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Two weeks before Christmas 2014, Contemporary
Literature Press publishes in both English and Romanian a
book of poems by a London poet who was born in the former
Yugoslavia, in Belgrade, where she published five books of
poetry and fiction in the Serbian language. Her name is
Sonja Besford. This is the first book she wrote in English. It
was published in London in 2001. Alan Brownjohn, well-
known to us all as an English poet and poetry critic, was
welcoming her warmly in a Foreword to the book, which he
now updates with a few words added in 2014.

The view of a torn Yugoslavia where death reigned for
a long time is strong enough to shatter all bucolic ideas
westerners might have had about the fall of the Iron Curtain.

Cu doua fnaintea

Contemporary Literature Press publica in limbile engleza si

saptamani Craciunului,
romand un volum de poeme scris de o scriitoare londoneza
care s-a ndscut in fosta Iugoslavie, la Belgrad. A publicat
acolo cinci carti de poezie si proza in limba sarba. Aceasta
este prima carte pe care a scris-o direct in englezd. A apdrut
la Londra in anul 2001. Alan Brownjohn, cunoscut multora
ca poet si critic de poezie, scria la aparitie un foarte cald
cuvant inainte.

Imaginea unei Iugoslavii sfasiate, unde moartea era
singura lege, descurajeazd orice idee bucolicda a
occidentalilor in ce priveste caderea Cortinei de Fier. Europa

are de invatat din cartea Sonjei Besford o lectie pe care numai




In her book, Sonja Besford teaches Europe a lesson only an
insider could have taught. She hints at the ways a common
citizen free from totalitarianism could, or can survive Post-
Communism. Exile is his last option, although some may
take it first. The poet herself emigrated. This book is an
explanation and a re-enactment. Serbia looms large in the
poet’s mind. We have translated her because Romanians
may relate to her torn identity, European though it is.

cineva din interior o putea preda. Aflam din versurile ei in
ce feluri poate supravietui Post-Comunismului un proaspat
eliberat de totalitarism. Exilul e ultima lui alegere, in ciuda
faptului cd multi incep cu ea. Poeta insdsi a emigrat candva.
Cartea ei este o explicatie si o retrdire. Nu putem crede ca
obsedanta Serbie din mintea ei o va pdrdsi vreodata.
Traducem in romaneste sosiri si plecdri tocmai pentru cd
multi se vor recunoaste in identitatea ei scindata si

conflictuald, Europeans, si totusi —mai mult.
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to john, always and forever

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari

parallel texts. translated from english into romanian
2

Table of Contents

Alan Brownjohn  foreword. introducere

arrivals & departures

my mother my father. mama tata

my mother my father II. mama tata II

meeting an aging prostitute. intalnire cu o prostituatd in varsta

italian pimp. codos italian

several sins. cateva pdacate

death of a friend in mombasa. moartea unui prieten in mombasa

the angel, the last prophet and death. ingerul, ultimul profet si moartea
photograph of a captured demon. poza cu demon captiv

devil and magician. diavol si magician

the nun and the terrorist. maicuta si teroristul

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014

p-19
p-21

ao s B o B BN c e B B

.24
.27
.28
.31
.33
. 36
.38



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari

parallel texts. translated from english into romanian
3

to dance with bears and tigers. dans cu ursi si cu tigri

resentfully loving a prophet. iubit cu furie, profetul

goddess conducting rebirth. zeitd ajutand un batran sa se nasca din nou
travelling with an angel. caldtorie cu inger

healer. vindecator

homeless philosopher. filosof fara adapost

the poet i know. cunosc un poet

dream lover. iubitul din vis
confession. mdrturisire

tired love. dragoste obosita

tired love II. dragoste obosita II

the virgin. fecioara

lovers. indragostiti

waking with john. in zori langa john
love poem. poem de dragoste

an affair. aventurd

lust. dorinta

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014

9 8 8 B B Y TV T T T

.53
.56

58
60

.61
.62
. 66
. 68
.70
.71



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari

parallel texts. translated from english into romanian
4

abandoned dog. caine parasit

late love. iubire tarzie

alive again. din nou viu

the old man’s temptation. ispitirea batranului
return of the first lover. intoarcerea primului iubit
memories. amintiri

the inner demons. demoni lduntrici

februaring. februarizand

serbs meeting luck. sarbi intalnindu-si norocul

the tyranny of milo$evi¢. tirania lui milosevic¢

nato’s 50t birthday party. petrecere la a 50-a aniversare a nato

serbia talking. discursul serbiei

troubled youth on his way to war. tandr zbuciumat in drum spre razboi
a mental patient. bolnav mintal

suicide of an actor in Belgrade. sinuciderea unui actor in belgrad

a regime academic. universitar supus regimului

hunger. foame

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014

o 2ac BN o BNy BN © RS o BN O}

.72
.73
.75
.77
.79
.81
.83

.85
.87

88

.90
.91
.96
.97
. 100
. 101
. 103



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari

parallel texts. translated from english into romanian
5

the truth speaking. cuvantarea adevarului
perhaps not a dream. poate vis, poate nu

singing. cant

Information about the Poet and the Translator

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014

p. 104
p. 106
p- 108

p- 110



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari
parallel texts. translated from english into romanian

Alan Brownjohn

foreword

21 June 2001

How do most readers approach collections of poetry?

Hardly ever, surely, reading from beginning to end, cover
to cover, as we would with novels. Don’t we first look at a couple
of early poems to get a sense of what the author is doing, then
move on and select other poems, either to read at once or leave
until a little later, as decided by titles, opening lines, or length?
And then don’t we finally, to get some sense of what a book as a
whole is saying, return and re-read it as a collection at that stage?

Poets know about these habits as readers; and are wise if
they take some care about the first impression they offer, the last
impression they leave, and the variety of subject, mood, size and
shape in the poems placed between. It’s a rare collection in which
almost any poem you chance upon in this initially selective
process of reading has the power—whether what it says is

introducere

Cum se citeste oare un volum de poeme?

In mod sigur nu de la cap la coad ori din scoarta in
scoartd, ca romanele. Ne aruncam ochii peste citeva poeme
de inceput. Ne facem o idee incotro merge poetul. Citim apoi
mai departe. Incepem s& alegem ce ne place, ce sa citim acum
pe loc, ori mai incolo, depinzand de titluri, de primul vers,
de lungime... Abia dupd aceea vrem sa intelegem cartea ca
intreg, asa ca ne intoarcem si citim tot volumul.

Poetii cunosc aceste obiceiuri, pentru cd sunt si ei la
randul lor cititori. Daca sunt intelepti, se ingrijesc de prima
si de ultima impresie pe care o lasd: intre ele, au grija sa
adune o varietate de teme, stari de spirit, poeme lungi si
scurte, cu forme cat mai diferite. Poemele pot fi clare, ori pot
avea o complexitate la care trebuie sd meditezi. Nu sunt
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immediately clear or is more complex and requires a little more
time — to hold the reader’s attention at once.

Sonja Besford’s poems in this vibrant and arresting book —
I recommend looking immediately at, say, "to dance with bears
and tigers’ or “alive again’ —have just that ability. She writes with
impressive command in a language not her mother tongue,
which is Serbian, but refuses even to hint at the difficulties that
task might present. It is almost as if the second language, English,
is commanding her. Privately she speaks of Serbian as a
‘wonderful husband” with whom she can feel too comfortable,
and English as a “vigorous young lover’ driving her crazy with
his “passion, unpredictability, energy, originality and quite often
delightful simplicity.’

Shall we take the husband first? Sonja began writing in
English a few years ago with her reputation already well-
established in her native Yugoslavia: she is the author of two
poetry collections, two of short stories and a novel, all published
in Belgrade. Reading the eight poems she has translated into
English from the Serbian in part three of this book (they first
appeared in her previous collections as well as the distinguished
literary review Kritika), or those she has written in English, and
wondering how they would read and sound in Serbian —as if we
were the lover wondering about the husband, so to speak —it’s

7

multe volumele in care de la bun inceput, de la prima alegere
intampldtoare, descoperi ca toate poemele acestea te
intereseazad.

Cartea fascinanta si plind de viata a Sonjei Besford
este o exceptie. As recomanda sa incepeti cu ,dans cu ursi si
cu tigri” ori ,din nou viu”, de exemplu. Poeta manuieste
perfect o limba dobandita; limba ei maternd este sarba. Scrie,
insd, in limba engleza fard nici cea mai mica urma de ezitare.
Aceastd a doua limba pare si fi pus stipanire pe ea. In
particular, autoarea descrie limba sarbd ca pe un ,un sot
minunat”, cu care se poate simti chiar prea in largul ei, iar
engleza ca pe un ,indrdgostit tandr si viguros”, care o
copleseste cu ,pasiunea, imprevizibilitatea, energia,
originalitatea si adesea cu incantdtoarea-i simplitate.”

Sa vorbim despre sot mai intai. Sonja a inceput sa
scrie in englezd acum cativa ani, cand avea deja o reputatie
in tara ei, lugoslavia: ea este autoarea a doud volume de
poeme, doud de povestiri si un roman, toate publicate la
Belgrad. Cand citim cele opt poeme pe care le-a tradus din
sarba in engleza in partea a treia a cartii de fata (ele au parut
in volumele ei anterioare, precum si in renumita revista
literara Kritika), sau pe acelea scrise direct in englezd, ne
intrebam cum s-ar citi si cum ar suna ele in sarba —asa cum

indragostitul se intreaba cum o fi sotul oare: intuim
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possible to sense something of the surreal daring, the freedom to
be unreasonable. That would excite English readers if they could
also read her in her mother tongue. It’s the same excitement they
have felt about very much of the best post-Second World War
poetry from Eastern Europe in general.

The English can write wonderfully in other ways—
rationality is one of their hugest assets — but not in that particular
way. So the comfortable husband remains a passionate rival?
Yes, but the lover would be right to claim that there is something
special and remarkable about Sonja’s poems done in his English,
to which she has brought abundant quantities of the verve and
originality of her mother culture.

To begin where any reader will start: her gratitude to her
parents is poignantly clear in the two introductory poems about
them, tributes to their defiant, exuberant spirit (‘they shiver yet
sing’) colourfully remembered in ‘a ravelling of voices music
cutlery napery’, in the family Sunday lunches, the visits with her
siblings to the cake shop and the cinema, and after the cowboy
film

...our mother
our father waiting to take us to our unhounded home
where even the walls sang and paintings hummed

8

indrdzneala suprarealistad si libertatea de a sfida ratiunea.
Daca cititorul englez ar putea s-o citeascd in limba ei
materna, cu siguranta ar fi tulburat. El ar resimti emotia pe
care am trdit-o cu totii citind poezia scrisd in Europa de est
dupa cel de-al doilea rdazboi mondial.

Englezii tulburd altfel cititorul: in primul rand, ei sunt
rationali. Sotul, cu acel sentimentul de relaxare confortabild,
rdmane fard indoiala un rival redutabil. Pe de altd aparte,
amantul da poemelor Sonjei scrise in limba engleza un aer
aparte, cu totul remarcabil: poeta aduce cu ea in limba
engleza verva si originalitatea culturii in care s-a ndscut.

Vom incepe cu ceea ce impresioneaza nu doar cativa
cititori, ci pe toti: recunostinta ei fatd de parinti, exprimata in
primele doua poeme, scrise cu o limpezime dureroasa.
Vedem in aceste poeme spiritul neinfricat, exuberant
(~cutremurati de groaza, cantd”). Amintirea e pitoreasca:
,incilcire de voci muzicd tacAmuri servete albe” la
pranzurile de duminica ale familiei, dupd care mergea cu
surorile la cofetarie si la cinema, iar dupa filmul cu cowboy

... mama cu tata asteptau sd ne ducd inapoi acasa
unde nu erau lupte unde peretii cdntau si tablourile fredonau
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The feeling of warmth and security caught there so vividly (that
“unhounded’ atmosphere) has given this poet the strength to take
on an impressive range of themes; though it only intermittently
returns in the poems that follow.

They are about: love, with its pleasures and ambiguities,
time and memory —being young and growing old —good and
evil, politics (which means, implicitly yet unmistakably, the
plight of her mother country), and death. Aren’t these the
necessary stock-in-trade of most poets? True, but Sonja Besford
specialises in a quality of unexpectedness which makes her
these
disconcerting. You do not know at once where you are in her

variations of traditional themes enthralling—and
poems, with the love poems in particular. Is “death of a friend in
mombasa” a love poem? Is the speaker, wanting permission to let
the tears flow, the poet? The sadness is patent, and the speaker

will be unable to show a true face, only

mourn... with the tragedy of a clown
who has run out of the makeup removing cream

Love, which inevitably raises questions of time and memory, can
be delighted in for its ability to disorientate the lover (‘love
poem’), doubted when the lover is just too grandiloquent (in the
very funny ‘an affair’), or recalled with a kind of hopeful

9

Sentimentul de cdldura si siguranta surprins acolo atat de
viu (acea atmosfera fara ,lupte”) i-a dat poetei puterea sa
abordeze o gama impresionanta de teme. Este un sentiment
care revine doar pe alocuri in poemele ce urmeaza.

Vorbesc aceste poeme despre dragoste, cu pldcerile si
echivocul ei, despre timp si amintire—tinerete si
imbadtranire — despre bine si rdu, despre politica (si implicit,
inevitabil, tragedia tdrii natale) si despre moarte. Nu sunt
acestea oare capitalul tuturor poetilor? Ba da, insa Sonja
Besford este atat de neasteptata: variatiile ei pe aceste teme
sunt seducdtoare—si tulburdtoare. La inceput nu stii ce sa
crezi despre poemele ei, mai ales cand este vorba de poeziile
de dragoste. Este ,moartea unui prieten din mombasa” o
poezie de dragoste? Oare chiar poeta este cea care,
povestind, varsa o lacrimd? Tristetea este evidentd, iar

vorbitorul o disimuleaza si

plange... cu figura sfasiatd a clovnului

care a rdmas fard cremd demachianta

Dragostea, care in mod inevitabil ridica problema timpului
si a amintirii, incantd atunci cand indrdgostitul nu mai stie
ce sa creadd (,poem de dragoste”), starneste neincrederea
daca indragostitul se imbata cu vorbe mari (in poemul hazliu
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nostalgia (‘return of the first lover’). It can be celebrated as a late
happening (‘late love’), or deeply ambiguous when, in ‘lust’, the
fascinated lovers feel “poisoned by the lasting gift of lust’, or
exhausted and passing (in the two “tired love” poems). Or tender

and uncomplicated in marriage:

i adjust to our curves and cavities, inhale
his sleep-odours and so assembled by
spoonsful of love, every morning

i wish it were yesterday morning
(‘waking with john”)

But no treatment of love, memory, or any other theme in these
pages will be routine or conventional; the slant on “‘memories” in
the poem of that title is both novel and entertaining.
Unsurprisingly, there are intriguing and unusual ideas in those
poems, often complex yet always rewarding, that examine good
and evil. Some are written from a conviction that the Christian
God will play dangerous and deadly games with humanity, for
example with the woman in “meeting an aging prostitute’, who
asks to be renewed so as to meet a first lover whom she might
once have met beside ‘an indigo lagoon’ long ago. It is also

10

»aventurda”), ori se pierde in amintire cu un fel de nostalgie
plind de sperantd (,,intoarcerea primului iubit”). Ea poate fi
cantatd ca o bucurie tarzie (,iubire tarzie”), sau ca o
incertitudine chinuitoare atunci cand, in poemul ,dorintd”,
amantii fermecati se descopera ,cdzuti in patima fara sfarsit
a dorintei ”, sau se descopera sfarsiti si provizorii (in cele
doud poeme intitulate , dragoste obosita”). Ori, mai incolo,

sunt prinsi intr-o casnicie tandra si fara complicatii:

mad dau dupd curbele si intrandurile noastre, inspir
izul somnului lui si astfel adunata

in mici portii de iubire, in fiecare dimineata

imi doresc si fie ieri dimineata

(,in zori, langd john”)

Nicdieri in aceste pagini nu vom gdsi imagini conventionale
ori tocite ale iubirii, ale amintirii, ori ale altor teme:
perspectiva asupra ,amintirilor” din poemul cu acelasi titlu
este In acelasi timp ineditd si amuzanta. In mod deloc
surprinzdtor, poemele contin idei fascinante despre bine si
rdu, idei care ne pun pe ganduri, idei de multe ori complexe
Unele
convingerea cd Dumnezeul crestin impinge omenirea

si intotdeauna incantatoare. sunt scrise din

intr-un joc pe care aceasta il va pldti cu viata: femeia din
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possible that the lover never arrived and she became a prostitute,
or, he made her into a prostitute. In any case the prayer is made
in vain; so finally

she calls out to her death-lord to lead her
to the end and thence to the beginning and to that
perfumed shore again

An alarming note of despair? In the cryptic, possibly very
personal, poem called ‘resentfully loving a prophet’, God
withdraws immortality from someone and returns her to
ordinary human existence to perform his will in respect of
someone else. This is an uncertain universe...

This is a poet of arresting images and metaphors, but
‘healer” and ‘the inner demons’ are poems in which imagery
sustains vigorous and challenging argument. In the latter poem,
immense personal territories are covered, exuberantly and yet
with the ruefulness that features so often in these pages. Can the
demons be given last rites and laid to rest? It seems not. They can
be annoyed, but not expelled, not ignored. The two people

11

,intdlnire cu o prostituatd in varstd” se roaga sa
reintinereascd pentru a-l revedea pe primul ei iubit, cu care
poate s-a intdlnit odatd demult, langd , 0 lagund indigo”.
Poate iubitul ei n-a apdrut niciodatd si de aceea a apucat-o ea
pe o cale gresitd; poate ca el este chiar cel care a impins-o pe
aceastd cale cu bund stiinta. In orice caz, ruga este facuta in

zadar; asa cd intr-un final

il strigd pe domnul mortii s-o cdlauzeasca
spre sfarsit si de acolo iar cétre inceput inspre acel
mal parfumat

O nota ingrijordtoare de disperare... In poemul criptic si,
poate, foarte personal, intitulat ,iubit cu furie, profetul”,
Dumnezeu retrage eroinei darul nemuririi, trimi’;énd-o
inapoi in viata omeneascd, pentru cd vrea, prin ea, sd
actioneze asupra altcuiva. Universul este o lume incerta...
Avem de-a face cu imagini si metafore remarcabile.
Mai mult decéat atat, ,vindecator” si,,demonii launtrici” sunt
poeme in care imaginea este dublata de o gindire profunda
si originald. ,demoni lduntrici” este un poem aproape intim,
scris cu exuberanta, dar si cu tristetea ce caracterizeaza
intregul volum. Pot demonii fi ingropati crestineste? Poeta

nu este deloc sigura. i putem exaspera pe acesti demoni, dar
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(lovers?), failing in their attempt to be rid of them, end up with nu scdpam niciodatd de ei si nici nu ne putem preface ca
an increased sense of their own awfulness (‘what a nu-i vedem. Cei doi eroi (indragostiti, poate) se dau batuti,
melancholy/brothel we’ve become’): asadar, si se descoperd inspdimantatori in existenta lor:

in the texture of these ceremonies i felt my friend’s si cu toate acestea ceremonia m-a facut sd simt caldura

goodness and lofty presence as we held hands si semetia prietenului meu ne-am dat méana

to dance and leap towards the conciliatory moon lighting in dans si salturi cdtre luna impéciuitoare a carei lumind cddea

our faces and that graveyard in croatia i shall never see again peste

chipurile noastre si peste acel cimitir din croatia pe care n-am
sd-1 revad niciodata

There has been a sort of wild enjoyment in this process of Cei doi isi savureazd infrangerea cu bucurie sdlbatecd. Totul

admitting their irreversible fallibility. And all this (not least the se intampla in numai paisprezece versuri, bantuite de
mysterious and sinister implications of the graveyard image) is imaginea misterioasd si sumbrd a cimitirului.

achieved in just fourteen lines.

The reference to Croatia fittingly occurs in the last line Croatia apare in chip semnificativ in ultimul vers

before the part FOUR consisting of thirteen poems with a mainly dinaintea partii a patra, care cuprinde treisprezece poeme

political content. The mood is set, wittily, truthfully, and politice in esentd. Atmosfera este conturata inteligent, clar si

eloquently by the first, ‘februaring’: elocvent de primul poem, intitulat , februarizand”:

i am februaring about all the dead friends and past lovers februarizez despre tofi prietenii disparuti si iubitii de alta data

..who loved me without reconstructing me or devouring me, .care m-au iubit fard sd vrea ma schimbe ori sa ma inghitd,

who enchanted my molecules and my senses and i am februaring care mi-au fermecat moleculele si simurile si februarizez

because there is much left to februar and it is, after all, february pentru cd mai sunt atatea de februarizat si la urma urmei,

suntem in februarie
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Sonja Besford deserves an Oxford English Dictionary entry for
supplying a new verb ‘to februar’, to the English language;
meaning ‘simultaneously to remember, complain at, protest
about, or even praise, aspects of life and/or nation in a spirit
reflecting the climate of the month of February.” It is the most
relaxed poem—and comprehensive, and extraordinary —in this
political sequence, which otherwise mourns, in a fashion only
Serbs can fully appreciate, the fate of her mother country in the
late 1990s.

On the one hand there is (these are poem titles) ‘the tyranny
of milosevi¢’ and ‘a regime academic’; on the other ‘nato’s 50th
birthday party’, a date celebrated by the infliction of death and
suffering on a Yugoslavia which the West had rarely understood,
had ceaselessly patronised, and was now intent on bombing and
the
Bombardment) also makes a point, clearly and forcefully. “serbia

exploiting. ‘a mental patient’” (Belgrade During
talking’ (first printed, like several other poems here, in the
admirable London literary journal Ambit) is a poet’s heartfelt

manifesto about her country; which concludes

that no true saviour is on his way, that my people are doomed and
that all the whirling birds of prey have become killing machines

13

Sonja Besford merita un loc in dictionarul Oxford pentru
noul verb addugat de ea limbii engleze, ,,a februariza”, care
inseamnd ,in acelasi timp a-si aminti, a se plange de, a
protesta, sau chiar a lduda viata/sau natia, intr-un fel care sa
reflecte climatul lunii februarie.” Este cel mai destins

poem—inteligent si extraodinar—al acestei secvente
politice, care altfel jeleste, intr-un mod pe care doar sarbii il

pot intelege pe deplin, soarta tdrii lor la sfarsitul anilor 1990.

Pe de o parte avem (ca titluri chiar) ,tirania lui
miloSevi¢” si ,universitar supus reigmului”; pe de alta, o
~petrecere la a 50-a aniversare a nato”, moment sarbdtorit
prin pricinuirea de moarte si suferinte unei Iugoslavii pe
care vestul doar foarte rar o intelesese, pe care o tratase cu
superioritate in permanentd, si pe care acum era hotdrat sa o
bombardeze si sa o exploateze. , bolnav mintal” (Belgradul
sub bombe) subliniazd de asemenea o idee importantd, intr-
un mod clar si plin de fortd. ,discursul serbiei” (initial
publicat, ca multe alte poeme din acest volum, in
remarcabila revista literard londoneza Ambit) este declaratia
de suflet a poetei cu privire la tara ei, care stie

cd nu vine niciun mantuitor, cd poporul meu este condamnat si
cd toate pdsarile de prada care dau tarcoale au devenit masindrii de ucis
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In “the truth speaking’, justice is powerless, but there is at least
some hope that truth can “glue itself together’ again; a hope
reinforced in ‘singing’, the last poem of the collection, where the
poet is saying that sadness about her country must be
experienced so that it can be overcome by its ‘essence’, or spirit

as if it were a nuisance louse and nothing more

In this book the poems come at the reader at a rush, without
much punctuation, and in ‘lower case” without capitals (except
for the rare occurrence of the noun ‘God’). It is a deliberate
device, designed—the poet says privately—to symbolise
‘personal humility of the “grain of sand” variety... I also cannot
justify thinking of myself in capital “I” terms.” The effect is to
enhance the passion of these strange, beautiful and humane
poems, which—if I can try to rescue the phrase from the grasp of
advertising—‘must be read’, for what they say so grippingly
about Sonja, Serbia and life in general; and the ways in which
they say it. Her English readers are lucky to have this poet

working so fruitfully —and movingly —in their language.

14

In ,cuvantarea adevdrului”, dreptatea este neputincioasd,
dar exista totusi speranta cd adevarul se poate ,lipi din nou
cum era intreg”; speranta aceasta reapare in ,cantand”,
ultimul poem din volum, unde poeta afirmd ca tristetea
pentru tara ei trebuie trdita pentru a putea fi biruita de catre
propriul ei ,spirit”,

ca si cum ar fi un paduche enervant si nimic altceva

In acest volum poemele dau navals, fird prea multa
punctuatie, cu litere mici, fara majuscule (in afara cazului rar
cand apare substantivul ,Dumnezeu”). Poeta marturiseste
in particular: acesta este un procedeu intentionat, menit sa
simbolizeze ,smerenia personald a ‘grauntelui de nisip’...
De asemenea, nu cred cd am dreptul sa spun ‘Eu’ cu
majusculd”. Ca urmare, creste tensiunea acestor poeme
stranii, frumoase si omenesti, care —oricat de publicitar ar
suna— ,trebuie citite” pentru ceea ce spun atat de patimas
despre Sonja, despre Serbia si despre viatd in general; ele
meritd citite de asemenea si pentru toate modurile in care
aceste lucruri sunt spuse. Cititorii englezi sunt norocosi ca
aceastd poetd scrie atat de admirabil—si tulburdtor—in
propria lor limba.
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Alan Brownjohn

a second foreword

2 July 2014

It gives me a lot of pleasure to say a few extra words
about Sonja Besford’s book now that it is appearing on the
internet through Lidia Vianu’'s enthusiasm for her work.
Arrivals & departures was published in London as long ago as
2001 in a handsome edition with her husband John Besford’s
appealing and entertaining drawings. In the 2001 Foreword
that follows here I praised the energy that seizes the reader,
and in going back to the poems now I experience the same
sense of their compelling vitality and variety.

Needless to say, as a daily reader of poetry I have
continued to open new volumes and old in the manner that I
described. Thirteen years after adopting that practice with

a doua introducere

Este o bucurie pentru mine sd adaug cateva randuri
despre cartea Sonjei Besford, publicatd acum de Lidia Vianu
pe internet. Sosiri si pleciri a aparut la Londra in anul 2001. Era
o editie frumoasa, ilustratd cu desenele sensibile si amuzante
ale sotului ei, John Besford. In 2001 am scris un Cuvant inainte,
pe care urmeaza sa-l cititi mai departe in volum si in care
remarcam energia textelor: revenind acum la aceste poeme,
gasesc in ele aceeasi remarcabild vitalitate si varietate.

Citesc poezie zilnic si am citit de atunci multe volume
nou aparute. Cu volumul Sonjei Besford am inaugurat un mod
de lecturd pe care il descriam la prima lui editie. Revenind
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Sonja Besford’s book for the purpose of writing about it, [ am acum la aceste poeme, sunt la fel de impresionat ca si in trecut.
still gripped by its contents in the same way. I hope its Naddjduiesc ca publicarea pe internet ii va aduce poetei noi
internet appearance will draw new readers to her work —and cititori—si acestia vor privi desigur si ilustratiile lui John
to John Besford’s illustrations, which continue to seem Besford, toate la fel de elocvente ca si in anul 2001.

altogether timelessly appropriate.
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arrivals & departures
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my mother my father

how strange i thought how peculiar odd
they shiver yet sing: that’s brave isn't it?
although life’s mile end glimmers

on their finger nails and next

in my dream i saw them young

untouched unclaimed exquisite

sheltered by a sighted god

they sat on the earth floor singing away

the unforgiving trail of future tears while
the archons of darkness presented them
with a mystifying charmed dance but

my mother my father sang away their clench
their stench the vile smile of their sly promises

then i was born astonished

by their light godliness and loving commands
quick and tight like fearless midnight prayers
in a far away church and farther land

i listened to everything curved and filmy:

19

mama tata

cat de ciudat mi-am zis ce de neinteles
cutremurati de groaza canta: ce curaj
luceste pe unghiile lor

acest mile end al vietii si apoi

i-am vdzut in vis iar tineri

neatinsi ai nimanui splendizi

protejati de un dumnezeu clarvazator
sedeau pe pamant si cantau ca sa steargd
neiertdtoarea dara de viitoare lacrimi pe cand
arhonii intunericului le ardtau

un dans fermecat de neinteles dar

mama si tata isi cantau inclestarea

duhoarea zdmbetul josnic al promisiunilor viclene

atunci m-am ndascut uluita

de cucernicia lor blanda si autoritatea lor afectuoasa

iuti si tdioase ca rugdciunile neinfricate rostite-n miez de noapte
intr-o bisericd dintr-un taram departe departe

acultam arcuita invelitd-n membrane:
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my mother knew music my father all the words mama era muzica tata era cuvintele
my mother felt plants my father all the animals mama printre plante tata printre animale
she celebrated st. john he st. nicholas ea cu sfantul ion el cu sfantul nicolae
she drank vodka with lamb he brandy with pork ea inghitea vodca cu miel el porc si coniac
and all the while they sang and danced cantau si dansau cantau si dansau
a ravelling of voices music cutlery napery o incélcire de voci muzica tacdmuri servete albe
in ever reducing circles in cercuri tot mai mici si mai mici
until they entered my heart’s periphery pana ce au patruns in marginea inimii mele
and marched in unstoppable si au intrat nimic nu i-ar fi putut opri

[First published in Ambit 156]
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my mother my father II

unexpectedly it was on hearing a mazurka

on one rainy-grey london day

that i remembered my mother my father
dancing in triple time to coppelia

skipping and sliding on a parquet floor
clicking heels and stamping feet;

listen to the second beat, mother exclaimed,

oh it’s just not fast enough, father complained;
from all those years ago i see once more

my mother’s radiant presence reflecting

her playful and dazzling haughtiness

wearing an orange hat tilted just so

towards her left eyebrow and red lips

ready to bewitch men and charm women;

i see my father with hunched shoulders holding
his hat against the whirling storm and icy wind
leaving the first footprints in the first snow
which squeaked creaked and squealed

like a happy dog after his master’s affection;

i recall sunday lunches at the mercy of father’s

mama tata Il

deodata intr-o buna zi cenusie cu ploaie
la londra se canta o mazurca

mi-am adus aminte de mama de tata

cum dansau coppelia masura de trei timpi
pas alunecare pas alunecare pe parchet
lipeau calcaiele si bateau din picioare;
mama striga, fii atent la a doua masura,
tata bombanea, e mult prea lent;

revine de atunci de foarte demult
stralucirea vie a mamei

semetia vesela si fermecatoare

purtand o paldrie portocalie inclinata intr-o parte
pe spranceana stanga si buzele-i rosii

ce fermecau barbatii si cucereau femeile;

il vad pe tata cu umeri garboviti tindndu-si cu mana

paldria pe vreme de furtuna cu vant inghetat
lasand primele urme de pasi in prima zdapada
care scartaia trosnea scancea

ca un caine vesel cersind afectiunea stapanului;
revad pranzurile de duminca si tata cu lectiile lui
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pedagogy —today, girls, we shall discuss aristotle

or cicero or dostoyevski or the roman empire

or the economic strategies of imperialism —

or whatever, and we had to contribute, stealing

secret glances at the clock, wishing the time away (alas)
so that we could be released to run to the cake shop
with alluring odours of cream, nuts and chocolate,

for several baklavas, tulumbas and glasses of boza
(biljana would want one of everything

goga anything she could dismantle

i just watched

jasna wasn’t born yet)

then to the cinema for the four o’clock performance,
three wide-eyed girls in flowery dresses licking ice-cream
while cowboys and indians hounded each other

in zane grey’s formulaic brilliance and our mother

our father waiting to take us to our unhounded home
where even the walls sang and the paintings hummed

sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari
parallel texts. translated from english into romanian
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care nu se mai terminau — fetelor, azi vorbim despre aristotel
cicero dostoievski imperiul roman

strategiile economice ale imperialismului —

de toate, iar noi trebuia sa participam, strecurand

priviri furise la orologiu, sd treacd vremea mai iute (vai)

sd ne lase odatd sa dam fuga la cofetdria

cu arome ademenitoare de friscd, nuci si ciocolata,

sd mancam baclavale, tulumba si pahare de boza

(biljana voia cate una din fiecare

goga voia orice putea rupe-n bucdtele

eu doar priveam

jasna nu se ndscuse inca)

apoi la cinema cu noi la filmul de la ora patru,

trei fete in rochii inflorate cu cate o inghetata urmarind

cu ochii mari lupta dintre cowboy si indieni

in celebre povestiri arhicunoscute de zane grey

mama cu tata asteptau sa ne ducd inapoi acasa

unde nu erau lupte unde peretii cantau si tablourile fredonau
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meeting an aging prostitute intalnire cu o prostituata in varsta
on her face and body freckles quarrel with pe fata pe trupul ei pistrui incdierati cu
unmerciful creases etched by the heavy burden zbarcituri neiertdtoare urme ale poverii
of sold seductions, copulations and perversions de farmece vandute, imperecheri si perversiuni
mostly unwelcome, mostly tedious, sometimes silite, plicticoase, adesea
repugnant; these days with increasingly long rests dezgustdtoare; in zilele din urmad cu pauze tot mai lungi
between clients, behind her half-closed eyelids intre clienti, cu ochii pe jumatate inchisi
grows a yearning for a far away landscape tanjeste revede un loc de departe
she recalls leaving decades ago, perhaps imagined, de unde a plecat cu decenii in urmd, daca nu e doar inchipuire,
perhaps real, a vista of trees with heady scents of dacd exista chiar, intindere de copaci cu arome imbatatoare de
jasmine, wisteria and lavender along an indigo iasomie, glicind si lavandd in lungul unei lagune
lagoon on whose shores she used to sit for hours indigo sedea acolo pe mal cu orele
dazzled by peacocks’ seductive dance displays and pierdutd in dansul seducdtor al paunilor si
dragonflies’ iridescent mating whilst frequently imperecherea fluorescenta a libelulelor si unde
she could have been heard murmuring, if anyone dacd cineva era pe-aproape insa nu era nimeni
were near enough but no one ever was, an invitation s-0 auda chemandu-si in soapta
to her as yet unseen first lover to come through primul iubit incd neintalnit sa vind
the heat-shivering air towards her embrace and din aburii fierbinti in bratele ei
her already opening sensuality; spre simturile ei abia trezite;
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after an age of dry waiting she knew it was the fickle

25
dupd o viatd de asteptare zadarnica a inteles cd nestatornicia

moods and treachery of her destinies which stopped him si zddarnicia sortii I-au impiedicat

appearing before her and so flamed by anger
she staggered into a world saturated with frightening

s3-1 iasd-n cale de manie s-a azvarlit

intr-o lume invdlmasitd de inspaimantdtoare

impurities and mutating sins —she arched to meet them all; marsavii si pacdtuiri cu multe fete —zvacnind le-a implinit;

now, in the early evening as she sits on her spitalfields
bench, she keens a loud ode to the needle-rot spreading
in her body, then after midnight, exhausted and almost
unconscious, she calls out to her death-lord to lead her
to the end and thence to the beginning and to that
perfumed shore again

la ldsarea serii pe banca din spitalfields

boceste in auzul tuturor o oda inchinata putregaiului ce-i macina
trupul, iar dupd miez de noapte, istovita si

pierduta, il striga pe domnul mortii s-o calauzeasca

spre sfarsit si de acolo iar cdtre inceput inspre acel

mal parfumat
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italian pimp codos italian
in a hotel suite in nairobi he sits at his laptop, intr-o camerd de hotel in nairobi cu un laptop
emperor of bellies and breasts, mostly nocturnal impadrat de pantece si sani, coregraf
choreographer of shameless navels and nipples nocturn al buricelor si sfarcurilor nerusinate
because a noon light frequently scissors through pentru cd lumina zilei ii sfasie
his complaining flesh with galloping pain down carnea suferinda de junghiuri
along the amputated limb and prosthesis in madularul amputat, in proteza
as if a live leg, surprised at its own martyrdom care e ca un picior adevarat, hacuit
and stubbornness, continues to remind him of days dar aprig, si care nu-l lasa sa uite vremea
before his soul got shipwrecked on the oldest pe cand sufletul lui nu naufragiase pe stravechea
rock of marshalling sin and slime stancd prabusitd in pacat si mocirla
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several sins

it was by a fragrant cinnamon tree in the raw
mustiness of a tropical island which still
mourned capsized treasure-ships from

long ago that i noticed her at once:

turned towards the busy, foaming sea

she stood quite still her eyes distant

as if watching some now paling projection
tull of brave pirates and other ghosts;
hidden behind a coconut palm my solitude
floated to embrace her grave beauty

to own and take her like a love-sick beast
then to rummage through her goodness and
filter out the many poisons from my soul;
but before i could make her my remedy

a handsome man suddenly appeared and like
some professional, daring and tactile god

his hands instantly journeyed over her body
his lips kissed her neck whispering hot
words in love-tongues i have never known

28

cateva pacate

acolo, langa un scortisor inmiresmat in mucegaiul
umed al unei insule tropicale care

jelea incd trecute galioane

am zdrit-o pe data:

cu ochii la inspumata mare in valuri

dreaptd neclintitd urmarind din privire

o umbrd disparanda

incdrcatd cu pirati curajosi si alte naluci;
singurdtatea mea ascunsa pe dupd un cocotier
plutind a imbrétisat frumusetea ei grava

gata s-o fure s-o posede tanjind ca o fiara

sd ia ce-i bun in ea sd-mi vindec cu ea

sufletul sufocat de venin;

n-am apucat sd ma vindec cu ea

ca s-a ivit un altul, chipes,

ca un zeu profesionist, indraznet si tactil

i-a cutreierat cu mainile trupul

a sarutat-o aprins pe gat cu vorbe

dulci in limbi ale dragostei necunoscute mie

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014



sonja besford

arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari
parallel texts. translated from english into romanian

i have never been taught to know

his body urgently pressed against hers

like a capricious ivy in a glutinous race

to hypnotise, enter and fill a virgin wall;

that cayenne anger of mine immediately roared
in the panting tune with the howling envy until
my ears were two demented, jealous drums
screaming vengeance at her easy consent

to his rogue ways to possess and dissemble

her innocent beauty and milky chastity;

then came lust for her responding passion
followed by another fury at my own impotence
to make her love transfer from him to me

so that i am no longer an unremarkable
accurately named atlas of human frailties,

an unremembered mass heading for oblivion
but rather a man loved by her:

a hero

[First published in Kritika]

29
limbi de care nici nu stiam

trupul lui s-a lipit irezistibil de al ei

ca o iederd obsedantd care goneste

sd acapareze, sd acopere, sa sufoce zidul feciorelnic;
mania mea s-a aprins ca ardeiul iute pe buze
gafaitul lor pizma mea ca un urlet

imi bubuiau in urechi tobele geloziei nebune

cum a putut atat de usor cum a putut

talharul ce fura si schimonoseste

nevinovata frumusete si castitatea ca laptele de alba;
am dorit dorul ei aprins pentru el

mi-am blestemat cu furie neputinta

pe el il voia nu pe mine

eu ca atlas imi duceam sldbiciunile

prea omenesti neobservat de ea,

innecandu-ma in uitare

dacd m-ar fi iubit ea pe mine as fi fost eu

eroul
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death of a friend in mombasa

in my mind, it is the final picture of his golden body

still and flickering in the semi-darkness under

a crescent moon, stars and a candle-lit mosquito net

which haunts me over and over like a never-ending lament
it retraces its journey until at dusk my head servant comes in
with iced white wine and my dogs bark in the distance
chasing the sea foam lighted by jellyfish and dragonflies
while fruit-bats circle the ylang-ylang trees —

all these are just emblems and signs towards a permission
to close my eyelids at last and to let tears slip

to my upper lip and to a waiting tongue;

much later in the lonely tedium of the humid night

i trace the staccato lanes of my memories

divine at their source as only eternal love must be

from the moment we met walking the sands of shanzu

to the heat of his breath against my hairline as he

guided me through the samba and out of despair —

oh i mourn for him with the tragedy of a clown

who has run out of the make-up removing cream

31

moartea unui prieten in mombasa

vad aievea ultima imagine trupul lui auriu

lenes clipind sub luna noua

clar-obscur stele flacara lumanarii patul sub plasa de tantari
jeluire fard de capat iar si iar in mine

caldtorie repetatd la infinit la apus aduce vin rece
servitorul iar cainii nostri latra undeva

goana valurilor fulgerate de meduze si libelule

lilieci mancatori de fructe peste copacii ylang-ylang —
simboluri si semne care cer ingaduinta

sa inchid ochii si sa las frau liber lacrimilor

sd siroiascd pe buza de sus pe limba insetatd;

tarziu de tot in noapte umeda si istovita

amintirile se insira staccato

izvorand din cer ca dragostea vesnica

din clipa cand ne-am intalnit pe plaja din shanzu
pana la respiratia lui fierbinte pe fruntea mea

a dansat cu mine samba dincolo de disperare —

da il plang cu durerea unui clovn

care a ramas fdrd cremd demachianta
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the angel, the last prophet and death

it was an indelicate Godly fantasy

—1i must never speak of it again—

which lent me to your world and wrapped me
into this conspiracy of yours and His

to embrace and then possess the last cross —
obeying my true Saviour’s will

i painted your nails with gold dust

your skin with lavender oils to lust

after my sabre-brain and willing body

i danced for you on burning coals

keeping time with your slow pulse —

and with the captivated kneeling crowds

i too revered your glowing divinity

the holy aura and the haunting eloquence
later to voyage you over my body
courageous tempestuous on and on

until on a chill morning of sad omen

i climbed the ylang-ylang tree

to solace with my seven herons —

ingerul, ultimul profet si moartea

inchipuire evlavios-indecenta

—de nementionat —

m-a adus in lumea ta si m-a invaluit

in conspiratia ta cu El

imbrdtisarea si apoi ultima cruce —
facd-se voia adevaratului meu Mantuitor
ti-am dat unghiile cu praf de aur

te-am uns cu uleiuri de lavanda sa-mi doresti
mintea brici si trupul inchinat tie

am dansat pentru tine pe carbuni incinsi
in ritmul pulsului tdu egal —

si impreund cu multimile ingenuncheate
ti-am preamadrit divinitatea aprinsa

aura sfanta si graiul de neuitat

iar apoi te-am cdldauzit prin mine

brav vijelios de nestavilit

pana la dimineata rece rdu prevestitoare
cand de sus din copacul ylang-ylang

de langa starcii mei cei sapte —
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and saw her at once glimmering on the dunes
a beautiful apparition of urgent calamities
crowned with oleander and mimosa

skirted with silks and tinkling pearls

her eyes struggling to contain her chaos
shone dissembling love to yours

which silently widened with wonder —

your hands shook your hips trembled

your tired ribs opened to let her enter

at last—and i did not lament as i long to

but like the just born eighth heron

i flew and flew and flew singing thunderstorms

my new wings imprisoning your dying scent

[First published in Ambit 156]

sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari
parallel texts. translated from english into romanian

34

am vazut-o licdrea peste dune

frumoasa fantoma a nenorocirii iminente
incununata cu leandru si mimoza
investmantatd in matasuri si clinchet de perle
cu haosul nestdpanit in privire

fulgerandu-te in ochi cu iubire

iar ochii tdi muti se mareau de uimire —

iti tremurau mainile iti zvacneau coapsele
coastele obosite s-au deschis si ea a intrat—
n-am jelit clipa asa cum as vrea

ca un starc nou ndscut

mi-am luat zborul sus sus sus cu furtuna pe buze

inchizand intre aripi izul tdu cel din urma
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photograph of a captured demon

i was open vulnerable and just ready to convert her
when a strange sound and bursting light distracted me
so that ever since i have been stuck in an album on a
photograph showing the face of a nun in a virtuous prayer
and behind her my shadow in a spasm of lust for her
virginal moans and the scent from her damp thighs;

my captured form now weeps when it remembers
millenniums of classic conquests, i, trophy-hunter of the
chastities of nuns monks maidens grammar school kids
who eagerly accepted my offer of lasting bondage

to the stirrings of their dangerous libidos;

now flattened nostalgic and vexed i ravish only in my
paling memories and only when the volume is opened
during the episodic visitations by acid-taking
glue-sniffing teenagers in the basement of a hospital
where a single boiler bulb lights a photograph and
duplicates the images of body parts from old x-rays
scattered on the concrete floor and from there

i see her as well old and dying in a ward upstairs

36

poza cu demon captiv

eram deschis eram vulnerabil chiar voiam s-o convertesc
cand m-a intrerupt un sunet straniu o lumind izbitoare

si de atunci incoace stau inchis in album intr-o

poza cu o cdlugarita ce se roaga evlavioasa

si cu mine in spatele ei zvacnet de dorinta la auzul

tanguielii virginale izul coapselor umede;

forma mea captiva plange la amintirea

mileniilor de cuceriri stiute, eu cu trofeele mele,

castitatea maicutelor cdlugarilor fecioarelor copiilor de scoala
care au acceptat cu bucurie promisiunea mea cd voi sluji
toate toanele oricat de primejdioase ale dorintelor lor trupesti;
iata-md aplatizat nostalgic si nefericit siluind doar in amintire
si memoria ma lasa doar cand cineva deschide acest volum
adolescenti care se drogheaza cu acid ori abur de clei

cand apucd in subsolul spitalului

unde un bec lumineaza pozele cu

imagini ale corpurilor din radiografii vechi

imprdastiate pe podeaua de beton iar de acolo

o vdd si pe ea batrand pe moarte sus in salon
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still believing that she was photographed with convinsa si acum cd a fost fotografiata cu

the shadow of an angel behind her umbra unui inger in spate

[First published in Ambit 166]
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devil and magician

tonight you retreated into the darkened room

again not missing the cat killing ceremony

the drinking of blood and the foaming dance

over the transfiguration of my body —

long after, your scent hazed over the wine

the silk sheets and my painted erotic bruises —

i laughed swaying behind your left shoulder

oh what a magical conjurer you might have been

had i not seduced you into believing in the only great
scheme, immortality, and now in anticipation of it

your life flickers into an indulgent migraine

38

diavol si magician

te-ai retras iar in intunericul oddii

dupa nelipsitul ritual al uciderii pisicii

dupad ce-ai baut sdngele si-ai dansat in cldbuci de sapun
cdlcand peste trupul meu transfigurat —

intr-un tarziu, izul tau a tulburat vinul

madtasea cearsafului si pielea mea cu vanatai erotice desenate —
m-am legdnat rdzand pe dupd umadrul tdu stang

ce vrdjitor inegalabil iesea din tine

dacd nu te ispiteam sa crezi si tu in nemurire

singura ordine universald, pe care acum o anticipezi

strecurandu-te intr-o migrend atoateiertatoare
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the nun and the terrorist

perhaps it was a verbal tradition within our elders’
immutable decrees which made me offer him shelter

in our mission with its nomadic memories its scrolls

and old ghosts who wished him frosty welcome and
speedy farewell while i gave him a pearly rosary and

a chalice with a cure for his infectious sadness

his frequent tears and facial paralysis;

many a night i held him in my still strong ancient arms
singing him into dreams of his murderous recollections
then banishing his screams and howls to our tolerant
mangroves with only one entrance and no way out;
often after listening to his memories of slaying

i would rush out to the nymphs to dance on the moaning
magma blistering my skin and charring my nails

hoping that i would draw off his deadly venom and he
would shine once again with his now dormant goodness;
and then on one earthly morning when i saw nothing

in his eyes but a frenzied need to kill again and leave

40

maicuta si teroristul

poate o lege de foarte demult ajunsa la mine
din gurd-n gurd m-a impins sa-1 addpostesc
la noi in misiune unde n-a fost bine primit

de amintirile noastre nomade de pergamente si

de nalucile din stravechime dar i-am daruit matanii din perle si

in potir un leac pentru tristetea lui molipsitoare

pentru lacrimile necontenite si pentru fata paralizata;

nopti la rand l-am strans tare in bratele mele uitate de vreme
si am cantat de aducere aminte amintirilor lui ucigase

i-am izgonit tipetele si urletele cétre tarmul mlastinos printre
copacii care le-au primit si dintre care nimeni nu mai iese;
dupa ce i-am ascultat amintirile mdcelurilor m-am ndpustit
de multe ori sa dantuiesc cu zanele peste trupul meu basicat
de lava ce curgea ca un geamat si-mi carboniza unghiile
nadajduiam sa-1 curdt de veninul mortal

ca sa se ridice in el indurarea cdzutd-n adormire;

intr-o buna dimineata pamanteana am inteles ca ochii lui

nu vedeau altceva decat sange se plicitisise
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41
this weary place of failing absolution i told him to follow de locul unde tot nu se curdtase de pacate si l-am indrumat atunci
the river and journey out through the mangroves s-0 ia pe rau in jos printre copacii tarmului mldstinos
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to dance with bears and tigers

he said that he would guide me through

the remote memories of lives i had forgotten

to collect at the entrance to this one;

he suggested that my family should be ignored
for they are only transiting tenants in a heritage-
cemetery invented by destinies cheated of physical
substance and always ready to seek revenge;

he caressed me into an exquisite trance to dance
again with bears and tigers on a glowing meadow
to ride on a comet’s tail to swim in a sun-spot

to visit the dark side of the moon

to know all answers to all riddles

and now so enriched i drift trying in vain

to remember more while he is slowly disinfecting
his love for me and exhausted by my remoteness
he wishes to leave but still cannot

being so raptured by my dance with bears and tigers

who remember me with panting lust from their past

human life when we were all scented with musk and
rosemary oil in the house of mirrors and shaded lights

42

dans cu ursi si cu tigri

a promis ca-mi aratd drumul printre

amintiri pierdute demult in vietile pe care le-am uitat
afard atunci cand am intrat in viata mea de acum;

a zis sd uit de ai mei

care nu-s decat chiriasi de-o clipd in cimitirul
generatiilor care si-au pierdut existenta

si nu vor altceva decat sa fie razbunate;

mangaierile lui extaz dans

din nou dans cu ursi si tigri pe pajistea dogoritoare
calare pe coada cometei inotam spre soare

partea intunecatd a lunii

stim tot ce se poate sti

sunt toate in mine iatd zadarnic ma risipesc
incercand sd revad tot, iubirea lui pentru mine

pe care el o dezinfecteaza meticulos istovit sunt atat de departe
da sd plece nu poate

tintuit de dansul meu cu ursi si cu tigri

dorinta respiratia tdiatd acea viatd omeneasca

de candva parfumul nostru de mosc si

ulei de rozmarin din casa cu oglinzi abajururi
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and multiplied sighs si plangeri nesfarsite
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resentfully loving a prophet

so now it is the beautiful you who knows

how to disanchor me how to sail me in tune
with your mysterious incantations hypnotic
sacraments et cetera while i chant and tie
indignant knots around crystals and talismans
of depleted power that i inherited from a loving
greek hermaphrodite centuries ago when people
built me shrines to pray to my incandescent
omnipotence: i stopped floods earthquakes
avalanches i burst hail-clouds lifted caribbean
hurricanes buried sahara sand-storms —

this was all routine shit believe me;

and now just look at me: i am contaminated

by human mortality which is meant only

to guard guide and love your immortality

44

iubit cu furie, profetul

iar acum esti tu cel frumos care stie

cum sa-mi ridice ancora cum sd md manuiasca

vrdjile tale tainice impadrtdsanii

fascinatii et cetera: eu preaslavesc si ma rog

cu furie nod cu nod cu cristale cu talismane

fara nicio putere pdstrate de la un grec hermafrodit

care m-a venerat cAndva demult atunci cdnd oamenii

imi fadceau mie altare si se rugau la mine la atotputernicia
mea arzandd: am oprit potopuri cutremure

avalanse am spulberat nori de grindind am potolit uragane
in caraibe am stins furtuni de nisip in sahara —

fleacuri rutina zau asa;

si ce-am ajuns: un muritor

un om care nu poate altceva decat

sd vegheze sd indrume sd venereze nemurirea ta
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goddess conducting rebirth

in the venerable glow of the african moon

i watched an old man being reborn

his skin was lined his nails were worn

as he unpicked his past lives from a loom
which twirled skipped sang and mingled

with buzzing mosquitoes and flying fox bats
until singing high up to my thirteen blind cats

i made up his future from the first cell singled
and in the womb it grew to a rosy child

then to emerge into a new life with an old scream
filing a rich claim that life is an ancestral dream
held in my many heads some wise some wild

46

zeitd ajutand un batran sa se nasca din nou

luna africana lumina preasfant

un batran se nidstea din nou l-am vazut

piele zbarcita unghii descompuse

in razboiul de tesut isi desira vietile trecute

iar ele se roteau saltau cantau se intreceau

in bazait cu tantarii la mancat fructe cu liliecii
in cant a urcat pana la cele treiprezece pisici oarbe ale mele
am ales prima celuld si i-am modelat viitorul

a crescut din ea un copil trandafiriu in pantec
cu urletul stravechi a zvacnit in viata cea noua
ce dovada mai sigurd cd viata e un vis ancestral
visat de toti, si intelepti si rataciti
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travelling with an angel

he clings to the angel’s shoulders not understanding
the purpose of this long flight or the world below’s
obsession with macabre games and tragic ends
from needless mastectomies to mass suicides

from rented affections to sacrificial prayers—

but he does fathom love and the rumours that it
always wins unless it’s starved by negligent fools
even before impotence or lack of desire takes over —
from time to time he tries to shout a question:

it bounces off the clouds and cosmic junk

to disappear into the angel’s deaf left ear

[First published in Ambit 166]

calatorie cu inger

se tine bine de umerii ingerului neputand intelege

scopul acestui lung zbor si nici de ce lumea dedesubt

e plind doar de jouri macabre si sfarsituri tragice

de la mastectomii inutile la sinucideri in masa

de la sentimente false la rugdciuni cu jertfe —

dar intelege iubirea si ideea cd ea

invinge tot cu conditia sd nu fie distrusd de nesabuinta

chiar si inainte ca neputinta ori lipsa dorintei sa se instaleze —
cand si cand da sa strige o intrebare:

dar aceasta se loveste de nori de gunoiul cosmic se intoarce la el
si se pierde in urechea stangd a ingerului —aceea cu care nu aude
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healer

you certainly are a healer and a mighty poison for every
metastasis of shame and pain as well as a convertible
medicament against the bleeding gums and the stinking

odour of garlic and wine;

you smell of sea-salt, cinnamon, vanilla, peppermint,

of recent kisses, burning thighs, pleasurable undulations

in the lower stomach;

you cure ancient misfortunes, spasms, paralyses, wrongly

glued genes and hesitant palms with a mixture of mandrake,
butter, dead nettles;

you heal the lame with hot chestnuts on their chests and greasy
soot on the last vertebra then above it and below it, and sideways
on and on until they stand up and walk, although i suspect that
your lymph glands are always plotting a parabolic curve ending
in the immediate ingestion of the cured spirit;

if an admiring researcher would rip open the glands, all your
caressed mistresses-believers, followers, adorers, prudent
sisters, adopted mothers, merciful daughters, would

leap out to whisper:

48

vindecator

vindecdtor esti dar si puternica otrava pentru

metastazele rusinii si durerii, de asemenea panaceu

esti pentru gingii saingerande si mirosul respingdator

de usturoi si vin;

mirosi a sare de mare, scortisoard, vanilie, ments,

saruturi recente, coapse fierbinti, valuri de placere in abdomenul
inferior;

vechile nefericiri, spasmele, paralizia, genele rdu alipite,

palmele sovditoare le vindeci cu un amestec de matraguna,

unt si urzici moarte;

ii vindeci pe ologi cu castane fierbinti asezate pe piept si funingine
cu grasime pe ultima vertebrd, deasupra, dedesubtul ei, dreapta,
stanga, o datd, incd o data, pand ce se ridica si umbld, desi eu ma
tem cd glandele tale limfatice pun mereu la cale o curba parabolica
ce duce la ingestia imediata a spiritului vindecat;

daca un cercetédtor care te admird ti-ar rupe glandele in doua, toti
cei pe care-i desmierzi, amante care cred in tine, adepte,
adoratoare, surori precaute, mame adoptive, fiice milostive, s-ar
repezi sa-ti sopteascd la ureche:
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each one of your sugar-laced words is meant only for me,

my love you love, my aspects you recognize, my senses

you sense;

then: immigrants, impetuous exhibitionists, hidden perverts,
drugged doctors, inventive revolutionaries, would also jump

out to maintain that each one of your sugar-laced words is meant
only for him, his love you love, his aspects you recognize, his
senses you sense, and all the while you seldom laugh, as you
used

to long ago with that spiced woman from the ruins of belgrade,
under the morning mist above the rivers” confluence and her skin
on yours, because for eternity now in between the abused earth
and unnamed heavens, you are discovering nothing in
everything, although many believe that in between the unabused
earth and the named heavens,

you are illuminating all in everything, but it seems, yes, it does
seem that i am still too salty, too far away and now you can no
longer reach me to keep me

49

fiecare cuvant mieros pe care il rostesti e doar pentru mine,
dragostea mea o vrei, trasaturile mele le recunosti, simturile mele
le simti;

dupd care, imigranti, exhibitionisti navalnici, perversi ascunsi,
doctori drogati, revolutionari inventivi ar sari si ei

sd strige cd toate cuvintele tale mieroase sunt doar pentru ei,
dragostea lui o vrei, trasaturile lui le recunosti, simturile lui le
simti,

si in tot timpul asta doar rar mai razi cum radeai pe vremuri

cu femeia aceea cu piper boia si sare de pe ruinele belgradului,
intr-o dimineatd cetoasd la confluenta raurilor la pielea goala,
fiindcd de o vesnicie nu mai descoperi nimic in tot ce existd intre
pamantul dsta de care ai profitat si cerul fara nume,

desi multi cred ca intre pamantul de care nu ai profitat si cerul care
are un nume

vezi tot in toate, dar se pare, da, chiar asa se pare cd, spre deosebire
de tot si de toate, sunt prea sdratd, prea indepdrtata asa ca acum
n-ai cum sd md mai ajungi nici sd ma tii
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homeless philosopher filosof fara adapost
outwardly dangerous he hides his gloom cu infdtisare periculoasa isi ascunde mahnirea
by posing at the foothills of many solitudes aratandu-se pe dealuri la poalele multor singuratati
together with charcoal-burners and beggars laolaltd cu carbunarii si cersetorii
who wear wilted roses behind each ear and care poartd trandafiri ofiliti pe dupa ambele urechi si
an embroidered left shirt cufflink as if to smirk un buton cu monogramd la manseta stanga
at the suffocating grief which defines this world priveste cu un suras superior tragedia muta care defineste
of life and atones the adjacent one of death lumea vietii si indulceste ideea mortii vecine
or was it the other way around daca nu cumva lucrurile stau exact pe dos
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the poet i know cunosc un poet
in his acidic words he celebrates cuvintele lui acide glorifica
the future of humanity within a world viitorul omenirii intr-o lume pe care
he paints as lunatic and negligent o vede nebuneascd si dezordonata
clumsy from promises no one cares to keep impiedicatd in promisiunile pe care nimeni nu le respectd
as if reasoning and truth surgically implanted ca si cum in stadiul de embrion i s-au implantat
at the embryonic stage were then bandaged with lies, gandirea si adevarul, care au fost mai apoi invelite-n minciund,
those fat ambitious parasites who feed on our will acel parazit umflat si nesatul care se hraneste din esenta noastra
as flies do on excrement cum traiesc mustele cu excremente
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dream lover

it’s been a long tide of many springs since i could vividly
recall your lovely face, your tempting body and two-tongued
words caressing my ego and waking my lust with piercing aim
and messianic grace; it has been a long slide of many summers
since you spooked my love-making with later lovers circling
above my memories of us together like a bird of prey searching
out a moving meal then stooping and settling down between
me and any man mocking all the usual courtesies which most
of my partners inclined to bestow who saw me as czarina at the
table and in bed; but like a true diviner, you could see at once,
couldn’t you, that i was indeed a czarina at the table but a
wanton whore in bed: speedily, confidently you subpoenaed
my catacombs of harlot-treasures, prised them open without
my permission or consent, tossed them and whipped them into
a fanatical lust for you until nothing else mattered: my heart
was bruised, my rosary broken, my gods denounced, my
friends forgotten; frantic like a crippled creature crazed from
pain, i eloped with despair as my captive companion —ran, hid,
ran further and on to a cloister of the damned whose lives were

53

iubitul din vis

multe primaveri s-au scurs de cand pdstram clar in minte
chipul tau atragdtor, trupul ispititor si vorbele tale prefacute
care ma flatau si-mi trezeau dorinta strapungdtor cu eleganta
mesianicd; multe veri au curs la vale de cand mi-ai speriat
sentimentele cu imaginea unui sir de barbati care vor da candva
tarcoale amintirilor mele cu tine, tu, ca pdsdrea de pradd in
cdutare de hrand vie, ai coboréat vijelios si te-ai instalat intre
mine si toti ceilalti barbati, batjocorind purtarea curtenitoare a
celor care ma cunosteau si ma vedeau ca pe o tarina la masa si
in pat; ghicitor ce erai, ti-ai dat seama de la prima privire ca
eram intr-adevar tarina la masd, dar in pat eram o tarfa lacoma:
intr-o clipitd ai luat in stdpanire plin de avant catacombele pline
cu comorile mele de tarfa, le-ai dibuit impotriva vointei mele,
le-ai invartejit intr-o poftd nebund de tine care devenea mai
importanta decat tot restul: mi s-a frant inima, mi s-au faramat
madtaniile, mi s-au prdbusit zeii, mi-am wuitat prietenii;
innebunitd ca o creatura schiloditd ce-si iese din minti de
durere, mi-am luat lumea-n cap insotitd peste tot de
disperare—am fugit, m-am ascuns, am fugit mai departe
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sunk by shadowy masters too and thence to this refuge where
nothing disturbed my preferred idea that you were just an
imagined impostor and dream-crusher who barged into my
foggy reality for no reason but to have fun;

now after all this effort i've spent in forgetting you and us —
not touching anyone not wanting to be the woman you knew —
you stand at my sanctuary’s gates in all your still glorious
beauty like some ex-emperor reminding his ex-mistresses and
wives that his empire and rule must never be forgotten: you
arrogantly demand that i stop pushing my life away from yours
because (you say) my heart can never expel its love for you or
reverse your long past steep descent into my lasting passion;
you further profess to love and want me even more than before,
more than the finest poets and troubadours gave witness as if
your years-long journey to find me confirmed it like the journey
deserved me but does it really —without speaking and on a
trembling step i turn aside to close and lock these forbidding
doors all over again to continue a dream without the physical
you and i know there’ll be many long autumns and many long
winters till i stop remembering the real you and for the last time
it will be when the moon stumbles and my stars fade away

54

pand-ntr-o manadstire a blestematilor ale caror vieti fusesera si
ele innecate de stdpanii intunericului, iar de acolo m-am
refugiat aici, unde nimic nu contrazicea convingerea mea cd nu
esti altceva decat un impostor imaginat de mine, un ucigator de
vise care a dat buzna in lumea mea confuza doar din dorinta de
a se amuza pe socoteala ei;

iatd ca dupa toatd cazna mea sd uit de tine, de noi—sd nu
ma mai apropii de nimeni, sa nu mai fiu femeia pe care o stiai
tu—ai ajuns la poarta addpostului meu, tot chipes, ca un
imparat fara tara care aminteste fostelor amante si fostelor sotii
cd nu au voie sa uite nici de imperiul, nici de legile lui: imi ceri
arogant sa incetez sd ma indepartez de tine fiindca, zici tu,
inima mea nu va putea niciodata sa uite ca te iubesc si nici sd se
desfacd de momentul acela demult trecut cand ai coborat ca
fulgerul in miezul pasiunii mele dainuitoare; pretinzi cd ma
iubesti si ma vrei mai mult ca niciodatd, mai mult decat tot ce
scriu cei mai mari trubaduri si poeti, cd de ani si ani ma cauti si
asta inseamnd ceva, cd el, cdlatorul, ma merita in sfarsit (nu
serios) —muta si sovdielnicd dau sd inchid la loc usile grele ca
sa visez mai departe in absenta ta fizica si stiu ca multe toamne
si multe ierni au sa treacd pand ce ajung eu sa te uit pe tine cel
in carne si oase iar ultimul-ultimul moment va fi acela cand se
poticneste luna si pier stelele mele
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confession

he has no one not even me to blame for

the secrets he told me that autumn afternoon

when he forgot my identity my past and present
after we had drunk two bottles of white wine

eaten smoked salmon followed by some other
non-scavenging fish (we were at bloom’s)

all the time stripteasing his brain of memories

all the time reviewing past carnal flings until he said:
frankly i always believed any international fuck,
even an eu fuck (we laughed for a moment) was
preferable to falling in love with a real woman

or so i thought three years ago;

at first she was no one

then a riot of senses which sliced me with desire;

she gave herself to me in instalments then absolutely
and became an irresistible hook to my rental amnesia
eager to forget my wife my children my friends:

i crippled then murdered my inner warnings and reason —

he stopped and stared at his upturned palms
calling back those lighted days before she left him

56

marturisire

nimeni nu e de vind nici médcar eu

toate secretele pe care mi le-a spus in dupdmasa de toamna
cand a uitat cine sunt ori am fost

bausem doua sticle de vin alb

mancasem somon afumat si dupa el alt fel

de peste care nu e saprofag (eram la restaurantul bloom’s)
mintea lui facea striptease cu amintiri

tot felul de uitate aventuri trupesti, pand ce s-a pornit:
drept sd-ti spun cred ca orice partida de sex internationald,
sau chiar din ue (am ras amandoi) e mai buna

decét sa te indradgostesti de o femeie in carne si oase

adica asa credeam acum trei ani;

la inceput a fost doar o femeie oarecare

apoi o dezlantuire de simturi, spintecat de dorintd;

mi-a cedat in etape pand ce am avut-o cu totul si cu totul

a devenit absolut irezistibil am uitat tot

nevastd copii prieteni:

am ciopartit am ucis tot ce ameninta ori gandea induntrul meu —
a tdcut privindu-si palmele

retrdind clipele luminoase dinainte sa plece ea
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57
while i sat swallowing screams and regrets about his tdceam inghitindu-mi tipatul regretul ca-i este sufletul
migrating heart for i knew well his wife and children cdldtor fiindca ii stiam nevasta si copiii

and remember well the days of no laughter three years
ago—we didn’t say much after that and since
my husband and i

si nu uit zilele in care niciunul din noi nu a ras
acum trei ani —nu era, nu este mai mult de zis
eu el, barbatul meu
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tired love

oblivious to the vultures who circle
ominously yet gracing the faultless sunset
you rage at the pink-veined marble carving
the body-shape i used to have

before i grew fat on wine and tears

blotchy with age and bitter fears

born long ago by that sinister force

which roams the tired olive groves of umbria
when stunned by love and ecstasy

you wept and called my name

to be answered by that malign entity
which searches out the in-love lame —

oh if only we had our eyes closed

our bodies covered and protected

by more than just each other’s —

since then you have angrily elected

to close all benign memory shutters:

why why are you so eager to sign us off

to let us have so much and yet be not

58

dragoste obosita

orb la vulturii care dau tarcoale

amenintdtori dar plini de elegantd apus de zi fara cusur

obida ta in fata sculpturii de marmura cu vinigsoare roz

asta era forma trupului meu
inainte sa ma ingras cu vin si lacrimi
buhaita de varsta si spaime

putere sumbra din crangurile de maslini in umbria

ma porti de mult

strapuns de iubire indltat

m-ai strigat si ai plans

ti-am raspuns masa vie maligna

in cautarea dragostei schiopatande
de-am putea sta cu ochii inchisi

cu trupurile ascunse acoperite

nu numai unul de altul c¢i mai mult—
de atunci ai hotdrat cu incrancenare
sd tragi toate obloanele benigne ale amintirii:
de ce sd renuntam de ce

cum sd nu fim cand avem tot

[First published in Ambit 156]
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you journey to hurt me as naturally as tears obey
gravity tracking to my cheek lips tongue and neck,
a salty ambush for my not so hidden purity
which loves you less and less —
long ago in florence, in the lit gardens of villa cora
one terraced stranger told me:
all truths are hidden in the inkspots and the chandeliers,
they confirm there is no good god, i know, i used to be
his confessor, he finished in whisper;
believing him mad and blasphemous, i ran from fear
into your chaos and your plot to improve every
aspect of my personality —then suddenly it was too late;
now you say thatiembarrass you and i, moonless with shame,
grow colder and set not unlike chilled lava: brittle
and full of holes —
oh i used to be so good at loving and loving you especially

sonja besford
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dragoste obosita 11

imi mahnesti sufletul si drumul tau curge ca al
lacrimilor mele siroind obraji buze limba pe gat,
panditd sdrat indelung candoarea mea ceva mai la vedere
te iubeste mereu mai putin—
demult la florenta, gradinile luminate de la villa cora
si vorbele unui strain ticnit:
petele candelabrele acolo-i adevarul,
dumnezeul bun nu existd, crede-ma, stiu, eu
l-am spovedit, mi-a soptit;
am fugit la tine cu fricd de nebunia de blasfemia lui
tu haosul si planurile tale sa-mi cizelezi sd-mi schimbi
personalitatea —si deodata m-am trezit prea tarziu;
acum spui ca te fac de ras iar eu, paralizatd de rusine,
inghet ca lava ce se rdceste: dantela
plind de gauri—
ce bine stiam sd iubesc si mai ales ce bine stiam sa te iubesc pe tine
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the virgin fecioara
he commanded me to love him mi-a dat porunca sa-1 iubesc
to compass my novice sensuality sd-mi indrept trupul abia trezit la viata
towards his capricious mind and senses cdtre inteligenta si simturile lui lunecoase
jazzled by jimsonweed and alkaloids — exacerbate de laur si alcaloizi —
he flew high higher to and beyond lunacy urca zbura pana ce-si iesea din minti
bathed in his marinade with full or absent grace — rasfatdAndu-se elegant in mii de amestecuri era si nu era—
he commanded me to love him and i did mi-a dat porunca sa-l iubesc si chiar
love him for a long long while until l-am iubit un timp foarte lung pana ce
he wanted me to jump down a whole mile mi-a cerut sa sar de la etaj distantd de o mila in jos
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lovers indragostiti
we decided to meet at heathrow’s cargo section ne-am dat intdlnire la depozitul heathrow
among the sentient murmur of customs officers experti in detectarea de acte false ori droguri
fluent in detection of counterfeit and drugs vamesii susoteau complice
i didn’t know him, this ljubomir, a man from my land nu-l stiam, venea din tara mea, ljubomir {i zice
a friend of a friend and first cousin of another, prietenul unui prieten al meu, var primar cu altul,
this ljubomir whose name means lover of peace ljubomir inseamnd care iubeste pacea
who arrived with his black piano for no other would do a sosit cu pianul lui negru de care nu se putea lipsi la concerte
on his concert tour through these islands’ patchy welcomes in turneu prin insulele angliei care-1 vedeau si nu-1 vedeau
long ago when i was a boy and he a young man de mult de tot pe cand eram copil iar el deja barbat
i heard him play one august night just before we sailed l-am auzit cantand intr-o searda de august chiar inainte sa ne
from dubrovnik to bari, and all the magic music through imbarcam
with closed eyes i strained to lock him in my head la dubrovnik, plecam la bari, era 0 muzicd magica
within my nurtured dream of priestly solitude cu ochii stransi ma straduiam sa mi-I intiparesc in minte
but as years marched and died his image found an easy exit alaturi de singurdtatea preoteascd la care visam
or perhaps i cleared it out to make space for many a lonely s-au dus anii si imaginea lui s-a sters
other ori am inlocuit-o chiar eu cu alte singuratati
sometimes less deserving but more in need of a brother nu toate la fel de ldudabile dar de un frate ai oricand nevoie
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now he stood here grey-haired, dressed in a black suit iatd-1 asadar carunt, in costum negru,
a motionless defender of his black piano and his music sheets neclintit ldnga pian si partituri
unused to and perplexed by the customs officers’” courtesies mirat neobisnuit cu politetea vamesilor
i hurried to him, shook his hand, even bowed a little ma apropii in grabd, ddm mana, mad inclin imperceptibil
then reached to embrace him as we slavs often do dau sa-1 sarut cum se obisnuieste la noi slavii
when his summer breath behind my ear unlatched my rasuflarea lui vdrateca strecurata in dosul urechii mi-a trezit
senses — simturile —
surprised, we gasped and blushing sprang apart exposed amandoi surprinsi, cu respiratia taiatd, vinovati, am rosit, am dat
to stumble out, i awkwardly polishing my lenses fiecare un pas tnapoi

mi-am fdcut de lucru sda-mi sterg ochelarii si am iesit de acolo

stangaci
i remember something of what happened through that day tin minte franturi din ziua aceea
we talked i know and laughed a lot and choked am stat de vorba am ras zdravan ne-am innecat
on food and wine when our knees touched under the table— cu mancarea si vinul atunci cand ni s-au atins genunchii pe sub
mindful of slav laws, our protocol and codes masd —
we wasted time with recollections, walked in town ne-am purtat exact asa cum se poarta slavii
before crashing with each other in the dusky zones ne-am amintit indelung, ne-am plimbat prin oras
focused on unfurling everything gentle and cruel inainte sa ne culcadm in acelasi in pat in aria obscura
every active, hungry cell and every shameless rule in care blandetea si cruzimea se amesteca

la fel ca celulele vii hamesite care nu mai stiu de rusine

and to ljubomir i say i-am spus asa lui ljubomir
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you loved me fiercely then serenely then violently again

you shattered my shyness by intoning mesmerising notes
and recomposed my essence each time more divine

less fragile more alluring more immortal in design

as i restored your faded fantasies and distant dreams
uninhibited and mischievous we blazed throughout the night
like a fire in a heatwave burning with a sinful might

until nothing was any longer entirely yours or entirely mine

now so i hear you play the world like no other

weaving that single night-long love into yearning songs
hundreds of admirers, disciples, mistresses light your way
across the latitudes and longitudes of many nation’s borders
where you have nothing to declare but this silent prayer

for a female reflection of me and i remain eminent, elegant

in my exiled invisibility, silent in pain and unaccountable

for i am the keeper of many secrets and you are the loveliest of

all
[First published in Kritika]
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m-ai iubit cu patimd cu bucurie si cu patimad iar

mi-ai ocrotit timiditatea cu sunete imbatdtoare

m-ai descoperit m-ai facut zeu

puternic ispititor nemuritor

ti-am redat plasmuiri uitate si vise indepartate

eliberati si pusi pe sotii am fost doua flacari in noapte

ca un foc aprins pe caniculd a fost intensitatea noastrd vinovata

pand n-am mai fost eu si n-ai mai fost tu

asa ascult acum inegalabild muzica ta

impletind iubirea de o noapte in cantece si doruri

sute de admiratoare, discipoli, amante te duc de mana
peste tot in tara natiei mele

unde n-ai nimic de declarat decét rugdciunea muta:

o femeie dupa chipul si asemdnarea mea, eu, un exilat
aparte, retras, ca durerea ascunsa enigmaticé

pastratorul atator secrete dintre care unul minunat —tu
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waking with john in zori langa john

always at dawn i wake-up

to a blackbird singing and wait

listening to his breathing and wait

for his senses to open to mine and wait
for his body to turn, his eyes to open
and wait for his laughter to say:

you look like a lioness ready to pounce
which i do, masterfully covering his torso
with one swift, unhesitant move

i adjust to our curves and cavities, inhale
his sleep-odours and so assembled by
spoonsful of love, every morning

i wish it were yesterday morning

[First published in Kritika)

ma trezesc intodeauna in zori

la cAntecul mierlei si astept

ii ascult rdsuflarea si astept

sd i se deschidd trupul trupului meu si astept
sd se intoarca spre mine, sa deschidd ochii

si sa-mi spund razand:

parca esti o leoaica gata sd sard

chiar sunt, ma lipesc de el cu mare indemanare
o singurd miscare rapidd, sigurd

ma dau dupa curbele si intrandurile noastre, inspir
izul somnului lui si astfel adunata

in mici portii de iubire, in fiecare dimineata
imi doresc sa fie ieri dimineata
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love poem

sometimes quite unexpectedly i inhale

his aroma in the foreign blades of cut grass
for instance in a park in boston or among

the cinnamon trees in the brief garden in

sri lanka: there i could even taste his salt

in the remembered tantrum of my fingers
which, just as he taught me, knew well

how to move through our moist love making
dissolving shyness and regrets;

yes, it happens quite often that i measure my own
life with the weight and length of the dreams
he braided for me in his parallel reality

until i could no longer find peace or myself

68

poem de dragoste

simt uneori pe neasteptate

mirosul lui in firele de iarba tdiate in alte locuri din lume
un parc din boston de pilda

arborii de scortisoara din brief garden in

sri lanka: acolo am simtit si gustul lui sarat
pe degetele mele febrile

care au invatat de la el

ce sd faca in apropierile noastre

ca sa topeasca si timiditate si regret;

da, tot mai des imi mésor viata

dupd consistenta viselor

tesute de el pentru mine in lumea lui paralela

vise care-mi furd linistea care-mi fura fiinta
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70
an affair aventura
you say that “our illicit liaison spui ca ,legdtura noastra ilicita
presents a hypnotic conjugation reprezintd o imbinare hipnotizatoare
of two nomadic bodies exhausted a doud trupuri nomade istovite de
by their impious journeys through lipsa de cucernicie cu care strdbat
bestial curiosities over transient skins” — curiozitatea animalicd a tegumentelor trecdtoare” —
furthermore that “those distant events are si mai spui ca ,,acele lucruri indepdrtate sunt
now mouldy nodules of sheer nothingness acum nodule mucegdite de neant pur
so far beneath my glowing sanctuary” — dedesubt in addncimea sanctuarului meu in flacdri” —
but dar
when you go home and i remain alone cand te duci la tine acasd si raman singura
accompanied only by your grandiloquence cu grandilocventa ta
in my head, i wonder with invading fear whether in minte, ma intreb paralizatd de spaima
i am the receptacle of your well oiled lies ce sunt: depozitarul minciunilor tale impecabile
or your staggered-upon true love ori dragostea cea mare aflata cand nu te asteptai
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lust

after he handed her the ceremonial chalice

to drink a sticky liquid in worship of his gods

and discover which animal would choose her,
speak through her and make her dance a dream,
his ravishing perfumed beauty embraced her,

his fingers the owners of ancient crafts and motions
chimed over her skin, ringing the wake-up call —
she moved, now following him, now leading him
both elegant like green mambas in a baobab tree
descending and climbing, their bodies making
s-shaped loops to lurch forwards and backwards
and sideways all according to the reptiles” so slow
oh—so0—so slow evolutionary etiquette;

they welcomed the gateway to this adulterous night
and rode on the unregretted mercy of it until

the miracle of a new day shimmered in the mirrors
and they parted, he to his mountains, she to her
flatlands, across the ocean, beyond guilt but both
poisoned by the lasting gift of lust

dorinta

dupa ce-i inmand potirul dupa randuiala

ca sa bea din el o licoare cleioasd spre lauda zeilor lui
si ca sd afle ce animal o va alege pe ea,

va grai prin ea si o va duce spre vis si dans,

rdpitor de frumos si emanand un parfum imbatdtor, o cuprinse

degetele-i fugeau pe pielea ei cu straveche pricepere
in armonii menite sd trezeascd —

ea porni, cand il urma cand il conducea

aristocrati ca doi serpi mamba intr-un baobab

urcau coborau, trupurile lor zvacnite

in bucle inainte inapoi

dreapta stanga totul dupa ceremonialul lent

al reptilei atat de —atat de incete;

péana la dorita intrare in noaptea adultera

si cdlare pe indurarea ei fara de remuscare

pana la oglinzile in care a palpait miracolul unei alte zile
se despartira, el pleca spre munti, iar ea la

ses, dincolo de ocean, dincolo de vina amandoi
cdzuti in patima fard sfarsit a dorintei
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abandoned dog

it is too late to start denouncing him now

that man who some years ago still spoke

with an innocent tongue i understood well

who drew paintings in the wine caves of the rhone
while i, clean and loved, barked merrily

startling bats and owls into an early jig;

it is too late to start regretting my fragile friendship
with a traitor in disguise who left me

as soon as i had shed too many hairs and tumours
had begun to gallop through my veins —

now as the malignant swellings press against my skull
filthy and unloved, i embrace all my sweet memories
and the last fragrance of his hand upon my head

72

caine parasit

n-are rost sda dau vina pe el

un om pe care acum cativa ani

il intelegeam atat de bine

picta pe bani in cramele de pe ron

eu eram curat si iubit pe vremea aceea si latram bucuros
bagand frica in lilieci si bufnite si pundndu-le pe dantuit
draceste;

n-are rost sd plang dupad scurta prietenie

cu un prefdcut si un las care m-a parasit

cand mi-a cazut parul si m-am umplut

de tumori peste tot—

am teasta plind de tumori maligne

jegos si singur cum sunt, ma tot gandesc cu jind

la ultima oard cand i-am adulmecat mana blandd, mangaierea
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late love iubire tarzie
this is so unusual for me nu sunt deloc obisnuita
for all this life i walked on nettles de cand ma stiu am umblat prin urzici
learnt how to kiss m-am deprins sd sarut
young men’s hands and temples mainile si tamplele barbatilor tineri
learnt how not to miss m-am deprins sa descifrez
subtle signs of turmoil or despair cele mai mici semne de tulburare, de deznadejde
how to make them light and sd le alin si
soar with pride as they achieve sd fiu mandra cand vad cum
such might such heady height— le cresc puterile si ajung atat de departe —
so kind so full of sight you praise me ce bund esti, ce prevenitoare esti imi spui
and older than my father would have been tatal meu ar fi fost mai tanar ca tine
you wish me to believe you and receive you cum sd te cred cum sa te primesc
as if i were the innocent clean tongued maiden ca si cum as fi nestiutoare limpede fecioara
and you as pure as the first ocean’s swell iar tu la fel de pur ca oceanul dupa furtuna
oh how unusual this is for me nu sunt deloc obisnuita
almost like entering my own death again e ca si cum m-as intoarce in moarte

[First published in Kritika)
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alive again

at the start of the rancid state of aging

i’'ve read all the signs accurately and seen

that there’s no one to blame or persecute

no one to scream at or plead to for a return
journey ticket to the glorious years

before dementia and life-eclipse started

hissing at the entrance to each ear;

it seemed that nothing bright could happen

to reverse or undo this deliberate dying

this enchantment with fading memories

until one walk she emerged into the sunlight

in front of a just born rainbow, so free

so divinely mobile under a huge yellow umbrella
shinning and glittering as if dipped in pure gold
her breasts pointing to the celestial heights

oh, i regained my horns again and hoarsely

like any old renegade i whispered to her

that i was mistaken and not dead after all —

she smiled and set her lips on mine

75

din nou viu

la inceputul rancedei batraneti

am citit clar semenele si am inteles

cd nu e nimeni de vind n-am pe cine acuza

la cine sa urlu cui sd ma rog sd md intoarca

la anii minunati

inainte ca dementa si eclipsa vietii

sa-mi suiere in urechi;

nu mai asteptam nimic frumos

care sd opreasca ori sd intoarcd moartea aceea deliberata
dragostea mea pentru amintiri disparande
pand-ntro zi cand plimbandu-ma a coborat din soare
in spate cu un curcubeu, atat de libera

miscare vie sub o uriasda umbreld galbena

stralucind in mii de ace de parcd era muiatd in aur
sanii indreptati spre bolta cerului

mi-a revenit pe loc bdrbatia i-am soptit

cu voce sparta de derbedeu bdtran

cd ce sd vezi n-am murit deloc—

a surds si m-a sdrutat pe gura
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her tongue thrusting my death further limba ei a inghiontit moartea
to a distant waiting room and that night mult dincolo si in noaptea aceea
i was a pilgrim, a mariner, a rich man, a beggar am fost pelerin, marinar, bogdtas, sarantoc
and she a virgin, my tender love, my whore iar ea fecioard, marea mea dragoste, tirfa mea
and that night we needed nowhere to run in noaptea aceea n-am mai avut dorinta sa scaipam
nowhere to sail nowhere to fly or land sd ridicdm panzele sd zburdm sa coboram
but on to each others’ skin and psyche altundeva decat in trupul si-n sufletul nostru care era unul
and that night i got hold of my life again aceea a fost noaptea in care mi-am luat viata inapoi
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the old man’s temptation

she was sitting exactly opposite me

from mile end to queensway reading

my book on how successfully to conceal

the major signs of age by converting

bad conquests into invented kissing tales
(almost at the entrance to bragging)

about all the passing females and males

who boasted almost nothing sagging

and whose desire for every reader always wins
in order to visit a multitude of our secret sins —
then suddenly i had the strangest need

a temptation to place my lips on her knee

only god knows where it may slowly lead
even perhaps on to her iliac crest’s lee

and so on that ridge i can travel in style

her fragrant beauty lighting my last mile

but sadly that day i was far too old and meek
and she too young to know why & what i seek —
we parted without even a goodbye look
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ispitirea batranului

sedea chiar in fata mea

intre mile end si queensway a citit

din cartea mea despre cum sd ascunzi mai bine

semnele clare de batranete preschimband

cuceriri ratate in istorii amoroase inventate
(laudarosenie dar nu tocmai)

cu masculi si femele de o zi

care se lauda ca sunt verzi si in forma

si care cuceresc fiecare cititor in parte

cultivandu-i o groaza de vicii secrete —

si deodatd am simtit tentatia irezistibila si

stranie sa-mi lipesc buzele de genunchiul ei

cine stie unde ar putea duce asta incet-incet

poate chiar in locul acela ascuns de creasta iliaca

dacd as ajunge acolo as fi cineva

frumusetea ei inmiresmatd mi-ar lumina ultima bucatad de drum
ce pdcat cd In ziua aceea am fost bdtran si mult prea bleg
iar ea prea tandra sa intelega ce si de ce anume vreau —
ne-am despartit fard niciun semn

C ONTEMPORARY

LITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
The University of Bucharest. 2014



sonja besford
arrivals & departures. sosiri si plecari
parallel texts. translated from english into romanian

78
her fingers still clutching my wise book ea cu degetele lipite de cartea intelepciunii mele
mine inventing one wholly new patella story iar eu ndscocind altd poveste despre rotula genunchiului
full of forbidden joy and unexpected glory una noud, plind de bucurie interzisa si izbanda pe toata linia

[First published in Ambit 166]
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return of the first lover

it isn't strange (why should any repetition ever be)
how fast again your inner shadow recognised mine
both fragmenting and melting in foreign embraces
which deny the remote significance of dried blood
upon the young hunger of our thighs and stomachs;

it isn’t strange (why should any distant memory ever
be)

for long ago i have seen you lit by your mother’s light
and i can read your love poems in the half circle of your
cut off cuticles now lying on a tissue ready to be burnt
so that neither i nor any powerful one can cast a spell
to make you fall out of love with me —again

and even for a while

79

intoarcerea primului iubit

deloc ciudat (nicio repetare nu pare ciudatad)

cat de iute umbra ta interioard a recunoscut-o pe-a mea
amandoua faramitate si topite in alte imbratisari

care sfideaza sensul de demult al sangelui uscat
suprapus peste coapsele burtile noastre tinere nesatule;
deloc ciudat (nicio amintire de demult nu este ciudata)
cd odatd candva te-am vazut la lumina mamei tale

cd stiu sd-ti citesc poemele inchise in semicercul pielitelor
tdiate si puse pe un servetel ca sa fie arse

ca nu cumva eu ori alta care poate sd te farmece

sd te faca sd uiti cd ma iubesti — vreodata

nici mdcar pentru o clipa
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memories

i have a hidden suitcase packed with misadventures
foggy judgments and random decisions as well as
such beauty, such celebrations of life, such loves

that when i open the lid a miasma rich with honey,
sea and pines hazes out purifying and embracing me
like an insomniac alchemist of long ago

nourished by his own power and cunning tongue
who took me to the dunes of malmo to dismantle my
tormented memories to dissolve them with rose

oils while ravens sermoned to the first light

81

amintiri

am o valizd ascunsa plind de nesanse

ganduri confuze si decizii negandite dar si

frumusete, bucurie de viata, dragoste

cand o deschid o duhoare de miere,

mare si pini scapa ca o ceatd purificandu-ma invaluindu-ma
ca un alchimist din vechime care nu poate dormi

tinut in viata de propria lui putere si graiul viclean

si care m-a dus la dunele din malmo ca sd-mi distruga
amintirile dureroase sd le dizolve cu ulei

de trandafir in vreme ce corbii predica in zori
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the inner demons

that summer i suggested that we should conduct

the last rights for our inner demons

(with full religious service and a brass-band) and

he being a choleric artist insisted on bread, sea salt

and red wine just to annoy these all powerful spirits

we knew we could never Kkill or expel or ignore

—they would stay as long as they pleased —

what a funeral farce, we laughed and what a melancholy
brothel we’ve become, filled with genetic calamities
howling for our blood and for particles of forgiveness —
yet in the texture of those ceremonies i felt my friend’s
goodness and lofty presence as we held hands

to dance and leap towards the conciliatory moon lighting
our faces and that graveyard in croatia i shall never see again

83

demoni launtrici

in vara aceea am propus sd dam

ultima impadrtasanie demonilor nostri lduntrici

(serviciu religios complet cu alamuri) iar

el, pictor coleric, a tinut mortis sa avem paine, sare de mare

si vin rosu special ca sa scoatem din minti aceste duhuri atotputernice
pe care stiam prea bine ca nu le putem ucide izgoni sau macar ignora
—fiindcad ele stau oricat de mult vor ele—

ce caraghioslac funerar, am ras amandoi, ce bordel

melancolic suntem, plin cu nenorociri genetice

urland ca vor sangele nostru si fragmente de iertare —

si cu toate acestea ceremonia m-a facut sa simt caldura

si semetia prietenului meu ne-am dat mana

in dans si salturi cdtre luna impdciuitoare a carei lumind cddea peste
chipurile noastre si peste acel cimitir din croatia pe care n-am sa-1
revad niciodata
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februaring

i am februaring, captured by an annual ascending melancholy
eyes above my earthbound life, my soul at half-mast

in slow orbit around recollections and regrets:

i am remembering all my teachers who tried to mould me
with linguistic storms, mystifying metaphors and even spells
into a more ordinary native or at least a less eccentric exile;

i am remembering all my friends who tried to nourish me
with sweet injections of vanity and luminous flattery which
promised to glue my ever fragmented brain into an entirety;

i am remembering the sadness of my far away homeland

full of weeping women, refugees, orphans and hungry innocents

whose destinies were as chiselled by some bitter frosty god,

by bloodthirsty warriors, politicians and journalists, so that

no land is safe, no land is safe, especially not mine;

i am februaring about all the dead friends and past lovers
who healed my wounds with laughter-potions and love-
ointments

who abstained from being tourists (in this life or any other)

85

februarizand

in ghearele unei melancolii anuale ce creste mereu februarizez

privesc deasupra vietii mele pamantene, cu sufletul coborat in

berna

gravitez in jurul amintirilor si regretelor:

revad toti profesorii care au incercat sa ma formeze

cu averse lingvistice, metafore buimadcitoare si clipe de calm

sd ma facd sd semdan cu un nativ cat de cat ori mécar cu un exilat

mai putin excentric;

revdd toti prietenii care au incercat sa ma sprijine

cu perfuzii de orgoliu si laude binefdcatoare care

urmau sa-mi unifice mintea imbucatatita;

vad tristetea patriei mele indepartate

cu femei in lacrimi, refugiati, orfani, nevinovati flamanzi

a cdror soartd a fost tdiata-n piatra de amarnicul zeu al gerului
de rdzboinici insetati de sange, politicieni si jurnalisti, asa incat
nicdieri nu esti in sigurantd si cu atat mai putin in tara mea;
februarizez despre toti prietenii disparuti si iubitii de alta data
care m-au vindecat cu pilule de ras si alifii de dragoste
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who loved me without reconstructing me or devouring me, care au renuntat de bundvoie la turism (in viatd sau dincolo de ea)
who enchanted my molecules and my senses and i am februaring care m-au iubit fard sa vrea sd ma schimbe ori sd ma inghitd,
because there is much left to februar and it is, after all, february care mi-au fermecat moleculele si simturile si februarizez

pentru cd mai sunt atatea de februarizat si la urma urmei, suntem

in februarie
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serbs meeting luck sarbi intalnindu-si norocul
we approached her from the side ne-am apropiat de ea dintr-o parte
she smelt of soap and something round; mirosea a sdpun si a ceva rotund;
we had no music and no voice then or now nu aveam muzica si nici voce atunci, si nu avem nici acum
so we tapped her thyroid gland: asa ca am atins-o incet in dreptul tiroidei:
come, please be ours; vino, te rog, sa fii a noastra;
i have never been anyone’s here, n-am fost niciodatd a nimanui aici,
she drew the letters on our palms and left a desenat aceste litere in palma noastra si s-a dus
at four that afternoon, ten years ago chiar in ziua aceea la ora patru dupamasa, acum zece ani

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & |B]
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the tyranny of miloSevi¢ tirania lui miloSevié¢
there is a musty corrupt dominion existd de mult o colonie corupta
whose subjects drift on a shrinking slave ship ai cdrei supusi sunt dusi de valuri pe un vas cu sclavi
hidden in a paralyzing fog of fears invaluit in negura paralizanta a spaimei
moidered by swinging lies and sneers orbiti definitiv de minciuna si batjocura
bedevilled by the evil rapacious criminal nimiciti de nesatulul raufacator nelegiuit
his slayers, servants and their endless time ucigasii lui, slujitorii lui si eternitatea acestora

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & |B]
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nato’s 50t birthday party

“doing nothing is not an option”

this is the phoney rage of the mighty with
hooligan brains which embraces hades

to ravage my people poisoning killing
maiming them pushing them into oblivion
from high above and far away

not caring how many deaths grace this bloody
march april may june july forever as long

as it is a good exercise for nato, said clinton
followed by blair’s mad stare babbling from his eyes
and confirmed by their bloodthirsty rhetoric of
cluster bombs and depleted uranium

[First published in Kritika]
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petrecere la a 50-a aniversare a nato

,neimplicarea nu este o optiune”

cei la putere cu creierele lor de huligani

si prefdcuta lor furie care inghite iadul

imi distrug poporul il otravesc il ucid

il ciopartesc pentru ca cei de sus

si cei de altundeva sd nu mai stie de el

nu conteaza cate morti impodobesc sangerosul
martie aprilie mai iunie iulie si mereu cata vreme
exercitiul face bine fortelor nato, asa a zis clinton
iar blair a incuviintat cu o privire turbata si bolborosita
elocventa lor insetatd de sange

ce descria bombele cu dispersie si uraniul saracit
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serbia talking

that night as the lunar rainbow crossed my vulnerable
skies and hawks led flocks of vultures to circle in the hot sirocco
swirls, ignoring all hazards, i stopped casting spells, making
ancient sacrifices and praying to the divine ears of a moody
God; instead, i lifted my essence to the highest tower to scan the
spread mountains, the valleys, rivers and lakes: hourly i hoped
that my old predictions would come true, so that the lazy,
shimmering horizon would conjure up a tall mast, then swollen
sails above a white ship on whose helm i would see the arriving
saviours who would bring us harmony peace prosperity and to
me a love to make all other loves i have had embarrassed with

their comparative insignificance;

i became the gentleness of that night, framed by the scent
of burning wood, salt air and the distant hot desert storms; i
ignored the impatient flapping of wings all around me thinking
that this time no bird of prey would harm me because for the
first time tonight, just as i had wished for years, i turned over
the four of wands as the tarot card of the future before me: it

91

discursul serbiei

in noaptea cand curcubeul lunar s-a ardtat pe cerul
meu lipsit de apdrare si soimii atrageau vulturi in stoluri sa
dea roata vartejurilor fierbinti ale vantului sirocco si sa
ignore primejdiile, am incetat sa fac vraji, sa aduc jertfe
dupa legi strdavechi, si sd ma rog sda fiu auzita de un
Dumnezeu sumbru; m-am inaltat in turnul cel mare si am
cercetat atent muntii, vdile, raurile si lacurile: cu fiecare ora
care trecea, am sperat cd mi se vor implini prezicerile si
zdrile palpainde ce inaintau lent aveau sda dezveleasca
catargul inalt cu panze umflate ale unei cordbii la carma
cdreia vor veni mantuitori sd ne aduca pace, armonie,
prosperitate si o iubire pentru mine, o iubire care sa faca
toate iubirile mele dinainte sa se rusineze;

eram blandetea noptii cu iz de lemn arzand, aer sarat
si furtuni fierbinti in deserturi indepartate; n-am dat nicio
atentie aripilor ce bateau in jurul meu, de data aceasta eram
la addpost de padsdrile de prada pentru ca pentru prima
datd, dupd ce asteptasem acest lucru de ani intregi, aveam
in fatd rasturnat un Patru de Bate de la tarot: chiar si pe dos,
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reads —even when reversed —harmony, peace, prosperity and
great love;

the rainbow danced a slanting dance in the waveless lake-
waters, the stars sparkled randomly, the birds cast ominous
shadows, which i continued to ignore, and visions started to
open before me just as, i supposed, life and death would open,
if the evil king of my land had not quarantined them both
almost immediately after he seized power; and, because life
and death are identical twins and confined together, no one
ever knows who among my people is alive and who is dead or
indeed whether they exist as people at all; the scientists say that
people are far too content with tacitly tip-toeing around this
uncertainty; the artists claim that people are far too dulled by
the felicity of the life/ death state which requires no striving but
yet sustains fears; the philosophers maintain that this
seemingly unsolvable puzzle comprises the maxima of each
individual and thus our people are always brave and
triumphant to which i often reply that all three views are
possible although only those who solve the puzzle will be
victorious and never those who merely define it; the three
groups are unimpressed by my answer (frankly, so am i) and
probably expect much more from an oracle who sixteen
centuries ago led her people to this mysterious, exquisite land
to become its mother-earth, fertile from her people’s blood and

92

cartea iInseamnd armonie, pace, prosperitate si o iubire

mare;

inclinat curcubeul aluneca peste lacul linistit, stelele
razletite straluceau, umbrele pdsdrilor erau rau-
prevestitoare, dar nu le bagam in seamd, se perindau in
ochii mei naluciri, asa cum ma gandeam cd aveau sa fie
viata si moartea inainte ca hainul rege al tinutului meu sa
le ascunda pe amandoud atunci cand a venit la putere; cum
viata si moartea sunt gemene identice si legate intre ele, nu
stie nimeni cine e viu si cine nu ori dacd poporul meu mai
existd cu totul; oamenii de stiinta afirma ca lumea n-ar
trebui sd se prefaca a nu vedea acest lucru; creatorii pretind
cd fericirea stdrii de viatd/moarte ii amorteste, ii scuteste de
efort dar nu le indeparteaza spaimele; filozofii declard ca
aceastd engimad aparent de nedezlegat se bizuie pe limita de
sus a tuturor asa cd poporul nostru e intotdeauna curajos si
invingdtor dar pdrerea mea este cd toate aceste trei pdreri
sunt corecte insa numai cei care dezleaga enigma vor
invinge iar nu si cei care se multumesc s-o defineasca; cele
trei grupuri despre care vorbeam nu sunt multumite cu
ideea mea (la drept vorbind, nici eu nu sunt) si asteaptd
probabil mult mai mult de la o prezicdtoare care acum
saisprezece veacuri si-a condus poporul cdtre acest

minunat tdram unde avea sa fie tara lor de bastind, hranita
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sacrifice:

i am serbia, the sum of all my people, the sum of their
memories, their dreams, histories, wars, their defeats and
victories;

i often visit the twins in their geometrically weird crystal
prison, touch their transparent, margaric furniture, and see
everywhere, below, above, all around, the moving images of
the life and death forces guiding earthly forms into their
allocated positions and i wonder whether the beautiful twins
originally manoeuvred me too towards their future prison so
as to fulfil some kind of meaningful prophecy, something
instrumental to them and the whole of humanity, but i can
never persuade them to admit to anything; they smile benignly
at me, attentive and gentle, eager to discuss almost any topic i
choose, they are childishly delighted when they make me laugh
and please my curiosity, they sing and dance for me but they
always manage to avoid my clever (and not so clever) verbal
traps designed to reveal which one is life and which one is
death;

they applauded when i told them that at last i had turned
up the four of wands and they whirled me around holding
hands, laughing, singing and exclaiming how especially
dazzling i looked at that moment and how from the beginning
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cu sangele si sacrificiile lor:

eu sunt serbia si in mine sunt toti oamenii mei, cu
toate amintirile lor, visele, istoriile, rdzboaiele, infrangerile
si izbanzile lor;

merg des sd le vad pe gemene in inchisoarea lor stranie
de cristal, pipdi cu mainile mobila lor transparentd sidefie
si pretutindeni, dedesubt, deasupra, peste tot in jur, vad
imagini migcatoare are fortelor vietii si mortii, care conduc
fiecare trup pamantean la locul lui si ma tot intreb daca
frumoasele gemene au facut asa incat sa ma apropii de ceea
ce avea sa fie temnita lor pentru a indeplini o profetie
importantd, menitd sa le ajute pe ele si intreaga omenire,
dar nu reusesc sa obtin acest adevar din gura lor; imi surad
blajin, cald si grijuliu, sunt gata sd-mi vorbeasca despre
orice subiect vreau, se bucura copildreste cind ma fac sa rad
ori sd fiu curioasd despre ceva, canta si danseazd pentru
mine dar degeaba incerc sa aflu in cuvinte (mai mult sau
mai putin inteligente) care dintre ele este moartea si care
este viata;

au batut din palme cand le-am pus cd am avut in
sfarsit in mana rasturnat un Patru de Bate de la tarot, m-au
invartit tinandu-se de maini, au cantat, au ras, au exclamat
ca sunt o lumina si cd din vremurile cele mai stravechi nu
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of times there had never been a more beautiful, more proud,
more brave and more dear to them female-oracle, mother-earth,
the sum of her people and how, when the saviours arrive i must
ask them to cast a lure, but why, i asked perplexed, why would
a sailor know how to cast a lure, isn’t falconry something that
desert and mountain men are good at?, precisely!, they
answered in unison and i could immediately see that they
would tell me nothing further;

now as i stand here on the top of our world, staring into a
darkened horizon, their request still seems odd, obscure; i turn
around and see them in their quarantined glass chambers,
gazing at me and at once the very centre of me shivers and
contracts in a spasm of recognition: both life and death are
blazing at me a quantity of love i have never seen before and i
realise that i also love them with equal force; all at once i see
that they came to me because i, Serbia, and i alone am able to
contain that amount of love, to belong to life and death equally,
to please life and death equally, to offer them my body, my
soul, my children, my sorcery, my four of wands equally, to be
their muse and lover and they my mentors and lovers; they
extend their arms beckoning me and i run towards them not
turning back although i hear the sirens, the exploding bombs,
while the king’s and saviours” laughter is so loud that i cannot
hear the sum of my own screams and i know that no true
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iubesc pe nimeni mai mult decat pe mine, prezicdtoarea,
patria mamd cu intreg poporul ei, iar cdnd va veni
mantuitorul sd le chem neapdrat sda pund momeala,
nedumerit am intrebat, de unde sd stie un marinar sa puna
momeala cand vandtoarea cu soimi e treaba oamenilor de
la munte ori din desert?, exact! au strigat amandouad si
atunci mi-a fost clar cd n-o sd aflu mai mult decat atat;

acum sunt pe cea mai de sus culme a lumii si scrutez
zarea sumbrd, iar rugdmintea lor incd mi se pare de
neinteles; ma intorc cu fata la inchisoarea lor de sticld, ele
md privesc lung, dintr-odatd mi se cutremurd si imi
ingheatd sufletul, ca un pumnal vine intelegerea: viata si
moartea ma parjolesc cu o iubire cum n-am mai vdzut
vreodatd si imi dau seama ca si eu la randul meu le iubesc
cu aceeasi intensitate; inteleg ca au venit la mine pentru ca
eu si numai eu, Serbia, am puterea sda duc in mine iubirea
lor, sa iubesc viata si moartea la fel, sa le slujesc la fel, sd le
dau trupul meu, inima, copiii, vrdjile, Patru de Bate de la
tarot, sa le fiu muza si iubita iar ele mentorii si iubitele mele;
ma cheama cu bratele intinse iar eu alerg la ele fara sa ma
uit indarat cu toate cad aud sirene, bombe care explodeaza,
in vreme ce regele si mantuitorul rad in hohote atat de tare
incat nici urletele mele nu mi le aud si stiu cd nu vine niciun
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saviour is on his way, that my people are doomed and that all mantuitor, cd poporul meu este condamnat si ca toate

the whirling birds of prey have become killing machines pasdrile de prada care dau tarcoale au devenit masinarii de
ucis
[First published in Ambit 157]
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troubled youth on his way to war tanar zbuciumat in drum spre razboi
who is this innocent actor of bravery cine este acest brav protagonist nestiutor
not long ago during his childhood copil pana nu demult
in a preface to his short-necked night ca prefatd la noaptea cu gatul scurt ce-l astepta
he grafted love and hope onto a zebra crossing si-a lipit dragostea si speranta pe trecerea de pietoni
to a fertile field of books and music and now, care ducea cdtre un camp manos de carti si muzica
look, it is all burnt, mute and dead, does anyone care priveste, cAmpul e ars, mut, mort, cui i pasa
whether his life is flying or he is holding on to it daca viata lui fuge ori daca se poate tine de ea
with his little finger round the fast approaching epilogue cu degetul mic pe epilogul care se apropie vertiginos

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & ]B]
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a mental patient
(belgrade during the 1999 bombardment)
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i was breathing quietly, kneeling and trembling in what used to be

a white shirt, beyond the metal bars in a soft room with no
windows;

the four-eyed healer was knitting clever explanations:

we’re out of medication, it follows that you're more powerful;

he wouldn’t believe that i"'m not, although i could follow his logic;

long ago i bartered my suit for a cup of blood from a reliable
vampire;

from my first rib he aspirated a magical spell: it didn’t work;
today the four-eyed healer left my door open, intentionally i
suspect;

i hobbled to the attic, mother slept all curled up and cold;

this is the way, go to the roof, said another healer and in english!
i’d forgotten how good i used to be at all those mighty languages

(six to be precise, not including latin or church Slavonic, naturally);

okay, okay, good for us, what? skip over the hair?, great!,
fly, fly with the bombs! i shouted sooo amused;

hang on to the cluster bomb! he ordered; they’re like
silver-coated

bolnav mintal
(belgrad in timpul bombardamentului din 1999)

cu respiratie neauzitd, in genunchi, tremurand intr-o
cdmasa

candva albad, in spatele barelor metalice intr-o odaie cu
pereti capitonati fara geamuri;

tamaduitorul cu ochelari insira explicatii inteligente:

nu mai avem medicamente, asa cd esti mai puternic;

nu voia sd creadd ca nu sunt, si ii intelegeam rationamentul;
a trecut mult de cand mi-am dat costumul pe o cana de
sange de la un vampir de incredere;

a aspirat o vraja din coasta mea: n-a avut niciun efect;

azi tamaduitorul ochelarist a ldsat usa deschisa, intentionat
presupun;

am urcat in mansarda schiopdtand, acolo dormea mama
incovrigata in frig;

pe aici, urca pe acoperis, mi-a zis alt timaduitor in engleza!
uitasem ce bine stiam toate limbile importante

(sase la numar, pe langa latind si slavona bisericeasca,
fireste)

ok, ok, ce? bun pentru noi? lasd parul!, asa!,
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rain drops, which one shall i choose? i asked, counting aloud:

Cinquanta, sessanta, settanta, ottanta, novanta, cento, duecento!

be quiet and don’t you dare let go or i'll screw your... he
threatened;

oh, i shan’t, i shan’t, i answered merrily, i shan't...secretly
sniggering

at the moron-healer who hadn’t worked out that i have been
screwed

every way and everywhere by saints and sinners, by gods and
devils

since i was born and probably well well before;

the bomb and i are flying, i inhale particles of depleted uranium,
divine!,

mother still sleeps all curled up and cold and vampire-doctors sleep
and

murderer-politicians sleep, pilots and arms-dealers sleep,
journalists sleep,

but at last further buried i am no longer mortally awake and alone

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & ]B]

sus, sus cu bomba! am strigat cu veselie;

tine-te bine de bomba cu dispersie! mi-a poruncit; parc-ar fi
picdturi de ploaie

argintate, pe care s-o aleg? am intrebat numarand tare:
Cinquanta, sessanta, settanta, ottanta, novanta, cento,
duecento!

stai locului si tine-te bine sau ti-ardt eu... ameninta el;

da, da, da, am raspuns vesel, da... rasei de

prostul de tamaduitor care nu se gandise cd mi-ardtasera
toti

in toate felurile si pe toate partile, sfinti si pacatosi, zei si
draci

de cand m4d stiam si probabil chiar dinainte;

zbor cu bomba, inspir particule de uraniu saracit, superb!,
mama incd mai doarme incovrigatd in frig si dorm si
doctorii-vampiri

dorm si politicienii-asasini, pilotii si traficantii de arme,
jurnalistii,

dar, in sfarsit ingropat, nu mai sunt muritor, treaz ori

singur
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suicide of an actor in belgrade

first he ate his nails, then his left arm up to the elbow;

on the seventh day at dawn, instead of a ticket he offered
the conductor his tape-worm, pink, alive, in a glass-jar;
this is all i have, he said to the gaping mouth before he
jumped on the next track meeting the express train

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & |B]
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sinuciderea unui actor in belgrad

intai isi manca unghiile, apoi bratul stang pana la umar;

in zorii celei de-a saptea zi, in loc de bilet 1i intinse
controlorului viermele lui panglicd, roz si viu intr-un borcan;
atata am, zise iar celalalt rdmase cu gura cdscata

pe cand el se arunca pe linia paraleld drept in fata trenului
accelerat
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a regime academic

i polish the soiled shoes of my tamed steps: through

inherited pupils of fear i see my purgatory, oily, cruel,
fated —

i fear darkness, insubordinate women, lascivious lips, thighs
alongside my adam’s apple;

i'm afraid to flow into the powerful essences of unguessable
female seesaws —they wish to change me, stroke me, mother
me,

love me, adopt me, cut loose my inner terrors;

i fear the ashtray of cigarette ends and the empty wine glasses
after immodest confessions;

i'm afraid of happiness, unhappiness, laughter, television:

it films me, it listens to me;

a book reads me, verses drain me into a stinking sweat;

i'm terrified in a lift, on a pedestrian crossing;

a fear someone replaying and shouting, so i do not speak
against or for anything or anyone;

quietly i open always side entrances while from my chest

i wipe my future ashes with a trembling handkerchief;

101

universitar supus regimului

lustruiesc pantofii prafuiti ai pasilor mei imblanziti: prin
mostenitele pupile marite de fricd imi vad purgatoriul, slinos,
necru’,rétor, predestinat —

mi-e fricd de intuneric, femei rebele, rebele, buze senzuale, coapse
prea aproape de marul lui Adam;

mi-e fricd sd ma scurg in misterioasele balansoare feminine —ele
vor sd ma schimbe, sa ma dezmierde, sa aiba grija de mine,

sd md iubeascd, sa ma adopte, sa-mi desferece toate fricile;

mi-e fricd de scrumiera cu mucuri de tigard si paharele goale de
vin dupa marturisiri indecente;

mi-e fricd de fericire, de nefericire, de rasete, de televiziune:

ma filmeazd, ma ascults;

o carte ma citeste, versurile ma fac sa duhnesc a transpiratie;

mor de fricd in lift si pe trecerea de pietoni;

mi-e fricd sd-mi rdspunda cineva si sa strige, asa cd nu sunt nici
pro nici contra;

neauzit deschid usi laterale si-mi sterg de pe piept

cu o batista tremurdnda cenusa viitoare;

aproape invizibil, aproape mort, peste tot strdin,
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almost invisible, almost dead, i am a stranger everywhere, ma ascund

in hiding

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & |B]
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hunger foame
in the basement grows a fatless mirror la subsol creste o oglinda fara grasimi
it ripples odours of rotten onions raspandeste miros de ceapd stricata
mouldy potatoes on the floor — pe jos sunt cartofi mucegditi —
above, in his bed, a rat deasupra in pat un sobolan
smokes a cigar, drinks fumeaza trabuc si bea

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & ]B]
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the truth speaking cuvantarea adevarului
i was in a tired orchard eram intr-o livada ostenita
dozing under a parasol motdiam sub umbreld
when justice came to pay homage cand a venit dreptatea sd se ploconeascad la
to my earth-old human captors — cei ce ma tineau prizonier de cand exista pamantul —
it left them unmarked, still lying, nici nu s-au sinchisit, zdceau acolo,
although now stinking of death; duhneau a moarte acum;
later, in my secret chambers, mai incolo, in iatacul meu tainic,
the divided parts of me were partly trupul meu imbucatatit s-a adunat
assembled and soon i shall glue foarte curand o sa-1 lipesc
them into my entirety again din nou cum era intreg

[First published in Kritika, translated from Serbian by SB & |B]
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perhaps not a dream

in my dream i saw a bazaar where merchants sold
men-assassins, killer wolves and venomous snakes,

where post-experimental corpses were fed to human
cripples and they when fat to privileged foreign visitors
who shared the hobby of poisoning children and watching
them die: slowly —

between these sessions, on seats made from dead infants” skins,
the guests sat on a roller-coaster being further entertained
by constant virgins high on survival;

in the same dream i listened to a dazzling sermon on
natural laws natural truths and natural justice

delivered by a somehow familiar fornicator and a liar
followed by another dispenser of falsehoods and death —
so harmed i woke in tears to see them on my television
screen an evil nebula flickering behind their heads

[First published in Kritika]
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poate vis, poate nu

in visul meu am vazut un bazar unde negustorii vindeau
barbati-asasini, lupi ucigasi si serpi veninosi,
unde ologilor li se dddea sa manance lesuri

post-experimentale si erau apoi ei insisi serviti ca hrana

oaspetilor straini de vaza

care aveau ca hobby sd otrdveascd prunci si sa-i vadd murind:

incet—

in pauze, pe scaune facute din piele de copii,

oaspetii se dddeau in roller-coaster si se intretineau

cu fecioare statornice drogate cu dorinta de a supravietui;
in acelasi vis am ascultat o predica uluitoare despre

legi naturale adevaruri naturale si drept natural

tinutd de un cunoscut infidel si mincinos

iar dupa el a urmat alt propagator de miniciund si moarte —
m-am trezit in lacrimi cu ei pe ecranul televizorului

in spatele capetelor lor palpaia o nebuloasa nefasta
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singing

please do not sing or hum at my funeral

for my people and i are not used to honouring

death with melodious notes but would

rather prefer to cry our sorrows and regrets

oh for so many things we failed to do and say

when we could have spoken with golden tongues
and unknotted hearts about naming the forms of love
for each other or singing sweet songs to please

us, the ears of gods and make angels dance;

please do not sing or dance at my funeral

for i should like to feel from not so far above

your sadness spread to enter your blood stream

to travel through your body to the skull and hair
then, my essence will descend and it shall comb it out
as if it were a nuisance louse and nothing more

[First published in Kritika]
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cant

te rog nu canta nu fredona la ingroparea mea

cdci poporul meu nu este obisnuit sa intampine
moartea pe note melodioase

noi preferdm sd ne jelim suferintele si pdrerea de rdu
cd prea multe n-am fdcut ori n-am spus

cand am fi putut vorbi cu atata dragoste unii cu altii
si am fi putut dezlega inimi si feluri de iubire
cantece dulci sd ne mearga la suflet

noua si zeilor, sd facd ingerii sa danseze;

te rog nu dansa nu canta la ingroparea mea

vreau sa pot simti deasupra ta aproape

cum te cuprinde tristetea si-ti intrd in sange

iti intra-n trup pana-n crestet gi-n par

si atunci spiritul meu se va pogori si il va pieptdna
ca si cum ar fi un paduche enervant si nimic altceva
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Information about the Poet

Sonja Batini¢ Besford was born in Belgrade Sonja Batini¢ Besford s-a ndscut la Belgrad (Iugoslavia), cu
(Yugoslavia), with the Sun in Pisces, the Moon in Virgo and Soarele in Pesti, Luna in Fecioara si cu ascendentul in Scorpion.
the Ascendant in Scorpio. Sonja spoke fluently on her first La varsta de un an vorbea corect. Isi aduce bine aminte prima ei
birthday, which she remembers well because the celebration zi de nastere, deoarece a durat cateva zile la rdnd si a primit multe
lasted for several days and she received many presents, most cadouri, printre care un scaunel de lemn si o posetd rosie. La putin
memorably a little wooden chair and a red handbag. Shortly timp dupa aceea, ea a descoperit frumusetea misterioasa a vietii
after, she discovered the mysterious beauty of life under the vazute de sub masa din sufragerie, acoperita cu o fata de masa de
dining-room table covered with a lace cloth full of trees and dantela, plind de broderii cu pdsdri si copaci. De acolo asculta
birds. Her world of listening to the conversations above was coversatiile de deasupra ei si numai bunica, Ana, o intrerupea ca
interrupted only by her grand-mother Ana passing down sd-i strecoare cate un sandvis. Sonja a fost un copil extraordinar
sandwiches. Sonja was blissfully happy until (much earlier de fericit pand cand (mult mai devreme decat ar fi fost normal,
than usual, since her parents considered her chosen life-style atunci cand parintii au considerat stilul ei de viatd nepotrivit) a
weird) she was dispatched to school where she was very fost trimisa la scoald, unde a fost profund nefericita.
unhappy.
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This lasted until, at the age of eight, she started to Aceastd nefericire a durat pana la varsta de opt ani, cand a
write: reading and writing were natural extensions of her inceput sa scrie: cititul si scrisul erau prelungiri firesti ale
universe under the table and all was well again. universului ei de sub masa din sufragerie si astfel totul revenea la
Sonja has five books published in Belgrade, and many normal.
short stories, poems and literary reviews in various Sonja a publicat cinci cdrti la Belgrad si multe nuvele, poeme
magazines in Britain, Yugoslavia, France and USA. si recenzii literare in reviste din Marea Britanie, lugoslavia, Franta
This, her third published collection of poetry, is the si SUA.
tirst one written in English. Aceastd carte este al treilea volum de poezie al autoarei si in
She is married to a dentist and lives in London. acelasi timp primul scris in limba engleza.

Este casdtoritd cu un stomatolog si locuieste in Londra.
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Literary critic, translator, writer.
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= of Finnegans Wake in 111 Volumes

f‘:}“ gf;_ ] Totalling 30,000 pages

= ks by C. George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu

= = Whit is the most important part of Finnegans Wike?

it Certramente, cisvintele create de Joyce tui-méme.

s desilie We havie made six Velumes of them. Learn them—utantill!

You can dowlnoad our books for free,
including the full text of Finnegans Wake line-numbered, at

http:/ /editura.mttle.ro/Joyce % 20Lexicography.html
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