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Neintelept, neomenesc, sunt apa

Sunt apa.

Am aflat-o in ziua in care visele pe care le amanasem de cateva vieti incoace
Au tasnit brusc din mine si am devenit cascada.

Doar astfel stiam s iubesc,

Nivalnic, fara masurd, neintelept, neomenesc.

Mai tarziu, mi-au secat izvoarele pana la piatra,
De mi-au plans ploile de mils,
Mi-au spilat ranile si m-au facut lac de munte.

M3 mai apucd, uneori, cate-un dor de adancuri,
Doar sangele meu vine din strafundul pamantului,
Simt nisipul plimbandu-se prin artere.

Si mi se pare cd mi-as putea alege singura starsitul.

Dar nu ma pot hotari, si ma daruiesc unui ocean,
Sau si ma evapor pana la Dumnezeu?

Numai ci daci mi gindesc mai bine, cred cd mé voi da de baut unui méanz...
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Umilul adewvir

Adunasem mai multe vieti muribunde in mine,
Toate isi améanaserd in ultima clipa moartea,
Curioase si 0 cunoascad pe cea mai sinceri dintre ele.

Aridtam neomeneste asa, ca un balaur cu sapte capete,

Cu mine prisosindu-mi mie,

Cainii imi latrau prea multele umbre,

Fiind singurii care miroseau c-ar fi ceva in nereguli cu mine.

Oamenilor li se pirea fireasca infatisarea mea,

Spuneau ci, oricum, nu le-am seméanat niciodati,

Ca si cum as fi fost din altd semintie,

lar pisicile maidaneze credeau cid sunt de-a lor, felind egocentrica,
Doar ceva mai proasta,

Pentru ca faceam risipa si imi traiam sapte din noud sanse deodarta.

Adevirul meu intarzia sa apard, desi ma pregatisem si-1 prlmesc cum se cuvine —
Maiturasem scena de lacrimi, aprinsesem reflectoarele

Si-mi crescusem flori in palme.

Am aflat, mai tarziu, ci el, de fapt, se intimidase de atatea onoruri nemeritate,
Socotea ca nu se cade sd apara in public dezbracat

Si cauta o altd cale sa ajungi la mine.

In cele din urmi, modest din fire, a ales sa se scrie.
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Ultima pasire

Era ultima pasare de pe cerul meu tulbure -
Neagri, ca disperarea,
De prada, asemenea tuturor celorlalte dinaintea ei.

Ma fixa cu privirea ei necrutitoare,
Imi pandea staruitor fiecare miscare,

Ghearele ascutite isi infigeau umbra in umerii mei tot mai incovoiati.

Din caAnd in cand, sunete stridente tiaiau vazduhul, intunecau zarea
Simi se lasau, amenintitoare, pe piept...

Ar fi trebuit sa fug,

Dar cine-si poate lasa de izbeliste cerul?

M-am gandit s-o alung, cu tot cu previziunile ei sinistre,
Dar un cer fira nicio pasare mi inspiimanta si mai mult.

N-am avut de ales, a trebuit si ne misuram puterile.
Mi-am adunat curajul din venele inghetate,
M-am intors catre ea si am privit-o in ochi. Atat.

Era ultima pasare de pe cerul meu tulbure

Siainteles cd aveam, ca si ea, o singura sansa.

De atunci, imi plimb cerul prin lume, respir, gresesc, visez si iubesc,
Eu si corbul meu de pe umar, care asteaptd, docil, sa sfarsesc...

Pasari fara

de cer

9



Contabilitate

Nu stiu cite morti mi se cuvin in aceasti viat3,
Cred cd am consumat deja prea multe
Si vietuiesc, acum, nemeritat.

Cand soarele apune, risar dintre umbre,
Apatici si sumbri, prevestitori de rele,

Niste scribi nelumesti care imi socotesc, la rece,
Sub linia rosie a orizontului,

Céte morti am indurat pAni acum,

Cate datorez, cate incd mai incap in mine...

Contabili nesuferiti, imi plac mai mult poetii,
Ei isi plang doar patimile propriului sange,
Nu le arde lor de numarat pieirile altora...

O moarte atirni strasnic de greu.

Una cate una, mi se urca in carca,

Unde se-asazi ele se face carne vie

Si semin din ce in ce mai putin a om,

Se sterge, treptat, lumescul din mine,

M3 apropii de ultima moarte, lunecand lin.
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Extenuare

Stiu bine, o cruciadi nu se termini niciodata.
Doar in fata lui Dumnezeu, daci se induri de tine.

Eu mi-am purtat crucea ca pe propria umbra,

Pe oriunde m-au dus pasii, fara cracnire,

Zi de zi, secundi cu secunda,

Chiar si atunci cand era mai grea decat credinta insasi,
Mai ascutita ca regretul ce ma impunge neincetat in coaste,
Mai mare decét pacatul care mi-a urcat-o in spate.

Acum, m-as aseza pe pamant,

Mi-as pune luna sub cap si norii la picioare,
M-as acoperi de dor neimplinit

Si as cobori putin in pantecul lumii,

Unde pana si fard-de-rosturile isi au rostul,

Ca sd-mi aflu pacea.

Pasari fara

de cer
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Foolishly, Inhumanly, [ Am Water

[ am water.

[ found that out on the day when the dreams I had postponed for several lifetimes
Suddenly burst out of me and I became a waterfall.

That was the only way I knew how to love,

Fiercely, immeasurably, foolishly, inhumanly.

Later, my springs dried up to the stone,
Until the rains wept for me with pity,
Washed my wounds and made me a mountain lake.

Sometimes, [ still feel a longing for the depths,
For my blood comes from the core of the earth,
[ feel the sand wandering through my veins.

And it seems to me that I could choose my own end.

But I can’t decide it, shall I give myself to an ocean,
Or evaporate myself up to God?

If I think about it more thoroughly, I'd better let a foal quench its thirst with me...

Birds withno Sky 87



The-Humble Truth

I had gathered several dying lives within me,
All had postponed their death until the last moment,
Curious to meet the most sincere among them.

[ seemed inhuman, like a seven-headed dragon,

Like I was too much for myself,

Dogs barked at my too many shadows,

Being the only ones who smelled something was wrong with me.

People found my appearance natural,

They said [ had never resembled them anyway,

As if I belonged to a different breed,

And stray cats thought I was one of them, a self-centred feline,
Just a little dumber, ‘

Because I lived seven out of nine lives at once, wasting them.

My truth was slow to appear, although I had prepared to greet it properly —

[ had swept the stage of tears, turned on the spotlights,

And grown flowers in my palms.

Later on, [ found out that it had, actually, been intimidated by so many undeserved honours,
[t thought it was inappropriate to appear naked in public

And searched for another way to reach me.

Ultimately, being modest by nature, it chose to write itself.
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The Last Bird

[t was the last bird in my murky sky -
Black, like despair,
A prey bird, like all the others that had been there before it.

It fixed me with its merciless gaze,
Persistently stalking my every move,

[ts sharp talons digging their shadow into my increasingly hunched shoulders.

Occasionally, shrill sounds cut through the air, darkening the horizon,
And laid down, menacingly, on my chest...

[ should have run away,

But who can abandon their sky?

[ thought about chasing it away, along with its sinister predictions,
But a sky without any bird frightened me even more.

[ had no choice but to face it.
So 1 gathered my courage from my frozen veins,
[ turned to it and looked it in the eye. That was all.

It was the last bird in my murky sky
And it understood that I, like it, had only one chance.

Since then, I wander through the world under my sky, [ breath, I make mistakes, |

dream and love,

And we just stay together, the raven on my shoulder, obediently waiting for me to

die, and I...

Birds with no Sky
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Accounting

[ don’t know how many deaths I am entitled to in this life,
[ believe I've already used too many,
And now I live undeservedly.

When the sun sets, unearthly scribes rise from the shadows,
Nonchalant and sombre, foretelling evil,

And start to calculate, ruthlessly,

Under the red line of the horizon,

How many deaths I have endured so far,

How many [ owe, how many more can fit inside me...

Unbearable accountants, | prefer poets,
They only mourn their own blood’s suffering,
They don’t care about counting the losses of others...

A death weighs terribly heavy.

One by one, they climb onto my back,

Where they lay, flesh turns raw

And [ look less and less human,

The earthly within me is gradually wiped out,
[ am approaching, gently sliding,

The ultimate death.
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Exhaustion

[ know well, a crusade never truly ends.
Except in front of God, if He has mercy on you.

[ carried my cross like my own shadow,

Wherever my steps took me, without complaint,

Day by day, second by second,

Even when it was heavier than faith itself,

Sharper than the regret that constantly gores into my ribs,
Larger than the sin that placed it on my back.

Now, [ would sit on the ground,

Put the moon under my head and the clouds at my feet,
Cover myself with unfulfilled longing

And descend a little into the womb of the world,
Where even the meaningless have a purpose,

To find my peace.
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