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            Contemporary Literature Press is publishing 

an anthology of 21st Century Romanian poetry 

translated into English. The poets included in it 

      Contemporary Literature Press publicń o 

antologie de poezie rom©neascń a secolului XXI 

tradusń ´n limba englezń. PoeŤii publicaŤi ´n ea 



 

were born between the years 1941 and 1983. 

Although they were all born in Romania, they 

belong to two different worlds. This is a book of 

two generations, divided by the fall of the Iron 

Curtain. What  keeps these poets together is the 

awareness that they are all speakers of a small 

language: it could be termed as the ôRomanian 

language complexõ. 

 Quite a number of Romanian writers 

migrated to Paris and the French language in the 

course of time. After W orld War II, English became 

an even more desirable linguistic destination. It 

makes quite a difference, though, if one writes 

directly into a widely spoken language, or one has 

oneõs poetry translated after it has been written in 

oneõs mother tongue. Can poetry really be 

translated? 

      It must be said that the poets included in this 

2014 Anthology are much more paraphrasable than 

their predecessors. Something has happened to the 

art of poetry, a rigorous art , which Paul Valéry once 

welcomed thus: Une difficulté est une lumière. Une 

sunt nńscuŤi ´ntre anii 1941 ĺi 1983. Deĺi ei 

locuiesc toŤi ´n Rom©nia, lumile lor diferń. Sunt 

de fapt, ´n aceastń carte, douń generaŤii: cei 

nńscuŤi sub comunism ĺi cei nńscuŤi ´n 

postcomunism. Un lucru ´i leagń: conĺtiinŤa cń 

vorbesc o limbń micń, sau, mai bine zis, 

complexul limbii române.  

 MulŤi scriitori rom©ni au migrat ´nspre 

limba francezń ĺi capitala ei. De la al doilea 

rńzboi mondial ´ncoace, a devenit ĺi engleza o 

limbń de destinaŤie. Dar, desigur, una este sń 

scrii direct într -o limbń de mare circulaŤie ĺi alta 

este sń fii tradus ´n limba aceea dupń ce ai scris 

poemul în limba ta. Este oare poezia 

traductibilń?   

 PoeŤii antologaŤi de noi ´n acest an 2014 

sunt, din fericire, mai parafrazabili decât 

confraŤii lor din secolele anterioare. Rigoarea 

poeticń a suferit o mutaŤie. Paul Valéry venera 

forma fixń ´n poezie. El scria: Une difficulté est 

une lumière. Une difficulté insurmontable est un 

soleil. PorŤia de ăluminńó a poeŤilor de astńzi 



 

difficulté insurmontable est un soleil. The ôlightõ of 

poetry today comes from its relaxed simplicity, and 

this simplicity can be translated, indeed.  

  Inside each poetõs Cup of Light, as we have 

called it, the reader will mos t certainly find food for 

thought. In order to make sure that English readers 

w ill  have a chance with these poems, the Romanian 

translator has worked with an  English-born poet. 

The two translators of this selection have done their 

best to stick to the text as closely as possible. 

  It is our long -term aim to continue 

translating selections of Romanian poetry into 

English. We hope that in this way we can help our 

readers find the answer to a simple question which 

has been with us and our publications for qui te a 

while now: what exactly does one mean by ôpoetryõ 

in our times?      

 

este simplitatea, iar simplitatea lor se poate 

traduce. 

 Ce se ascunde în spatele acestei Cup of 

Light, ce se aflń ´n ceĺcuŤa de luminń a fiecńrui 

poet, ´l lńsńm pe cititor sń descopere ĺi sń 

c©ntńreascń. Traducńtoarele acestei antologii                      

s-au strńduit sń nu se ´ndepńrteze de text. Ca 

´ntotdeauna, formula cea mai bunń pentru a 

ajunge la o variantń cu sens pentru cititorul de 

limbń englezń a fost colaborarea dintre un 

taducńtor rom©n ĺi unul englez.  

 Ne propunem sń continuńm seria de 

antologii de poezie rom©neascń traduse ´n 

limba englezń, ´n speranŤa cń cititorii noĺtri 

sunt la fel de interesaŤi ca ĺi Contemporary 

Literature Press sń afle rńspunsul la o ´ntrebare 

simplń: ce ´nseamnń ăpoezieó în ziua de azi? 
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Angela Marinescu   

(b. 1941) 

 

Poezie maidanezń 

 

 Vagrant Poem 

 

mń recunoaĺteŤi, am un singur vers stâng 

ĺi un singur vers drept  

din care ies viermii care se urcń 

ondulaŤi ĺi irevocabili pe ĺtreangul 

ce se balanseazń ca o monedń 

cognitivistń ĺi psihanalizabilń a banilor 

din reŤeaua strńlucitoare a stângii  

ĺi a unei singurńtńŤi 

cu gura ´nchisń ermetic 

 you recognise me, I have only one left line 

and one right  

out of which worms climb,  

winding and irrevocable, a noose 

that hangs like a coin, 

cognitivist, psychoanalysable, from the wealth  

in the bright network on my left  

out of a solitude 

whose mouth is hermetical ly sealed 
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Discurs deznńdńjduit 

 

 Hopeless Speech 

 

sń te laĺi compromis fizic 

de discursul monoton ĺi rigid al legii 

sń nu te poŤi ridica pânń acolo 

unde se rad pe pubis homosexualii 

direct cu mâna ´ntoarsń ca un cuŤit 

mai concret decât 

Pluton  

Uranus 

Loser 

Afrodita  

 

 allowing yourself to be physically compromised  

by the rigid monotony of word of law  

and not being able to reach that place 

where homosexuals shave their pubis 

with their own upside down hand like a knife  

more concrete than 

Pluto 

Uranus 

Loser 

Aphrodite  
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Amintire de medicinistń 

 

 Medical M emory 

 

la autopsiile la care am participat  

vulnerabilń la frig 

cu ferestrele larg deschise în orice anotimp 

de-a lungul anilor  

ca studentń la medicinń 

cu formolul rńscolit de mâinile  

noastre inepte 

ĺi precise 

ca orice instrument tehnic 

aplicate direct pe mort  

niciun cadavru nu a fost  

mai aproape de perfecŤiune 

de revolta lividń ĺi cenuĺie 

ĺi de obscenitatea ultimń 

aceea care te mai Ťine ´n viaŤń 

la sfârĺitul vieŤii 

ca poezia 

 

 in the autopsies I have witnessed 

vulnerable to the cold  

windows open wide in all seasons  

all through the years 

of learning medicine  

our inept  

and precise 

hands agitating the formol  

like a technical instrument  

probing the flaccid flesh  

no dead body has been 

closer to perfection 

to livid and grey revolt  

and the ultimate obscenity  

that keeps you alive beyond 

the end of life 

none closer than poetry 
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Ioana Ieronim  
(b. 1947) 

 

Prietenilor  

 

 To Friends  

 

Mi -e ruĺine cń sunt spaniol pentru cń Franco 

Mi -e ruĺine cń sunt francez pentru cń Algeria, 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt algerian pentru cń FranŤa, 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt american pentru cń Bush Iraq 

ĺi s©ngele vńrsat c©ndva ´ntre fraŤi, 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt rus pentru cń Stalin Gulag 

ĺi mai nou una-alta,  

Mi -e ruĺine cń sunt german pentru cń Hitler, ństa e clar, 

[Pol Pot se vede mai rar ´n topuri, dar te ´ngrozeĺti, ´Ťi este  

o cumplitń ruĺine omeneascń numai c©nd ´Ťi aduci aminte] 

 

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt englez pentru cń fotbalul ĺ.a.m.d. 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt polonez ñ asta când nu sunt mândru,  

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt turc, totuĺi curzii,  

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt ceh ĺi m-am lńsat cńlcat, 

[tot aĺa mi-e ĺi mie foarte ruĺine ñ zic unii care simt  

 I am ashamed that I am Spanish because of Franco 

I am ashamed that I am French because of Algeria 

I am ashamed that I am Algerian because of France 

I am ashamed that I am American because of Bush, Iraq 

and the bloodshed once among brothers 

I am ashamed that I am Russian because of Stalin, Gulag 

and recently of this and that  

I am ashamed that I am German because of Hitler, clearly 

(Pol Pot appears more and more seldom in the lists, but one 

is horrified, humanly ashamed, remembering)  

 

I am ashamed that I am English because of football etc 

I am ashamed that I am Polish ñ only when I am not proud  

I am ashamed that I am Turkish, but then there are Kurds... 

I am ashamed that I am Czech and allowed myself to be 

stifled  
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o ruĺine extremń ĺi ascund arme prin cńmńri, p©ndind 

momentul  

sń-ĺi spele ruĺinea ´n s©ngele ăduĺmanului lor 

dintotdeaunaó] 

 

 

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt ortodox ori catolic ĺi-am ´mpńrŤit ´n douń 

muntele pe care a s©ngerat Isus: dupń care au fńcut unii  

bucńŤi ĺi mai mici din Golgota Sa dedesupt,  

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt indian pentru cń, ah, ce sń mai vorbim, 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt macedonean, dar la greci sń le fie ĺi mai 

mult  

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt coreean de-ai lui Kim Ir Sen  

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt coreean de oriunde, c©tń vreme existń  

coreeni de-ai lui Kim Ir Sen,  

mi -e ruĺine cń sunt s©rb, dar sń mń mai g©ndesc 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt chinez pentru cń: ăeĺti chinez, mń?ó 

mi-e ruĺine cń sunt rom©n pentru cń Ceauĺescu Dracula of 

course 

iar acum, vai, toŤi rom©nii ńĺtia prin lume...  

de neamul meu mi-e ruĺine ĺi c©nd nu mi-e ruĺine  

(I am just as ashamed myself ñ some say, who feel 

shame in its extremity and hide weapons in pantries, 

waiting for that moment  

in which they wash away their shame with the blood of 

traditional enemies)  

 

I am ashamed that I am Orthodox or Catholic and I wedge 

and split  

the mountain on which Jesus bled ñ before others made 

even smaller 

pieces out of his Golgotha below 

I am ashamed that I am Indian because... well, itõs no matter 

I am ashamed that being Macedonian I let the Greeks be 

even more 

I am ashamed that I am Korean and one of Kim Ir Senõs 

I am ashamed that I am Korean no matter where, as long as  

Kim Ir Senõs Koreans remain 

I am ashamed that I am Serbian, but... let me think 

I am ashamed that I am Chinese because: ôYouõre Chinese?õ 

I am ashamed that I am Romanian because of Ceasusescu, 

Dracula of course 
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ñ oricum fiecare a uitat câte ceva  

Everyone: fill in the blanks!  

 

 

 

 

dar tu, dar tu ñ tu, tu  

tu, din neamul tńu care-a umplut pńm©ntul gol  

de viaŤń ĺi bunńtate 

 

tu eĺti acest om, o nouń zi ´ncepe 

azi  

cu primul tńu pas 

and now, God, all these Romanians all over the world...  

I am ashamed of my nation even when I am not ashamed 

ñ  but each of us seeks to forget something 

I am ashamed because ..........  [Everyone: fill in the blanks, write 

yours here!] 

 

but you, but you ñ you, only you  

you, whose nation filled the desolate earth with life and 

kindness 

 

you are the man who begins the new day  

today 

with your first step  
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Ion Mircea   

(b. 1947) 

 

ċndrńgostiŤii din Barcelona 

 

 Barcelona Lovers 

 

În centrul catedralei  

piaŤeta unui orńĺel 

´n care oficialii vorbesc despre o catedralń invizibilń. 

oaspetele cel mai masiv 

lumina de -afarń 

e-atâta neîntinare în penajul porumbeilor  

o fńinń zero se lasń din cer 

peste clńdiri peste arbori pe umerii oamenilor. 

zuruie ´ndelung oscioarele ´n micul coĺciug al chitarei 

în timp ce fericirea nu mai încape în lume. 

sus pe un zid 

doi ´ndrńgostiŤi ´mpletiŤi ca un 8. 

e târziu. la umbra lor  

un cal orb 

plânge cu sudoarea de pe gât. 

 in the centre of the cathedral 

the square of a little town  

where those in the know tell of an invisible cathedral.  

a massive guest 

the outside light  

there is such purity in the pigeonsõ feathers 

superfine flour falls from the sky  

on buildings on trees on peopleõs shoulders. 

small bones rattle echoing in the coffin of a small guitar  

while the world can no longer contain happiness.  

there at the wall 

two lovers wind into an 8.  

late. in their shade 

a blind horse 

is crying sweat from its neck. 
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Ampren ta 

 

 Fingerprint  

 

 Ea mi-a fost totdeauna mult mai aproape 

decât palmele mele, decât amprentele. 

amprentele-mi lasń acest dig, acest pl©ns ´mpietrit al fiinŤei 

                                                                              afarń, ´n materie, 

pe c©nd ea ĺi-a lńsat ´nlńuntrul meu acest dig,  

acest pl©ns ´mpietrit, ca un omor tńinuit, 

ea ĺi-a lńsat amprentele peste tot ´n mine ´nsumi. 

ea este-n mine iar eu sunt ´mprejurul ei, afarń, 

pereŤii, grńdina, 

aura inconfundabilń a oraĺului, coroanele de fotoni  

ale caselor. eu sunt împrejurul ei, 

afarń, una din amprentele ei, 

amprenta acestui dig, acestui plâns împietrit în materie.  

 

 she has always been much closer  

than my palms, my fingerprints.  

my prints leave a dam, a stony wail of my being outside in 

the matter, 

but she leaves this dam inside me, 

this stony wail, like a secret killing,  

she has left her fingerprints everywhere in me.  

she is inside of me and I am outside of her, all around her, 

the walls, the garden, 

the unmistakable halo of the town , the photon crowns  

of houses. I am all around her, 

outside, one of her fingerprints,  

the fingerprint of this dam, this stony wail in the matter.  
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Adrian Popescu  
(b. 1947) 

 

Arsura  

 

 The Burn  

 

Carnea mea toatń este o lum©nare 

Dar eu sunt flacńrń ´ntr-un cer strńveziu, 

Ca pńsńrile, mort 

Voi c©ntńri mai greu dec©t viu. 

 

Ochiul arz©nd se hrńneĺte din cearń 

Ĺi face un strop de rouń fierbinte 

Odatń am ĺtiut sń zbor, odatń, 

Dovadń n-am, dar îmi aduc aminte.  

 

Trupul meu întreg este o lumânare 

Dupń ce se va fi scurs toatń ´n Ťńr©nń 

Ĺi flacńra se va topi ´n albastru 

VeŤi mai simŤi o arsurń pe m©nń. 

 

 My flesh has become a candle  

But I am a flame in a transparent sky, 

Like dead birds,  

I will weigh more t han when alive.  

  

The burning eye feeds on wax 

and makes a few hot beads drip down 

Once I learned to fly, once 

I had proof, but I remember having flown.  

 

My whole body is a candle  

All will pass into dust in the end  

The flame will melt into the blue  

And yo u will feel the burn on your hand.  
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Struguri  

 

 Grapes 

 

Dacń nu suntem la fel cu versurile noastre, 

la ce bun sń mai scriem?  

 

Eminescu ĺi Rilke, Byron ĺi Mandelĺtam  

au reuĺit. 

 

Struguri storĺi ´n presele timpului. 

 

Dacń nu-ĺi pot ´ncarna imaginile 

ce le mai rńm©ne poeŤilor? 

 

Roua ĺi cernelurile, 

Truda, simetr iile ? 

 

Numai culoarea sângelui  

N-o mai poŤi ĺterge din carte.  

 If we do not inhabit our verses,  

what is the use of writing?  

 

Eminescu, Rilke, Byron and Mandelstam 

succeeded. 

 

Grapes squeezed in a timepress. 

 

If we are not alive in our images  

what remain s of poets? 

 

Dew and ink,  

Labour, symmetries? 

 

Blood is the only colour  

That canõt be erased from a book. 
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 Lidia Vianu  
(b. 1947) 

 
 

 

wait  
 
wait  
you say 
donõt late this day 
let it early  
away 
 

never 
 
when all my roads  
are closing down 
you take me to this 
never 
town  

open 
 
you kicked a door open 
in my mind  
before 
your  
more 
 

 
soul  
 
soul is a ball of  fire 
enclosing memories  
which  do not  
want  
to lose the body 
they hire 
 

 
hug 
 
this tired day  
at the corner of age 
hugging your words   
floating in that air  
that mediterranean 
that balcony over the waves 
that 
you 
 

 
bench 
 
the icon garden 
my first place with you  
with all these years gone 
I am  still looking there  
for a bench to sit on 
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fist  
 
I warm my hands  
at what we missed 
feet in today 
soul in your fist  
 
 

never told you  
 
read joyce 
just read him 
with my eyes  
make sense when all sense dies 
read joyce with me just this once 
which should have been ago 
read what I never told you  
find me before I go 
 
 
 

 edge 
 
when there is no cell 
when there is no body 
when I am on the edge 
you rise 
a wave 
a sea 
an ocean 
embracing me 
while I plunge  
 

 my cup of light  
 
share  
my last cup of light  
before we both  
grow blank and  
white  
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Ion Zubaĺcu 
(1948) 

 

Secretul 

 

 The Secret 

 

iatń secretul cel mai bine pńzit al lumii acesteia: 

cuvintele noastre predeterminń realitatea 

ce g©ndeĺte creierul nostru modeleazń cursul zilei de m©ine 

iar visele pot fi programate, ĺtiai? 

mńn©nci seara o turtń de p©ine sńratń 

ca fetele de pe Valea Izei 

în noaptea de Sântandrei sau de Anul Nou 

coaptń pe jarul cuptorului  

cel care ´Ťi va aduce apń ´n vis 

va fi ursitul nunŤii tale viitoare 

sarea din turtń cheamń visele ĺi pe cel visat 

lasń-l ´n morŤii lumii pe Cioran 

cu sinuciderea lui lentń ca un rńsńrit de soare 

dragostea lui te-a ´mbńtat cu destulń moarte 

alege-Ťi cu grijń cuvintele cu care vorbeĺti 

schimbń-le ´nnoieĺte-le roagń-te ´ncepe sń te rogi 

 here is the best guarded secret in this world: 

our words predetermine reality  

what our brain think s shapes the way tomorrow goes 

and dreams can be programmed, did you know that?  

in the evening you eat salty bread  

baked on embers in the oven 

like girls in the Iza valley  

on Saint Andrewõs night or New Yearõs Eve 

he who brings you water in your dream  

wil l be your bridegroom  

the salt in the bread calls dreams and the one you dream of 

Forget Cioran and all the dead in the world  

forget his slow suicide, like a sunrise 

you got drunk on his love which was just so much death  

choose carefully the words you utter  

change them renew them begin to pray 
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miracolul nu se ´nt©mplń dec©t cu cei ce cred ´n miracole miracles only happen to those who believe in miracles. 
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Cartea de trńit The Living Book  

 

Doamne c©t am putut rńtńci p©nń acum pe mńri ĺi oceane 

sintactice 

voind sń salvez c©teva cuvinte de preŤ din naufragiul acestei 

lumi  

dar a venit dimineaŤa zilei de azi cu Biblia deschisń ´n m©nń 

ĺi am ´nŤeles din Matei 4,19 cń e mult mai de preŤ pentru 

Domnul  

sń salvez mńcar c©Ťiva oameni adevńraŤi 

din naufragiul cuvintelor lumii  

 

 God how Iõve roamed syntactical seas and far-off oceans 

meaning to save a few precious words from this shipwreck of 

the world  

but today morning came holding out an open Bible  

and from Matthew 4.19 I understood that it is far more 

important to God  

to save a few honest human beings at least 

from the  shipwreck of all the words in the world  

 

 

Întemeietorul Romei sunt eu.  

Descoperitorul Americii sunt eu.  

Inventatorul aeroplanului  

ĺi al locomotivei cu aburi 

sunt eu.  

 

Am descoperit  

am întemeiat 

am inventat.  

 I am the founder of Rome. 

I am the discoverer of America. 

I am  

the inventor of the aeroplane 

and of the steam train. 

 

I have discovered 

I have founded 

I have invented. 
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Oboseala aceasta de sf©rĺit de lume 

vń rog sń mi-o ´nŤelegeŤi.  

 

Nu  

mai ridicaŤi ochii spre cer ĺi  

nu  

mai cereŤi.  

 

The end of the world has me exhausted 

please understand. 

 

Stop 

looking up at the sky and  

stop 

keeping on asking. 
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Ioana Crńciunescu 
(1950) 

 
Delirul  

 
 Delirium  

Întemeietorul Romei sunt eu.  

Descoperitorul Americii sunt eu.  
Inventatorul aeroplanului  
ĺi al locomotivei cu aburi 
sunt eu.  
 
Am descoperit  
am întemeiat 
am inventat.  
 
Oboseala aceasta de sf©rĺit de lume 
vń rog sń mi-o ´nŤelegeŤi.  
 
Nu  
mai ridicaŤi ochii spre cer ĺi  
nu  
mai cereŤi.  
 

 I am the founder of Rome. 
I am the discoverer of America. 
I am  
the inventor of the aeroplane 
and of the steam train. 
 
I have discovered 
I have founded 
I have invented. 
 
The end of the world has me exhausted 
please understand. 
 
Stop 
looking up at the sky and  
stop 
keeping on asking. 
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Dumnezeu se ´ntoarce pe partea cealaltń 

 

 God Rolls Over onto His Other Side  

 

Orice, orice 

numai sń vorbiŤi despre mine 

orice, orice 

 

nici -un martor în insula aceasta  

mereu ´ngheŤat dinspre lume un mal 

p©ntecul mńrii ´ngropat ´n zńpadń ĺi moinń 

pus sunt aici sń repar motoare de bńrci 

fńrń noimń 

 

orice, orice 

numai sń vorbiŤi despre mine 

orice, orice 

 

Paznicul lumilor  

Delireazń tot anul. 

 

 Anything, anything  

so long as you talk about me 

anything, anything  

 

thereõs no witness on this island 

this world ñ a shore thatõs always frozen 

the seaõs womb buried in snow and thaw 

i am here to repair boat engines 

meaninglessly 

 

Anything, anything  

so long as you talk about me 

anything,  anything  

 

The watchman of all worlds  

Raves all year round. 
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Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  
(b. 1950) 

 

de ce 

 

 why  

de ce m-am nńscut ´n rom©nia ĺi nu ´ntr-o familie de tigri  

din grńdina zoologicń, 

de ce aici, unde am ajuns, nimic nu are sens ĺi de ce  

lumina de acum s-a nńscut din  

întunericul a  ceea ce am fost eu 58 de ani, de ce întorci  

capul, dacń eu sunt ´nainte ñ ´Ťi rńspund: 

ăsunt aici ĺi acum fiindcń trebuia sń fiu aici ĺi acumó 

 

 why was i born in romania, not in a family of tigers  

at the zoo, 

why does nothing make sense here, where i have landed, and 

why  

was this light born out of  

the darkness that was my life for 58 years, why are you 

turning  

your head if i am ahead ñ let me answer all that: 

ôi am here and now because i had to be here and nowõ 
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O bisericń mergńtoare  Church on Wheels 

 

Miresme vńtńmńtoare ĺi diferite forme de rńtńciri, ba 

c©nta ĺi cucul c©nd a ajuns din urmń o  

bisericń neterminatń, pusń pe patru roŤi, plinń de gutui, cu 

limba scoasń.  

I s-a pńrut cń are ´n faŤa ochilor o adevńratń ´ntńrire ´n 

necunoscut a graŤiei sale, din tinereŤe. Mai ales cń era sub o 

impresie  

profundń, atunci, a sfatului unui venerabil ĺef de trib ñ sń 

caute o bisericń neterminatń, mergńtoare, ĺi sń  

se roage ´n ea: cń tńcerea, ´ndelung practicatń, nu-i place lui  

Dumnezeu, deoarece i te ascunzié C©nd a 

 

ajuns-o din urmń, a constatat cń, de fapt, biserica asta 

neterminatń era o simplń cńruŤń trasń de cai, 

care sc©rŤ©ia ´ngrozitor. Ĺi ´n care nu te puteai urca, sń te rogi, 

fiind  

plinń v©rf cu 

tot felul de roade stricate, adunate la întâmplare, ale acestor 

vremuri.  

 Harmful odour s and various kinds of wanderings, even 

the cuckoo sang when he caught up with an 

unfinished church, placed on four wheels, full of quinces, 

tongue out. 

It seemed to him he was looking on his youthful grace  

come back stronger from the unknown. Especially as he was 

under the deep 

impression of a venerable tribal chiefõs advice ñ that he 

should  

find an unfinished church on wheels and  

pray in it: since God hates long  

silences, because you hide from him... When he  

 

caught up with it, he realized that this u nfinished  

church was merely a wagon pulled by horses, 

creaking terribly. You could not climb into it to pray, as  

it was loaded with  

all kinds of the rotten fruit of this age, gathered at random.  
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Regńsit, s-a aĺezat pe coada cńruŤei.  

 

Having thus found himself again, he sat down on the wagonõs 

tongue. 
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Nichita Danilov  
(b. 1952) 

 

Anotimp  

 

 Season 

 

Aceastń tristeŤe sacrń a norilor 

zugrńvitń pe fereastrń. 

Acest sfârĺit de secol 

´mproĺcat pe pereŤi! 

Ca o apń grea se scurge pe strńzi seara... 

 

... Cine ne-a deschis în frunte aceste ferestre, 

cine ne-a zidit în piept  

aceste scunde uĺi? 

Prin mine umblu ca  printr -un anotimp bolnav.  

Glasul mamei îl aud prin zidul întunecat:  

De ce ai venit aici, 

pentru ce te-ai întors? 

Pleacń, ieĺi cât mai ai timp.  

 

Glasul fratelui ´l aud stins, ca prin apń: 

 This sacred sadness of the clouds 

painted on the window pane.  

This end of a century 

splashed all over the walls! 

The evening flowing down streets  like heavy water... 

 

...Who opened these windows in our foreheads, 

who built these  

secondary doors in our chests? 

I walk inside me as if in a diseased season. 

I hear motherõs voice from beyond the dark wall: 

Why are you here, 

why have you come back? 

Go, out with you while there is still time.  

 

I hear my elder brotherõs voice as if muffled by water: 
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Ieĺi cât mai repede din aceastń luminń 

ĺi lasń-mń singur 

sń respir ´n umbra mea... 

 

FeŤele cui se pństreazń aici, 

´n aceastń putredń luminń de searń? 

O mie de capete retezate 

aĺteaptń ce anotimp? 

BraŤele cui vor fi semńnate pe câmp, 

dinŤii cui vor rńsńri din iarbń? 

 

Prin mine trec ca printr -un ciudat anotimp.  

Cu Ťeasta lui Yorick în m âini, mń ´ntreb: 

Dacń am secerat 

unde ĺi ce am secerat? 

Ĺi dacń adun, când ĺi pe cine adun? 

 

 

 

 

 

Get out of this light as soon as you can 

and leave me alone 

to breathe in my own shadow...  

 

Whose faces are preserved here, 

in this putrid evening light?  

What season are a thousand 

cut-off heads waiting for?  

Whose arms will be sown in the field,  

whose teeth will grow in the grass? 

 

I walk across myself as if I were some strange season. 

Yorickõs skull in my hands, I wonder: 

If I have reaped 

where and what was it I reaped? 

And if I harvest, when, whom am I harvesting?  
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Timp  

 

 Time  

Iubirea ta existń existń ´mi spun 

pe strńzi trec Criĺti disperaŤi 

cu trupul ´nfńĺurat ´n ziare: 

faceŤi din apń vin ĺi din sânge cuie de lemn pentru orbi  

Femeile ´ĺi despletesc pńrul 

verde la geam ´ĺi rujeazń 

buzele albastre în baie 

Pńsńrile zboarń ĺi zboarń 

dinspre duminicń spre luni ĺi ´napoi 

duc cleĺti ĺi ciocane ´n gheare 

poartń ´n cioc ochelari ĺi peruci 

Ziua de miercuri e ca un zar aruncat 

ĺi vineri o mânń-n mńnuĺi 

ce ´mparte cńrŤi de joc pentru voi 

Iubirea ta va veni va veni îmi spun  

pe ĺine de tramvai trec Criĺti disperaŤi 

cu trupul scńldat de reclame: 

Cautń sń-ĺi Ťinń echilibrul 

unul dupń altul se prńbuĺesc ´n gol 

 I tell myself your love is real  

despairing Christs wrapped in  

newspapers walk down the streets: 

turn water into wine and blood into wooden nails for the 

blind  

Women let their green 

hair down at the  window paint  

their lips blue in bathrooms  

Birds keep flying all the time  

from Sunday to Monday and back  

they carry tongs and hammers in their claws  

they bring glasses and hair wigs in their beaks 

Wednesday is cast like a die 

while Friday is a gloved hand  

which deals you cards 

I tell myself your love will arrive  

Despairing Christs run down tramway lines  

their bodies bathing in advertisements:  

They try to keep their balance 
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Tramvaiul vopsit într -un galben strident  

ñ culoarea sinucigaĺilor ñ 

goneĺte ´ntr-un oraĺ pustiu 

în care oamenii atârnń ca niĺte tablouri 

în cuiele rńmase-n pereŤi. 

 

Nu se vńd decât mese ĺi scaune 

pe care stau animale ciudate 

cu patru mâini ĺi patru picioare: 

din cupe de aur beau vin 

de pe platouri de aur  

ciugulesc monezi ĺi smochine 

Eu însumi nu sunt decât 

un tablou pictat de mine:  

atârn pe un perete galben  

                     miĺcat de vânt. 

 

and fall into the abyss one by one 

The shrill yellow tramway  

ñ the colour of suicides ñ  

races across a deserted town 

where people hang like paintings  

from nails forgotten in the walls.  

 

All one can see is tables and chairs 

on which strange four -armed and four -legged 

animals are seated: 

they drink wine out of golden cups  

pick coins and fi gs 

from golden platters  

I am just my own  

painting of myself:  

hanging down a yellow wall  

              in the wind.  

 

 

 

 



 
34 

 

 

Mircea Petean  
(b. 1952) 

 

Din ciclul Urzeli  (poeme taois te) 

 

 From the cycle Textures (Taoist poems)  

 

xxx 

 

egali fluenŤi se cade-a fi 

în oricare din zilele de peste an 

marele sforar sf©r©ie ĺi se stropĺeĺte ca un samovar 

mahalaua se-ntinde p©nń sub pńduri 

toatń dupń-amiaza am privit muntele ´nzńpezit 

am desfńcut nodurile am stins luminile apoi una cu Ťńr©na 

ne-am surpat într -o lume de dinainte de zei 

 

 xxx 

 

we ought to be balanced and fluent 

on every day of the year 

the big manipulator fumes and splutters like a samovar  

the slums stretch far into the forests 

we have watched the mountain covered in snow all after noon 

we untied knots we turned the lights off and then just like dust  

we crumbled into a world before all gods  
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Din ciclul ToŤi anii aceia 

 

 From the cycle All Those Years 

 

ieĺiseĺi ´n c©mp deschis 

c©nd pe datń lumea se rupse ´n douń ñ 

de o parte ceata celor cu urzici moarte la butonierń 

ĺi tabńra celor cu scaieŤi ´n bandulierń de cealaltń parte 

 

de toŤi te apropia depńrtarea 

 

 you had gone out into the field  

when all of a sudden the world broke into two ñ 

on one side a group of people with dead stinging nettles at 

the buttonhole  

on the other a group with thistles in their shoulder belts  

 

distance brought us closer to them all 
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Eugen Suciu  
(b. 1952) 

 

Temperament ortografie hazard ñ rugby la 

prinŤesń 

 

 Temperament Spelling Hazard ñ Rugby -tackle 

the Princess 

 

Luna urmeazń soarele  

ca o traducere francezń  

dintr -un poet rus 

 

Eu nu fumez nu beau 

nu sunt neruĺinat 

zice dracul 

zice rńŤoiul flaĺnetń 

 

nu fumez ĺi beau 

zice oraĺul 

zice pisica cerului 

zice basmul negru 

 

pe graniŤa asta subŤire 

 The moon follows the sun  

like the French translation 

of a Russian poet 

 

I donõt smoke donõt drink 

Iõm not shameless 

the devil says 

the organ-grinding drake says  

 

I donõt smoke donõt drink  

the city says 

the sky cat says 

the dark fairy -tale says 

 

along this thin border  
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viaŤa ĺi cinismul 

mńrĺńluiesc de o vreme 

umńr la umńr 

neruĺinate 

ca ĺuĺoteala peĺtiĺorilor japonezi  

din bigudiurile doamnei  

 

(de patru ierni la mine ´n camerń 

lumina  

scuipń cheaguri de s©nge) 

 

da zice îngerul da 

dar uite nici poemul ństa 

nu se repede 

sń-Ťi mńn©nce m©inile 

 

life and cynicism have been marching 

shoulder to shoulder  

for a while  

shamelessly 

along the whispers of little Japanese fish 

within the ladyõs curlers 

 

(in my room, fo r four winters,  

the light  

has been spitting blood clots) 

 

yes, the angel says, yes 

but, see, this poem 

does not jump at you 

to eat your hands, either 
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Cooperativa artń ĺi precizie 

sau despre oboseala de a continua o anume fericire  

 

 The ôArt and Precision Co-operativeõ 

or about Being Too Tired to Go on with One 

Particular Happiness  

 

Cunosc un calorifer posac. 

Pe mine nu mń mai viziteazń 

dec©t poezia ĺi spaima. 

 

la 30 de ani 

´ncń mń fascineazń marile teme: 

iubire. urń. singurńtate. 

la 30 de ani 

cineva în lacrimile mele 

izbeĺte cu ciocanul 

pńianjenul din colŤul camerei 

iar mń iubeĺte cu voce tare 

 

sunt oraĺul 

locuit de o pisicń neagrń 

pe care nu mai am chef s-o rńsfńŤ 

 I know a sullen radiator.  

Only poetry and fear  

come visit me these days. 

 

at thi rty  

I am still fascinated by the great themes: 

love. hate. solitude. 

at thirty  

someone hammers 

at my tears 

the spider in the corner of the room 

loves me aloud again 

 

I am the city  

inhabited by a black cat 

that I no longer feel like spoiling  
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la 30 de ani 

´ncń mai scot femeia din m©necń 

fiindcń acum ĺtiu ce e viaŤa mea: 

70 la sutń apń 

ĺi 30 la sutń 

nevoia de a sufla în urechea Ofeliei 

o vorbń de duh 

 

 

at thirty  

I still pull a woman out of my sleeve  

because now I know what my life is:  

70 percent water 

and 30 percent 

the urge to whisper something witty  

in Opheliaõs ear. 
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Andrei Zanca  
(b. 1952) 

 

Astfel  

 

 So 

pńdurile rńmân, ´ndepńrtându-se de noi. 

 

doar strńzile, casele  

ca unghia unei mâini trudite, mń ´nsoŤesc  

 

 

oriunde m -aĺ opri, pretutindeni 

durerea mi-a fost busolń  

 

pe-acest drum, mereu 

 

rńmâne o neumblare  

reîntorcându-ne 

 

mireasma rozelor din grńdina  

de mult luatń de ape, o tandreŤe 

 forests remain, farther and farther away from us.  

 

only streets, houses 

accompany me 

like a fingernail on an exhausted hand 

 

wherever i might stop, everywhere,  

pain is my compass 

 

always, along this way  

 

forever unwalked  

given back to me  

 

the scent of roses in the garden 

the waters flooded long ago, belated 
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întârziatń, timpul 

asediat de  

timp  

 

atât de uĺor trece totul. 

viaŤa. atât de lesne 

am fost 

uitat  

 

 

tenderness, time 

besieged by 

time 

 

everything goes by so easily. 

life. so easily 

was i 

forgotten  
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Azi  

 

 Today 

nu mai e lesne sń mori  

´n limba maternń, nimic 

nu poate fi schimbat în memorie  

amintirile sunt definitive  

 

dinspre o liniĺte a ´nsingurńrii ´nsń  

             doar iertarea 

iertarea ĺi gratitudinea 

 

 

rńsfrânte într -o devenire dinspre care  

se poate spune: sunt aici  

´ncń ĺi azi, când  

nu mai e uĺor  

sń te stingi 

în graiul  

matern 

 

 

 itõs no longer easy to perish 

in your mother tongue, nothing  

remembered can be altered 

memories are final 

 

yet from the peace of loneliness 

there is forgiveness 

forgiveness and gratitude  

 

mirrored by becoming  

so: I am here still, 

today, when  

itõs no longer easy 

to perish 

in your mother  

tongue 
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Marian Drńghici  
(b. 1953) 

 

 

sunt un cal cńzut ´n f©nt©nń. 

într -o f©nt©nń seacń din Balcani. 

zile ´ntregi am bocit la trompetń pe chestia asta. 

zile întregi am urlat de plâns la trompeta regimentului  

p©nń noaptea t©rziu  

p©nń mi-au albit pńrul ĺi unghiile  

zonele erogene au fńcut p©l-p©l deschideŤi omul acesta 

e un dulap cu stafie  

ĺi nu m-a ascultat nimeni  

doar cocoĺul de tablń de pe casń  

cu sc©rŤ©itul lui metalic  

atât de plat 

de tńcut. 

 

 

*** 

´n ce mń priveĺte  

 i am a horse that fell in a well.  

in a dry well in the Balkans.  

i wailed for days with my trumpet because of it.  

for days on end i howled desperately with the regimental 

trumpet  

until late into the night  

until my hair and fingernails were pale and broken  

my erogenous zones flickered open, this man 

is a closet with a ghost inside 

and no one heeded me 

only the sail of weathercock on the roof 

with its flat metallic  

silent 

creak. 

 

*** 

it seems to me 
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n-am dec©t sń mor de foame  

într -o f©nt©nń seacń din Balcani ñ 

dacń la at©t m-a dus capul. 

  

n-am dec©t sń mń cutremur de pl©ns la trompetń  

singur cu cocoĺul de tablń de pe casń  

noaptea în lumina lunii  

doar-doar 

va dispńrea viziunea  

unei gńleŤi cobor©nd ´n f©nt©nń  

plinń cu ochi omeneĺti  

zbieretele plozilor de lapte pironiŤi de zidul coĺcovit  

pieile jupuiŤilor de vii at©rn©nd la uscat pe crengile duzilor. 

  

ństa nu e poem. 

e o trapń deschisń  

prin care intru -n pńm©nt de ruĺine de fricń  

mń fac mic-mic  

de specie mń dezic. 

  

e o f©nt©nń seacń din Balcani  

i may as well starve 

inside a dry Balkanic well ñ 

if that is all i was good at.  

 

i may as well cry bitterly into my trumpet  

left alone with  the sheet-metal weathercock on the roof 

at night in the moonlight  

then maybe 

it will go away, this vision of a bucket  

lowered into the well  

full of human eyes  

of the shrieks of babies wriggling on dilapidated walls  

of raw skins hung out to dry on mulberry  branches. 

 

this is no poem. 

it is an open trap door  

through which i squirm with shame with fear  

i shrink into myself  

i deny my species. 

 

it is a dry well in the Balkans  
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am cńzut ´n ea ca prostu cu trompeta regimentului  

ĺi-acum cń armele tac  

stau ĺi c©nt la trompetń.  

nu mai bocesc.  

nu mai urlu.  

deasupra cerul cu stele plin cu ochi omeneĺti  

o stafie albń pe deal ´n sus  

hńt departe pe casń  

cocoĺul de tablń sc©rŤ©ie ĺi nici nu-i pasń  

atât de plat 

de tńcut.  

i fell into it foolishly with the regimentõs trumpet 

and now, when the guns are silent, 

i sit and play the trumpet.  

i no longer wail  

i no longer howl.  

above me the starry sky is full of human eyes 

a white ghost up the hill  

so far away from home 

the weathercock creaks and doesnõt care 

so flatly  

so silently. 
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Paul Vinicius  
(b. 1953) 

 

   

ea ñ care fńcuse din mine 

un fel de japonie  

ciufulitń de o bombń atomicń 

 

ea era un fel de japonie 

´n miniaturń 

ĺi se ascundea sub un fluture galben. 

nimeni nu ĺtia de unde vine. 

 

ea era simplń ĺi sńracń; 

nu avea dec©t frumuseŤea 

unei biserici  

nepictate. 

 

 she ñ who had turned me  

into some kind of japan  

ruffled by an atomic bomb  

 

she was a kind of japan 

in miniature  

and she was hidden behind a yellow moth.  

nobody knew where she came from. 

 

she was simple and poor; 

she had only the beauty 

of a church  

left unpai nted. 
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ea ñ care m-a privit  

din mńtasea-broaĺtei 

 

felul în care frigul  

terminń treaba 

unei priviri trecńtoare. 

 

 she ñ in crow silk  

glancing at me  

 

how cold it is  

at the receiving end 

of a passing glance. 
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copilul cu fluturi galbeni  

ĺi dinte de lapte 

  

tu nu  mai eĺti. 

 

cui sń ´i spun 

de verdele trist  

al acestei pńduri subŤiri 

de vivaldi?  

 

 child with yellow moths  

and milk tooth  

 

you are no more. 

 

whom can i tell  

about the sad green 

of this thin forest  

of vivaldiõs? 
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´nt©mplarea cu m©ini ĺi picioare 

numitń om 

 

ce întâmplare mi-am gńsit ĺi eu sń fiu ñ  

´n loc sń fi rńmas ´n banca mea 

´n loc sń fi rńmas o priveliĺte frumoasń 

a tristeŤii care sunt. 

 

 an incident with hands and feet  

called man  

 

what an incident i have chosen to be ñ  

better I had minded my o wn business 

better I had remained a lovely image 

of the sadness that is me. 
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cincizeciĺidoi 

 

 fifty two  

 

acum vreo zece douńzeci treizeci de ani 

luam eu viaŤa ´n m©ini 

ĺi zdronc! 

cu ea de pńm©nt ñ  

ĺi uite 

cń nu s-a spart. 

 

acum o port cu mare 

cu foarte mare grijń 

ca pe o mireasń ĺubredń 

ĺi uite 

cń tot curge nisip din ea. 

 

oh 

mare e puterea ta 

vrabie 

salcâmule 

c©rtiŤo. 

 some twenty thirty years ago  

i took my life in my own two hands  

and bang! 

i flung it to the ground ñ  

and look 

it didnõt break. 

 

now iõm handling it 

with utmost care  

like a fragile bride  

and look 

at all the sand spilling out of it.  

 

oh 

bless your power 

sparrow  

acacia 

mole.  
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Gabriel Chifu  
(b. 1954) 

 

În somn  

(o viziune)  

 

 In My S leep 

(a vision)  

 

cerurile erau cńzute-n somn  

apele clipoceau adormite ĺi ele. 

eu mń ridicasem de la pńm©nt, 

aĺa suspendat dormeam ĺi eu, 

visam 

un c©mp nemńrginit 

 

pe care treceau miriade de furnici.   

ele ´ĺi croiserń cńrare  

printre firele de iarbń colosale, 

o cńrare de la ierusalim p©nń ´n creierul meu. 

fiecare furnicń purta ´n spate  

c©te o fńr©mń de zid. 

desfńcuserń cetatea ´n pńrŤi infinitezimale 

ĺi veneau s-o reclńdeascń ´n creierul meu. 

 skies had fallen in my sleep 

waters rippled sleepily.  

i had taken off, 

i was sleeping in midair,  

dreaming  

of an endless field 

 

of countless scurrying ants. 

they had made their way  

across an expanse of grasses,  

a path from jerusalem into my brain.  

each ant carried on its back 

a tiny piece of wall.  

they had divided the  city into infinitesimal specks  

and were bringing them to rebuild it inside my brain.  
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apoi a sunat ceasul, tornadń  

ĺi ne-am trezit toŤi. 

 

 

then the alarm bell, tornado, 

and all of us woke up.  
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Oraĺul meu 

 

 My City  

acesta e oraĺul meu, numai al meu. 

casele, transparente, nu au uĺi 

iar ´n fiecare dintre ele mń zńresc pe mine ´nsumi. 

merg pe strńzi ĺi strńzile sunt vii, 

´ĺi schimbń configuraŤia, mń conduc 

mereu ´n altń parte. 

ajung pe un pod: malul celńlalt nu existń, 

dincolo de pod nimic nu e.  

caut biserica, n-o gńsesc ñ  

biserica e lichidń ĺi curge. 

c©Ťiva c©ini aleargń spre inima s©nger©ndń,  

´ncń palpit©nd, a unui ´nger. 

nici zi, nici noapte ñ  

doar raza fascinantń a morŤii strńluceĺte. 

din slńvi se prńbuĺeĺte un cuv©nt uriaĺ, 

ne face praf ĺi pulbere 

pe mine ĺi oraĺul meu.   

 

 

 this is my city, all mine.  

the houses, transparent, have no doors 

and i see myself inside them all. 

i walk down the streets, the streets are alive, 

they change shape, keep taking me 

somewhere else. 

i come to a bridge: the other bank doesnõt exist, 

thereõs nothing beyond the bridge. 

iõm looking for the church, i canõt find it ñ  

the church is liquid and it flows.  

a few dogs are running towards the still -bleeding, 

still -beating, heart of an angel. 

itõs neither day nor night ñ 

thereõs only the fascinating ray of death, shining. 

a huge word is hurled from the skies,  

smashes us to pieces 

me and my city.  
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Denisa Comńnescu  

(b. 1954) 

 

ċntre pieptene ĺi oglindń 

 

 Between the Comb and the Mirror  

 

Poate cń ´ntre pieptene ĺi oglindń 

´Ťi scuipi melancolia 

ca pe o jumńtate de mńr putrezitń. 

Pendulul exact al machiajului  

aratń ora 

c©nd m©inile ´Ťi umblń pe faŤa bńrbatului 

ca peste o hartń necunoscutń 

ĺi orele de conversaŤie cu vńduva timpului 

(acolo unde nimeni nu are curajul cuvintelor)  

ora c©nd ´ncń mai crezi 

cń marea e o vulpe albastrń 

ce se gudurń ĺi-Ťi linge picioarele 

ĺi ora c©nd extazul animal 

te poartń prin muzee de cai... 

Cńlńtoreĺti de fiecare datń 

o jumńtate de staŤie 

 Between the comb and the mirror 

you may be spitting your melancholy  

out like a rotten half apple.  

The precise pendulum of your makeup  

shows the time 

while your hands touch a manõs face 

like an unknown map  

it shows the hours of conversation with timeõs widow 

(when no one dares to speak) 

the hour when you still believe  

the sea is a blue fox 

fawning and licking at your feet  

the hour when animal ecstasy 

takes you to horse museums... 

Each time you travel 

half a stop 
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obligatoriu o jumńtate de staŤie  

pentru jumńtatea de mńr putrezitń. 

 

always half a stop 

for half a rotten apple.  
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Privind stejarii din faŤa cńminului de fete 

 

 Gazing at the Oak -trees in front of the Girlsõ Dorm 

 

ċn amurgul acesta mń ´ntorc 

´ncń o datń ´nspre tine 

mi-aĺ rupe tinereŤea ca pe o rochie veche 

ĺi-aĺ da-o hranń peĺtilor 

dacń inima ta ar mai bate 

aĺa cum se-nv©rteĺte pńm©ntul. 

PuŤine lucruri au rńmas: 

pńlńria 

din care bunica ´ĺi ´ncropise bisericń 

chibritul  

aprins sub nacela pńrinŤilor plutitori... 

Voi veni  

´nainte ca soarele sń-Ťi atingń 

faŤa 

ĺi sń nu lase nicio urmń acolo 

unde au fost ochii tńi. 

 

 

 

 At thi s sunset I return 

once again to you 

Iõd tear my youth like an old dress 

and feed it to the fish 

if our hearts were still beating  

as steadily as the earth turns. 

Little is left:  

the hat 

grandma kept as if it were her church  

the match 

struck under the nacelle of my floating parents... 

Iõll come 

before the sun touches  

your face 

without leaving a trace  

where once your eyes were. 
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Traian T. Coĺovei  
(1954-2014) 

 

ċndeajunsul de viaŤń 

 

 Life Enough  

 

Vremea marilor ploi s -a sf©rĺit, cea a martirilor s-a topit pe 

ruguri.  

Timpul zborului rândunicii s -a isprńvit: nici lupilor  

                                                                        nu le merge mai bine. 

 

Trńiesc ´ntr-o lume pe care nu o cunosc.  

Nici mńcar capitalele ei ĺterse de pe faŤa pńm©ntului. 

 

Acesta este un sf©rĺit din care lipseĺte tocmai sf©rĺitul.  

Este ´nceputul unei mari despńrŤiri din care lipseĺte  

chiar despńrŤirea cu toate argumentele ei: cum ar fi cńderea 

frunzelor,  

cum ar fi îngroparea mortului, cum ar fi norii  

                                                   care nu se mai ´nduplecń a ploaie. 

 

Din aceastń secetń de cuvinte nu se naĺte nimic. 

 The era of rain is over, the time of martyrs has melted on 

stakes. 

The days when swallows flew are over: it is just as bad for 

the wolves. 

                                                          

I live in a world I do not know.  

I even ignore its capitals, all erased from the face of the earth. 

 

This is an endless end. 

It is the beginning of a total separation even missing 

separation itself, and all its arguments: like leaves falling,  

like burial of the dead, like clouds no longer  

                                                   able to bring rain.  

 

 

From this drought of words, nothing is born.  
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Din aceastń secetń de cuvinte, deĺertul urcń p©nń la acoperiĺuri  

iar fântânile sunt pline de copiii setei de a fi fost.  

 

Plinń de nisip este gura mea... nu praf, nici pulbere. 

Pline de nisip cuvintele care se spulberń ´n v©nt! 

 

Am ´ndeajuns v©rsta la care alŤii pot muri pentru mine.  

 

 

From this drought of words, the desert climbs to the roof  

and wells are full of chidren, of a thirst for having existed.  

 

My mouth is ful l of sand... not dust or powder.  

Words are full of sand, they crumble in the wind!  

 

I have aged enough. Others may die for me now. 
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OspńŤul 

 

 The Feast 

 

Dupń ce f©nt©nile au secat 

s-a ridicat pńm©ntul rńzbunńtor peste case. 

Mai apoi, flńcńii cu flńcńri de cuŤite la g©t: 

dansau pe jńratec ĺi priveau ´n cel mai luminos ´ntuneric. 

 

Bńtr©nul Aerostate nu mai avea cuvinte care sń aminteascń 

de f©nt©nile din care se nńscuserń  

ca dintr -un izvor subteran: acum îngenuncheau  

                                                     ́ n faŤa cuvintelor ĺi amuŤeau  

iar p©nń ĺi cei mai surzi dintre surzi erau ´n faŤa  

                                                                bucatelor nevorbitoare.  

 

ċn capul mesei ´mbelĺugate. 

ċn faŤa morŤii nesńtule de moarte. 

 

Acolo era soarta celor ´nvinĺi ĺi chiar acolo  

                                                    viitorul luminos al ospńŤului. 

 After the wells ran dry  

the vengeful earth rose up over the houses. 

Then came lads with knives of flame about their necks: 

they danced on live coals and gazed into the brightness 

in the dark.  

 

Old Aerostate had no more words to offer  

they had risen from the wells as if  

from a subterranean spring: now they knelt  

                                                     in silence before the words   

even the most deaf among the deaf speechless  

                                                               at the sight of food. 

At the head of a plentiful table.  

Before death, hungry for death. 

 

There was the fate of the defeated and right there with  

                               them the bright promise of the feast. 
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Magda Cârneci  
(b. 1955) 

 

De-ar veni  

 

 If Only  

De-ar veni, de-ar veni un peĺte roĺu ĺi mic 

    ochii de aur sń-ĺi scoatń din oceanul apatic   sń mń ´ntrebe 

spune-mi trei dorinŤe, trei vise ĺi eu sń nu pot spune nici unul 

 

 

 

De-ar veni, de-ar veni o maree ´naltń, caldń ĺi roĺie 

  sń ne ia de pe Ťńrm, sń ne spele, sń ne ´nfńĺure 

ĺi ca seminŤe fńrń memorie sń ne ´ngroape   ´n caldul sân, în 

vastul pântec 

 

De-ar veni o faŤń enormń, o faŤń strńlucitoare 

   sń ne priveascń ´n ochi, ´n oglinda ei orbitoare  sń ne 

absorbim,  

gurile de gura ei vastń sń ni le lipim,  ´n ochiul ei imens ĺi 

albastru 

 If only, if only a small red fish would come  

     show his golden eyes above the apathetic ocean     and 

ask me 

to make three wishes, to have three dreams     I canõt come 

up with one  

 

If only, if only the tides would come, burning  

    to wash us off the shore, to take us, wrap us 

and bury us like amnesiac seeds in its warm bosom, its vast 

womb  

 

If it came as an enormous face, a shining face 

   to look us in the eye, to draw us into its blinding mirror,  

to make us press our mouths to its vast lips, and into its 

huge blue eye 

  retreat and rest... 
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sń ne retragem, sń ne odihnim 

 

De-ar veni, de-ar veni orice, oricine, ceva, cineva, 

  o razń de luminń neagrń, apocalipticń, o toxinń efervescentń, 

narcoticń, 

un nou frison, o nouń neliniĺte, un salt instantaneu ´ntr-o 

altfel de lume, 

   de-ar veni un alt om, un alt creier    de-ar veni un gând  

care sń ne gândeascń pe toŤi    sń ne scape de noi, sń ne 

aboleascń 

 

când vom ´nceta, univers, suflete, sń suferim durerile facerii 

 

 

ĺi sń dormim...sń murim...sń dormimésń urcńm ´n 

Imaginaré 

 

 

 

If only, if only something, someone, anything, anyone 

would c ome, 

   a ray of dark apocalyptic light, an effervescent narcotic 

toxin,  

a new shiver, a new anxiety, a leap into a different world,  

   if only there could be another man, another wisdom, a 

new thought  

to think us all      to deliver us from ourselves, to abolish us 

 

and we cease, universe, souls, if only we could endure the 

birthing pain  

 

to sleep... die... sleep... to rise again into Imagination... 
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Manifest postmodern   Postmodernist Manifesto  

 

Nu vor fi ceĺcuŤe fine de China aburind ceai de opiu 

  nici petale de ĺofran pe un altar indian de piatrń bńtr´nń 

Broaĺte Ťestoase de Galapagos nu vor fi distilate ´n supń 

  nici maimuŤe pitice dresate sń cânte când li se despicń fin 

cńpĺorul 

Nu vom alunga  norii de ploaie radioactivń ´nspre Sahara 

  ĺi nici o uriaĺń sferń de foc nu va fi plantatń ´n Groenlanda 

Nu ne vor ´nfige electrozi amari pe limbń ´ncń de la ĺcoala 

primarń 

  nici nu ne vor ´nmulŤi pe alese ´n mici borcńnaĺe de sticlń 

Nu ne vor cabla pe unii cu alŤii la computerul universal 

  la miliardele sale de monitoare 

Pe care sń se vadń naĺterea unei noi religii simultan pe 

´ntreaga planetń 

Nu ne vor vrea decât Binele. 

 

Iar noi, omizi tinere în labirinturi aseptice  

cńut´nd disperat o ieĺire din marele experiment cripto -celest 

sub lumina orbitoare a milioane de sori, milioane de biŤi 

 There will be no fine China cups with steaming opium tea  

   no saffron petals on an old stone Indian altar 

No Galapagos turtles will be distilled i nto soup  

   no dwarf monkeys will be trained to sing when their little 

heads are gently cracked open 

We will not drive radioactive rain clouds over the Sahara  

   no huge fire ball will be planted in Greenland  

No one will stick bitter electrodes into our t ongues in 

primary school  

   no one will choose us for multiplication in small glass jars  

No one will wire us together and plug us in to the universal 

computer  

   with billions of screens  

To show the birth of a new religion simultaneously at all 

points around the globe 

They will only want whatõs best for us. 

We, young caterpillars in sterile mazes, 

frantic to find a way out of the great crypto -celestial 

experiment 
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Tot nu ne vom transforma ´n translucide fiinŤe 

hotńrâte sń se ´nalŤe, sń zboare spre cosmosuri mai clemente. 

Ci, ca demni urmaĺi ai gândacului de Colorado  

liric, postistoric ĺi predivin 

Vom lua cu asalt pereŤii laboratorului 

îndrept ându-ne victorioĺi, ordonat, spre bucńtńrie. 

 

under the blinding light of millions of suns, millions of bytes  

Will not transform into translu cent creatures 

destined to soar, to swim the skies of more merciful cosmos. 

Like worthy descendants of the lyrical, posthistorical,  

predivine Colorado beetle  

We will assail the laboratory walls  

and head, in victorious formal order, for the kitchen.  
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Ion Mureĺan  
(b. 1955) 

 

Sentimentul mńrii ´ntr-o cârciumń micń 

 

 A Sense of the Sea in a Small Pub 

 

Ea stń pe genunchiul lui. La orice miĺcare 

scaunul Ťipń sub ei ca un pescńruĺ. 

ăMorŤii ei de viaŤńó ñ zice el din când în când, 

dar bńrbatul cu barbń ce ĺade ´n faŤa lor nu aude. 

(Cotul pe masń, mâna ca o scoicń la ureche). 

Bńrbosul aude doar un vuiet de valuri ĺi lin, odatń cu masa, 

se clatinń ´n bńtaia valurilor. 

 

 

Acum m âna lui se aĺezń grea pe coapsa ei. 

Bńrbosul se apleacń ĺi scuipń de parcń ar fi bńut nisip. 

Mâna urcń ĺi urcń. Acum el ´i simte cu degetul mare prin rochie 

pubisul rotund ĺi tare ca un ou de lemn. 

ăMorŤii ei de viaŤńóñ zice el. Ĺi 

ăEĺti grea, nevastń, treci pe celńlalt genunchi!ó 

 

 Sheõs sitting on his knee. At every move 

the chair creaks under them like a seagullõs cry. 

ôHell of a lifeõ ñ he says at times, 

but the bearded man facing him canõt hear. 

(Elbow on the table, a seashell behind his ear). 

The bearded man only hears the sea, the waves, and he and 

the table 

rock gently, out at sea. 

 

Now his hand weighs heavy on her thigh.  

The bearded man bends and spits as if he had drunk sand. 

The hand goes higher up. Through her dress, his forefinger 

touches 

her round pubis, hard as a wooden egg. 

ôHell of a lifeõ ñ he says. And then 

ôYouõre heavy, wife, sit on my other knee!õ 
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Ea se ridicń iar bńrbosul o dezbracń cu privirea. 

Ĺtie bine cń asta face, cńci o usturń sânii. De parcń i-ar arde 

rochia 

cu o lampń cu benzinń. Apoi degetele aspre 

strâng carnea moale dintre coapse. O datń. Ĺi gata. 

 

Bńrbosul priveĺte departe. Priveĺte draperia roĺie care 

mascheazń 

intrarea la WC. Când draperia se miĺcń, vine un miros greu de 

alge.  

Draperia fluturń ca o zdreanŤń de nor dimineaŤa ´n larg.  

ăMorŤii ei de viaŤńóñ zice omul cńtre femeia lui. 

Aude ĺi bńrbatul cu barbń. ăSoarele nu a rńsńrit, 

soarele nostru ´ncń nu a rńsńritóñ zice bńrbatul. 

 

She stands up while the bearded manõs eyes undress her. 

She knows it, because her nipples sting. As if he had set fire 

to her dress with a gas-lighter. Then harsh fingers  

squeeze the soft flesh between the thighs. Just. Once. 

 

The bearded man looks into the distance. Heõs staring at the 

red curtain hanging  

at the entrance to the toilet. When the curtain moves, heavy 

scents of seaweed float. 

The curtain waves like a thin cloud far out at sea at dawn. 

 ôHell of a lifeõ ñ the man tells the woman. 

The bearded man hears that. ôThe sun isnõt upõ, 

the man says ñ ôour sun isnõt up yet.õ 
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Despre zei 

 

 On Gods  

 

Ei duc ´n m©nń obiecte stupide. 

Ei infuzeazń ´n aer nepotrivirea: nimic nu potriveĺte cu 

nimic.  

Pe-o razń, hai sń zic, de zece metri ´n jurul lor 

e un soi de st©ngńcie amńruie, 

un strat subŤire de stupiditate. 

Cerul, deasupra strńzii-i ca ochiul de beŤiv: 

de-un verde spńlńcit, spre auriu,  

cu-o gńuricń neagrń-n loc de soare, 

în mijloc.  

Te-aĺtepŤi din clipń-n clipń peste garduri 

mii de copii sń ´ĺi ridice capul 

sń te maimuŤńreascń-n fel ĺi chip, 

ĺi chicotind cu glasuri subŤirele 

s-arunce ´nspre tine mii de ´njurńturi. 

Dar lucrurile, mai ales, sunt umilite: brusc,  

par obiecte de muzeu uitate ´n latrinń. 

C©nd simŤi cń Ťi se face milń de obiecte, 

ĺi-o milń nesf©rĺitń ´Ťi e de tine, 

 They carry stupid objects. 

They inject contradiction into the air: nothing matches.  

For ten metres or thereabouts around them 

there is something akin to a bitter awkwardness,  

a thin layer of stupidity.  

The sky above the streets is like a drunkardõs eye: 

pale golden green, 

instead of the sun, a black small hole 

in the middle.  

At any moment you expect thousands of children  

to pop up their heads from behind hedges  

and pull faces at you, all kinds,  

and swear at you 

snickering in shrill voices.  

But mostly, thereõs the humiliation of objects: suddenly 

it seems they are museum pieces relegated to the privy. 

When you feel pity for objects,  

endless pity for yourself,  

you can be certain you have seen a god 
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poŤi sń fii sigur c-ai vńzut un zeu 

ĺi cń, trec©nd, la r©ndu-i, te-a zńrit 

ĺi, ´n aceeaĺi clipń, te-a uitat. 

and that he saw you too while passing 

and forgot you in the same instant.  
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Marta Petreu  
(b. 1955) 

 

Teze despre creier 

 

 Theses on the Brain 

 

Mereu rńmâne o zonń neprotejatń: un dans pe nervul optic 

o cńŤea cu limba adânc sub zńpadń 

protestul retinei la lumina solarń 

aorta ce picurń ritmic 

 

Forma rotundul frigidul senzuale sub ploaie  

 

Cât putem trńi ´nfrńŤiŤi cu teroarea? ñ trupul neted  

copitń grajd al cuvântului  

 

Nu uitaŤi privirea ñ provincial asprń 

auzul ´ncńpńtor al marionetei 

aceastń piele somolentń porii de sticlń 

Umilitor de singur creierul meu se contemplń  

în reliefuri externe  

* 

 There is always an unprotected area: a dance on the optic nerve 

a bitch with its tongue buried deep in the snow  

the retina objecting to sunlight  

the aorta dripping rhythmically  

 

Shape circle frigid sensuous in the rain 

 

How long can we live at one with this terror? ñ the smooth body 

hoof stable of the word 

 

Do not forget the look ñ provincially harsh  

the welcoming ear of the puppet  

this sleepy skin the glass pores 

Humiliatingly alone, my brain gazes at itself  

in the external shapes it sees 

* 
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Marile ansambluri se rotesc fńrń miracole 

PregńtiŤi firul cu plumb  

pentru amintirile mistificate în actul vorbirii ñ  

singurńtatea din cńrŤi are sinonime decente 

 

Iatń creierul meu obosind ´n capricii savante 

creierul meu camuflat într -o mńnuĺń de box 

creierul meu lunecos pocnind ca o piele de iapń 

 

Large enesmbles rotate without miracles 

Bring the plumb -line  

for all memories mystified by acts of speech ñ 

bookish solitude has decent synonyms 

 

Here is my brain growing tired in scholarly whims  

my brain hidden in a boxing glove  

my slippery brain bursting like the skin of a mare  
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Nemaiiubitoare inima  

 

 No Longer Loving Heart  

 

AmuŤite sunt marile lucrńri ale facerii 

tńcute ñ lucrurile  

nimic nu mai vorbeĺte 

Un soare alb ca o lunń de carton 

un soare de doi bani lumineazń peisajul 

´ntinderea aceasta prńbuĺitń ´n sine 

 

Un lucru de nimic este ĺi inima mea nemaiiubitoare 

 

Pentru beznń pentru rńu se deschide ea la cńderea morŤii  

 

 The important acts of creation are mute 

quiet ñ objects 

nothing speaks any more 

A white sun like a cardboard moon  

a cheap sun lights the landscape  

this space fallen into itself 

 

My no longer loving heart  is as useless 

 

Opening to darkness and evil at the fall of death   
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Matei Viĺniec  
(b. 1956) 

 

Corabia 

 

 The Ship  

Corabia se scufunda încet noi ziceam 

ĺi ce dacń se scufundń corabia ĺi mai 

ziceam orice corabie se scufundń 

într -o zi ĺi ne strângeam mâinil e 

ne luam rńmas bun 

 

dar corabia se scufunda atât de încet 

încât dupń zece zile noi cei care 

ne-am dat mâinile ´ncń ne priveam  

ruĺinaŤi ĺi ziceam nu-i nimic asta-i 

o corabie care se scufundń mai ´ncet 

dar pânń la urmń se scufundń iat-o 

 

dar corabia se scufunda atât de încet 

încât dupń un an ´ncń ne era ruĺine 

nouń celor care ne-am dat mâinile ĺi 

 The ship sank down slowly we said  

so what if the ship sinks and we also 

said any ship can sink 

one day and we shook hands 

and said goodbye 

 

but the ship was sinking so slowly  

that after ten days those of us who had 

shaken hands were still looking at each other 

ashamed and said never mind so what 

a ship which sinks more slowly  

still sinks in the end  

 

but the ship was sinking so slowly  

that a year later we were ashamed 

we who had shaken hands and 



 
72 

 

 

´n fiecare dimineaŤń ieĺeam unul câte unul  

mńsuram apa hm nu mai e mult se 

scufundń ´ncet dar sigur 

 

dar corabia se scufunda atât de încet 

încât dupń o viaŤń de om ´ncń 

mai ieĺeam unul câte unul ĺi priveam 

cerul ĺi mńsuram apa ĺi scrâĺneam din dinŤi 

ĺi spuneam asta nu e o corabie 

aste e o... 

asta e o... 

 

every morning we would file out  

consider the water level hmm not long now  

it sinks itõs slow but sure 

 

but the ship was sinking so slowly  

that after a lifetime we would stil l  

file out one by one and consider 

the sky and the water and grind our teeth  

and say this is no ship 

itõs a... 

itõs a... 
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Aĺteptam ´nvierea florilor  We Expected a Resurrection of  Flowers 

 

Aĺteptam ´n faŤa cuvântului floare  

cu un buchet de garoafe ofilite în m ânń 

ĺtiam din sursń sigurń cń ´nvierea florilor 

urma sń se producń ´n urmńtoarele 24 de ore 

 

´n spatele meu ´ntreaga florńrie  

mirosea a mort, a putreziciune 

a petale cńlcate ´n picioare 

eram mii de oameni acolo 

aĺteptând învierea florilor  

 

ĺtiam din sursń sigurń cń florile 

urmau sń ´nvie ´n urmńtoarele 48 de ore 

cu morŤii nu era sigur, ei mai trebuiau sń aĺtepte 

dar florile de pe mormintele lor  

urmau sń ´nvie ´n urmńtoarele 3 zile 

 

 I waited in front of the word flower  

holding a bunch of withered  carnations  

I knew for sure the flowersõ resurrection 

was due within the next 24 hours  

  

behind me the whole horizon of flower  

smelt like a corpse, rotten, 

a mass of petals, foot-trodden  

we were there in our thousands 

expecting the resurrection of flower s 

 

I knew for a fact that the flowers  

were to rise again within the next 48 hours 

not so certain for dead men, they had longer to wait  

but the flowers there on their graves  those 

were to be resurrected within the next 3 days 
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Carmen Firan  
(b. 1958) 

 

La orizont  

 

 On the Horizon  

 

În fiecare zi oceanul aduce la mal altceva 

Ťeste m©ncate de corali, alge ´nnodate ´n ruinele  

vreunei nave blestemate r©vnite ĺi abandonate 

scoici albe ĺuier©ndu-ĺi tristeŤea  

ĺi lemne ´nnegrite de somn 

meduze cu pielea umflatń de propria otravń 

trupul meu t©nńr ´nchis ´ntr-o sticlń cu g©tul crńpat 

ĺi trimis demult sń-ĺi caute norocul ´n larg 

iar în alte zile oceanul nu mai aduce nimic 

vapoarele cu burta plinń plutesc atente 

pe linia orizontului subŤiat 

ca ĺi cum ´n mńruntaiele apelor s-ar pregńti ceva 

ca ĺi cum s-ar lńsa noaptea  

´nainte ca ziua sń se sf©rĺeascń. 

 

 Every day the ocean would bring something new to the shore  

skulls eaten by corals, seaweed tangled in some  

shipwreck of a cursed boat first desired then abandoned 

wh ite seashells whistling with sadness 

and wood dark with sleep  

medusae whose skin swelled with their own poison  

my young body enclosed within a bottle with a cracked neck  

sent long ago to find its fortune out at sea 

while on other days the ocean would bring  nothing more  

ships with full bellies would sail carefully  

at the thin horizon  

as if something were happening in the waterõs entrails 

as if night were falling  

before day ended.  
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Sńrbńtoarea din urmń 

 

 Last Celebration  

 

Cu c©t ĺtii mai mult cu at©t  

ai nevoie de mai puŤine cuvinte 

cu cât te scufunzi mai adânc 

´nŤelesul fuge ĺi mai departe 

cerul ´ĺi crapń cortina    

ĺi te lasń sń vezi printre norii cńrnoĺi 

doar c©t de inutilń e nerńbdarea de a te ´ntoarce acasń 

unde toate te vor aĺteapta neschimbate 

acelaĺi Adam ´n haine noi se va lńsa sedus din vanitate 

Evele cu pńrul tńiat ĺi ambiŤii umflate  

se antreneazń pentru camuflarea oricńrui pńcat 

aceleaĺi legi, vinovaŤi fńrń vinń 

ticńloĺi graŤiaŤi la grńmadń de ziua prńbuĺirii imperiului 

  

e gol ´mpńratul sunt goi ochii celui care ajunge sń vadń 

 

 

 The more you know   

the fewer words you need  

the deeper you sink 

the farther away meaning goes 

the curtain of sky cracks open 

and all you can see in its fleshy clouds  

is how futile it is this impatience for home  

where nothing you expect has changed 

the same Adam in new clothes  the same vanity will welcome 

seduction 

Eves with cropped hair and swollen ambitions  

train themselves to hide every sin 

the same innocent culprits 

forgiven scoundrels piled up in heaps on the day the empire falls  

 

the emperor is naked  the eyes of he who gets to see are vacant 
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Liviu Georgescu  
(b. 1958) 

 

Cronicile nu mai vor sń ne apere 

 

 Annals Will No Longer Protect Us  

 

Cenuĺa ne poartń s©mbetele frate, ne poartń picń, 

cronicile nu mai vor sń ne apere, 

voievozii nu mai ctitoresc, ĺi uite, afarń zńpezile mor fńrń 

leac. 

Nu mai vor sń ne Ťinń, tatń, Ťńr©nile sparte de vremi,  

de copite barbare, de vicl®nii din lunń,  

de clevetitorii -n simbrii.  

Nu mai vor sń ne-adune oasele, ulcioarele ce gem  

sparte-n pńm©nt. Uite cum am ancorat plopii de zare, 

copile,  

cu bandaje ĺi c©rpe,  

sń nu s©ngereze,  

sń nu lńcrimeze floarea salcâmilor în ciuturi, surato.  

S-au ascuns copiii-n armuri.  

S-au stricat cucuruzii sub voaluri de mireasń.  

Limbile ceasului nu mai clipesc.  

 Ashes hate and envy us, brother, 

annals will no longer protect us,  

leaders no longer build, and, see, snow dies helplessly outside. 

Dust will not bear with us any more, father, burdened as it is with 

time, 

barbarian hoofs, moon cunning, 

paid slanderers. 

Those buried broken moaning urns will no longer  

keep our bones. Look, child, how I have attached poplars to the 

horizon  

with bandages and rags, 

for fear they should bleed, 

for fear the acacia flowers should shed tears in buckets, sister. 

Children have hidden behind armour.  

Corn has decayed under bridal veils. 

The clock hands are still. 
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Ĺi mama ne leagń de curcubee cu funii de c©nepi,  

sń nu ne prńpńdeascń potopul. Ne leagń de nori cu visele 

ei. 

 

And mother ties them to rainbows with hempen ropes,  

for fear the flood should kill us all. With her dreams, she ties us to 

the clouds. 
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Pe jumńtate 

 

 Half  

 

ċngenuncheat ´n spńrtura frescei 

pe jumńtate afarń, 

braŤul stńtea rezemat ´n suliŤi, 

gâtul pe secure. 

Pieptul alinta venirea sńgeŤii 

ĺi aerul murmura rugńciunea. 

Rugul se ruga de stele sń primeascń 

trupul ´nfńĺurat ´n flńcńri. 

Frica se-ascunsese ´n meiul mucegńit. 

Sufletul trecea râul cântând. 

 

 Kneeling in the crack of the fresco 

half out,  

arm resting on a spear, 

neck on an axe-blade. 

The breast stroked the coming arrow 

and the air whispered a prayer.  

The stake begged the stars to accept 

the body wrapped in flame.  

Fear hid itself in the rotting millet.  

His soul forded the river, singing.  
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Adrian Alui Gheorghe  
(b. 1958) 

 

Ceremonia ceaiului  

 

 Tea Ceremony 

 

În timp ce în dreptul ferestrei norul se înnegrea  

Ca o scńfârlie de ´nger ´ngropatń ´n albastrul veĺnic, 

Tu puneai apa la fiert ca sń-mi pregńteĺti ceaiul. 

 

Apa scotea mici Ťipete, aĺa ´mi imaginam facerea cerului: 

                din aburul adunat  

                de la atâtea piei asudate de privighetori  

                care cântau o missa solemnis la nesfârĺit, silnic  

                sau care îngânau pur ĺi simplu neputinŤa de a  

                    fi pentru o noapte om.  

 

 

Nimńnui nu-i este indiferentń clipa ce trece, 

Nici clipei ´nsńĺi care se vede 

Pe sine trecând. Apa fierbea. Norul se ´nnegrea ĺi mai tare. 

 

 While the cloud darkened at the window  

Like an angelõs skull buried in eternal blue, 

You were boiling water for my tea.  

 

The water let out small cries, and I imagined how heaven was 

made: 

out of the steam coming 

from so many sweaty nightingale skins  

as they sang unwillingly an endless missa solemnis  

or simply hummed their impossibility of  

     being human for one night.  

 

No one is indifferent to th e passage of time, 

Not even time which sees itself 

In passing. The water boiled. The cloudõs darkness deepened. 
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Oamenii n-au bucurii multe. Trec livizi unul pe l ângń altul 

MńcinaŤi de adevńruri finale. Ceaiul curgea prin mine 

preling ându-se 

Direct ´n cer. Iubirea? Cń trebuia sń fie ĺi iubirea se 

prefńcuse 

Într -un spiriduĺ care ´ĺi rodea tacticos unghiile.  

Norul din dreptul ferestrei explodase  

Ca un sân cu lapte negru.   

Humans have few joys. They pass one another unseen 

Consumed by final truths. The tea ran through me straight  

Into the sky. Love? It had to be there ñ it had turned into  

An elf who was slowly biting his nails.  

The cloud at the window had exploded  

Like a breast with black milk.  
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SentinŤa  Sentence 

 

Nimic mai trist ca o duminicń ´n care toŤi 

prietenii au plecat din oraĺ 

strńzile au devenit strńine ĺi lungi 

cńrŤile au nostalgii primare ´ĺi scuturń 

literele ca pe niĺte cenuĺi inutile 

sunt gata sń scoatń muguri verzi 

 

dacń aĺ avea bicicletń m-aĺ apuca 

s-o repar, aĺa, sń-mi parń 

cń mi-a mai rńmas un drum de fńcut 

 

sau sń formez numere de telefon 

la întâmplare sń aud voci morocńnoase 

aŤi greĺit 

 

ĺi eu sń nu ĺtiu ce 

sń fie acesta prilej de reflecŤie 

pentru toatń seara 

 Nothing sadder than a Sunday when al l 

friends have left town  

the streets are long and strange 

the books have primeval yearnings and shake their 

letters like useless ashes 

ready to blossom with green leaves 

 

if I had a bicycle I would  

mend it, just like that, to feel  

I have to go somewhere 

 

or I would dial a number  

at random just to hear grumpy voices say 

wrong number  

 

and I wouldnõt know why 

I would ponder  

all evening 
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ĺi pentru toatń noaptea 

 

ĺi mâine chiar sń cred cń se va da sentinŤa 

sec 

fńrń sń o aflu vreodatń 

 

all night  

  

and believe that the sentence would be pronounced tomorrow  

flatly  

and I would never know it  
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Bogdan Ghiu  
(b. 1958) 

 

   

Reclamń la om, reclamń la oameni 

pe postul numńrul unu 

ĺi pe al doilea. 

Au fost nobili c ândva 

de preŤ 

sau voiau 

azi fac reclamń la lucruri. 

Ce frumoĺi sunt 

hai sń luńm ĺi noi unul. 

 

* 

 

Sfârĺitul stń frumos 

în fund  

ĺi ne-aĺteaptń. 

Venim din toat e direcŤiile. 

Cine ajunge înainte 

  

Advertising man, advertising people  

on station one 

and two.  

They were precious and noble  

once 

and they wanted 

now they just advertise things.  

How beautiful they are  

let us buy one. 

 

* 

The end is sitting on its 

backside 

waiting.  

From all sides we come. 

Who gets there first  



 
84 

 

 

este sfârĺitul ñ  

se-ntoarce în fine 

cu faŤa ´napoi, 

se liniĺteĺte 

ĺi nu ne mai priveĺte cu teamń. 

Ĺi totuĺi noi  

ameninŤńm ´n continuare  

sfârĺitul.       

 

 

becomes the end ñ 

at the last he turns back 

and looks, 

calms down 

and no longer watches us fearfully.  

And yet we  

go on threatening 

the end. 
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ioan es pop  
(b. 1958) 

 

dincolo  

 

 beyond  

sunt aproape douńzeci de ani de c©nd dincolo a dispńrut. 

cu doar puŤin ´nainte ĺi    ´ncń-n timpul vieŤii mele, dincolo 

era singurul lucru care exista cu adevńrat, singurul pentru 

care merita sń trńieĺti. dincolo ne Ťinea loc de m©ncare ĺi de 

bńuturń, de cńldurń ĺi de adńpost, se zvoneau despre el 

lucruri grozave, lucra pe dinńuntrul nostru cu putere ĺi 

fńcea posibilń ziua care urma sń vinń, deĺi aceasta era tot 

cea de ieri, tot cea de mâine. 

viena, budapesta, belgradé toate veneau de dincolo ĺi 

dincolo se ´nt©mplau toate. c©nd nimic nu mai pńrea 

posibil, dincolo era singurul posibil, deĺi nu-l ´nt©lniserńm 

vreodatń. iubirea locuia dincolo. norocul locuia dincolo. 

speranŤa locuia dincolo. dumnezeu locuia dincolo. 

apoi s-a fńcut brusc dincolo ĺi am aflat astfel cń nu la acel 

dincolo visaserńm c©nd am ajuns dincolo. zece ani mai 

târziu, când despre dincolo nici nu se mai vorbea, am 

 it has been almost twenty years since he went beyond. a little 

before and then during my time, beyond was the only place 

real, the only place worth living for. be yond was food and 

drink to us, heat, shelter, incredible things were said about it, 

it worked within us, it was strong, it made tomorrow 

possible, though tomorrow was the same as yesterday, and 

the same tomorrow. 

 

vienna, budapest, belgrade... everything came from beyond 

and beyond was where everything happened. when nothing 

was possible any more, beyond was possible, though no one 

had ever actually seen it. love lived beyond. luck, too. hope 

did. and god himself.  

 

then suddenly beyond was here, and, once there, we found it 

was not what we had been dreaming of. ten years later, when 
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´nŤeles cń de fapt cu c©t ajungeam mai dincolo, cu at©ta 

dincolo se-ndepńrta, nu mai locuia nici la viena, nici la 

budapesta sau belgrad, nici mńcar la londra sau paris. 

 

 

acum ĺtiu cń, dacń ´l vom mai dori din rńsputeri, va trebui 

sń mergem dincolo de dincolo, atât de dincolo, încât acolo 

sń nu mai rńm©nń nici urmń de dincoace. vom putea ajunge 

cu trenul? nicidecum. cu vaporul? nu, oric©te mńri am 

strńbate. cu avionul? nici mńcar dac-am cńlńtori o mie de 

ani fńrń escalń. ´n mod sigur ´nsń dincolo se aflń pe undeva 

pe-aproape, foarte pe-aproape. dar nu pe direcŤia noastrń 

de mers.   

 

no more was said about beyond, we understood at last that 

the further we advanced into it, the farther away it was, it 

was no longer in vienna, budapest or belgrade, not even in 

london or paris.  

 

now i know, if we keep on longing and longing for it, we will 

have to go beyond beyond, so far beyond that our here 

would no longer have existed. would we go by train? not 

possible. by steamer? no, not by all the seas in the world. by 

plane? not even if we travelled a thousand years without a 

port of call. undoubtedly, though, beyond is close by, very 

close by. it just isnõt in our direction. 
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nu ĺtiu ce l-a apucat pe tatńl meu sń-njuge boii la car 

la doiĺpe noaptea, sń mń trezeascń ĺi sń-mi spunń hai. 

eu dupń ce mor dorm somnuri lungi. unde, am zis, 

a zis: la ĺomcuta mare. ce putea sń-l mâne pe el 

´n miez de noapte tocmai la ĺomcuta mare, 

la at©ta drum de satul nostru? ĺi de ce sń nu ia 

autobuzul, dimineaŤa la ĺase, de ce sń umblńm 

patru ceasuri încolo, patru ceasuri încoace 

cu mersul moale ĺi greoi al boilor noĺtri? 

dacń-i pe-aĺa, n-o sń mń mai prindeŤi acasń de-acum prea devreme, 

n-o sń mń trezesc ´n miez de noapte pentru o nebunie ca asta. 

 

ĺi-atunci se apropie ea ĺi zice: scoalń 

dragul mamei, tatńl tńu 

tocmai pleacń sń te-aducń de la ĺomcuta, 

du-te sń-l ajuŤi sń te ridice, 

de trei zile zaci acolo fńrń suflare. 

ĺi abia de-au ajuns sń ne dea de ĺtire astń searń, 

dragul nostru.  

 iõve no idea why father put the oxen to the cart 

at midnight, woke me up and said come on.  

when i die i sleep. where, i asked, 

and he said: to big shomcutza. what did he want  

at midnight all the way to big shomcutza,  

so far away from our village? why not take  

the six oõclock bus in the morning, why should we go 

four hours to and four hours back  

at the slow heavy pace of our oxen? 

if it comes to that, you wonõt see me home any time soon, 

i just wonõt wake up in the dead of night, itõs crazy. 

 

and then she comes and says: wake up 

my dearest, your father 

is on his way to bring you from shomcutza,  

go help him lift you up,  

you have been lying there dead for three days. 

they only let us know last night,  

dear one. 
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Lucian Vasilescu  
(b. 1958) 

 

   

ca printr -un ochean, prin fundul paharului lumea -mi apare 

mai aproape, mai mare.  

´mi port nemurirea la cingńtoare.  

´n raniŤń ñ bastonul de mareĺal. papuci ĺi pijama albastrń 

ñ aĺa cum  

am fugit din balamuc,  

pe fereastrń. 

acum, de pe puntea cea mai ´naltń scrutez depńrtńrile. 

cutreier  

neobosit psihozele, depresiile, nevrozele, mńrile. pe trup 

port rńni  

ad©nci rńmase din lupta  

cu perfuziile, cu electroĺocurile, copilńria, iluziile. 

echipajul s-a rńsculat ´ntr-o zi ĺi m-a pńrńsit. sunt singur  

pe oceanul fńrõ de sf©rĺit.  

am credinŤa cń voi descoperi odatń ĺi-odatń cuv©ntul 

promis. trup  

 as if through a spyglass, through the bottom of this tumbler,  

the world is cl oser, larger. 

i wear eternity as my girdle.  

in my knapsack ñ my marshalõs cane. slippers and blue 

pyjamas ñ  

how i fled the madhouse,  

by the window.  

now, on the highest deck, i peer at the horizon. i scurry 

tirelessly through psychoses, depression, nerves, the seas. my 

body is  

scarred from the fight  

with perfusions, with electric shocks, childhood, illusions.  

the crew rebelled one day and left me. iõm all alone  

on the endless ocean. 

my hope is to end by discovering the promised word. part of 

me. flesh  

of my flesh.  
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din trupul meu, carne din carnea mea. ĺtiu cń-l voi gńsi:  

voi ´ngenunchea, ĺi deasupra cerul, ´mprejururi apń, voi 

sńpa  

într -´nsul, cu m©inile, groapń. apoi m-oi aĺede ĺi voi aĺtepta  

pân-o sń se-ndure domnul sń mń ia.  

 

ca printr -un ochean, prin fundul paharului lumea -mi apare 

mai  

aproape, mai mare.  

´mi port nemurirea la cingńtoare.  

´n raniŤń ñ bastonul de mareĺal. 

 

sunt cel mai bun poet din acest spital. 

 

i know i will:  

i will kneel down, the sky above and water all around, and i 

will dig  

a hole with my hands. i will lie down in it and wait  

till god is willing to have me.  

 

as if through a spyglass, through the bottom of this tumbler, 

the world   

is closer, larger. 

i wear eternity as my girdle.  

in my knapsack ñ my marshalõs cane. 

 

i am the best poet in this hospital.  
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tot ce am ´nŤeles este cń fńrń mine lumea ar fi perfectń. cń 

disperarea ar  

dispńrea. cń soarele n-ar mai apune nicicând pe calea ta. cń 

îngerii ar  

cobor´ pe pńm©nt ĺi-ar c©nta. din alńute  

aurii, strńlucitoare, mute. cń cerul s-ar umple cu flori, cń 

stelele  

s-ar legńna ´n copaci, cń cerul s-ar scurge-n cascade, în 

mare.  

iar pe d©nsul vor lńsa d©re corńbii. cu p©nze,  

încńrcate cu mirodenii. cń orice vis s-ar putea împlini. orice 

vedenii.  

 

tot ce ĺtiu este cń fńrń mine lumea ar fi mai bunń. cń soarele 

n-ar mai  

apune, cń n-ar mai fi lunń. doar dumnezeu ar umbla din 

casń ´n casń,  

întrebând ce s-a ales de lumea lui, pe care-o crezuse 

frumoasń.  

 all i know is that the world would be perfect without me. 

despair  

would be gone. the sun would never set for you. that angels 

would  

come down to earth and sing. their lutes  

golden, bright, soundless.  the air would drown in flowers, the 

stars  

hang from the trees, the sky would tumble in cascades, into the 

sea.  

ships would furrow it. sailing ships  

loaded with spices. any dream could come true. any delusion.  

 

 

all i know is the world would be better without me. the sun 

would  

never set, there would never be moonlight. god would go from 

house  

to house, alone, asking what became of his splendid world.  
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ĺi chiar fusese aĺa, p©nń la mine. p©nń c©nd m-am nńscut ĺi 

viitorul  

s-a prefńcut ´n vechime. ĺi m©ine ´n ieri. pe unde nu mai e 

nimeni, ĺi  

nicńieri. tot ce am ´nŤeles este cń fńrń mine lumea ar fi 

minunatń.  

ca o rugńciune rostitń de la sf©rĺit la-nceput. rństurnatń.  

 

într -o limbń inexistentń, melodioasń. ´ntr-o limbń din care  

nimeni n -ar mai ajunge acasń.  

 

 

splendid it had be en, till i came along. when i was born, the 

future  

became the past. tomorrow turned into yesterday, in a deserted 

place  

that is nowhere. all i know is that the world would be wondrous  

without me. like a prayer recited from the end  

to the beginning. backwards.  

 

in a melodious language never invented. a language from which  

we could never come home. 
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Daniel Bńnulescu  
(b. 1960) 

 

Strada Cńderea Bastiliei 19. Mansardń. CńmńruŤa 

numńrul 4 

 

 Cubby 4, Attic, 19 The Fall of the Bastille Street  

 

Tu nu eĺti nici proastń nici surdń 

Dar nici de cine ĺtie ce calitate 

Tu te urci ´ncńlŤatń ĺi udń 

Pe buletinul meu de identitate  

 

Ĺi tinzi sń-mi deteriorezi documentul  

ċmprńĺtiind c©te-o picńturń de apń de s©n 

Pe poza mea data de naĺtere 

Pe fila cu naŤionalitatea mea de român 

 

Tu n-ai nici mamń nici tatń 

Decât ñ cńzut l©ngń pat ñ un foarte lung jurnal tńntńlńu 

Caracterul meu mizerabil  

ċĺi trage vigoarea de la subŤioara piciorului tńu 

 

 You are neither deaf nor daft 

Though maybe not the full twelve pence  

You step on my identity card  

When your shoes are soaking wet 

 

And you almost ruin my ID document  

With water dripping from your breast  

Dropped on my photo, my date of birth  

Right where òRomanianó is evidenced 

 

You have no mother no father 

Just a very long silly diary ñ fallen by your bed ñ 

My miserable nature  

Feeds on the armpit of your leg 
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Tu n-ai altń noimń 

Decât uneori seara când m-aĺtepŤi pe scńri ´mbrńcatń 

Doar ´n apń 

De la douń cńni pe jumńtate umplute cu apń 

 

You have no purpose 

Except on those evenings when you wait on the stairs dressed 

In water and nothing else  

Just water, two and a half cups  
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ăPrinŤesńó am spus 

 

 ôPrincessõ I said 

 

ăFemeia din pat pńrea limba de c©ine pofticioasń a 

bńrbatuluió Ťi-am spus 

Dupń ce am ajuns acasń 

Ĺi am pregńtit ´mpreunń senzualii cartofi prńjiŤi 

 

Iar noaptea punându-mi eu urechea pe p©ntecul tńu 

Am auzit cum m©ncarea ´ndrńgostitń 

Loveĺte ´ncet ñ ´ncet cu picioruĺele 

 

òPrinŤesńó am spus 

Ĺi ´nńlŤ©nd glasul am pl©ns cu amar 

 

 ôThe woman in bed resembled a manõs greedy dog-like  

tongueõ I told you 

When I got back home 

And together we made sensuous fried potatoes 

 

And at night, my ear pressed to your womb,  

I heard food in love  

Kick gently gently with its little feet  

 

ôPrincessõ I said 

And I cried loudly, bitterly  
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Peter Sragher  
(b. 1960) 

 

piatra funerarń 

 

 tombstone  

n-a putut  

 niciodatń 

sń-i acopere de moarte 

trupul  

 

piatra funerarń rńm©ne  

´mpuŤinatń de suflet 

mereu deschisń  

cu destinul neîmplinit  

 

piatra funerarń este  

fńrń sń-ĺi fi  

 gńsit locul 

 

piatra funerarń 

albń 

 he has never been  

                           able 

to shield his body from  

death 

 

the tombstone  

deprived of soul  

is open always 

fate unfulfilled  

 

the tombstone is 

has not found its 

                      place 

  

the tombstone 

white  
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grea 

pluteĺte 

deasupra trupului sńu 

 fńrń viaŤń 

pluteĺte 

deasupra pńm©ntului 

 uĺor ĺi gol 

 

ĺi astńzi 

ani de zile dupń 

moartea lui  

ochii sńi tot mai privesc  

 norii  

ca ĺi c©nd  

´ntre trupul sńu 

ĺi timp 

n-ar fi nimic  

heavy 

floats 

above his lifeless  

                   body 

floats  

above earth 

 light and empty  

 

and today 

years later 

his death 

his eyes still see 

                        clouds 

as if 

between his body 

and time 

there were nothing  
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glonŤul ´ndrńgostit 

 

 bullet in love  

 

lui adrian costea 

 

puĺca e casa mea 

 primitoa re 

din Ťeava prin care fug 

ca uns ´n fiecare dimineaŤń 

iubesc chipurile  

 nevinovate 

nu ĺtiu de ce oamenii 

se tem de mine pentru cń 

sunt singurul care 

ĺtiu sń le iubesc  

 trupurile  

p©nń la moarte 

 

c©nd apńs pe 

 trńgaci 

totul e numai o pustiitoare  

dragoste 

 to adrian costea 

 

the gun is my welcom ing 

  home 

from the barrel which I leave  

swiftly every morning  

I love the innocent  

faces 

I have no idea why people 

fear me since 

I am the only one who 

can love their  

  bodies 

to death 

  

when I press 

 the trigger  

everything is  devastating 

love 
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 de oameni 

sń le simt parfumul fierbinte 

sń le ating pielea catifelatń 

sń le iscodesc 

 gândul  

eu  

glonŤul 

mereu rece 

  rigid  

   urât mirositor  

hulit de -o lume ´ntreagń 

cred cń apńs pe  

trńgaci de 

 teamń 

pac  

m-am aruncat prin Ťeavń 

ca o clipń 

 ard 

bummm  

sunt una cu omul  

moartea noastrń 

 of people 

 I feel their warm perfume  

I touch their velvet skin  

I find their  

 thoughts 

me 

the bullet  

always cold 

 rigid  

     foul smelling  

hated by everyone 

I think I pr ess  

the trigger  

   in fear 

bang 

Iõve plunged down the barrel 

I burn  

 like a brief moment  

baaang 

I am at one with the man 

our death 
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e poate 

 sacrificiul suprem  

may be 

  the supreme sacrifice 

 

 
René Magritte: The Raw Nerve 
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Horia Gârbea  
(b. 1960) 

 

cinematograf de campanie  

 

 field  cinema 

 

mai rńmânea distanŤa 

tot ca un fel de iubire 

paĺi mici pe coridoarele primńverii 

 

n-am vńzut niciodatń 

cum ´nfloreĺte arborele de cafea 

ñ regrete bizare ñ  

pun filmul trecerii tale  

printr -o staŤie de metrou 

telefoanele verzi 

cliĺeu citadin 

ĺi totuĺi frisonul 

cu care ard pozele inutile 

 

mai rńmânea distanŤa 

un film de dragoste  

 only distance was left 

like some kind of love  

small footsteps down spring corridors  

  

Iõve never seen 

the coffee tree bloom 

ñ odd regrets ñ 

I play the film of your passage  

through a subway station  

green phones 

cityscape 

and yet the quiver  

of useless photos burning 

  

only distance was left  

a love film  
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într -un cinematograf de campanie  in a field cinema 
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pretext   pretext  

 

sń fie o iarnń scurtń 

sń se rostogoleascń lumina 

pânń la marginea prńfuitń a gheŤii 

 

ce ar putea sń ne spunń 

despre o astfel de zi jucńtorul de biliard 

ar fi destul de crud cu amintirile lui  

pentru a o descrie întocmai? 

 

boschete egale în tot parcul  

multiplicatń aceeaĺi statuie 

 

va avea jucńtorul de biliard  

curajul sń ne povesteascń toate acestea? 

 

poemul s-ar putea încheia chiar aici 

lângń hangarul cu bńrci 

ca ĺi cum urmele vechi din zńpadń 

s-ar pierde deodatń 

 a short winter, letõs say 

light rolling  

to the dusty edge of ice 

 

what could the billiard p layer 

tell us about such a day 

could he be cruel enough to his memories 

to describe it in detail? 

 

all over the park identical thickets  

replicate the same statue 

 

will the billiard player  

dare tell us about all this? 

 

the poem could end now 

near the boat shed 

as if old footsteps in the snow  

suddenly vanished  
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Mihail GńlńŤanu  
(b. 1963) 

 

Fiecare vers ne este dat ca o amânare a morŤii 

 

 Every Line Is Given to Us in order to Postpone D eath 

 

Fiecare vers ne este dat ca o amânare a morŤii 

Ca o micń recompensń sucitń pentru faptul cń vom muri 

Adicń vom plńti toate acestea 

Toate aceste versuri extravagante 

 

Vom plńti fiecare vers minunat din viaŤa noastrń 

Dupń cum vom plńti pentru fiecare femeie pe care am avut-o 

Pentru fiecare unghie a ei cât o monedń 

Care ni s-a ´ncleĺtat ´n carne 

ĺi chiar unghia va fi moneda 

dacń unghiile ei sidefii pot rńscumpńra viaŤa 

 

uneori ´mi ´nchipui fiecare aluniŤń mai ´nsemnatń 

a corpului ei ca pe un ban cafeniu 

ca pe un mic bńnuŤ cafeniu 

cu care plńteĺte toate pńcatele mele. 

 Every line is given to us in order to postpone death  

In small wry recompense for the fact that we shall die  

And pay for all this  

For all these extravagant lines 

 

We shall pay for every wonderful line in our lives  

As we shall pay for each woman weõve had 

For each of her nails growing in our flesh  

Weõll pay one coin 

the nail iteslf will be that coin  

in case her pearl nails can ransom life 

  

I sometimes imagine the more prominent moles  

on her body each as a brown coin 

a little brown coin  

which she uses to pay for all my sins. 
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ViaŤa mea se poartń tot mai fńrń mńnuĺi cu mine 

 

 My Life is Treating Me More and More Brutally  

 

ViaŤa mea se poartń tot mai fńrń mńnuĺi cu mine, 

m-a bńgat ´ntr-o dubiŤń ´n care 

´mi tot carń pumni ´n botul ´nsângerat. 

Mń confruntń cu fotografii mai vechi  

ĺi ´mi zice: 

deci aĺa vrei sń ajungi, idiotule, 

vrei sń regresezi spre naĺtere. Vrei sń intri  din nou ´n uteruõ 

mń-tii  

ĺi sń te naĺti din nou. 

Cine ĺtie ce fiarń o sń iasń, 

Ce pocitanie. Vrei sń fii iarńĺi copil, 

BaŤi câmpii cu vedeniile t ale. 

Bun, ĺi dupń asta? 

Crezi cń aĺa te vei salva? 

Crezi cń o sń-Ťi reuĺeascń figura asta mereu? 

 My life is treating me more and more brutally  

it has pushed me into a small van which  

keeps punching my bloodied nose. 

It compares me to older photos  

and says: 

so this is where you want to get to, you idiot,  

you want to go back to your birth. You want back in your 

motherõs uterus 

so you can be born again. 

Who knows what animal will come out,  

What ugly creature.  You want to be a child again, 

Youõre crazy, youõre seeing things. 

Fine, and then what? 

Do you think it will save you?  

Do you think it will work every time?  
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Robert Ĺerban  

(b. 1970) 

 

Nasturii de la cńmaĺń 

 

 Shirt Buttons  

 

poŤi sń-mi smulgi cu uĺurinŤń  

inima  

dar înainte va trebui  

sń-mi desfaci 

nasturii de la cńmaĺń 

 

 you can easily pluck 

my heart 

but you will have to  

unbutton my shirt  

first  
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Dumnezeu nu vorbeĺte cu nimeni  God Talks to No One  

 

de ceva vreme 

aud despre mine aceleaĺi poveĺti 

mai toate urâte mai toate triste 

ĺi mń bucur 

asta înseamnń cń tot ce am fńcut ´n ultimul timp 

e 

poate 

bun ĺi frumos 

adicń plictisitor 

ĺi cine-ar pierde vremea cu lucruri de -astea 

 

nu-mi fac s©nge rńu 

fiindcń aud cń Dumnezeu nu vorbeĺte cu nimeni 

despre nici unul dintre noi  

 for a while now  

I hear the same stories about myself 

all sad and ugly  

and I am glad 

it means that everything Iõve done lately 

is 

maybe 

good and beautiful  

meaning boring  

and whoõd waste time on this 

 

I wonõt worry 

since they say God talks to no one 

about any of us   
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Dan Mircea Cipariu  
(b. 1972) 

 

poemul matriŤń. din ce ´n ce mai mult ´n 

propria mea viaŤń 

 

 the matrix poem. closer and closer to my life  

 

viaŤa ´ntre codul de bare 

cartela sim 

telecomanda cu veĺti apocaliptice ĺi pornografii 

insuportabile  

 

viaŤa ´ntre mai multe echipe de filmare 

´ntre mai multe clipuri despre viitorul care sunń ´ntotdeauna 

bine 

 

viaŤa ´ntre calupuri de publicitate ĺi sondaje despre cum pot 

obŤine europenii  

orgasmul cosmic ĺi o monedń unicń tot mai profitabilń 

 

trńiesc din ce ´n ce mai mult ´n propria mea viaŤń 

 life among barcode 

sim card 

remote control with apocalyptic news and unbearable 

pornography  

  

life among several film crews  

among several commercials about the future which always 

sounds good 

 

life among advertisements and polls on how europeans can 

reach 

cosmic orgasm and ever more profitable common currency 

  

I live my own life more and more  
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într -o Ťarń interioarń  

´n care aĺteptarea ĺi singurńtatea ´mi dau bineŤe 

 

sper sń ajung ĺi eu pe Himalaya ĺi sń scriu: 

ăviaŤa n-are rost cu Coca-Cola!ó 

 

poemul matriŤń. final fericit 

 

ăpoezia a ajuns la sf©rĺitul ei!ó 

 

ăfilosofia a ajuns la sf©rĺitul ei!ó 

 

ăistoria a ajuns la sf©rĺitul ei!ó 

 

un zeu absent 

´mi biciuie trezirea ĺi spaimele ei 

 

arunc cuvintele ĺi biologiile lor ´n aer 

arunc telecomanda cu g©ndiri ĺi impulsuri primare 

 

 

inside an interior realm  

where I am greeted by waiting and loneliness  

 

I hope to reach the Himalayas too and write  

ôlife is no use with Coca-Cola!õ 

 

the matrix poem. happy ending  

 

ôpoetry has come to an end!õ 

 

ôphilosophy has come to an end!õ 

 

ôhistory has come to an end!õ 

 

an absent god 

is whipping me awake amidst anxieties  

 

I blast away their words and biology  

I blast away the remote control using primeval thoughts and 

impulses 

 



 
109 

 

 

ăsingurńtatea pune ´n miĺcare 

turbulenŤe 

ĺi ĺtiri!ó 

 

ăsingurńtatea aĺteaptń ´ntotdeauna un final fericit!ó  

ôsolitude animates 

turbulence 

and news!õ 

 

ôsolitude is always looking forward to a happy ending!õ 
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Alexandru Muĺina  
(1973-2013) 

 

Filosofii  

 

 Philosophies  

 

Acesta e micul nostru secret. Toatń lumea ´l ĺtie dar 

numai noi credem în el: manechinele au fost cândva oameni. 

Nu chiar ca noi, ci din plastic ĺi cauciuc. Se plimbau pe stradń, 

se duceau la coafor, salutau vecinii, ´ĺi duceau nepoŤii la 

grńdiniŤń, aplaudau pe la mitingurié ca omul! Pânń când 

Dactńr Nicu le-a spus: ăCe vń tot pierdeŤi vremea?! Nu vedeŤi 

cń oamenii-oameni vń exploateazń? De ce sń nu staŤi liniĺtiŤi, 

fiecare ´n colŤul lui de magazin, ĺi sń vń uitaŤi ´n zare? Voi 

aveŤi trupuri de filosof, contemplaŤia-i vocaŤia voastrń. Unii 

oameni vń maimuŤńresc. Degeaba, cń nu le iese, v-o spun eu, 

dactńr Nicu.ó 

 Cele mai frumoase femei, cei mai frumoĺi bńrbaŤi ĺi 

copii. Cu toŤii privesc fix, la ceva ce noi nu vom vedea 

niciodatń. 

 

 This is our little secret. Everyone knows it but we are the 

only ones who believe it: mannequins were people once. Not 

exactly like us, just made of plastic and rubber. They walked 

down the streets, went to the hairdresserõs, greeted neighbours, 

took grandchildern to the Kindergarten, applauded at 

meetings... the usual! Till Doktor Nicu said:  ôWhy are you 

wasting time?! Canõt you see the human creatures are exploiting 

you? Why donõt you just sit and read the paper in your chair, in 

the shop? You have philosophical bodies, your calling is 

contemplation. Some humans mimic you. Itõs all in vain, they can 

never... trust me, trust Doktor Nicu.õ 

 The most beautiful women, the best looking men and 

children. They all stare at something weõll never see. 
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Dud u  Dudu  

 

Dudu s-a nńscut ´n tomberonul de lângń blocul P4, 

într -o pungń de plastic. Doarme ´n tomberon, mńnâncń ´n 

tomberon, se-mbracń din tomberon ĺi aĺa mai departe. 

E omul cel mai fericit, mereu cu zâmbetul pe faŤń. 

Salutń pe toatń lumea, dń tot timpul din capul lui mare ĺi zice 

ăSa-sa-lut! Ce-ce ma-mai fa-fa-fa-ceŤi?ó ăBine, ´i rńspundem 

noi, dar tu?ó ăCe-ce-ce sń fa-facé scé scé scriu po-poe-zii.ó 

Nimeni nu i le -a citit, ar fi ĺi greu, ar trebui sń intri, dupń el, 

´n tomberon ĺi sń scotoceĺti printre borcane goale, oase de 

peĺte, coji de bananń, pamperĺi ĺi o.b.-uri. Dudu -ĺi Ťine 

caietele chiar pe fundul tomberonului, nimeni nu poate sń 

ajungń la ele. 

             Dar Dudu e mulŤumit. Dacń stai sń-l asculŤi, ´Ťi 

povesteĺte cum o sń ia el premiul Nobel, cum o sń i se joace 

piesele la New-York ĺi cum o sń ajungń el la Hollywood, 

scenarist. 

Dureazń, ce-i drept, o jumńtate de zi, dar dupń aia 

viaŤa-Ťi pare mult mai frumoasń. Dudu-i mai tare ca orice 

psihanalist. Ĺi nici nu te costń nimic. 

 Dudu was born near the dustbin of the P4 block of 

flats, in a plastic bag. He sleeps in the dustbin, eats in the 

dustbin, gets dressed and so on in the dustbin. 

            He is the happiest man alive, always smiles. He greets 

everyone, keeps nodding his large head and says ôH-hi! H -

how are y-you?õ We reply, ôFine, and you?õ ôM-me t-too, Iõm 

wr -writing p -poems.õ No one has read them, and how could 

they, get into the dustbin with him, I mean, fumble among 

empty jars, fish bones, banana skins, pampers and tampons. 

Duduõs copybooks are at the bottom of the dustbin, no one 

can reach them.  

 

But Dudu is happy. If you stop to listen, he can tell 

you he will be awarded the Nobel Prize, his plays will be 

staged in New York and he will become a Hollywood script 

writer.  

It takes half a day, true, but after that life seems so 

much brighter. Dudu is better th an any psychoanalyst. And 

it will cost you nothing.  
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Porumbeii  
 

 Pigeons 

Vin ĺi ciugulesc aproape de mine 

la artezianń 

derbedeii copilńriei 

negri ĺi cenuĺii ochii lor 

s©nt Ťinte portocalii ´nfipte ´n cap 

au gâturile metalizate 

verde ĺi mov 

Unul dintre ei un mascul 

este pentru moment respins 

a tot gângurit  

s-a dat la ea 

        nu-i pasń 

daca aĺ fi el ĺi 

m-ar vedea altcineva 

aĺ fi fericit 

 

 They come and peck by my side 

at the fountain  

those childhood tramps  

their eyes are dark and grey 

with orange targets in their heads 

their necks are green and purple 

in metallic shades 

One of them, a male 

rejected for the moment 

has gurgled 

flirted with her  

 she canõt be bothered 

if I were in his place and 

someone saw me 

Iõd be happy 
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Dan Sociu  
(b. 1978) 

 

   

* 

într -o galaxie ´ndepńrtatń, cu milioane de ani ´n urmń,  

au fost zile de varń când, spre sfârĺitul lor, la ´ntoarcerea acasń,  

am fi putut sń rńmânem o familie t ânńrń, cu sare de mare ´n 

piele,  

viitorul intact ĺi nucleele atomilor ´n specia lor iniŤialń.  

o ploaie scurtń s-ar fi topit deasupra flńcńrilor,  

arcuindu -se peste autostradń, fńrń sń o atingń.  

o familie t ânńrń salvatń la timp de ruĺine ĺi dezolare.  

dar verile alea s-au terminat.  

acum n-ar fi decât un ocol furios,  

fńrń impact, printre umbre.  

* 

orele sunt acum din ce în ce mai scurte  

iar verile sunt mai scurte decât orele.  

 

în fiecare an, treci pe lângń alt soare. nu-i simŤi  

 * 

in a distant galaxy, millions of years ago, 

on summer days when, at dusk, we returned home, 

we could have stayed a young family, with sea salt on our skin,  

our future secure and the atomsõ nuclei in thier rightful species. 

a short rainfall would have melted above the flames,  

rainbow over the motorway, not touching it.  

a young family protected in time from shame and desolation.  

but those summers are over. 

to revisit would on ly be an angry detour, 

changing nothing, amongst the shades. 

 

* 

the hours are becoming shorter, so much shorter 

and the summers becoming shorter than the hours. 

 

we pass a different sun each year. we donõt feel 
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cńldura, simŤi doar ´ngheŤul, când dispare.  

 

lumina vine ĺi pleacń, fńrń sń aducń,  

sń ducń sau sń lase vreo urmń.  

 

cineva din trecut de care erai legat prin  

magie ĺtia sń facń mult farmec ´n jur.  

 

dupń ce ai rupt legńturile, nu mai ĺtie  

ĺi farmecul Ťi-a rńmas Ťie, ´n trecut.  

 

* 

pe undeva la un capńt, lumea asta  

care se zgâlŤâie se Ťine bine ´ntr-o branulń. ĺi seringi,  

multe seringi sń fixeze. pe un hol infectat, ´ntr-o sńliŤń murdarń. 

când s-a terminat pentru el, m -a uitat pe loc,  

dar faŤa lui continuń sń creascń peste a mea. când o sń se 

termine  

ĺi cu ea, o sń mń uite pe loc. bacteriile o sń-i mńnânce trńsńturile,  

dar modelul o sń-ĺi continue programul. ĺi micuŤa genń letalń  

o sń alunece mai departe, intactń, ca o bńrcuŤń binecuvântatń.  

its heat, just cold, when it vanishes. 

 

light  comes and goes, it brings nothing, 

takes nothing, leaves no trace. 

 

the man in your past you were connected to by 

magic, he could work wonders around him.  

 

since you lost him, he has no more 

magic, it is yours alone and in your past.  

 

* 

somewhere at some end, this world  

thatõs shaking is holding fast to a catheter, and syringes, 

many syringes pinning it down. in an infected hallway, a dirty 

little room.  

when for him it was all over, he forgot me at once,  

but his face keeps growing over mine, when that is 

over, he will forget me at once. bacteria will eat his shape, 

but his pattern will go as planned. and the little lethal gene  

will slip further, intact, like a blessed little boat.  
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faŤa lui ĺi a ei se-amestecń pe mine ´ntruna, mi-e rńu. alerg  

pe lângń lac, mń brutalizez sń Ťin hormonul fericirii la suprafaŤń.  

 

pe malul celńlalt sunt noile blocuri, noile medii de culturń  

pentru creĺterea ĺi dezolarea noilor familii tinere. acolo e 

trecutul  

cel mai frumos ĺi primele veri, radioactivele. ziua se sfârĺeĺte  

pentru cei vii, luminile se aprind pe marginea la cului,  

insectele se strâng în jurul becurilor  

ca ´n jurul unor ovule fierbinŤi. 

his and her face keep mingling in me, Iõm sick. I run 

by the lake, force myself to keep the hormone of happiness 

afloat. 

on the other side there are new blocks, new culture media 

for the growth and desolation of new young families. there we 

find the most  

beautiful past and the first radioactive summers. day ends  

for the living, li ghts come on at the lakeside, 

insects swarm around the bulbs 

as though they were round hot ovules.  
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Domnica Drumea  
(b. 1979) 

 

cu sau fńrń 

 

 with or without  

 

´mi imaginez oraĺul lui liviu 

din care pornesc mai multe ĺosele 

ruptura de mesaj 

despre care vorbeai 

ĺi mń ´ntreb dacń ai fńcut-o cu sau fńrń 

dacń ´n mirosul de cartofi prńjiŤi 

se pot întâmpla lucruri  

calde ĺi alunecoase 

ca dragostea 

care de fapt 

e atât de aproape 

ca mine 

cu fruntea lipitń de geam 

trebuie doar 

sń mń ´ntorc spre fetiŤa mea 

ĺi sń-i zâmbesc 

 I imagine Liviuõs city 

from where highways start  

the broken message 

you mentioned  

and I wonder whether or not you did  

whether in the fried potato smell  

warm slippery  

things like  

love 

can happen 

actually  

itõs so close 

like my  

forehead against the window pane  

I can simply  

turn to my little girl  
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delicat 

dacń nu vorbesc acum cu cineva 

dacń nu ies acum 

pe stradń sń-mi lipesc 

corpul de al lui  

sń-l sńrut delicat pe gât 

sń mergem undeva 

undeva sń dansńm 

dacń nu 

and smile 

gently  

unless I am now talking t o someone 

going out  

into the street pressing my 

body against his 

gently kissing his neck 

letõs go somewhere  

and dance 

unless... 
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Linda Maria Baros  
(b. 1981) 

Q.H.S.  

(Cartier de maximń siguranŤń) 

 

 Q.H.S.*  

(High Security Ward)  

 

Sunt zile în care ai vrea sń-Ťi faci loc  

            pe marginea ferestrei, sń te plimbi liniĺtit,  

            cu ochii ´nchiĺi, ca pe un pod hipnotic, 

  ca pe marginea unei tńceri ad©nci. 

(De jos, te priveĺte doar vidul, ´nńlŤimea lui.) 

 

Ca ĺi cum ai fi altcineva,  

             cu picioarele scńpate p©nń la genunchi 

                                                 într -o tńcere ad©ncń, 

             cineva care s-ar plimba liniĺtit pe acolo. 

O clipń doar, 

             fiindcń aerul zńbrelit ´n fereastrń te dń la o parte, 

  ca-n puĺcńriile de maximń siguranŤń.  

 

Ĺi camera te resoarbe ´n ea. 

 

 Some days youõd like to make a place for yourself 

             on the window sill, walk at peace,  

             eyes closed, as though crossing a hypnotic bridge,  

   as though at the edge of a deep silence. 

(Below, emptiness, its full height looking up at you.)  

  

As though you were someone else, 

             feet slipping to the knee 

                                      into deep silence, 

             someone walking at peace. 

For just a moment, 

             because air is a latticed window, it pushes you aside, 

  itõs just like high security ward s. 

 

And the room sucks you back in. 
* Q.H.S. ñ Quartier de Haute Sécurité 
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SDF 

 

 SDF* 

Stau pe br©nci bńtr©nii, marii copii ai oraĺului,  

intrń-n casele lor de carton de pe trotuare,  

se foiesc acolo,  

ca ĺi cum ĺi-ar face loc de pe-acum ´n pńm©nt. 

Se t©rńsc pe c©te-o gurń de canal aburindń 

(aĺa stabilesc ei mai bine legńtura cu ad©ncul), 

 ca niĺte gńini uriaĺe,  

care-ĺi clocesc florile, mucegaiul. 

 

Stau pe br©nci marii, bńtr©nii copii ai oraĺului  

ĺi scuipń-n whitmanul strńzii ca-n supń. 

 

Dumnezeul canalelor, 

ca pe niĺte ´ngeri, ´i ´nvńluie cu grijń ´ntr-un nor. 

 

 They are lying down, the old, the big children of the city,  

they go into their card board boxes on sidewalks, 

they move about in there, 

as if they were already preparing their place in the ground.  

They crawl down some steaming canal  

(this is how they keep in touch with the world below),  

 like huge hens, 

sitting on their flowers and mould . 

 

They are lying down, th ose old, big children of the city,  

and they spit on whitman streets, as one might  spit in soup.  

 

The god of canals 

wraps them carefully in a cloud, like angels.  
* Sans Domicile Fixe 
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Elena Vlńdńreanu  
(b. 1981) 

 

I Am Not a P lastic Bag 

 

 I Am Not a Plastic Bag  

 

V©nzńtoarea de la supermarket mń priveĺte chior©ĺ de c©te ori 

´i spun sń nu ´mi mai dea pungń.  

Nu vreau pungń. ċncerc sń o spun c©t mai bl©nd cu putinŤń, 

nu cumva sń se simtń jignitń. O spun ´ncerc©nd sń z©mbesc 

sau prefńc©ndu-mń cń ństa este cel mai firesc lucru din lume. 

Nu vreau pungń. Nu-mi iese. Vreau sń fiu eco ĺi nu-mi iese. 

V©nzńtoarea ´mi ´ndeasń fileul de cod pane, salata energeticń 

ĺi cele 200 g de mńsline naturale ´ntr-o pungń albń cu roĺu  

ċn care aĺ putea sń-mi v©r capul ĺi sń-i înnod toartele în jurul 

gâtului  

ċn care cei 0,009 copii ai noĺtri ar putea muri asfixiaŤi 

Care, ´n cel mai fericit caz, cńlńtoreĺte spre oceanul pacific 

unde se adaugń insulei de plastic. Contribui zilnic cu cel puŤin 

o pungń  

la distrugerea planetei.  

Toatń lumea ĺtie cń ´nainte de revoluŤie ´n rom©nia nu exista 

 The supermarket girl scowls whenever I tell her I donõt need 

a bag. 

I need no bag. I try to say it as gently as I can, trying not to 

offend her. I say it with a smile or pretending innocent, as 

though itõs the natural thing to say. 

I need no bag. It wonõt work. I want to do my ecological bit 

but it doesnõt work. The girl crams my breaded cod fillets, 

my energy salad and 200g of organic olives into a white and 

red bag 

I could put my head in it and tie its handles round my neck  

Our 0.009 kids could suffocate to death in it 

At best, it travels to the pacific and joins the plastic island 

there. I contribute one bag daily  

to the destruction of the planet.  

Everyone knows that before the revolution there was no 

green concern in romania, no gays, no aids. 
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ecologie, la fel cum nu existau homosexuali ĺi nici sida. 

ViaŤa mea este plinń de pungi de plastic, de tone de h©rtie, 

peturi, sticle, ordonate de-a lungul a doar 20 de ani.   

Ce fac cu ele? Unde este colŤul meu verde? C©t la sutń din 

viaŤa mea este limpede ĺi bio? 

Visez la un mod de viaŤń c©t mai ecologic. Nu fumez, nu merg 

cu liftul, mi -am luat bicicletń.  

C©nd mń spńl pe dinŤi ´nchid robinetul.  

My life is full of plastic bags, to ns of paper, PET, bottles 

ordered over 20 years. 

What shall I do with them all? Where is my green corner? 

What percentage of my life is clear and environmentally 

sound? 

I dream of a bio-friendly way of life. I donõt smoke, I donõt 

use the elevator, Iõve bought a bike. 

When I brush my teeth I turn the tap off.  
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fat   fat  

 

obezitatea contribuie la ´ncńlzirea globalń. 

´ncńlzirea globalń contribuie la creĺterea numńrului de calculi 

renali. 

lumea nu are nevoie de voi! 

obezul consumń mai multń m©ncare ĺi mai mult combustibil 

pentru a se deplasa 

dec©t o fiinŤń umanń. 

obezul necesitń 2960 de calorii, cu 18% mai mult 

dec©t o fiinŤń umanń, 

pentru a avea un nivel acceptabil de energie. 

pentru a-ĺi duce la ´ndeplinire activitńŤile cotidiene. 

ăHello everybody. My name is Amy. I am ver y fató. 

ăHello Amy!ó 

sń-i exportńm pe toŤi. 

chiar dacń pentru asta ar trebui sacrificat teritoriul unui continent.   

ce ne dń nouń obezul? 

sńrńcie. maimultńhranńmaimultńbalegń. 

numaiamaer. gazedeserń. nupotsńmergpejos. 

´nghesuialń. angoasńladistribuirealocurilor´navion.  

 obesity increases global warming. 

global warming increases the number of kidney stones. 

the world does not need you!  

 

the obese need more food and fuel to walk  

than a human. 

 

the obese need 2,960 calories, 18% more 

than a human 

to have a decent level of energy. 

to carry out their daily routine.  

ôHi everyone. My name is Amy. I am very fat.õ 

ôHi Amy!õ 

letõs deport them all.  

even if we have to sacrifice an entire continent for that. 

what do the obese produce? 

poverty. morefoodmoremanure.  

ihavenoair. greenhouseeffect. icantwalk.  

crowds. anxietywhilegivingoutplaneseats.  
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maimulŤicalculirenali. topireagheŤarilor.  

crizaeconomicńmondialń. 

 

obezitatea este afecŤiunea secolului.  

cine doreĺte sń trńiascń printre at©Ťia bol©nzi.  

cine are curaj sń-ĺi lase copilul ´n preajma lor.  

morekidneystones. icebergmelting. 

economicworldcrisis.  

 

obesity is this centuryõs disease. 

who wants to live among so many madmen.  

who dares leave a child around them. 
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Claudiu Komartin  
(b. 1983) 

 

iubesc acel oraĺ 

 

 i love that city  

 

aĺ vrea ca dimineaŤa asta sń aibń m©inile tale 

 pentru cń noaptea a fost ad©ncń ĺi rece 

 òad©ncń ĺi receó, am putea spune 

  

ca o gurń de filosof 

rńtńcitń printre file 

întunecate 

 

aĺ vrea ca dimineaŤa asta sń aibń spatele tńu: 

talger acoperit de o piele trandafirie,  

sub care pulseazń aĺtrii prietenoĺi 

 

iubesc acel oraĺ ´ndepńrtat 

în care au botezat lumina 

bl©ndń a ´nserńrii 

cu numele tńu. 

 i wish morning had your hands  

since the night was deep and cold 

ôdeep and cold,õ we can say  

  

like a philosopherõs mouth 

lost among dark 

pages 

 

i wish morning had your back:  

platter wrapped in pink skin,  

under which friendly stars throb  

 

i love that distant city  

where they gave your name 

to the gentle 

evening light.  
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La debarcader  On the Wharf  

 
The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint, 

or the childõs boat luffs in the same dry chop, 

and we are where we were. We were! 

    (Robert Lowell, The Lesson) 

  

Când se-nsereazń, copiii ´ncń mai r©d, stropindu-se cu apń 

sub privirile pierdut e ´n depńrtare ale bunicilor. 

Ceva se strecoarń printre lucruri, ceva ar vrea sń se joace 

cu m©inile tale, dar se lasń furat de apń, 

copaci ĺi frunze ´nvńluite de lumina complice. 

 

La doar c©Ťiva paĺi, zidurile zdrelite par sń le semene 

bńtr©nilor rńbdńtori, 

Ťin©ndu-ĺi ´n foĺnetul bl©nd al dupń-amiezei 

lecŤia de liniĺte. 

 

Razele sunt niĺte cńlńuze vioaie 

pe malul îmbrobonat de sclipiri ñ te bucuri ĺi alergi 

cu genunchii juliŤi cńtre chioĺcul cu sucuri, 

´mbrńŤiĺ©nd forme ĺi voci, ´nghiŤind lacom 

 The green leaf cushions the same dry footprint, 

or the childõs boat luffs in the same dry chop, 

and we are where we were. We were! 

    (Robert Lowell, The Lesson) 

 

At dusk, children are still laughing, splashing in water  

watched by grandparents who gaze into the distance. 

Something steals in among objects, would like to play 

with your hands, but water, trees  

and leaves, lost in friendly light, steal it away.  

 

A few steps away, decrepit walls resemble 

patient old men,  

during a lesson of silence 

in the gentle rustle of the afternoon. 

 

Rays are sprightly guides 

on the twinkling bank ñ you rejoice and run 

to the juice kiosk, with scratched knees,   

embracing shapes and voices, greedily swallowing 
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culorile rńsfrânte în undele apei. Chipuri voioase 

p©lp©ie ´ncń o clipń la debarcader, ca lampioanele chinezeĺti 

aprinse pentru aceastń sńrbńtoare a serenitńŤii. 

 

the colours mirrored in the rippling water. Happy faces  

glimmer shortly on the wharf, like Chinese lanterns  

lit for this festival of serenity.   
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