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Translating the work of contemporary Romanian poets in
English — over more than a decade - exerted, I believe, a
deciding influence on the shape and tone of my poetry. This
collection is dedicated to them.
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Part 1

Faux Salvation

I saved the world. Yes, me.

It was right on the edge

of its festering demise.

as I saved it with the fat hedgehog.”
— Remembering Radio Yerevan



Pig
I was a pig once

no imagining,
no dreaming,
no pretence —
just simple, unostentatious piggery

I rummaged once

long ago

through your front yard
backyard too

when you turned the other way
turned the other cheek

or

turned yourself on

as the good book says

Strike him
they shouted
Strike him down
and stick a knife, better two knives
in his neck
never mind him
he rummages all day
all night
all the time
that’s all he ever does.

Pig! Bloody pig!



| was my own dictator

The good people from HR tell me

that I am my own boss,

the captain of my destiny.

“The sky is the limit of what you can achieve here,”
they say. I must be my own dictator.

I am Hitler and Stalin.

And if T wake up in a good mood

I am Ceausescu.

I order my own executions,

I sign and stamp my banishment

to a faraway gulag,
I starve to death. Nothing works:
The following day I find myself again
in front of the bloody computer.
Once a month, people from HR
disturb this ground hog day.
They debrief me about “how
I am adjusting to the new ecosystem...
of the organization.”
“Good,” I murmur.
In truth, I am getting used to this.

I am dancing in grandiose parades,
carefully choreographed in my honour
and I clap now and then,

looking bored stiff

at my contortions,

which are worthy of a Chinese circus.

I drink children’s blood

mostly my own,



and late at night

holding a gun, I order myself to sleep
for a nightmare or two.

At first light, I grab my hair

And scream to wake up.

My last HR review did not go well.

Two minutes ago,

Someone from “Employee Wellbeing”
sporting a self-loathing haircut

and two rings in his bottom lip,

turned up in my office,

with a security-guard.

The hulk hands me a box, gestures
with urgency, for me to throw all

my items in it and buzz off.

“But why?” I manage to whisper.
“Because,” the hair-cut bellows,

“you do not reflect the values

of our company.

We have one inclusive, equitable, and diverse
dictatorship here. No space for outliers.



remembering Radio Yerevan

Radio Yerevan tells us that we can save the world
— you, me and everybody

sitting bare-arsed on a hedgehog:

you either shave the hedgehog before sitting,
substitute someone else’s arse.

or follow a directive of the Party.

So I saved the world. Yes, me.

It wasn't easy

as humanity dragged us to buggery,
right on the edge of our

festering demise.

I pricked its arse clear of muck,

two minutes before cosmic midnight
with a fat hedgehog.

Imagine that!

'This was not salvation sensu stricto.
I am not God.
I don’t love the world THAT much,

just got it out if its bother,
its pressing messiness.

A momentary delay.

No one noticed anything.

Except the hedgehog.

In the morning Radio Yerevan announces
that all remaining hedgehogs — of all things!
must report to the Red Army Choir.
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My wife scolds me:

Why do you keep doing this?

Why all this thankless effort?

You've tried so many times

and you just screw it up!

You are so naive

to believe this planet can be saved

by you and a hedgehog!

Leave them the fuck alone.

'The world and that poor hedgehog...
He’ll be happier singing in the Red Army Choir
And you only have a tin ear.

Yeah, yeah, I say.

Yeah, yeah, she says.



my destinies

In my first destiny, Lorelei,

I sold happiness to tourists,

as if it was fairy floss at a country fair
— they would open their mouths,
take one bite and then

throw it into the rubbish bin.

Later I would transform

into a chubby Father Christmas

— rushing around with a fed-up attitude -
dispersing toys Made in China

to those impertinent twerps.

Now and then I pulled horrid faces
when their parents were looking away.
Theyd scream

“Father Christmas scared us!”

but their parents would explain,

that, in fact,

Father Christmas does not exist!

Sometimes I woke up as a customs officer
for thoughts and dreams, charging duty

for categories of high-volume personal items,
from prayers to palaver,

which lapse through people’s heads —

mine, yours, everybody’s.

I stacked them in a folder

for the Last Judgment.



With the passing of time,

I started introducing myself as a
professor of calligraphy, in a
screen-happy world where no one
used pens anymore.

'They would just pound on keyboards
monotonous and deadly keyboards.

In a bizarre destiny

I emerged as a nocturnal clown
compelled by your voice

to gain work experience

into the amusement of your body.

Of course, Lorelei, like every other idiot
before me,

I careened into the rocks and died.

My demise was blissful

and I'd do it all again in a heartbeat.



| am thinking of the astronauts

“I am thinking of astronauts

who've beheld the image of The Whole,”
declaimed the Design & Tech teacher
teleported from some other history —
tumbling against his will.

He suffered a fall that ruptured his ankle
and dislodged a few socialist ideals from

his alcohol-happy neurons.

He was comforted by bread dipped in brandy.
Bread and plum brandy he had in abundance,
as he continued his ethereal recital,

with his mouth full and with

his eyes transfixed on the dirty-white ceiling.

We students listened to him, amazed.

We had joined him on this excursion

To the Putna Monastery!, in Moldova,

girls and boys,

cramped in the bunk beds of

the gritty orphanage,

serving as our holiday quarters.

*

We listened fascinated to this declamation
of Shakespearian proportions,

sacred in some parts, lewd in others,
voiced in a hangover of sorts,

punctuated by joy and belligerence.

! Putna Monastery — built and dedicated in the XVX century on the order of Stephen
the Great — Prince of Moldova — situated in the province of Bukovina, in today’s
Romania.
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It sounded authentic and convincing —

but this could have just been the alcohol:

“The Putna Monastery,” he continued,

“is now whiter than this ceiling, but it was set
on fire by the enemy, back in the old days

and skinned of all its idols.”

“This monastery,” he continued, “reminds me of
some sombre and messy times,

more confusing, perhaps, than those we live today —
rough times, indeed, but

far more beautiful and dignified.

“In those days Stephen the Great fought against
an implacable and atrocious enemy,

seduced noblemen’s daughters,

committed countless beheadings, and ordered
the building and dedication of monasteries,
such as this one.

“Stephen atoned for his many sins

plus the GST accumulated

throughout the centuries —

since Moldova did not belong to his fathers, nor to him —
but to his children and his children’s children —

as the old scribes recorded it.?

But, of course, he achieved a lot more, as

is the wont of history — which runs away from its unwitting
characters like diarrhea from the body of some
tood-poisoned nincompoop student on a school trip.
And, yet, good ol’ Stephen opened

the gate for us, so that we could enter

our creepy and sordid paradise.”

2 from The Setting Sun by Barbu Stefinescu Delavrancea, a play set in the last days
of Stephen the Great, Prince of Moldova.
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He went quiet, as if spent, defeated,
yet still staring at the ceiling.

'The sudden silence pounded my head
and I asked myself:

Did those astronauts really see the monastery?

As they glimpsed The Whole?
And, if they did, could they also hear this soliloguy
concocted with plum brandy and bread?

What does it mean to be a Design (& Tech teacher?
To have just enough money for bread and brandy,
and to meditate on the fate of astronauts?
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