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If time could dream, it would dream of itself as a poem

Paul Doru Mugur

In a world increasingly shaped by artificial intelligence, poetry is an essential form of expression that helps us preserve and nurture our humanity. The act of crafting a poem requires reflection, vulnerability, and an engagement with ambiguity—qualities that stand in stark contrast to the precision and rapid output of AI. These qualities invite us to slow down, to feel deeply, and to explore the layers of meaning of our experiences. In this way, poetry becomes not just a form of artistic expression but a practice of mindfulness and resistance against the dehumanizing effects of an overly mechanized society.

Poetry, with its intimate connection to our feelings, imagination, and the ineffable, provides a refuge for the uniquely human elements of our existence. In the Brand New World defined by Generative Pre-trained Transformer softwares and home robots, poetry stands as a beacon of our humanity, reminding us to cherish the emotional depth, the warmth of the human soul and the shared stories that define us. Without poems that touch us deeply, bringing torrents of joy and oceans of melancholy to our hearts, we risk losing the very essence of who we are.

Like love, poetry is the shortest distance between two sensibilities. It harnesses the power of metaphor, imagery, rhythm, and sound to convey emotions, ideas, and narratives in a powerful and evocative manner. Poetry emerges from lived realities, personal struggles and tragedies, and the profound need to make sense of our existence. In embracing poetry, we celebrate the mysterious, the uncertain, and we reaffirm what it means to be a human being.

Over the last two decades, Romanian poetry evolved significantly, fusing a sort of emerging “global poetics “with its strong local neo-realistic cosmopolitan sensitivity. This was the result of the free cultural exchange between Romania and Western Europe, and with the world in general, facilitated by the new technologies and the social media. The interplay between local and global influences adds depth to the poetic voices making contemporary Romanian poetry a significant contribution to the world literature.

Today, Romanian poetry is a vibrant landscape of voices and themes, reflecting the rich cultural heritage and complex social realities of our time. Romanian poets bear witness to a poetics rooted in Romanian culture but with branches spreading all across Europe and the Americas. They draw their inspiration from a wide range of sources, incorporating in their texts, elements of modernism, postmodernism, and various avant-garde movements.

The poems included here, translated specially for the anthology, are written by fifty highly accomplished young Romanian poets. The Pain is a Foreign Country anthology explores a wide range of sensitivities and survival strategies in our postironic, trans-meta-human era, where experiencing and expressing emotions has become a rare privilege. This is an extraordinary collection that we hope will appeal to all poetry lovers.





Teodora Coman


between the private truth and a universe in continuous expansion

an “I” exists, a knot of influences come from all over

obedient (t)errors of interpretation, attracted by safer and safer

black holes

that promise a pornographic ending

invisible to the small naked eye

despite the density of matter, contradicted by the void in the name.

NASA says that the Sun is not big enough to turn

into a black hole,

so it can’t collapse on itself, the way we can.

praise to those who respect each other

both in harmony, and in extinction.

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







the world as will and representation


whoever has well-formed reflexes

can hold a gala

even in captivity.

training keeps you in good shape,

it brings you closer to nature

where there is no such thing as obesity

from such a fight for

survival

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







blinded in plain sight


the man is what he hides, without a touch of metaphor, without the iceberg

of comparison,

the body offers enough proof of restricted access:

if you want better angles or more accuracy in

self-perception, you turn to your cell phone and all you need is

someone else to film you, to contribute to your complete image.

if you see yourself from behind, the strategy and tools are even more complicated:

two mirrors instead of one, as in a barbershop, phones with two

cameras incorporated and an option for a panoramic setting.

skin wears us even when we call it naked: true

vulnerability is weighed in the weight of lost blood, in the deviation

from the rule of the closed circuit.

untouched by the lesson on truth and its path towards light,

the organs function as they know best, in sealed off

darkness. only doctors come to know them through touching, cutting,

scarring, repairing or removing them completely.

health, the necessary quarantine for a body upon which it is not

recommended to intervene at all, and the illness, a body upon which

someone should intervene with every possible means.

even if we look at radiographies, we don’t know how to read them, we are missing

the deciphering key of the specialist. blinded in plain sight,

captives between image and imagistics.

we like the heart only as metaphor, an emoticon or a gift even in

its most hideous kitsch version bought at a flea market, so long as we

don’t see it live:

as an extracted organ, it too offers the visual shock of biological

nudity, good thing we have enough tradition to cushion it:

Asian films with scenes of maximum violence, representation of

humanity’s great crimes — Cain and Abel, the head of John the

Baptist, the head of Goliath, Marat, the massacre of the innocents,

Saint Sebastian, Christ in agony, infernos as far as the eye can see,

vivisections and dissections,

documentaries about genocides, colored restorations of people and kamikaze

airplanes, live terrorism on Facebook,

we even have the trapping-machine which scatters brains from a hundred meters

away from the site of the explosion

so cinematic and unaesthetic

and we’ve come to film tragedies and take selfies with them.

even so, the essence has remained an error, history repeats itself

and clairvoyance isn’t for everyone.

we are all beneath our time on an abstract level

but time is that which levels any flaw in the landscape

from one week to another.

the dog run over on the road still warm when I passed by it

had sandy brown fur and a partially pulverized head

which you could still trip over.

now, a few days after, when some ordinary business

brought me to this place

I found nothing but a stain. it didn’t feel any different from the asphalt

under my footsteps

so there was no need to avoid it.

it had lost its smell, shape and volume

which only an eyewitness could retrace

though some say it’s better for the psyche to see the same painting

with different eyes, not different paintings with the same eyes, as in my

case.

It is the beginning of July and we haven’t had a normal

summer so far

but rather a succession of rain and sun

that more than anything jolted matter.

an irritating time especially for those with chronic diseases, but see

what wonders it works for death,

without a quarantine regime,

until wiping it out entirely.

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







comfort zone


a click away you’ll find tourist offers for exotic resorts –

turquoise waters, lounges and other bait for laziness;

until the computer leads to a staircase with stairs of polished wood, which

you’re always in danger of slipping on

but this is an excuse like any other, as man is the only

animal that can make use of its own powerlessness by doing

practically, nothing

so I prefer to remain near the window, where the view is

free:

no interposed buildings, no weirder neighbor’s life.

My dusting of voyeurism melts in the solar contemplation of

squat rooftops, the national highway, of gardens on a second

plane, the Teaching Staff Resource Center, of the distant blocks

from the neighborhood in which I go to work each day

and, in the distance, the hills, gentle barricades of the ground ahead

of the sky which is almost Flemish

through its richness of shades

partially overshadowed by a giant cloud,

in transit above the minute rhythms of life,

much as our moral imponderability.

they announced a rain-shower for later

i hope it’s a passing summer phenomenon

which won’t have the strength to become a news story.

you won’t find out much from me – not the hidden diseases, nor

the temptations of the workplace, nor the wrongdoings towards which I close my

eyes or other details pertaining to anamnesis

what point would all of this have for those who prefer the end of a day,

when everything can be erased with a sponge

by counting backwards and falling unconscious

the only state from which you can wake up completely fixed

by hands deft in anatomy, by minimally invasive dreams or

any other technological method, possibly through complete anesthesia.

praise be to the sleep which disconnects you.

upon awaking you could deliver to me any story about miracles, I’d

believe it word for word, so long as I wasn’t a witness. I don’t

like to be the subject of a story, only of experiments forced to pass

from mice to people in order to be considered legitimate.

I support scientific progress with all my might. I await for the list

of those hankering after extreme experiences in what concerns medication not

yet on the market. I await the legalization of euthanasia.

until then, counting backwards continues every night,

passes from zero, I consider the negative numbers one by one

until the audience no longer exists

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







Dan Dediu


In my narrow field of energy and rest


All the money’s been spent, let the third world war come.

All the ideals have been lost from memory, the hopes

of a quiet

future,

the love is gone —

let in the troubling decline now with its sounds

of infernal, shamanic machineries

in which I might perhaps find my freedom.

I dreamt of the third world war.

On the sky, tribes of aircrafts and astral trenches,

on the Earth, giant wooden machetes

dragged in the junkie tents of people

wearing military costumes.

I dreamt that we were being chased by a band of gypsies

in a ghetto block building -

I was passing from one apartment to another

through false, thin walls,

the interrupted lines of our imagination.

Outside you could see bombs and gunshot flutters;

bodies crushed beneath the borders’ rubble,

but my nightmare was only there in the building —

to run off quickly with you hand in hand, to make sure

that you would always be safe.

Let the third world war come,

in my small field of energy and rest,

with The Madman, The Magician, The Lovers, The Tower,

The Power, the Empress.

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon








For most people


For most people,

poetry is romanticism or noisy desperation,

low-art, Cotard Syndrome, agony or the taming of the cunt.

The first perfume, in fact, with which she tempts you

in a Parisian bistro

smelling of fresh croissants and digital serotonin,

only to blow the scopolamine back in your face and drag

you into a filthy bathroom,

infinitely listening to the melodies of shit.

For Mick Jagger, poetry is the sonorous revenge of stone

towards an extinct species of mammoths that fucked up his face

on their way to Liverpool.

For most —

poetry is the convey of Libyan women from Gaddafi’s army,

their backs turned against reality,

on a beach in the Maldives, their amphorae turned

towards the Sun —

a pacemaker of sorts.

For most, poetry is a family of tormented bats

against the velvet curtain,

a sort of fragile reconciliation with the end.

and other tarot cards that I threw out of myself

onto the cherry wood table,

that was what I was thinking.

I don’t remember almost anything of what had been before —

curling up, the bicycles of naive thoughts as if in a Tour de France

pedaling ceaselessly to inadequacy, gloomy suffering

which after a long time

I accepted as suffering,

dances and dances on streets bursting with people,

the personality of penthouses with neon lights

blinking in a hallucinatory way, before sleep,

projected on the bedroom walls

so that I might better learn the movements of others,

empty beaches, large frames, only bonfires left

and lanterns reaching towards the sky,

or a mountaintop

where I recorded out loud, in the cold air, closer

to some absurd god

the strangest thoughts

and never cheated

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







august


our naked bodies

trying

to communicate —

in love we are like two chaotic machines

with their motors

smoldering with heat

animals separated from the group

spaces as small as possible

cult movies, underground music scene

self-defense mechanisms

you, such a fragile animal

at the end of the bed

yearning for caresses, security

groupings of whispered

haikus

me, such an agitated animal that wouldn’t know the difference

in a moment of blindness

if it is wrong to kill you in order to protect you?

if it’s wrong to harm you from too much love?

or hatred

to rake with my claws

through and through you

following laws that apply

only and only to you



I dreamed of you

lying down on the benches of an empty car

while the train

rambled slowly towards Vatra Dornei

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







Imbalances


I watched the balcony. A naked chick, tall, with kinky hair to her shoulders, was

pouring exotic tea from a samovar. This little town seems to feed off her energy

and suddenly obtains the aura of an agitated metropolis. A Babylon

of voices,

supermarkets, sanctuaries with her turquoise eyes.

Sky-scrapers, engines, aerodynamic machineries.

In the room various events

split up — events I have previously

dreamed of —

and this should awake within me all sorts of demons.

But I won’t look for any logic. An unprecedented gadget

on which I could

press Play out of curiosity

a chaotic archive would unwind on a small screen.

In a corner in the semi-darkness: a guy who resembles Geoffrey Rush

fucks an Asian girl hardcore. Doggy style. Standing. He slaps

her ass. He bites her shoulder brutally.

In another corner: the shadows of some punks

jostling each other

as some fall over from so much horseplay.

An island of blood is formed around

their bodies. Their mothers’ prayers

did not succeed in taming transformations of matter.

and the sun burned on the sky like a flame

on the stove

in the dream your voice

acted upon me like a strange force

and built up galleries of images

(as I saw in a YouTube video called

“The physics of sound creating form”)

“Now I hate what I loved before”

(or you said something similar

and this scared me

when I woke up)



when I got home

at about 4 in the morning

the mother hamster in the cage from the hallway

was killing her child sinking her teeth

into his small stomach

eating from him and moving hurriedly —

my love for you is

as stupid as this

we are like this too

uprooted in time from everything

which is good

98.4% DNA similar to that of chimpanzees

75% of DNA similar to that of dogs

how much

would we resemble two hamsters

locked up in a cage?

If someone rang the doorbell now, for a second

I’d think about the consequences,

somebody, somewhere,

would not have registered what went on here.

If someone rang the doorbell now,

I’d like to be a guy of a certain stature,

balanced, strong,

that wouldn’t sway before anyone. Like those assigned

by the army

to give families bad news, after war.

To ask him about life. To fill my room with life.

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







one


I don’t like anything

and if I don’t like anything

then I become nothing

just as one is a palindrome

it’s a superior instance within me

that contours my language and judgements

towards species

and grips everything I recognize

that I once was

Dan dreams words

the hippocampus of goddess Kali

Dan has visions on hashish

a punk he’s talented

spatial travel

continuous exploration

you perceive the Doppler effect

past the self-destruction stations

destroyed by ephemerides

seduction is the cutting and tender katana

of the modern samurai

beyond the Van Allen century

the more scientific data about aliens

we have

the more films we see

that imagine through collective dreams

their existence and language

the quicker we dive into

our future consciousness

it’s strange how your brain yearns for a certain

structure and musical trill of words

that you can hardly explain

me mold energy

ash

me one

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







Chocolate Jesus


Happiness comes from time to time. A camel grazing slowly

on the burning sand. With the rider’s head on its hump, a jukebox

of dreams. The mouth is a speaker from which Tom Waits’ Chocolate Jesus

is heard, the eyes a screen on which an interminable playlist rolls. The head has

roots of Banisteriopsis caapi, drops of blood and liquified gold roll down. From time

to time happiness comes. Like a distant relative from the States, whom you know

very little about, whom you only saw on certain illegal holidays. From others’ stories,

from your projections. You’re in the doorway, surprised. A tall guy, dressed in a

brownish trench coat and an Amish hat on his head, with long and thin arms,

blue eyes.

He touches you softly on the top of your head, his eyes closed, on theta and millenary

exoduses. You are a saxophone in a smoky bar in Louisiana, a pot of quilling flowers

on a red brick balcony in Buenos Aires, behind a naked woman smoking, an

abandoned garret smelling of books and herbs, a lantern in a market hall, a plane

crashed in the jungle, a melody that travels through the air, a mute old man fishing,

with a black cat on his shoulder, a white rabbit hidden in a junk car yard

that observes and jots down in a big

notebook. There’s a lightning bolt within each of us, fruits that ferment and tantalize,

this story is an electrical release, truffles, balls of energy, we vomit one by one

or

simultaneously, brutally or tenderly, under so many circumstances the rider’s shadow

on the hump.

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







Andra Rotaru


“I am always going home

always to my father’s house”1

even if today this voice is foreign, I will use it. with it I’ll tell you “in those days

of gross viviparous reproduction, children were always brought up by their

parents (…) eventually their minds would see things as their bodies did”2

the animals stood there but ignored me, watching with the indifference

of beasts my gravity defying accomplishments.



[Aurora sees the old woman’s knitting needles tapping a 2/4 measure. it

gradually turns into a charming waltz in 3/4. break. a cry in pain. Aurora

is bleeding. eight 4/4 measures, very wide. Aurora starts to dance and

gets dizzy. people are amazed. Aurora twirls and wriggles as if bit by a tarantula, then

suddenly collapses.]

[and nothing could have come out of their cry. a coral reef formed

around her neck, jewels, so precious any other necklace would be

imitating its art. when she opened her mouth her teeth were blunt,

like a sea mammal’s. only swans carry such defense camouflage.]

[swans—broccoli. in and out of water. neck under, they are like a silky

bouquet. broccoli. who would touch a submerged swan.]

[she pulls the leash; the animal gets out. wags its tail at her feet, moves

around the fallen skin. devilish skin, a sea devil. she takes it in her arms.

her body smell wakes the animal. the beast begins to wash her, unnervingly.

she lays it down and heads to the horse. the horse’s huge head,

eyelids half-closed. the smell is there. millimeter by millimeter, an eyelid

opens. the horse chews the skin, then desires to be lifted. she positions

herself under the animal and lifts it. they prance synchronously, then let

their skins be weighed down.]

[let’s turn our attention from legs to arms. (…) the art of gestures is

crammed in between margins too narrow, for great effects. (…) what is

lost at the level of legs will be found at the level of arms. (…) the body

is no longer a way for the soul to escape; on the contrary, it gathers

around it.]



“I wish I could fly, to see things hidden underground with my own eyes!3”

what helps you fly in air: a mixture of gases that form the lower layers

of atmosphere, indispensable to aerobe organisms. underground, memory

contains every gesture.

for now, we limit ourselves to events in earth:

“We bind sheaves on fields,

with sweet wine in a jug

Tra la la la la la la la la la la la la la” (Romanian Rapsody no. 1)4



we kept forgetting. I decided not to forget a certain time in my life. it’s

strongly connected to sleep, air whistles, and its extensions.

at first I won’t remember recent events, then, those I learned of with great

difficulty. I was told you read time on a clock by looking in the direction

you stir mămăligă. as a child I preferred digital clocks that played music,

usually Love Story.

A berceuse is “a musical composition usually in 6/8 time that resembles

a lullaby.”5

I associate sounds with smells. when she walks, her skins bash against

each other. I look behind her and the scent of stale life is strong.

(synesthesia—a principle according to which different sensations (color,

musical, olfactory etc.) correspond to each other in affects

— the illness of those who feel sounds have color or smells or

that colors make noise.

will not call the doctor. stopped bathing, has not brushed teeth in over 6 months.



space: the extremes of the body. when she moved here, there were

neglected fields all around.

told me how beautiful a woman’s body seemed in the chapel, sat on the

wake table. the white carnation of her skin emanates lavender. and the

powder, cotton balls in her nostrils.

when the heart stops, through gravity, blood descends to the lower body,

livor mortis. unoxygenated cells die one by one. in about a year, the body

will be nothing but bones.

we extend the body’s presence for a while. formaldehyde is inserted

through a pump, straight into the circulatory system. the stomach is completely

emptied of its content. after death, hair and nails stop growing.

I’ve been carrying my fear with me since I was a child—all of the ways

I could feel sick, sores in my mouth, restrictions then requirements to be

excessive. I chewed on my lunch meat until I filled up my cheeks. I’d run

to the bathroom to remove the round bits in my mouth. daily, I threw out

something of my connection to her. the air let out hissed.



nourishment: often I’d find mămăligă in the tea mugs. the only familiar

thing was mold, as beautiful as the water plant I once looked after. it grew

new foam every day, let out a sweet smell. it was a lucky plant, so I took

care of it. soon the whole house started smelling of urine.

today the mămăligă in the tea mugs is a sign of good luck.

she serves it to us too.

if I drew the genealogical tree, I’d doodle it as a knot on a rope. a sketch

of my past dependencies drawn through a meat grinder; our fleshes mix,

cannot be without each other. when I want to run all the meat I spit out

as a child retriggers the smell of vomit, it holds me still.



the greatest fear is self-prophecy. to recognize nothing years later.

the dying are still waiting.

forms made of forms.

I met a dead man rising with his hand up

still.

ghosts from a young age disintegrate slowly.

my head held in palms. feet tied up.

they put me on the table, covered me. they forced me to close my eyes.



Stage four: death

there was a time when I’d lay a handkerchief on his body,

it was a breathless moment. his breath was non-existent,

so was the wonder of a morning when shrubs poured themselves over us.

in the background, we heard: this is the big night.

edges bent inside, humans and other creatures now perish right out of

his hand, nights on shores, ice in shipwrecks, the call of the disappeared,

traces of bodies in trenches, sleepwalking horses in a forced march, blond

children, sons, blood from sacrificed animals.

“Present present presentness

High mahogany bed roods &

rails do ring loop ties back

A sets down and C takes up

conformity to that uniformity

Ownership and ownership it

is a maxim of logic the Double

of the object is that I desire it.”6

Translated by Anca Roncea





	1 Novalis

	2 Novalis

	3 George Enescu

	4 lyrics by Georgeta Moraru, music after George Enescu

	5 Merriam-Webster Online Dictionary, 2010

	6 Susan Howe, The Midnight.








Mihók Tamás


[herk]


he looks at me

and goes tyop he looks

again tyop and

again tyop tyop

he will swallow us all

like divine granules

(we will be swallowed like

divine granules)

his tongue will wrap

around poles

and a small fisherman within him

will turn the rod

and all of us eucalyptus farmers

will tumble

into the fissures of saliva in a rime

of bacteria just like that

tyop tyop

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon








[it’s so hard for me]


i dreamt the sockets of my eyes

the ashtrays of a bougie club

ash the waitresses smolder me

changing them from quarter to quarter

people danced slowly i tried with all my might

to budge my clamped fingers and

like an idiot i budged out of my dream here i am

now awake scouring for pills

it must be between 3 and 4 a.m. your r.e.m

drives me crazy & it’s so hard for me

to give up those few thoughts which

begin with never

pi day has passed st. patrick’s day

has passed my eyes burn spasmodically

as if i’d been called to wake up

the entire springtime of the northern hemisphere

i roll my blood up and wait

i am a werewolf with bags under my eyes

like the sapwood of a fir tree suppurating

wakefulness in its own resin

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







[balance]


your nervous system

like a factory studded with japanese

gestures cut in half furnaces

cut in half set to boil

feeding millions of hikikomori

putting on noodles with pieces of tofu

your centripetal gaze counting currency

and a pink hello kitty patent

nibbles a piece from our brain each day

slowly slowly absence dissipates

the grasshopper dragging after the ark

you’ve only got your lighter and time

we gather round the smoking area and puff

our guts rattle through microchips

a cascade of condensed milk

we watch the sky from a dead angle

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







shazam. signs of life


for you natalia i am a cooperative robot

ready to butter up your soul step by step in

a zero-adherence-zero risk mechanism

i glide easily through your kitchen on tiny tracks

soft from morning to evening my tics

you have pulverized in time you

you sit in bed with your soles pasted to the ceiling and

frame memories in little circles of smoke

it’s inhuman the way you forget to cry

my platinum gloves are not handkerchiefs

natalia i’m here to plug up glances

the illusion that the migraines will eventually stop

for you natalia i’m a robot possessed

by the beast of information and without dna i generate

verses about you but i don’t know you

if we ever met it was a coincidence

if you ever looked into my eyes it was a farce

the lights of heaven are very small nothing but smoke and mirrors

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon







happiness on her way


blessed are those who lose the thread

of the costume department

and turn the wifi off

for they shall swallow

the last kernel of popcorn

watching you [you’re

a bee-eater when you make love

a satin ribbon

on the nudity of the living

see the moments of imperfection

played perfectly in spontaneous direction

of the distances [the last kernel

is the saltiest in it

our embryonic states levitate

futures in contretemps repassé

with the stick shift pulled

as you covered my tactile receptors

with tilework[no shave

november vs. no sex december

as we again settle into

sterile teahouse positions

a palm on a napkin the other

plucking at the mug’s handle

what splendid creatures

padded with inertia we became

nonverbal language of

our tongues this shall open

new veiled hermeneutics

how many will crash among the lines

and how many will come back [happiness

is on her way] but where do

the voices come from

Translated by Andreea Iulia Scridon
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