Descrierea CIP a Bibliotecii Nationale a RomAniei
POPA, PAULINA

The Iordania book : lyrical journal / Paulina Popa. - Deva :
Emia, 2012

ISBN 978-973-753-259-6

821.135.1-1=111

All rights reserved. The distribution of this book without the
written permision of EMIA is strictly prohibited.

EDITURA EMIA
este acreditata
CNCSIS,
cod de acreditare: 331
Str. Maresal Averescu, nr. 20, 330011 - DEVA
Tel / Fax 0254 230246;
E-mail: office@emia.ro,
edituraemia@yahoo.com

www.emia.ro

paulina popa

THE IORDANIA BOOK

—Ilyrical journal—

English Version: Olimpia IACOB
&
Jim KACIAN

Editura Emla


https://www.libris.ro/carte/the-iordania-book-paulina-popa/624352

Contents

MEETING THE SACRED ... 5
THE BOOK OF ADAM OR
THE GARDEN OF EDEN
AMULTIPLEI, AS AT THE WEDDING., ... 21
AMEN . 24
IN THE GARDEN OFEDEN ... 26
JUSTASAMOTHERLOVES ... ... 28
FROM VALEA VALANILOR. ... 30
THEY RECOGNIZE A LANGUAGE OF EDEN, ... .32
BEFORE THESUNOFDEATH ... 34
FROM AMONG THE LINES ... ...39
WITH THE EYES OF ETERNITY ... 41
THE POEM I HAD NOT DARED TO WRITE..... .. 43
OVER THE WATER ... A B o s s 45

IT SEEMS THATFORAGES ... 49
THE SIGN OF A RETURN TO THE SEASHORE ... .. 52
THRILLED, WEKEPT QUIET ... 57
THR SALT GIRTHS US UP. ....oo.coooivovo 60
DISPLAY ITS BRIGHTNESS FOREVER ... e, 63
AS ANGELSHAVE GOT...........cocccoom 65
AMASK . 67
THETRACES OF SALT .. ... 69
AT EASE LIKE TIME THATDIES ... 71
BEFORE GOD...........ccooooooooioviioii 74
BECOME SALT .....cc.ocooooiiioiiiiiiioo 76
INMY DREAMIAMMOVEDBY ... 79



THE BOOK(OF MOSES
GOD HAS CHOSEN A FINE CHILD ... 87
TO SNATCH HIS SHARE ... g?
AMEN! o
AN ANGEL it o
TWICE st s v s omsiuons ot 65 - 20781 - xpnsedoKpsnispaststns:
AT THE FOOT OF MOUNT NEBO ... 99
THE DEAD SEA suomar stz . ao s@as D 101
GOD e e emmmemrr - sme mies s 8RR S B I R TV SR 105
ABOVE ... e - ST FO R }g;
TODAY oioiviieeiensavsnsessnsseasasessmesnseseessnns s nsssesentasbgasbsasisastivee 0
ENDLESS oot
1T CAN HAPPEN TO EVERYONE .......coooiiiiiiiiinn Hg
BE HAPPY ! i mswnsisssvassnsu- s ssanisism -smsssr sxsspiasanettamspamspages o
TO TOUCH TT issssrs. . sssassueumies. .. o3 -grvs oo Sesssisssmas sy o
TO COME s iui. iiitais sisin o, 0 S  Fsivsssssisn i 12,1
BEFORE THE PEOPLE ... e
START THINKING, .......oooiiiriiiiiiiiiicii i
THE LAW OF GOD IN THE TEARS OF JOY ... 129
OF MOSES L it 135
WHEN WE LIVED PRUDENTLY ..o 13?13
WE CLIMB UP. | oo siissmssimmi . rosiecamsonmssas sogsasgnsosmssssons 133
SOMEONE sisia viscssese. mosmines s Soisra s oo o
MY SOUL s, nssssmmemmisssms R TR R R 2
THE JORDAN BOOK
WE ARE CLIMBING UP ... e 151
TAM SEIZED WITHFEAR ... igg
LIKE A SPRING........ccoooiiiiiiiiiiiiii i o
OTHER REALITIES ...t o
FOR THE POEM .......cccooiiiiiiiiiimii i, o
ABOVE OUR HEADS ... o
NEAR US, oot

ON A CROSS INJUDEA, ... 171
DO I HAVE THE RIGHT TO THESE WORDS... 172
OVERWHELMSME.. ... 174
THEY BEGIN TO TURN INTO WINGS, ... 179
NEVER SHOW YOUR HAPPINESS!. ... 181
LIKE SOMUCHDUST, ....ooocooooooi 183
I CHASE SILENCE AWAY WILLINGLY ... 185
AMONG THE WORDS............occooooooo 187
THE AXE......cccoooiiomiiiiiooiooo 189
THEDOVEOF GOD ..o 191
THE SAND BEGINS ANEW SPEECH ... 193
TURNING THE SANDGLASS UPSIDE DOWN .. 196
IN THE BELLY OF EXISTENCE ... 203
THE HEAD OF SAINT JOHN THE BAPTIST ... 205
TO SOME ABSURD GAMES did Herod resort. ....... .. . 207
FROM WHERE WE LOOK AT THE DEAD SEA ... 209
AMEN! e 211
OF AN IMPRESSIVE ESTABLISHMENT ... 214
ON AUGUST 29™ 2005 ... . 216
ABOVE THE GATEOFHEAVEN ... 218
ABOUT THIS LANGUAGEOFEDEN ... ... 220
BEFORE THE SUNOF DEATH ... 222
FROMAMONG THELINES ... 227
ASHEETOF COPPER ... 229

AMEN. 231
THE CHALICE ONTHE TABLE ... 233

LIKE SOME ANGELS-INFANTS ... 235

I KEPT QUIET I LISTENED AND I CRIED, ... .. i D

TOTHOSE 52 YEARS......occooovioio 239

INTHELANDOF MOAB....... ... 241



THE BOOK OF ADAM
OR
THE GARDEN OF EDEN



Detail on the seashore of the Dead Sea




paulina popa

A MULTIPLE 1, AS AT THE WEDDING,
envelops me in silks, in laces.

It is a passage | awaited there
where only the wounds sang
and [ among them:

From the start you should say, Paulina,
about the fear that seized you

when you wandered over lordania,

as if you had wandered over the sky.
You should say all that you have done
ever since you were born,

how you stood the political harpoon,
the sharks, the vitriol of love, frost.
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You should sing, Paulina,

as you have sung but once

in your living flesh

your babies, too, sang and they were alive.
You were in love!

Sing as you have never sung before

or maybe as when, alive,

you cast fresh blood into your poems.

Go to receive the Eucharist in the Garden of Heaven,
Under the apple tree in the middle,

Do not lift your eyes up to the forbidden fruit,

The words between synapses increase, grow wings,
Your body throbbed amazed.

Climb down from your childhood

keeping the marks of the prayer on your face
with basil on your fragile, quiet forehead,
carry along your dead people
Jollowing God'’s footprints

as you carried a vessel of bones.

You should say how you pressed
vour forehead against the cliff,
counting aloud

all that you took along with you.
You heard the chains,

but the poem flew as never before.
You began painting your feet,

the lights came out in Eden.
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God, with fear I wandered over lordania,
with venom

I washed my feet,

my wings and the poem in Your waters, God,
Amen!
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AMEN

I cried out when I heard a voice.
It called us to wash our wings
before our flight

over the Garden of Eden.

1 knew that travelling through those places
was more than looking out through a window
full of slag and dust.

I knew that travelling through those places,
ignoring The Erotic Bird

that made circles around us,

was more

than riding a white horse

to a parade.
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[ knew all,

but the streets passed through our flesh

forwards and backwards,

which means that I had not dreamt enough in my
childhood

and I was not powdered with enough pollen
when I lay down

under the locust tree of my childhood.

Its thorns bloomed in my flesh.

[ knew all that was in the garden of Eden
and, when I came up to a stone,

[ felt its strike against my eyes,

as [ deserved after all.

If I had had enough time, God,
I would have said so much
and I would have cried for joy
in the Garden of Eden.
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IN THE GARDEN OF EDEN

there grow flowers as you have never seen before.

Our hours of ecstasy

are covered with their pollen,

as was my poem

when I was alive.

It seemed to me that time was no longer time
but a virile man whom [ could master.

We, both, talked about ceremonies,

my joys and my fellow creatures’.

My eyes and his eyes were shining like the sun.
Nothing was grey,

Neither the Desert of Moab

nor the sand or the stone.
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All was as it was fated to be
around him.

He looked at me with his eyes of time—
He mastered me,
I mastered him. . .

1 gave myself to him,
he gave himself to me
and we were masters of the garden.

The rest was only light and we loved each other,
just as a mother loves her newborn baby.

27



The lordania book

1A%

JUST AS A MOTHER LOVES HER NEWBORN
BABY,
so I loved Time.

I made no comments,
I made no wonders,
I set no stars on the holy sky.

It was Time that had done all that.

It made the space,
It simultaneously made the Angels and the Daemons,
the depth of tears and ecstasy.
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Time, which stayed near my feet,
preferred the liquid to a poem.

| took time along with me
to the Roman amphitheater in Amman.
They could hear Infernal cries.

I saw Time cover
its eyes and ears
with its hands.

My light grew dark

and I left the amphitheater

finding out a world with few bones open to view
and many others sleeping near the pedestals.

Then I asked:

‘Don’t you think that my little necklace of poems
is worth more than these bones

that sleep near the pedestals?”

Some other bones come out of the poem,
and I begin painting them

as | would paint stones

JSrom Valea Vilanilor
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