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Aux Portes de lõOrient  

 

 

  
       Am putea spune cń Liviu Stoiciu s-a nńscut poet. S-a nńscut 

´n nordul Moldovei ĺi a copilńrit pe l©ngń calea feratń. S-a fńcut 

mare ĺi a scris o carte despre copilńrie ĺi trenuri, intitulatń La 

fanion. Cartea a apńrut c©nd avea el 30 de ani, adicń ´n anul 1980. 

Era vremea celei mai crunte cenzuri ĺi terori ideologice ´n 

Rom©nia. Era ĺi prima lui carte.  

       Am putea spune cń Liviu Stoiciu este ´n primul r©nd poet, 

deĺi el a scris ĺi roman, ĺi teatru, ĺi publicisticń, ĺi este de multń 

vreme chiar redactor, la revista ViaŤa rom©neascń, o revistń care 

are peste o sutń de ani de existenŤń. 

       Am putea spune cń a studiat filologia ĺi filozofia. 

       Toate acestea sunt simplu de spus. 

       Cum am face, ´nsń, sń spunem ceea ce suntem obiĺnuiŤi, noi, 

rom©nii, sń citim printre r©nduri? Ceea ce scapń cu siguranŤń 

occidentalului trńit ´n alt spaŤiu dec©t aceste ăPorŤi ale 

Orientuluió ou tout est pris à la légère?  

       Ar trebui sń explicńm de ce, la 18 ani, dupń ăprimńvara de la 

Pragaó, atunci c©nd Cehoslovacia a fost invadatń de URSS 

        It might be said that Liviu Stoiciu was born to be a poet. 

He was born in a village i n northern Moldova, and spent his 

childhood in the vicinity of trains, living in a cottage at the 

flag station. He grew up and wrote his first book, which was 

about childhood and trains, and which he entitled The Flag 

Station. The book was published when he was 30 years of 

age, in 1980. Those were the years of censorship and 

ideological terror in Romania.  

       It might be said that Liviu Stoiciu is first and foremost a 

poet, although he has also wr itten  fiction, drama, 

journalism. For a long time he has been editor of a magazine 

called Romanian Life, which is more than 100 years old.  

       It might be said that he studied philology and 

philosophy.  

       We could easily list all these things. 

       On the other hand, it might be impossible to explain to 

Westerners that  the meaning of all literature written under 

communism lies between the lines. It takes a Romanian to 
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´mpreunń cu toate Ťńrile membre ale Pactului de la Varĺovia, cu 

excepŤia Rom©niei, Liviu Stoiciu a plecat la armatń ăvoluntaró. 

Erau anii când stagiul militar era un alt fel de închisoare, de care 

scńpa fiecare cum putea, ori n-avea noroc ĺi ´l fńcea ´n ´ntregime. 

Doi ani a stat poetul pe meterezele Ťńrii. Ce a realizat fńc©nd 

acest gest? Numai un occidental ar pune o astfel de întrebare. 

       Un rom©n nńscut ĺi trńit ´n Rom©nia comunistń ar spune 

laconic: este o fire ăincomodńó, o fire ´n rńspńr. Liviu Stoiciu a 

ieĺit din rând de foarte multe ori.  

       Mai ´nt©i, ĺi-a fńcut facultatea pe apucate, cu ´ntreruperi de 

luni, de ani de zile. Dar a terminat -o. Din nou, numai cineva care 

a terminat facultatea în România anilor õ70-õ80 poate sń ĺtie cń pe 

atunci se primea o ărepartiŤieó obligatorie la un post care, dacń 

nu aveai ăpileó ori o medie de absolvire foarte mare, ´nsemna 

foarte adesea, cel mai adesea, la Ťarń. ăLa Ťarńó nu era un spaŤiu 

bucolic de ´nfrńŤire cu natura: era sńrńcie lucie ĺi, din nou, 

mizerie de puĺcńrie.  

       Posturi a avut Liviu Stoiciu. Mai multe dec©t douńzeci de 

rom©ni la un loc. Explicńm din nou: tot rom©nul ´ncepea cu un 

post ĺi nu-l schimba dec©t dacń ardea Ťara. Dacń nu ardea, ĺedea 

la locul  lui, ´ĺi lua salariul de la stat ñ cń din altń parte nu avea 

cum, nu exista alt angajator decât statul ñĺi ieĺea la pensie de 

unde a ´nceput. Altfel dńdea mult de bńnuit. 

       Liviu Stoiciu a fost ñ pe numńrate ñ ăprofesor suplinitor, 

understand another Romanian who is living  aux Portes de 

lõOrient, ou tout est pris ¨ la l®g¯re.  

       Why did Liviu Stoiciu volunteer to join the army at the 

age of 18, after the ôPrague Springõ, when Czechoslovakia 

was invaded by USSR together with  all the countries that 

were members of the Warsaw Pact, except Romania? Those 

were the years when military service was no better than 

prison, when every young man did his best to avoid it. Our 

young  poet was a soldier for two full years. What was the 

use of that foolish gesture? A Westerner would wonder 

about that. 

       Anyone born and bred in communist Romania would 

simply say: he was a misfit, an odd bird.  

       It took him a while  to graduate. He did that with long 

interruptions,  which was highly unusual at the time,  but he 

did graduate in the end. Only someone who graduated in 

Romania in the 1970õs or 1980õs will know that the system 

compelled ex-students to take a job in the country. Life in 

the country in those days was no exactly idyllic: it involved  

poverty, and, again, it felt like  prison. 

       As for jobs, Stoiciu worked in more places than twenty 

Romanians put together. He was substitute teacher, miner, 

accountant, proofreader and journalist, construction 

worker, worker in factories.  
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miner ĺi vagonetar ´n subteran (la Bńlan-Harghita ĺi D©lja-

Petroĺani), calculator-contabil, corector ĺi ziarist (la Miercurea 

Ciuc, la InformaŤia Harghitei), arhivar, expeditor CFR import -

export, magaziner, normator transporturi auto, zilier, primitor -

distribuitor, ĺantierist, muncitor necalificat (inclusiv la o fabricń 

de coniac), ´ncńrcńtor de vagoane de marfń, controlor de calitate 

´n siderurgie (la Bucureĺti).ó 

       Mergem mai departe cu existenŤa lui ´n rńspńr. Copiii erau 

´n anii ô70 fńcuŤi automat pionieri, apoi deveneau UTC-iĺti ´n 

liceu, ĺi mulŤi (dar nu toŤi) intrau ´n Partidul Comunist Rom©n 

´n facultate. Era un parcurs firesc, dacń voiau un post mai 

acńtńrii. Liviu Stoiciu n-a fost niciodatń membru PCR, cu toate 

cń avea origine Ťńrńneascń, cu toate cń a fost muncitor ñ acestea 

fiind mari atu -uri ´n politica de cadre a unui stat de ădemocraŤie 

popularńó cum era Republica Socialistń România. Cineva 

trebuie sń-l fi invitat sń intre ´n r©nd cu lumea, ĺi nu numai o 

datń. Nu este de mirare, aĺadar, cń ´n birourile puterii, a fost 

catalogat de ărezistent ĺi opozantó.  

       A cńzut puterea comunistń cńreia, aĺa cum reiese din tot ce 

am ´nĺirat p©nń acum, Liviu Stoiciu nu-i era de loc simpatic. A 

venit anul 1989, cu asasinarea cuplului Ceauĺescu ĺi ploaia de 

noi partide, politici ĺi guverne. ċn mod firesc, Stoiciu a fost luat 

drept emblema disidenŤei ĺi pus ´n guvernul nou-nouŤ. C©t a stat 

el în acest guvern din care unii n-au mai vrut sń iasń p©nń ´n ziua 

        It was fairly unusual in Romania to change oneõs job in 

those days. One worked, one got oneõs salary from the state 

ñ nobody else but the state could offer jobs ñ, and one 

finally retired. You became very suspicious if you were 

different .  

           In the 1970õs, children were automatically enrolled as 

ôpioneersõ. Later on they joined the Communist Youth 

Organization in the same way. After that, some of the 

students joined the Romanian Communist Party. It was 

common knowledge: if you wanted a better job, you had to 

be a party member. Liviu Stoiciu never was that. The fact 

that he had been born in a peasant family, and had been a 

worker in his youth must have been very agreeable to the 

communist party. Somebody must have asked him more 

than once to join it . Since he never did, he was labelled a 

ôdissidentõ. 

       Then 1989 happened, with the assassination of the 

Ceausescus, the innumerable new parties, new politics, new 

governments. When communism fell, naturally, Stoiciu 

became a hero, and was included in the first ônewõ 

government. Many of those to whom th is happened are still 

in office now, 25 years later. Stoiciu walked away from all 

that after three months. Very soon, he wrote one book which 
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de azi, la 25 de ani de la acel moment? Stoiciu a fost om politic 

trei luni ´ncheiate. Dupń care a scris, ´n 1992, de pildń, o carte 

care se chema Jurnalul unui martor (13-15 iunie 1990, PiaŤa 

UniversitńŤii, Bucureĺti).  

       Ar fi prea multe de explicat la acest punct. De ce nu a fost 

lńsat Regele Mihai sń intre ´n Ťara lui ´n 1990? Cine a declanĺat 

ămineriadaó din iunie 1990 ĺi de ce? Liviu Stoiciu nu s-a lńsat 

pńcńlit. Disident era, disident a rńmas.  

       Sigur, este foarte important cń este ĺi poet. Dar, aici, la PorŤile 

Orientului, poziŤia lui de intelectual ´n rńspńr, convingerile lui 

de copil crescut ăla fanionó, buna credinŤń a ostaĺului de 18 ani 

înrolat voluntar în anul 1968 ñ toate acestea capńtń un t©lc 

anume. Pe poetul ĺi omul dintr -o bucatń care este LIS, vremile 

nu-l pot ´ndoi. El g©ndĺte cu capul lui. Poezia tot aĺa o scrie.  

       Publicńm acum bilingv aceastń carte  de poezie ´n speranŤa 

cń poate va ´nŤelege ĺi occidentalul ce lucruri anume nu putem 

noi explica ´n istoria noastrń ĺi de ce nu putem. Cele mai 

potrivit e cuvinte pe care le putem spune despre Liviu Stoiciu  se 

regńsesc într -un poem chiar din acest volum. Ele sunt: Nńscut ´n 

România. 

 

appeared as early as 1992, and was entitled The Diary of a 

Witness (13-15 June 1990, University Square). 

       Can anyone explain for sure what ôthe University 

Squareõ was all about? Why was King Michael forbidden to 

enter his country in 1990? Who brought the miners to 

Bucharest in order to punish the intellectuals in June 1990, 

and why? Liviu Stoiciu was not fooled. Once a dissident, 

always a dissident. 

       Certainly, it is unspeakably important that he is also a 

poet. But we are aux Portes de lõOrient. It is essential that a 

child raised at the ôflag stationõ trusted the momentary 

freedom of 1968, and joined the army in order to protect 

freedom. Time and tide have not broken that child.   

      We are publishing th ese parallel texts in both English 

and Romanian in lieu of an explanation that the Westerners 

need, and which Romanians do not seem to be able to 

formulate otherwise. After all is said and done, the best 

description of Liviu Stoiciu  as a poet can be found in one of 

the pooems in this very book: Born in Romania. 

  

 

Bucureĺti, 21 June 2014   

  Lidia Vianu  
 



Liviu Ioan Stoiciu 
"ÏÒÎ ÉÎ 2ÏÍÁÎÉÁȢ .áÓÃÕÔ ÿÎ 2ÏÍÝÎÉÁȢ Parallel Texts 

8 

 

 

 

 

Born in Romania  

 

Nńscut ´n Rom©nia 
 
 

Parallel Texts 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Liviu Ioan Stoiciu 
"ÏÒÎ ÉÎ 2ÏÍÁÎÉÁȢ .áÓÃÕÔ ÿÎ 2ÏÍÝÎÉÁȢ Parallel Texts 

9 

 

 

Mame arhaice 

 

 

mame arhaice, cu mńtrńgunń 

în sân, venind 

pe apele singurńtńŤii. Cu laptele florii 

cucului de pe câmpul cu 

vńi ´n g©nd... Tulpinń 

 

din copilńrie ruptń, izvor 

din care duhul celui dispńrut a ´ncercat ĺi azi sń 

mń prindń de m©nń: cu tine, bunń 

mireasmń, ieĺit 

la plimbare în  

naturń... At©tea lucruri ´n urmń ĺi 

fńpturile: prea 

miĺcńtoare, imposibil de prins ´n fotografie, ireale. Fńpturile 

pierdute ´n zare, ´n faŤń: care 

 

 

´Ťi cauŤi umbra? Nici un rńspuns. La v©rsta 

mea, la amiazń, cu muĺchii 

spinńrii slńbiŤi, cu o baghetń de alun gata sń 

 Archaic Mothers  

 

 

archaic mothers, with mandrake  

in their breasts, crossing 

the waters of loneliness. Carrying  

the cuckooõs flower and milk from the country,  

their thoughts in valleys... Broken  

 

stalk of childhood ñ a spring 

from which the spirit of one who  

disappeared tried  

today 

to grab my hand while on a nature walk... So many things  

forgotten; so many creatures lost: too fast,  

they were, impossible 

to film, unreal. Creatures already  

too far in front,  

already so far away: which one 

 

peers at its own shadow? Silence. At my 

age, midday, with a weakened spine, still  

I carry a hazel wand 
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descopńr o 

comoarń: emoŤionat, pregńtit sń iau ´napoi ceea ce a 

apucat sń capete ´n pńm©nt, ´n 

morm©nt, o formń de argint... 

ready  

in case thereõs 

treasure; excited, alert to recall 

what has almost begun to be buried... in 

the grave, a silver figure. 
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Mńńńi ´ngeraĺ, mńńńi buruianń de venin 
 

 

ċncheiat ´n ĺindrilń mńruntń: prin schisme 

ĺi erezii, prin silnicie ñ un 

organism. Un organism fńrń destin, ciudat, nńpustit 

asupra lui Dumnezeu, ăca un uliuó. Care 

a reuĺit sń se desprindń de la pńm©nt ĺi sń 

se ´nalŤe cu un manuscris ´n gheare, dupń ce a rństurnat 

ĺi a rńscolit ´n ciubńrul de lemn ´n care stńteau 

pielicelele de dihor în  

tńr©Ťe de gr©u, drojdie ĺi sare. ċnvńluind 

împrejurul, în colbul  

c©mpului. Mńńńi ´ngeraĺ, mńńńi buruianń de venin, 

c©ntń bunicul ñ ăĺezi bl©ndó. 

 

 

 

 

Bunicul, ´nvńluit ´n colbul c©mpului,  

c©mpului magnetic, brodat pe margini cu fir metalic ĺi 

cu dantelń, g©ndind cń n-ar trebui sń 

piardń vremea la v©rsta lui cu 

  

Hey, Little Angel, Little Poison Sumac  

 

  

In the end, like a tiny roof -tile  

indistinguishable from the rest ñ through schisms,  

heresies, assorted acts  of violence  ñ a body. A body with 

no destiny, bizarre, 

rushing headlong toward God ñ ôlike a hawkõ.  Which 

managed to detach itself from earth, to rise,  

manuscript in claws, once   

it burrowed out the Russian polecatõs  

hidden timbered nest, swaddled  

in wheat bran, yeast and salt. And  

all around, everything  

shrouded in dust billowing from the  field. Hey, little angel, 

little  

poison sumac,  

the old man sang ñ ôsit tightõ. 

 

Grandpa, dusty, too, in that very field ñ  that  

magnetic field, fenced round  

by lacy, filigreed barbed wire ñ sits thinking, at his age, why 

should he daydream time away: ôwhen even now 
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fantasme: ădar un vaier ´mi pńtrunde ĺi acum 

sufletuló... ċn 

 

ceasul acesta de tihnń. Bunicul, toropit, la 

picioarele unei scńri 

astrale, ´n spiralń: mńńńi buruianń de venin ñ aude 

cum ´l ajunge din urmń ecoul,  

mńńńi ´ngeraĺ... 

a groan enters my soulõ... In 

 

 

this moment of calm, Grandpa, sleepy 

at the pinnacle of heavenõs  

spiral staircase: hey, little poison sumac  ñ he hears 

how the echo follows him ñ  

little angel... 
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Umbra  
 

 

Altń civilizaŤie. Umbra 

a ceea ce am fost nu mai poate sń dńinuiascń 

aĺa la nesf©rĺit: o 

lipsń de stńruinŤń, venitń poate cu v©rsta, pe zi ce 

trece o va transforma într-o 

m©nń de vreascuri, cu siguranŤń, unde-i 

mai sunt oare ´mp©nzite ruinele? Pńdurile 

veĺnice? Valuri succesive de civilizaŤii. Ruinele 

acum locuite... 

 

 

 

Am fost o familie unitń la 

poalele unui munte. Munte  

al ĺovńielii. 

Am fost? Acum 20.000 de ani. Dupń 

cum  are sń se dovedeascń, o 

luminń albń. Cu feluri ĺi chipuri de cuiburi 

fńcute din schelete a 

sute ĺi sute de tineri dinozauri. Din 

  

The Shadow 

 

 

That was another civilisation. The shadow  

of our past cannot hang over  

us forever. Down through the ages, day  

by day, our steadfastness  

may have drained away: this wishy - 

washiness will metamorphose, surely,  

into a heap of brushwood ñ where will its devastation 

spread? Into the everlasting forests? Wave 

 on wave  

of civilisations gone ñ their detritus  

inhabited again. 

 

Once we lived at the foot of a mountain,  

a family united ñ (Were we really?) 

A mountain of indecision! ñ  

20.000 years ago, as  

it will be proved under white light. With multifarious  

nests built from the bones  

of hundreds and hundreds of young dinosaurs. The duck -

faced type. Hundreds and 
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cei cu cioc de raŤń. Sute ĺi 

sute de cuiburi aparŤin©nd unor anomalii 

magnetice? Pretexte. Pńduri 

ĺi ruine, cuiburi 

fńcute din schelete, umbra 

a ceea ce am fost. 

hundreds of nests belonging to some  

majestic 

freaks? Excuses.  

Forests and ruins, nests 

made of skeletons, the shadow 

of what we once were. 
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AbundenŤa sufleteascń 

 

 

Sub magia aceea dezorientatń de pe vremea 

toiagului popular ´nflorit. InstruiŤi ´n artele de agrement, 

´mbrobodind niĺte pierde-varń. Pńroĺi 

ĺi burtoĺi. Buni v©slaĺi 

dar bolnavi. VindecaŤi de o zi pe alta cu 

ajutorul florii de mucegai de pe  

p©ine, p©ine c©ĺtigatń cu sudoarea frunŤii... 

 

Hei, dintre voi, beŤivii, cine 

ĺi-a ancorat cu prudenŤń corabia ´n faŤa 

ăC©rciumii 

fantomelor?ó Nu noi, domnule ĺerif, ci sirenele 

probabil, niĺte fete 

bńtr©ne, puse pe rele. Nu cred, ia haideŤi voi cu mine... 

 

Atunci au urcat cu toŤii sń verifice care 

este adevńrul-adevńrat, pe corabie, ridic©nd 

ancora. Pe corabie, 

unde abundenŤa sufleteascń era 

  

The Soulõs Abund ance 

 

 

Under the magical spell of decadent times  

that flourished among those trained in the arts of fun, but 

mystifying to some deadbeats ñ  

hairy, big -bellied sailors, good at rowing but diseased, 

though cured from one day to the next with  

bread mould ñ a bread hard earned... 

 

 

Hey, which one of you drunkards anchored his ship  

in front of ôThe Phantoms Barõ so meticulously?  

Not us, sheriff;  the mermaids, probably,  

some spinsters up to no good. I donõt think  

so, come with me... 

 

 

Then raising anchor, they found out what  

really, truly happened on that boat   

overwhelmed by spirituality ñ  

ôAnd they floated until the sixth day õ ñ when  
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dominatoare. ăĹi au plutit p©nń ´n a ĺasea 

zió ñ c©nd le apńru la orizont 

Ťinutul 

morŤii, re´ncarnat. 

they saw on the horizon, the land of the dead 

reincarnated. 

 

 

 
 


