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MOARTEA E UN STRIGOI DIN ALT UNIVERS

Cand eram tandr, scriam cu pixul ca i cum as fi jupuit o coaji
de mesteacan

si credeam ci moartea e 0 coasd micd si stralucitoare,

pe care o ascunzi in buzunarul de la piept,

printre tigdri, gumd Turbo, un cartus gol de la armata

si doud, trei biletele mototolite

cu numere de telefon la care n-am mai sunat niciodata.

Dar moartea, iti spun, e un strigoi din alt univers,
care iti di tArcoale, dar nu-ti vorbeste,

doar scurmi din cand in cind cu unghia in inima
ca o giini neagra in batdtura satului.

Mai tArziu am scris ca s o imblanzesc,

ca si-i pun o les3 din cuvinte si s& o plimb printre brazi,

pe drumul spre Putna,

unde turistii se opresc s& manénce mici i sd bea bere la pet.

Si credeam cd, dacé-i dau sd miroasa flori de soc i péine calda,
moartea va face ochii mici ca un pisoi

si se va culca 14ngd mine pe prispa.

Dar moartea e un strigoi din alt univers,
care dispare pe horn ca fumul si se intoarce tot timpul,
mai striini, mai flim4nda, mai albd decat iarna de pe Obcine.

Acum, primivara d& buzna peste mine cu forfa

si-mi bagi in sdn muguri, broaste verzi §i rdsete de fete.

Si exact atunci, in miezul veseliei,

moartea incepe si danseze flamenco prin curtea spitalului,
in jurul sacilor negri de plastic,
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DEATH IS A GHOST FROM ANOTHER UNIVERSE

When I was young, I wrote with a pen as if skinning birch bark,
and I believed death was a small, gleaming scythe,

which you hide in your breast pocket,

among cigarettes, Turbo gum, an empty army cartridge

and two or three crumpled notes

with phone numbers I never called again.

But death, I tell you, is a ghost from another universe,
who circles you but doesn’t speak,

just scratches at your heart now and then

with a claw like a black hen in the village yard.

Later I wrote to tame it,

to put a leash of words on it and walk it among the firs,

on the road to Putna,

where tourists stop to eat sausages and drink beer from cans.
And I thought, if I let it smell elderflowers and warm bread,
death would narrow its eyes like a kitten

and curl up beside me on the porch.

But death is a ghost from another universe,
that vanishes up the chimney like smoke and always returns,
more foreign, hungrier, whiter than the winter on the Obcini.

Now, spring bursts over me with force

and stuffs my chest with buds, green frogs, and girls’ laughter.
And right then, in the midst of joy,

death starts dancing flamenco through the hospital courtyard
around the black plastic bags,

J
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unide trapurile-dorm cumingi ca niste miei sigilai
si telefoanele lor sund fara raspuns,
ca niste clopote de la bisericé trase de vant.

Si eu, nebunul, scrijelesc pe fiecare litera singeratd,
ca pe un ou incondeiat,

incercind s-o iubesc cu toatd ura lumii,

incercind si-i dau chipul unei mirese de Pagti.

Dar moartea e un strigoi din alt univers.

Suceava, 7 aprilie 2020
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where bodies sleep neatly like sealed lambs
and their phones ring unanswered,
like church bells pulled by the wind.

And I, the fool, scratch on each bloodied letter,
like on an etched egg,

trying to love it with all the world’s hate,

trying to give it the face of an Easter bride.

But death is a ghost from another universe.

Suceava, April 7, 2020
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PASAREA CU INIMA DE FOC

Va veni moartea - o stiu ca pe o vorbd aruncatd de un mos
pe prispa,

cénd isi scuip semintele de floarea-soarelui

si rade cu dintii rari: ,Mii biiete, moartea-i pasare,

dar nu-i cioari, nici uliu, nici cucuvea,

e ceva cu pene de aur si git de rubin,

cum n-a vizut nimeni nici la Putna, nici la Voronet.”

Va veni moartea si graul va rasdri farad ochii mei

si fird mainile mele pline de pimént.

Va veni la amurg ca o pasdre colibri de Bucovina,

care n-a vazut niciodata tropicele,

dar stie toate cintecele de jale de pe valea Sucevei.

Va veni cu un falfait usor ca o rugaciune

si cu ciocul ei subtire va ciupi polenul din respiratia mea

cum ciugulesc vrabiile firimituri din palma copiilor.

Va veni moartea - pasirea cu inima de foc -

si va arde ultimul meu poem ca pe o coasd veche,

va face cenusa din cuvinte,

iar apropiatii vor trece peste ele cu bocancii

ca peste noroiul de pe ulit,

iar femeile parfumate cu White Diamonds

vor uita si-si mai intoarcd gatul dupd mine,

cum uitd vacile drumul spre stdnd cind vine furtuna.

Va veni pasdrea colibri in zbor nebunesc,
ficand opturi ametitoare in jurul meu,
cu pene irizate ca vitraliile de la Humor.
Dar eu n-o si mai pot mirosi florile,
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TTHE BIRD WITH A HEART OF FIRE

IDeath will come - I know it like a word tossed by an old man on
the porch, “ '

when he spits sunflower seeds

and laughs with his sparse teeth: “Boy, death’s a bird,

but not a crow, nor a hawk, nor an owl,

it's something with golden feathers and a ruby throat,

such as no one has ever seen at Putna or Voronet.”

Death will come and the wheat will sprout without my eyes
and without my hands full of earth.

It will come at dusk like a Bucovinian colibri,

which has never seen the tropics,

but knows all the dirges from the Suceava valley.

[t will come with a soft flutter like a prayer,

and with its slender beak will peck the pollen from my breath
as sparrows peck crumbs from children’s palms.

Death will come - the bird with a heart of fire -

and will burn my last poem like an old scythe,

will make ash from words,

and the loved ones will trample over them with boots

like over the mud on the village lane,

and the women perfumed with White Diamonds

will forget to turn their necks after me,

as cows forget the path to the fold when the storm comes.

Death will come as the colibri bird in mad flight,
making dizzying figure-eights around me,

with iridescent feathers like the stained glass at Humor.
But I won't be able to smell the flowers anymore,
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nici parfumul-femeilor fritmoase din oras,
nici aburul colivei calde la pomenire.

Va veni pasirea cu git de rubin ca un fulger

si va lumina totul intr-o seard de mai:

copiii care mé iubesc fara glas,

biblioteca secretd unde {in un incunabul prifuit

si toate intAmplirile mele ca niste icoane mici

vor trece in lumina,

iar sirutul meu de dincolo nu va mai avea gust de vin si de sare.

Va veni moartea ca o pasire colibri tdsnind dintr-un tunel cu
lilieci -

tunelul dla de la marginea satului, despre care nimeni nu gtie

daci duce la mina pdrisitd sau la iad -

si va desena un cerc de foc in jurul meu

cu inima ei incandescenta,

curgind de singe strdin, dintr-un alt univers.

S$i nu va mai exista, nu va mai exista, nu va mai exista

nicio méangiiere,

doar o ticere de mandstire in miez de iarnd

si un fAlfait usor ca un céntec de leagén pierdut.

Suceava, 9 aprilie 2020
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nor the perfume of beautiful women in the city,
nor the steam of warm coliva at the memorial.

Death will come as the bird with a ruby throat like lightning,
and will light everything in a May evening:

the children who love me without words,

the secret library where I keep a dusty incunabulum

and all my happenings like small icons

will pass into the light,

and my kiss from beyond will no longer taste of wine and salt.

Death will come like a colibri bird darting from a tunnel of
bats ~

that tunnel at the edge of the village, about which no one knows

if it leads to the abandoned mine or to hell -

and will draw a circle of fire around me

with its incandescent heart,

flowing with foreign blood from another universe.

And there will be no more, no more,

no more caress,

only a monastic silence in the heart of winter

and a soft flutter like a lost lullaby.

Suceava, April 9, 2020
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