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prologue

ripening on your spring shoulder

come to the cherries

to see them ripening

on your spring
shoulder

on your young wish

that the year may
burst

into happiness

berries cherries

getting their

sweetness

from a fleeting

look

of the sun

that wipe their shy white

into the grave cherry-deep-red

spring rain

stubborn steady
rain

pouring on the greened out
cherry leaves

prolog

parguind pe umirul tau primavaratic

vino la cirese
si le vezi parguindu-se
pe umarul tiu
primavaratic
pe dorinta ta tanara
ca anul
sa izbucneasca
intru fericire

boabe cirese

luandu-si

dulceata

dintr-o privire

fugara

a soarelui

care le sterge albul sfios pre-

facandu-1in rosul sobru adanc de cireaga

ploaie de primavara

indaratnicé nentrerupta
pl%aie

revirsindu-se pe frunzele inverzite
ale cireselor

~



dropping drooping to the

hungry earth

cherry leaves sharpening
their form

cutting air

cutting colour

cherry leaves

gathering all the daylight

into a smashing
glittering

leaves sharpened leaves

emanating a glamorous
feeling

shining into your
face

like the sun rising from
sunken skies

“come and get us!”

shout the blushing cherries
from the magic

orchard

“come and get us!”

bucharest, 17.05 2017, 06.02. 2018

cazand aruncéndu-se pe

paméantul infometat

frunze de cires ascutindu-si
forma

spintecind aerul

spintecand culoarea

frunze de cires

adunand toata lumina zilei

intr-o scanteiere
orbitoare

frunze ascutite frunze

raspandind un simtdmant
fermecitor

strilucind in fata ochilor
tai

aidoma soarelui rasarind din
strifundurile cerului

»_ . . . d ‘))
vino i prinde-ne!
strigi ciregele imbujorandu-se
din livada
magica
»__- . 3 d ',)
vino si prinde-ne!

bucuresti, 17.05. 2017, 06.02. 2018

|
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in defence of the cherries

she stood at the gate

clenching the axe in her
hand

freshly sharpened

it shone like the full moon

cutting through

the edges of the
fresh night

greeting her eyes

that shone back into the
edges of the axe

she stood at the gate
and the air glistened
with each gust
of wind
cut by the sharp edges of
the axe
the silvery edges

that once had cut buffalo’s heads in

a jiffy
turning the black
earth

I
in apararea cireselor

stitea la poartd

cu ména inclestata pe
securea

proaspat ascufita

strilucea ca luna plind

taind

capetele noptii
abia-ncepute

intAimpinindu-i ochii

ce se reflectau pe
taisurile securii

stitea la poarta

si aerul suiera

la fiecare pala

de vant

taiat de tiisurile ascutite
ale securii

taisurile argintii

care odinioara tiiaserd capetele bivolilor

intr-o \clipita
preficand paméntul
negru
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into bloodred

rivering bloodred

her hair was smoothly caressed by
the waltzing wind

changing colours at each

treacherous flurry

unable to cherry-pick
her rainbow

she stood at the gate
but never bowed
never surrendered
never gave way
she was as determined as ever
to attack
merciless
in her blood
boiling through millennia
the anger the revenge of old thracians
setto go
for the kill
shielding the sacred land
that was their
soul
endowed upon them
by zalmoxes
ready to face the enemies
ready to shed blood
ready to rip off
arms and legs
and redden their black
soil
with the sacrifice of
blood
ever ready to fight

in rosu-sangeriu

rosu-sangeriu curgator

parul ei era dezmierdat cu blandete de
vantul valsand

schimbandu-si nuantele la fiecare

suierare a vantului tradator

firi a fi in stare sa-i distinga
curcubeul ei

statea la poarta
dar n-a sovait
nu s-a predat
n-a dat inapoi
era mai hotdrati ca niciodata
sa atace
nemiloasa
in sangele ei clocotea de milenii
mania, rizbunarea vechilor traci
pregatiti
sd ucida
fiind pavaza pamantului sfant
care era sufletul
lor
pogorat asupra lor
de zalmoxe
gata si-nfrunte dusmanii
gata sd verse sange
gata sa smulga
maini si picioare
sa-nroseascd pamantul lor
negru
cu jertfa de
sange
oricand gata de luptd



