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BLESTEME CURSES

Prin undele holdei si cimpi de cucuta, ——— The fugitives have entered the wasteland
Fugarii-au ajuns in pustie Through rippling wheatfields and hemlock pastures
La ceasul cind luna-n zabranice, muta, At the hour when the voiceless moon, black-veiled,

Intra ca un taur cu cornu-n stihie,
Si gindul meu gindul acestora-I stie:

In fmparitie de bezni si lut si se faca
Gridina bogata si-ograda siraca.
Cetatea sa cada-n namol,

Pizita de spini si de gol.

Usca-s-ar izvoarele toate ca marea,
Si stinge-s-ar soarele ca luminarea.
Topeasca-se zarea ca scrumul,
Funingini, cenusd, s-acopere drumul,
Sa nu mai dea ploaie, si vintul

Si zaca-mbrincit cu pamintul.
Sobolii gi viermii sa treacd pribegi
Prin stirvuri de glorii intregi.

Si fete in purpuri soarecii sute.
Ginganii si molii necunoscute

Sa-si facd-n tezaur cuibare,

Satule de aur si margaritare.

Pe strunele de la viori i ghitare
Sa-ntinda paianjenii corzi necintdtoare.

fntdi, tnsi, viata, bolind de durati,
Sa nu inceteze deodata,

Si chinul sa-nceapi cu-ncetul.

Sa usture aerul greu, ca otetul.

Sa schioapete ziua ca luntrea dogita,
Sa-ntirzie ora Tn timp si se-nghit3,
Si, nemirginita, secunda

Sa-si treaca prin suflet, gigantica, unda:

Pe sirma tdioasa-a veciei, in scame
Si rumegiturd si vi se destrame.

Gitlejul, fierbinte de sete,

Si cate scuipat si se-mbete,

Si limba umflatd-ntre buze

Si linga lumina si ea si refuze,

Si-n vreme ce apa din gesuri se stringe,
Sa soarbii-n mocirla copitelor singe.

Si strugurii viei storsi cu muscdtura
Sa lase in gura copturd.

Coboare-se cerul, furtuni de alice

In cimp si v-alunge cu stelele-n bice.

Despice-se piatra in colti mici de cremeni,

Virtej urmarindu-i, pe semeni.
Odihnd cerindu-i, pamintul si-ntepe
Ivindu-se gerpii cind somnul Tncepe.

Emerges with its bull-horns and gores the sky.
And my thoughts know their thoughts:

Let plush garden and poor yard

Become an empire of darkness and clay.
Let citadel collapse in the mud,
Guarded by thorns and emptiness.
Would that the sea and every spring dry up
And the sun snuff like a candle.

May light melt like ashes.

May soot and ash cover the road.

May it never rain, and let the wind

Be thrown sprawling onto the earth.

Let moles and worms crawl

Over corpses of famous dead.

Let mice whelp by the hundred

Among purple robes

And insects and strange moths

Nest in precious things

Larded with pearls and gold.

Over violins and guitar strings

Let spiders stretch silent threads.

But first let life, sickening with duration,

Not slacken for a moment,

And let the torment slowly start

To make dense air sting, like vinegar,

And maim day, boat with cracked ribs.

Let time delay swallowing the hour,

And the immeasurable second

Hurl its giant wave through the soul:

On eternity’s cutting edge may you be dissected
To cuds and frayed ends.

Let the thirst-crazed throat get drunk on spit
And let the tongue swollen between lips

Lick at the light and be refused,

And while water on plains shrinks

May it sip the blood of hoofs in murky swamps.
And may grapes in the vineyard be bite-riddled
And leave festering sores in the mouth.,

Let the heavens fall, storms of pellets

Chase you across fields with starlike whips.
May rock split into tiny chips of flint

Pursuing our fellow men like a whirlwind.

To those seeking rest, let earth reply with stings,
Snakes appearing when sleep begins.






