YOUTH (Tinerete)
The silence of the eye

is spreading light 

over the symphony of the soul

that’s left an untouched spectrum 

from your palm of gleams.
They are blooming and blossoming 

in the porch of your smile

with my heart I carry the youth 

to the root of the broken dream.

I LONG (Mi-e dor)
I long for new beginnings

Eternity-

trapped in the emptiness inside us

I can hear the pain spreading from words

when in the dipper of your eye

trees are blooming and bursting into tears

pining away celestial silences

with the heavy burden of history.

THE POET (Poetul)
My soul, with the morning in my palm, is
an opened tear towards God

a spring for words,

for those who dig for a chimera

beyond the abyss between the eyelids 

hunting for thoughts.

The poet stops to mend his past

and pushes eternity forward over and over and over…

SUNSET (Asfintit)

I can’ t filter

the bitterness of the sunset

through your soul

by some hidden sigh of the eyelids,

between riverbeds that cry 

through the wrist of the soul.
THE LIGHT GREW TIRED (A obosit lumina)

The autumn
is rusting the temple of the city,
tired of the world’s filth.

The light grows dim

in the eye of a dog

killed by some cosmic dogcatchers,

old men wintered by years 

are scattering the last photons,

a pale candle of life.

I AM (Sunt)

I am an exclamation

drown in blue,

my silence

a celestial fervour

alone I blossom

bloody syllables 

and whispers all around

are lighting up azimuths

I am the thread that links

the blanks between seconds

a necklace around your neck,….oh God. 

CLEPSYDRA (Clepsidra)

The dawns are helping up the morning

on the stern of bones

the seed of dream

is shacking off the dew
I will grow old for you

with the sky stuck to my soul

time grown old inside the body

Ah! and the sight that’s growing into deep.

window opened to the outside

how far they all are

Skies? loves! body? ruin!

I slowly fade away

sand in a clepsydra. 

I, THE BROTHER OF DOUBT (Eu , fratele indoielii)

The silence shaped as cross

haunts the quadrant of a dream

I, the brother of doubt

plant the seeds of light

in the shred summer of the soul

with all its crumpled emotions

in the hollowness

of the chasm that is me.

FROST IN A STATION (Ger intr-o gara)

Only he who waits for a train

forgotten in a beggars’ station

jaded and with autumn in his heart

knows what the silence of a glance means

crucified in the tear of a child. 

BOOKMARK

At a heartbeats’ length

I live

in the warmth of the greenest haven

chimney of your days

crowded in a three-dimensional

bookmark

I lean against words

not to fall in your imaginary  

when you whisper to me

of the cold breath of rain

starting yesterday, my will to live

is dissolving in the age left
maiden on an pagan shrine.

A DREAM (Vis)

On my hands 

Battered

by the shape 

of your body,

I timidly hold

the tear of your smile

like two wings

of an angel.

MILLENIUM

And in my deserted soul

by the north-wind of disillusions 

it rains retrospectively ,
it rains round 

it showers

failures

and just like the statue of Bacovia

I am crying oxide bronze

from the eyes

with their eyeballs turned to memories.

Let, oh God, the illusion

wipe out the angle of death

among millennia

breaking the fall.

The fall among the walls

of our doubts.

ASCERTAINMENT (Constatare)

A warm tear

drops from the poem

so lonely

/that’s probably how the light is born/

and there’s no turning back

through the ruins of the thought,

when from doubts

sadness feeds

and time hangs

free

in your hair

dipped in moonlight

and I,

under your lid,

bury myself deep

naked of memories.

ALWAYS (Intotdeauna)
The silence softened by waiting

is laying drizzling lonely

over the chasm of the soul,

It is just a sign

of the words that come back

to their spring

of light,

and I, skiing on your smile,

find again the burnt fire place

in which I burnt

our last chapter,

the dozen of illusions and hopes,

a part of vanity.

There’s always someone late,

there’s always someone left alone,

there’s always, at the corner of a sa lid

a tear smiling

towards the train that’s leaving

from our lives

fluttering like a handkerchief.

I (Eu)

If I keep quiet

the clay inside me

would turn into a song

from the hands of light.

(You ought to) LIGHT (Sa aprinzi)

Light the candle

from the head of your dream

only when

you become a song

and the violin carves

angels in silences

chasing the light away

surreptitiously

like a grain

of eternity. 

A MOMENT OF SOLITUDE (Clipa de singuratate)
You see? My here and now is dying

the vegetal pain is crying

kneeled in clay

/I am the seed/

that always goes inside the memory

and fills the pendulum of seconds

and in the never-ending wandering

I trickle just like a drop  

like a wise man from the past

and I feel like, and I feel like getting hold of my sins

and throwing myself into the hollow

/moments of solitude/

PRAYER (Ruga)
the dew of the weald drizzles
a skylark pierced in the air

blue runs through its wings

and unfolds into angels

God, hold the horizons

open gates of the union

between me and Your smile!

don’t you see!

that I leaf

in rain

singing on the roof

of your thought!

Elegy (Elegie)
leave me some love in my glass

the key ring

on the blade of delight I would tremble

thrill of azalea

give me an antidote of ember

with your hand of light

and I would climb by the panpipe’s tune

your fragile stem.

CONVICTION (Condamnare)

like a rock

never caressed

I carry the troubled waters

until the day that 

I shall become sand-

the caress of your shadow

such sublime conviction!

IN VAIN (Inutil)

Take a look, God,

how the void,
grave digger of your work,
digs inside me, always digs

stairways towards nowhere

and I break,

tender reed,

in Your mystery.

CHILDHOOD (Copilarie)

God, why

did you push my childhood

beyond the autumn

that ravages my path?!

down the youth lane

cold rains are falling

my life grows colder and colder

and the world I carry within

becomes a season.

LATE SUMMER (Vara tarzie)

From your eyes springs

the reality awaken by dreams

the summer, smelling of illusions

is rusting the gentleness of the grass

through words, enchanted by the dew

the dusk falls upon and into thoughts

when reptiles devour

the loneliness of an angel. 

