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Jinerea mea de minte se misoari azi

in fronr", cuvjnte fhri rost gi penele pisirilor
Ce se izbesc de fereastra prin care privesc lumea.

Ceasul cu cuc din fosta mea memorie

A rimas netras de fa ultimele revolufii gi uragane

Din care am scipat mai viu ca niciodati.

Orice copac ce-!i trece pe lAng[ cap

E o buni dovadi ci poli pluti ftri ridicini
^r 

fv e

)l tara anpl.

Dactrcreziin zborul lor

$i stai cu ochii la pAndi

Ai s[ vezi cilpAni la urmd tofi copacii

Se ridici la cer cu ridicinile in sus.

Restul e legat de vint, de ploaie, de literele din abecedar

Dar mai ales de materia cenugie

Ce se cerne prin mine ca printr-o siti
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. ADRIAN SANGE(]BZAN .

Cu ochii atAt de mici incAt nu pot fi cuprins

in niciun calcul cosmic.

#
Vorbesc strict in numele meu

Mi culc, mi scol, m[ duc la lucru, respir, mininc
inghit lucruri gata mestecate

Trecute de multe ori prin mafele universului.

CAnd mi apuci frica mi rog Cuiva, nu gtiu Cui

PAinea noastri cea de toate zilele d6-ne-o noui azi

Precum iertim gi noi picatele gregililor nogtri

Suni ca un blestem al foamei

Aici in marele falanster

In care testim utopii cu pofti de mAncare nebuni.

Reciclez, detest ;i iubesc la grimadi
Dar continui si mi uit prin aceeagi fereastri

Ce se aburegte atAt cdt si pot desena pe ea

Imagini care-gi schimbi forma cu fiecare respirafie.

#
Ceasul mi trezeste

Cu ciripitul unor pisiri
Care n-au existat niciodati.

Firi si-mi pese imi incep ziua

A nu gtiu cAta dintr-un calendar

Care cu numai doui mii de ani in urmi
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Jinere de minte .

Nu existase

Asemeni cucului din ceasul meu

Ale cirui limbi s-au transformat in cifre

invSlate direct din fabrici

Si scuipe timpul intre ochi

Cu fiecare minut care trece.

Totu-i inqirat in fala mea ordonat

Asemeni soldalilor intr-un pluton de primire

Sau de execufie.

Nu sunt niciodati sigur

Oricum pigesc !an!og,
Fac cu mAna

$i agtept si vid dacl mi vor saluta

Cu urale sau cu rafale.

Lapr6,.nziau o pauz[

$i sug printr-un pai lung

Direct din miruntaiele pimAntului

Iar el bolborosegte ca un pahar golit.

#
imi spui si ies afarl

$i sd mi dau linigtit in leaginul acela care trece prin nori.

Acum ci rnama;i tata au murit

Pot gi eu si zburd in voie

Firi si fiu certat ci nu-mi fac lecliile la timp.

Nu puteam line minte nicicum tabla inmullirii



. ADRIAN SANGEORZAN .

Dincolo de unu ori unu fac unu, flu:rni iegea nimic

Mi inmulleam mereu cu cine nu trebuia

In ciuda istoriei care se repeti la infinit
Ori si inveli despre timp la istorie

E o prostie mai mare decAt si combali

Teoria big-bangului cu rigla in mAni.

La;coali aduceam bele de socotit care incolleau

inainte de orice socoteal5

$i mi obligau si gtiu pe de rost poeziicu rimi
Ogorul cu tractorul, dragostea cu pacostea.

A trebuit si invif adunatul stelelor cdzdtoare

Totdeauna firi sog ca plopii aceia

$i cum si-mi pun dorinle arutrtoare

Care nu erau ale mele.

intr-o noapte am vizut un satelit rusesc.

Culegea din Calea Lactee vise interzise

$i scria pe cer intr-o limbi necunoscuti.

Apoi m-au pus in genunchi pe griunfe de porumb

Pdni au incollit in mine

$i-am inceput sd arunc in ei cu gtiulefii lui Ion Creangi.

Mi-au sclzut nota la purtare pentru obscenitate publici

$i distrugerea recoltei poporului

Care trebuia si invefe parapsihologig telepatie, socialism gtiinlific

$i cum se pun corect in pozilie secera;i ciocanul.
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Jinere de minte '

#

Bunicilor mei li s-a sPus

56 fie pregitili cu toate uneltele lor de lupti

FAntAnile otrivite din timp, grAul;i porumbul confiscate

Coasele, secerile gi furcile bine asculite

Pentru cl acum ei sunt samuraii Estuiui silbatec

$i dacivin americanii,

Pe care-i agteptau ca Pe Isus,

Si-;i faci toli harachiri in fala bisericii ortodoxe

Pentru a ingr ozivrij magul.

brr rr-, venit nimeni

Nimeni n-a ficut nimic.

Megterul Manole a pus ln dungi toate cirimizile

Ministiri nu s-au mai flcut

$i el i-a spus nevestei sl stea cuminte acasi, si se uite la televizor

Ci sigurvine un cutremur in urmitoarea suti de ani'

Miorila a intrat intr-o ticere totali.

Pigtea orice, chiar qi iarba desenat[ de copii la gridinifa'

Bunicul a ficut in continuare luici 9i vin

$i-a zidit in ticere fAntAna firi s-o sacrifice pe bunica

$i n-a mai biut api jumitate de secol.

intr-o dimineali de iarni l-am gdsit dormind in lighean

Unde apa in care voia si se spele inghelase.

El igi pusese un aisberg sub cap 9i sforiia lini;tit.

Daci ar fi cunoscut UPanigadele
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Tftue Spart
of Ndemory

The span of my memory is measured today
'Ir 

leaves, senseless words, and the feathers ofbirds

That crash into the window through which I watch the world.

The cuckoo clock of mY old memory

was left unwound from the last hurricanes and revolutions

Which I escaped more alive than Id everbeen.

Every tree that Passes bY Your head

Is a good proofthat you can flY

Without roots orwings.

If you believe in flying trees

And stay on the watch long enough

You'll see that all of them will rise to the slcy

With their roots uPside down.

The rest is up to the wind, the rain, 
"ni 

th" alphabet

But mostly to the dark matter

That sifts through me
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. ADBIAN SANGEI]RZAN .

As through an insignificant sieve

The universe doesn t account for.

#
I speak strictly on my behalf.

I go to bed, wake up, go to work, breathe, eat

Swallow things already chewed

And passed manytimes through Earth's entrails.

When I get scared lpray, to whom I don t know.

Please give us our dailybread

As we forgive the sins of our brothers

Sounds like a famine curse

Here in our grand experiment

Where we test utopias with insane appetites.

I recycle, I hate and love everything in bulk

And keep looking through the same window

Which steams up just enough so I can draw

Images that change their shapes with everybreath.

#
The alarm clockwakes me

With the chirping of somebirds

That never existed.

I start my day carelessly,

A day I know from a calendar

Which onlytwo thousandyears ago
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Did not exist

Like the birds from my clock

Whose hands became numbers

Programmed in the factory

To spit time between the eyes

With every passing minute.

Everything is lined up in front of me

Like soldiers in a greeting

Or a execution squad

I'm never sure which.

Aoy*ry, I saunter all puffed-up,

Wave myhand

Waiting to see if theywill salute me

With cheers or with bullets.

At lunch I take a break

And sip through a long straw

Straight from the bowels of the earth

Which growl like an emptied glass.

#
You ask me,'to go out

And playwith that swing that swipes the sky.

Now that myparents are gone

I can romp as much I please

Without being scolded about homework.

I could never learn by heart the damn multiplication table,
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. ADRIAN SANGTORZAN .

Couldn t get beyond one times one equals one.

I always multiplied myselfwith the wrong ones

Despite the fact the history repeats itself

And learning about time in history class

Is even more stupid than fighting the big-bang theory

With a ruler in your hand.

In math class I would bring wooden sticks

That budded before we got to computation.

In lit class theyforced me to memorize rhymed poems':

Field with shield, fate with hate, stumble with humble.

I had to learn to add the falling stars,

Always an odd number

And how to make hot wishes

That weren't mine.

One night I saw a Russian satellite

Picking up forbidden dreams from the MillcyWay

Scribbling the sky in an unknown language.

Then theykneeled me down on corn seeds

Until they sprouted between rny legs.

I threw corn cobs at them

Until I was punished for public obscenity,

Sabotage, destruction of the people's harvest,

People who now had to learn parapsychology, telepathy, socialism

And how to place the sickle and hammer in the right position.

. The Span of llemory '

#
My grandparents were ordered

To ready their fighting tools:

The wells poisoned on time, their harvest set on fire

The scythes, the sickles, the forks well-sharpened

Because now theywere the Wild Eastt samurai.

IfAmericans came, and how they were all waiting

As if for the arrival ofJesus,

Theywere to do hara-kiri in front of the Orthodox Church

To scare the hell out of the enemy'

But nobodycame

And nobody did anything.

Manole the Master builder placed askew all the bricks,

Built no more monasteries

And told his wife to stay put at home, watch TV

Because a big earthquake was sure to happen in the next hundredyears.

Miorita, the talkative eweJamb, grew dumb and mute

And was grazinganything everlrwhere

Including the grass drawn bykindergarteners.

My grandfather kept making moonshine and wine,

Walled up his well in silence, sparing my grandmother,

And did not drinkwater for half a century.

One winter morning I found him sleeping in his washing bowl'

The water had frozen.

He d placed an iceberg under his head and was quietly snoring'

Had he known the UPanishads
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