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aceastd magie

(vol. Cina cea de toamnd, 2011)

Simt cum ma apasa o umbra
pe crestet

daca n-as sti ca Dumnezeu
n-are umbra

ascrede cd e aLui

ce copac isi intinde

palma crengilor asupra-mi

sa fie gorunul lui Blaga

din care imi vor ciopli $i mie sicriul

cine poate sti pana unde
se intinde lumea omului
doar ieri l-am vazut

am stat de vorba
azinumaie

s-a disipat In neant

ca si cand n-ar fi existat

sunt aproape fericit

ca mai pot sta la taclale
cu vorbele mele
prietene necunoscut

Iti las tie mostenire aceastd magie
a transformarii cuvintelor

in fiinte dragi

in animédlute de companie.

this magic

I sense a shadow pressing
on the top of my head

if I didn’t know that God
had no shadow

I would believe it to be His

what tree is it which spreads

its palm of branches above me

is it Blaga’s oak tree

the one they'll carve my coffin from

who knows how far

man’s world extends

just yesterday I saw him
talked for a while

today he’s gone

he vanished into nothingness
as if he never was

I'm almost happy
that I can still chat
using my own words
my unknown friend

to you I leave this magic
of turning words

into beloved beings
into small pets.

1 Lucian Blaga was a Romanian philosopher, poet, playwright, translator

. and diplomat. Blaga is considered to be one of the most important modernist

poets in Romania. The oak tree is a poem from his first published volume, Poems
of light in 1919.

11



firele mele de-iarba

(vol. Cina cea de toamnd, 2011)

Stau cuibarit

in pat

rumeg

rumeg

iarba pascuta

din pajistea cartilor

Firele mele

de iarba

(poate ca sicele
ale lui Whitman)
1si fac loc

cu pietate

prin asfaltul dens
al cartilor
mapamondului.

my blades of grass

I sit nestled

in bed

I chew

I chew

the grass I've grazed

from the meadow of books

My blades

of grass

(perhaps just like the ones
that belong to Whitman)
make their way

with piety

through the dense asphalt
of books

from all over the world.
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drumul vimpului

(vol. Cina cea de toamnd, 2011)
Unde se duce timpul
de nu se mai poate intoarce

intreb fara sa astept raspuns

ce hau inghite trupul
de secunde

apa urca in nori
si se intoarce In ploi

sevele pleaca toamna
si se intorc in primavara

turmele urca la pasune
si se intorc 1n staul

Numai timpul vesnic
pe drumul fara intoarcere.
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the path of time

Where does time go
that it cannot return
I ask without expecting any answer

what chasm swallows the body
of seconds

the water rises in the clouds
and comes back as rain

the sap is gone in autumn
and comes back in spring

the flocks climb to pastures
and return to the pen

Only time eternally
is on the path of no return.
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ma cert

(vol. Catedrala de sub stern, 2002)

Ma cert cu frunzele de toamna
cad asemeni zilelor din calendar
Din viatd mai cade o silaba

si trece spre-al mortii hotar

De vreau de nu vreau calea-i stiutd
nu mai cunoaste drumul inapoi
Pe ce usa vom intra in moarte
totul depinde numai de noi

Ma cert cu fulgii de zapada
oasele-mi trosnesc de ger
Frica mortii ma decide
indurare sa nu-i cer

Ea isi face datoria nu o pot opri
de-as vrea

Pot sa-i astup inca gura

cu pamant din viata mea.
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I argue

I argue with the leaves of fall

that descend like days in the calendar
Life loses one more syllable

and moves towards death’s border

The path is known no matter what
it cannot go all the way back

What door we use to enter death
it's up to us what steps we take

I argue with the snowflakes

my bones crack from the bitter cold
Fear of death makes me decide

to ask no mercy for my soul

She does her duty I couldn't stop her
even if [ wanted to

I can still fill her mouth

with my life’s dirt, it’s true.
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