CERASELA SPRINCENATU
FENG-SHUI (THE SPIDER)

In zilele acelea,

casa Penelopei era intesata de panze
—frumoase, credincioase—

in extazul impletirii,

uitase sd le desire

(nu intelegea

de unde-i vine claustrofobia).

Gafaind sub dispnee
o gaseste Ulise.

Darul lui
este un pdianjen.

Translated by James Owens

In those days,

Penelope’s house was teeming with spiderwebs
—beautiful, faithful—

in the rapture of weaving,

she had forgotten to tear them down

(she didn’t understand

where her claustrophobia comes from).

Ulysses finds her
breathless and gasping.

His gift
is a spider.



The Tea Garden

THE TEA GARDEN

Gradina de ceai

Voiam sd stau cat mai mult in noiembrie
—si m-am intristat, vazand ca scriu doar poezii despre vara.

In perioada aceea mi-am chemat prietenul pentru ceai
—iar el, mereu vigilent, a laudat faptul

ca frunzele erau uscate exact cat ar trebui,

in timp ce gustul 1i amintea de o gradina strabatuta de vant.

Translated by James Owens

I wanted to linger as long as possible in November
—and I grew sad, seeing that I write only poems about summer.

During that time, I invited my friend for tea

—and he, ever observant, praised the fact

that the leaves were exactly as dry as they should be,

while the taste reminded him of a garden crisscrossed by wind.
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DIET

Noaptea trecuta
eu si iubitul meu
am visat caini.

Ai lui—negri

veneau din padure

1i muscau fruntea

si faceau copacii sa latre.

Al mei—rosii

maraiau in custi

si ceva mi se zbatea in piept
gata sd iasa.

Dimineata, la o tigara,
ne-am propus ceva frugal
pentru cina.

Translated by James Owens

Last night
my love and I
dreamed of dogs.

His, black,

came from the forest,

bit his brow,

and made the trees ring with barking.

Mine, red,

snarled in cages,

and something struggled in my chest,
ready to burst free.

This morning, having a cigarette,
we planned something frugal
for our dinner.



