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fuga pentru instrumente necunoscute

Peste virfuri
apa limpede a ochiului enorm si ticut,
privind inapoi contemplandu-se
peste virfuri

O orga nebuni. Creierul isi varsa
cascadele lui de vedenii si sunete,
menajeriile si istoriile, timpii de cirbune si plating,
mierea si laptele si petrolul,
privind inapoi, alfabete, miraje, nirvane,
si golfuri largi si intunecate paduri,
amfiteatre si labirinturi umplute de ap3, adunind
secundele toate in vaste grimezi de nisip,
in delta uriasd din centru,
in matricea ascunsi, obscuri

privind inapoi,
lumina §i plumb, trend lungg,
miluri, aurore, tornade,
zgurd si praf peste continente si insule,
fluxuri, refluxuri, nebuloase albastre,
europe decizute, asii delirante,
ierburi uscate i pene, vocale si litere,
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fugue for unknown instruments

Over mountain peaks
the clear water of an enormous, silent eye,
gazing in contemplation at itself
over mountain peaks

A black organ. The brain pours out
cataracts of visions and sounds,
menageries and histories, times of coal and platinum,
honey, milk and oil,
staring back, alphabets, mirages, nirvanas,
broad bays and dark forests,
amphitheatres and labyrinths filled with water, gathering
all the seconds into vast sand dunes,
in the immense delta in the centre,
in the hidden, obscure matrix

staring back,
light and lead, a long train,
mud, auroras, tornadoes,
cinders and dust over islands and continents,
high tides and low tides, blue nebulae,
europes fallen, asias delirious,
dried herbs and feathers, vowels and letters,
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privind inapoi, trena lungi, planeta —

cap tdiat, aruncat viu in cosmos —
in incapitoarea deltd din centru,
in turbionul intunecat

Peste virfuri, privindu-se,
creierul isi aminteste, isi mdninci din sine —
utopii toride, culturi carnasiere,
v-am imbracat cu splendoare si purpuri,
incendiate cogmaruri, scenografii tenebroase,
v-am hrinit cu carne, limfi si singe —
dinafara privindu-se, creierul, fastuos autodafeu,
se aude delirul lui sacadat

litratul fiarelor dezlanguite, furtunilor,
tipatul metalelor grele, bestiilor, cutitelor,
scrisnetul pietrelor, huruitul cutremurelor,
vacarmul oragelor, pocnetul enorm al exploziilor,
urletul revolutiilor
si ca un refren peste toate
tipatul organelor rupte, creieri, inimi si degete,
vaietul celulelor vii,
hohotul viilor, mortilor, nenascutilor,
ridicAndu-si soaptele amestecate spre astre
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staring back, a long train, oh planet —

a head decapitated, thrown into the cosmos alive —
into the extensive delta in the centre,
into the dark vortex

Over mountain peaks, gazing at itself,
the brain remembers, consumes itself —
torrid utopias, carnivorous cultures,
I've clothed you in purple and splendor,
fiery nightmares, a melancholy scenography,
I've fed you flesh, lymph and blood —
gazing at itself from outside, the brain, a magnificent auto-da-f¢,
hears its own staccato delirium

the howl of unchained beasts, of storms,
the shriek of heavy metals, savages, knives,

the grinding of rocks, the rumble of earthquakes,

the raucous din of cities, the enormous thud of explosions,
the roar of revolutions

and like a refrain over everything
the scream of broken organs, brains, hearts, fingers,
the groan of living cells,

the sobs of the living, the dead, the unborn,
raising a mixed whisper toward the stars
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Aud voci, ascult strigite suierdtoare,
divine comedii rasar si apun,
paradisuri, infernuri, locuri de trecere se surpa in sine,
avalanse de imagini si de eter macereaza sinapsele ;
ascult hohotul desucheat al bitrinei apocalipse
ce se repeta etern, nein;eleasi,
cu o vastd tandrete, o tandrete distrugatoare ;
incercand s vorbesc, pe cAnd Limba tace,
cuvintele au rimas departe in urma,
se aude doar ticerea insuportabila
a unei corzi neatinse de nimeni
decit de propria ei singuratate

7.

peste virfuri
privind, contempland
Zgomot vast, revarsat peste lume,
unde e armonia ta luminoasi ?
Gur3i, unde s-a ascuns cintecul, cine l-a destrimat ?
Tobe si trimbite. Cine tace ?
Ceva ne fura. Ceva lipseste. Ceva ne asteapta.
Pini atunci, cum si induri
cacofonia asta uruitoare, nelimitat3 ?

Dar daci acele tipete, scincete, acele latraturi,
nu sunt dezmdt, nu sunt rani,
nu sunt neant, nu sunt intimplare,
nu frica le inaltd in spatiu,
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I hear voices, I listen to strident shouts
divine comedies rise and set,
paradises, infernos, purgatories collapse into themselves,
avalanches of images and ether inundate the synapses;
[ listen to the dissolute sobs of an ancient apocalypse
that repeats eternally, mysterious,
with a vast tenderness, a destructive kindness;
trying to speak while the Tongue is silent,
words have remained far behind,
I can hear only the unbearable silence
of a chord untouched by anything
beyond its own loneliness

7.

over mountain peaks
gazing, contemplating

Vast tumult overflowing the world,
where is your luminous harmony?

Mouth, where has the song hidden, who has torn it apart?

Drums and trumpets. Who is silent?

Something steals us. Something is missing. Something awaits us.

Until then, how to endure

this rattling cacophony, without end?

But what if those screams, whimpers, those howls,
b b
aren’t debauchery, aren’t a wound,
aren’t nothingness, aren’t coincidence,
aren’t fear raised aloft into space,
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nu sunt doar ale omului

daci acele tipete, hohote, acele litraturi,
sfasiind surditatea zilelor, noptilor,

sint ale urechilor care incep lent si audi
un sunet nou, inci insesizabil ?

Nervii presimt, auzul profetizeazi,

neuronii se impletesc in constelatii necunoscute,
limba se deschide incet citre o armonie

inci insesizabili

un sunet nou, un ultrasunet inci insuportabil,
ca suflul tuturor vietilor cizindu-ne dintr-odata in spate,
ca zgomotul unei cascade enorme de singe,
a singelui tot, intorcAndu-se citre noi,
clipocind la picioare.
Dinaintea ticerii stelare elementele omului
canta in cor,
cer un raspuns,
ca geamétul unei nagteri gigantice
care nu se termini vreodati,
ca un harmoniu terestru preschimbandu-se dureros
intr-o cosmica orga

10.

Imi trebuie mai multe auzuri,

imi trebuie mai multa viziune, miriade de ochi, o mie de guri :
aud, aud, nu ingeleg tot ce aud, dar aud,

nu pot intelege decit cuprinzind,

inghitind acest zgomot imens, aceasta veche dezordine,
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