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Timpul mareelor

Se-ntorc din mari clepsidrele desarte,
Nisipurile curg si eu adorm,

Ca timpul vine parcd dintr-o moarte
Si se intoarce poate in alt somn.

Mareele ating la cumpana lumina

Si trec prin noi tdisuri curcubee,

Ard clipele in pasdri si infloreste vina
De-a-nsuruba neantul pe-o idee.

Vin citre tarm sentintele absurde,
Cu valuri se ajung si se impart;

Si mai raméan nisipurile ude

Pe urmele-albatrosilor de cart.

The Time of the Tidewaters

The fruitless sandglasses return from the sea,
The sands flow and I fall asleep,

As time seems to come from a death plea
And maybe it returns to another time of sleep.

The tides touch the light on the water scale
And new rainbow edges through us pass,
The instants burn through the fowls

and guilt flourishes in air

To screw up the void onto an idea’s mass.

Absurd sentences reach to the shore,
Through waves they gather and they part;
Only wet sands lay here anymore

Behind the albatrosses” vigilant hearts.



Invers
(O, tempora! O, mores!)

Din umbra ceas si din nimic,
Prin marele Colos un strop,
La templul tau, de azi potop

Lipsit, ma-nchin, suport unic.

Verzuie lamé-n fesi de tul,
[nalt, rostogolit abis
Rasfrange invers, ca in vis,
Pe dinduntru — cerul sul.

De-asa tarziu — secate brate.

Convoi de melci citre Olimp.

Umflate pleoapele de timp.

Si vulturi aripi n-au sa-nalte...

In Reverse
(O, tempora! O, mores!)

From shadow and from naught the clock upholds,
By dint of great Colossus, a drib astray,

To your temple, deluge as of today

Devoid, I bow to you, unique strongholds.

Greenish blade wrapped up in swaddles of tulle,
Rolled abyss up high

Reflecting in reverse, as in a dream’s fly,

Within — the sky rolled in full.

It seems so late — exhausted arms.

Like a convoy of snails heading towards the Olympus.
Eyelids are swollen for the passing of time’s nimbus.
And eagles” wings are no longer the sky’s charms...



Geneza

Peste vami, colb de tot.

Din adanc — ram de salt,
Ochi rasfrant — din inalt —
Mugur lui ma socot.

Sub faclii, somnul dat
Pe o clipa uimind:
Din dureri aburind
Zeu-cuvant sublimat.

Si din alb, nouri-sal
Umeri-iarba-nfasor.
Duce-n larguri, usor,
Vis de trestie, val.

Genesis

Beyond customs, it’s all dust.

From depths — branch of jumps,
Reverberating eye — from high cusps —
Feel bud to him with no mistrust.

Beneath the torches, the sleep given
For a moment is in awe:

Out of pain is steaming raw
Sublimated Word-God had striven.

Out of the white, clouds-shawl
Enwrap grass-shoulders out of crave.
Drives offshore, in a light call,

The dream of reed, a wave.



Tu, amiaza mea vinovata

Tu, amiaza mea vinovata,

Ramai Inspre gdri scuturate de vant,
fnspre ieri, vezi, iarba se-ndoaie
Sd bea din urma copitei... iata,

Si cerul se-apleacd pe-o parte

Si soarbe pamant;

Caii nebuni lasat-au albastre
Rénite-n galop, serile moi.

Nu mai e loc pentru zarile noastre:
Prin sfere de fum

Danseaza orasul pe sarme de ploi.

Ramai, sub privirile-ti arse,

Arce de piatra in riduri se frang,
Tremura ora Intoarsa natang

Si trenul fantoma 1ti trece prin oase.

You, My Guilty Noontide

You, my guilty noontide,

Don’t leave the railway stations

that are shaken by the wind,

Toward yesterday, you see, the grass bends
To drink from the hoof’s mark... behold,
Even the sky leans to one side

And sips from the earth’s rind;

The wild horses left them in blue

In gallop wounded, all the mellow evenings.
There is no room for our visions” hue:
Through spheres of smoke

The city’s dancing on rain wires.

Stay here, under your scorched glances,
Stone arches in furrows are breaking,
Clumsily inverted the hour’s trembling
And the ghost train

passes through your bones’ trances.



Cerc (1)

Poate ca tot ce spun se-nchide-ntr-un cerc,

in care silabele se scutura de pamant

si de frunzele cerului rdrit,

se-aprind apoi, pe rand, la trecerea secundelor
si-nainte de-a fi zbor, aer, cenusa,

se mai masoara o datd cu nelinistea mea.

Uneori cred cd m-am nascut vegetala,

ca umblu pe strazi cu suflet de copac rabdator,
nicicand mai aproape ca azi de-nceput,

cu gandu-mi frant pe harfe rasturnate

in maduva izvoarelor si-a ierbii.

Sunt vinovata de cercul ce se strange

peste lumea filtratd-n oglinzi neperechi,

pe cand hiene se-agatd de-un timp suspendat,
iar la umbra cuvintelor cad

insingurati si tristi albatrosii.

Circle (1)

Maybe everything I speak closes in a circle,

in which the syllables shake the earth

and the thinned sky’s leaves off their skin,

then, one by one they light up, as the seconds go by
and before becoming flight, air or ash,

they get measured once again with my concern.

I sometimes think I have been born a vegetal in nature,
that I walk along the streets with a tree’s patient soul,
never been closer to the beginning than today,
with my thoughts broken on overturned harps
inside the essence of the streams and grass.

I'm guilty of the tightening circle

over the world filtered into unmatched mirrors,
while hyenas cling to a time suspension,

while in the shadow of the words

lonely and blue albatrosses keep falling.



