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Decojirea cearcanelor

Felieri

Se trecuse
pragul care stimuleaza inteligenta.
Frazele si logica lor
se Inecasera demult.
Ideile clantaneau nesigur
in lichidul margelat -
si inotau din circumferinta sticlei
in cea a carnii insetate.
Nici vocile baritonale
nu se mai rotunjeau deplin.
Sonoritatea lor masculina se efeminase.
Barbatesti ramasesera
Ciocnirile a noroc
inca limpezi si muzicale.
Ele pastrau demnitatea adunarii!
Gandurile se 1alaiau cautandu-si destinatarul
Ratiunea se taia in felii caraghioase
ce nu mai gaseau gura.
Dospea detasarea
in maia horincii.
Moscul isi pierduse taria...

Nimicul inflorea pe buza paharelor.

Slices

The treshold
that stirs the mind had been crossed.
Their words and logic
had drowned long ago.
Ideas were insecurely trembling
in the pearly liquid,
swimming from the glass’s rim
into the thirsty flesh.
Even the baritone voices
no longer resounded completely.
Their deep sonority had become feminine.
Only the toasts
had remained manly,
still musical and clear.
They kept the dignity of the gathering!
Thoughts were lingering, looking for their addressee,
Reason was sliced into absurd pieces,
unable to find the mouth.
Detachment was fermenting in the yeast of

the horinca.

Musk had lost its strength...

Nothingness bloomed on the rim of the glasses.
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In rastimpuri

In rastimpuri
matinale,

cocosi citadini
decojesc sonor
scoarta timpului.

At intervals

At intervals,

in the morning hush,
city roosters

tear away

the rough bark of time.
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Rosu si-alb

O célatorie

ca o vacanta

ai vrea si fie cea
prin sangele inrudit.

Dar cum vrerea

vrea mereu ceva la schimb,
inconfortabil devine
schimbul pe/in rosu.

Scapat din complezente,

ca o fata din casa parintilor,
calatoria in alb freamata

in asteptarea surprizei.

Nu si cea-n rosu!

Cu rosul familial iti permiti

ce nu-ti permiti cu albul strain.
De-aceea calatoria-n rosu

nu e defel o vacanta!

Pregateste-te sa-ti iesi din tatani.

O

Red and white

You'd wish

the journey
through kin-blood
felt like a holiday.

But as hope

always wishes for something in return,
the exchange on/in red

becomes uncomfortable.

Freed from obligations,

like a daughter leaving her parents’ home,
the journey in white quivers

while awaiting the surprise.

But not the one in red!

With a familiar red,

you allow what you'd never allow a foreign white.

That’s why the journey in red
isn't a vacation itself!

Prepare to be torn from your hinges.
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zburatoarea

Dintre toate pasarile
care puteam fi,
m-am facut vrabie.

Nu mierla molcom cintatoare
cu pauze ardelenesti in ciripit,
bine aclimatizata in citadin.

Nu privighetoare mdiastra
triluind tanguios si prelung
motive repetate,

odihnite pe anumite tonuri.

Nici ciocarlie -

gldsuiri ondulat prabusite
din suflet in vintre,

din creier la picioare.

Nu, nu...

vrabie mica,

mica si terna

ciripitoare, dar statornica
m-au ales sa fiu.

pe care s-o inchizi oricand
in buzunarul de la piept

unde-si poate imagina libertatea

daca esti dispus
s-0 uiti.
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the flying lady

Of all the birds
I could have been,
I made myself a sparrow.

Not a blackbird, slowly singing
with Ardealesque pauses in its cry,
well-acclimated to an urban life.

Not a majestic nightingale,
trilling mournfully, at length,
weaving the same refrains,
pausing on certain tones.

Nor a lark -

curled, calling

from soul to belly,

from mind down to claws.

No, no...

a little sparrow,

small and plain,
chirping, but steadfast,
I was meant to be.

one you could tuck away

in the breast pocket

where she might dream of freedom
if only you're willing

to forget she’s there.

15
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