Poetry festival in Taiwan
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The Grain of Sand

My shoulder was filled with wings that had touched the sea’s water, and in the distance
of their flight, they gathered within themselves a grain of sand, which they named
snowflake.

In the reality of the dream, | was only a snowflake carried by a wave or resting at the
temple of a kingfisher.

My soul is locked up in this grain of sand that reflects in the sun.

How much brightness it holds in the midst of summer!

How much sadness it carries in the night!

How much daydreaming, how much melancholy, how much purity when it holds when it
is far away from every harmful glance that could destroy the words and speaking and
seeing!

The mirroring in that great sea with its emerald green captures within it a storm and
hurricane that are indescribable, for anyone who has never cried silently, speechless,
alone in the struggle that leads to the tearing, breaking within of the sand thread, and to
its transformation into tiny diamonds because it unwittingly lived in a new dimension.

Yes, yes, it happened one day, when the sun was setting in the middle of the day and the
sea became a scarf, like a seagull's tear, and the wind was ready to break everything that

appeared in its path.

Then the water froze for the first time, and the sky froze into a coldness we had never
seen before!

And the wings that had been crowded inside the grain of sand began to grow!

The wings held countless gazes and could understand and speak in the feather's place
what it could not say, what it could not believe could ever exist before the eyes of the
world and of the light.

The stars became the grains of sand along with it, the one unknown and misunderstood!

The great sea was now the road on which it floated, toward what it saw and spoke to
itself!

It was no longer crushed by any reality!



It was now a new world, where the sea, and the ocean stood in the cosmic dance,
watching its dance, carried by the galactic wins, from beyond the universe that had held
it so tightly within itself, in the dream, mind of a grain of sand that was only sometimes
washed away by the lightning of the sky and by the waves that carried it into an
indescribable, unspeakable fury for this world!

And why, why did the grain of sand have to be dirtied and crushed in this form, if its road
was the sea toward the beyond of the stars that protected it with their mute light?

For the grain of sand, the stars were the windows toward the world it was meant to
reach!
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Blue sea

| am walking in small steps across the blue waters stretching far before me, toward
infinity.

| raise my left hand for greet the horizon and | place my right hand over my heart, which
longs to bee as blue as the see and the sky.

But the world's roof, full of stars, and illuminated in blue, has built a house there, within
my sphere so transparent!

And my dwelling has become like a mirror gathering within itself all the blue between
the boundlessness of the world and me.

And I am the one walking up and down through the sunset as it dissolves into blue, while the
blue turns violet and then becomes so red within my sphere - a sphere filled with words that
wrap my body in my own shades of blue.

And the glimmers transformed into thousands of flowers set everything afloat from me, from
within my heart, towards the twilight sky thirsty for night and shadows.



And the blue height embraces the sea as it roams far and wide with me!

And it is my heart that turns the light a deep blue as it utters the words of peace!

Everything around me takes on the vivid, silvery colours of the sea and the sky.

And the whole of existence revolves within everything and unites all its parts into a
single word.

And the word makes the inner thought sovereign over the world, over the mind, over reason,
and over all hearts.

Itis the word that can be spoken only in thought, as you look with hope beyond yourself
toward a future that holds within it an eternity wrapped in the light that is everywhere.
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The vast blue sea

The vast blue sea casts into its roaring waves all the words we could not speak aloud.

And | cast the word back toward myself, as though into the waves of life, and see;
everything | have thought, and desired has become more powerful and full of meaning.

Because my ideas and my thought - furious or filled with pain or hope - returned to me
full of love.

And the sea can take all the pain from you and transform it into the colours of the sky,
while the sky always sees itself reflected in the sea.



The endless expanse takes me in its blue arms and carries on me on a journey far away
to the infinite horizons of my desire for to be there where only Your love steps and rules

and where only the hope and joy wrap the mysterious endless vast and the soulin

thousands of colours.

And |, clothed in the words of fire, return to the world and can see it differently, because
I reveal myself as so blue within - in my heart and in my mind.

Then, through my thoughts, I can overcome every incomprehensible form that might cut

across my reaver of light - the reaver flowing from my heights and most vibrant desire to

keep my mind forever in heaven!

»Firul de nisip“

Umarul meu era plin de aripi ce au atins
apa marii siin departarea zborului au
stransin ele un fir de nisip pe care l-au
numit fulg.

in realitatea visului eu eram doar un fulg
purtat de un val sau la tdmpla unui
pescarus.

Sufletul meu stainchis in firul acesta de
nisip ce se oglindeste in soare.

Céata stralucire are el in miezul verii!
Cata tristete are el noaptea!

Cata visare, cata melancolie, cata
puritate cand e departe de orice privire,
ce ar putea sali pangareasca rostirea,
privirea!

Oglindirea in mare cea mare cu verdele ei
de smarald, prinde Tn ea furtuna si uragan
care sunt de nedescris, pentrucelce nu a
plans netacut, nevorbit, nerostit,
insingurat in zbaterea care duce la
sfasierea firului de nisip, si la
transformarea lui in diamante mici pentru

The Grain of Sand

My shoulder was filled with wings that had
touched the sea’s water, and in the distance
of their flight, they gathered within
themselves a grain of sand, which they
named snowflake.

In the reality of the dream, [ was only a
snowflake carried by a wave, or resting at
the temple of a kingfisher.

My soul is locked up in this grain of sand
that reflects in the sun.

How much brightness it holds in the midst
of summer!

How much sadness it carries in the night!

How much daydreaming, how much
melancholy, how much purity when it holds
when it is far away from every harmful
glance that could destroy the words and
speaking and seeing!

The mirroring in that great sea with its
emerald green captures within it a storm and
hurricane that are indescribable, for anyone
who has never cried silently, speechless,
alone in the struggle that leads to the
tearing, breaking within of the sand thread,




ca a trait fara sa vrea la o noua
dimensiune.

Da, da, s-aintdmplat o data, cand
soarele apunea la miezul zilei si marea
deveni o esarfa, ca o lacrima de
pescarus, in vantul ce era gata sa sfasie
tot ce apare in cale!

Atunci ainghetat pentru prima data apa,
anghetat cerul intr-o infrigurare ne mai
zarita!

Si aripile care stateau inghesuite in firul
de nisip au inceput sa creasca !

Aripile aveau nenumarate priviri si puteau
sa inteleaga si sa rosteasca ele in locul
lui fulg ceea ce el nu putea vorbi, ceea ce
nu putea sa creada ca ar putea safie la
vazul lumii si al luminii.

Stelele devenira firele de nisip laolalta cu
el, cel nestiut si neinteles!

Marea cea mare era acum drumul pe care
el plutea, catre ceea ce avazut si a rostit
doarin elinsusi!

Nu mai era strivit de nicio realitate!

El era acum o noua lume, in care marea,
oceanul, stateau intr-un dans cosmic, sa
priveasca dansul lui, purtat de vanturi
galactice de dincolo de universul ce il
tinuse asa de strans in el Tnsusi, in visul
lui, iIn mintea lui de fir de nisip care doar
uneori era spalat de trasnetul cerului si
de valurile ce il purtau intr-o furie de
nedescris pentru lumea asta!

Side ce, de ce oare firul de nisip trebuia
sa fie murdarit si strivit in forma asta,
daca drumul lui era marea catre dincolo

and to its transformation into tiny diamonds
because it unwittingly lived in a new
dimension.

Yes, yes, it happened one day, when the sun
was setting in the middle of the day and the
sea became a scarf, like a seagull's tear, and
the wind was ready to break everything that
appeared in its path.

Then the water froze for the first time, and
the sky froze into a coldness we had never
seen before!

And the wings that had been crowded inside
the grain of sand began to grow!

The wings held countless gazes and could
understand and speak in the feather’s place
what it could not say, what it could not
believe could ever exist before the eyes of
the world and of the light.

The stars became the grains of sand along
with it, the one unknown and
misunderstood!

The great sea was now the road on which it
floated, toward what it saw and spoke to
itself!

It was no longer crushed by any reality!

It was now a new world, where the sea, and
the ocean stood in the cosmic dance,
watching its dance, carried by the galactic
wins, from beyond the universe that had
held it so tightly within itself, in the dream,
mind of a grain of sand that was only
sometimes washed away by the lightning of
the sky and by the waves that carried it into
an indescribable, unspeakable fury for this
world!

And why, why did the grain of sand have to
be dirtied and crushed in this form, if its




de stelele care il ocroteau cu lumina lor
muta?

Pentru firul de nisip, stelele erau
ferestrele catre lumea in care el trebuia
sa ajunga.

road was the sea toward the beyond of the
stars that protected it with their mute light?

For the grain of sand, the stars were the
windows toward the world it was meant to
reach.

Pasesc pe marea albastra

Pasesc cu pasi mici pe apa albastra ce se
intinde la nesfarsit in fata mea.

Ridic mana mea stanga pentru a saluta
departarea si dreapta o indrept spre
inima ce vrea sa fie atat de albastra pana
la o identificare cu marea si cerul.

Dar acoperisul lumii plin de stele si
luminatin albastru si-a facut o casa
acolo in sfera mea atat de transparenta.

Si locuirea mea a devenit ca o oglinda ce
prinde in ea insasi, tot albastrul de la
nesfarsitul lumii pana la mine.

Si eu sunt cea care ma plimb in sus siin
jos, in apusul de soare ce se pierde in
albastrul ce devine violet si apoi atat de
rosu in sfera mea plina de cuvintele ce-mi
infasoara trupulin culorile mele albastre.

Si stralucirile transformate in mii de flori
fac sa pluteasca toate de la mine din
inima, catre cerulinserat si insetat de
noapte si umbre.

| am walking in small steps across the
blue waters stretching far before me,
toward infinity.

| raise my left hand for greet the horizon
and | place my right hand over my heart,
which longs to bee as blue as the see and
the sky.

But the world's roof, full of stars, and
illuminated in blue, has built a house
there, within my sphere so transparent!

And my dwelling has become like a mirror
gathering within itself all the blue
between the boundlessness of the world
and me.

And I am the one walking up and down
through the sunset as it dissolves into blue,
while the blue turns violet and then becomes
so red within my sphere - a sphere filled
with words that wrap my body in my own
shades of blue.

And the glimmers transformed into
thousands of flowers set everything afloat
from me, from within my heart, towards the
twilight sky thirsty for night and shadows.

And the blue height embraces the sea as it
roams far and wide with me!




SiTnaltimea albastra se imbratiseaza cu
marea care colindain lung siin lat,
impreuna cu mine!

Siinima mea e cea care face lumina mai
albastra, rostind cuvintele pacii.

Toate cele din jurul meu devin
transformate in culorile vii si argintate ale
marii si ale cerului.

Si existenta intreaga in tot se roteste, se
uneste cu partile sale intr-un singur
cuvant.

Si cuvantul face ca gandul interior sa fie
stapanitor peste lume si peste minte si
ratiune si inimi.

Este cuvantul ce nu se poate rosti decat
in gadnd atunci cand privesti cu speranta
de la tine Tnsuti catre viitorul care are in el
vesnicia infasata in lumina ce este
pretutindeni.

And it is my heart that turns the light a deep
blue as it utters the words of peace!

Everything around me takes on the vivid,
silvery colours of the sea and the sky.

And the whole of existence revolves
within everything and unites all its parts
into a single word.

And the word makes the inner thought
sovereign over the world, over the mind,
over reason, and over all hearts.

Itis the word that can be spoken only in
thought, as you look with hope beyond
yourself toward a future that holds within
it an eternity wrapped in the light that is
everywhere.

Marea cea mare si albastra aruncain
valurile zgomotoase toate cuvintele ce nu
le puteam rosti cu voce tare.

Siaruncam si eu cuvintele inapoi spre
mine, ca in valurile vietii, si iata ca tot ce
gandeam voiam sa devina si mai puternic
si mai plin de sens.

The vast blue sea casts into its roaring
waves all the words we could not speak
aloud.

And | cast the word back toward myself,
as though into the waves of life, and see;
everything | have thought, and desired
has become more powerful and full of
meaning.




Pentru ca ideile mele si gandul meu cel
furios sau plin de durere sau de speranta
se intorceau la mine pline de iubire.

lar marea cu puterea ei poate lua din tine
toata durerea si s-o transforme in culorile
cerului care mereu se priveste in ea.

Siintinsul de nesfarsit ma ia si pe mine in
bratele lui albastre si ma calatoreste
pana departe in zarile infinite ale dorintei
mele de a fi acolo unde doar iubirea Ta
paseste si stapaneste si unde doar
speranta si pacea si bucuria infasoara
necuprinsul cel tainic si sufletul in mii de
culori.

Si euTmbracata in cuvintele focului ma
intorc spre lume si o pot privi altfel,
pentru ca ma arat atat de albastra in
mine, in inima si in minte.

Apoi pot cuceri prin ganduri orice forma
de neinteles ce ar putea sa-mi taie raul
meu de lumina, ce imivine de la dorinta
mea cea mai inalta si mai vie de a fi
mereu cu mintea in cer!

Because my ideas and my thought -
furious or filled with pain or hope -
returned to me full of love.

And the sea can take all the pain from you
and transform it into the colours of the
sky, while the sky always sees itself
reflected in the sea.

The endless expanse takes me in its blue
arms and carries on me on ajourney far
away to the infinite horizons of my desire
for to be there where only Your love steps
and rules and where only the hope and
joy wrap the mysterious endless vast and
the soulin thousands of colours.

And |, clothed in the words of fire, return
to the world and can see it differently,
because | reveal myself as so blue within
- in my heart and in my mind.

Then, through my thoughts, I can overcome
every incomprehensible form that might cut
across my reaver of light - the reaver
flowing from my heights and most vibrant
desire to keep my mind forever in heaven!




