prea mult iube}te via]a,

nu face prozeli]i

pentru c@ niciodat@ nu prive}te ^napoi

nu merge ^n vizit@

nu a}teapt@ pe nimeni

nu viseaz@-n culori 
nu se hlize}te pentru a ob]ine ceva

are tot ce-i trebuie

^n Favoare, 1972

My Poetry

My poetry is nervous, as she keeps talking

she forgets to buy a ticket, she’s forced to get out

but each time

some anonymous friends see her home

she’s got no glory

for the simple reason that she has never wished for it,

she’s got no religion

because she loves life very much

she doesn’t make proselytes

because she never looks back

she doesn’t pay any visits

she doesn’t expect anyone to come

she doesn’t have coloured dreams

she doesn’t have to stare in order to get something

she’s got everything she needs

in Favour, 1972

IOANID ROMANESCU 

Confesiunea unui tablou celebru

Am r@mas cu greu s@ fiu v@zut 

}i to]i care veneau priveau

}i erau foarte aten]i

}i de fapt nu-i interesa

}i de fapt vedeau altceva

ca }i cum ar fi privit ^n alt@ parte

}i de fapt – privindu-m@ –
se studiau ^ntre ei

p$n@ c$nd i-am rugat

s@ m@ ^nlocuiasc@

simt }i acum respira]ia

celor care m@ priveau

}i nu ^n]elegeau nimic

^ns@ – privindu-m@ –
se ^n]elegeau ^ntre ei

realitatea mea p@streaz@ 

doar copia privirii lor

acum pentru privirea lor real@

au c$te o copie a mea

^n Poet al uria}ilor, 1973

The Confession of a Famous Painting

I found it hard to hang around and be looked at

and all the people coming there were staring at me

they were very attentive

and in fact they were not interested in me

and in fact they could see something else

as if they were gazing at some other thing

and in fact – while staring at me –

they were peering at one another

until I asked them

to replace me

even at this moment I can feel the breath

of those who kept staring at me

and could not understand anything

yet – while staring at me –

they came to understand one another

my reality retains

but the copy of their stares

and now for each genuine stare of theirs

they have a copy of me

in The Poet of the Titans, 1973

IOANID ROMANESCU 

Poet

Nu face parte dintre acei copii

r@t@ci]i de guvernante }i r@sf@]a]i de to]i

seam@n@ cu un gr@jdar abia mi}c$ndu-se 

printre rosturile sale,

are sur$sul celui care umbl@

cu zah@r ^n pumni pentru cai

despre ceea ce to]i }tiu cu exactitate

el ^nc@ nu se pronun]@

^}i poart@ capul sub greutatea

unei decizii pe care o am$n@ 

nu se gr@be}te 

nu se m@soar@ cu nimeni

traverseaz@ continuu 

un drum pe care vor veni al]ii

^n Poet al uria}ilor, 1973 

The Poet

He’s not one of those kids

lost by their governess and spoilt by everybody

he looks like a stable boy moving heavily

among the mangers

he’s got the smile of one who walks

handful of sugar, for the horses

he hasn’t given his verdict

on what everybody knows for certain –

on his head he bears the burden

of a decision he keeps putting off

he doesn’t hurry

he doesn’t try his strength against anybody

he continuously crosses

a way on which other people keep coming

in The Poet of the Titans, 1973

IOANID ROMANESCU

Cu inima

Poate c@ via]a îmi este un }ir de erori

dar ceea ce simt pentru voi

e un lux

care niciodat@ nu mi-a lipsit

spre voi 

nu vin ca o hîrtie mototolit@ adus@ de vânt –

spre voi

vin s@ beau roua de pe aripile privighetorii

sunt un poet f@r@ cuvinte

sunt un poet f@r@ mas@ de scris

eu sunt poet cu inima

spre voi m@ apropiu de mine însumi

cândva

în cer se va vedea }i urma

zborului de pas@re –

sunt cel care v@ ap@r@ de prea multe cuvinte

în Poet al uria}ilor, 1973

At Heart

My life might be a string of mistakes

but what I feel for you

is a luxury

I’ve never been in want of

I don’t come up to you

like a crumpled sheet of paper brought by the wind –

I come up to you

to drink the dew on the nightingale’s wings

I’m a poet in want of words

I’m a poet in want of a writing table

I’m a poet at heart

coming up to you I get closer to myself

one day

you’ll see the trace

of my flight in the sky –

I’m the one who protects you against too many words

In The Poet of the Titans, 1973

IOANID ROMANESCU

V@ rog s@ revizui]i statutul meu de poet!

Pentru c@ vorbirea mea nu poate fi v$ntul care ascute stelele

pentru c@ nimic din via]@ nu pretind s@ tr@iesc pentru mine

pentru c@ pe harta sufletului vostru eu reprezint o cazemat@

                         pentru flori }i candoare

pentru c@ altul ^n locul meu ar fi murit de mult

pentru c@ m-am n@scut ^n secolul dou@zeci 

pentru c@ nu am publicat toate poemele

pentru c@ deseori g$ndesc ^n locul unuia mai b@tr$n

                         dec$t mine

pentru c@ sunt personal cu originalitatea voastr@

pentru c@ nu apar deghizat }i pentru c@ scena mea e ^n

                         afara teatrului

pentru c@ martorii mei se vor na}te mai t$rziu

pentru c@ opera mea va fi complet@ numai ^n func]ie de

                         viitorul pe care ^l con]ine

pentru c@ dec$t s@ repet o moarte zgomotoas@

                         mai bine duc o via]@ anonim@

pentru c@ nu vreau s@ asist ^nc@ o dat@ la dialogul

                         glontelui cu inima

pentru c@ apar]in unui popor de vis@tori foarte reali}ti

                         ^n fa]a brutalit@]ii 

pentru c@ ar fi posibil ca ^n timp eu ce ]in acest discurs

unul dintre vis@torii de care vorbeam s@ devin@ poet mare

pentru c@ mai exist@ politicieni care ^n timp ce pun la cale 

                     r@zboaie pe arti}ti ^i acuz@ de absurd

pentru c@ ^n metropolele lumii solda]i cu mers de ra]@ }i

generali pudra]i la fund mai compromit muzica lui Wagner

pentru c@ ast@zi P@m$ntul are fii care nu vor s@ mai

                     mearg@-n genunchi pe urmele

                     p@rin]ilor 

pentru c@ }ti]i cu exactitate la ce m-am g$ndit spun$nd acestea

v@ rog s@ revizui]i statutul meu de poet!

^n Paradisul, 1975

Please, Reconsider My Status as a Poet!

Since my speech can be the wind that sharpens the stars

since I don’t claim to live anything for myself

since on the map of your soul I represent a blockhouse

                         for flowers and candour

since anybody else in my place would have died long ago

since I was born in the twentieth century

since I’ve not published all my poems yet

since I often think like someone older than myself

since I draw my personality from your originality

since I don’t show up in disguise and since my stage

                         is outside the theatre

since my witnesses will be born later

since my work will be complete in accordance with

                         the future it comprises

since instead of re-editing a noisy death

                         I prefer leading an ordinary life

Since I’m not going to be present again at the bullet’s

                         dialogue with my heart

since I belong to a people of visionaries very realistic

                         in the face of violence

since while I’m delivering this speech

one of the visionaries I was talking about might become 

                         a great poet

since there still exist politicians who while plotting some wars 

                         accuse the artists of being absurd

since in the world’s metropolises duck-gaited soldiers

and powder-bottomed generals are still compromising

                         Wagner’s music

since nowadays the Earth has children who no longer wish

                         to follow on their knees

                         in their parents’ footsteps

since you know exactly what I was thinking of when saying these

please, reconsider my status as a poet!       
in The Paradise, 1975

IOANID ROMANESCU

Cititorilor, dulcilor mei contribuabili

%ntre titlu }i poemul propriu-zis

uneori curge o epoc@ 

^ntre titlu }i poemul propriu-zis

po]i s@ cobori ^n centrul p@m$ntului

po]i s@ mori de o mie de ori ^ntr-un r@zboi 

po]i lua parte la demontarea tribunelor pentru parad@

po]i c@l@tori ^ntr-o pas@re deasupra tuturor v$nturilor

po]i ^ng@ima o rug@ ^n fiecare templu

^ntre titlu }i poemul propriu-zis

ai timp s@ treci prin toate regnurile

}i-abia dup@ aceea – ^ntr-o singur@ clip@ –
^n corpul nop]ii universale

m$na care scrie devine o sond@

^n Trandafirul s@lbatic, 1978

To My Readers, Sweet Tax Payers

Between the title and the poem itself

there sometimes runs an epoch
between the title and the poem itself

you may descend to the centre of the Earth

you may die a thousand times in a war

you may join in taking the parade platforms to pieces

you may fly like a bird over the winds

you may murmur a prayer in each temple

between the title and the poem itself

you have time enough to pass through all the animal kingdoms

and only after that – in an instant –

the writing hand becomes a well

in the body of the universal night

in The Wild Rose, 1978

IOANID ROMANESCU

C@tre ministrul poeziei

%nc@ nu m-am desprins de o idee fix@ 

^nc@ mai port pe ochi un bandaj de ziare

^nc@ adorm cu manuscrisul sub cap

}i visez poezia care s@ m@ omoare

secrete nu am, Domnule Ministru,

Patria-mi este singura adres@ –
chiar dac@ port ^n cap ^ntreag@ harta lumii

pe care o cunosc din c@r]i, nu ca o stewardes@

de-un timp sunt obosit, vederea-mi scade

}i s-ar putea ca ^ntr-o noapte }uie

pe sf$nta mas@ a melancoliei 

s@ mi se bat@ m$inile ^n cuie

de-aceea vreau s@ vin la Dumneavoastr@

– c$t nu e prea t$rziu – }i s@ V@ rog:

doar pensia lui Milton s@ mi-o da]i,

s@ m@ retrag la ]ar@ ^ntr-un b$rlog

iar dac@ nu m@ Ve]i chema cur$nd,

nu-i nici o sup@rare – r@m$ne ca ^n tren –

f@r@ prea multe vorbe }tiu s@ fac

din gaur@ de }arpe o poart@ spre Eden

mai }tiu s@ dau copiilor o buche,

s@ fiu gr@jdar, s@ c$nt, ba chiar s@ tac

– la o adic@, nu a}tept r@spuns –
ne vom vedea, oricum, ^n urm@torul veac

^n Accente , 1981

To the Minister of Poetry

I haven’t got rid of fixed ideas

I’m still wearing a newspaper bandage over my eyes

I still fall asleep my manuscript under my head

and dream of a poem that could stop me dead

I have no secrets, dear Sir,

my Motherland is my only address –

although in my mind I carry the whole map of the world

which I know from books, not like a stewardess

I’ve been tired for some time past, my eyesight

is growing bad and one crazy night

my hands nailed might be

on the sacred table of melancholy

that’s why I’d like to come to you, Sir,

and to ask you – as long as time plays fair – :

give me nothing else but Milton’s pension

and I’ll retire to some country lair

and in case you don’t send for me soon,

there’ll be no offence – what’s left for me to do

on the train is, in few words, to make

a gateway to Eden from the hole of a snake

I still can teach the children how to read and write,

I can be a stable man, can sing, can even hold my tongue

– speaking frankly, I’m not waiting for an answer –

we’ll meet, anyway, the century after

in Accents, 1981

CEZAR IVÃNESCU 

(n. 1941)
%mpotrivire

! sunt un poet comun, 

un individ comun ca ori}icare

am exaltat tinere]ea }i moartea

putea-voi avea parte }i de

b@tr$ne]e oare?... nu cred...

s-ajung ferice...

posed o fabuloas@ experien]@ 

a s@r@ciei, o posed }i n-am 

ce-i face...

dar la ce folose}te s@r@cia

}i la ce suferin]a... mai mult dec$t ascez@? 

pot s@-]i lesneasc@ transparen]a...

dar bine^n]ele}i s@ fim

am$ndou@ aceste experieri

trebuie f@cute ^n deplin@ bucurie

f@r@ ranchiun@ ori resentiment

^n deplin@ admira]ie

a operelor celor mai frumoase:

corpurilor frumoase

urm@rite cu cea mai grav@ aten]ie

pe str@zi prin locuri dosnice

ori ^n deplin@ str@lucire a soarelui...

ca-n urmele t@lpii lui Bouddha

am mers dup@ frumuse]e ca un halucinat...

dac@ individul acesta zis Poetul

nu ne zice dac@ tr@im ^n frumuse]e }i m@sur@

ori ^n gre}al@ }i desfr$u,

atunci despre ce naiba s@ ne zic@?

(i s-a conferit idiotului

aceast@ magistratur@ suprem@

^ntr-o instan]@ suprem@ –)

indivizii domina]i de

jactan]a unei patrii a inimii

care m@soar@ totul dintr-odat@

te ^nt$mpin@ f@r@ m$nie

Resistance

! I’m an ordinary poet,

an ordinary guy like anyone else,

I’ve glorified youth and death

will I enjoy 

my old age as well?... I don’t think...

I’ll ever be happy...

I own a fabulous experience

of poverty, I simply have it

and that can’t be helped...

but what’s the use of poverty

and of suffering... nothing but asceticism?

they can facilitate your transparency...

but let’s make it clear

both these expiations

must be made in sheer joy

no grudge or resentment

in utmost admiration

of the most beautiful works:

the beautiful bodies

chased in the gravest attention

in lonely backstreets

or in full brightness of the sun...

as if walking on Bouddha’s footprints

I’ve pursued beauty like in a hallucination...

if this guy called the Poet

doesn’t tell us whether we are living

in beauty and in moderation

or in sin and debauchery,

then what the hell is he supposed to tell us about?

(this supreme office

has been bestowed on the fool

by some supreme court –)

guys ruled by arrogance

on having a heart’s motherland

who measure everything at a glance

welcome you no shade of rage

}i cu sur$s ^n col]ul gurii

ca un l@n]ug ^ntraurit –

nu sunt rigizi,

nu pot fi ^nlocui]i prin m@}ti

trébe c@ta]i ^n praful str@zii, pe uli]@...

o, da, am exaltat tinere]ea }i moartea

}i n-am crezut

^n b@tr$ne]e... putea-voi avea

parte }i de b@tr$ne]e oare? – s@ merg

dup@ acest magnific convoi t@cut 

de frunze moarte de o culoare

galben-aurie c$}tig$nd ceriurile?

Da, ne^n]elegeri au fost (vor mai fi),

- unii clinicieni dezafecta]i, dezinfecta]i –
^n fapt eu ca }i Domnul Martin Heidegger

defineam individul drept acea

fiin]@ care lupt@ ^mpotriva mor]ii...

}i ^mpotriva complicilor mor]ii...

singura mea ^mpotrivire

la ar@tarea h$d@ a sterilit@]ii: 

suferin]a pentru suferin]@

s@r@cia pentru s@r@cie 

tonul diavolului

sadism pentru impoten]i!

^n Rod, 1985

with a smile in the corner of the mouth

like a gilded necklace –

they’re not stiff,

they can’t be replaced by masks

one must seek them in the street dust, down the lane...

oh, yes, I’ve glorified youth and death

and I’ve never taken

old age seriously... will I enjoy

my old age as well? – enjoy walking

behind this magnificent and silent procession

of golden-yellow dead leaves

reaching the heavens?

yes, there’ve been disagreements (there’ll be more),

– some disconnected, disinfected clinicians –

in fact like Mr. Martin Heidegger

I used to define the individual as

a being fighting against death...

and against its accomplices...

my only resistance

to the hideous appearance of sterility:

suffering for suffering

poverty for poverty

the devil’s voice

the sadism of the impotents!

in Fruits, 1985

ANA BLANDIANA 

(n. 1942)

Balad@ 

N-am alt@ An@, 

M@ zidesc pe mine, 

Dar cine-mi poate spune c@-i destul,

C$nd zidul nu se surp@ de la sine,

Ci-mpins de-o toan@

De buldozer somnambul

%naint$nd de-a valma prin co}mar.

{i iar zidesc

Cum a} zidi un val,

A doua zi iar, 

A treia zi iar, 

A patra zi iar,

O m@n@stire pururea lichid@ 

Sortit@ s@ se n@ruie la mal;

{i iar zidesc, 

O, var

{i c@r@mid@ 

{i, f@r@ de prihan@, 

O f@ptur@ 

Ca arm@tur@ 

Visului infam:

N-am alt@ An@ 

{i pe mine chiar

Din ce ^n ce mai rar

M@ am.

^n Arhitectura valurilor, 1990

Ballad

I haven’t got any other Anna

So I’ve inmured myself,

But who can tell me if that’s enough,

When the wall hasn’t fallen to the ground

By itself but pulled down at the whim

Of some drowsy bulldozer

Nonsensically advancing in the nightmare.

And I start rebuilding

As if I were walling a wave in,

Tomorrow anew,

On the third day again, 

On the fourth day once more,

A monastery of water for ever

Foredoomed to ruin when reaching the shore;

And I keep on building up

Oh, of limestone

And bricks,

Inmuring a pure

Being

To reinforce

The infamous dream:

I haven’t got any other Anna

And moreover

I can meet myself

Less and less.

in The Architecture of  Waves, 1990

ANA BLANDIANA

Cursa

A}a o s@ fac:

%n loc de piatr@, oglinda.

{i-n loc de nume,

O oglind@ de asemenea.

Va fi ca o curs@

%n care ve]i c@dea

%n sf$r}it. 

Ce-mi pas@ c@ nimeni nu va mai }ti

Unde-mi este morm$ntul,

C$nd voi v@ ve]i apleca peste el

Curio}i s@ vede]i

Al cui poate fi

{i v@ ve]i vedea

Pe voi ^n}iv@. 

^n Arhitectura valurilor, 1990

The Trap

That’s what I’m going to do:

I’ll set a mirror instead of my tombstone

And, instead of my name,

A mirror as well.

It’ll be like a trap

You’ll fall into

Eventually.

What do I care that nobody will ever know

Where my grave lies?

When you’re going to bend over it

Curious to see

Whom it belongs to,

You’ll see yourselves.

                        in The Architecture of Waves, 1990

ANA BLANDIANA

O linie dreapt@

O linie dreapt@, at$t, 

O linie sigur@

%ntre cele dou@ p@r]i ale paginii

{i posibilitatea de a spune:

De o parte sau de alta.

Dar nu, h$rtia suge,

Locul liniei ^l ia o colonie

De r$me t$r$ndu-se 

Dintr-o parte ^ntr-alta 

Prin p@m$ntul arat de peni]@, 

Tremur@toare }i nehot@r$te,

Dar r@zb@t$nd, 

Dizolv$nd grani]a }i cerneala

Morala:

Nu-l ^ntreba pe c@l@u 

Diferen]a ^ntre bine }i r@u.

^n Arhitectura valurilor, 1990

A Straight Line

A straight line, nothing more, 

A firm line

Between the two sides of the page

And the chance of saying:

One side or the other.

But, on the contrary, paper is absorbent,

The place of the line is taken by a colony

Of earthworms creeping

From one side to the other

Through the ground ploughed by the nib,

Trembling and irresolute,

Still cutting their way out,

Dissolving border and ink.

The moral:

Do not ask the executioner

About the difference between good and evil.

in The Architecture of Waves, 1990

ANA BLANDIANA
Num@r@toare invers@ 

Când nu mai pot s@ suport

Încep s@ num@r

(Dovad@ c@ numerele sunt superioare cuvintelor

Sau,

Dac@ nu sunt superioare,

Oricum mai u}or de suportat),

Încep s@ num@r, deci:

Becurile, robinetele,

Copacii care se v@d pe geam,

Creioanele de pe mas@,

Trec@torii, pisicile de pe acoperi}uri,

Apelurile telefonului.

Dar, mai riguroase decât cuvintele,

Numerele nu pot fi adunate de-a valma,

C@r]i cu tomberoane de gunoi,

Claxoane cu vr@bii, 

Trebuie ]inut@ o contabilitate obositoare

Al c@rui singur merit e

C@ nu produce

Dincolo de exasperare

Poeme.

în Arhitectura valurilor, 1990

Countdown

When I can’t bear any longer

I start counting

(A proof that numbers are superior to words

Or,

In case they aren’t,

They’re at least easier to bear),

So I start counting

The bulbs, the taps,

The trees I can see through my window,

The pencils on the table,

The passers-by, the cats on the roofs,

The phone calls.

However, being more rigorous than the words,

Numbers can’t be added higgledy-piggledy,

Books to dustbins,

Horns to sparrows,

It’s tiresome bookkeeping

Whose sole merit is that,

Except for the exasperation,

It doesn’t create

Poems.

in The Architecture of Waves, 1990

ANA BLANDIANA

Obsesie

Te-a} mai iubi, oare, la fel dac@

Ai fi puternic }i însp@imânt@tor 

Asemenea altora? M-a} gândi la

Tine atât de mult dac@ ai fi

Înving@tor }i crud în r@zboaie?

Te-a} mai fi visat

Îngrijorat@, dac@ îi st@pâneai 

Tu pe al]ii? A}a cum copiii

Familiilor fericite pleac@ de-acas@ 

Când cresc, liberi de orice r@spundere

{i pot, dac@ vor, s@ nu-}i mai aduc@

Aminte de nimeni, în timp ce

Copiii s@raci trebuie s@ se-ntoarc@ 

Mereu, s@-}i ajute familia, trimi]ându-i

Pachete }i bani, ]inându-i pe cei mici

La }coal@, tot astfel ferici]ii

Poe]i ai unor popoare mai mari

Pot s@-}i uite izvorul, s@ plece,

S@ fie ai lumii...

M-ai obseda, oare, }i dac-ai fi

Fericit? Dac-ai fi fost în stare

S@ asupre}ti, s@ cucere}ti, s@ semeni ur@?

O, Doamne al Istoriei, dezleag@-i

Viitorul cu asupra de m@sur@!

în Arhitectura valurilor, 1990

ANA BLANDIANA

Obsession

Would I have still loved you as much as I do if

You had been powerful and frightful

Like the others? Would I have thought about

You so much if you had been

Victorious and cruel in wars?

Would I have been full of worries

In my dreams if you had been the one

Who ruled over the others? Just like the children

Of the happy families, who leave their homes

When they grow up, free of any responsibility,

And who can afford, if they wish so,

Not to remember anybody, while

The poor children have to come back

All the time, to support their family, sending

Parcels and money, helping the little ones

Through school, the happy

Poets of some mighty nations

Can afford to forget their roots, can go away,

Can belong to the world...

Would you have still obsessed me if you had been

Happy? If you had been able

To oppress, to conquer, to sow hatred?

Oh, Almighty Creator of History, uncast

The future with thousandfold rewards!

In The Architecture of Waves, 1990

MARIUS ROBESCU 

(1943 – 1985)

Cu privire la poezie }i la mine ^nsumi

Domnilor, orice s-ar spune

eu }tiu s@ scriu poezie adev@rat@

}i ^nc@ f@r@ spasme tetanice

cu o relativ@ u}urin]@

trece bun@oar@ un ^nger

}i-mi ciugule}te o celul@ de via]@

vine apoi o femeie

}i-mi pecetluie}te gura cu s@rutul ei de leucoplast

natura ^ns@}i c$teodat@

^mi d@ s@ ^mbrac un anotimp uzat

iar buni prieteni de odinioar@

^mi burdu}esc cutia po}tal@ cu }tiri false

toate acestea se ^nt$mpl@ des

(nu m@ ^ntreba]i de suferin]@: 

nici eu c$nd p$inea v@ muia]i ^n vin

nu m@ a}ez la masa voastr@ nepoftit)

fapte tr@ite dup@ cum vede]i

}i consemnate ^ntr-un spirit sincer 

de-aceea prea pu]in ^mi pas@

c@ toate vorbele ^mi sunt de aur

c$t despre mine cred c-a} fi

un bulg@re friabil de ]@r$n@ 

cu degete butuc@noase, boante, rupt de soart@

}i pres@rat pe toba t@cerii fir cu fir.

^n Spiritul ^nsetat de real, 1978

Concerning Poetry and Myself

Gentlemen, whatever people might say

I can write genuine poetry

with relative ease and, which is more,

a poetry lacking tetanic spasms

for instance an angel flies past

and pecks a cell from my life

then there comes a woman

and seals my mouth with her sticking plaster kiss

at times nature herself

provides me with a worn-out season

while some close friends of the old days

cram my letterbox with false news

all these things happen many a time

(don’t ask me about the suffering:

when you dip your bread in wine

I don’t sit down to your table uninvited)

facts filled with living as you can see

and written down in a sincere way

that’s why I couldn’t care less

that all my words turn into gold

as far as I am concerned I think 
I am a friable clod

with stumpy, blunt fingers, crumbled by fate

and spread bit by bit over the drum of silence.

in The Spirit Thirsty for the Real, 1978

MARIUS ROBESCU

Un om

Un om cite}te ^ntr-o or@

munca mea de trei ani de zile

lacom, risc@ numai s@ i se inflameze c@ile respiratorii

din pricina prafului cosmic

el st@ comod cu picioarele ^ncruci}ate

pe o teras@ vast@ la mare

el singur fa]@ ^n fa]@ cu valurile

^mi injectez ^n ven@ amurgul brut

Omul acela cite}te }i asimileaz@

(c@ci mai are destul loc sub piele

altfel nu s-ar fi apucat de lectur@)

eu care am scris ^mi sorb patetic tainul

din masca de oxigen

el scârbit de s@rutul meu

poate oricând s@-}i ^nnoiasc@ obrazul

diminea]a cu lama de ras

^n schimb eu care am scris

orbit temporar

cer}esc zile ^n }ir un prosop umezit

s@-mi ocrotesc pleoapele arse.

^n Spiritul ^nsetat de real, 1978

A Man

A man may read in one hour

what took me three whole years to complete

greedily, he risks but an inflammation

of the respiratory system from cosmic dust

he’s sitting comfortably legs crossed

on a vast terrace by the sea

I am all by myself face to face with the waves

injecting pure twilight in my veins 

the man is reading and digesting

(since he’s got plenty of room under his skin

otherwise he wouldn’t have taken up reading)

while I who wrote have been pathetically

breathing my share from my oxygen mask

should he be disgusted with my kiss

he’ll be able to renew his cheek

with a razor blade in the morning

on the other hand I who wrote 

who was temporarily blinded

have been begging for some moist cloth for days

to soothe up my scorched eyelids.

in The Spirit Thirsty for the Real, 1978

MARIUS ROBESCU

Defini]ie

Poemul vine }i se frânge

în coasta lumii

ca o lam@ de pumnal

l@sând în urm@ o traiectorie sclipitoare,

poemul ar vrea totdeauna s@ ucid@

lovitura lui

nu e niciodat@ mortal@.

Inscrip]ie

Blestema]i s@ fie cei care au spurcat neamul poe]ilor

cei care au supt m@duv@ din osul fratelui lor

în veci fie blestemat viermele în straie de fluture.

în Spiritul însetat de real, 1978

Definition

The poem comes and breaks itself

against the world’s rib

like the blade of a dagger

leaving behind a glittering trajectory,

the poem always means to stab you to death

its thrust

is never a deadly blow.

Inscription

May those who have profaned the poets’ kind

those who have fed on the marrow of their

                         brother’s bones be cursed

may the worm dressed up in the butterfly’s garments

                         be cursed for ever.

in The Spirit Thirsty for the Real, 1978

VASILE TÃRÂ[EANU 

(n. 1945)

Contradic]ie

Cine poate scrie-n paradis?

Eu unul cred, c@ pentru aceast@ ^ndeletnicire

cel mai potrivit loc e Infernul.

Dat fiind acest fapt, ^mi creez zilnic

un infern personal,

un c$mp imens de observa]ie,

^n care se ^nt$mpl@ de toate: cutremure, inunda]ii,

r@zboaie, tr@d@ri... 

Aici totul are culoarea cernelei cu care scriu,

iar ea, ca de obicei, este neagr@.

^n Litanii din [ara de Sus, 1995

Contradiction

Who can write in Paradise?

As to myself, I think that, for this activity, 

the most adequate place would be the Hell.

Considering this,  I create 

my own Hell daily, 

a vast field of investigation,

where all sorts of things happen: earthquakes,

floods, wars, betrayals...

Here everything has got the colour of the ink

I am writing in

And it is black, as usual...

in Litanies from Bucovina, 1995

VASILE TÃRÂ[EANU

Dialog

· Ce mai faci?

       - Nu vezi,

         Lucrez:

         scutur roua 

         ^n zori

         de pe flori

         }i sp@l cu ea

         ran@ de stea,

         de cuv$nt,

         de p@m$nt 

         }i ca o pas@re –

         c$nt.
· Cum o mai duci?

       - Mul]am de-ntrebare!

         Ca raza de soare

         prin nori

         c$nd str@bate,

         prin zid

         de cetate,

         ca prim@vara

         ogorul,

         ca frunza,

         ca dorul...

{i ^nal] din credin]@

frumoasa dorin]@ 

din mo}i

str@mo}i

rug@ veche ne^ntrecut@:

Doamne-ajut@! 

în Litanii din [ara de Sus, 1995

Dialogue

“What are you doing?”

         “Can’t you see?

         I’m working:

         I’m shaking the dew

         down from the flowers

         in the morning

         and I wash with it

         the wound left by the star,

         by the word,

         by the Earth

         and I’m singing – 

         like a bird.”

“How are you getting on?”

         “Nice of you to ask!

         Like the sun beam

         when it pierces

         the clouds,

         the fortress

         walls

         like the ploughed field

         in spring

         like the leaf,

         like the heart’s desire...”

And I revive from faith

the wonderful wish

from times

of yore,

the ancient matchless pray,

“May God help us!”

in Litanies from Bucovina, 1995

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU 

(n. 1947)
Despre condi]ia Poemului Planetar

      Domnule Cantemir, Poemul Planetar
e carnea-nmiresmat@, r@coroas@, a piersicii,

ocrotind s$mburele-P@m$nt – numai oamenii-viermi,

din miez, ^i contest@ existen]a, devor$nd...

Enciclopedicule, Poemul Planetar
e o m@nu}@ de neuroni cu care iese P@m$ntul

la plimbare }i-o ^ntinde curat@ semenilor

pe-aleile de crini ale galaxiei...

Domnule Cantemir, Poemul Planetar
^l sim]i numai c$nd raza-nsetat@ cade-n bobul

de rou@ }i c$nd cortexul ]i se-mbrac@-n c@ma}@ 

de mire-curcubeu; c$nd bubuie ozonul ^n craterul

vulcanului arunc$nd s$gile incendiare-n tot spa]iul

de-aram@; c$nd pl@cile tectonice danseaz@ satanic,

la s@rutul marii sfere de flac@r@; c$nd Omul-de-Aur

prinde ramura-nflorit@ a zarz@rului,

ori a ve}nic-verdelui brad, ^n pletele

ne-mbl$nzite-ale Sorei Soarelui, spuma laptelui...!

      Poemul Planetar nu se ive}te

c$nd apare viermele-taifun la orizont, c$nd gheizere

de s$nge din trupuri de gazele scald@ col]ii

}i coama leului r@cnind de pl@cere, c$nd lupul

fr$nge-ntre puternice f@lci coastele mielului alb,

c$nd uliul cenu}ii curm@ zborul porumbelului

de-azur, c$nd bocancul strive}te garoafa ro}ie, alb@, 

galben@, neagr@, c$nd schilodul se t$r@}te cu m$na

^ntins@ prin vagoane-restaurant, pe trotuarele

gloriei-lux, c$nd leprosul mai uit@ degetele

pe coapsa roz-alb@, ^ntr-un hotel particular, 

mutil$nd Afrodita, c$nd iubita Poetului vine

cu floarea sifilisului pe buze, c$nd gangsteri

libidino}i, c$nd poli]i}ti de cauciuc, isterici, 

cu zvastici proasp@t scoase din seifuri, ^l zmulg

pe Poet dintre cearceafurile de om@t }i-l t$r@sc 

On the Condition of the Planetary Poem

      Mr. Cantemir, the Planetary Poem
is the cool flavoured pulp of the peach,

protecting the fruit stone-Earth – only the worm-people,

within its core, deny its existence devouring it...

Oh, Encyclopaedicus, the Planetary Poem
is a neuron glove which the Earth wears

while walking and which she holds out to her fellows

on the lily alleys of the galaxy...

Mr. Cantemir, you can feel the Planetary Poem
only when the thirsty beam crosses the dew

drops and when your cortex dresses in the rainbow’s shirt

as a bridegroom; when the ozone booms in the volcano

crater gushing the incendiary rocks into the whole

copper space; when the tectonic plates satanically dance,

kissed by the great sphere of flame; when the Man-of-Gold

pins the branch of the blossomed apricot tree,

or of the everlastingly green fir tree, in the wild

locks of the Sun’s Sister, the milk foam sister...!

      The Planetary Poem doesn’t show itself

when the typhoon-worm looms on the horizon, when blood

shoots like geysers out of gazelle bodies splashing

the fangs and the mane of the lion roaring with pleasure,

when the wolf breaks the white lamb’s ribs with its strong

jaws, when the ash-hawk chops the flight of the azure dove,

when the ankle boot crushes the red, the white, the yellow,

the black carnation, when the cripple man drags himself

along, his hand begging, in dining cars, on the pavements

of luxury-glory, when the leper still sticks his fingers

on the white-pinkish thigh, in some private hotel,

maiming Aphrodite, when the Poet’s sweetheart comes

with the syphilis flower on her lips, when libidinous

gangsters, when hysterical rubber policemen,

with swastikas newly taken from safes, pull

the Poet out of his pure white sheets and drag him

prin mocirl@, printre ziduri cu puroaie, 

ori cu licheni lipicio}i, pentru c-a strigat ^mpotriva

^ngerilor corup]i }i-a miopiei dumnezeie}ti,

pentru c@ nu s-a l@sat c@lcat ^n picioare

de-o ]iganc@ p@roas@, ce se-nghesuia peste r$nd,

la laptele soarelui; pentru c-a rostit adev@rul

^n tramvai, ori ^n metrou, l$ng@ un domn ^nalt,

cu ochelari }i ]@c@lie colilie; pentru c@ }i-a cerut

o bucat@ egal@ de cer; pentru c@ a tulburat

o reuniune a lib@rcilor din buc@t@ria de noapte 

a ^mp@r@tesei, ^ntrerup$nd }i eclatanta discotec@

de jazz a cartofilor, a tecilor de-ardei-gras,

a steblelor de cimbru – ce nu participaser@ la marea

parad@ a sarmalelor cu garnituri de ciuperci atomice;

pentru c@-n zori, dup@ ce-au c$ntat privighetorile,

s-a oprit ^n pia]a public@ }i s-a urinat cu poft@

pe statuia de bronz a-mp@ratului burduh@nos, 

din al c@rui ordin ^i fuseser@ pu}i amicii ^n fiare,

cioc$rliile-n lan]uri; pentru c-a refuzat s@ care

g@ina], sperm@, guano, cu cristelni]a catedralei

verdelui aur, la sta]ia central@ de biogaz

a facult@]ilor pentru g$ndaci, pentru c@ a scuipat

politicianul demagog, ignobilul sacru, coco]a]i

^n amvoanele caselor-albe, ori negre;

pentru c@ a inventat ma}ina de f@cut chiftele

din puii bombelor cu neutroni;

pentru c-a-mbr@cat 

pijamaua supersonic@ ^n vremea interminabilei

}edin]e a Marilor-Puteri-Atomice-Unite ce dezb@teau

sosul-proiect pentru gogo}ile calde-ale dezarm@rii;

pentru c-a descoperit lumina nepoluat@, nepigmentat@ 

de mu}te; pentru c-a eliberat virusul ce distruge

demen]a, mafia, escrocheria, injusti]ia; pentru c@ }tie

calea ce duce-n era perfec]iunii din Edenechitterra...!

      E vremea s@ recolt@m ^nflorita iarb@

a fulgerelor. S@ gust@m ^n lini}te cire}ele de-ozon,

la cascade cosmice. E vremea s@ pict@m cerul

cu inimile noastre curate, s@ statornicim

floarea-soarelui pe cerul-cerurilor }i ^n cerul-gurii.

Enciclopedicule, e vremea s@ nuntim perfec]iunea

through mire, along walls covered with pus

or with gummy lichens, since he has raised his voice

against the corrupted angels and God’s myopia,

since he has not agreed to be trampled underfoot

by a hairy gipsy woman jostling to advance in the queue,

for the sun’s milk; since he has spoken out the truth

on the tram or on the tube, near a tall agent,

wearing glasses and a whitish goatee; since he has claimed

an equal share of the sky; since he has disturbed

a meeting of the cockroaches in the Queen’s

night kitchen, also interrupting the shining jazz

disco of the potatoes, of the green peppers, 

of the savoury stalks – which had not taken part in

the big parade of the stuffed cabbage leaves garnished

with atomic mushrooms; since at dawn, after the nightingale’s

warbles, he stopped in the square and heartily relieved

himself on the bronze statue of the big-bellied Emperor,

by whose orders his friends had been put in shackles,

and his skylarks had been chained up; since he has refused

to carry bird dung, sperm, guano in the font of the cathedral

dressed in green gold, to the main biogas power station

of the faculties for cockroaches, since he has spat at

the demagogic politician, at the honoured swine, mounted

in the pulpit of the white-houses, or of the black ones;

since he has invented the machine for making minced balls

out of the neuron bomb chickens; since he has put on 

the supersonic pyjamas during the interminable assembly of

the United-Great-Atomic-Powers which were discussing

the sauce-project of the exciting tall stories about

disarmament; since he has discovered the light unpolluted

and unspotted by flies; since he has released the virus

which can eradicate madness, the mafia, swindling, injustice;

since he knows the way that can take us to the 

Perfection Age in Edenequitterra...!

      It’s high time we harvested the flashes of lightning

like ears of grass. Time we peacefully relished the ozone

cherries, near cosmic waterfalls. It’s high time we painted

the sky with the pure colour of our hearts, time we set

the sunflower in the heavens and on the roof of the mouth.

Oh, Encyclopaedicus, it’s high time we got married to

sub aripile vulturilor de fier }i-n semin]e.

S@ eliber@m aerul pentru albine }i din ]evile de tun.

S@ cinstim z@pada crinilor }i a cire}ilor

de sub }enile. S@ desc@tu}@m puii curcubeului

din gu}ile pietroase-ale rachetelor meteo-tectonice.

E vremea s-arunc@m pentru totdeauna cagulele

cu care umbl@m prin visele copiilor...!

E vremea s@ recolt@m ^nmiresmata iarb@ a fulgerelor

din creiere...! S@ gust@m ^n lini}te portocale

de-oxigen, vi}ine de-ozon la cascade cere}ti...!

      Altfel, Poemul Planetar nu se mai arat@

^n veci, domnule Cantemir – da, El, niciodat@, 

nu s-a a}ezat cu cancerul la masa-nz@pezit@ a Poetului...!

Poemul a fost citit la reuniunea cenaclului revistei ,,Orizont”,

din 10 noiembrie 1983

^n Bomba cu neuroni, 1997

perfection under the wings of the iron eagles and in seeds.

Time we set free the air for bees even from cannon barrels.

Time we venerated the snow of lilies and of cherry trees

lying under tank tracks. Time we broke loose the rainbow’s

younglings from the stone-hard maws of the meteo-tectonic

                                   missiles.

It’s high time we threw off for good the rubber masks

with which we haunt our children’s dreams...!

It’s high time we harvested the perfumed grass of the flashes

of lightning inside our brain...! Time we peacefully

relished the oxygen oranges, the ozone sour cherries

near heavenly waterfalls...!

      Otherwise, the Planetary Poem won’t show itself

to the end of time, Mr. Cantemir – yes, It has never

sat down with the cancer to the Poet’s snow-bound table...!

The poem was read in the literary club of the review

The Horizon on November 10, 1983.

in The Neuron Bomb, 1997

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU
Apartenen]@ }i iarb@ de mare

Domnule Cantemir, el apar]ine unei secte stufoase

                }i eu apar]in unui vulcan.

El scuip@ h$rtia de turnesol }i se-alb@stre}te,

ori se-nro}e}te. Eu transform h$rtia-n lumin@.

El se socote}te marele, nemuritorul zilei,

pentru c@ are zece kilograme de verighete de aur

}i dormeza c@ptu}it@ cu mitraliere. Eu m@ consider

m@runtul, microscopicul, fotonul – }i umblu

cu cojocul rupt ^n coate – iar canapeaua ^mi este

                c@ptu}it@ cu iarba de mare a eternit@]ii...

 ^n ,,Orizont”, nr. 41 (1025), 10 octombrie 1986

^n Bomba cu neuroni, 1997

Membership and Grass Wrack
      Mr. Cantemir, he belongs to a branchy sect

                         and I belong to a volcano.

He spits on the litmus paper and it turns blue

or red. My printed sheet turns into Light altogether.

He fancies himself a superman, the god of the day,

because he owns ten kilograms of golden wedding rings

and his couch is stuffed with machine guns. I hold myself

to be the exiguous, the microscopic one, the photon – 

I wear my long shabby sheepskin coat – while my sofa

is stuffed with the grass wrack of eternity...

in The Horizon, October 10, 1986, in The Neuron Bomb, 1997

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU

Limba – fluviul curcubeului

Limba este un fluviu sacru –

      r@zboinicul ce bea din apele-i limpezi

             se face nemuritor...

G$ndirea este fapta fluviului –

      ea ]ine de}ertul la distan]@,

dincolo de piramide, dincolo de sfinc}i...

Limba – fluviul curcubeului

      cu delta-n priveli}tea Fiin]ei...!

^n Verbul de m@rg@rint, 1988

Language – the River of the Rainbow...
Language is a sacred river –

      the warrior who drinks its clear waters 

            becomes immortal...

Thought is the deed of the river –

      it keeps the desert at a distance,

beyond the pyramids, beyond the sphinxes...

Language – the river of the rainbow 

      its delta in the sight of the being...!

in The Lily of the Valley Verb, 1988

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU

Despre pas@rea adev@rului 

Pas@rea adev@rului 

cu stea de rubin ^n plisc a venit

^n bradul din sufletul meu –

}i-au ^nmugurit gr@dinile vocalelor,

}i-au ^nflorit zorile substantivelor,

}i-au rodit livezile verbului a fi
mai sus de taifun }i de grindin@...

^n Verbul de m@rg@rint, 1988

On the Bird of Truth

The bird of truth,

ruby star in its beak, has descended

in the fir tree of my soul –

and the gardens of my vowels have budded,

and the dawns of my nouns have bloomed,

and the orchards of the verb to be have yielded

above hail and typhoons...

in The Lily of the Valley Verb, 1988

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU

Sculptor ^mpotriva mor]ii 

M@rg@rint-m@rg@rint, d@ltuiesc, d@ltuiesc

pe liniile de for]@ ale marelui tezaur gravita]ional, 

dup@ radiografia p$nzei de p@ianjen 

de-acolo, de sub strea}ina de }indril@ ^naripat@, 

sub lentilele-aburite-ale atoatenfloritorului;

d@ltuiesc, d@ltuiesc }i moartea din oase,

insensibil, printre z$ne cu amfore sm@l]uite ^n cre}tet,

insensibil, ^ntre norii semin]elor de mac

                         din culturile noi,

insensibil, sub me}ele aurind, fluturate de pe}teri,

atent doar la acul hieroglifei – de grangur ciugulit@ –
                         acul ^n care p@ianjenul pus-a fir,

^mpl$nt$ndu-l ^n osia ro]ii cere}ti, de safir...!

^n Verbul de m@rg@rint, 1988

A Sculptor Against Death

Lily of the valley, lily of the valley,

I am carving out, I am carving out

upon the lines of force of the great gravity treasure,

a radiograph-cobweb

hanging from the eaves of wingéd shingles,

under the steam-covered lenses of the Almightyflourisher;

I am also carving out, I am also carving out

death in the bones,

indifferent, among fairies, their heads crowned with

                         enamelled amphoras,

indifferent, in the clouds of the fresh white poppy seeds,

indifferent, under the gilded locks, fluttered by caves,

mindful but of the hieroglyph-needle – 

                         pecked by the oriole –

                         the needle in which the spider

                         threads his filament,

thrusting it into the axle of the sapphirine celestial wheel...!

in The Lily of the Valley Verb, 1988

ION PACHIA TATOMIRESCU

Pe aceast@ c$mpie de aram@...

Ceasul t@u electronic

      func]ioneaz@ cu poemele mele...

Secundele – cu care calci ^n moarte –

      sunt marcate de inima poemului meu...

Curcubeul de deasupra muntelui

      este alc@tuit din poemele mele...

V$rful s$nului t@u st$ng 

      ^}i trage mugurele din poemul meu cardinal...

Pe coapsele tale infraro}ii,

      r@sar m@rg@ritarele poemelor mele...

Fulgerul – ce despic@ por]ile m@tcii –

      are fotonii poemului meu...

%n por]ile soarelui t@u,

      str@juite de p@uni, 

      ard vocalele poemelor mele...

Pe-acest@ c$mpie de aram@, 

te-amenin]@ }ansele de-a te transforma ^n poezie...

^n Verbul de m@rg@rint, 1988

In This Field of Copper...
Your digital watch

         works on my poems...

Your seconds – stepping you into death –

         are beaten by the heart of my poem...

The rainbow over the mountain

         is woven with my poems...

The nipple of your left breast

         buds out of my cardinal poem...

On your infrared thighs

         there spring the pearls of my poems...

The lightning – splitting the riverbed gates –

         bears the photons of my poem...

At the gates of your sun,

         guarded by peacocks,

         there burn the vowels of my poems...

In this field of copper,

You have got the chance of becoming poetry...

in The Lily of the Valley Verb, 1988
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