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It’s a rare treat when two favorite writers work together on a spectacular translation 

project. Such is the case with the accomplished Romanian poet Ruxandra Cesereanu and 

the most well known Romanian author, translator, and witty radio commentator living in 

the United States, Andrei Codrescu. And we’re so happy that Cesereanu’s long poem 

California pe Someș found in Andrei Codrescu a remarkably skilled translator who 
preserved the live language and the wondrous music of the original. In the his own 
words, “The poem is a riverine bildungsroman that grows in intensity as the poet 
grows into a woman.” Here is a selection of this epic long poem accompanied by 
gorgeous photographs of the Someș river by Yoshiro Sakamoto. 
 
—Claudia Serea and Loren Kleinman 
 
 
Translator’s note: This is a fragment from an epic poem that builds a biography 
through the Somes River in Cluj: it begins with the Somes of an adolescent who, as 
she grows, travels to other rivers and waters that join the Somes in her imagination 
(and often literally, as she brings shells & other waters’ totems to deposit in the 
Somes.) The poem is a riverine bildungsroman that grows in intensity as the poet 
grows into a woman, then into an older somebody. This fragment is just that: the 
poem reads like one of S. John Perse’d rolling-wave works, fascinating both as story 
and lyric. —Andrei Codrescu, translator 

 



Author’s Foreword 
 

 
In the spring of 2013, I bought a bicycle. I’d wanted a bicycle since I was a little 

girl, but for all sorts of reasons I’d never gotten one. My first bicycle rides along the 

bank of the Someș River were always with a hand on the brake, because I knew I 

risked hitting little kids, strollers and tricycles. In a short while I became used to 

taking out my bicycle every evening to ride on the rough, unweeded path near my 

apartment building, then in the Park of Roses and finally along the asphalt road near 

the river as far as the Garibaldi Bridge in my home city of Cluj. I had become a 

habitué of the twilight and the Someș, when something else took place. Coming 

home on my bicycle, I heard the low drone of guitars and isolated voices: a group of 

boys and girls strummed and sang the Eagles’ song, “Hotel California.” The sound of 

the guitars and those teenage voices, some thin and high, others hoarse, made me 

slip back in time to when I was a teenager myself and sang to a guitar with my high 

school and later my university friends the very same song I heard now, improvised 

once upon a time with great frenzy, on the bank of the Someș, on the island called 

Dog Island, or at the parties of graduates or students who thought themselves the 

center of the universe. From this moment of my going back in time, everything here 

began: it triggered an entire book made of a single long poem about childhood, 

adolescence, young womanhood and maturity. And about my faith in poetry. 

So like the river swollen after a rain, my California on the Someș kept on 

growing. It hasn’t reached its end and, in fact, never will. 

 



California (on the Someș) 

 

 
 

On a dark desert highway, cool wind in my hair… 
 
The avalanche started with boys and girls bewitching a guitar on the bank of the 
Someș River. 
Memories and poetry began cascading in me. 
My eyes drew each other into a single lens in my forehead, 
a camera lens panning from a dolly.  
 
An old woman stood in the river slapping her thighs,  
her skirt rolled up as Hotel California slithered  
from the guitar’s belly like the smoke of a joint. 
My bicycle became a musical instrument. 
The River Someș was suddenly back in the days of Hippie. 
It was the summer of this explorer to remote regions, 
in her striped t-shirt and fisherman bermudas. 
Lawnmowers along the riverbank made waves in the grass 
dogs licked their masters’ hands: 
 
we are the devotees of drugs 
who believe in the huge shapes in the public square, 
in the surfaces etched with hollows 
 
I threw into the Someș 
the seashells from Paris I stole long ago from Monsieur le Prince, 
they became fertile here and became fossils for innocent collectors. 
Stolen once upon a time they were now gifts for innocents 
listening and believing my tall-tales. 
Inside these shells was to be found the earth’s childhood 
carried like my words by the flow of the Somes river. 



Җ 
 
Two men kept laughing as they rolled in the grass, 
cell phones stuck to their bellies. 
Babies squealed in strollers,  
shrunken like mice dried out by the heat. 
The city swelled with stench in its armpits. 
The town was a cherry pie fallen on the asphalt. 
The river rushed at the walls. 
 
We knew then: 
we are living the beginning and the end 
in the mirror of the end to the beginning.  
When carcasses disintegrate and fall from the sky 
we stuff their eye sockets with old newspapers. 
 
The sea urchin pierced the flesh of my foot 
on the shore of the Athenian bay where teenagers dove 
shouting from the rocks to carve their names  
in a deep place known to them only: Sepolya City. 
I took home cosmic sea urchins still in their shells.  
I threw one of them into the River Somes. 
Will Sepolya City ever grow in Someș’ mists? 
 
 

  



 

Җ 
 
 
On the riverbank Saint Michael’s church steps down from its stilts. 
Kids with slingshots aim at the stained-glass windows. 
The Insomnia Café stinks of piss and unwashed poets. 
In Club Zorki pianos are being  smashed. 
Inside the River Bar the diluted morning takes on the hue of hospital walls. 
On the terraces of the Carolina Obelisk 
the Apocalypse of the new millennium casts lots. 
King Mathias himself enters the Someș to bathe. 
 
I’m building this poem joist by joist. 
I see it as a ziggurat. 
Randomly images enter my retinas. 
My eyes are now the origin of the poem writing itself.  
 
In kindergarten we napped on cots folded down from the wall, 
dozens of sleeping little girls with bows in their hair. 
I had cropped hair and dressed like a boy. I wore a sweater. 
I had tassels on my cap. In the afternoons the matrons  
put us to sleep with tea laced with bromides.  
The river snaked along my back like a toy train. 
 
 

  



Җ 
 
 
Parts of people circulated in the suburbs, 
bodies unraveled in wispy circles, 
skins smelling of cotton clothes  
floated: non-objects of the insoluble brain:  
a small swaying flagman on the abandoned dock. 
 
Cigarettes were the social glue and privacy keeper. 
The university building was covered by graffiti, 
The moisture of graffiti healed the malady of writing. 
Hotel California-on the-Someș rolled with tricycles. 
The abandoned houses were squatted by gravediggers.  
 
And then we knew: 
our marsupia will shelter the creatures of the new ghetto, 
the contents of our exo-skeletons will add to the family albums. 
We are asleep in padded car lots. 
There are no imitation miracles on the Someș. 
Boys and girls will sing until they get hoarse, 
with teeth yellowed from cigarettes and peanuts. 
 
The big shells I took once upon a time on Long Island 
while two strangers told stories about the aurora borealis 
ignoring me, the third stranger who didn’t know how to swim.  
The waves were walls. Upon return, 
I threw Long Island shells in the Someș.  
From one a seed grew the Empire State Building.  
From another, an electric pillar weaving a pasture 
of magnetic poetry. It was from that pasture 
that I flew then back to the beginning. 
  



Җ 
 
 
Liquid tableaux: happy swimmers’ chests.  
Wigs piled in the back of ambulances. 
On the Someș we wrapped our brains in tin 
before surrendering to the sleepy afternoon. 
The river’s watchmen with beer bottles in their pockets 
were drawing a map of collapse in the sand. 
House pets scratched the cage-walls trying to reach air holes. 
 
And then we knew: 
look, we must burn the refineries to receive the blessing of the sunflower. 
Poetry is a bay of balm for the sunflower lives  
on the inside of my closed eyelids. 
 
 
The shells found where once upon a time on an island 
we cooked potatoes in coals and ash and monkeyed about 
in our undershirts: child-wanderers with chapped lips. 
I squeezed the shells tight as I floated on a raft  
to the river Somes to be with other children.  
I buried those shells at the mouth of the Someș, 
Close enough that that someone would surely find them. 
 
 

  



Җ 
 
 
Intoxicated by Hotel California we kept up the racket, 
waking up the neighbors hiding in their pantries. 
Our uproar was skin-tingling hair-raising. We were carnivorous. 
Our desolate eyes were afflicted by knowledge. 
 
When I next flew across the ocean’s big water  
it was the Day of the Dead. 
On this day of memorial candles I wanted to be a nun. 
I believed that the monastery was a poetry school. 
Poetry was a flesh and blood nun. 
A good many years have passed since. 
Now I wear high heels and my ears are pierced.  
But on the Day of the Dead some of me is still innocent. 
A door opens abruptly by arms gloved to the elbow. 
I am in the poetry monastery collapsed on its black-winged columns. 
My nun’s habit and my undercoat of ashes hang from a coatrack 
in the altar. But I know that when a plastic bag’s too tightly closed 
it bursts in its entirety along the seams. 
 
Holly took a train to France 
left in a hurry with some ants in her pants 
a sparrow in her hair shrieked: 
‘let’s play hooky burn every book break every rule 
smash the building kill the teachers in school 
pull down the streetlamps melt the city!” 
But whenever it rained we whooshed to the blanket-hut with a cry, 
Holly with her ants from France, and my sparrow and I. 
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On the riverbank human units clumped in the beehive. 
The rippling River Somes was our immaculate common grave, 
its shores lined with lovers’ tongues. 
A kiss was a beautiful crime. 
The heart opened the lotus flower in the belly. 
On the Someș floated garlands of dandelions. 
Men wearing orange belts shouted: 
we have arrived at the Ganges, we are now in Shiva’s arms! 
 
The fever I live in steals under the rocks. 
I hold it tightly in my fists in the core of summer. 
Poetry is a railroad station with many waiting rooms. 
 
Once upon a time in the dog-days of summer 
I ran through large pipes laid by workers excavating sewers. 
The sewers were poetry-tunnels. 
I journeyed on the Budila-Express in the morning of jeunes-filles in bloom. 
In the book of winter windows and photographs flowed by 
Lighthouses set flags  in electric snow. 
Yet in the end I donned the same armor. 
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We are sweating we are summer crickets. 
We are poisoned by the Chinese officers around the ancient dead emperor 
as we stand in the River singing submerged to the waist.  
We are then hung like cages filled with snow from his abundant flesh.  
There’s so much summer his servants’ knives cannot detach us. 
The surveyors stick miniature flags into the riverbank. 
 
And then we knew: 
We are the conquerors who purify their intestines of fear 
under the improvised shower of a washbowl and a cut-throat-pitcher. 
We are the victors with delicate bellies. 
We are singing Hotel California 
 
 
From the land of the Minotaur I stealthily took the yellow shells.  
I tossed only one in the River Someș. For good luck. 
From that shell grew the faded photo of the arms trafficker 
who was once the young a poet I loved very much. 
When I was growing up his faded clothes were my battle flag, 
His eyes in tears were then my greatest my power. 



Җ 
 
 
In our blood swim reddish irises, 
our corpuscles mix with Somes water to reveal 
the rotting that packs our lives in its flow.   
The hospitals have emptied the aquariums.  
We forgot how to swim in mothers’ womb. 
Nobody has a diver’s air-tube. 
The trams from the City center arrive at the riverbank, 
hibernate a while, then whistle in chorus. 
The cigarette butts on their windowsills have disintegrated. 
We are the sand crabs from the hot springs, 
But instead of claws we grow syringes. 
 
I was a novice when I signed in at Hotel California. 
I wore blue jeans and had never heard of hippies. 
In my day the uniform was disco. 
I had a varsity number sewn on my school uniform 
I was a city girl. 
I played guitar at the river, 
I puffed empty straws to ascend to Nirvana. 
 
And then we knew: 
poetry is hashish -- 
flight, birds of cocaine -- 
psychedelics, bright light – 
these were ideas untenable at my height. 
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The Someș river is a truck full of coffee, 
a big box lined with raffia. 
Bicyclists look like snails without shells. 
At the crossing you can hear Hotel California, 
guitars close to the chest of the trolls below. 
Their guitars are small wooden horses. 
 
And then we knew: 
we’d trick the surgeons, 
we’d wrap the minimalists in their own gauze, 
we’d live in maximum land,  
no bandages across our mouths. 
 
When we skipped school at midday we sang on Dog Island. 
The river reached our hips like a belt, 
we rolled up the tunics of our school uniforms, 
munching on breadsticks with little mouse teeth, 
and imagined we were performing in an acid-test performance  
for the watchers open-mouthed on the shores. 
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The choir of watchmen: their gazes smelling of musty fur. 
After a rain the river was a postcard made of scraps: 
corks, shredded plastic, sunglasses, unlabeled cans, a toy gun,  
crushed cola bottles, rubber medals, pigeon feathers. 
The bloated bladders of drunkards emptied at the foot of the bridge.  
A trumpet player bandaged in tinfoil, his arteries clogged by smoke  
and alcohol, could not bring the trumpet to his lips. 
 All this dead weight. All the dead weight. 
 
One day in the old city I knocked on a poet’s door. 
He was not a bona-fide member of our River gang. 
When his door opened the glass broke and water invaded my lungs. 
We were soaked and speechless. Too timid and to humble to speak. 
We held our hands in our laps like the recently widowed. 
When we did move we did it only to paint a yellow dot 
on our foreheads so that we might recognize one another 
or so that we might be found. 
 
The poet was an expert in borders. 
I could talk about the zone inside  
and the zone outside, and how I always 
 lingered at the edges. 
His voice came from a far shore to calm the waves 
and pacify their madness with serene freshness.  
I knew that he was a shepherd of birds. 
Later we sat on a bench on the city pavestones. 
My small wisdom a feather wafted over his head.  
My heart beat like a delicate cameo in the breast pocket 
of my school uniform. 
Suddenly the flash of a camera 
captured us and put us in the coffin of a postcard 
from the century that passed by us just then like a burning glove. 
  



Җ 
 
 
Myopic under streetlights drunken roosters dove at my eyebrows. 
The mown grass shivered on the asphalt. 
A boy threw a girl in the Someș after kissing her like a clown, 
dogs mated joyfully under the broken benches, 
The world was tactile behind all the fences. 
Our teeth no longer chattered in our mouths, 
our hair no longer fell into the river’s endless cry, 
the alarm never rang morning or evening. 
It was the summer of luxury: He had become I. 
 
And then we knew: 
we grew in the glare of streetlights, 
we raided infirmaries to confiscate their stores of gauze, 
we made tapestries in our skulls with the city’s electrical network. 
 
Once upon a time a train from the Balkans entered the lagoon 
between the footings of the bridge. 
When I saw the lagoon ripped out of the winter landscape 
my mouth trembled, my heart melted. 
I dreamt about bringing Venice to the Someș, 
with all her obsessions and her germs. 
But other signifiers viewed my dreams differently. 
I left the Venetian boy, my storyteller of Venetia’s waters 
hostage to her silent canals. 
The water of the lagoon remained entirely his: 
it was but arms of ancient sewers choked by plastic bags. 
  



Җ 
 
 
My city poem roasted in the Someș like buttered corn on the cob, 
yellow grains launched hepatitis yellow in my eyes, 
the river’s sputum mixed with spinal marrow. 
 
And then we knew: 
we wouldn’t fly banners, just memories to keep the heart in working order, 
anthems to pump uranium into the blood. 
 
When I was eighteen I climbed San Michele on Capri 
and came upon the ruins of a malevolent emperor’s villa. 
Here I received a gift from on old priest, 
a brown shell knotted like a knee. 
I wanted to throw the shell in the Someș, 
but I had a weakness for emperors. 
For a long time after my wedding, I kept the shell under the bed. 
  



Җ 
 
 
My body floated in water that covered up my mouth, 
but my eyes could still see and never had enough of it. 
An old man holding a child’s hand leaned on a balcony 
over the side of the river where empty bottles collected. 
A man stood still on the shore waiting for a sacrifice. 
Someone emerged from a tent eating a ham sandwich. 
 
And then I knew, covered by the river, under water:   
never shall we have scissors instead of hands, 
or morph into other forms by seasoning flesh with alcohol. 
We’ll remain as we are, between layers of psychic fleece, 
euphoric bear cubs with muzzles moistened by working  bees. 
 
In the omphalos of an  imperial city there is a fountain of desire 
where bald  men on bearded horses come forth bellowing from seashells. 
I sat there with another lioness and laughed imagining us move this  
Fontana of desires to the Someș with a helicopter, like a statue of Jesus 
in a famous movie we had both seen and remembered in a song. 
But Fontana did not permit us to keep her long.  
We might touch her like a cousin or an aunt. No hanky-panky. 
She was too grand for our fancy. 
  



Җ 
 
 
This summer nobody’s hurt. 
This summer isn’t agrarian except superficially. 
Inside it passions, desolations and miracles are hidden. 
This summer has no genitals. 
Its wagon of dry lemons is pungent with a sharp smell. 
Rusty razor blades, forgotten on a windowsill. 
 
And then we knew: 
hydrochloric acid in artisans’ hands, 
holidays with nights fast like days, 
hidden madness in the cornfields,  
along the railroad tracks, 
the scent of oils and hot porny toys. 
We were precisely there that imploded summer. 
 
I was sitting on a suitcase in the high school courtyard 
before going to the summer camp. 
I was fourteen going on fifteen. 
My dresses packed like paper napkins, heart-shaped sandals,  
invisible rouge with a strawberry scent 
and the dizzy heart pounding out a wake-up call. 
I wanted to fall in love with a boy in a rocker tee shirt 
who would tenderly whisper to me, “oh, baby!” 
while moving his body to the blues, 
to gaze up at him like a supplicant to a dealer in indulgences. 
For him I would change summer into a genetic inn 
for my girly cells to become his garden of all my waters. 
  



Җ 
 
 
The River Someș is a syringe, its needle blunted by breathing, 
a door handle I’m pushing down to open, to let the deluge 
behind the door roar out. 
The words of watchmen scribbled on screens for their bosses. 
The words of watchmen without their makeup. 
Skin, numbers, home furniture, wrapped in cellophane.   
Covered and uncovered with figures of speech, 
a city poem shakes them loose, breaks all the laws of syntax, 
to reveal itself bare wearing only a paper helmet on its head. 
 
And then we knew: 
poetry is both the underworld and the way out, 
it is the spinal cord with clothespins on it 
the harpoon stuck deep in the thorax, 
a derrick pumping oil. 
Poetry has no need for watchmen. 
 
In a rainy twilight on the bank I saw a man and a dog. 
From his bag overturned in the wet grass, an open bottle of rum 
received raindrops falling in it. 
This was no man. It was a comb with missing teeth. 
I was no longer thinking of my friends’ love-wounds 
but only of that dog and that man in the rain with his bottle of rum. 
The thing most alive was the half-empty bottle 
overturned in the grass like a woman 
receiving rain drops or tears or spit or piss. 
Bottle half-out of the bag like a ballerina shedding her skirt. 
Through the swollen open eye of the bottle I saw feelings  
take on geometrically complex shapes 
and a few wan ideas that hadn’t yet yielded to oblivion.   
The rain told a story to the mouthful of rum still in the bottle, 
about beings with kind hearts from long ago.  
In this scene the wise one was the dog. 
His tail lay across the bottle like a casual blessing 
summoning without effort angels to a burial feast. 
Hallelujah, God, send us rain until our skin is blistered, our breath cooled. 
We are your earthly trinity: a man, a dog, a bottle.  
We wait for you lying in the grass of this rainy twilight on the River Somes. 
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Gypsy girls skipped in rubber boots in the low Someș, 
fishermen with hats and waders, 
ducks from Finland nibbling here, there, 
the smoky homeless dozing in the grass like bumblebees. 
It smelled of day’s sulfur rising toward the coming night. 
Ferocious noon is a clock with myriad wheels. 
The lacquered toenails of teens in shorts with insolent buttocks 
filled the lustful summer with their keyboard clicks. 
 
These are postcards from anywhere, 
summer gulps of everything, 
summer’s wide-open hippo mouth.  
 
And then we knew: 
what remains after poetry when poetry is all or nothing? 
I find myself now under words hanging from the tendrils 
of the summer poem like a rope from an eyebolt. 
I don’t have to account for anything. 
 
Sometimes, when I went to my grandparents’ house in the north  
I found lost horseshoes 
on the riverside where I lazed about. 
I picked up a  horseshoe, washed it clean, then bit it gently 
for good luck when I became a bride. 
The river was sweet, the horseshoe salty, 
it seemed to come out of a story from long ago. 
The fish in the barrels at the grocer’s 
were steeped in clumps of salt. 
In my grandparents’ world gently flowed the Somes. 
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A lonely man measures the river with the scarf of the woman who abandoned him. 
The boy who waits and waits for vacation to come is now at the station with a 
relative 
pushing him on the train, ordering him not to do anything stupid. 
With his unfinished voice, the boy’s playing Hotel California on air-guitar. 
A fourteen-year-old girl blows his mind with her Western dress and scarf. 
Several years later the boy will throw himself into the Someș, 
the girl will turn tricks in order to survive. 
 
My Someș can be found in Transylvania 
in the Atlas dedicated to poetry-drinking zones. 
It notes there that using only a couple of letters and a river 
the locals have built a poetry factory that is 
changing the world.  
 
On the rocky shore of Moon Beach I didn’t pick up any shell 
and I didn’t sow the Someș with my pirate loot. 
At this point in my poem, Greek seashores and Parisian streets mingle. 
My zodiac twin knew death and barely escaped to the City of Lights. 
I stayed with her, a beautiful shell-woman, close to the Seine, 
in a rocky nest under Pont Neuf, 
with our legs dangling down the stairs leading to the spot 
of famous suicides drowned there. 
We were acrobats on a rope. 
I understood that someday she would become a great magician. 
I set her in my poem, a royal wooden doll. 
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I am praising the iodine-hued summer when rat-catchers chase prey. 
On the riverbank of playground-slides and nesting pigeon -boxes  
flow the holy banners of my winters past. 
Dark red tennis courts await the roulette players. 
At dawn I hear Hotel California shrill within the train whistle. 
A land of burnt sugar awaits us. 
 
And then we knew: 
we’re the losers of keys, 
the tailors of words eviscerated in schoolbooks. 
We are the stubborn  story-telling poets in the city of clay. 
We are the battered storytellers with the vile broken jaws. 
 
 
I never picked up a single shell 
for the myopic man with a sack of invented names, 
for him I wrote no poems 
though I was in his house and slept there. 
There I ate, drank, and played with his Tarot deck. 
In the region of the Maritime Ode I was cruel. 
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The glands of the river, sometimes swollen, sometimes atrophied. 
Still, its bounty overflows the riverbanks offering solace. 
Peace within is the sum of a life’s persecutions. 
Ease with others, a genetic distortion. 
But the River Someș covers everything with its throb 
of Hotel California where even gorillas are happy guests. 
 
And then we knew: 
the river baptized our skulls with dynamite 
because it never renounced nihilism. 
On the Ganges, ideology doesn’t exist, 
nor any dictionary of negative language. 
Red neon signs on the hills hover over the city 
and its millennium of sacrifices scented with sage.  
In the end, the arrogant chests of poets release 
the long-held breath of night-watching. 
 
When I first saw the Mississippi my adventures  
were renewed. High water behind the levees  
steamed spells over her topsy-turvy city whose white nights 
are the beat children of voodoo queens holding them 
by their mustaches to the heresy of muddy waters.  
For two of us heresy came in the shape of a submarine 
penned to the right of the Cabildo in Jackson Square. 
The Mississippi jazzed fragrant grilled alligator and crawfish étoufèe. 
Poetry trance-skinned us for the honeyed tongue of a new Jimmy Hendrix. 
On my pilgrimage to the mother of waters in New Orleans 
someone traced with a stick on the wet sand  
the shape of the magic kingdom visible to seers 
whose glory for a brief time I shared. 
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In the evening, the banks of the Someș echo with the barking of dogs  
and the rustling of fowl and small mammals living in tree stumps. 
Still, the watchmen chase away people wearing parrot-bright sweaters. 
The watchmen allow only appropriate dress. 
 
I’m from the Neolithic. 
I fill myself and those around me with poetry. 
I was just born for the third or fourth time. 
I am not soldier or a priest. I am water. 
 
In a summer, once upon a time with my girlfriend 
we smoked candy cigarettes on the riverbank, 
we told stories about people and things. 
I believed I would really die for her, if I had to. 
And she’d do the same for me. 
But then her mind broke like flotsam on the river 
spilling its ill omen of pathology’s heartbreak. 
Friendship along a river lasts only in poetry. 
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Under the ficus we sang, summoning shamans from the Someș. 
The people beneath the hills issued forth under a charm. 
The cactuses on the apartment building’s balconies bloomed with little flowers like 
glass pearls. 
Summer was waves of grass under heavens. 
The land of puddles was ruined. 
 
Some dance to remember, 
Some dance to forget. 
 
We started to fill up with a vast water, 
to know first of all the margin, then the core. 
The Someș River metamorphosed into a mummified Indian head. 
The waters were stirred up by sea-foxes, 
striped dolphins dove with their long necks, 
Jonah’s whale became a spy. 
Leviathan and the undines bet their breath at craps, 
ocean-swallows soared through the waves, among barracudas. 
Noah and Charon wash crumbs off their thighs, near lantern-sharks. 
I kept shouting from the boulders, a megaphone pressed to my lips: 
beast from Looochhh Nesss, arise from your depths and swallow me! 
Eels and rays wrapped around each other like scarves. 
But the last in the waters was the moonfish that dwelled in the depths. 
From his belly memories slipped away, 
from his mouth issued words that did NOT exist in the beginning, 
because the words had been replaced. 
 
And then we knew: 
we’ve cracked skin because of poetry, 
in our mouths we hide immortelles from the ancient kings, 
and a little whistle hung around our necks to summon swarthy tigers. 
 
We’re the summer mediums, 
musical instruments of ripening. 
We wear glass-pearl masks and we’re predators. 
 
The beast and the king are inside us. 
Behold, the time of outside has come, the time beyond the laws. 
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We’re near the glowing cylinders on the Someș, 
we’ve reached our destination, 
we’ve transcended the level of mortality.  
 
Summer became meta-time, 
its heat is our cinema of mannequins, 
their rind has been burned up. 
 
The heart is the only law and the only dictionary. 
All the other organs have been eaten, 
from the heart a new language gets born. 
 
Thus in this way we pierced the world’s breast 
and climbed to reach the raw fragment of the heart. 
Then as invicti we entered the Acropolis, 
where there’s no distinction among humans, animals, gods.  
 

Poetry was alone, only poetry. 
 

WELCOME TO THE HOTEL CALIFORNIA 
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poet, New York: Spuyten Duyvil , 2004); and 
Crusader-Woman (translated by Adam J. Sorkin, 
Claudia Litvinchievici, Madalina Mudure and the 
poet, (Boston: Black Widow Press, 2008). She also 
writes fiction and critical monographs. 
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Andrei Codrescu’s new poetry book is The Art of 
Forgetting (Sheep Meadow Press, 2016). His recent 
books include Bibliodeath: My Archives (with Life in 
Footnotes), So Recently Rent a World: New and 
Selected Poems, 1968-2012, Whatever Gets You 
Through the Night: a Story of Sheherezade, The Poetry 
Lesson, and The Posthuman Dada Guide: Tzara and 
Lenin Play Chess. Andrei is an homme-de-lettres 
whose poetry, novels, and essays have been 
infiltrating the American psyche since he emigrated 
from his native Romania to Detroit in 1966. He is the 
author of forty books of poetry, fiction, and essays, 
and the founder of Exquisite Corpse: A Journal of Life 
& Letters (www.corpse.org). He has received a 
Peabody award for his film Road Scholar, and has 
reported for NPR and ABC News from Romania 
(1989) and Cuba (1996). He has been a commentator 
on NPR’s All Things Considered since 1983. He lives 
in New Orleans, the Ozarks, and New York.  
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