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Canadele existenŤei 

 
 

 

 The Americans Were Coming...  

       Turnul lui Babel este un nume strńvechi pentru ceea ce 

Elena Ĺtefoi numeĺte ´ntr-un poem ăplaneta ´n crizńó. Acest 

volum este, cum zice un vers al poetei, gramatica Turnului 

Babel. Poezia este, pentru Elena Ĺtefoi, o explicaŤie a lucrurilor 

pe care prea multele cuvinte, prea multele limbi ale 

pńm©ntului le ascund.  

       Poemele construiesc o biografie: nńscutń ´ntr-un sat 

moldovenesc, plecatń la oraĺ la ĺcoalń. Profesoarń la Ťarń, 

corector de revistń la Bucureĺti. Cade Cortina de Fier. Din 

corector poeta devine redactor-ĺef, ´ĺi dń doctoratul ´n 

Filosofie. 

      C©nd ´ĺi amintesc de comunism, versurile vorbesc despre 

Canal, adicń despre puĺcńriile comuniste, despre ădezgheŤul 

poststalinistó. Erau vremurile c©nd rom©nul ´nŤelesese cń nu 

mai vin americanii...  

       Se ´nt©mplń apoi ´n aceste poeme cń emigrantul sńrac, cel 

care duce un acasń cu el ´n spinare, sń ajungń ´n ăplacenta 

canadianńó. Se uitń ´n jur ĺi se bucurń de trai bun ĺi de soare 

        The Tower of Babel is a very old name for what Elena Ĺtefoi 

calls in a poem ôour planet in crisis.õ Her book is A Grammar of 

the Tower of Babel: it tries to explain things hidden behind the 

many languages, the many words of our Earth. 

       The poetõs biography is all in her poems: she was born in a 

Moldavian village. She left her village when she began school. 

Later on she was a teacher in another village. After that, she 

was proof -reader for a magazine. The Iron Curtain fell. She 

became editor -in-chief and took her PhD in Philosophy .  

       Some lines talk about communist political prisons and the 

time after Stalin. A time when hopeful Romanians finally 

understood the Americans were not coming after all. The 

sentence òVin americanii!ó (The Americans are coming!) 

slowly lost its meaning.  

       Some went in search of the New World, either before or 

after the fall of communism. Legally or less legally. They 

carried their imaginary home along. The poet herself found the 

ôCanadian placenta.õ Like a child, she enjoys landscapes and 
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ca un copil. Trńieĺte ´n poem coĺmarul cń nu vor mai putea 

multń vreme sń treacń oceanul ătoŤi cinci cu acelaĺi bilet de 

cńlńtorieó. Patru dintre cei cinci nu mai existń. Poeta trage 

înapoi la ei, la copilńrie.  

       În satul pńrńsit c©ndva de mult, mama ´ncń ´i pregńteĺte 

lada cu zestre, chiar dacń v©rstele au trecut, iar poeta trńieĺte 

acum ă´n concubinaj cu literaturaó... 

       O poezie reticentń ĺi stingherńñ iatń ce scrie Elena Ĺtefoi, 

poeta-filosof, poeta-jurnalist, poeta-diplomat ambasadoare în 

Canada. Eroina unei poveĺti de succes, care este chiar viaŤa ei, 

chiar dacń sensibilitatea fńcutń Ťńndńri de prea multe bńtńlii  

n-o lasń sń se bucure de niciuna din Canadele existenŤei.  

       Gramatica Turnului Babel ne ´nvaŤń limbajul universal al 

inteligenŤei care ĺtie cń e prea micń pentru un rńzboi at©t de 

mare cum este globalizarea, cum este internetul, cum este 

spaŤiul cosmic. Volumul acesta se uitń la lume cu 

´nŤelepciunea românului pe care l-au cńlcat toate limbile 

pńm©ntului, ĺi cu toate acestea ñ cu toate acestea, el ´ncń ´ĺi 

scrie oful ´n rom©neĺte. 

 

life there. A poem, however,  reminds her that crossing the 

Ocean ôall five of us on a single ticketõ cannot go on forever. 

Four of those five members of her family are not here any more. 

Many lines look back at them, at childhood.  

       In the village the poet left long ago, her mother is still 

working to have her peasant dowry chest ready, even though 

it is too late, and the poet is now ôliteratureõs concubineõ... 

       Elena Ĺtefoiõs poems are reticent and solitary. Philosopher, 

journalist, ambassador to Canada ñ the poet writes down the 

successful story of her own life. A sensibility broken to pieces 

by far too many battles prevents her from rejoicing.  

       We learn from this book the universal language of all those 

who are aware they are far too small for the great war of 

globalization, of the internet, of the outer space. And yet, t his 

book watches the Tower of Babel with the Romanian hopeful 

wisdom that all languages are worth knowing.  

Bucureĺti, 18 June 2014   

  Lidia  Vianu  
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An nou  

 

 

A fost frenezie de toamnń prin primńvarń,  

dar ĺi spaimń cu tr©mbiŤe la-nceput de decembrie. 

M-a rńnit puŤin laŤul g©tuitor al imensului gol, 

´nainte de topirea zńpezii. C´teva luni mai t©rziu 

culorile frunzelor de arŤar m-au ´nvńŤat sń dansez  

pe cńrare, dupń vacanŤa de varń, cu povara  

adusń de-acasń, de parcń mi-aĺ fi adus 

iubitul dintâi la primul nostru bal vienez.  

 

A fost din când în când negurń cu sclipici, 

sńrńcie cu protocol, victorie cu tone de zgurń 

dar aproape tot timpul bucurie de viaŤń 

simplń altfel ĺi altcum dec©t ĺtiam cń existń. 

 

Aĺtept noul an pe douń fuse orare, 

fńrń sń ĺtiu pe care sń-mi numńr dorinŤele 

ĺi mń ´nfrńŤesc cu puiul de caribou  

despre care am aflat cń fuge pe picioarele lui 

dupń mama, miop ĺi curios, prin peisajele arctice,  

imediat ce-a scńpat din placentń. 

 New Year 

 

 

It was autumn frenzy throughout the spring  

but also fear with trumpets at the onset of December. 

The choking noose of the huge emptiness had hurt me a little 

before the thaw of snow. Some months later, 

the colours of the maple leaves taught me to dance 

on the path, after the summer holiday, with the burden  

brought over from home, as if I had brought  

my first lover to our first Viennese ball.  

 

From time to time, it was darkness with glitter  

poverty with protocol, victory with tons of slag  

but almost all the time the joy of life  

simply different and otherwise than I had known it be.  

 

I am waiting for the New Yea r on two time zones, 

without knowing on which one to count my desires  

and I fraternize with the baby caribou  

about whom Iõve heard that it runs on its own feet 

behind its mother, short -sighted and curious, 

among the Arctic landscapes, 
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O trec pe lista marilor  frumuseŤi 

care mi-au tńiat calea, privindu-mń-n ochi, 

pe Brunette, decana pisicilor fńrń stńp©n 

de pe colina parlamentarń, plecatń de-a pururi  

´nainte de Sńrbńtori: l©ngń buchetul de flori  

agńŤat pe gardul adńpostului pentru pisici 

´n jurul cńruia 18 ani ĺi-a tors libertatea, 

cineva i-a dedicat un panou de aducere aminte  

ĺi pe el fluturń, l©ngń propria-i pozń, steagul Canadei. 

 

 

Lumea e mare e micń e bunń ĺi rea.  

Cumpńna dintre ani e de aur de h©rtie de tinichea 

right after escaping from the placenta. 

I put on the list of the great beauties 

who crossed my way, looking in my eyes,  

Brunette the doyenne of the stray cats 

from Parliament Hill, gone for ever  

before the Holidays; close to the bunch of flowers 

hung on the fence of the catsõ shelter 

around which she had purred her freedom for 18 years, 

someone had dedicated her a poster in remembrance 

and on it, besides her picture, floats Canadaõs flag. 

 

The world is large is small is good and mean. 

The bridge between the years is of gold of paper of tin.  
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AfinitńŤi elective  

 

 

Pe-aici spaŤiile verzi te aĺteaptń cu ´ndemnul bilingv 

Adopt a park / Adoptez un parc 

 

eu m-am legat temeinic ĺi fńrń scńpare 

de Parcul Strathcona ñ cu fântâna lui  

care tocmai ĺi-a serbat centenarul 

ĺi de la care poŤi pleca pe jos, pe bicicletń,  

pe schiuri sau pe rotile, p©nń la 1000 de insule 

ori p©nń ´n portul montrealez ñ   

 

de-aici, ca din labirintul primei copilńrii, 

am ieĺire ne´ngrńditń spre lume  

aĺa cum ieĺeam acasń din livadń ´n pńdurea de-alńturi 

pe tńr©mul primit zilnic moĺtenire din cńrŤi 

ĺi de-acolo, pe râu, în jos, sau în sus, 

la schit, sń decodific febril mesajele tot mai sofisticate 

pe care mi le lńsa, sub catapeteasmń, din c©nd ´n c©nd, 

MichiduŤń 

sau dimpotrivń, sń decolez de pe catargul monumentului 

 Elective Affinities  

 

 

Here the green meets you with the bilingual incentive  

Adopt a park / Adoptez un parc 

 

I have become strongly and with no escape attached 

to Strathcona Park ñ with its fountain  

that has recently celebrated its centenary 

and from which you can leave on foot by bike 

on ski or on skateboard for the 1000 islands 

or to Montrealõs port ñ 

 

from here, like from my early childhood õs labyrinth,  

I have a boundless exit into the world  

the way at home I used to go from the orchard to the 

neighbouring woods  

on the realm daily inherited from books  

and from there, downstream or upstream,  

to the hermitage, to feverishly decode the more and more 

sophisticated messages 

which the little imp used to leave for me, from time to time, 
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stalinist,  

din piscul cńrńrii lui Creangń, cńtre ochiul bulboanei, 

ieĺind cńlare pe mńturoi, ´n rochii de amazoanń, 

din ´ntunericul h©d ĺi neputicios pentru a poposi, peste 

deal, 

în locul din care plecasem, cu prada de care n-avea nimeni 

nevoie,  

´mplńtoĺatń ĺi-nciupercatń de-at©ta imaginaŤie 

 

 

i-am dat târcoale acestui parc vreo câteva veri 

ĺi l-am adoptat apoi pentru totdeauna  

fńrń sń-mi pese de gura lumii  

ĺtiind bine cń el mń luase ´n grijń doar temporar 

asemeni mńtuĺii din satul vecin ´nainte de a mń duce la 

ĺcoalń ñ  

la plecare, plângându-i ´n braŤe, am jurat, 

´n sinea mea, cń mi-o alesesem de mamń 

pentru c©nd aveam sń fiu mare, fńrń sń ĺtiu pe atunci 

cń sora ei mult mai t©nńrń avea sń ne lase orfani ´ntr-o 

toamnń,  

´nainte ca eu sń fi ieĺit din adolescenŤń 

ĺi nici cń aceastń dorinŤń trufaĺń, 

de care niciuna dintre ele de fapt nu aflase vreodatń 

under the altar screen, 

or on the contrary, to take off from the mast of the Stalinist 

monument  

from the peak of Creangńõs path, to the eye of the vortex, 

to go out riding a broomstick, dressed like an Amazon,  

from the ugly and helpless darkness in order to halt, over 

the hill,  

on the spot I had left from, with the booty nobody needed,  

armour -clad and mushroom-like of so much imagination.  

 

I had walked around this park for some summers  

and then adopted it for ever  

not caring for what others might say  

knowing well that it had looked after me  just for a while  

like my aunt from the neighbouring village before I went to 

school ñ 

at my departure, weeping in her arms, I had sworn  

to myself that I choose her as a mother 

for the time I grow up, not knowing then  

either that her much younger sister wo uld leave us 

orphaned an autumn  

before I left behind my teens 

or that this  haughty wish  

which none of them ever learned about 
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avea sń-mi at©rne de g©t ca o piatrń de moarń 

p©nń-n ziua de azi. 

would hang from my neck like a millstone  

up to this very day.  
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Echilibru de inukĺuk 

 

 

Cu pietrele pńtrate de sub podul Hurdman  

cineva a ridicat de ieri p©nń azi 

un inukĺuk geamńn cu toŤi aceia 

pe care-i vńzusem pe broĺuri  

ĺi pe ilustratele din muzee 

cu mult ´nainte de a mń adńposti 

într -o searń fumeg©ndń de iunie 

´n Nordul ´ndepńrtat pe colina din Tuktoyaktuk  

în aureola unghiului protector  

dintre braŤele ´naripate perfect paralele  

cu linia cerului gata de ducń 

ĺi cu picioarele solid fixate pe sol 

ale întemeietorului neamului lor  

 

m-am oprit sń-i mulŤumesc cń-mi apńruse ´n cale 

l-am îmbiat cu apa din sticla pe care-o umplusem  

la izvorul din Parcul Guvernatoarei  

podul sńlta deschiz©ndu-se pe mijloc spre ceruri 

fńc©nd loc unor iahturi de lux 

 Inukshuk Equilibrium  

 

 

With the rectangular stones from under Hurdman Bridge  

since yesterday till today someone has raised 

an Inukshuk, sibling to all those 

I had seen in brochures 

and on picture postcards from museums 

long before I took shelter 

one smoky June evening 

in the Far North on Tuktoyaktuk hill  

in the halo of the protecting angle 

in-between the winged arms perfectly parallel  

with the sky line ready to leave  

and with the legs of their nationõs founder 

solidly fixed on the ground  

 

I stopped to thank him for having showed up in my way  

I offered him water from t he bottle I had filled  

at the well in the Governessõ Park 

the bridge was bouncing rising at its middle towards the 

skies 
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´n susul ĺi-n josul pârâului  

din ele ne priveau nenumńrate ocheane 

´n cńutare de fapte diverse  

´ntre mine ĺi simbolul de piatrń 

se Ťesuse deja o dragoste cu totul ĺi cu totul aparte  

ca ´ntre douń fiinŤe care c©ntń ´mpreunń muzicń gospel 

într -un lńcaĺ p©ndit ´ndeaproape 

de colŤii grohńitori ai vreunui flńm©nd Antichrist  

giving way to some luxury yachts  

downstream and upstream  

from them countless binoculars were watching us  

looking for news items  

between me and the stone symbol 

already woven a love story completely different  

like the one between two beings singing together gospel 

music 

in a church closely watched 

by the grunting fangs of a hungry Antichrist.  
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În hamacul propriului început  

 

 

La poala colinei parlamentare 

peste care troneazń pisicile fńrń stńp©n 

(le vezi ieĺind din adńpostul lor c©te una 

doar ´n zile cu soare lńs©ndu-se rńsfńŤate  

de cohorte de vizitatori de camerele lor performante )  

intrasem alene în tunelul de-o ĺchioapń 

st©njenitń  cń nu puteam g©ndi la altceva  

dec©t cń mi-ar fi plńcut sń-mi întâlnesc  soarta 

pe drumul acela înainte de-a fi prea târziu  

am ieĺit la luminń fńrń sń ĺtiu p©nń unde  

ĺi c©t avea sń mń Ťinń plasa ei   

cu miros de horbotń de mireasń 

  

am ocolit pe podeŤul  din st©nga  

spre pintenul de verdeaŤń 

care se oprea în apa clipocitoare a  Ottawei   

precum o insulń karmicń ´n hamacul 

propriului ei început  

m-am aĺezat pe o lespede, cu spatele  

 In the Hammock of My Own Beginnings  

 

 

At the foot of Parliament Hill  

over which the stray cats reign 

(you see them coming out from their shelter one by one 

only on sunny days letting themselves be fondled  

by the cohorts of visitors by their efficient cameras) 

I had walked slowly into their tiny tunnel  

embarrassed because I couldnõt think of anything else  

except that I would have liked to meet my destiny  

on that path before it was too late 

I came out to the light without knowing up to where  

and how long  its net would hold me   

with the smell of bridal lace  

 

I went around the footbridge on the left  

to the grassy embankment 

that stopped in the murmuring water of Ottawa  

like a karmic island in the hammock  

of its own beginning  

I sat down on a slab, with my back turned  
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la Muzeul Rńzboiului ĺi cu faŤa la Notre Dame, 

pe râu venea ´nspre o mine o plutń 

ticsitń cu indigeni ordonaŤi dupń reguli poetice 

erau  ´nveĺm©ntaŤi ´n vńpaie, aveau pene ĺi coifuri 

aĺa cum vńzusem ´n vechile filme 

  

m-au salutat soldńŤeĺte ca la comandń  

pe muzica tobelor în ritm vulturesc  

au poposit apoi pe malul din dreapta,  

la aĺezarea lor din buricul turistic al capitalei 

(muzeu ´n aer liber viaŤń fńrń de moarte) 

în jurul cortului fumegau focuri  

´i aĺteptau dńnŤuind copii femei oaspeŤi 

din patru zńri ale lumii 

  

am plecat mai departe, cńr©nd ´n spinare 

Ťarcul cu animale de pe islazul din satul natal 

de care trebuia sń am grijń ´n lungi duminici de varń 

to the War Museum and facing the Notre Dame,  

on the river a raft was coming towards me  

crammed with Natives arranged according to poetic rules 

they were clad in flames, had feathers and helmets 

the way I had seen in the old movie pictures 

 

they saluted me soldierly as if ordered 

on the music of drums in aquiline rhythm  

then settled on the right bank  

on their place from the tourist hub of the capital  

(open air museum, life without death)  

fires were fuming around the tents  

children women visitors from all over the world  

were waiting for them to dance 

 

I walked away, carrying on my back  

the pen with animals from the pasture of my native village  

that I had to look after during long summer Sundays.  
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ċn laŤul luminii de varń 

 

 

Pericol de circ 

dulce ĺi tainic 

diavolul ´nsuĺi 

acrobat desprins de pluton 

´ĺi potriveĺte cu eleganŤń grumazul 

´n laŤul luminii de varń 

´nflńcńr©nd deopotrivń 

privirile subpńm©ntene 

ĺi v©rtejul celest 

  

din coarnele lui izbucneĺte 

o aprigń simfonie deasupra oraĺului 

din tńlpile lui coboarń-n adâncuri  

o pereche sobrń de lebede 

stau de vorbń cu ele 

´n g©nd la distanŤń 

ĺtiu c-am învins 

le alint în graiul bunicii  

ĺi ele alunecń ´nfricoĺńtor de frumoase 

 In the Noose of Summer Light  

 

 

Circus-like danger 

sweet and mysterious 

the devil himself  

an acrobat detached from the troop  

fixes elegantly his neck 

in the noose of summer light  

setting fire to both  

the underground glances 

and the celestial whirl  

 

an ardent symphony pours  

from his horns over the city  

a pair of sober swans 

descend from his soles into the depths 

I talk to them ñ 

in my mind from afar  

I know I have won,  

I tell them tender words  

in my grandmother's idiom  



Elena ¤tefoi  
                                                 A Grammar of the Tower of Babel. Gramatica Turnului Babel. Parallel Texts.                                             17 

 

 

spre mal pe Canalul Rideau 

sń-mi mńn©nce din palmń.  

                                                     

Iunie 2009 

and they slide fearfully beautiful  

towards the bank of the Rideau Canal 

to feed from my palm.  

 

June 2009 
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ċnt©lniri la Muzeul CivilizaŤiilor 

 

 

O flacńrń ne´nfricatń  

coboarń scńrile din faŤa muzeului 

´n timp ce un val ´nspńim©ntat de moarte 

le urcń 

  

pe pajiĺte, la doi paĺi, 

Personajele lui Archambault  

mń strigń pe nume, ´mi fac reverenŤe, 

albń ĺi filiformń  

una dintre statui se desprinde de grup  

mń ia de m©nń, mń alintń ĺoptit 

  

cu vorbele mamei, cu vocea bunicii, 

cu dragostea ´ntregului ĺir de femei  

din familia noastrń 

care-au adus din greĺealń pe lume 

câte-un spirit rebel  

 Meetings at the Museum of Civili zations 

 

 

A fearless flame 

descends the stairs in front of the museum 

while a frightened to death wave  

climbs them 

 

on the green, close by, 

Archambaultõs People 

are calling me by my name, are curtseying to me, 

white and filiform  

one of the statues separates from the group 

takes me by the hand, whispers endearments 

 

with my motherõs words, with my grandmotherõs voice, 

with the love of the whole succession of women 

from our family  

who gave birth by mistake  

from time to time to a rebel spirit  
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Înainte ĺi dupń furtunń 

 

 

Sub tunet ĺi fulgere 

de pe socluri de piatrń 

cele cinci faimoase manitobane  

care s-au luptat sń convingń lumea 

cń ĺi femeile sunt persoane  

´ndrumń lumea la adńpost 

doi paĺi mai ´ncolo 

sub streaĺina Parlamentului 

pe uĺa cńruia ele n-avuseserń voie sń intre 

  

pe cealaltń colinń deasupra ecluzei  

l©ngń Chateau Laurier printre nori  

ies deja stelele din coiful colonelului By  

iar acesta ´ĺi mutń privirea  

direct ´n decolteul unei trupeĺe mexicance 

´n timp ce tovarńĺul ei de excursie 

mânuieĺte o camerń video 

  

´n spatele CurŤii Supreme 

 Before and After the Storm  

 

 

Under thunder and  lightning  

from their stone pedestals 

the five famous Manitobans  

who had fought to convince the world  

that women are persons too 

guide the visitors to the shelter 

just a few steps away 

under the eaves of Parliament 

on whose door they had had no right to enter  

 

on the other hill above the lock 

near Chateau Laurier among the clouds 

the stars are already coming out of Colonel Byõs helmet 

and he moves his glance 

right into the cleavage of a bosomy Mexican girl  

while her companion  

wields a video camera 

 

behind the Supreme Court 



Elena ¤tefoi  
                                                 A Grammar of the Tower of Babel. Gramatica Turnului Babel. Parallel Texts.                                             20 

 

 

n-a cńzut picńturń de ploaie 

ĺi pe malul multicolor  

´n acelaĺi roi de albine 

anii din urmń ĺi cei pe care-i mai am de trńit 

zumzńie ´n jurul unei minuscule corńbii de lemn 

scńpatń ca prin minune din maxilarul tornadei  

în stratul cu lalele în plin Festival  

no drop of rain had fallen  

and on the multicoloured river bank  

in the same swarm of bees 

the latest years and the one I have still to live  

are buzzing around a tiny wooden ship  

that had miraculously escaped from the jaws of the tornado  

in the plot with tulips right in the middle of the Festival  

 

 
 



Elena ¤tefoi  
                                                 A Grammar of the Tower of Babel. Gramatica Turnului Babel. Parallel Texts.                                             21 

 

 

 

LecŤiile Turului Nordic 

 

 

I. 

Pe-o cruce minusculń, undeva, 

la ieĺirea din Yellowknife 

pe drumul spre Resolute Bay 

(adicń la capńtul lumii   

pentru toate neamurile mele de sânge) 

din întâmplare silabisesc 

numele celui fńrń speranŤń iubit 

într -o adolescenŤń amarń 

  

flori împietrite  

artificii meschine  

cabale ĺi prevestiri 

se-nghesuie-n sistole 

ĺi se topesc în diastole 

  

o, Doamne, ieri mń rugam 

sń-mi gńsesc pe pńm©nt jumńtatea 

azi tropńi necredincioasń 

într -o coincidenŤń de vodevil 

 Lessons of the Northern Tour  

 

 

I. 

Somewhere, on a minuscule cross, 

at the exit from Yellowknife  

on the road to Resolute Bay 

(in other words the end of the world  

for all my blood relations)  

I happen to syllabicate 

the name of the one whom I had loved hopelessly 

during  a bitter adolescence 

 

petrified flowers  

mean artifices 

cabals and premonitions 

are crowding in systoles 

and are melting in diastoles 

 

O, Lord, yesterday I was praying  

to find my mate on earth  

today I trample faithless  

in a vaudeville -like coincidence 
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´n trecere prin acest loc depńrtat 

care n-are nimic de-a face 

cu suferinŤa mea de pe vremuri 

ci doar cu faptul cń satul global  

nu-i o metaforń 

ĺi cń oasele emigranŤilor 

chiar stau la temelia Canadei 

simt cum se Ťese ´n jur 

o searń ´ndantelatń 

asemenea serilor de cenaclu 

´n care tandreŤea literarń a iubitului interzis 

spńla ´n vńzul lumii cu lacrimi de ´nger  

ĺi tampona grijuliu cu leacuri vrńjite 

rńdńcina corniŤelor mele de drac 

  

   

II.  

gheaŤń verde cerul ´n palmń 

ritm fńrń timp 

neĺtiute delicii detalii de cimitir 

c©t o scandaloasń istorie 

harpoane pierdute 

jucńrii din c©rpń ĺi oase 

 

just passing through this faraway place  

that has nothing to do 

with my remote suffering  

except the fact that the global village 

is not just a metaphor 

and that the immigrantsõ bones 

are actually lying at Canadaõs foundation 

I feel how a lacy night  

is woven around me 

resembling the nights at the literary club  

where the forbidden loverõs literary tenderness 

had been washing with angelõs tears 

and was carefully plugging with bewitched remedies  

the root of my small devil -horns 

 

 

II.  

green ice the sky in my palm 

timeless rhythm  

unknown delights graveyard details  

as much as a scandalous story 

lost harpoons 

rag toys and bones 
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spre Ťńrmul Oceanului 

  

veĺtedul simŤ al proprietńŤii 

în ochii octogenarei dintr -un trib inuit  

care a ´nvins toate schimbńrile 

trńind din artizanat, dans©nd pe piele de focń 

faŤń ´n faŤń cu sarcasmul elveŤian 

modern diplomatic ĺi h©d 

  

III.  

drumul spre nicńieri  

are ĺi o plńcuŤń indicatoare ´n acest sens  

(chiar aĺa òThe Street to Nowhereó) 

asaltatń de pixeli de glume de fotografi amatori 

  

pńm©ntul metalic 

aur sterp echinocŤiul polar 

v©nńtori ĺi pescari 

într -un desen simplu într -un dialect complicat  

  

de la un hangar la altul  

ĺapte zile ´n Turul Nordic 

într -un avion cu pasageri eleganŤi 

aleĺi pe spr©nceanń 

towards the Ocean shore 

 

the withered sense of property 

in the eyes of the Inuit woman in her eighties  

who had overcome all the changes 

surviving on craftsmanship, dancing on sealskin  

face to face with modern Swiss sarcasm 

diplomatic and ugly  

 

III.  

the road to nowhere 

has a sign in this sense 

(exactly this òThe Street to Nowhereó) 

assaulted by pixels of jokes by amateur photographers 

 

the metallic soil  

sterile gold the polar equinox  

hunters and fishers 

in a simple drawing in a complicated dialect  

 

from one hangar to another 

seven days in the North Tour  

in a plane with elegant passengers 

chosen from among the best 
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reprezent©nd doar punctele norocoase pe hartń 

linń cńdere spre marginea globului  

cu trecutul incins ĺi magnetic ´n braŤe 

 

iunie 2007 

representing only the lucky  spots on the map 

gentle fall towards the margins of the globe  

with a fiery past and magnetic in the arms  

 

June 2007 

 

 
 



Elena ¤tefoi  
                                                 A Grammar of the Tower of Babel. Gramatica Turnului Babel. Parallel Texts.                                             25 

 

 

 

 

Pastel estival pe Canalul Rideau  

 

 

Încleiate de-o iarnń prea lungń 

oasele mele s-au tot pregńtit 

de vineri p©nń duminicń 

sń ´nveŤe un dans nepereche 

sń pluteascń lacom puse pe giumbuĺlucuri 

´n cristelniŤa stńrii poetice 

  

ño parte din mine orńcńie 

precum Ť©ncii la poarta pe care urmeazń  

sń-ĺi ´nfrunte propria soartń 

cealaltń parte ´ncearcń rochii de galń 

Ťinute de floretist costume de soldat la paradń ñ 

  

dis-de-dimineaŤń pe podul Saint Nicolas 

am gńsit un stilou 

nou-nouŤ ĺi sofisticat  

din cele la care visasem  

câteva decenii la rând într-o altń existenŤń a mea  

  

 Summer Watercolor on Rideau Canal  

 

 

Glued together after a too long winter  

my bones kept preparing  

from Friday till Sunday  

to learn an exceptional dance 

to float greedily ready to frolic  

in the font of the poetic mood 

 

ña part of myself squeals like babies 

at the gate through which  

they are going to face their fate 

the other part tries on evening dresses 

fencing attires a soldierõs parade uniformñ 

 

early in the morning on Saint Nicholas Bridge  

I had foun d a fountain -pen 

brand new and sophisticated 

one of those I had been dreaming of 

during decades in another existence 
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mai t©rziu, desculŤń, am tńiat de una singurń valul  

cńlc©nd pe lichenii alunecoĺi  

spre masa fixatń de-un cinefil ´ndrńzneŤ 

chiar în mijlocul râului  

´n locul din care se formeazń o mini-cascadń 

  

pe masń mń aĺteptau fixate ´n pioneze 

douń file catifelate 

asemeni braŤelor celui din urmń  iubit  

m-am lńsat ademenitń de ele 

fńrń ruĺine m-am ´mpńcat  

cu aceastń simplń formń de fericire 

ĺi mi-am adus aminte de pisoiul adormit în ceardac  

´n curtea alor mei de la Ťarń, 

cu gâtul prins în ghemul pe care-l smotocise ceasuri la 

rând 

în ziua în care tocmai ´mi ´ngropasem fratele geamńn 

  

 am zńbovit ´ndelung ´ntinsń cu faŤa spre cer 

pe masa de lemn strńjuitń de douń laviŤe paralele  

simŤeam rńul lumii curg©nd 

nestńvilit ĺi neputincios pe sub mine ´n sunetul apei  

auzeam vocile bucuroase din parcul Strathcona  

hrńnind pńsńretul   

later on, barefoot, all alone I confronted a wave 

treading on the slippery lichens  

towards the table a daring film fan had fixed  

right in the middle of the river  

in the place where a mini-waterfall arises 

 

on a table fixed with thumbtacks  

two velvety sheets 

like my last loverõs arms 

I let myself lured by them  

shamelessly reconciled 

with this simple form of happiness  

and I remembered the kitt en asleep on the porch 

in my familyõs farmyard, 

with its neck caught in the wool ball it had played with for 

hours 

the very day when I had buried my twin brother  

 

for quite a while I lingered laying with my face to the sky  

on a wooden table guarded by two parallel benches 

feeling the worldõs evil flowing under me 

unleashed and powerless in the sound of the water 

I heard cheerful voices from Strathcona Park 

feeding the birds 
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la plecare sub una din laviŤe am zńrit 

trei arginŤi inexplicabil lipiŤi 

pe piatra lucitoare ca pe ochiul ispitei  

i-am strecurat repede în buzunar 

fńrń sń mń ´ntreb dacń sunt semn de noroc  

sau preŤul vreunei trńdńri 

  

am trecut mult mai uĺor de partea cealaltń 

curentul se îndulcise 

tńlpile mele nu mai alunecau 

pe mńtasea din firele cńreia la doi paĺi 

se isca vârtejul melodios 

  

´nt©mplńtoare mi se pńreau  

toate micile semne 

prescrise parcń de poveĺtile lui Gellu Naum 

marile lor ´nŤelesuri 

 

at my departure under one of the benches I saw 

three silver coins inexplicably sticking  

to the glittering stone as if on temptationõs eye 

I let them slide quickly into my pocket  

without asking myself whether they were a sign of luck  

or the price of some treason 

 

I passed more easily to the other side 

the current had become milder 

my soles werenõt slipping anymore 

on the silk from whose threads a few steps away 

the melodious whirl was issuing  

 

all the little signs  

seemed to me fortuitous 

as if prescribed by Gellu Naumõs tales 

their great meanings 
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Pe alt fus, ´n altń poveste 

 

 

De-a lungul r©ului, pe Cńrarea DrumeŤilor, 

de la Podul Lady Aberden p©nń la Podul Champlain, 

am rńscolit ´ntr-o zi de varń, centimetru cu centimetru, 

´nainte ĺi dupń  furtunń, aceastń frumuseŤe 

meĺteĺugit ordonatń ĺi cu totul lipsitń de ifose, 

câutând verighetele pńrinŤilor mei 

pe care aflasem trńg©nd cu urechea 

la sfatul unor guralive vecine  

cń mama mamei le-ar fi aruncat  

legate strâns c-un fir aspru de c©nepń 

(smuls de pe fusul pe care-l torcea) 

´n groapa cu bńlegar din spatele grajdului 

chiar în seara în care tata venise s-o cheme la nuntń 

   

 

mintea mea a umblat dupń ele noapte de noapte 

´n toŤi anii adolescenŤei 

fńrń sń-i pese de v©rcolaci ĺi mirosuri 

de blesteme ĺi viermi 

 On Another Time Zone, in Anoth er Story 

 

 

Along the river, on Voyageurs Pathway,  

from Lady Aberdeen Bridge to Champlain Bridge  

before and after the storm, 

I had turned upside down, inch by inch, this beauty  

masterly ordered and completely lacking haughtiness,  

looking for my parentsõ wedding rings  

about which I had heard eavesdropping  

advised by some gossipy women from the neighbourhood  

that my motherõs mother might have thrown them 

tightly bound together with a rough thread of hemp  

(torn from the spindle on which she was spinning )  

onto the dung hole from behind the stable  

the very night when my father had come to call her to the 

wedding  

 

my mind had looked for them night after night  

along all the years of my teens 

not afraid of werewolves and smells  

of curses and worms 
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închipuindu -ĺi neodihnit ĺi ne´nfr©natń  

cń ele o sń-mi iasń odatń ĺi-odatń în cale 

atunci c©nd voi fi ajuns sń mń bucur de drumul 

pe care alesesem sń mń ´ndepńrtez c©t mai mult  

de aceastń poveste ruralń 

  

la asfinŤit, la doi paĺi de casń, pe uliŤa str©mtń 

care uneĺte strada Laurier cu Augusta 

 ñ asemńnńtoare p©nń-n ultimul amńnunt 

cu scurtńtura care tńia drumul ´ntre ĺcoalń ĺi magazin 

ĺi pe care-o luau bńtr©nele la ´nmorm©ntńri 

ieĺind ´naintea cortegiului 

chiar la colŤul final dinspre cimitir ñ 

pe gardul din cercevele de-o parte ĺi alta 

cineva întinsese snopul de c©nepń, 

sub tufa de liliac degetele unui heruvim se pregńteau  

sń tragń din caier pe fusul viitorului meu   

firul ´ntreg ĺi nicic©nd rńnit de nodul at©t de dureros 

la care-l condamnase mânia bunicii materne 

restlessly and ceaselessly imagining 

that some day they would show up in my way  

then when I should have reached a state to enjoy the road 

I had chosen to depart on more and more 

from this rural story  

 

at sunset, not far from home, on the narrow lane 

that unites Laurier  Street and Augusta 

ñ resembling in every detail  

the shortcut on the way between the school and the shop 

on which the old women used to go to funerals  

coming out in front of the procession  

exactly at the last corner before the churchyard ð 

on the fence made of window frames on both sides 

someone spread out the hemp sheaf, 

under the lilac bush a cherubõs fingers prepared 

to draw out from the bundle and set on my futureõs spindle 

the intact thread un-injured by the so painful knot  

to which it had been condemned by my maternal 

grandmotherõs anger 
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Reportaj în pre erii  

 

 

Spre graniŤa de nord-vest a Canadei, 

într -un fel de Bńrńgan din care rńsar, 

din jumńtate ´n jumńtate de ceas, 

´n drumul maĺinii, c©te-o casń mńruntń 

ĺi c©te-un hambar burduhos  

adicń o fermń ´nsemnatń pe hartń ca un oraĺ 

  

pierdutń pe-o colinń ´nspre Kayville, 

o troiŤń rom©neascń vegheazń 

peste vreo douń duzini de morminte 

(localnicii îi spun cimitirul cel vechi)  

pe fiecare lespede ´ncń se vede 

o urmń din Bucovina  

  

mń duc la centenarul unei biserici  

ridicatń de-ai noĺtri, ´n vale, la adńpost,  

unde azi au venit sń-ĺi pomeneascń strńmoĺii 

canadieni din întregul Saskatchewan 

deĺi ´n preajmń nu locuieĺte nimeni de fapt 

 Reporting from the Prairies  

 

 

Towards Canadaõs north-western border 

in a kind of vast plain like Bńrńgan, from which,  

at each half hourĂ a small house  

and a paunchy barn 

show up in front of the car  

thatõs a farmstead marked on the map like a town 

 

lost on a hill towards Kayville,  

a Romanian wayside cross keeps vigil 

over about two dozen graves 

(the local people call it the old churchyard)  

on each slab there is still visible 

a vestige from Bucovina 

 

I am going to a the centennial of a church 

our people had raised, down the valley, sheltered, 

where today they have come to pray for their ancestors 

Canadians from all over Saskatchewan 

though actually nobody lives near by 
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(prima aĺezare e la zeci de kilometri distanŤń,  

aici a rńmas doar lńcaĺul ĺi sala de-alńturi 

folositń din c©nd ´n c©nd pentru baluri ĺi parastase) 

  

parcarea e ´nŤesatń, zumzetul pios al ceremoniei 

tńm©iazń treptele la intrare  

´ntre pronaos ĺi altarul pictat ca acasń 

pńĺesc pńlńrii elegante de doamne  

desprinse din scene de bal vienez 

alńturi de ii ĺi catrinŤe  

de jeanĺi ĺi tricouri 

de Ťinute modeste de fermieri 

de paiete gablonzuri ĺi diamante 

  

un nepot de rutean face slujba de liturghie 

dupń o carte tipńritń ´n rom©nń-englezń 

silabiseĺte buchea ´ntemeietorilor ortodocĺi 

cńrora li se aduce prinos 

la fel de greu cum buchiseau fńrń ´ndoialń aceĺtia,  

la sosirea pe pńm©ntul fńgńduinŤei, 

silabele jumńtńŤii celeilalte de paginń 

  

aici ĺi acum ´mi e foarte uĺor sń-mi închipui  

tot ĺirul celor din neamul meu  

(the first settlement is tens of kilometers away, 

here only the church and the neighbouring hall  

used at times for balls or funeral repasts have remained) 

 

the parking lot is crowded, the pious buzz of the ceremony  

covers the entrance stairs in incense 

between the narthex and the homely painted altar  

elegant ladiesõ hats parade 

issuing from scenes of Viennese balls 

beside embroidered peasant blouses and aprons 

jeans and T shirts 

modest farmer suits 

spangles cheap jewelry and diamonds 

 

a Ruthenianõs grandson celebrates the liturgy 

according to a book printed in Romanian -English 

syllabicates the words of the orthodox founders  

to whom they pay homage 

who beyond doubt had read with the same difficulty,  

at their arrival on the land of promise,  

the syllables on the other half of the page 

 

now and here itõs very easy for me to imagine 

the whole sequence of those of my people 
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care nu ĺi-au pńrńsit nicic©nd Ťara natalń 

fiecare ´ncerc©nd sń se descurce pe lumea cealaltń,  

´ntre strńini, ´nvńŤ©nd s©rguincios 

gramatica Turnului Babel,   

indicatoarele at©tor autostrńzi fńrń margini, 

motorul de cńutare al cerescului Internet, 

regulile vieŤii de emigrant 

care ia totul curajos de la capńt 

acolo, în rai sau în iad,  

trimiŤ©nd alor sńi semne doar la Crńciun ĺi la Paĺti,  

hotńr©nd zilnic cń odatń ĺi-odatń se va ´ntoarce. 

 

Regina, Iunie 2008 

who had never l eft their native country  

each of them trying to manage in the other world,  

among strangers, learning eagerly 

the Tower of Babelõs grammar, 

the road signs of the so many endless highways 

the search engine of the celestial Internet, 

the rules of the emigrantsõ life 

who start everything courageously anew  

there, in heaven or hell, 

sending their family signs only at Christmas and Easter,  

each day deciding that once and for ever they will return.  

 

Regina, June 2008 
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Toamnń canadianń 

 

 

Nori luminoĺi frunziĺ mieriu 

roĺu din verde aur topit 

pasul meu printre neamuri nomade  

trec©nd peste poduri podeŤe  

pasarele ĺi punŤi de la r©u la p©r©u 

pe la toate ecluzele ĺi pe la cascade 

prin toate formele de târziu  

deloc obosit 

  

 

culori elixiruri amprente divine  

balsam din apus p©nõla rńsńrit 

eĺarfń-n volute podoabń pe drum 

de care se-agaŤń lumea din mine 

fńrń sń ĺtie de ce nu mai eĺti 

s-o vrei tocatń s-o tragi pe roatń 

cu ´nŤelesul fostei poveĺti 

altfel nicicum  

 Canadian Autumn  

 

 

Luminous clouds honey -like foliage 

red from green play of melt gold  

my step among nomad people 

over bridges paths and footbridges 

gang planks and passages 

from creeks to rivers to brooks 

at every lock at each waterfall 

through all forms of lateness 

not tired at all  

 

colors elixirs divine imprints  

balm from the western side to the east 

scrolled sash adornment on the road 

to which my inner world clings  

without knowing yet without asking  

why you arenõt around anymore 

wishing it sliced up and minced  

on the wheel broken day after day 

wit h the meaning of the old story  

otherwise, no way 
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Zi de septembrie  

 

 

Rubinie luminń de asfinŤit  

muzici ĺi expresii extatice  

pe aleile de pe Dealul Major 

cńlńuza Ashininabe  

se-agaŤń de tinereŤe pe soclu 

atentń doar la programul ei 

de genuflexiuni ĺi alte exerciŤii istorice 

  

mń opresc ´n grńdina japonezń Zen 

de l´ngń Muzeul CivilizaŤiilor 

ĺi dintr-odatń m©na Celui de Sus 

rństoarnń ghiduĺ peste mine  

un butoi cu miere imens ĺi strńlucitor 

  

mń scald ´n ´ngńduinŤa solstiŤiului 

  

din cap p©nń-n picioare  

de la piele p©nń-n mńduva oaselor 

se ordoneazń fiinŤa mea toatń 

 September Day  

 

 

Ruby sunset light  

music and ecstatic expressions 

on the alleys of Major Hill  

Anishinabe the guide 

clings to youth on the pedestal 

paying attention only to h er schedule 

of genuflexions and other historical exercises 

 

I stop at the Japanese Zen garden 

near the Museum of Civilizations  

and all at once the Lordõs hand 

playfully overturns upon  me 

an immense and sparkling barrel of honey  

 

I bathe in the lenience of the solstice 

 

from head to toe  

from my skin to the marrow of my bones  

my entire being sets itself into order  
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asemeni unui binecuvântat portativ  

pe care se va aĺterne ´n cur©nd 

capodopera 

like a blessed score 

on which soon a masterpiece 

will be written  

 

 

 
 

 

 



Elena ¤tefoi  
                                                 A Grammar of the Tower of Babel. Gramatica Turnului Babel. Parallel Texts.                                             36 

 

 

 

 

Aniversare la Ottawa  

 

 

ċncń din zori 

bubuie o fanfarń 

´n fiecare oglindń din casń 

sunt singurń cu g©ndul 

c-am c©ĺtigat un rńzboi  

în care n-aĺ fi vrut sń fiu parte 

nu ĺtiu de ce pentru cine 

 

nimeni din familia noastrń 

n-a trecut acest prag 

trei dintre cei mai buni prieteni  

cu care plecasem la drum 

au evitat sń-l înfrunte  

un poet care-a vrut sń m-adopte 

ĺi un altul care s-a oferit sń-mi fie frate de cruce 

s-au ascuns cu un pas mai devreme 

chiar ĺi singurul bńrbat de pe lume 

convins cń-l voi iubi toatń viaŤa 

a plecat tiptil într -o noapte 

 Anniversary in Ottawa  

 

 

Since early dawn 

a brass band has been booming 

from every mirror in the house  

I am alone with the thought  

that I have won a war  

in which I did not want to be a part  

donõt know why for whom 

 

no one in our family  

has passed this threshold 

three of my best friends 

with whom I had taken to the road  

avoided confronting it ñ 

a poet who had wanted to adopt me 

and another who had offered  

to become my sworn brother 

hid just a step before 

even the only man in the world  

convinced that I would love him forever 
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înainte de-a împlini 55  

 

 

drapatń ´n hlamida unui pomelnic 

strńlucesc ´ntr-un oraĺ ´n care nu m-a chemat 

´ncń nimeni nicic©nd la prohod  

parcń m-aĺ vedea peror©nd la televizor  

pe-o planetń strńinń pentru ochii furnicilor 

vie pentru tot ĺirul celor prea dragi 

demult pe -o altń planetń conduĺi  

la locul din urmń  

 

pe luciul oglinzii mń ´nconjoarń ocrotitor 

chipurile lor unite ´n horń cum n-au fost niciodatń 

încununate de gloria acestei victorii  

la care ĺi-au adus toŤi la un loc 

ĺi fiecare ´n parte obolul.  

 

Iulie 2009 

left stealthily one night  

before he turned 55 

 

draped in the mantle of a rigmarole  

I sparkle in a city where no one 

has invited me to a funeral yet 

itõs as if I saw myself uttering a speech on TV 

on an alien planet for the eyes of ants 

alive for the succession of all loved ones 

and long ago led to another planet 

to their last habitat  

 

on the glitter of the mirror surrounding me protectively  

their faces united in a round dance as they had never been 

crowned with the glory of this victory  

to which all of them together and each of them apart  

had brought their own contribution.  

 

July 2009 
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Fapte diverse, ciocniri de sistem  

 

 

Un pui de balenń a fost agńŤat 

de o ambarcaŤiune de croazierń 

venind din Alaska 

ĺi-a dat duhul s©nger©nd ´n nńvoade 

sub ochii revoltaŤi ai turiĺtilor de pe punte 

ĺi i-a ´nsoŤit, astfel, p©nń ce vasul a tras la debarcader 

 

 

asaltaŤi de blitz-uri, reportofoane,  

camere de filmat ĺi interes deĺńnŤat 

din partea experŤilor de tot felul  

oamenii ĺi-au mńrturisit imensa tristeŤe 

pentru aceastń tragedie nemaivńzutń 

aĺa cum fńcuse de fapt, cu o lunń ´n urmń,  

pe toate televizoarele, ĺi perechea afganń,  

depl©ng©nd convingńtor un accident de maĺinń 

care lńsase patru victime ´n canalul din Kingston  

ñ deĺi s-a dovedit ´ntre timp cń familia ´nsńĺi, 

´ĺi ´necase cu s©nge rece, ´ntr-un Nissan nou-nouŤ,  

 Random News, Collisions of System  

 

 

A baby whale that had been tied 

to a cruise boat 

coming from Alaska  

passed away bleeding in the nets 

under the shocked eyes of the tourists on deck 

and it accompanied them thus till the boat reached the 

docks 

 

assaulted by flashguns and reporterõs recorders 

cameras and the improper interest 

of all kinds of experts  

these people expressed their immense sadness 

for this never before seen tragedy; 

the same way, a month before, on all TV stations 

an Afghan couple had 

convincingly deplored the car accident  

that had left four victims in the Kingston canal  

ñ though in the meantime it had been proven that the 

family itself  
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cele trei fete rebele ´mpreunń cu femeia 

care avea grijń de ele 

ĺi care n-apucase sń divorŤeze vreodatń 

de capul îndoliatei familii ñ 

 

 

în pomelnicul verii, pe micul ecran,  

balena albastrń imaturń ĺi incapabilń  

sń se descurce ´n traficul din Ocean 

ĺi adolescentele care nu voiau sń poarte vńl musulman, 

deĺi tatńl lor (cu douń neveste distribuite demult 

´n douń roluri utile sub acelaĺi acoperiĺ) 

le-ameninŤase cu moartea, 

´ĺi unesc vocile acuz©nd ciocnirea civilizaŤiilor 

din Vancouver p©nń-n depńrtatul Kabul. 

had drowned in cold blood , in a brand new Nissan, 

their three rebel daughters together with the woman  

who was looking after them  

and who had never had the chance to divorce 

the head of the mourning family ñ 

 

in summerõs summary, on the box, 

the blue whale, immature and incapable  

of finding its way in Ocean traffic  

and the teenagers who didnõt want to wear the Muslim veil 

though their father (with two wives cast a long time before  

to play two useful roles under the same roof) 

had threatened them with death,  

joined their voices accusing the clash of civilizations 

from Vancouver to the faraway Kabul.  
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ċntre douń canale 

 

 

Am crescut trńg©nd cu urechea la poveĺtile despre canal 

adicń despre teroare, muncń silnicń, suferinŤń, 

victime ĺi cńlńi, nimicnicie ĺi eroism, mutilńri 

ĺi oroare, dispariŤie ĺi trńdńri. GeneraŤia bunicilor noĺtri 

trńise decenii la r©nd cu spaima acestui cuv©nt, fiecare adult 

tremur©nd cń vreo gorilń strńinń ´i va bate ´ntr-o noapte la uĺń   

ca sń-l trimitń sń sape ´n st©ncń, alńturi de alŤi condamnaŤi.  

PńrinŤii vorbeau mult dar ´n ĺoaptń despre vremea aceea,  

iar copiii cńrora le-am fost fńrń voia mea profesoarń 

n-aveau voie sń punń-ntrebńri despre ce-a fost la canal,  

deĺi nu pńreau cń au traume de pńzit. C©t despre mine, 

ca sń mń pot lecui, a trebuit sń descopńr canalul Rideau, 

aproape la bńtr©neŤe, ´ntr-o zi t©rzie de toamnń,  

mult dupń ce scńpasem, din ´nt©mplare, cobai norocos,  

din fńlcile odioasei istorii. A fost un salt 

într -un loc cu luminń, loc cu verdeaŤń, sinonim 

cu miĺcarea perpetuń, cu bucuria de viaŤń, 

cu celestele muzici, cu pacea care alinń ñ   

gazdń de croaziere, scenń pentru concerte, 

 Between Two Canals  

 

 

I grew up eavesdropping on stories about the canal 

that is about terror, forced labour, suffering,  

victims  and executioners, vanity and heroism, mutilations  

and horror, disappearance and treason. 

Our grandparentsõ generation 

had lived for decades on end with a fear of this word, each 

adult  

trembling that some foreign gorilla  

would knock on their door one night  

to send them to dig rock, together with other convicts.  

Our parents were talking a lot but in a whisper about that 

time 

and the children whose teacher I had been unwillingly  

were not allowed to ask questions about what had happened 

at the canal 

though they didnõt seem to have traumas to guard. As for 

myself, 

to be able to heal, I had to discover the Rideau canal, 

when almost old, on a late autumn day,  
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salń pentru licitaŤii ´n scop caritabil, concursuri, baluri,  

proiecŤii istorice. FiinŤe de toate v©rstele, culorile, rasele,  

aleargń pe marginea lui sau pe pojghiŤa gheŤii 

nńduĺind fericit spre propriile lor orizonturi  

pe patine, pe rotile, pe schiuri, pe biciclete, în landouri, ´n lesń. 

N-am pe nimeni alńturi cu care sń-mpńrtńĺesc  

diferenŤa de trńiri ĺi cunoaĺtere, dar ĺtiu de pe-acum 

cń-n ziua ´n care ´mi va fi dat sń-mi aĺez  perna de veci 

peste oasele celor ´nspńim©ntaŤi de canalul din Bńrńgan,  

partea cea bunń din mine se va întoarce la Ottawa, 

mńcar pentr-un ceas, sń zburde, cu ochii ´n soare,  

´mpńcatń cu toŤi ĺi cu toate, de-a lungul canalului.  

long after I had escaped, by chance, a lucky guinea pig, 

from the jaws of odious history. It had been a leap 

into a luminous place, a place with greenery, synonymous  

with perpetual motion, with the joy of life,  

with celestial music, with soothing peace ñ 

host of cruises, stage for concerts, 

hall for charitable auctions, contests, balls, 

historical projections.  People of all ages, colours, races, 

are running along its embankments or on the crust of ice 

happily sweating towards their own horizons  

on skates, on rollers, on bicycles, in prams, on a leash. 

Thereõs no one near me with whom to share 

the difference of feelings and knowledge but I already know  

that the day destined for me to lay my pillow for ever  

over the bones of those horrified by the canal from Bńrńgan, 

the best part of me will return to Ottawa,  

at least for an hour, to run with my eyes in the sun,  

at peace with all and everything, along the canal. 
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Pe un singur bilet  

 

 

ċn pńtratul albastru 

de l©ngń f©nt©na Strathcona 

fraŤii mei care n-au ĺtiut niciodatń 

cum e sń te zbengui ´ntr-un bazin de înot 

se aleargń unul pe altul, doi preĺcolari slńbńnogi 

´nconjuraŤi de tot felul de odrasle multicolore 

 

pe margine se amestecń graiuri ĺi dialecte 

 

mama se odihneĺte pe-o bńncuŤń de lemn, 

cu faŤa la Ť©ĺnitoare, palidń ĺi atentń 

la jocul bńieŤilor ei, 

pe dig, ´ncńlŤat ´n cizme de cauciuc  

ñ aĺa cum pleca ĺi venea de la c©mp ñ 

tata hrńneĺte stolul de raŤe 

(am citit undeva cń aceste pńsńri trńiesc 

numai ´n cuplu ĺi nu se despart niciodatń, 

e drept cń pe apele de la Ottawa 

n-am vńzut dec©t raŤe perechi 

 On a Single Ticket  

 

 

In the blue square 

near Strathcona fountain, 

my brothers who had never known  

how it is to have fun in a swimming pool  

are chasing each other, two slim pre-school kids 

surrounded by all kinds of many -coloured children  

 

dialects and vernaculars mingle on the margin  

 

mother rests on a wooden bench, 

facing the fountain, pale and attentive  

at her sonsõ game, 

on the embankment, wearing rubber boots 

as he used to leave and return from the fields ñ 

father feeds the flock of ducks 

(Iõve read somewhere that these birds live 

only in couples and never part,  

and itõs true that in the waters at Ottawa  

I have seen only pairs of loons ñ 
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urmându -se una pe alta sau lunecând 

în lini e dreaptń, cu aceeaĺi vitezń,  

deĺi, c©nd vin la mal, se amestecń neselectiv 

cu alte familii ĺi specii)  

 

de-a lungul r©ului, ´n sus ĺi ´n jos,  

v´sleĺte sufletul meu, de strajń 

acestui colŤ de pńm©nt 

 

trebuie sń-i Ťin aproape pe toŤi ai mei 

ieri unul dint re ei culegea sunńtoare 

pe malul dinspre Vanier, de unde se vede 

biserica Sfântul Petru ĺi Pavel 

ca de pe dealul de-acasń, 

al doilea venea cu un peĺte mare ´n braŤe 

de sub podul Saint Nicholas cum altńdatń  

din râul Moldovei,  

cel de-al treilea se legńna ´n scr©nciobul  

de la ieĺirea spre strada Range, 

luându -ĺi prea mare av©nt 

cum de-at©tea ori ´l vńzusem ´n spatele curŤii 

ĺi mń temeam c-o sń cadń, 

iar ultimul plecat urmńrea ´ncń  

prin tufiĺul dintre Hurdmann ĺi garń 

following each other or gliding  

in a straight line, at the same speed, 

though, when coming to the bank, they mingle unselectively  

with other families and species) 

 

along the river, up and down,  

my soul is rowing, on guard  

for this corner of the world  

 

I have to keep close all my beloved ones 

yesterday one of them was picking all -saintsõ-wort  

on the Vanier bank from where one can see 

St. Peter and Paul church 

like from the hill at home,  

the second was coming from under Saint Nicholas Bridge 

holding a big fish the same as once 

from Moldova river,  

the third was rocking on a swing  

at the exit to Range Street, 

taking too much impetus  

the way Iõd seen him so many times in the back yard 

and was afraid he might fall,  

and the last gone was still watching 

in the bushes between Hurdsman and the railw ay station 
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o cńprioarń care ne tńiase calea  

la poala pńdurii, ´n urmń cu jumńtate de veac 

 

astń noapte, printre tunete,  

´nńlŤ©ndu-se la geam din ropotul ploii,  

dar ĺi din receptorul nemiĺcat de pe noptierń 

o voce atotputernicń m-a întrebat 

c©tń vreme cred eu  

cń vom mai putea totuĺi trece Oceanul 

toŤi cinci cu acelaĺi bilet de cńlńtorie 

a deer who had crossed our path 

at the edge of the woods, half a century ago 

 

tonight, among thunders,  

rising at the window from the patter of rain,  

but also from the still receiver on the night table  

a powerful voice has asked me 

for how long I  think  

we could still cross the Ocean 

all five of us on a single ticket 
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Pe strada Wilbrod, într -o s©mbńtń dimineaŤa 

 

 

Aici, în casa aceasta care nu-mi aparŤine 

ĺi despre care se spune c-a fost o capelń, 

m-am mutat pentru patru ani, ca la internat,  

cńr©nd dupń mine bagajul unui necredincios  

care-ĺi dorea cu disperare sń-nvie 

 

abia la începutul ultimei veri   

c©nd mń pregńteam sufleteĺte 

s-o las urmńtorului ei locatar 

m-am trezit într -o s©mbńtń dimineaŤa 

vorbind cu sc©nteuŤele clopoŤeii  

lńcrńmioarele ĺi colŤunaĺii de sub fereastrń 

aceleaĺi flori din grńdina  

pe care-am deschis de fapt ochii 

odatń cu dezgheŤul poststalinist 

ĺi pe care vńzul meu nu le bńgase ´n seamń 

nicicând niciunde din clipa  

c©nd sńrisem sprintenń ´n cńruŤń sń plec  

la internatul liceului  

 On Wilbrod Street, One Saturday Morning  

 

 

Here, in this house I do not own  

and about which they say had been a chapel, 

I moved in for four years, as in a hostel, 

carrying with me the luggage of a nonbeliever  

who wanted desperately to resurrect  

 

only at the beginning of the last summer  

when I was preparing  in my mind  

to leave it to its next tenant 

I woke up one Saturday morning  

talking to the pimpernels bluebells  

wood lilies and violets from under my window  

the same flowers as in the garden 

upon which I had actually opened my eyes  

at the same time with the post-Stalinist thaw  

and whom my  sight hasnõt noticed 

ever and anywhere since then 

when Iõd jumped nimbly in the cart to leave 

for the boarding house of the high school 
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ñ aĺ fi chiuit precum nuntaĺii cheflii 

dar mama hohotea cu nńframa la ochi,  

de parcń m-ar fi vńzut  

´ntinsń pe nńsńlie ñ  

fraŤii mei au ´nchis din douń pńrŤi 

´n urma noastrń poarta cea mare 

ĺi au rńmas ´n spatele gardului 

 

pe drum timp de câteva ceasuri 

mama m-a cńinat ´ndelung 

spunându-mi ´n fel ĺi chip  

c©t de grea ´mi va fi viaŤa printre strńini 

lńs©ndu-mń sń-nŤeleg cń oric©tń minte aĺ fi avut 

tot voi fi ´nvinsń ĺi pńcńlitń 

ĺi cń norocul meu e la noi ´n vecini 

cu vreun bńiat pe care chiar ea mi-l menise 

 

m-aĺ fi putut ´ntreba care pe care  

o ducea  ´n felul acesta la groapń 

dar din bocceaua care-mi Ťinea loc de valizń 

mi se pńrea cń uniformei mele de licean  

´ncepuserń sń-i creascń gheare ĺi coarne 

 

m-am ´ntors ´n fiecare vacanŤń 

ñ I would have hollered like merry wedding guests  

but mother was sobbing covering her eyes with her kerchief,  

as if she had seen me 

lying on the bier ñ 

my brothers closed from both sides 

the large gate after us 

and remained behind the fence 

 

on the road for several hours 

mother lamented at length over me 

telling me in every possible way  

how difficult my life would be among  strangers 

letting me understand that as much brains as I had 

still I would be vanquished and cheated  

and that my luck was at home in our neighbourhood  

with some lad she had herself chosen for me 

 

I couldõve asked myself which of the two of us 

was thus taking the other to the burial ground  

but from the bundle I had instead of a suitcase 

it appeared to me that my high school uniform  

had begun to grow claws and horns 

 

I returned each holiday  
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tristeŤea ei ´ngrńdise demult 

cu s©rmń ghimpatń livada din spatele casei 

era sigurń cń mń stricaserń nu at©t oamenii 

c©t mai degrabń cńrŤile ´n care-adormeam 

noapte de noapte ca-ntr -o baie perversń 

 

 

am pńrńsit dupń patru ani internatul acela 

´n care ea ´nsńĺi mń instalase 

plec©nd de una singurń mai departe  

pentru alŤi patru ani la alt internat 

dar n-a mai vrut sń m-aĺtepte  

nici mńcar pentru prima vacanŤń 

 

apucasem sń-i spun cń degeaba 

´mi pregńteĺte lada de zestre  

aflase cń trńiesc ´n concubinaj cu literatura  

se îndoia c-aĺ putea fi astfel fericitń 

mi-au spus cń plecase c-un colἪ de ziar 

în care-mi vńzuse numele tipńrit 

ascuns cu grijń sub pernń   

 

de-atunci ĺi p©nń ´n acea s©mbńtń dimineaŤa 

ñ c©nd aici pe Wilbrod fńceam curńŤenie 

her sadness had long ago enclosed 

with barbed wire the orchard behin d the house 

she was sure that I had been spoiled not so much by the 

people 

but rather by the books in which I used to fall asleep  

night by night like in a perverse bath  

 

after four years I left that boarding school  

in which she herself had installed me 

leaving all alone to go farther  

for another four years to another boarding school  

but she hadnõt wanted to wait for me 

not even for the first holiday  

 

Iõd succeeded to tell her that it was in vain 

for her to prepare my dowry chest  

she had learned that I was living as literatureõs concubine 

she doubted I could have been happy thus 

they told me she left with a torn piece of newspaper  

in which she had seen my name printed 

hidden carefully under her pillow  

 

since then and up to that Saturday morning  

ñ when here on Wilbrod street I was cleaning  
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pentru mutarea defi nitivń 

ĺi am ´nceput sń vorbesc  

cu sc´nteuŤele clopoŤeii lńcrńmioarele colŤunaĺii ñ 

nu ĺi-a fńcut niciodatń timp sń ´mi treacń  

pe nepregńtite ĺi de-adevńratelea pragul. 

for my final move  

and had begun to talk 

to the pimpernels bluebells wood lilies and violets ñ 

she had never taken the time to cross 

unexpectedly, really, my threshold.  
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Periplu duminical  

 

 

Am fost  ĺi azi sń dau bineŤe protectorilor mei  

´ntrupaŤi ´n diverse fńpturi, obiecte, culori 

sau forme de vegetaŤie 

de-a lungul canalului ĺi-a celor trei râuri  

pe care de mai bine de-un veac le uneĺte  

  

la plecare doi gemeni trńgeau de-un picior  

pńianjenul uriaĺ din faŤa Galeriei de Artń 

invitându -l sń se-adńposteascń de arĺiŤń 

p©nń la toamnń, vizavi, la Notre Dame 

într -o carte de rugńciuni 

 

am pedalat de parc-aĺ fi hńlńduit 

pentru vecie ´nhorbotatń 

pe-o p©nzń proaspńt ieĺitń din m©na lui Boticelli 

de pe Major Hill, pe podul Alexandr a, 

pe l©ngń Lacul Poveĺtilor, pe Champlain,  

pe insula Reginei Victoria, la Cascadń, la digul  

din Parcul Stanley, prin Vanier, spre Strathcona,  

 Sunday Tour  

 

 

Iõve gone to greet my protectors also today 

embodied in various creatures, objects, colours 

or forms of  vegetation 

along the canal and the three rivers 

it has been uniting for more than a century  

 

at my departure a pair of twins were pulling by a leg  

the huge spider in front of the Art Gallery  

inviting it to take refuge from the scorching heat  

till autumn, across the road, at Notre Dame 

in a prayer book 

 

I pedaled as if I had been living  

laced forever 

on a canvas freshly issued from Botticelliõs hands 

down Major Hill, on Alexandra bridge  

by the Lake of Tales, on Champlain, 

on Queen Victoria island, at the Waterfall, on the dam 

from Stanley Park, through Vanier, towards Strathcona,  
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la f©nt©na salutatń din pantń, pe Range 

de steagurile unor naŤii strńvechi 

 

la asfinŤit ´mi venea sń ´ngenunchez 

pe treptele dinspre Laurier  

ca în altarul de cununie 

recunoscńtoare ĺi fńrń de spaimń 

gata sń-mi asum întreaga istorie  

p©nń la moarte 

to the fountain greeted from the slope, on Range 

by the flags of some ancient nations 

 

at sunset I felt like kneeling  

on the stairs on the Laurier side 

like in front of a wedding altar 

grateful and fearless 

ready to assume entire history 

till death  

 

 
 


