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The Scheherazades of Transition   Ĺeherezadele tranziŤiei 

   

   

Communism in Romania was dead and gone about 

25 years ago, plus or minus. For communism never dies in 

a day. If it ever dies... We can safely talk about a new 

generation of poets, young, uninhibited, free from 

censorship of any kindñof the communist one, but not 

only. As far as poetry is concerned, Romania has crossed 

the desert, and has reached what the legend calls the 

 Rom©nia nu mai este comunistń de vreo 25 de 

ani, aproximativ. Comunismul, ´nsńñdacń moareñnu 

moare dintr -odatń. A apńrut o generaŤie nouń de poeŤi, 

tineri, dezinvolŤi, liberi de cenzura de toate felurileñ

comunistń ĺi nu numai. ċn ceea ce priveĺte poezia, 

Rom©nia a terminat de traversat deĺertul, ĺi a ajuns, 

într -un fel, la ţara FńgńduinŤei. Dar antologia noastrń 



 

Promised Land. This anthology is not concerned with  how 

the young poets feel in their Brave New World.  

Contemporary Literature Press is publishing  Poesis, 

the 2015 Poetry Anthology of the Romanian Writersõ 

Union, in the hope of offering readers an image of the 

quarter of the century that has elapsed. It will appeal to all 

those interested in the 1001 ways in which Romania has 

changedñbecause Romanian minds have changed indeed. 

Poesis is an X-ray of that change. The 31 poets chosen by 

the Romanian Writersõ Union are the scheherazades of 

transition.  

Most of the poems in this bookñpublished as 

parallel textsñhave been translated into English by an 

Anglo -American writer,  Leah Fritz, and a Romanian one, 

Lidia Vianu. Some were written in English from  the star t: 

this was the case with Romanian poets lately.  

Each and every poem is, to quote Matei Viĺniec, ôa 

shrug to eternityõ.  

Read Poesis as a possible key to understanding 

where Romania is coming from, and how History has been 

treating her. Poets may qualify as guides, if we are to 

believe Ioan Es Pop when he writes here: ôHistory is the 

poem of the victors. Poetry is the story of the vanquished.õ 

 

nu se ocupń de ce fac azi poeŤii tineri ´n Minunata lor 

Lume Nouń. 

Contemporary Literature Press publicń volumul 

Poesis, Antologia de poezie a Uniunii Scriitorilor din 

Rom©nia pentru anul 2015, ´n dorinŤa de a oferi o 

imagine a acestui sfert de secol care tocmai s-a scurs. El 

cuprinde cele 1001 de lucruri care s-au schimbat în 

Româniañpentru cń ´nŤelegerea românilor s-a 

modificat, cu siguranŤń. Poesis este o radiografie a 

schimbńrii. Cei 31 de poeŤi aleĺi de Uniunea Scriitorilor 

sunt chiar ĺeherezadele tranziŤiei. 

Majoritatea poemelor care apar ´n aceastń carte 

sunt texte paralele. Ele au fost traduse de Leah Fritz, 

scriitoare anglo-americanń, ĺi de Lidia Vianu, scriitoare 

din România. Câteva au fost scrise direct în limba 

englezń, lucru care se ´nt©mplń din ce ´n ce mai des la 

poeŤii rom©ni de la o vreme ´ncoace.  

Poemele acestea sunt o ăveĺnicń ridicare din 

umerió, cum zice Matei Viĺniec. 

CitiŤi Poesis, dacń vreŤi sń ´nŤelegeŤi Rom©nia ĺi 

relaŤia ei cu istoria. PoeŤii sunt cele mai bune cńlńuze, 

pentru cń, aĺa cum ne spune Ioan Es Pop, ăistoria este 

poezia ´nvingńtorilor, iar poeziañistoria celor ´nvinĺi.ó 

 

  Lidia Vianu  
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Nora Iuga  

(born 4 January 1931) 

 

viena despńducherii noastre delousing in vienna   

  

la trei dimineaŤa 

ferestrele vienei 

ĺi luna cu falca umflatń 

iese din pub-ul de peste drum 

nedormit eĺti tu creiere 

o monedń caldń cade 

din mńnuĺń pe ghiĺeu 

marĺ de-aici zice banca AUSTRIA 

miroĺi ur©t ele deja ciripesc 

´n copaci cum sń dormi 

vin mereu regimentele  

din legiunea strńinń 

o mânń scarpinń roata vagonului 

cautń trenul de pńduchi 

casc mńsor drumul 

itõs 3 a.m. and through  

Viennaõs windows  

the moon with a swollen jaw  

leaves the pub across the road  

as my insomniac brain falls 

from a glove onto the counter  

get out of here says the bank of AUSTRIA 

you stink and the birds have already begun to chirp 

up there in the trees 

sleep if you can  

regiments from the foreign legion  

are still arriving while a hand  

rubs itself on the carriage of the train 

hoping to delouse it  

i yawn staring at the road  
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de la sudbahnhof la arsenal 

mń ´nvelesc cu o zi cenuĺie ĺi rece 

ĺi iar a cńzut o rufń 

de pe balcon 

 

from sudbanhof  to the arsenal 

wrap myself in the cold grey day  

observe that something newly washed  

has fallen from the balcony again. 

 

  

am stat la intersecŤia curentului i stood in a draft at the crossroads  

  

sigur ĺi laptele s-a acrit 

mi -au plńcut invalizii genunchii 

juliŤi mâncńrurile alterate 

am stat la intersecŤia curentului 

ĺi m-am jucat de-a codul roĺu 

visam sń confecŤionez o umbrelń de soare 

n-am nevoie de plasń la saltul mortal 

doar de-un ochi de cortinń 

sń-mi vńd spectatorul 

the milk has soured and the food gone stale  

but the invalids admire my  

bruised knees 

in a draft at the crossroads i signalled code red 

dreaming of making a parasol  

needing no net for a somersault 

just a hole in the curtain to see 

whoõs watching me 

  

marii patrupezi ai istoriei  historyõs great quadrupeds  

  

la fel cu vrńbiile ĺi armatele 

de apń ĺi de uscat sńreau ĺotronul 

like sparrows  

armies on sea and land played hopscotch while soldiers in 
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un detaĺament de scńrpinat în urechi 

celńlalt la ´ntretńierea drumurilor comerciale 

doi cocost©rci rupeau un peĺte ´n porŤii egale 

rupeau ĺi edictul din nantes ĺi papirusul 

cu fotografii de familie ale marilor  

patrupezi ai istoriei  

doar ai p©lp©it ĺi tu sus jos 

sus jos ai vńzut ĺi tu 

nufńrul ´n nara porcului 

dar nu mai ĺtii dacń aveai bagaj 

nici dacń erai cu adevńrat 

one detachment  

scratched their ears and stayed  

where trade routes intersect 

two storks tore a fish for equal shares 

as well as the edict of nantes and a papyrus 

with photos of history õs great quadrupeds en famille  

you too have flickered up and down  

up and down have seen 

the lotus in the pigõs nostril 

but forgotten if you had any luggage  

or really existed 

  

vorbea cu pńm©ntul he was talking to the ground  

  

guri rństurnate 

din care se scurge uleiul  

almosnino mi -a spus cń numele lui 

seamńnń cu un mńslin 

ĺi-a pus faŤa cu gura ôn jos  

sń nu se vadń cń pl©nge 

vorbea cu pńm©ntul ĺtii 

mń g©ndeam sń-Ťi desenez 

mouths toppled over  

oil dripping out  

almosnino told me his name 

was like an olive tree 

he placed his mouth upside down  

so one couldnõt tell he was crying  

he was talking to the ground you know  

I wanted to take a stick  
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cu un bńŤ doi ochi 

ĺi mńcar o ureche 

sunt la viena 

mń auzi? 

 nu la noi se foreazń 

canalul e-aproape ĺi vocea ta 

e luatń de apń 

and draw two eyes  

and at least one ear 

Iõm in vienna  

can you hear me? 

          no they are drilling here  

the canal is close by and your voice 

is washed away by water 

  

numai fantomele Ťin acoperiĺul only ghosts hold the roof  

  

vreau sń mai vńd umbra fetiŤei pe b©rnń 

vreau sń mai aud r©sul tńu printre cruci 

ĺi-o tablń a cńzut f©lf©ind din aripi 

parc-a înfipt un copil briceagul  

´n carnea mesteacńnului 

 

abia se nńscuse copacul 

ĺi fetiŤa-i turna lapte la rńdńcinń 

zilnic un castronaĺ Ťinea ochii ´nchiĺi 

ea credea cń-i pisoi mi -a zis ĺi redactorul 

cń orice vers e haotic ĺi cń numai fantomele 

Ťin acoperiĺul pe palme acum ´nŤelegi 

i want to see the shadow of the little girl  

on that beam again 

i want to hear your laughter  

again among the crosses 

a sheet of metal fell flapping its wings  

as if a child with a pocket knife  

had stabbed the birch treeõs flesh 

 

a newborn tree it was  

the little girl poured milk  

into its roots a bowl a day  

its eyes shut tight the editor explained  
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de ce trebuie sń ´ntoarcem acul pńm©ntului  

 

eu plec peste o lunń ôn sahara 

departe de crima asta perfectń 

o nuntń de-argint ĺi dincolo de gard  

argilń nisip degete 

scriu 

she really thought it was a kitten  

any line in a poem is chaotic  

and only ghosts 

hold a roof in the palms of their hands  

so now you see  

why we  

must turn  

the needle of the earth 

 

iõm off to the Sahara for a month  

far away from this perfect crime  

a silver wedding on the other side of the fence 

clay sand fingers  

 I write  
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Dumitru  GhiaŤń: Zi de sńrbńtoare 
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Ovidiu Genaru  

(born 10 November 1934) 

 

Anchetarea unei lacrimi  Cross-Examining a Tear  

  

I s-a cerut sń se legitimeze; nu avea acte. 

A fost ´ntrebatń cu ce a greĺit 

ĺi ea a ridicat din umeri. 

ăRecunoaĺte cń trńieĺti ´n concubinaj cu diverĺi 

indivizió, a Ťipat procurorul, 

ăProvii din r©s sau din pl©ns?ó 

ăNu-mi cunosc pńrinŤiió a rńspuns Lacrima. 

ăċnnoptezi ´n cartierele oraĺului ĺi nu eĺti 

´nregistratń ´n cartea de imobiló, a mormńit 

procurorul,  

ăLacrima, lacrima ĺi mai cum?ó 

ăNu sunt cńsńtoritńó, a rńspuns modest Lacrima, 

ăSunt disponibilńó. 

ăNumeĺte-Ťi unudoitrei martorió, o sfńtui 

     avocatul. 

They asked her to identify herself.  

 She had no papers. 

They asked what crime she had committed.  

 She just shrugged.  

ôYou live like a whore with anyone at all. Admit it! õ  

 the Attorney screamed.  

ôWere you born to laughter or tears?õ he asked. 

ôI donõt know,õ the Tear replied, ôwho m y parents were.õ  

ôYou spend your nights all over the city,õ 

he went on, ôbut are not registered  

anywhere as a tenant.  

Tear? Tear who?õ 

  ôI am not married,õ she said modestly. ôI am 

available.õ 

ôFind onetwothree witnesses,õ he offered. 
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ăNu pot sń mń apńr, sunt nevinovatńó. 

ăDe unde ai bani sń trńieĺti, eĺti at©t de elegantńó, 

a spus procurorul.  

ăDin Bucurie ĺi SuferinŤńó, a rńspuns Lacrima. 

ăS-o scoatem ´n afara fiinŤeió a hotńr©t judecńtorul. 

ăImposibiló, a rńspuns Lacrima. 

ăDacń tot te afli aici, te acuz din principiuó, 

a conchis procurorul.  

Atunci Lacrima a ´nceput sń pl©ngń. 

 ôSince I am innocent, I canõt defend myself.õ 

Finally he asked ôWho supports you? So elegantly?õ 

 ôJoy and Suffering,õ the Tear replied. 

ôWe must declare her a non-existent personõ  

the judge decided. ôThatõs impossible,õ said the Tear. 

 ôYou are accused on principleõ 

  the judge decreed. 

 

Then the Tear wept. 

  

Cine  Who  

  

Cine se teme de precipitaŤiile urii ĺi vai, ĺi-a uitat 

umbrela la ambasador, 

Cine de cńinŤa neprimitń, 

Cine se teme de gheara agitatorului, de prezicńtor, 

Cine se teme cń a ´nghiŤit o perlń suspectń, 

Cine de amplul miraj al nemuririi, de bufonul regelui,  

Cine se teme de pana de curent electric, 

de rugul laptelui proaspńt, 

de spńlńtoreasa de morŤi a clipei, cine 

de proprii lui paznici, de m©necile cńmńĺii 

Who is afraid of the torrents of hatred  

and who, oh dear, has left the umbrella  

at the ambassadorõs house? Whoõs afraid of rejected 

repentance, of the propagandistõs claws,  

of the soothsayer? Whoõs afraid they may 

have swallowed a wonky  pearl? who is frightened  

of immortality õs immense mirage,  

of the kingõs fool,  

of a power failure,  

of the woman whose breasts gush fresh milk  
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bńnuind ascuns ´n cutele albe mecanismul infernal,  

Acela existń aĺa cum l-a fńcut Dumnezeu 

ĺi rńm©ne url©nd ca sń afle. 

 

Crezi cń ar fi nimerit ca mama 

sń ne aducń speranŤa la vorbitor?  

as she cleans dead people  

and dead moments, and whoõs  

afraid of their own bodyguards, even  

the sleeves of their own shirts, suspecting  

an evil mechanism is concealed within  

its voluminous white folds?  

Those who lead life as God has made them  

will scream and scream until  

they understand.  

 

Do you think it would be a good idea for mother to bring 

along hope when she visits us in prison? 

  

Ultimul mohican liric  The Last Lyrical Mohican  

  

Fńrń sń ĺtie 

omul emite un crin cńlńtor peste veacuri. 

Astfel rana lui se vindecń. AbsenŤń care-l 

aĺteaptń, neant ospitalier. Rńtńcitorul 

se ´ntoarce mereu. Ajunsul pleacń din nou 

sń-ĺi caute rana fńrń de care nu poate trńi. 

Fie ĺi ´n zona crepuscularń a fermecńtorului 

Unconsciously man exhales  

a lily into time and heals his wound. Absence  

awaits him, a hospitable emptiness. The  

wanderer keeps returning,  

and then goes off again 

searching for the wound  

that keeps him aliveñanywhereñ  
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gri de Bacńu. Fie oriunde. Fie ĺi-n iad. 

Poezie cu lustru epoca ta a apus. 

Vrem scr©ĺnet de sticlń pisatń. Contestńm. 

Vrem nevrozele deriziunii. Iubiri gonflabile.  

Nu ĺtim ce anume. Dar vrem. 

 

Tu ai rńmas ultimul mohican liric. 

ċmbńtr©nim generaŤie calofilń. 

SperanŤa e ´n vidanjori. 

Noapte bunń. 

even in a charming grey town  

like Bacńu,  

at twilight. Anywhere. Even  

in hell.  

Glossy, shiny poetryñyour time is over.  

We want to hear the screech of glass being crushed. 

We object to the lyricism that tainted our lives.  

We want the neurosis of derision. 

Inflatable loves. 

Weõre not absolutely certain, but we think  

we know what we want.  

 

You are the last lyrical Mohican remaining.  

Calophilic generation, we grow old.  

The men who clean the privies are  

our only hope.  

 And now, goodnight.  
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