POEME INTR-UN VERS / ONE LINE POEMS

Bilingual videopoems by Florentin Smarandache




Zen

Golul din mine greu, in balanta suferintei.
Zen

My inner havy chasm in the balance of sufferings. ® |
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Inserare

Drumul invers al luminii catre soare.

Sunset

The reverse road of the light towards the sun.




Naluca
Bocind vocea serii neagra prin gradina.

Ghost
The voice of the black evening lamenting through the garden.
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Expolitio 1
Cred cd viata se triieste
de un miliard de ori.
Expolitio 1
I think the Iife 1s hved

a billion times.




Automobilul vietil pe cele mai dosnice strazi.

The car of life on the most outskirt streets.




Limbaj
Zilnic trecem prin tunele de cuvinte.
Language
We are crossing daily through tunnels of words.
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Raul vietil se tot varsa in oceanul mortii.

The niver of hife 1s flowing endlessly into the ocean of death.
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Anabaza 1
Cu creierul in maini dau o raita prin suflet.

Anabasis 1

I take a walk into my soul with my brain in my hand.
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Anabaza 11
Drumul spre lumina
trece prin intuneric.
Anabasis 11
The road to the light
1s crossing through the darkness.




@ Bitrani @
Ajungem la vama iernii cu fetele-n zdrente.

We are reaching the customs-house of the winter with our faces 1n tatters.
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Patienta
Plin de asteptare
in faina alba
a singuratatil.
Paticnece
Brimful with
expectations
in the white flour
of loneliness.
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Cate putin
Alunecam in moarte, cizand din viitot.
Little by little
We are slipping into the death falling from the future.
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Comminatio\
Se cuibarea in Win
Comminatio




Apus 1

na.

tea, galbenul suspi

Bolnav ca tristetea

Nightfall I

As sick as the sorrow - the yelow is sighing.
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Apus II

Ferecata cu lacat, ora moare sufocata.
Nightfall 11
Chained under lock and key, the stifled hour is basting.




Izvor

Rivulet Spring

Pasari albe ies din mine.

White birds spring out of me.
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Tu
Nepidsitoare te scalzi in apa oglinzii.
You

Indifferently, you are bathing in the water of the mirror.







Intre tine si mine sunt mii de versuri lumina.
Distance

Between you and me there are thoudands of verses of light.




Pt : s
s Pe strada o femeie ma trage
de privirt.
Victim

In the street a woman 1s pulling
me by my glances.




Tainica
Soaptele iubirii tale mad ingroapa in pacate.
Recondite

Your whispers of love are entombing me 1 sins.
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Afrodita
Explozii mute de garoafe din rochia fosnind pe trup.
Aphrodite

Burstings of mute carnations from the gown swishing on her body.
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Metatezd

Se aseaza sfat de munti, cronicar e valul marii.
Metathesis

Council of the mountains - the chronicler 1s the wave of the sea.




Amiazd

T r————

/ ~ " Se asternc linistea pe stinci.
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The quietness 1s la};ing on the rock.




Indecengi

O libeluld umbla goald prin muguri.
Indecent
A dragonily roaming naked among buds.




Pe trotuare

Oameni prafuiti de griji cu umbra prinsa de picioare.

On the Sidewalk of the Street

People covered with the dust of the worry for the morrowand
with the shadows tied to their feet.
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| Policromie

Culorile au adormit uitate in peisaje.
Polychromy |

The colours have fallen asleep forgotten on the petals.
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Spectacol
In loja verii se-alunga brize usoare.

Show

In the open theatre of the summer, gentle breezes are chasing one another.
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Lebede

Pe ecranul apei privesc ca la televizor.
Swans

On the screen ofthe water, I admire a teleshow.
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Autoportret

Oglinda fetei mi-e zgariatd de anxietate.
Self portrait

The mirror of my face 1s scratched by anxiety.
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Poems from

Florentin Smarandache:

PRIN TUNELE DE CUVINTE
THROUGH TUNNELS

OF WORDS

POEME INTR-UN VERS / ONE LINE POEMS
Editura Haiku, Bucuresti, 1997

Abstract images from Freelmages &

ttps://www.freeimages.com

e  Music:

Moving On by MBB, Jonas Schmidt https://soundcloud.com/mbbofficial
Creative Commons — Attribution-ShareAlike 3.0 Unported — CC BY-SA 3.0

Free Download / Stream http://bitly/moving-on-instrumental
Music promoted by Audio Library https://youtu.be/7{ TMnOMWA



https://www.freeimages.com/
https://www.youtube.com/redirect?q=https%3A%2F%2Fsoundcloud.com%2Fmbbofficial&v=7jjlTMn0MWA&redir_token=X6ndD6KhSkDlSlKBGINfEuPE61Z8MTU2OTg0ODQyN0AxNTY5NzYyMDI3&event=video_description
https://www.youtube.com/redirect?q=http%3A%2F%2Fbit.ly%2Fmoving-on-instrumental&v=7jjlTMn0MWA&redir_token=X6ndD6KhSkDlSlKBGINfEuPE61Z8MTU2OTg0ODQyN0AxNTY5NzYyMDI3&event=video_description
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7jjlTMn0MWA

