MATEI VISNIEC. SPECTACULAR FANTASIZING

Matei Visniec’s poetic universe is steeped in history and mythology,
but the presence of everyday concerns is just as urgent. The temptation of
allegory has the gift of transmuting commonplace events into mythical
projections and, at the same time, of giving ample, serious subjects of
indisputable prestige, a certain concreteness that brings them closer to daily
life. Despre Seneca (About Seneca) is such an allegory of a fake and
agonizing history, in which the ego seems unable to find its place: “Lovesc
si eu, loveste si tata/ iatda-ne trecuti de primul rand de soldati/ lovesc si e,
loveste si tata/ soldatii sunt din ce In ce mai eleganti/ §i pe masurd ce
inaintdm/ in adancul coloanelor/ suntem serviti cu lichioruri fine/ si purtam
discutii despre Seneca/ si despre economia politicd/ iatd-ne ajunsi la capat/
cu hainele sfagiate, cu pumnii sangerand/ asemeni celor/ din primele
randuri”. About the poetry of Matthew Visniec, Nicolae Manolescu notes,
among other things, the presence of certain features specific to Marin
Sorescu at the level of preferred techniques (linguistic farce, badinage, the
taste for enormities and for irony, parodic instinct, the temptation to play
and so on). However, says the critic, "Matei Visniec is much more inclined
towards seriousness than towards play. In his hands, Sorescu's formula
becomes often something else, used by a different temperament. Matei
Vigniec is a restrained and sad poet, essentially a melancholic ". Matei
Vigniec's favorite space is the city, an area of congestion and of the regular,
in which architecture is rather décor, an Eleatic space, where time seems
frozen, in which almost nothing happens and people have mechanical
gestures, anonymous and anodyne experiences, being therefore ridiculous
actors on a small scale stage, having minimal, mechanic reactions. Reality
is, rather, as noted by N. Manolescu, a simulacrum, a haunting,
imponderable presence, in which, there seems to be almost zero gravity and
individuals have the appearance of masks placed over a well restrained
nothingness: “Uneori imi pun costumul cu dungi aurii,/ jobenul inalt,
papionul de catifea,/ manusile albe, imi iau bastonul subtire si/ pipa de
abanos/ si ma plimb nepasator prin fata secundei/ care marie, mardie,
maraie// in orasul cu un singur locuitor timpul are o singura secunda/ ochiul
meu vede o singura datd/ urechea mea ascultd un singur sunet/ prin parcul
cu un singur arbore/ fac plimbari de un singur pas/ in serile ploioase
moartea mea se naste,/ rusinatd, din capul mirat al cifrei unu/ ma simt
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vinovat, alerg pe strazile ude,/ ma inchid intr-o florarie si rostesc/ un singur
cuvant misterios/ pasdrea care triaieste intr-o singurd picaturd de aer/ ma
vede se repede asupra mea si moare/ la o singurd bataie de aripa de mine//
pentru o singura secundd/ ma simt cuprins de dorinta de a célatori/ intru in
sala de asteptare, ma asez/ 1n unicul, infricosatorul scaun urias// trenul cu o
singur fereastrd/ si cu o singura trecere prin univers/ se apropie”.

Many of Matei Visniec’s poems have the appearance of fables with
an underlying moral, where the lyrical tension arises from the slightly
parodic assumption of antinomies: diurnal / nocturnal, real, empirical /
temptation of the absolute, low / high, as in the poem Fereastra (Window) ,
where the suggestion of remoteness and of the height conjugates with the
approach of the ideal that contradicts an alienating reality undermined by
the germ of isolation and confinement: “Pasdrea, mirata, induiosatd/ si-a
luat gheara din burta mea/ si-a ridicat ciocul din gitul meu// m-a lasat acolo,
in patul ravasit/ si s-a invirtit prin odaia mea/ s-a izbit cu icnete/ de peretii
mei// dupa aceea a dat de fereastrd/ si s-a gindit mirata la fereastrd/ nu mai
intllnise niciodatd o fereastrd// ar fi trebuit sa-i spun fereste-te/ orice
fereastra e perfida si inraitd, nu/ poti sa stii unde duce, incotro te arunca//
dar si eu eram inrdit, uram/ pasirea/ si n-am scos un cuvint, am lasat-o/ sa-
si Intinda aripile si sa se piardd in vazduh”. Or the poem Corabia (The
Ship) in which, beyond the apparent layer of meaning, one finds deeper
meanings of the human condition, a certain gravity of meditation, an
amplitude of poetic knowledge that does not deny the world's major
meanings: “Corabia se scufunda incet noi ziceam/ si ce dacad se scufunda
corabia §i mai/ ziceam orice corabie se scufunda/ intr-o zi si ne stringeam
miinile/ ne luam rdmas bun// dar corabia se scufunda atit de incet/ incit
dupa zece zile noi cei care/ ne-am dat miinile/ incd ne priveam / rusinati si
ziceam nu-i nimic asta-i/ o corabie care se scufunda mai incet/ dar pina la
urma se scufunda iat-o// dar corabia se scufunda atit de incet/ incit dupa un
an Inca ne era rusine/ noud celor care ne-am dat miinile i/ in fiecare
dimineatd ieseam unul cite unul / misuram apa hm nu mai e mult se/
scufunda incet/ dar sigur// dar corabia se scufunda atit de incet/ incit dupa o
viatd de om incd/ mai ieseam unul cite unul si priveam/ cerul si mésuram
apa si scrigneam din dinti/ i spuneam asta nu e o corabie/ aste ¢ 0.../ asta e
0..”.

The privileged theme of poems of this kind is that of expectation, as
noticed by N. Manolescu, but it is a fake expectation, filtered through the
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playful ceremonies of fantasy, with a large dose of parody and irony.
Gravity is thus often turned to farce and the tragic sense of existence seems
to be embracing the mark of theatricality, of a clever staging of feelings by
a textual director endowed with lucidity, and with an acute awareness of
the relativity of poetic conventions. The pathos that may be divined in these
poems belongs, itself, to the species of badinerie and farce, of ironic
revelations of an intelligence that acutely perceives the cracks in the order
of the world, as well as the negative appearances of an alienating and
mechanical reality: “Ce frumos era odinioard/ cand eu si kiinele orasului,
/Leukodemos// ne plimbam zile in sir/ pe strazile ude// si ne plangeam ca
aritmetica, filosofia/ stiintele umaniste/ au ajuns intr-o completa decadere/
de obicei pe strazile ude incepe sa ploua/ si multd vreme/ si multa vreme/ si
multa vreme, eu cu Leukodemos/ addpostiti sub una din porti/ ne plangeam
de cumplita decadere a gramaticii/ si a retoricii i a botanicii in general/
mai tarziu incepea o furtund grozava/ orasul se scufunda incet in fata
noastrd/ si din noroiul final mai apareau/ cativa cldbuci// atunci ne
plangeam de cumplita decadere/ a arhitecturii §i a artelor frumoase” or, in
another poem where automatic machines receive a life of their own,
biological reflexes and even an autonomous consciousness of being: “Eu
sunt automatul de limonada/ iata, am ajuns la constiinta de sine/ sunt viu,
domnilor, nu radeti/ prin meditatii §i exercitii subtile/ am ajuns ceea ce
sunt// dar am o singura intrebare/ este adevarat cd 1n partea opusa a strazii/
se afla o gaurd neagra, imensa/ care inghite mii de ace cu gamalie/ in
fiecare secunda?// aceasta intrebare ma tulburd/ poate cd mai sunt lucruri pe
care/ nu le inteleg eu, domnilor/ am avut o copilarie grea si intunecata”.

In Femeia uriasa (The Giant Woman) we deal with a perception of
reality falling under the species of the terratomorph and the monstrous, in a
vision in which the fantastic mixes, in indefinite doses, with realistic detail.
The poet's eye, attentive at the cracks in the world order, at the anomalies
in the state of things, is constantly on alert, assuming the role of noticing
the malformation, of perceiving the unusual, of recording the bizarre and
the incoherent: “Eram singuri pe insula cea pustie/ eu si femeia uriasa//
dimineata, In padurea tacutd/ vinam cite o pasare ginditoare/ femeia uriasa
punea capcane/ pentru pestele prost si gras// la prinz aprindeam focul/ si
prajeam carnea dezgolitd/ ne intindeam sub arborele visator/ si priveam
cerul burdusit cu planeti // doar spre seard, Doamne, spre seara/ ochiul
femeii uriage incepea sa se roteasca/ fintuindu-ma tot mai adinc iar degetele

287

BDD-B461-25 © 2015 LAP LAMBERT Academic Publishing
Provided by Diacronia.ro for IP 216.73.216.91 (2026-03-17 09:17:23 UTC)



ei/ se clatinau prin aer i vocea ei se auzea/ dezmierdindu-ma/ pe deasupra
acelor ape”. In the poem O iluminare, we come across the same thrill of the
unknown, the same vision of the miraculous and of the distance to the
preestablished order of things. An intimation of transcendence lurks here,
and between body and spirit there is a perfectly articulated parallelism, just
as between the levels of existence, between below and above, between the
empirical and the sacred, parallelisms are more readily established than we
are inclined to believe: “Pe soseaua plind de noroi/ autobuzul nostru s-a
izbit aseard / de un animal ciudat, un animal/ spun specialistii/ cum de mult
nu mai traieste pe planeta noastrd// noi, cei o sutd de caldtori/ am coborit
iluminati / i am stat de veghe lingd trupul ud al animalului/ pina cind
acesta mirat si obosit de singuratate/ si-a dat duhul cu un zvicnet usor//
atunci am vazut cu totii / ca duhul animalului semana perfect / cu animalul,
cu ploaia si cu noroiul/ seméana foarte bine cu intinderea cimpului/ si mai
semana de-a dreptul izbitor/ cu soferul autobuzului/ si cu fiecare dintre
noi”.

Referring to the poetry of Matei Visniec, Radu G. Teposu
emphasizes the drama of the poet tormented by anxiety, by the convulsions
and benefits of the word, but also by the frustrations caused by the
opposition between mind and body, between inner revelations and a
disaggregating reality, with meanings turned upside down, mined by
anomia, desecrated once and for all: "The hieratic universe of poems is
often struck by unpredictable, terrifying hallucinations, that bring an air of
metaphysical comedy to the fantastic scenery. Knowledge is resorbed in
such cases, into an ecstasy of wonder, reactions melt into imponderable,
celestial mechanics, with phantasmal convulsions. This air of calm
confusion, of ironic redemption that shrouds the powerless being, turns the
poetry of Matei Visniec into a perfect transcript of civilized despair, in
which intelligence acts as an anesthetic." The poem is, for Matei Visniec, a
gnosiological tool and at the same time, a being equipped with its own
physiology, with a fictional metabolism that can not be circumvented and
with a monadic, autotelic, structure, in a certain sense. The most relevant
example is Poemul care se citeste pe sine: “Poemul se intoarce asupra sa/ si
incepe sa se citeascd pe sine/ se descifreaza incet, patrunde in adancul sau/
cu sfiala, zambeste, scoate un tipat de uimire// pe masurd ce poemul se
citeste pe sine/ el se intelege pe sine si dispare incet din univers// poemul se
opreste o clipa, se uitd in spatele sau/ la cele citite: nu vede decat/ o dara

288

BDD-B461-25 © 2015 LAP LAMBERT Academic Publishing
Provided by Diacronia.ro for IP 216.73.216.91 (2026-03-17 09:17:23 UTC)



alba si subtire care la randul ei/ se topeste in cenusa deasd a zilei// ai sa
dispari, ai sd dispari pentru totdeauna/ urld cuvintele care au mai ramas
necitite/ n-are nici un rost sa dispari/ 1i sopteste poemul/ duhul poemului,
speriat, zbarcit ca o lamaie/ dar poemul ranjeste groaznic si din nou/ se
arunca asupra sa precum gandacul/ asupra firimiturilor de paine/ poemul se
indarjeste, patrunde 1n/ propriile sale maruntaie inghitindu-le cu urlet/ din
aceastd patrundere nu ramane decat nimicul - alunecos si rece// poemul e
nebun, se intelege pe sine si/ se citeste pe sine pana la ultima suflare/ pana
cand ultimul cuvant cade in genunchi/ si urla de durere, sunt ultimul
cuvant,/ 1i spune, ai sa mori o datd cu mine// poemul e trist, ¢ golit deja de
toate/ cele citite, se repede asupra ultimului cuvant si il citeste asa cum
osanditul/ citeste ultimul zambet de pe fata caldului// se aude un tipat suav,
o lovitura de aripa/ albul care se intinde peste tot/ ceata si acoperisurile
pline de apad/ sunt tot ce a mai ramas din poem”. Phantasmal and visionary,
anxious and ludic sometimes, exploring both the realms of intimacy and
those of the miraculous, the poetry of Matei Visniec cultivates the hieratic
in reasonable doses and the pathos tempered by parodic and ironic reflexes.
His Apocalypses have an air of décor and metaphysical rhetoric has a very
clear theatrical articulation. Notations are, as has been said, sober, neutral,
lacking broad gestures, rather impersonal visions of a lyrical self fond of
damnation ceremonies and of the ritual of aesthetic expiation.
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