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LOVE

This is a word intact. The century
Has smuggled it into our keeping.

We have built it a shelter

Amongst ashes, marked with a cross.

How it survived its passport
Baffles us. We ask no
Questions. We suffer its hurt look.

It deserves peace.

Gently between our joined hands
It pulses, becomes the light
Of our gaze across a landscape

At the cold dust endlessly rising.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

IUBIREA

Acesta-i un cuvant intact. Timpul
ni l-a aruncat intru pastrare.
Din cenusd l-am pus la addpost,

i-am insemnat locul cu o cruce.

Cum de-a supravietuit acestei treceri,
Mare minune! De intrebat,
Nu intrebam. Il suferim asa ranit cum e.

I-a venit vremea sa se odihneasca.

Plapand, intre-ale noastre maini impreunate
Pulseaza, devine lumina
Pe care privirea noastra o-arunca peste priveliste,

Peste pleava rece ce se ridica la nesfarsit.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

THE MOUNTAIN MUNTELE
Pure thought, a drift Gand pur, o avalansa
Of exemplary silence De tdcere exemplard
Covered his tracks. I-a acoperit pasii.
He was lost there, Acolo sus, pierdut,
Held between the summit Tintuit intre pisc

And his shadow, waiting. . .

Then, as a plumed light
Brushed across his face

Without reflection -

Teach me, he said,

The origin of air

si-a lui umbrd, in asteptare...

Apoi, o lumind inaripata
Ii sterse chipul

Fara a se lamuri—

Invatd-mad, spuse el,

Despre originea aerului,

And the mountain opened its wings. Iar muntele isi deschise aripile.
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WINGS

Whether or not they are of angels

Or just the makeshift would-be

Of human flight from humdrum

To grace, theirs is a sudden restlessness
On buoyant shoulders, an uplift
Aimed at joy and making it.

So for every earthbound thought
There’s the counter-weight,

A grief that covers its face in shame
Then rises with the season

As if from sleep, unfolding wings

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

ARIPI

C-or fi sau nu de ingeri

Sau doar paliative-nchipuite

Ale zborului omului din banal

Intru gratie, al lor e un zbucium neasteptat
In umeri avantati, iniltare

Intru bucurie si facerea ei.

Iar pentru fiece gand mirean

O greutate li se-adaugd,

O suferintd al carei chip de rusine si I-a acoperit
Ca apoi sd-i vind vremea a se ridica

Ca dintr-un somn, deschizand aripi

Intru cdlatorire in plind stralucire a vazduhului.

To journey through the brightness of the air.
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TO HIS LOVE, SLEEPING

(Jules Supervielle: La Dormeuse)

Because when faces close
They still converse

In questions and answers
Beneath their repose,
And because you are two
With the one face
Doubly wise

And just as true

When, sleeping, your eyes
So sweetly abscond

To a country beyond
Their lids as they fall

Or when they return

To the world we call

Ours with its clouds, trees,

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

IUBIRII SALE, DORMIND

(Jules Supervielle: La Dormeuse)

Pentru ca atunci cand chipurile inchina
Incd mai au ceva a spune

Prin intrebadri si rdspunsuri

De dincolo de ale lor odihnd,

Si pentru cd tu esti de fapt doua
Cu acest chip

Doud dimensiuni

La fel de autentice

Cand, in somn, ochii tai

Se sustrag domol

Cétre un taram de dincolo de
Ale lor pleoape lasandu-se

Sau cand se intorc

In lumea cireia-i spunem

A noastra, cu ai ei nori, arbori,
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea gradinilor.

Its palpable mysteries, Ale ei mistere palpabile,

I shall never know Niciodata nu voi sti

Enough of truth Destul din ce-i adevar

To choose either or both - Pentru a alege pe una sau pe amandoua
The light of your eyes Lumina ochilor tai

On this life we are given Din astd viatd ce ne-a fost data

Or that secretive glow Sau cea stralucire tainica

Behind shut lids De dincolo de pleoape trase

Where you wait, hidden. Unde stai in asteptare, ascunsa.

o s e
i - i e
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HAPPINESS

Don’t tell me again that it writes white

As if there were nothing else to say about it,

As if white were nothing to write home about

Or that home was never a fit subject.

Yesterday we pegged sheets on the line

And they were beautiful when we took them in,

A cool bright acreage of summer evening

As we sank our faces in their folding.

FERICIRE

Sa nu-mi spui iar ca fericirea lasa coala alba

Ca si cum despre ea nimic n-ar fi de scris,

Ca si cum n-ai putea scrie celor de-acasd despre ceva alb

Sau ca cei de-acasa n-ar fi niciodata un subiect prea bun.

Ieri am intins cearsafuri la uscat

Si tare placute-au fost cand le-am adus in casd,

O-ntindere luminoasa, racoritoare de seard de vara

Fetele afundandu-ni-le in ele -mpaturite.

10
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea gradinilor.

It pleases me to remind you of this

However commonplace its whiteness,

And of the bedroom shutters’ brilliant white

So intimately closed against the heat.

White is the promise of a subject matter

Where sleep or love will never have gone better.

Placut imi este a-ti aduce aminte de-acestea,

Oricat de comuna ar fi a lor albeata,

Si de albul briliant al jaluzelelor din dormitor

Atat de intim trase peste zdpuseala de-afard,

Albul este promisiunea unui subiect bun

In care somn si iubire nicicaAnd nu s-au potrivit mai bine.
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THE MEMORY OF GARDENS

Glazed pots after a storm

And water’s underhang

On black wrought-iron arm-rests
Threaded with convolvulus,

The window-frames
Reciprocally white, their
Lucent-beaded latticing

A jewelled absence, yours

And mine, two faces

Pressed against the years
Between us looking out

Then in to where we lay together
Listening to rain, unclouded

By the memory of gardens

We were born to leave.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

AMINTIREA GRADINILOR

Ghivece smaltuite dupa furtuna

Si picaturi de apd atarnande

De maénere negre de fier forjat
Incolicite de rochita randunicii,
Ramele ferestrelor

Reciproc albe, descriu

Panz3, numai broboane translucide,
O absentd de giuvaeruri pling, a ta
$i a mea, doud chipuri

Aldturate in lupta cu anii

Dintre noi, privind inafara

Apoi induntru inspre locul unde impreuna stam

Ascultand ploaia, inseninati

De amintirea gradinilor

In care ne-am ndscut pentru a le pardsi.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

THE SETTLEMENT ASEZAREA
Steam from an electric kettle Aburi dintr-un ceainic electric
Shrouds its click, then Invaluie al lui declic, apoi,
Two cerulean mugs across the lawn Doua cesti, ca ceru-albastre, peste cuprins,
This droughty summer Aceasta vara toridd,
Come as a libation Vin ca o sdrbatoare,
Weighted, brimming, answering Generoase, pline ochi, in raspuns
The love that reaches Iubirii ce-si intinde brate
Out for them, still reaching Sa le ia, inca intinzand brate
For the girl who held them Dupad acea tandrd care le tinuse
Balanced just the same In echilibru, exact la fel,
Though in a greener garden Desi intr-o gradina mai verde,
Twenty years ago, held now Acum doudzeci de ani, tinute-acum
Against their soon becoming Peste-n curand oale si ulcele
Shards discovered in a dry bed Descoperite intr-un pat vechi

Cl"'\'IF."-'lFI"RlH'I

l.-ll'!'ﬁ.\.'.l'l'.l PH15‘

Erttpe) feditura.miticoo Bucuresti 2012



Dusted over.

Shrouded too
But by blue dazzle, light years
From such thoughts as these,
Imperious, perching
On a terra-cotta chimney
Rising from gold thatch,
A gull there briefly
Lifts its Roman head.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

Prafuit.
Invaluit
Dar de-un farmec de-azur, ani lumina
Departare de ganduri ca acestea,
Arogant, cocotat
Pe-un horn de teracota,
Semetindu-se din stuful auriu,
Un pescdrus, scurt, iatd,

Salta al lui profil roman.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

SERENADE

Let be the laughter in the hanging gardens
And the dial ablaze, the green man

Flourishing his sleeves and up to mischief,

Where the cat extends and rolls its silver fur
Across a sun-spot, where all points of light

Play leap-frog dazzle in a water-bowl
And everything is animation, interlace,
The best of being here, a setting-down

On lease from shade and shadow, out

Into the primal space, the freely-given

With the cost not counted, where the two of us

Lie down together, laughing, and let be.

SERENADA

Sd radem in voie in gradini suspendate
Cadranul scanteiaza, sugubadtul cel verde

Isi sufleca maneci si se pregateste de trdsndi,

Acolo unde mata se-ntinde si-si infoaie blana argintie
Intr-un petec de lumind, unde toate scanteiele din soare

Te orbesc sdltand intr-un vas cu apa

Si totu-i animatie, impletire,
Tot ce-1 mai bun din a te-afla aici, un asfintit

Fara de umbra si penumbra, dincolo

Pe un taram primordial, cel daruit,
Fard de pret numit, unde-amandoi

Stam intinsi unul langa altul, razand, in voia a toate cele.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

THE LOSS

All winter something tightened its grip
Which was not exactly cold or loneliness
But an icicle cry, a bright ring of distress,

A muffled sounding with pain at the tip.

It was not exactly what they had decided
Either between them or by individual choice
Left undiscussed. It was not a distinct voice

But a last-chance line which would not go dead.

Often they woke together in the early hours
To shift to back-to-back then sleep again,

Never to give the accident its name

Because the night was over and the loss was theirs.

PIERDEREA

Toatd iarna ceva si-a indsprit stransoarea
Care n-a fost chiar rdceald ori singuratate
Ci un strigdt glacial, un cerc incandescent de neputinta

Un zgomot infundat ornat cu suferinta.

N-a fost cum tocmai hotédrara
Ei intre ei ori fiecare-n parte
Si nu mai discutard. Nu era o voce distincta

Ci o replica ultima lor sansa ce nu vroia sa piara.

Adesea se trezesc impreund-n zori de zi
Ca sd se intoarca spate-n spate si sd mai doarma iar,
Nicicand spunand accidentului pe nume

Pentru cad noaptea era pe duca, iar pierderea a lor.

16
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THE QUILT

It was not a crack in her glass
But a web so finely spun

The light was caught in it.

It was not a hole in his heart
But her needle and thread

Slipped easily through.

It was not the love they made
But a patchwork pattern
Little by little stitched up.

It was not what they gave each other
But the last thing taken

From an emptied room.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

CUVERTURA

Nu era o crdpatura in paharul ei
Ci o panza atat de mestesugit tesuta

De s-a prins lumina-n ea.

Nu era o gaura in inima lui
Ci ale ei ata si ac

Ce cu usurintd s-au implantat.

Nu era dragostea ce-au cunoscut
Ci modelul facut din petice

Bucatid cu bucatd insdilate.

Nu era ceva ce unul altuia si-au daruit
Ci ultimul lucru luat

Dintr-o camerd golita.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

CON AMORE
CON AMORE
Exerseazi la clarinet,
She practises the clarinet, Intoars4, cu spatele la o fereastra larga.

Her back turned to a spacious window.

Nici un sunet nu ajunge in gradina.
No sound reaches the garden. Muzica, pe o tulpind a tacerii,
Music, on a stalk of silence,

Unduieste dincolo de sticla.
Waves behind glass. Isi intoarce singura paginile.
She turns her own pages.

Fraza cu fraza
Phrase by phrase Compozitia este doar miscare
The theme is movement only

Asa cum o stiu si florile toate
As the flowers all know Inclinate spre ea.
Inclined towards her.

Iubirea o fi-nflorind pe-a ei tulpina

Love must blossom on its stalk Inainte ca ea s-o-auds,
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Before she hears it,

And the pages turn

Like a white rose opening.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea gradinilor.

Iar paginile se-ntorc

Asemenea unei roze albe deschizdndu-se.
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LA JEUNESSE LA JEUNESSE
Straight from her door Direct de la usa ei
Through rows of vines towards Printre randurile de vie inspre
The river, one white bucket Rau, o gdleatd alba
Swinging for Sunday, the air Clatindnd de duminicd, aerul
Fleshed out with heat Vizibil de dogoare,
So plump this risen morning Atat de bogatd aceastd dimineatd ce s-a ivit,
Purpling to ripeness Rumenita de copt,
But not yet, but not quite Dar parca incd nu, inca nu prea
Yet among these sunflowers Totusi printre aste flori ale soarelui
Leaning their weary faces Coborand fete istovite
Huge and vacant Imense si pierdute
After her, so stooped Dupad ea, atat de aplecate
So nodding, and the one Tot incuviintand, iar cea
Note tolling distantly Nota rasunand in depdrtare
Across the river Mort Dincolo de rau Mort
La mort comme ¢a aussi la mort La mort comme ¢a aussi la mort
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From the little church’s

Bell tower on a low hill

Rising from the vines

And ringing, swinging

Its one black upturned

Bucket emptying

All gathered sound this morning
Everywhere La vie, la mort
Although she has turned already
Walking to her door.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

Din turla bisericutei

De pe-un deal domol

RidicAndu-se din vie

Si sunand, clatinandu-si

Galeata neagra rasturnata cu gura-n
Jos, golindu-si

Tot sunetul adunat aceasta dimineata
Peste tot La vie, la mort

Desi ea s-a intors

Pasind cétre usa.
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THIS MOMENT

There was this moment

At a height in Perugia

With the stone wall
Balancing my bottled water
While I placed one hand

To rest, palm-down,

And felt a warmth so sudden
That I lay my arm along it
To the elbow in a fusion

Of well-being, gazing out
Across the roof-tiles’
Heated terra-cotta

To the mountain range

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

CANDVA

Se-ntampla candva

In Perugia, undeva la-naltime

Pe un zid de piatra

Ce-n echilibru tinea sticla mea de apa
Cand mi-am asezat o mang,

Cu palma-n jos, sa m-odihnesc,

Si-am simtit de-odata o caldura
De-am asezat tot bratul de-a lungul lui
Pana la cot, patruns

De-o stare de bine, privind in zare
Peste-acoperisurile din placi
De-ncinsa teracota

Pana spre lantul muntos

22
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Which wrapped its arm
Around my vision,

As a campanile in the middle-
Distance sounded

With an incidental note

And everything was,

For this moment, whole.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea gradinilor.

Al cdrui brat imi imbratisa privirea,
In vreme ce-o clopotnita

La jumadtatea distantei rasuna,

Glas al contingentului,

si totul era,

in acel candva, desavarsit.
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NOT TOO LATE

I tell myself I have never
Told myself this before
And the gate swings open
On rusted hinges. Look,
There’s a party here

In a walled garden

With lanterns, flambeaux,

And the counterpoint

Of unfamiliar conversation.

My god, it’s been going on
All the time

And just next door.

Now I want more of this

I tell myself,

Just more of it, and more.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

NU-I PREA TARZIU

Imi spun c& niciodat

Nu mi-am mai spus una ca asta pand acum
Iar poarta se deschide

Scartaind din balamale. Uite,

E o petrecere pe-aici

Intr-o gradina intre ziduri

Cu felinare, torte-aprinse,

in contrapunct cu

Stranii conversatii.

Dumnezeule, aici au fost
Dintotdeauna

Si chiar alaturi.

Acum mai vreau,

Imi spus,

Mai mult, mai mult.

24
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AFTER RAIN

Walking around the block
to shrug off weariness
and notice perhaps

how a letterbox shines

or gutters drip,

how the fishbone skeleton
of an aerial swims
in a black cloud

and a doorstep cat

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

DUPA PLOAIE

Plimbandu-ma prin cartier
sd mai scap de-urat

si poate sd observ

cum stralucesc cutiile postale

sau stresinile picurad,

cum scheletul ca de peste
al unei antene-noata
intr-un nor negru

iar o mata-n prag
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has resumed its watch,

is to come back

into language, the promise
of finding words

for company

and what the sun can do.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea gradinilor.

si-a reluat panda

e prilej a-mi regdsi
limbajul, e promisiunea
cd voi afla cuvinte
sd-mi tind companie

si de ce anume e soarele in stare.
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BERRIES

Thrusting my stained hand
through a web of dew

at sunrise, keeping the promise
made last night

to bring them back for you,

I think of your fingers

on my lips last thing

before we fell asleep

and how I slipped from bed

like a thief this morning.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

FRUCTE DE PADURE

Varandu-mi mana patata

printr-o panza de roua

la rasdrit, pastrandu-mi promisiunea
facutd seara trecutd

s ti le-aduc,

ma gandesc la degetele tale

pe buzele mele aseara

inainte s-adormim

si cum m-am strecurat afard din pat

asemeni unui hot, dis-de-dimineata.
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REMISSION

To live in another’s pain
so close, and celebrating
every second of relief,

is to hope that something
miraculous may happen,
that intimacy’s thief

will not break through again.

Just to remember the thrill

of entering our first home
together, not on lease

but in full possession,

when you turned with that smile
which lit up your face

for a long, long while.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

REMISIE

Sa traiesti cu durerea altuia
atat de-aproape, sarbatorind
fiecare secunda de usurare,
inseamnad sa speri ca ceva
miraculos s-ar putea-ntampla,
cd hotul de intimitate

n-are sd scape iar.

Numai sa ne-amintim incintarea

la intrarea in prima noastra casa
impreund, nu inchiriatd,
ci pe deplin luatd,

cand te-ai intors cu-acel zadmbet
ce-ti lumind chipul

pentru multd, multd vreme.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

A DREAM OF BED-TIME

Often they’d stand beside the yarrow
In their yard, the clustering flat-topped

Bunch of it, the yearning yellow

Taller than them both, much taller
Than her son who'd clutch at a single stem

And bend it, face to face. He’d watch her
Watching him, that sidelong glance
At each of them, that dressing-gown

An ever brighter yellow, but not innocence

Or childlike candour, more a complicity

Which sometimes let the stem bend back and sometimes

Snapped the head off, asking Do you really love me?
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Al3turi de flori de sorocica stateau ades
In curtea lor, paldrii turtite in manunchi crescand,

Galben macinat de dor

Mai ‘nalt decat ei doi, mult mai inalt
Decat al ei fiu, ce apuca doar de un fir

Si-1 indoia, fatd in fatd. Si o privea

Cum il privea, acea privire lunga pe furis

Catre fiecare din ei, acea rochie

Un galben si mai arzdtor, dar nu inocenta

Sau candoare de copil, mai degraba o complicitate

Care uneori l3sa firul sd revind, iar alteori

fi smulgea capul intreband Chiar ma iubesti?
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NOT SNOW

Not snow, but the thought of it
As a white breast feather
Or the first few steps

Across a promised land.

The shadow of happiness
Printed on muslin,

A nightgown folded

And sheets hung out.

Not snow, but a winter garden
Blazoned with light,
Curtains drawn back

From the drift of sleep.

John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

NU ZAPADA

Nu zapada, doar gandul la ea
In chip de pana alba de pe pantec
Sau primii cativa pasi

Pe un taram fagaduit.

Umbra fericirii
Impregnatd pe o muselina
O cdmasa de noapte-mpadturita

si cearsafuri intinse-afara.

Nu zapadad, doar o gradind iarna
Inobilatd cu luming,
Draperii trase-n laturi

Din deriva somnului.

30
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

Daniela Calinescu

Interview with John Mole

Daniela Mihaela Calinescu (D.M.C.): Some of your words seem Daniela Mihaela Cailinescu (DMC): Parte din cuvintele
meant for the reader, to surprise or shock him/her; some other words domniei voastre par menite pentru cititor, si-l surprindd sau sa-I
seem put aside for you to heal or find delight in the written word; socheze; altele par si fie puse deoparte pentru tamaduire personala
there are instances when you seem to grab with passion a sublime sau pentru insdsi plicerea de a scrie; sunt momente cind ldsati
instance and make it immortal through words. Are there instances impresia cd ingficati cu pasiune o clipd de sublim si o imortalizati

31
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

when you write exclusively for you?

John Mole (].M.): These are very interesting distinctions you
make between the deliberate and the accidental. For me,
writing poems is nearly always a journey of discovery. I like
that statement of Theodore Roethke’s in his villanelle “The
Waking’: ‘I learn by going where I have to go’; and I've always felt
that I understand exactly what Picasso meant when he said ‘I
do not seek, I find’. As a predominantly lyric poet, I tend to trust
the musical phrase to reveal its ‘meaning’ to me, and a poem
grows from this trust until it finds its shape. Of course, there
are occasions when I'm conscious of wanting to make a point
or develop an argument thought out before I begin to write,
but this is usually when I'm addressing a political theme or
taking a satirical approach. There might then be an element of
wanting to surprise or shock the reader. The poems in “The
Memory of Gardens’, though, don’t fall into this category. As to

whether I ever write “exclusively for myself’, that’s a difficult
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prin cuvinte. Existd monente cand scrieti exclusiv pentru

dummneavoastra?

John Mole (JM): Interesante sunt distinctiile pe care le faci
intre deliberat si accidental. Pentru mine, a scrie poezie este
mai tot timpul o aventurd a descoperirii. Imi place afirmatia
lui Theodore Roethke din vilanela ‘The Waking: ‘Invit
hazardandu-md incotro am de mers’; iar eu am simtit
dintotdeauna ca inteleg cu exactitate ceea ce avea in vedere
Picasso cand spunea, ‘Eu nu caut, eu gasesc’. Fiind
predominant un poet liric, inclin sa am incredere cd fraza
muzicald isi reveleazad ‘intelesul’ fatd de mine, si un poem
creste din aceastd incredere pand cand ajunge sd ia o forma.
Desigur, sunt si situatii in care sunt constient cd vreau sa
spun un anume lucru sau sd dezvolt un argument elaborat
inainte sa Incep sa scriu, dar acest lucru de obicei se intampla
atunci cand abordez un subiect de naturd politicd sau apelez
la satird. Prin urmare, se prea poate sad vreau sa surprind sau

sa sochez cititorul. Poemele din Memoria Gradinilor, insa, nu
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

question to answer. Certainly I am absorbed as I write, and in
that sense I'm thinking entirely about the making of the poem
and not how it is likely to be received, but if by the time it has
been completed, it does not include the reader then, for me, it

will probably have failed.

D.M.C.: In the poem ‘Continuum’ you write:

[...] Poems
Are the living counterweight
To absence, gestures

As precious and unique
As those my loved ones
Have already made through me

In parting, finding words
For this, the moment

When almost at loss for them

They gaze at her beauty

intrd in aceastd categorie. In ceea ce priveste intrebarea daci
scriu vreodata ‘exclusiv pentru mine insumi’, este o intrebare
grea. Cu sigurantd sunt absorbit cand scriu, si in acest sens
ma gandesc exclusiv cum sa scriu poemul si nu cum ar putea
fi primit, insd dacad pind in clipa cand ajung sa-l definitivez,
nu il include pe cititor, atunci, pentru mine, va fi fost probabil

un esec.

DMC: In poemul ‘Continuum’ scriefi:

[...] Poems
Are the living counterweight
To absence, gestures

As precious and unique

As those my loved ones

Hawve already made through me
In parting, finding words

For this, the moment

When almost at loss for them

They gaze at her beauty

33

Cl"'\'IF."-'lFI"RlH'I

l.-ll'!'ﬁ.\.'.l'l'.l PH15‘

atlcan Buclll‘esti 2012



John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

with my eyes and answer it
As I do, hoping we speak the truth.

Is writing poetry a craft that you embrace for the nobility of
it or do you see it as your innate talent to which you feel indebted?

Moreover, do you also write to honor your disciples?

J.M.: I'm not at all sure about ‘nobility” and “disciples’. These
are rather elevated terms. I do, however, regard poetry as a
calling. Where the call came from initially I can’t exactly say,
although it almost certainly stems from an early love of
rhymes, riddles, children’s games, all of them rooted in
rhythm and the play of language. I think it was Patrick
Kavanagh who said that he dabbled in verse and it became his
life. For me, there came a point at which when I considered
what I was doing, it seemed inevitable, and that, rather
wonderfully, I had no choice in the matter. This introduced
responsibilities, above all to work at the craft, to learn my

trade. As for ‘feeling indebted', yes. If I have a gift, I'm giving
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with my eyes and answer it
As I do, hoping we speak the truth.

A scrie poezie este un mestesug pe care-l cultivati pentru nobletea
sa, sau este un talent inndscut caruia vd simtiti dator sa-l folositi?

In plus, scrieti si pentru a vd onora discipolii?

J.M.: Despre noblete’ si ,discipoli’ nu sunt tocmai sigur.
Acestia sunt mai degrabd termeni pretentiosi. Insd intr-
adevar privesc poezia ca pe o chemare. De unde o fi pornit
initial aceastd chemare n-as sti sd spun, desi mai mult ca sigur
izvordste dintr-o mai veche dragoste pentru rime, ghicitori,
jocuri pentru copii, toate acestea ancorate in ritm si jocul de
cuvinte. Cred ca Patrick Kavanagh a fost cel ce spunea ca a
inceput prin a cocheta cu versul, pentru ca apoi acesta sa
devina viata lui. Pentru mine, a venit o clipa cand, reflectind
la ceea ce faceam, chemarea de a scrie pdrea inevitabild, si de-
a dreptul minunatd; nu aveam scdpare. Acest lucru a atras si

responsabilitdti, in primul rdnd sa-mi cultiv mestesugul, sa
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

thanks for it every time a poem comes out right.

D.M.C: You are using much of an allegro tempo when playing with
words (riddles, poems for children, rhymed recipes) and you rather
ponder on heavy subjects as if you allowed word to embrace the
silence of a deep thought, to give time for the image to ‘earn shape’.

Is this something you plan ahead or is it rather intuitive?

J.M.: T think I've already addressed this. In the poems that
mean most to me I have, I hope, given time for the image to
‘earn shape’, as you put it. Patience is of the essence, though
there are also those lucky occasions when a thought or
perception comes immediately and lights up the whole poem;
when, as Robert Graves says, ‘lightning interpenetrates the
dance.” Because not everyone will know it, and because I know

of no better description of poetic composition as I have
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invdt meserie. Cat despre ,a ma simti dator’, da. Dacd am un
dar, ii multumesc ori de cdte ori un poem iese asa cum

trebuie.

DMC: Folositi mai degrabd un tempo allegro cind vd jucati cu
cuvintele (in ghicitori, in poeziile pentru copii, in refetele culinare
rimate) si mai degrabd cumpdniti asupra subiectelor grele ca si cum
i-afi permite cuvantului sd imbritiseze ticerea unui gand profund,
astfel incat imaginea sd aibd timp ‘sd ia formd’. Acest lucru vi-l

planificati aprioric sau este un fapt intuitiv?

JM: Cred ci am atins deja acest subiect. In poemele cele mai
importante pentru mine, am oferit, sper, rdgaz imaginii ,sa ia
formd’, dupd cum spui. Rabdarea este a esentei, desi exista si
situatii norocoase cand un gand sau o perceptie imi apare
spontan si lumineaza intreg poemul; cdnd, cum spune Robert
Graves, ,trasnetul strafulgerd dansul’ - ‘lightning interpenetrates
the dance’. Pentru cd nu toatd lumea s-ar putea s-o cunoascd, si

pentru cd nu am stiintd de o mai buna descriere a compozitiei
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

experienced it, let me quote Graves'’s ‘Dance of Words':

To make them move, you should start from lightning
And not forecast the rhythm: rely on chance

Or so-called chance for its bright emergence

Once lightning interpenetrates the dance.

Grant them their own traditional steps and postures
But see they dance it out again and again

Until only lightning is left to puzzle over -

The choreography plain, and the theme plain.

D.M.C.: Three lines are very, very dear to me "Teach me, he said,
/The origin of air/ And the mountain opened its wings.” (“The
Mountain’). I have already told you that you remind me of our great
poet and philosopher Lucian Blaga; I would see the mountain as a
symbol for stability, strength, precious heritage, spirituality,
monastic dwelling, wisdom, depth of thought and maybe many other
values; what surprises me is your associating ‘the origin of air” with
it. Do you mean that we originate from and feed on the above

mentioned, or maybe there is something else you meant?
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poetice asa cum am experimentat-o eu, da-mi voie sd citez

din poemul Dance of Words al lui Graves:

To make them move, you should start from lightning
And not forecast the rhythm: rely on chance

Or so-called chance for its bright emergence

Once lightning interpenetrates the dance.

Grant them their own traditional steps and postures
But see they dance it out again and again

Until only lightning is left to puzzle over -

The choreography plain, and the theme plain.

DMC: Trei versuri imi sunt foarte foarte dragi: “Teach me, he
said,/The origin of air/ And the mountain opened its wings.”(“The
Mountain’). V-am spus deja ci-mi aduceti aminte de celebrul
nostru poet si filosof (romdn), Lucian Blaga; as vedea muntele drept
simbol pentru stabilitate, tdrie, mostenire de pref, spiritualitate,
sialas monastic, infelepciune, profunzimea gandirii si poate multe
alte valori; ceea ce md surprinde este asocierea muntelui cu ‘the
origin of air’. Vreti si spuneti ci suntem produsul celor mai sus

enumerate si cd ne hranim cu acestea, ori poate ati vrut sd spuneti
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

J.M.: Because these lines are dear to you, and I'm so pleased
that they are, I would rather not risk flattening them beneath
analysis or explication. Let them remain a mystery to both of
us. Besides, I get a little suspicious of symbols. Now I look
back at them, yes, those lines are surprising, and I seem to
remember that they surprised me at the time, so much so that

I knew the poem had come out right!

D.M.C.: A surprising perspective on music I found in ‘Con Amore’:

She practices the clarinet,
Her back turned to a spacious window.

No sound reaches the garden.
Music, on a stalk of silence,

Waves behind glass.
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altceva?

J.M.: Pentru cd aceste versuri iti sunt dragi, si sunt atat de
incantat de acest lucru, parcd n-as risca sa le stric farmecul
printr-o analizd sau o explicatie. Sd le lasdam sd rdaméand un
mister pentru amandoi. In plus, sunt cam rezervat cand vine
vorba de simboluri. Acum cd md uit din nou peste ele, da,
acele versuri sunt surprinzatoare, si pare-mi-se ca si pe mine
m-au surprins atunci, atat cat sa-mi dau seama cd poemul a

iesit asa cum trebuie!

D.M.C.: In “Con Amore’, am gdsit o perspectivd surprinzitoare

asupra muzicii:
She practices the clarinet,
Her back turned to a spacious window.

No sound reaches the garden.
Music, on a stalk of silence,

Waves behind glass.
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

She turns her own pages.

Phrase by phrase
The theme is movement only

As the flowers all know
Inclined towards her.

Love must blossom on its stalk
Before she hears it

And the pages turn
Like a white rose opening.

You clearly lock the sound behind a shut window and as a
result the visual exacerbates. The scene earns tremendously, there's
so much physical interpretation of music in the absence of music
itself. (And now I am addressing the musician in you). You have
mentioned that improvisation would be one thing that your poetry
writing and music performing have in common. Now, when John
Mole, the jazz clarinetist, improvises, does he use the visual? Is there

a sequence of images going through your mind that you force into
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She turns her own pages.

Phrase by phrase
The theme is movement only

As the flowers all know
Inclined towards her.

Love must blossom on its stalk
Before she hear it

And the pages turn
Like a white rose opening.

In mod evident, inchideti sunetul dincolo de o fereastrd
(tnchisd), astfel cd vizualul este exacerbat. Scena se imbogiteste
extraordinar; gdsim o atdt de ampld interpretare a muzicii in
absenta muzicii insesi. (lar acum mdad adresez muzicianului din
dumneavoastrd). Ati mentionat undeva cd poezia pe care o scrieti si
muzica pe care o interpretati ar avea drept element comun
improvizatia. Ei bine, cind John Mole, clarinetistul de jazz,
improvizeazd, foloseste el vizualul? Existd o succesiune de imagini

in mintea dumneavostrd pe care le transformati sau poate le invitati
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

becoming, or maybe invite to becoming music?

J.M.: This question interests me a lot, and makes me look
again closely at the poem. One thing I notice - and it may
surprise you that I didn’t notice it before (at least not
consciously!) - is that “the music . . . waves behind glass'. At the
time, I'm sure that this was a visual image, the ‘stalk of
silence” being the figure of the girl whose playing I could not
hear, but the word ‘waves’ (also as I see now) suggests sound
waves, so we have a synthesis of the visual and the auditory.
The music, though “absent’” (as you note) is, at the same time,
present in the image. Although the sound does not reach the
garden, it nevertheless informs the poem, which in itself, I
hope, becomes a musical performance. As to whether a
sequence of images goes through my mind when I'm
improvising, no, I don’t think they do. When playing jazz, it’s
usually with other musicians in a kind of conversation,
exchanging phrases, listening to how they pick up on mine

and answering theirs. I do find it fascinating how visual artists
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sd devind muzica?

J.M.: Aceastd intrebare ma intereseaza foarte mult, si ma face
sd md uit din nou cu atentie la poezie. Ceea ce remarc -- si s-
ar putea sa te surprindd cd nu am observat pand acum (cel
putin nu in mod constient!) — este acel vers “the music ... waves
behind glass’/ ‘muzica ...valuri dincolo de sticld’. Atunci, sunt
sigur cd aceasta a fost o imagine vizuald, ‘stalk of
silence’/ tulpind a tdcerii’ fiind silueta fetei a cdrei interpretare
la clarinet nu o auzeam, dar cuvantul ‘waves’/’valuri’
sugerereazd ‘unde sonore’; prin urmare avem o sinteza intre
vizual si auditiv. Muzica, desi ‘absenta” (dupd cum observi
tu) este in acelasi timp “prezentd” in imagine. Desi sunetul nu
ajunge pana in grading, el totusi insufld poemul, care devine
el insusi, sper, o interpretare muzicald. Cat despre faptul ca o
succesiune de imagini mi-ar trece prin minte cand
improvizez la clarinet, nu, nu cred cd se intampla asa. Cand
interpretez muzica de jazz, o fac deobicei impreund cu alti

muzicieni sub forma unui fel de conversatie, dialogand prin
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

respond to music. Jackson Pollock, I believe, painted while
listening to jazz, and this can be seen, rhythmically, in his
canvases. In Walt Disney’s Fantasia, there’s a sequence where
the screen is filled with moving patterns, while an orchestral
version of Bach’s Toccata and Fugue plays on the soundtrack.
But when I'm writing, although I often find myself visualising
a scene, a location, a kind of ‘sacred place’” - what the painter
Paul Nash called a ‘charged landscape’ - which somehow
energises my thinking/feeling, I'm not aware of any narrative

sequence.

D.M.C.: You have already written to me about your search for the
spiritual/mystic in the immanent. Do you think that words have the
power to mystify the demystified or do they rather have the power to
bring to surface the mystic of the hidden mystified? How do you see
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fraze muzicale, ascultind cum ei rdaspund la ale mele si
rdspunzandu-le si eu. Chiar imi pare fascinant cum artisti
vizuali reactioneazd fatd de muzica. Jackson Pollock, cred,
picta in timp ce asculta muzicd de jazz, iar acest lucru se
poate vedea, din punctul de vedere al ritmicitdtii, in panzele
sale. In Fantasia, productie Walt Disney, existd un fragment in
care ecranul este umplut cu modele in miscare, in timp ce
coloana sonord interpreteaza o versiune orchestrala la Toccata
si la Fuga lui Bach. Eu, cand scriu, desi md gdsesc adesea
vizualizdnd o scend, o locatie, vreun fel de ‘loc sacru’ —ceea
ce pictorul Paul Nash numea ‘un peisaj cu incdrcatura
emotionald’(‘a charged landscape’) — care intr-un fel imi
energizeazd gandirea/simtirea, nu sunt insd constient de

vreo succesiune narativa.

D.M.C.:  Mi-ati scris deja cd wvd preocupd cdutarea
spiritualului/misticului in imanent. Credeti cd au cuvintele puterea
de a mistifica demistificatul sau au mai degrabd puterea de a aduce

la suprafati misticul din mistificatul ascuns? Cum vd vedeti
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

your words--as knowledge seekers or knowledge carriers - ?

J.M.: Much of what I write is domestic in its subject matter,
and this sometimes lays me open to the charge of being
unadventurous and limited. But I like to take the familiar and,
as it were, de-familiarise it. Which may be why I am
particularly fond of riddles. Often when I'm giving talks
about poetry to children, I begin with this riddle by my friend
Kit Wright:

I go through the wood in silence
And come out onto the snow
Where I leave my prints
Though I have no footsteps,
Where I speak your heart
Though I cannot breathe.

propriile cuvinte — asemeni unor cautdtori de cunoastere sau de

purtdtori de cunoastere ?

J.M.: Mare parte din ceea ce scriu eu vizeaza domesticul ca
tematicd, motiv pentru care uneori sunt expus acuzei de a fi
prea prudent si limitat. Ins3 imi place si iau familiarul si, de
fapt, sa-1 de-familiarizez. Motiv pentru care si sunt un mare
amator de ghicitori. Adesea, cand le vorbesc copiilor despre

poezie, incep cu aceastd ghicitoare a prietenului meu, Kit

Wright:

I go through the wood in silence
And come out onto the snow
Where I leave my prints
Though I have no footsteps,
Where I speak your heart
Though I cannot breathe.

Padurea in liniste il traversez
si ies pe zapadd

unde las urme

desi nu am urme de pasi,
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John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

Almost always the answers I get are beautifully imaginative -
the wind, a ghost, a spirit -; so there’s a collective gasp of
amazement and recognition when I explain that it is, in fact,
the lead in a pencil! We then talk about this, and how nothing
is too small, too ordinary to make a poem. As Edward Thomas
once wrote in a review, ‘anything, however small, may make a
poem; nothing, however great, is certain to.” I absolutely agree
with this, and I hope, in a roundabout way, it answers your

question.

D.M.C.: What's an ‘empty frame’ to John Mole-the-adult and
what's an empty frame to the child in you? I found fascinating your
"The Boy and the Sky’. Is there a story behind this poem?
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unde dau glas inimii tale
desi sd respir nu pot. (trad. n.)

Aproape de fiecare datd rdspunsurile pe care le
primesc sunt in mod minunat pline de imaginatie - vantul, o
fantomad, un spirit - ; urmate de expresia unei uimiri si a unei
confirmadri colective cand le explic cd, de fapt, este vorba
despre mina unui creion ! Apoi vorbim despre asta, despre
cum nimic nu este prea mdrunt, prea comun ca sd ajunga
poezie. Intocmai cum Edward Thomas scria undeva intr-o
recenzie, ‘orice, oricit de insignifiant, poate deveni poezie; nimic,
oricat de mdret, nu e sigur cd poate.” Sunt perfect de acord cu

acest lucru, si sper c4d, asa pe de parte, iti rdspund la intrebare.

D.M.C.: Ce reprezinti o ‘rami goald’ pentru John Mole-adultul si
ce reprezintd o ‘ramd goald’ pentru copilul interior? Gdsesc cd e
fascinantd poezia “The Boy and the Sky’/” Bdiatul si cerul’. Existd

vreo poveste in spatele acestui poem?
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J.M.: Yes, there is a story. My grandparents did indeed have a
rather dark house in which, half-way up the stairs, there was a
window in the roof, rather like a ship’s porthole. During the
day it let the light in, sometimes brilliantly, sometimes
clouding over, but, at night, it became a black disc, which
played on my imagination, much as it does on the boy’s in
that poem. It’s all about the way in which childhood fears can
fill that ‘empty frame” you mention. The reference to “The Man
on the Stairs’ is to that well-known rhyme by Hughes Mearns,

which goes:

Yesterday upon the stair

I met a man who wasn't there.
He wasn’t there again today.
I wish, I wish he’d go away.

Incidentally, the poem is a sestina, a form which seemed
appropriate to the obsessive nature of the subject matter,

hammering away at ‘nothing’ as one of the six repeated
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J.M.: Da, existd o poveste. Bunicii mei intr-adevdr aveau o
casd cam intunecatd in care, undeva pe la mijlocul scdrilor, se
afla o fereastrd in acoperis, cam cit un hublou de vapor. In
timpul zilei permitea luminii sd intre in casd, uneori
stralucitor, alteori mai putin, din cauza norilor, dar noaptea,
devenea un disc negru, care-mi stimula imaginatia, cam asa
cum o face imaginatia baiatului din poezie. Totul se referd la
modul in care temerile unui copil pot umple acea ‘rama
goald’ despre care vorbesti. Trimiterea la “The Man on the
Stairs’/’Omul de pe scdri’ este anume la celebra rima de

Hughes Mearns, care suna astfel:

Yesterday upon the stair

I met a man who wasn't there.
He wasn’t there again today.
Oh, how 1 wish he’d go away.

Incidental, poemul este o sestind, o forma care mi s-a
parut potrivitd pentru natura obsesiva a subiectului abordat,

care reitereazd obsedant leitmotiful “nothing”, printr-unul
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words.

D.M.C.: For whom do you write? You don't teach your own poems
(modesty is honorable), so you don't get first-hand feedback from the
young generations interested in poetry (or maybe you do?). Yet you
seek to surprise and shock your readers. How do you see your

readers?

J.M.: I never taught my own poems when I was a teacher, not
out of modesty, but because I didn’t (and still don’t) want to
impose upon a reader’s response. I am always very pleased to
answer questions about them - as I'm doing here - since this
often leads me to make fresh discoveries. Like the one your
question about ‘Con Amore” did. When giving readings of my
work, I always try to involve listeners in the process by which
the poems came about, and to encourage them not to hold
back out of politeness if they have doubts or reservations.

Candid feedback, however expressed, is always instructive.
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din cele sase cuvinte care se repeta.

D.M.C.: Pentru cine scrieti? Nu v folositi de propriile poezii cind
predati (modestia este onorabild), prin urmare nu obtineti imediat
un feedback de la tinerele generatii interesate de poezie (sau poate ci
da?). Si totusi cautati sid surprindeti sau sd socafi cititorii. Cum vd

vedeti cititorii?

J.M.: Nu am predat niciodatd propriile-mi poezii pe vremea
cand am fost profesor, nu din modestie, ci pentru ca n-am
vrut (si nici acum nu vreau) sa fortez un raspuns din partea
cititorului. Imi face intotdeauna o mare plicere s raspund la
intrebdri despre ele — cum fac acum—pentru cd asta ma
determind ades sa descopar lucruri noi; asemeni aceleia
legatd de intrebdrea ta despre ‘Con Amore’. Cand citesc in
public poezii de-ale mele, intotdeauna incerc sd-mi implic
ascultatorii in procesul prin care s-au creat poeziile, si-i
incurajez sd nu se abtind din politete sd vorbeascd, dacd au

dubii sau rezerve. O pdrere onestd, indiferent cum este
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D.M.C.: I could notice a passion for light in your poems, an
‘aesthetics of light” I would call it, especially in the poems in “The
Memory of Gardens” volume. At times, the light you bring into the
poem is cold and serene (in the wings in ‘The Mountain’ or
‘Wings’), or warm and intimate (the white of the sheets in
‘Happiness’), or the light of a gaze seems demiurgic (in ‘Love’). I can
see light in the ‘bright ring of distress’ (in “The Loss’), in ‘the dial
ablaze’ (in ‘Serenade’), in the white rose (in ‘Con Amore’), in the
white bucket (in ‘La Jeunesse’), in the ‘white breast feather” or the
‘winter garden/Blazoned with light” (in “Not Snow’), in the ‘gaze of
the moonlight” (in “The Trick’), to unexpectedly read some other time
that that ‘Light is orange’ (in ‘First Fruit’). What would darkness be
to you, apart from the infinite secret holder (in the riddle of “The

Telescope’)?

J.M.: T think you have been wonderfully attentive, and I do
like that phrase ‘an aesthetics of light’. Darkness and light, I
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exprimatd, este intotdeauna instructiva.

D.M.C.: Am observat o pasiune pentru lumind in poeziile domniei
voastre, o ‘esteticd a luminii” as numi-o eu, mai ales in poemele din
volumul Memoria Gradinilor. Uneori, lumina pe care o aduceti in
poezie este rece si senind (in aripile din Muntele sau Aripi), ori
caldad si intimd ( albul asternuturilor din Fericire), alteori, lumina
unei priviri pare demiurgicd (in Iubire). Vad lumind in ‘un cerc
incandescent de neputinta’ (din Pierdere), in “cadranul scanteiaza’
(din Serenadd), in ‘roza albd’ (din Con Amore), in gileata albd (din
La Jeunesse), in ‘pand albd de pe pdntec’ sau in ‘o gradind
iarna/Innobilatd de lumind’ (din Nu Zdpadd), in ‘privirea
lunii’/'the gaze of moonlight” (din Trucul), ca alteori, in mod
surprinzdtor, si citesc cd ‘Lumina este portocalie’ (din Primul
Fruct). Ce anume ar fi intunericul pentru domnia voastrd, inafard

de un pdstritor de infinite secrete (in ghicitoarea despre telescop)?

J.M.: Cred cd ai fost minunat de atentd si chiar imi place

formularea ‘o esteticd a luminii’. Intunericul si lumina,
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suppose, are complementary. Out of the one comes the other,
and towards the other we all travel. I can’t improve on your
other phrase ‘the infinite secret holder’. As a famous scientist
once said, the universe is not only more mysterious than we
suppose but more mysterious than we can suppose. I go along

with that.

D.M.C.: How important is to you the translation of your poems into

another language?

JM.: I am very interested in the difference (or overlap)
between translation and transliteration. Up to a point, I agree
with Robert Frost that poetry is what gets lost in translation,
and it is impossible for even the best translator to catch every
nuance, but how else are we to be introduced to the work of a
poet who does not write in our language? I'm particularly
fascinated by what goes on when a poet and his/her

translator work together (as up to a point you and I have been
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presupun, sunt complementare. Din una iese cealaltd, iar
catre cealaltd cdldtorim cu totii. Nu stiu cum as putea spune
mai bine decat cum spui tu ‘pdstritor de infinite secrete’- “the
infinite secret holder’ - . Asa cum spunea candva un faimos om
de stiintd, universul nu este doar mai misterios decat
presupunem, ci mai misterios decat putem noi presupune. De

aceeasi pdrere sunt si eu.

D.M.C.: Cat de important este pentru domnia voastrd si vi vedeti

poeziile traduse in altd limbad?

J.M.: Ma intereseaza foarte mult diferenta dintre (sau felul in
care se suprapun) traducerea si transliterarea. Panad la un
punct, sunt de acord cu Robert Frost cd poezia este ceea ce se
pierde prin traducere, si cad este imposibil pana si pentru cel
mai bun traducdtor sa prinda fiecare nuantd, dar cum altfel
am putea lua cunostintd de creatia unui poet care nu scrie in
limba noastrda? Sunt in mod deosebit fascinat de ceea ce se

intampld cand un poet si traducdtorul lui/ei lucreaza
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doing), or when a poet works from a ‘literal” prose translation
of another poet's work in a language he does not speak
himself, as was the case with Michael Hamburger’s
translations of Marin Sorescu. I'm not quite so sure about the
approach that Robert Lowell takes in his ‘Imitations’, making,
as it were, Robert Lowell poems out of very loose translations

of Baudelaire, Montale, Pasternak etc.

D.M.C.: You worked as a teacher and you could learn about the
children's availability towards poetry. What exactly motivated you

to write so much poetry for children?

J.M.: Very simple. In my case, I remember, acutely, the child I
was - the primal experiences of childhood, the first time a
particular emotion was felt, joy, fear, guilt, betrayal, wonder.
Also my delight in the discovery of the potential of language,
particularly wordplay. When the great illustrator and

children’s writer, Maurice Sendak, was asked how he
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impreund (cum am procedat noi doi pand intr-un punct), sau
cind un poet lucreaza pornind de la traducerea in proza
‘literala” a creatiei unui alt poet intr-o limba pe care el insusi
n-o vorbeste, cum a fost cazul traducerilor din Marin Sorescu
de catre Michael Hamburger. Nu ma prea incantd metoda pe
care Robert Lowell o foloseste in ale sale Imitatii, scotand, de
fapt, poezii Robert Lowell din traduceri libere de texte din

Baudelaire, Montale, Pasternak etc.

D.M.C.: Ati lucrat ca profesor si ati putut observa deschiderea
copiilor spre poezie. Ce anume v-a motivat sd scrieti atit de multe

poezii pentru copii?

J.M.: Foarte simplu. In cazul meu, pentru c imi aduc aminte
cat se poate de clar ce fel de copil am fost—primele
experiente din copildrie, prima datd cand am trait un anumit
sentiment: bucurie, teamd, vind, trddare, uimire -. Apoi
incintarea de a descoperi potentialul limbii, in special al

jocului de cuvinte. Cand marele ilustrator si scriitor pentru

47

Bucuresti 2012



John Mole: The Memory of Gardens. Amintirea grdadinilor.

understood a child’s mind so intimately, he replied simply ‘I

was that child’; I can’t improve on that answer.

D.M.C.: What would you trade your craft for? Maybe to find out
the origin of air? Or do you rather learn about the origin of air

writing poetry?

J.M.: Henri Matisse’s answer to the question ‘Do you believe in
God?" was “Yes, when I'm working’. I can’t imagine trading my
craft for some external revelation. That sounds too much like a
Faustian pact! It might turn out to be a terrible

disappointment.

D.M.C.: There is one perspective that you have on the child in you
that absolutely surprised me. You say in your article ‘Where the
Poems Come From’: “The child is father of the man and the man
remains for ever in the presence of that child. The two of them have

grown into a poet together.” When I think of the role of a father, the
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copii, Maurice Sendak, a fost intrebat cum de intelege atat de
bine mintea unui copil, a raspuns simplu ‘Eu eram acel copil’.

Mai bine n-as putea-o spune.

D.M.C.: Pe ce ati da la schimb mestesugul domniei voastre? Poate
pentru a afla originea aerului? Sau poate aflati despre ‘originea

aerului’ scriind poezie?

J.M.: Raspunsul lui Henri Matisse la intrebarea ‘Crezi in
Dumnezeu?” a fost ‘Da, atunci cind lucrez.” Nu ma pot imagina
dandu-mi mestesugul la schimb pe vreo revelatie externa.
Asta sund mult prea mult a pact faustian ! S-ar putea dovedi

o teribild dezamagire.

D.M.C.: Aveti o perspectivda asupra copilului din dumneavoastrd
care absolut m-a surprins. Spuneti in articolul intitulat ‘De unde
vin poeziile’: ‘Copilul este tatd pentru bdarbat, iar barbatul ramane
pentru totdeauna in prezenta acelui copil. Amandoi au crescut

impreund ca sd dea nastere poetului.” Cind ma gandesc la rolul
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following come to my mind: protector, provider, teacher of how and
why, preserver of knowledge, etc. From what I read in your poems,
the child appears to me as an enhancer; the adult/the teacher in you
knows that a child has huge potential in ‘seeing things’ (and here
‘seeing” means genuinely experiencing life at a sensorial level). The
child offers you first hand sensorial perception; the adult in you
coats/endows these perceptions with meaning; the craftsman in you
turns the whole of it into poetry. This is how I see the child-
man/adult-poet rapport in your poems. The child in you is more of a
facilitator that feeds your poems with ingenuity, authenticity, but
most important, with universal instances familiar to any reader that
allows his/her self to keep the child inside very much alive. How

much do you agree with this?

J.M.: T'll try to engage with your insights - which I find very
impressive and encouraging - by making a few passing
observations and, where possible, giving direct answers. First,

by completing the quotation from Wordsworth’s poem ‘My
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unui tatd, imi vin in minte urmdtoarele: protector, intretinitor,
indrumdtor, pdstrdtor al unui tip de cunoastere, etc. Din ceea ce
aflu din poeziile domniei voastre, copilul imi apare asemeni unui
potentator; adultul/profesorul din dumneavostrd stie cd un copil are
potential enorm de ‘a vedea lucruri’ (si prin ‘a vedea’ infeleg a
percepe viata in mod autentic, la nivel senzorial). Copilul vi oferd
perceptii senzoriale in mod nemijlocit; adultul din dumneavostrd le
conferd inteles; poetul-mestesugar le transpune pe toate in poezie.
Astfel inteleg eu raportul copil-barbat/adult-poet din poeziile
domniei voastre. Copilul interior este mai mult un facilitator care
hrineste poeziile cu ingenuitate, autenticitate, dar cel mai
important cu momente universal familiare oriciruia dintre acei
cititori care permit sufletului lor sd pdstreze copilul interior cit mai

viu posibil. In ce mdsurd sunteti de acord cu aceste aspecte?

J.M.: Voi incerca sda comentez observatiile tale—pe care le
gasesc cat se poate de impresionante si incurajatoare —facand
cateva observatii tangentiale si, acolo unde imi va fi cu

putintd, dind raspunsuri directe. Mai intdi, sa completez
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Heart Leaps Up’, to which I was alluding in my article:

The child is father to the man;
And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.

It's the phrase “bound each to each’ that is important to me,
emphasizing the continuity of a life, and the way in which it
becomes an accumulation of experience and the emergence of
an understanding. To use your own terms, the inner child is
indeed a ‘facilitator’ and ‘enhancer’, a living presence in the
adult I have become. Another passage, again from
Wordsworth (the ‘childhood” section of The Prelude), begins
"Fair seedtime had my soul, and I grew up/ Fostered alike by beauty
and by fear’. It's those primal encounters that nourish one’s
growth as a poet, I believe; felt intensely but not yet
understood. When they are recollected by the adult, they are
literally recollected from the memory bank and remembered

(that is, put together as a body and informing the poem’s
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citatul din poemul lui Wordsworth, ‘My Heart Leaps up’, la
care fadceam trimitere in articolul meu:
The child is father to the man;

And I could wish my days to be
Bound each to each by natural piety.

Versul “Legati unul de altul prin fireascd pietate’('Bound each to
each by natural piety’) este important pentru mine, accentudnd
continuitatea vietii, felul in care ea devine o acumulare de
experientd, precum si emergenta unei intelegeri a lucrurilor.
Ca sa folosesc termenii tdi, copilul este intr-adevar un
‘facilitator” si un ‘potentator’, o prezentd vie in adultul care
am devenit. Un alt pasaj, din nou din Wordsworth (partea
despre ‘copildrie” din Preludiul), incepe astfel: ‘Fair seedtime
had my soul, and I grew up

Fostered alike by beauty and by fear.” Sunt acele prime intalniri
care alimenteaza transformarea cuiva intr-un poet, cred eu;
simtite din plin, dar nu incd intelese. Cand sunt rememorate

de adult, realmente sunt re-colectate din baza de date a
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shape). ‘Fostered’ seems to be the key word here (as in foster
parent). The poet can be said to have been adopted by the
experiences and helped by them to grow. I hope this makes
sense. I think it is saying very much the same as you; so in
direct answer to your asking ‘How much do you agree with

this?’ it looks as if we are indeed pretty much in agreement.

D.M.C.: And as I used the word ‘facilitator’, I think that the child in
you does a wonderful thing: the adult regains/saves for the comfort
of his soul ‘presences’ (your word in the text) that the child shaped
through his senses and the poet shapes through his words. The poet
in you seems to let the child express himself whenever
disappointment insinuates itself or whenever mortality forces you

into acknowledging it. Do you see the child in you like this?

J.M.: Yes, I do see the child like that, but he can also be playful
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memoriei si re-trdite (si anume, sunt integrate intr-un tot, sau
/ 4 » Vi A LERoy4 [V

corp’, care va lua forma unui poem). ‘Luat in grija” par sa fie
cuvintele potrivite aici (ca in copil luat in griji). Se poate spune
despre poet cd a fost luat in grija de propriile-i experiente de
viata si ajutat sa creasca. Sper cd ma intelegi. Cred ca spune
foarte mult cam ce spui tu, si ca sd-ti rdspund direct la
intrebare, se pare cd suntem cat se poate de mult de aceeasi

pdrere.

D.M.C.: Si pentru ci am folosit cuvintul ‘facilitator’, cred cd acest
copil din domnia wvoastrd face un lucru minunat: adultul
recastigi/salveaza pentru confortul sufletului siu ‘prezente’
(cuvantul vd apartine) cdrora copilul le-a dat un contur prin
intermediul simturilor sale, iar poetul le dd contur prin intermediul
cuvintelor sale. Poetul pare sd lase copilul sd se exprime ori de cite
ori se insinueazd vreo dezamdgire sau ori de cdte ori mortalitatea

insistd sd fie bagatd in seamd. Asa vd vedeti copilul interior?

J.M: Da, asa vad copilul, dar el poate fi la fel de bine jucdus si
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and subversive. He is certainly there in the disappointments
and confrontations with mortality (which intensify as one
grows older), but those ‘presences’ can also insinuate (your
word again) a lightness of being, a playfulness. Children are
often told by adults, irritated by their behaviour, to ‘grow up’.
In other words, to behave, outwardly, ‘like an adult.
Sometimes I think that it is one of the responsibilities of the
poet not to confuse outward appearance/behaviour with the
inner life. But that is perhaps to raise other issues with which

we are not concerned here.

D.M.C.: Going back to your words 'The child is father of the man
[...I', a question comes to my mind: has the child in you been
teaching you something or has he been more of a comforting

‘presence’ ?

J.M.: I don’t think there’s a simple answer to this question, but
it may be implicit in some of what I have said so far; a

continually enabling presence rather than a comforting one.’
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subversiv. Cu sigurantd este acolo in dezamagirile legate de
mortalitate sau in confruntdrile cu aceasta (care se intensifica
odatd cu finaintarea in varstd), dar acele ‘prezente’ pot
deasemeni insinua (din nou cuvantul tdu) o bucurie de a fi, o
dispozitie spre joc. Adultii le spun adesea copiilor, iritati
tiind de comportamentul lor, ‘maturizeaza-te’. Altfel spus sa
se poarte, in aparentd,’ca un adult’. Uneori cred ca este una
dintre responsabilitdtile poetului sa nu confunde aparenta /
comportamentul aparent cu trdirea interioard. Dar acest

aspect ar deschide o altd discutie diferitd de aceasta.

D.M.C. Intorcandu-mad la cuvintele domniei voastre: 'The child is
father of the man [...]’, o intrebare imi vine in minte: vd invafd
copilul interior ceva anume sau este mai degrabd o ‘prezentd’ care

vd alina?

JM.: Nu cred cd exista un rdspuns simplu la aceasta
intrebare, dar ar putea decurge implicit din ceea ce am spus

pand acum ; o prezenta permanent motivantd, decat una care
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Comforting’ suggests to me a kind of maternal consolation, a
wiping-away of tears, while ‘teaching’ sounds rather too
instructive. Some way between the two perhaps ? Let’s just

stick with the notion of ‘presence’ as a travelling companion.

D.M.C.: In your poem ‘The War’, 1 find another very productive
role of the child in you: he awakens and nurtures the ludic part of
you; teaching to young pupils is playing with an educational
purpose; playing jazz is playing with notes, rhythms, moods to
experience another way of expression and communication; writing
poetry can be playing with words (apparently) in order to actually
find or reveal the hidden meaning of them. What I find in this poem
is the purpose for which an adult in your world invites a child to
play (“You try’, ‘We used to bet/on who could make it longest’); this
is how the adult can cope with grief. "You never met him’ is like the
promise of a story never to be told but yet for the adult reader to
speculate on ('speculate on...” a dear task to children and accessible

to adults to equate it with some heard of/already lived experiences).
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sd md aline. “Alinarea” imi sugereaza un tip de consolare
maternd, o stergere de lacrimi de pe obraz, in timp ce ‘a
invdta” imi suna cam prea instructiv. Poate, insd, undeva intre
acestea doud? Hai sd pdstram notiunea de “prezentda” in chip

de partener de drum.

D.M.C.: In poezia ‘Rézboiul’ (‘The War’), descopir un alt rol foarte
productiv al copilului interior: el trezeste la viatd si hrineste
dimensiunea ludici a persoanei dumneavoastre; a preda elevilor
presupune a vd juca cu ei in scop educativ; a interpreta jazz
presupune a vd juca cu notele, ritmurile, stdrile, cu scopul de a
experimenta noi modalitdti de exprimare si comunicare; a scrie
poezie poate presupune a vd juca cu vorbele (in aparenti), cu scopul
de a gdsi de fapt sau a scoate la iveald intelesul ascuns din ele. Ceea
ce gasesc in aceastd poezie este motivul pentru care un adult din
lumea domniei voastre invitd un copil la joacd ("You try’,'We used
to bet/on who could make it longest’); acesta este modul in care
adultul face fatd suferintei. “You never met him’ sund asemeni unei

promisiuni de poveste ce nu va fi spusi vreodatd, dar in contul
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The aunt teaches the child how to chew gum playing with gum; thus
she initiates a game with some sort of educational purpose (for the
child), but she also initiates a grief-relief game. The child enjoys it,
it's like an initiation for him; the adult ‘regroups’ emotionally
(‘Everyone was happy, almost’)-- the child records the happiness
around him (‘everyone was happy’), the adult records, mentally, the
emotional scar (‘almost’) as you, the adult, had learnt the story
hidden in "You never met him’ by the time the poet put it all in

words. Does this make sense to you?

J.M.: I'm glad you like ‘“The War’. In recent years it seems to
have become one of my more popular poems, and your
analysis of what it describes does indeed make sense to me,
explaining very clearly what takes place between the narrator

and the aunt, and how the poem itself negotiates between the
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cdreia cititorul adult poate specula (‘speculati pe baza...." este o
‘sarcind de lucru’ indrigitdi de copii si accesibild adultilor,
permitindu-le acestora din urmd sd o exchivaleze cu vreo altd
experienti de care au auzit sau pe care au trait-o deja). Matusa il
invatd pe copil cum sid mestece gumd, jucindu-se cu guma; astfel ea
initiazd un joc, unul cu scop educational, intr-un fel (pentru copil),
dar si un joc de eliberare a suferintei. Copilul se bucuri de joc, este
asemeni unei initieri pentru el; adultul se ‘regrupeazd’ emotional
(‘Everyone was happy, almost’) — copilul inregistreazd fericirea din
jurul lui (‘everyone was happy’)- , adultul inregistreazd, mental,
cicatricea emotionald (‘almost’), dat fiind faptul cd poetul, adult, de-
acum, a aflat intre timp povestea ascunsd dincolo de cuvintele “You

never met him’. Au sens pentru dumneavoastrd toate acestea?

J.M.: M4 bucur ci-ti place ‘Réizboiul’ (' The War’). In ultimii ani
se pare cd a devenit unul dintre poemele mele ceva mai
cunoscute, iar analiza pe care o faci chiar are sens pentru
mine, explicand foarte clar ceea ce se intampla intre narator si

madtusd, precum si modul in care poemul insusi negociaza
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experience of the child and the understanding of the adult. intre experienta copilului si intelegerea adultului. Ma bucur,
I'm pleased, too, that you pick up on ‘almost’. Its placing at de asemeni, cd vorbesti si de “almost”. Prin plasarea
the end of the line after the slight pause insisted upon by a cuvantului la finalul versului, dupa pauza scurtd asupra
comma, gives it stress and emphasis, and (I hope) provokes cdreia insist printr-o virguld, acesta capdtd accent si emfaza, si
just the kind of attention you have given it. So when you ask if (sper eu) provoaca anume acel tip de atentie pe care tu insati
what you have said makes sense to me, I can only reply Yes i-ai acordat-o. Astfel cd atunci cdnd mad intrebi daca are sens
and Thank You! pentru mine, nu pot decat sa-ti raspund Da si Multumesc !
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Translating John Mole’s poems has been a wonderful
and privileged journey through light. I have been working
specifically on rendering multiple metamorphoses of light as
depicted by John Mole in his poetry, and I have been
preoccupied to transfer as accurately as possible the images he
has created, as the latter are rare pieces one may encounter in
contemporary poetry. This volume, entitled The Memory of
Gardens, after one of the poems included in it, is an art gallery,
in which the reader can find exhibits that outpour light in
silence. The volume looks like a collection of paintings in words
that would easily fit under the heading: The Metamorphoses of
Light.

John Mole is a keen observer of the profane and the
ordinary light, with a great potential to transfigure itself into a

sacred one. Light in his poetry seems meant to immortalize, to
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Traducerea poeziilor lui John Mole s-a dovedit un
minunat si privilegiat periplu prin lumind. M-a preocupat
in mod deosebit redarea multiplelor metamorfoze ale
luminii asa cum John Mole le-a ilustrat in poezia sa, si am
cautat sa transfer prin traducere, cit mai fidel posibil,
imaginile create, pe cd acestea sunt exemplare rare in
poezia contemporand. Acest volum, intitulat Memoria
Gradinilor, dupd una din poeziile incluse, este o galerie de
artd, in care cititorul poate gasi exponate care silentios
revarsd lumind. Volumul aratd ca o colectie de tablouri in
cuvinte care lesne s-ar putea incadra sub titlul:
Metamorfozele Luminii.

John Mole este un fin observator al luminii profane
si obisnuite, care are un potential apreciabil de a se revela

drept lumind sacra. Lumina din poeziile sale pare menita
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frame bits of experienced and cherished life. The poet engages a
fight with his own mortality, with the help of descriptive words
that trap inside them drops, or pulses, or promises of light,
which ‘cry out’ loud transcendence. The space he depicts is a
domestic one, with a great potential to prove rich in exquisite
glimpses of immanence. The backyard gardens become the
gardens of Eden that we ‘“were born in to leave’ - to use John
Mole’s words -, or the gardens that have no need to become
anything else; they actually are hidden “paradise gardens’ here

on earth, gardens that open to those capable to “see’.

Love is one poem in which the feeling appears as
nourished by a preoccupied, alert, and caring couple that
attempts to fight mortality through the power of their gaze.
Love gets transfigured and grants the two demiurgic powers:
‘Gently between our joined hands/ It pulses, becomes the light/ Of our

gaze across a landscape [...]." This is rather a profane light, which
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sa imortalizeze, sd inrameze franturi de viata, traita si
impartdsitd. Poetul initiaza o luptd cu propria-i mortalitate,
prin intermediul cuvintelor descriptive, care pastreaza
captive in ele picdturi, impulsuri sau promisiuni de
lumind, prin care transcendenta ‘striga din rdsputeri’.
Spatiul pe care il evoca este unul domestic, dar cu un
potential considerabil de a se dodovedi bogat in farame
desdvarsite de imanenta. Gradinile din spatele casei devin
grddinile edenice, in care ne-‘am ndscut ca sd le pardsim’ -
ca sd folosesc cuvintele lui John Mole -, sau gradinile care
nu trebuie sd devind orice altceva; ele insele sint realmente
gradini paradisiace ascunse, aici pe pamant, gradini care se
‘deschid’ celor capabili “sd vada’.

Iubire este un poem in care sentimentul apare asa
cum e nutrit intr-un cuplu preocupat, precaut si afectuos,
care ia initiativa de a lupta cu mortalitatea prin puterea
luminii din privirea lor. Iubirea se transfigureaza si confera
celor doi puteri demiurgice: “Plapand, intre-ale noastre maini

impreunate/Pulseazd, devine lumina/Pe care privirea noastrd o-
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turns into a sacred and a redeeming or redemptive one, thanks
to its descending from love; as such, this light is a promise of
regeneration. The couple works tacitly, aware of their mission;
they act instinctively, without negotiating or planning ahead;
they know that love has huge potential to regenerate from its

own ashes, and feed the creative potential of the couple.

In The Mountain, we witness another sort of light: ‘as a
plumed light/Brushed across his face/ without reflection’. This
beaming feathery presence is associated with that of a
mountain, the ‘secret holder” of the origin of air - as John Mole
sees it - that enables one access to knowledge by opening its
wings; we notice an ‘awakening’ of the mountain and a promise
of knowledge to be accessed. The inquisitive mind that
addresses the mountain in hope for some sort of ascent does get
a response, but in ‘exemplary silence’. This time, like some sort of

good omen, light prefigures the promise of tapping into hidden
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aruncd peste priveliste’. Aceasta este mai curind o lumina
profand, care devine sacrd, izbdvitoare sau mantuitoare,
gratie faptului ca descinde din iubire; ca atare, aceasta
lumind este o promisiune de regenerare. Cuplul isi vede
tacit de treabd, constient de misiunea sa; cei doi actioneaza
instinctiv, fard sda negocieze sau sa planifice ceva in
prealabil; ei stiu cd iubirea are un potential remarcabil de a
se regenera din propria-i cenusd si de a alimenta
potentialul creativ al cuplului.

In Muntele, suntem martorii unui alt tip de lumina:
‘o lumind tnaripati/li sterse chipul/Fird a se limuri’. Aceastd
inaripatd prezentd nimbatd se asociaza cu cea a unui
munte, pdstrdtor ascuns al ‘originii aerului’ - cum il vede
John Mole -, munte care inlesneste accesul la cunoastere
prin deschiderea aripilor; remarcdm o ‘trezire’ a muntelui
si conturarea unei promisiuni de accesare a cunoasterii.
Mintea iscoditoare care se adreseazd muntelui cu speranta
de a i se permite vreo ascensiune, de orice natura ar fi ea,

primeste intr-adevdar un raspuns, insd intr-o ‘tdcere
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truths or answers. Thus whereas in Love we saw a demiurgic
light, this time we perceive something of a more ascetic, cold,

impersonal, and yet illuminating one.

In Wings, the angels make you think of auras, of
luminescent presences. The “sudden restlessness” and the ‘buoyant
shoulders’” add dynamism and dramatism to the visual,
prefiguring and fueling the uplift aimed at journeying through
the liberating ‘brightness of the air’. In this poem, the wings
pertain both to the profane and to the sacred, being the link
between the two, yet remaining wings that ordinary human
beings may grow. I would rather see the wings in The Mountain
though as pertaining to the “ascetic’.

In To his Love, Sleeping, we see how sleep facilitates
another type of existence; sleep opens two dimensions that the
poet has to decide on which to choose. There is a reference to

the mortals” dimension: “the light of your eyes’, which stands for
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exemplard’. De aceastd datd, ca un semn de bun augur,
lumima prefigureaza promisiunea de a accesa adevaruri
sau rdspunsuri ascunse. Astfel in timp ce in Iubire vedeam
o lumind demiurgicd, de data asta percepem ceva mai
apropiat de wuna asceticd, rece, impersonald, insa
revelatoare.

In Aripi, ingerii te duc cu gandul la aure, la prezente
luminescente. Vizualul castiga in dinamism si dramatism
prin ‘zbucium neasteptat’ si ‘umeri avintati’; sint imagini ce
prefigureaza si hranesc indltarea intru caldtorire prin
eliberatoarea ‘strilucire a vizduhului’. In aceastd poezie,
aripile tin atat de profan, cat si de sacru, fiind legatura
dintre cele doud dimensiuni, rdaminind totusi aripi ce pot
creste oricdrei fiinte umane. Aripile din Muntele, insa, mai
curind le-as vedea ca apartinind “asceticului’.

In Iubirii sale, dormind, vedem cum somnul
faciliteaza un alt tip de fiintare; somnul deschide doud
dimensiuni asupra cdrora poetul trebuie sa decida pe care

s-o aleagd. Existd o trimitere cdtre dimensiunea
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the seductive, the profane, the inspirational, and the uplifting.
“That secretive glow/behind shut lids” is a reference to the promise
of an exquisite, divine, unattainable realm. This glow, though
tempting, is less precise; it is a glow of another dimension,
accessible through sleep. The light from this dimension is a
domestic and profane one. The glow is sacred, yet the poet is
privileged: he can perceive it while contemplating his beloved.
The poet has access to the glow of this other dimension through
the sleep of his companion; thus the couple seems to be the

secret formula that would help the artist access the veiled or the

“hidden’.

In Happiness, a cascade-of-light-poem, there is light in the
whiteness of a sheet of paper; there is light in ‘white is the
promise of a subject matter’ - which would render it an
inspirational light - ; there is also light in the sheets pegged on a
line; there is light in ‘a cool bright acreage of summer evening’;

there is light in the “shutters’ brilliant white’. All this whiteness is
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muritorilor: ‘lumina ochilor tdi’, care desemneaza seductia,
profanul, inspiratia si elevatia spirituald. ‘Cea stralucire
tainicd/de dincolo de pleoape trase’ trimite la promisiunea
unui tdrdm inaccesibil, divin, sublim. Aceastd stralucire,
desi tentantd, se sustrage unei reprezentdri precise; este o
stralucire apartindnd unei alte dimensiuni, accesibile prin
somn. Lumina din aceasta dimensiune este una domestica
si profana. Stralucirea este sacrd, dar poetul este privilegiat:
el o poate percepe in timp ce-si contempleaza iubita.
Poetul accede luminescenta acestei alte dimensiuni prin
intermediul somnului partenerei sale; cuplul pare astfel a
fi formula secretd care i-ar permite artistului sd acceseze
ascunsul.

In Fericire, un poem-cascadd-de-lumind, gdsim
lumind in albul colii de hartie; gasim lumind si in “Albul
este promisiunea unui subiect bun’, ceea ce o prezintd drept
lumina-inspiratie; gasim lumina si in cearsafurile intinse pe
funie; gdsim lumina si intr-"o-ntindere luminoasd, ricoritoare
de seard de vard’; gdasim lumina si in ‘albul briliant al
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of a domestic yet incandescent light, one for the privileged.
Where there is light, a couple joins: “sleep and love will never have
gone better’; harmony, candor and love flourish under an
effusion of light. What is more, the poet enthusiastically and

dynamically enjoys being one of the protagonists.

In The Memory of Gardens, light is the belle of the ball. There
are different perspectives, different screens projected by light as
filtered through water, surfaces or glass panes. There is a
gyroscopic unfolding of shapes that light can take on in John
Mole’s poems; for instance, this wonderful image in ‘The
window frames/Reciprocally white, their/Lucent-beaded latticing/A
jeweled absence, yours/And mine [...]". The ‘frame’ is one motif
that John Mole uses quite often to immortalize portraits, in this
case, that of the couple. The image gives the reader the feeling
that the poet engenders material representations of the two
protagonists where they actually are not. The frailty of the tiny
drops of water that draw shapes of the two on the surface of the

windowpanes is actually the frailty of human existence, all
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jaluzelelor’. Tot acest alb este al unei lumini domestice, insa
incandescente, menitd celor privilegiati. lar acolo unde e
lumind, un cuplu se arata: ‘somn si iubire nicicind nu s-au
potrivit mai bine’; armonia, candoarea si iubirea sunt in
floare sub o revarsare de lumind. In plus, poetul insusi
devine protagonist, participand entuziast si dinamic.

In Memoria gridinilor, lumina este frumoasa balului.
Perspective diferite, ecrane diferite sunt proiectate de
lumina filtrata prin apd, geamuri sau alte suprafete. Exista
o desfdsurare giroscopicad de forme pe care lumina le poate
lua in poezia lui John Mole; de exemplu, aceastd imagine
minunatd din versurile: ‘Ramele ferestrelor/Reciproc albe,
descriu/Pianzd, numai broboane translucide/O absentd de
Qiuvaeruri plind, a ta/Si-a mea [...]'. Motivul ,ramei’ este
destul de des folosit de John Mole, pentru a imortaliza
portrete al cuplului in acest caz. Imaginea da cititorului
sentimentul ca poetul genereaza reprezentari materiale ale
celor doi protagonisti acolo unde de fapt nu exista.

Fragilitatea picdturilor de apa care configureazd pe
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sparkling and precious in appearance, yet so vulnerable in

essence.

In Serenade, we experience the light of a torrid day: there
is a “dial ablaze’, in remembrance of the mortals’ time passing
and time being measured. This image of it strikes us visually
from the very opening of the poem, the mortality of human
nature being pinpointed. The ‘sun-spot’, the ‘points of
light/[which] Play leap-frog dazzle in a water-bowl’ are again a
gyroscopic display of lights. Light is also made present by the
very mentioning of the opposites: ‘On lease from shade and
shadow’. The poem is a celebration of life under the reign of
light, and of escape from the realm of shadows. But there is not
just love and light; this time the sound joins in; the poet is not

just contemplating, he is fully enjoying it, through laughter.

In The Loss, the mood changes dramatically, yet there is
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suprafata geamurilor siluetele celor doi este de fapt o
trimitere la fragilitatea existentei umane - o existentd in
aparentd cat se poate de strdlucitoare si pretioasd, dar atat
de vulnerabila in esenta.

In Serenads, experimentim lumina unei zile toride;
gasim un cadran solar care ,scinteiaza’, ce ne aduce aminte
de timpul trecdtor si masurabil al muritorilor. Imaginea ne
surprinde vizual chiar de la inceputul poemului, tema
naturii muritoare a fiintei umane fiind marcata.
Descoperim din nou o etalare giroscopicd de lumini: ,un
petec de lumind’, ,toate scinteiele din soare/Ie orbesc siltind
intr-un vas cu apd’. Lumina este prezentd si prin insasi
mentionarea elementelor antonimice: ,Fird de umbrd si
penumbri’. Poemul este o celebrare a vietii sub imperiul
luminii si al evadirii din tirAmul umbrelor. Insd nu doar
iubire si lumind gdsim in poezie; de aceasta datd si
auditivul isi face loc: poetul nu doar contempld, ci se
bucura pe deplin, razand.

In Pierderea, starea de spirit se schimba dramatic,
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some sort of incandescent light associated with heartache in ‘a
bright ring of distress’. In The Quilt, the immaterial becomes
tangible as in ‘The light was caught in it’. In Not too Late, an
intimate sort of light, of lanterns, signals a discrete and hidden
place that tempts the poet out of domesticity, only to
subsequently rediscover in Berries the warm light of sunrise,

when nature looks its best, all covered in dew.

Not Snow, the poem that closes this volume, comes as a
celebration of light and its potential for augmenting specks of
sacredness hidden beyond ordinariness. Have we ever seen
snow as ‘a white breast feather’, or a winter garden as ‘blazoned
with light”? Maybe we haven’t, but now we do. We have all
experienced the thrill of stepping across fresh snow; have we
thought of it as stepping across a “promised land’? Now we do;
with John Mole’s help, we can “see’. There is magic and sublime
in the mundane; snow is like a filter that makes you see beyond

the profane. Snow redefines space and perception: an ordinary
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insa durerii sufletesti si trupesti ii descoperim asociata un
fel de lumind incandescentd, in ,un cerc incandescent de
neputintd’. In Cuvertura, imaterialul devine tangibil, ca in ,s-
a prins lumina-n ea’. In Nu-i prea tdrziu, o lumind intim,
asociatd felinarelor, semnaleaza un spatiu distinct si ascuns
privirii, care momeste poetul dincolo de spatiul domestic,
ca apoi sd regasim in Berries lumina caldd a rdsdritului,
cand natura, acoperitd de roud, se aratd in toatd
splendoarea ei.

Nu zdpadd, poemul care incheie acest volum, vine ca
o celebrare a luminii si a potentialului ei de a amplifica
farame de sacralitate ascunse dincolo de realitatea comuna.
Am asemadnat noi vreodatd zapada cu ,0 pand albd de pe
pantec’, sau ne-am gandit vreodata cd gradina iarna capata
rang de noblete datoritd luminii pe care o reflecta? Poate ca
nu, dar acum putem. Cu totii am trdit fiorul deosebit de a
cdlca pe zapada proaspdt asternutd; ne-am inchipuit
vreodata ca pdsim pe ,taramul figaduit’? Acum o facem; cu

ajutorul poetului John Mole, acum putem ,vedea’. Exista si
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garden acquires higher status, if not retrieving its primordial

status; it becomes the garden.

John Mole’s poems of light are enchanting: so simple and
ordinary words, emotions, protagonists, and décor; yet his
aesthetic of light brings to the surface the sublime in the
mundane, the splendor and the meaningfulness, which the

intellectualism and the deceitfulness of our times neglect to set

store by.
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magie si sublim in lumesc; zapada fiinteaza asemeni unui
filtru care ne face sa vedem dincolo de profan. Zdpada
redefineste spatiu si perceptie: o grdadind obisnuitd
dobandeste statut superior, daca nu cumva isi recastigd
statutul primordial; redevine gradina initiala.

Poeziile luminii ale lui John Mole sunt incantatoare:
cuvintele, emotiile, protagonistii si decorul sunt atat de
simple si comune; insd estetica luminii proprie lui John
Mole scoate la suprafata sublimul din existenta comund,
splendoarea si semnificativul, pe care intelectualismul si

falsitatea timpurilor noastre omit s-o pretuiasca.
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