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 The evil   Rńul 
  

Grandpa, legs wide apart, dressed in his full regal uniform, tears  Rńscrńcńnat, bunicul, ´n uniformń regalń de galń, rupe 

another chunk from the mouldy polenta,  o nouń halcń din mńmńliga mucegńitń, o 

crumbles it and splits it among only he knows who ñ on the 

porch 

fńr©miἪeazń Ἠi o împarte numai el vede cui ñ pe 

prispa 

of the house, returned from the other world for  casei, ´ntors de pe lumea cealaltń pentru o 

an hour, tops: he feels no hunger, no thirst, no need for a woman orń, maximum: nu-i e foame, nu-i e sete, nici de femeie nu 

either, or tobacco, which is quite simte nevoia, nici de tutun, ceea ce e chiar 

odd, how cheap is life in the village he comes from... Good culmea, ce ieftinń e viaἪa în satul de unde vineé Bunń 

day, old man John, back again today? Passing by ziua, moἨ Ioane, te-ai întors Ἠi azi? Trece 

is the village madwoman: I  pe uliἪń nebuna satului: eu 

saw you first! First and last, woman. Howõs it going? te-am vńzut prima! Prima Ἠi ultima, f ń. Ce mai faci? 

Look, Iõm giving away to all and sundry,  Iaca, împart în stânga Ἠi în dreapta, 

almsgiving, for my folks have forgotten me. Donõt worry, Iõll  dau de pomanń, cń ai mei m-au uitat. Lasń, cń-Ἢi aprind  

light a candle for you, were the church open  eu o lum©nare, dacń o fi biserica deschisń 

at this houré How youõve been, Mary? My head hurts. Wonõt la ora astaé Tu ce mai faci, Mńrie? Mń doare capul. Nu-mi  

you cut under my tongue, old man John, bloodletting out  tai matale sub limbń, moἨ Ioane, sń-mi treacń 

the evil? 

 

rńul? 
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 I am an under  Sunt un sub 
  

Not taken to Holy Communion as a child ñ I have grown  Nedus la ´mpńrtńἨanie de mic ñ am crescut 

all by myself, disappointed, upset, sad, lost doar cu mine ´nsumi, dezamńgit, supńrat, trist, pierdut pe 

on a path that leads nowhere, o cale care n-are nici o legńturń, 

I do not look behind anymore, nor up, to seek help.  nu mń mai uit ´n urmń, nici ´n sus, sń cer ajutor. 

I wander aimlessly, no  Merg la ´nt©mplare, fńrń 

thoughts of rehabilitating myself in my own eyes, nothing  gânduri de reabilitare a mea în faἪa propriilor ochi, nu  

left to be done, I have grown old  mai e nimic de fńcut, am ´mbńtr©nit 

little by little, I have gone down, I am an under. încetul cu încetul, am coborât sub mine însumi, sunt un sub. 

It seems as if I have never been any different, Parcń nici n-aἨ fi fost vreodatń altul,  

as if I had never passed through here, where fires rise and pigs nici n-aἨ fi trecut pe aici, pe unde se înalἪń focuri Ħi se taie 

are slaughtered, before the winter feast. That at least. porcii, ´naintea sńrbńtorilor de iarnń. Mńcar at©t. 

I walk ahead, my head dropping down,  Merg înainte cu capul plecat, 

I write you in my blood, that is, in an endless dream, Iõve started îἪi scriu cu s©nge, adicń, ´ntr-un vis nesfârἨit, am început 

seeing black in front of my eyes, I stay hidden sń vńd negru ´n faἪa ochilor, stau ascuns 

now in the maize field on the skirts of the village, because acum ´n lanul de porumb de la marginea satului, cń 

another has shown up a apńrut iar unul 

  

within me who begs on his knees to be la mine ´nlńuntru care mń roagń ´n genunchi sń-l 

killed and calls to me: òYouõre gutless!ó omor Ἠi-mi strigń: ăN-ai curaj! 

òYouõre gutless!ó N-ai curaj!ó 
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 Sod this for a game of soldiers  Tu-i paѽtele mń-sii  

  

They gathered, at first, each with his own bullshit, at  S-au adunat, fiecare cu mizeriile lui, ini Ἢial, la 

the villageõs washing machine, by maἨina de spńlat a satului, pe 

the brook ñ by the laundry -stone, where they scrubbed, g©rlń ñ la vârtelniἪa de piatrń, cu gńuri, unde au frecat, 

wrung and left to dry the small print carpets,  au stors, au pus covoarele scrise mńrunt 

draped over some poles. Then they spread out: la uscat, în vârful unor pari. Apoi s -au mai ´mprńἨtiat: 

some would finish weatherboarding all unii vor termina de pus Ἠindrila pe toἪi 

the exterior walls of the houses,  while others would air out  pereἪii exteriori ai caselor, în timp, alἪii pun la uscat  

the hay in the stables. Thatõs how it goes here, till you die, fânul în grajduri. A Ἠa-i la noi, pânń la moarte, 

a delirium  un delir  

  

in every soul: they canõt take out their spite on each other. obἨtesc: n-are cine pe cine sń-Ἠi verse fierea. Se 

One man might rise from the table with his  mai scoalń c©te unul la masń cu 

mouth full and spit out a curse òon everythingó: gura plinń Ἠi trage o înjurńturń ăla generaló: tu-i 

sod this for a game of soldiers, and after that paἨtele mń-sii de viaἪń, dupń care 

sit back down and carry on eating, if there is anything to eaté se aἨazń la loc Ἠi mestecń mai departe, dacń are ceé 

Then, for about three minutes, Atunci, pentru trei minute ni  

weõre all heartily sick of it, scorched, devoured, annihilated, the se face lehamite, ni se pârjoleἨte, mistuie, nimiceἨte, 

soul departs from each of us sufletul îἨi ia adio de la fiecare 

and disappears behind some dirty windows.  Ἠi dispare ´n spatele unor geamuri murdareé 
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 Two nutters  Doi tembeli  
  

Iõm totally against myself, so you can  Sunt total împotriva mea, aἨa cń poἪi sń-mi  

crack my skull open with an axe, crńpi capul cu toporul, 

Iõm letting you ñ do you have the courage? In the wood store îἪi dau voie ñ ai curajul ństa? E ´n magazia de lemne 

thereõs one. Firstly, you have to piss me off unul. Trebuie sń mń enervezi tu 

in such a way thaté I have a sharp axe! ´nt©i ´n asemenea hal, ´nc©té Am un topor ascuἪit!  

What now, is the kitchen knife not enough?  Dar ce, cuἪitul de la bucńtńrie nu ajunge? 

After I slash your throat , I fill a wash -hand basin with blood  Dupń ce-Ἢi tai gâtul, umpl u un lighean de sânge Ἠi-l 

and I drink it drop by dropé Come on, beau ´ncetul cu ´ncetulé Hai  

letõs have some air. Do you confess? Youõve been watching mai bine sń luńm aer. RecunoἨti? Te-ai uitat  

too much TV. We prea mult la televizor. Am  

  

became two nutters. Shall we? òIn the graveyard, where the priest ajuns doi tembeli. Intrńm? ăċn cintirim, unde popa 

walks readingóé We dare merge tot cetindóé Fiecare ´l pofteἨte 

each other to pull the rains of pe celńlalt sń tragń hamul 

the funeral carriage, abandoned on the lane. I long unei cńruἪe-dric, abandonatń pe alee. Mi-e un dor sń 

for death, Gheorgheé mor, mń, Gheorgheé 

In the dampness of the evening, blind drunk on the perfume  ċn umezeala serii, ´mbńtaἪi clampń de parfumul 

of the blossomed linden trees. Do you hear it? They teilor înflori Ἢi. Îl auzi? Amândoi  

see a dangling bell, knelling tolling by its own. Whatõs vńd un clopot at©rnat, care sunń de unul singur. Ce 

gotten into it?  l-o fi apucat? 
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 Energy is free  Energia e liberń 

  

What else do I want from myself? He rises from the table and  Ce mai vreau de la mine? Se ridicń de la masń Ἠi 

stops in front of a huge, stained mirror  se opreἨte în faἪa unei oglinzi uriaἨe  

from the pub, speaking to himself: what, what do you want 

from  

din local,  cu pete, vorbeἨte singur: ce vrei, mń, de la mine, 

me, a fight? For there is something amiss with the order of the bńtaie? Cń e ceva ´n neregulń cu ordinea 

cosmos. The waiter  cosmicń. Ospńtarul ´l 

asks him to be careful. òWatch it, man, donõt roagń sń aibń grijń. ăVezi, nene, sń n-o  

break it, itõs a Venetian mirror.ó Venetian? Listen up, you, the spargi, cń-i oglindń veneἪianńó. VeneἪianń? Auzi tu, ńla, din  

one in the mirror, this one thinks I must be a nitwité oglindń, ństa mń crede bńtut ´n capé  

He returns to the table, staggering, takes half a glass of Vine ´napoi la masń, clńtinat, ia o jumńtate de pahar cu 

ògenocideó, hand shaking and dropping the glass: ăgenocidó, ´i tremurń m©na Ἠi scapń paharul: 

The dead are drinking their share, this concoction could kill a 

horse. 

sń fie de sufletul morἪilor, amestecul ństa omoarń Ἠi calul. 

He taps his chin. òBut youõre quite unhappy, Bate cu degetul obrazul. ăDar eἨti nefericit rńu, 

sir.ó True: she left me, the whore, she went up with a bang, domnuleó. AἨa-i: cń m-a pńrńsit, curva, s-a dus dracului,  

now sheõs starting to smell, no one will bury her, acum miroase urât, n-o ´ngroapń nimeni, 

I even gave my soul for mi -am dat Ἠi sufletul pentru  

heré Thatõs it, beauty is rot! He picks the bottle from  eaé Gata, frumuseἪea e putreziciune! Ia sticla de pe masń Ἠi  

the table and swings it against the wall, it doesnõt break.  òWell, o trânteἨte de perete, nu se sparge. ăCń 
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better drunk than sober and stupidóé Three burly guys jump  decât treaz Ἠi t©mpit, mai bine beatóé Vin trei vlńjgani 

him, blood spilling from his nose. Wait,  peste el, îl buἨeἨte sângele pe nas. StaἪi, 

brothers, I havenõt told you: energy is freeé òOut, fraἪilor, cń nu v-am zis: energia e liberńé ăAfarń, 

you scoundrel!ó I havenõt told you, folks, nenorocitule!ó. Nu v-am zis, bńi, ce 

the most important thing: today  I have found the gateway of  e mai important: azi am descoperit portiἪa de ieἨire a 

the soul from the body, you have my wordé sufletului din corp, pe cuv©nt de onoareé 
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 Because despair has settled  Cń s-a lńsat deznńdejdea 
  

He used to sell foot wrappers of soft cotton and botforts  Vindea obiele de bumbac fin Ἠi botfori de iuft prin  

at the fair, jolly beyond measure: now  b©lci, ´nveselit peste mńsurń: acum 

  

heõs hanging by his feet! Hanged by his partner zace spânzurat de picioare! Spânzurat de colegul 

in misery ñ drenched by the pouring  lui de suferinἪń ñ e murat de ploaia 

rain, surrounded by a bright circle, worn out,  torenἪialń, ´nconjurat de un disc luminos, ostenit,  

unless Iõm seeing apparitions. dacń nu cumva am eu vedenii.  

Dancing apparitions in his loverõs mirror, the ballerina, Vedenii jucńuἨe din oglinda iubitei lui, dansatoare,  

  

controlled by fire. reglate prin incendii. Cń 

Instead of drinking yourself under the table in  ´n loc sń mergi sń-Ἢi bei minἪile cu lichior prin  

taverns, youõd better sleep taverne, mai bine ai mai dormi  

the nights at home, you poor fellow, next to your tiny,  Ἠi tu pe acasń nopἪile, necńjitule, l©ngń mica ta 

naked, restless ballerina, dansatoare dezgolitń, neliniἨtitń, 

barefoot, no spark, her foot wrappers of soft cotton turned  descńlἪatń, fńrń haz, cu obielele de bumbac fin fńcute 

to rags and her botforts thrown out praf Ἠi cu botforii de iuft rup Ἢi aruncaἪi 

the window:  pe fereastrń: cń 

  

it has settled, like cold water, s-a lńsat peste tot, ca o apń ´ngheἪatń, iar 

the despairé deznńdejdeaé 
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 He comes from the future  Vine din viitor  

  

Heõs circling around the old weighing machine, òfrom Se ´nv©rte ´n jurul c©ntarului vechi, ăe din al 

the second world waró, displays doilea rńzboi mondialó, are 

an operating permit, how  autorizaἪie de funcἪionare pusń la vedere, c©t 

much is it? He nods, confident, mń costń? Dń din cap, ´ncrezńtor, 

he climbs on it, watching the arm that rests on his head, how se urcń, urmńreἨte clapa de ´nńlἪime, pusń pe cap, c©t 

tall am I? Lately I have shown  am? În ultima vreme am dat semne 

worrying signs of fatigue  alarmante de slńbiciune  

and shrinkage. òEverything that was certain has turned Ἠi de împuἪinare. ăCń tot ceea ce era sigur, a devenit 

doubtful.ó ñ I come from the future, from  ´ndoielnicó ñ eu vin din viitor, din  

the third world war, dear, he tells the man  al treilea rńzboi mondial, iubitule, ´i spune celui care-l 

measuring him. The war that only left a mark  c©ntńreἨte. Rńzboi care i-a afectat cu 

on those òlike meó, scepticsé He pays, adevńrat doar pe c©Ἢiva ăca mineó, scepticié PlńteἨte, 

out of spite, with a war medal that din indolenἪń, cu o medalie de rńzboi, pe 

he has just received ñ I donõt have care abia o primise ñ n-am  

any money on me. Are you complaining, weigher? Look,  bani la mine. EἨti nemulἪumit, cantaragiule? Uite,  

have this ear of mine too ñ and he ia Ἠi urechea asta a mea ñ îἨi  

rips off his right ear. No! The weigher, horrified,  smulge urechea dreaptń. Nu! Cantaragiul, ´ngrozit, o 

declines and runs away. refuzń Ἠi o ia la fugń.  

He laughs sardonically: youõre seeing ghoulish visions, old El r©de, sardonic: ai vedenii macabre, bńtr©ne, ´i 
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man, 

he calls out and strigń din urmń Ἠi-Ἠi  

glues his ear back in place with spit. lipeἨte cu scuipat urechea, la loc. 
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 Long forgotten   Uitatń din copilńrie 

  

He turns back, closes and then opens Se întoarce din drum, închide Ἠi deschide  

his eyes, is it true, could it be? The cow is grazing on the bank  ochii, e adevńrat, nu i se pare? Vaca paἨte pe malul  

of the river of death. ñ How could you forget the cow there, among  râului mor Ἢii. ñ Ai uitat acolo vaca, în  

the weeds, since childhood, when you were eleven? He canõt 

remember 

buruieni, din copilńrie, de la 11 ani? Nu mai Ἢine  

exactly how old he was minte exact câἪi ani avea  

when he forgot the cow, so how come that he remembers 

precisely 

atunci când a uitat-o, dar cum de Ἠi-a amintit tocmai  

about it now, in his old age? acum de vaca asta, la bńtr©neἪe? 

Heõs gathering dried-up cow dung, to burn  Adunń bńlegar de vacń uscat, sń aibń ce sń ardń 

in the stove. He ´n sobń. ċἨi 

  

draws his right leg beneath him, sitting  trage piciorul drept sub el, aἨezat  

in the shade and taking out food from his bag ñ with  la umbrń, Ἠi-Ἠi scoate m©ncarea din traistń ñ cu  

a heavy feeling of restlessness, un profund sentiment de nelini Ἠte, 

fear and sadness that he had forgotten about the cow for such a 

long time. The cow 

teamń Ἠi tristeἪe cń a uitat de vacń at©ta timp. Vacń  

he left grazing on the bank of the lńsatń la pńscut ´n copilńria lui pe malul  

river in his childhoodé No!  He râului... Nu! Se 
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changes his mind, heõs not hungry, he gets up. No, rńzg©ndeἨte, nu-i e foame destul, se ridicń. Nu  

it canõt be. And he moves on, se poate. ἧi pleacń mai departe,  

hunched. cocârjat. 
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 Nous  Nous 

  

Wrapped in a cloth of dampness, in  ċnfńἨuratń ´n p©nzń de umezealń, ´n  

scores and scores of cloth, a mummy: you terrify me, woman, zeci de metri de p©nzń, mumie: mń sperii, cucoanń, 

arenõt you getting smothered? At least take your head out of it 

ñ no 

nu te sufoci? Scoate mńcar capul ñ nu 

  

no, thatõs out of question, you are all scot nimic, voi sunteἪi toἪi  

pigs, sneaks, burglars, cutthroats, and  niἨte porci, codoἨi, spńrgńtori, cuἪitari, cńrora 

if you were to show yourself, lurid, withered,  dacń li te arńἪi, pńlitń, trecutń, 

theyõll throw you out of the pub: to have you go follow te aruncń pe uἨa c©rciumii: cń sń mergi sń-i însoἪeἨti  

into the future the deceased. Iõve been în viitor pe cei decedaἪi. Sunt 

there, I stay here, ready, wrapped in cloth,  pńἪitń, stau pregńtitń, ´nfńἨuratń ´n p©nzń, datń 

relished with spices ñ a relic cu mirodenii ñ un vestigiu  

  

of a marvellous antiquity, with plasma tongue. With  al unei antichitńἪi de senzaἪie, cu limbń de plasmń. Cu 

hidden sensitivity.  simἪire tainicń. 

Nous. Nous. 
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 Itõs spring  E primńvarń 

  

The potato is spinning in its grave,  Se rńsuceἨte în mormânt cartoful,  

says he. Can you hear it? The word potato zice. Îl auzi? Ἡi  

keeps spinning in your head  se rńsuceἨte Ἢie cuvântul cartof în creier la  

at this late hour. Itõs 4 AM, let me aceastń orń. E 4, lasń-mń sń 

sleep. Oh, dorm. Ah,  

  

the ugliness of emptiness ñ while you sleep. When  urâciunea pustiirii ñ când dormi. Când 

nothingness takes its revenge nimicul îἨi ia revanἨa 

and you loathe me. Here, where the gods of loneliness have 

fallen. 

Ἠi tu mń urńἨti. Aici, unde zeii singurńtńἪii au apus. 

  

When you sleep, youõre dead to me. He Când dormi, tu mori pentru mine. Î Ἠi 

claws his neck: do you hate me? He squeezes too hard,  ´nfige ghearele ´n g©t: mń urńἨti? Apasń prea tare, 

blood gushes, he gets scared  ἪâἨneἨte sângele, se sperie, 

and howls. He gets covered in blood and runs to the bathroom. 

Look how  

urlń. Se umple de sânge. Fuge în baie. Uite cum ai  

youõve blossomed over my corpseé ´nflorit pe cadavrul meué 

  

Have you gone mad? He kisses her. He tastes her blood. Then Ai ´nnebunit? O sńrutń. ċi gustń s©ngele. Apoi 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate  Alexandra Velicu  

 

21 
 

 
 January 2017 

he washes her neck. Youõre  o spalń pe g©t. EἨti un  

a cruel beast of prey. Itõs spring, Iõm sorry. I thought animal de pradń crud. E primńvarń, regret. Am crezut  

you killed yourself: he  cń te-ai sinucis: îi 

puts a band-aid on the wounds  pune un plasture pe rńnile  

left by the claws. òIf you were to lead armies, you would lead  lńsate de gheare. ăDe-ai conduce oἨti, le-ai conduce 

them into perdition.ó, she mumbled. At la moarte sigurńó, b©iguie ea. La  

this hour I would lead them to sleep, thatõs trueé aceastń orń le-aἨ conduce la culcare, e adevńraté 
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 What a nutter   Ństa da nebun 

  

He charmed him, he took him off his back and  L-a încântat, l-a dat jos din c©rcń, l-a 

left him at the metro entrance lńsat la intrarea ´n metrou, 

on a tall stand ñ from where he can throw crumbs to  pe un stativ înalt ñ de unde aruncń resturi la 

sparrows. How can this be? vrńbii. Cum de e posibil?  

Tens of sparrows have gathered in the crowded square,  S-au adunat zeci de vrńbii, ´n plin centru, n-am 

like never before, he calls them  mai pomenit, le cheamń 

by name, what a nutter. Youõre the nutter, you, with your belly  pe nume, ństa da nebun. Nebun eἨti tu, bń, cu burta 

full of screw bolts.  plinń de Ἠuruburi.  

His fate weeps, heõs always been ill -fated. He ċi pl©nge soarta, cń n-a avut noroc. Nu 

couldnõt find his place. He Ἠi-a gńsit un rost. A 

loved a demon, lost its track and now  iubit un diavol, i -a pierdut urma Ἠi nu mai e 

heõs no good. Rather than nothing, bun de nimic. Decât nimic,  

at least some. He thinks himself a leftover. At home mai bine ceva. Se considerń un rest. Acasń 

he constantly turns his face se întoarce necontenit cu faἪa 

towards the wall and rolls his eyes seeking out somethingé spre perete Ἠi cautń cu ochii daἪi peste capé Nu-l 

Nothing can cure him. He lets  poate lecui nimeni. Lasń 

the days pass, feeding the sparrows ñ if  zilele sń treacń, d©nd resturi la vrńbii ñ dacń 

heõs taken outside. Why donõt you take him e scos afarń. De ce nu-l duceἪi  

to a discotheque? Where? You just donõt get it. The rupture la o discotecń? Unde? Nu ´nἪelegeἪi nimic. I s-a suit 
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has reached his heart. All he can see in front of his eyes is the vńtńmńtura de la inimń. El nu vede ´n faἪa  

leftovers from the slaughterhouse, dogs and birds ochilor decât resturi de la abator, pe care se bat câinii 

scrambling for it. The dogs help him clear his mind.  Ἠi pńsńrile. C©inii ´i pun ordine ´n g©nduri. 
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 In an abandoned hut  Într -un bordei pńrńsit 

  

out of their wits, beyond skirts of the acacia woods, in cu minἪile pierdute, în spatele lizierei de salcâm, într-un 

an abandoned hut, deeply buried, in  bordei pńrńsit, sńpat ´n ad©nc, ´n 

their shared universe ñ in each otherõs arms, universul amândurora ñ unul, în braἪele celuilalt, 

struck down by love,  doborâἪi la pńm©nt de iubire, 

in an abode bound by silence. If it werenõt for you într -un sńlaἨ dator de tihnń. Dacń n-ai fi tu, aἨ 

I would die, if you didnõt love meé muri, dacń nu m-ai iubié 

By your side I have found salvation. Were you gravely ill? He  L©ngń tine m-am tńmńduit. Ai fost grav bolnav? El 

writes, in his mind:  îi scrie, în gând: 

  

heartfelt thanks for curing me of adultery, alcoholism,  mulἪumiri pentru tńmńduirea de preacurvie, de alcoolism  

hateful ties and bindings of sorcery.  Ἠi de legńturi de farmece Ἠi de duἨmńnie.  

She kisses him, bites his ear: we shall dream at night of what Ea ´l sńrutń, ´l muἨcń de ureche: vom visa noaptea ce va 

is to happen the next dayé urma sń se ´nt©mple a doua zié  

Now, if this hut were to crumble over us, no one  Acum, dacń s-ar surpa bordeiul ństa peste noi, n-ar Ἠti  

would know of it. The icons  nimeni nimic. Icoanele  

from Hadâmbu Monastery would still shed tears of myrrh,  la Mńnństirea Had©mbu ar lńcrima cu mir în continuare,  

carrying out miracles into this world and  sńv©rἨind minuni pe lumea asta Ἠi 

we would live together until the end of times on the other  noi am trńi ´mpreunń p©nń la ad©nci bńtr©neἪi pe lumea  

world. In the haze of ignoranceé They put cealaltń. ċn p©cla ignoranἪeié ċἨi pun la  
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to test each otherõs beauty, încercare frumuseἪea, reciproc,  

on embers, remembering what they have lost pe jńratic, ´Ἠi reamintesc de ceea ce au pierdut  

while tension rises. Ἠi-Ἠi ridicń tensiunea. 

  

Relishing, they start again: with shattered thoughts,  Desfńt©ndu-se, o iau de la capńt: cu minἪile pierdute,  

beyond skirts of the acacia woods, in  în spatele lizierei de salcâm, într-un 

an abandoned huté A tale. Until order is restored.  bordei pńrńsité O istorie. P©nń se restaureazń ordinea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate  Alexandra Velicu  

 

26 
 

 
 January 2017 

 Moulds   Matri ѿe 

  

Voids, downwards spirals, loam moulds  Goluri, cńderi ´n spiralń, matriἪe de lut 

of their spirits, broken,  ale spiritului lor, sparte,  

broken since some have been called òThose sparte de atunci de când unii au fost numiἪi ăCei 

who canõt be boughtó ñ although others ce nu se v©ndó ñ deἨi alἪii  

  

have claimed that there was no need for such au susἪinut cń nu era nevoie oricum de asemenea 

animals. Animals crushed from  dobitoci. Dobitoci zdrobi Ἢi pe 

within, fallen in the abyss, nothing holy left?  dinlńuntru, cńzuἪi ´n ad©nc, fńrń nimic sf©nt? 

The Devil himself asking us  Diavolul ´n persoanń cer©ndu-ne  

to be humble, to keep  sń fim umili, sń stńm  

quiet in our corner and ònot worry about anything of  liniἨtiἪi în colἪul nostru Ἠi ăsń nu ne ocupńm de nimic 

importance, because he will take care of itó ñ out deosebit, cń se ocupń eló ñ dintr -o 

  

of spite, left without a soul, moulds, only skin  silń de toate, rńmaἨi fńrń suflet, matriἪe, numai piele 

and bones,  moulds filled by the witch with the  Ἠi os, matriἪe umplute de vrńjitoare cu 

water of the deadé apa de la morἪié 
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 Assaults of the evil one  Asalturi ale celui rńu 

  

The final overcast, my sins have caught up S-a înnourat de sfârἨit, m-au ajuns din urmń 

with me. òThis is not a creature of this world.ó They have taken pńcatele. ăAsta nu e fńpturń pńm©nteascńó. Mi-au scos  

my claws and have cleared my path, up and down,  ghearele Ἠi mi -au limpezit cńrńrile, ´n sus Ἠi în  

deepening the bed of the blood river ñ jos, adâncind albia sângelui ñ  

assaults of the evil one. Why am I dragging out my suffering?  asalturi ale celui rńu. De ce-mi mai lungesc eu boala?  

I was gathering garden patience near the fence when I got Culegeam Ἠtevie pe l©ngń gard, c©nd m-am  

grabbed, pulled into the yard ñ they have tied my hands and 

legs 

trezit prinsń, trasń ´n curte ñ m-au legat cu sfoarń de m©ini 

with rope and have thrown me like a potato sack  Ἠi de picioare Ἠi m-au suit cu sila, ca pe un sac, în  

in the attic. Sod them! Here, podul casei? Ducń-se naibii! Aici,  

they have cut my hair with a knife and have kicked me with  mi -au tńiat pńrul cu cuἪitul Ἠi m-au bńtut cu pumnii Ἠi  

their fists and feet until I lost conscience,  cu picioarele p©nń n-am mai  

asking why do I sleep with their father? Meaningé Ἠtiut de mine, cń de ce mń culc eu cu tatńl lor? Adicńé 

  

Their father, the one that detects the values Tatńl lor, care identificń valorile  

of the radar frequencies of the tracking stations. frecvenἪei undelor radar ale staἪiilor de urmńrire de la sol.  

The whole affair between us has started Totul a plecat între noi de la  

from a false point of view. We have... wandered  un punct de vedere fals. Cń ne rńtńcisem 

together in the land of the weakling,  ´mpreunń ´n Ἢinutul molâilor,  
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of the silent Bakuba and of the wandering, of the merry  al tńcuἪilor bakuba Ἠi în cel al pribegilor, veselilor  

balubaé balubaé 

  

It must be so. ċnseamnń cń aἨa trebuia sń fie. 
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 What he has come to be  Ce a ajuns 

  

Heõs climbing the Patriarchate Hill, for the  Urcń pe Dealul Mitropoliei, la 

Resurrection of Jesus. Heõs dragging along  Înviere. Târâie 

a huge book and the passerby are making way for him,  un cńrἪoi dupń el, trecńtorii ´i fac loc, se opresc  

stopping out of mercy or maybe in mockery, staring  plini de milń sau ´n bńtaie de joc, ´l 

at him òthis is how he behavesó, privesc lung, ăacesta e modul lui de manifestareó,  

says a woman that spune o doamnń care  

is spreading around such a lovely scenté What ´mprńἨtie un parfum at©t de plńcuté Ce  

  

I have come to be ñ nothing.  am ajuns, nimic. 

Nothing is the way it used to be, not even the light  Nimic nu mai e cum a fost, nici lumina  

inside of me, step by step dinlńuntrul meu, ´ncet-încet 

it has withdrawn in the subconscious and the word of the Lord  s-a ascuns în subconἨtient Ἠi cuvântul Domnului n -a 

has lost its meaningé I was laying mai avut nici un sensé Stńteam  

on a cold table made of stone, at the morgue, ´ntins pe o masń rece, de piatrń, la morgń, 

naked, there was a draft, when gol, era curent, când am  

I heard someone by the door: can you see how obedient he 

seems to be? You 

auzit din uἨń: ´l vezi ce cuminte pare cń e? Nici 

wouldnõt even guess that he is gone n-ai bńnui cń e plecat  

to the other side, to see how things are over there. Then I pe lumea cealaltń sń vadń cum e. Dupń care am 
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noticed some perceput niἨte  

cries and felt an overwhelming regret, like  plânsete Ἠi am simἪit o mare pńrere de rńu, ca un  

a drill in my abdomen ñ and I opened  sfredel în stomac ñ Ἠi am deschis  

my eyes. Now I can feel ochii. Acum simt cń  

that I was born again. This huge book stood m-am nńscut a doua oarń. CńrἪoiul ństa mi-a fost 

as a witness there, martor acolo, adicń  

on the other side ñ where the salt of the Earth dincolo ñ unde sarea pńm©ntului se  

melts for everyone topeἨte pentru fiecare 

  

and announces an ancestorõs visit. For there is a circuit Ἠi anunἪń vizita unui strńbun. Cń e un circuit  

in nature. ´n naturń. 
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 Have a taste  Ia ѽi gustń 

  

Thereõs a witchesõ knees-up on the roof of Cotroceni  E o petrecere a vrńjitoarelor deasupra Palatului  

Palace, in one of its corners, see? Cotroceni, într -un colἪ al lui, vezi?  

He does. Love has thrown him Vede. Inima l-a aruncat în  

in the arms of a female demon, thatõs the only explanation. braἪele unui demon feminin, numai a Ἠa îἨi explicń.  

Is he delirious? Heõs stopped believing in anything, Nu delireazń? Nu mai crede ´n nimic,  

itõs discouraging.  e descurajant.  

He would have liked to be an anarchist, to make decisions, not I-ar fi convenit sń fie Ἠi el un anarhist, sń ia mńsuri, nu 

just contemplate. He hears sń contemple numai. Aude  

that the number on a yellow bead  cń o mńrgea galbenń are un numńr mai  

is higher than the one on a red bead. Heõs unhappy, he  mare decât unul de pe o mńrgea roἨie. E nefericit, le 

waves his hand at the witches, one of them  face cu m©na vrńjitoarelor, una dintre  

waves back, he would have liked to be whipped naked  ele ´i rńspunde, i-ar fi plńcut sń fie biciuit ´n pielea goalń  

and run circles around their pyre. He knows, though,  Ἠi sń se ´nv©rtń ´n jurul rugului lor. ἧtie, ´nsń,  

that all this is nothing but an atrocious reflection  cń totul nu e dec©t o reflectare  

of past barbaric timesé Heõs reached a  atroce a unor vremuri barbareé A ajuns într -un  

place of meditation, actually, from where  loc de meditaἪie, de fapt, de unde  

he can admire the beauty of the mother of all, admirń frumuseἪea mamei noastre comune, 

  

Romania. If itõs not too much trouble. Heõs a simple man, România. Dacń nu vń e cu supńrare. E un om simplu, 
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inclined towards prejudice: he would give  ´nclinat spre prejudecńἪi: Ἠi-ar da  

the very shirt off his back to punish the oppressors. Right? Ἠi cńmaἨa de pe el sń-i pedepseascń pe prigonitori. Da?  

Wouldnõt you rather awaken love inside you, Nu vrei sń trezeἨti în tine dragostea,  

though? One of the witches makes a cross above totuἨi? Una dintre vrńjitoare face semnul crucii deasupra  

some powders prepared after a consecrated unor prafuri pregńtite dupń o formulń  

recipe and hands them to him: òhave consacratń, i le ´ntinde: ăia  

a taste, youõve well versed in eviló. Ἠi gustń, tu eἨti familiarizat cu rńuló. 
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 As far as the eye can see  Cât cuprinde 

  

Sitting by the window, she waits,  AἨezatń la fereastrń, aἨteaptń 

she doesnõt know what for ñtaking in all she can see, spanning  nici ea nu Ἠtie ce ñ c©t cuprinde cu privirea, acoperń 

over sandy landscapes, beaches, miles and miles peisaje de nisip, plaje, kilometri  

of deserted land and the Black Sea, although ahead of her întregi de pustiuri Ἠi Marea Neagrń, deἨi în faἪń are o  

lies a huge garden with grass grńdinń uriaἨń cu iarbń  

a meter high and a wooded hill: but  ´naltń de un metru Ἠi un deal ´mpńdurit: dar 

  

no, no, because she can see even ea nu Ἠi nu, cń vede chiar  

the eggs of the sea birds hatching on the beach, ouńle pńsńrilor marine care se clocesc pe plajń,  

there. And thatõs not a hill, itõs a wave, acolo. ἧi ńla nu e deal, e val, 

an apocalyptic water wave. You say, isnõt she out of her wits?  val apocaliptic de apń. Ce ziceἪi, nu e sńritń? Cum  

What do you mean, says the representative  adicń, intervine reprezentantul 

of the society of oyster gatherers, a family friend, societńἪii culegńtorilor de scoici, prieten de familie,  

in his 40s, who came on business, la vreo 40 de ani, sosit cu afaceri pe aici, 

madly in love  ´ndrńgostit p©nń peste  

with her, by whom she secretly fell pregnant ñ why  urechi, cu care ea a rńmas gravidń ´n secret ñ de ce 

  

would she be out of her wits? Just because sń fie sńritń? Numai fiindcń 

at the moment your faces are nothing but a sum ´n acest timp chipurile dumneavoastrń se rezumń la 
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of full stops and lines drawn in the sand,  puncte sau linii desenate pe nisip,  

sketching eyes, eyebrows and mouth, that disappear care figureazń ochi, spr©ncene Ἠi gurń, ce dispar 

after the first storm? la prima furtunń? 
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 He's Making a Hangman's Noose.  

 What Do I Want?  

 Face laѿ la o funie. Ce vreau? 

  

My intuition organ is withering.  Mi se atrofiazń organul presimἪirii.  

I canõt feel the apartment I live in, Nu -mi mai spun nimic nici apartamentul în care locuiesc,  

nor the street that Iõm walking on, or the city ñ la bloc, nici strada pe care merg, nici oraἨul ñ  

that I despise. I am going blind,  pe care îl detest. Orbesc,  

òvisiblyó. The objects are losing their intimacy; that ăvńz©nd cu ochiió. Obiectele ´Ἠi pierd intimitatea; acel  

something that only I can perceive, can ceva nereceptat decât de mine, acum 

it be perceived by everyone now? I canõt even e receptat de toἪi? Nu  

perceive that divine stabbing in my abdomen,  mai percep nici mńcar ´mpunsńtura aceea divinń, din 

that makes me pay attention to abdomen, care mń face atent la  

òthe artistic modeló. My flash ămodelul artisticó. Mi 

is diminishing. In vain  se împuἪineazń cńrnurile. Degeaba mai consemnez 

I keep these records, I am awareé At toate acestea, sunt conἨtienté La 

  

48. Sitting on a mound. He was busy making a Hangmanõs 

noose  

48 de ani. AἨezat pe o movilń. Era preocupat sń facń laἪ 

out of a horse hair rope, la o funie din pńr de cal, 

a rope that was tied to one of the branches of the oak, returned  funie legatń de o creangń a stejarului, venit  

here after hundreds of years, thousands of loops, p©nń aici dupń sute, mii de ocoluri, 
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crossing from one side to another, never stopping trecând dintr -o parte ´n cealaltń, fńrń sń se opreascń din 

its rapid movements. Due  miἨcńrile lui repezi. Datorat 

to an uncertainty, deserted by the overflows of writingé unei nesiguranἪe, pustiit de revńrsńrile scrisuluié 

Is he trying to end it? What a fool.  Vrea sń o termine? E naiv. 
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 Hermit   Ascet 

  

Lying on the moss-covered stone, not far from the sheepfold Culcat pe muἨchiul pietrei, nu departe de stâna cu 

with the sheep that were run over by the train, full of  oile cńlcate de tren, plinń de spirite 

weak-minded spirits ñ from where you can now hear that: the  grele de cap ñ de unde se aude acum cń: apa BistriἪei 

water of Bistrita was completely delayed before  era cu totul zńgńzuitń ´nainte de a pleca 

the old man, the òilluminatió one, la vale cu pluta 

would go down stream on his raft. Lying ñ vicious Ἠontorogul ńla pocit, ăiluminató. Culcat ñ sńlbatic 

  

and disdainful, a little angel. Lying -standing. Ἠi dispreἪuitor, îngeraἨ. Culcat-sculat.  

What other damage will  Oare ce stricńciuni va 

he do? Standing on the moss-covered stone, òthe inspector mai face? Sculat pe muἨchiul pietrei, ăinspectorul 

of darkness started drumming:  ´ntunericului ´ncepu sń batń    

tom-tomó. I didnõt believe it until I saw you. Standing! The 

erudite  

tam-tamó. N-am crezut p©nń nu te-am vńzut. Sculat! La 

  

from the nearby villages  el veniserń cunoscńtorii de carte din 

have come to him satele locului sń-l 

to ask for a moss-covered stone reading, not a star reading, roage sń le citeascń soarta ´n muἨchiul pietrei, nu în  

lying -standing. After  stele, sculat-culcat. Dupń 
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all the churches here have been turned ce bisericile de aici fuseserń transformate 

into stables through the sorcery în grajduri prin puterea  

of some Russian spells. As I was saying, they unor vrńji ruseἨti. Cum zic, veniserń  

have come under the candle lights ñ inspired by the hermitõs la lumina de cearń ñ inspiraἪi de privirea ascetului,  

sight, two days before he passed away. cu douń zile ´nainte sń moarń. 
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 Bless you, father  Sńrut m©na, pńrinte 

  

His memory is playing tricks on him, itõs a misleading  Îl înἨalń memoria, e o forἪń internń  

inner force ñ if only he doesnõt end up in an care ´l dirijeazń aiurea ñ numai de n-ar nimeri în  

insane asylum. Fallen casa de alienaἪi. Ajuns  

into disgrace. Heõs strolling high up: a red cum e în mizerie. Se plimbń pe sus: e un punct  

dot now, another evil. Why red? Following  roἨu acum, alt rńu. De ce roἨu? Urmând  

the technique of self-restrain. Isnõt this the prelude to 

exaltation? 

practica stńp©nirii de sine. Nu e preludiul unei exaltńri?  

He sees the furnaces of hell: donõt leave me, Vede cuptoarele iadului: nu  

look how the demons are coming to take meé Rebelled mń lńsaἪi, uite cum vin diavolii sń mń iaé Rńzvrńtit  

  

against authority. What is that  ´mpotriva autoritńἪii. Ce tot 

he hears from the depths? For his memory is nothing but a 

grave 

aude din ad©ncuri? Cń morm©nt ´i e memoria 

and it is better to pass by graves without uttering  Ἠi e mai bine sń treci pe l©ngń morminte fńrń a spune 

a word. òFor mind o vorbń. ăCń mintea 

needs always ponder?ó In all honesty, now he trebuie sń mediteze continuuó? Sincer, acum ´i provoacń 

feels content that some of those that pretended to be saints o stare de mulἪumire faptul cń sunt arestaἪi 

are getting arrested now. Is there a censorship unii dintre cei  ce aveau reputaἪie de sfinἪi. E un control  

of passions? Through practice al pasiunilor, la mijloc? Prin exerciἪiu  
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and renunciation. Why arenõt Ἠi renunἪare. De ce 

the public intellectuals protesting against it? At least  nu protesteazń intelectualii publici? Mńcar  

those within the hierarchy.  cei acceptaἪi în structuri.  

The arriviste. Their idols are getting arrested, right? Such 

disdainé 

Profitorii. Le sunt arestaἪi idolii, nu? Cât dispreἪé 

  

Magic, astral travelling. The souls Magie, cńlńtorie astralń. Sufletele  

have become more visible. What are you waiting for? Go hide 

out 

au devenit mai vizibile. Tu ce aἨtepἪi? Ascunde-te  

this week, so you can fast, sńptńm©na asta, sń poἪi posti  

and come back to confess, I will give you holly water. Within 

you 

Ἠi vino la mńrturisire, ´Ἢi voi da agheasmń mare. ċn tine 

thereõs a light like no other. Can you feel it? Bless you, e o luminń ca niciuna. O simἪi? Sńrut m©na,  

father, my memory is playing tricks on me.  pńrinte, pe mine mń ´nἨalń memoria. 
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 Is it worth it?   Nimic nu meritń? 
  

Barked walls, peeled of paint, raw skins  PereἪi coἨcoviἪi, vopsea cojitń, piei 

all around ñ is it  jupuite în jur ñ nimic nu  

worth it? You keep appointing meetings here and  mai meritń? ċmi tot dai ´nt©lnire ´n acest loc Ἠi 

look whatõs left behind iatń ce rńm©ne ´n urma 

  

us, we are formidable particles that noastrń, suntem particule fenomenale care 

annihilate each other, se anihileazń reciproc, 

liberating malevolent energies ñ followed by the  eliberând energie cu influenἪe nefaste ñ urmeazń marea  

ultimate shattering: some will bathe  sfńr©mare: unii se vor parfuma 

  

in cinnamon, others will eat it. The ultimate shatteri ng cu scorἪiἨoarń, alἪii o vor m©nca. Marea sfńr©mare 

of the cinnamon? Youõre rolling a scorἪiἨoarei? Râzi cu mâna 

on the floor laughing, I thought we were talking about something  pe burtń, credeam cń e vorba de cu totul  

else entirely, of something cosmic, altceva, de ceva cosmic,  

arenõt you coming from the Old World? Do you mean any harm 

to me? You, a figure 

nu vii din Lumea Veche? Mi -ai pus g©nd rńu? Tu, figurń 

hollowed on the inside,  golitń pe dinlńuntru, 

stumpy, only filters that  bondoacń, numai filtre, în care eu torn pe 

  

I stealthily fill with love potionsé furiἨ tot felul de licori de amoré 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate  Alexandra Velicu  

 

42 
 

 
 January 2017 

 In contact with mercury   În contact cu mercurul  

  

White tulips, up the sleeves, hanged Lalele albe, trase pe m©necń, sp©nzur©nd 

in the dirty hands of în mâinile murdare ale  

the old lady that yells that she has been raped, that has come 

from  

bńtr©nei care urlń cń a fost violatń, venitń din parc ´n 

the park to the bus station, come help òthere was a man staἪia de autobuz, sńriἪi, ăera un bńrbat  

disguised as deghizat în 

  

a strawman, some self-important, one that barely escaped jail!ó sperietoare, un ´nchipuit, unul scńpat de la mititicaó! 

Her skirt is torn, òthe horse pulled on my skirt, Are fusta ruptń, ăcalul a tras de fustń, 

the drunkard was driving  cń a venit beἪivul cu  

a carriageóé In the park? Maybe he wanted o Ἠaretńóé ċn parc? O fi vr©nd 

  

to snatch you, dear, laughs it off a newspaper vendor, sń te rńpeascń, maicń, r©de un v©nzńtor de ziare 

and you found it fitting  Ἠi matale ai gńsit cu cale sń 

to resist: òI yelled! If you donõt stay still, said heé He te împotriveἨti: ăAm Ἢipat! Dacń nu stai, a zisé Voia 

wanted to feed me to the carnivore sń mń dea de m©ncare la plantele 

plants in the kingõs botanical gardenóé carnivore de la grńdina botanicń a regeluióé 

Can you understand any of it? ÎnἪelegeἪi ceva?  

We understand, of course, they nodded, cracking ÎnἪelegem, cum sń nu, dńdurń din cap, trosnind 
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their knuckles, bored, all  degetele la încheieturi, plictisiἪi, cei 

those who gathered, the slowcoaches, adunaἪi, gurń cascń,  

removed one by one: just like when ´ndepńrtaἪi unul câte unul: e ca atunci când 

white sulphur, corrupted and  sulful alb, corupt Ἠi  

incandescent, comes into contact with incandescent intrń în contact cu 

mercury, in a fetid soil, and turns into ironé mercurul, ´n pńm©nt fetid Ἠi se produce fieré 
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 I love you   Te iubesc 

  

I live for myself and through myself, old pirate, not  Trńiesc pentru mine Ἠi din mine, bńtr©ne pirat, nu  

for you, nor through you. And  pentru tine Ἠi nici din tine. ἧi 

I do not wish to steal anything, or hide,  nu vreau sń fur nimic, sń am ce sń ascund,  

or roam the gulf stream,  nici sń strńbat 

which turns upside -down the climate of Europe.  curentul golf ului, care dń peste cap clima ´n Europa. 

I do not even intend to present the salt, the sulphur  Nici n -am de g©nd sń prezint sarea, sulful  

or the mercury residing inside of me  Ἠi mercurul din mine sub forma  

as soul. I am not the centre of all things, nor the spiritului. Nu sunt eu centrul tuturor lucrurilor Ἠi  

circumference. I want to say nici circumferin Ἢa. Vreau sń spun  

that I am aware of my limitations and outside  cń sunt conἨtient de limitele mele Ἠi de determinńrile  

constrains. I have no din  afarń. Nu am nici o putere 

limitless power and no  nelimitatń Ἠi nici  

secret ritual of mine: I am a kind -hearted man, un fel de ceremonial al meu: sunt un barbar milostiv  

not a despicable one. Do not Ἠi nu sunt demn de dispreἪ. Nu te  

fear me, please. I am not praised by the angels. I teme de mine, te rog. Nu mń proslńvesc ´ngerii. Am  

have thought that I will never see you again,  crezut cń n-am sń te mai vńd niciodatń,  

as the terrible creatures of evil fiinἪele groaznice ale rńului  

and chaos keep fighting against me,  Ἠi haosului luptń ´mpotriva mea ´n continuare,  

endlessly. Now nu iau nici o pauzń. Acum 
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I am in a plane that I have left, I donõt know how: sunt într -un plan pe care l-am pńrńsit, nu Ἠtiu cum:  

I am and I am not. sunt eu Ἠi nu sunt.  

Do you understand my mental state? ÎnἪelegi starea mea mentalń? 

I am testing it on myself, I am crossing Fac experienἪe pe propria-mi piele, trec prin mine  

through myself to get from God to  pentru a ajunge de la Dumnezeu la 

thingsé Other travels await me. I have ruined lucruri... Mń aἨteaptń alte cńlńtorii. Ἡi-am stricat o 

a night that could have been delightful for you, right?  searń care ar fi putut sń fie plńcutń, nu? 

I love you.  Te iubesc. 
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 How happy they are   Ce fericiѿi sunt 

  

Stark-naked children are bathing in the  Copii goi în bazinul fântânii  

fountain ñ such a scorching day, and you, flustered, arteziene fac baie ñ e caniculń, tu, surescitatń, 

get closer to the fountain, wave to the te apropii de f©nt©nń, le faci  

children and offer them popcorn, you  semne copiilor Ἠi le întinzi floricele de porumb, ai  

have bought three bags, òhow happy they  cumpńrat trei pungi, ăce fericiἪi 

areó, see how easy it is? Your eyes flash suntó, vezi ce simplu e? ċἪi strńlucesc ochii 

red. Here, where no one roἨii. Aici, unde nimeni nu  

shies away from onlookers and there are no lechers se teme de priviri Ἠi nu existń desfrânaἪi ascunἨi  

lurking around? You turn  prin preajmń? ċntorci 

  

the page of the journal ñ today is pouring, wh at fila jurnalului ñ azi plouń torenἪial, ce zi 

a gloomy day, and the fountain,  mohor©tń, f©nt©na 

the centre of a funerary cult, is gushing out  artezianń, centru al unui cult funerar, se revarsń  

over a wide barren surface, pe o vastń suprafaἪń liberń, 

bordered, tomorrow there will be so much exasperation,  limitatń de borduri, m©ine va fi at©ta exasperare, 

mouldiness and solitude  mucegai Ἠi solitudine  

around here. Yesterday there was only joy. Any remedies? As 

you 

pe aici. Ieri era numai extaz. N-ai ceva leacuri? Cń tu 
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have never edged away from nu te dai ´n lńturi sń-Ἢi  

fooling around whenever given the chance and invoke the devil  faci de cap în continuare Ἠi sń invoci diavolul  

all of a sudden ñ is când Ἢi-e lumea mai dragń ñ e 

this a curse? That you only wish to appease un blestem? Cń nu vrei dec©t sń-Ἢi satisfaci 

your soulé sufletulé 
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 Such a young face  E o figurń t©nńrń 

  

300 RON today,  300 ñ with her hand stretched, she 300 de lei azi, 300 ñ stń cu m©na ´ntinsń, aἨezatń 

sits on the concrete border of the fence, pe bordura de ciment a gardului,  

in front of the History Museum of Bucharest, a beggar with a  în faἪa Muzeului de Istorie a Capitalei, cerἨetoare cu  

turban. Each day it is changing turban. În fiecare zi îἨi schimbń 

colours. Does she have a turban from the museumõs collection?  culoarea. Are un turban din recuzita muzeului? Din  

What century did it come from? Itõs an X-ray bridge.  ce secol vine? E o punte de radiaἪii.  

  

The beggar? You can see her amid murky CerἨetoare? O descoperi într -un peisaj de pńduri  

woodsé You smile faintly whenever you ´necateé Sur©zi ´n fiecare zi c©nd treci  

pass her by, are those tears in her eyes? She makes you feel 

barren, 

prin faἪa ei, are lacrńmi ´n ochi? Lasń o senzaἪie de gol, la  

seems to be in her twenties, honest, pretty, you get obsessed,  20 de ani, cumsecade, drńguἪń, te obsedeazń,  

in vain you try to ignore her: today she is asking for 300 RON, 

yesterday 

degeaba ´ncerci sń o ignori: astńzi cere 300 de lei, ieri  

is was just 200. òIõll make myself useful when things cerea 200. ăCń Ἢi-oi prinde Ἠi eu bine când va  

will go bad for you too.ó Sheõs not planting crosses with what 

she gets, 

fi mai rńu de tineó. Ea nu sńdeἨte cruci, cu banii primiἪi,  

she praises the brideõs dress, the bride that ci aclamń toaleta miresei, care a fost  

died youngé Sheõs lethargic, drained, hopeless. moartń de t©nńrńé E apaticń, fńrń puteri, fńrń nńdejde.  
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The one that loves her has sent her, about a year ago, Cel ce o iubeἨte i-a trimis acum un an, în  

in custody, a cherub. custodie, un heruvim.  
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 Crushing grapes  Striveѽte struguri  

  

Heõs turning a lever, crushing grapes, the few they gathered ÎnvârteἨte o manivelń, striveἨte strugurii, pu Ἢini fńcuἪi  

this year, atop the wood tub, in  anul ństa, deasupra cńzii de lemn ´n 

tune with the gypsy  ritmul muzicii  

music, without even wanting to, he remembers: across the 

street,  

Ťigńneĺti, fńrń sń vrea, ´Ἠi aminteἨte: peste drum, o  

an orchestra ñ which has been brought to bless orchestrń ñ era adusń pentru sfinἪirea 

a new home, casei noi, 

  

òthe gypsies used to have moneyó, they would gather bottles, 

go 

ăaveau Ťiganii banió, str©ngeau sticle, mergeau  

through the villages with a cart pulled by horses,  la sate cu cńruἪa trasń de cai,  

empty bottles, sticle goale,  

empty bottles, they would shout, we buy old iron, and the 

peasants 

sticle goale strigau, cumpńr fier vechi, Ἠi Ἢńranii ieἨeau 

would come out and take instead rubber balls or  la poartń Ἠi luau în schimb mingi sau  

pans, cauldrons, sticky things, that leave slobber, cratiἪe, ceaune, luau lucruri lipicioase, care lńsau bale, 

halva, ntzzzé Nowadays, the gypsies are making money 

abroad. 

halviἪe, ŤŤŤé Azi Ťiganii fac bani în strńinńtate.  
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He straightens his back, groans: his head is ÎἨi îndreaptń Ἠalele, icneἨte: are pe  

covered by a snow hood that falls over his eyes and an cap o glugń de zńpadń cobor©tń peste ochi Ἠi o  

ice girdle that keeps  cingńtoare de gheaἪń care 

his soutane in place, he shakes. You thought it would go 

downhill. Have  

´i str©nge sutana, se scuturń. Socoteai cń o ia la vale. Cine 

you ever seen anything like it? Snow in October? What can I 

say, 

a mai pomenit sń ningń ´n octombrie: ce sń zic,  

such a pity ñ òhuman life ñ mare nenorocire ñ ăviaἪa omului este 

dumpó. jilavńó. 
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 She runs  Fuge 

  

She turns around, thinking about  ċntoarsń din drum, la g©ndul 

delights  desfńtńrii 

of the soul, shaken on the inside. She hears clearly: ăIs there sufletului, zńgńzuitń ´n sine. Aude bine: ăE cineva  

anyone that repents?ó ñ or so it seems. care se cńieἨte?ó ñ sau i se pare. 

She opens her eyes wide, from now on only bad Deschide ochii mari, de aici ´nainte doar apucńturile 

instincts will guide me, I know ité cele rele ´mi vor mai fi cńlńuze, Ἠtiué 

  

She looks and she canõt take her eyes off it: PriveἨte Ἠi nu se mai saturń: 

crowsõ nests in the blooming acacia trees. The scent of acacia cuiburi de ciori în salcâmi înflori Ἢi. Mirosul de salcâm 

tur ns her legs weak, the crows îi înmoaie picioarele, ciorile  

screech that thereõs a place here ´i c©r©ie cń aici e un loc ´n care poate sń 

where she can rest in peace ñ se sfârἨeascń în tihnń ñ  

but not now. Where am I? In heaven? dar nu acum. Oare unde am ajuns? În rai? 

ăYou, a human from ăTu, om de pe  

the other side, here?ó She, tńr©mul ńl©lalt, pe aició? Ea, 

  

the one that runs away from memories. care fuge de amintiri.  
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 Three  Trei 

 

Restlessness, on a knife-edge, ignorance, Neliniĺti, inimń în pioneze, ignoranŤń,  

he should set to work, he hears from afar: ònow ar trebui sń se apuce de altceva, aude de departe: ăacum 

I am entering the room and what do I see, my lover  intru ´n camerń ĺi ce vńd, iubitul 

is writing me a poemó, is he serious? He glances up meu ´mi scrie o poezieó, om serios e el? Ridicń 

from the paper and sees the broom with the ochii din h©rtie ĺi vede mńtura cu 

seeds and the sunflowers ñ in fields, up to the sky,  seminŤe ĺi floarea soarelui ñ în lanuri, crescute cât o  

above the maize, òcõmon, chin zi de post, deasupra pńpuĺoiului, ăhai, sus 

upó, leave behind the regrets moraluló, lasń ´n urmń pńrerea de rńu  

and the bundle of nerves! His adrenaline  ĺi masa de nervi zdruncinaŤi! ċi 

is rising, he stealthily leaves his inner tomb  creĺte adrenalina, iese iar pe furiĺ din morm ântul  

again, full of organs: lui interior, plin de organe:  

  

three stray dogs are barking at him, one grabs him ´l latrń acum trei c©ini vagabonzi, unul ´l atacń 

from behind, bites into the calf  pe la spate, îl muĺcń de pulpa 

of his left leg, thatõs the last straw. He curses. He moves piciorului stâng, asta -i mai lipsea. ċnjurń. Se mutń  

to the other table ñ where the gifts for the baptism  la cealaltń masń ñ unde stau  

are lined, to choose, too far away înἨirate darurile de botez, sń aleagń, ´ntors iar prea  

in time: brandy, bread,  tare în timp: rachiu, colaci,  

sausages, tow, money from the past centuryé. This cârnaἪi, fuior, bani din secolul trecuté Nu 
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canõt be, he must have miscounted the years, he met se mai poate, a greἨit numńrńtoarea anilor, s-a întâlnit  

with three of those that  cu trei dintre cei care 

imitate him. He shrivels, growls. I has been three ´l imitń. I se zb©rceἨte iar grumazul, mârâie. Au trecut trei  

generations since then, three rows of banners, generaἪii de atunci, trei r ânduri de prapuri,  

goodness gracious: ce mama dracului:  

have you turned over and bitten me? tu te-ai dat de trei ori peste cap Ἠi m-ai muĺcat?  

I, cause you were bored stiff of walking alone.  Eu, cń-Ἢi era ur©t sń mergi singur. 

  

He rakes up the coals in the heart, to bring him luck.  ScormoneἨte în cńrbunii din vatr ń, sń-i aducń noroc. 
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 At the wake  

 

 La hram 

Lost among the painted saints, kissing right  Pierdut printre sfin Ἢii pictaἪi, sńrut ând în stânga Ἠi 

and left: can they în dreapta: pot 

help? What are you asking for? You summon them, apologise ei sń te ajute? Ce le ceri? ċi somezi, ´Ἢi ceri scuze  

for bothering, but you donõt feel a thing ñ pentru deranj, dar nu simἪi nimic ñ  

better to pray to your own dead,  tot la morἪii tńi trebuie sń-Ἢi întorci rug ńciunea, 

you light candles for them, starting with  aprinzi lum©nńri, ´ncepi cu 

Mihai Eminescu, his talent must still be lingering  Mihai Eminescu, talentul lui trebuie  sń fi rńmas pe 

around: or at least  lumea asta: sau mńcar 

the madness of his times. You go into the churchõs yard, you nebunia vremii lui. Ie Ἠi în curtea bisericii, tragi cu 

steal a glance at the nuns ochiul la mńicuἪele  

wearing manly footwear, at the green cloth of the ´ncńlἪate cu pantofi bńrbńteἨti, la straiele verzi ale 

priest, at the birds singing into the microphone:  preotului, la vrńbiile de la microfon:  

cause you must endure, as you are, a no one. Here cń trebuie sń ´nduri, fiind ce eἨti,  un nimeni. Venit  

  

for the wake. You stop in front of a speckled  la hram. Te opreἨti în faἪa unui steag 

flag. You give yourself  bńlἪat. Te laἨi în voia  

over: you are, after all, just a prey. The hunters zilei de azi: eἨti, oricum ai lua -o, o pradń. V©nńtorii 

are behind the trees, the stone crosses, stau dupń copaci, dupń crucile de piatrń, 

the wells. Apparitions? The Devilõs work? Signs of the fluids of dupń f©nt©nń. Nńluci? Lucruri necurate? Semne ale fluidelor 
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future happenings? What could they be? You see unor evenimente din viitor? Ce -or fi? Vezi  

tiny flickers. What did you turn into after 50 years? A nest  mici licńriri. Ce-ai ajuns dupń 50 de ani? Un cuib al  

of fear. You are your own hunter ñ here. If fricii. ÎἪi eἨti propriul v ânńtor ñ aici. În 

  

I were you, I would flee  locul tńu aἨ fugi  

towards an unknown destination: why not  imediat într -o direcἪie necunoscutń: de ce  

try your luck again?  sń nu-Ἢi încerci iar norocul? 
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 Great reactions 

 

 Mari reacѿii  

Soldiers on guard, on the outskirts, whereõs the armoury, SoldaἪi de pazń, în lizierń, unde e depozit de muniἪii,  

barking at the dogs, barking along with the  latrń la c©ini, latrń ´mpreunń cu  

stray dogs, the dogs are barking at the soldiers. òAttention!ó câinii vagabonzi, c©inii latrń la soldaἪi ăDrepἪi!  

Forward!ó, Înainte marἨ!ó, 

they chase after each other: soldiers after  se aleargń unii pe alἪii: soldaἪii pe  

soldiers, soldiers after dogs, dogs after soldiers and dogs soldaἪi, soldaἪii pe câini, câinii pe  soldaἪi Ἠi câinii  

after dogs, from one mental brink to  pe câini, dintr -o parte în alta a barajului  

the other. After the inner blizzard,  psihic. Dupń viscolul 

isolated in the middle of nowhere, buried in snow. How they 

are. 

sufletesc, izolaἪi în plinń c©mpie, ´nzńpeziἪi. Cum sunt.  

How are they? Shilly -shally. Cum sunt? Ba-s câr, ba-s mâr. 

  

Projected in the past, crude brick  ProiectaἪi în trecut, structuri de cńrńmizi  

structures, on crude, pe  

a mound that dominates the plane. On a giant o ridicńturń ce domina c©mpia. Pe un morm©nt 

tomb! In their own backyard ñ hostile uriaἨ! La ei acasń ñ  ostili  

the departedé Today, soldiers shot by others, soldiers morἪiié Azi, soldaἪi împuἨcaἪi între ei, soldaἪi 

shot by dogs, dogs împuἨcaἪi de câini, câini  

shot by soldiers and dogs shot by dogs ñ împuἨcaἪi de soldaἪi Ἠi câini împuἨcaἪi de câini  ñ  
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today as well, resurrected near  tot azi reînviaἪi lângń  

an air drain of the inferno. This drain where  o rńsuflńtoare a infernului. Aceastń rńsuflńtoare unde 

great chemical reactions are happeningé se petrec mari reacἪii chimiceé 
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 She hovers 

 

 Dń t©rcoale 

At night, in the country, she hovers around the hearth of the  Ea dń t©rcoale noaptea ´n jurul vetrei de acasń, la Ἢarń,  

home, that has simmered her youth, she has poured  care i-a ars la flńcńri mici tinereἪea, a turnat  

so many love potions on the flames, she has pe foc at©tea bńuturi de dragoste, a  

cast spells, and what for? She remained lonely. Today fńcut farmece, Ἠi pe cine a interesat? A rńmas singurń. Azi  

she is her own judge, îἨi e propriul judec ńtor,  

in heaven: for ten years he harassed the life out of her, the  în rai: zece ani din viaἪń i-a mâncat preἨedintele de la 

president from Bucharest, damn her telly,  BucureἨti, crńpa-i-ar televizorul,  

she would think him her lover and that he was beating her for 

frolicking with every Tom, Dick and Harry,  

Ἠi-l imagina iubit Ἠi cń o bńtea fiindcń-Ἠi fńcea de cap cu  

she would lure them on the outskirts, on the main road, in hell.  cine apuca, ´i agńἪa la lizierń, la Ἠosea, în iad. Cń 

Cause her soul has both heaven and hell. More precisely, sufletul ei are iad Ἠi rai. Mai exact  

she was trying to reach the one above, she was practising, încerca aἨa sń înainteze cńtre cel de sus, fńcea repetiἪie,  

she was displaying her qualities and appeasing îἨi desfńἨura calitńἪile Ἠi-Ἠi mai zńgńzuia din  

her drives. She sighs: good griefé she would like to throw cele josnice. Ofteazń: m©hnire, tué. I-ar plńcea sń-Ἠi arunce  

away all the worldly bounds,  la gunoi toate legńturile pńm©nteἨti,  

but no one calls for her to stand by their side, the president dar n-o cheamń nimeni sń-i stea alńturi, preἨedintele 

thinks sheõs a which, he burns sulphur  o considerń vrńjitoare, ´i arde sulf 

under her chin, her arms, her toes, her sub bńrbie, la subsuori, la degetele de la picioare, la 

òsecret partsó. Have mercy, ăpńrἪile secreteó. Fie-Ἢi mil ń de mine, 
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Lord! At night,  Doamne! Noaptea,  

  

she hovers around the hearth she left behindé ea dń t©rcoale ´n jurul vetrei de unde a plecaté 
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 Up above, to testify  

 

 P©nń sus, sń depui mńrturie 

Uphill on a path swept by the souls of those departed,  UrcuἨ pe o cńrare mńturatń de sufletele celor duἨi, 

then downhill through breast high snow,  apoi coborâἨ prin zńpada p©nń 

through which you frantically swim ñ shepherded from start la piept, prin care înoἪi înnebunit  ñ  însoἪit de la început 

to end by the reddish dog of hope,  p©nń la sf©rἨit de câinele speranἪei, roἨcat,  

with a foxy muzzle, youõll cu bot de vulpe, cń 

make it in the end. Mounted up the pick,  p©nń la urmń vei reuἨi. CńἪńrat pânń în vârf, 

ready to testify.  pregńtit de acum sń depui mńrturie. 

Raised and lowered from the deathbed, from the sanatorium. 

òIt 

Urcat Ἠi coborât din patul de moarte, din sanatoriu. ăIaca, 

  

was Godõs will.ó Just aἨa a vrut Cel de Susó. Mai 

a little more, your memory is hostile, you bear down  ai un pic, memoria îἪi e ostilń, te nńpusteἨti înlńuntrul  

upon yourself, with great care, under the snow thereõs tńu, ai mare grijń, sub zńpadń e 

ice, you slip, you collapse, close your eyes, gheaἪń, aluneci, te prńbuἨeἨti, închizi ochii,  

cling to a tree, discover te agńἪi de un copac, descoperi  

a cave on your right, youõll spend the night here. o peἨterń în dreapta, aici îἪi vei petrece noaptea asta.  

You dip in wine a piece of crusty bread.  ċnmoi ´n vin o bucatń de p©ine uscatń.  

If only you would get there  Ce n-ai da sń ajungi  

by tomorrow, before you cause a disturbance. p©nń m©ine, ´nainte sń dai naἨtere la perturbńri.  
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 Hope for what we could still be  
 

 Speranѿa în ceea ce-am mai putea fi  

In the yard of the Observatory thereõs a smothering În curtea Observatorului Astronomic e fum  

smoke, the leaves of the past year ´necńcios, ard frunzele anului 

are burning: they wink, most definitely an abyss  trecut: ´mi faci cu ochiul, ´n mod cert un hńu 
  

should have opened up now between who  trebuia sń se caἨte acum între ceea 

I was and who I am now, oh. In March, full  ce am fost Ἠi ceea ce suntem, of. ċn luna martie, ´n plinń 

wrath, when it hardly comes back the hope for what  urgie, când abia învie speranἪa în ceea  

we could still be. You look through th e lunette. In this place, ce-am mai putea fi. Te uiἪi prin lunet ń. Pe acest loc, 
  

above us, is the good, deasupra noastrń, se aflń binele,  

thank heavens. Here, where we sit upon what mulἪńmim dumisale. Aici, unde stńm cńἪńraἪi pe cele 

has collapsed, layers upon layers, ancestors nńruite, straturi-straturi, înaintaἨi  

upon ancestors, zodiac upon zodiac, abyss peste înaintaἨi, zodiac peste zodiac, abis  

upon abyssé Wonõt you come a chat with me for a bit? peste abisé Nu veniἪi oleacń sń staἪi Ἠi cu mine de vorbń?  

With you? You discern his features: he sips his Cu tine? Îi deosebeἨti tr ńsńturile: îἨi soarbe  

wine, propped against his spear. If only  vinul, rńzimat ´n suliἪń. Numai  
  

he would keep his temper. Canõt we do something for his sń nu se tulbure cu firea. Nu putem face nimic pentru  

great image, just received? marele lui chip, abia primit?  

Wholeheartedly.  Cu toatń osteneala.  

òAs thereõs nothing we can do, letõs part ways in silence.ó ăCum nu putem face nimic, sń ne depńrtńm ´n tńcereó. 
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 Cold is coming 

 

 Vine frigul  

Ununderstood sadness, autumn is playing up to him, it  TristeἪi neînἪelese, toamna îi cântń în strunń, este 

is a fight for destruction. Cold  o luptń pentru a putea distruge. Vine 

is coming. The stress is on the corporality, on amassing frigul. Accentul cade pe corporalitate, pe masarea 

polarities. On ugliness. polaritńἪilor. Pe urâciune. 

  

Tired, forced to stop and lie down  Obosit, obligat sń se opreascń Ἠi sń se întindń 

in the land haunted by the souls of those departed in search pe câmpul bântuit de suflete ale celor plecaἪi în cńutarea  

of a better world and never returned to  unei lumi mai bune Ἠi nemaiîntorἨi în  

Romania, turned into slaves abroad. On a sunny day: România, deveniἪi sclavi în strńinńtate. Într -o zi cu soare: 

tired, he fell asleep and sunk obosit, a adormit Ἠi s-a scufundat  

60 cubits into the ground, thatõs how heavy his body has cu 60 de coἪi în pńmânt, atât de greu îi devenise  

become. He fell asleep loaded with the souls of all the corpul. A dormit ´ncńrcat cu toἪi  

dead in his family. Now he should have  morἪii din familia lui. Acum ar fi trebuit s ń  

woken up well -rested and se trezeascń odihnit Ἠi  

ready to fight, but he doesnõt wake up anymore, he passes from gata de bńtńlie, dar nu se mai trezeἨte, trece dintr-un hotar  

one land to another. he hears the tolling of all the bells, word  în alt hotar, aude sunând toate clopotele, vestea s-a 

spreading like the wind, that his good thoughts  rńsp©ndit asemenea v©ntului, cń i s-a  

have died outé He restrains himself, still, he doesnõt reach for stins g©ndul buné Se stńp©neἨte, totuἨi, nu pune mâna  

the sword, to cut off the head of those asking pe sabie, sń le taie capetele celor care  
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for his submission. He would have liked to he ar òwelcome ´i cer sń se supunń. I-ar fi plńcut Ἠi lui sń audń cń ăbine 

back, I was starting to te-ai ´ntors, ´ncepusem sń mń  

get sick of the mission you gave meó, that he kept his word. satur de misiunea ce mi-ai dat-oó, cń s-a Ἢinut de cuv ânt. 

He is sunken in meditation.  E scufundat în meditaἪie. 

  

Ununderstood sadness, blocked energies TristeἪi neînἪelese, energii blocate  

and no technique of streamlining excitationé Cold is coming. Ἠi nici o tehnicń de fluidizare a excitaἪiilor é Vine frigul.  
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 At 10 p.m.  La ora 10 seara 

 

He passes by the railway station with the  Trece prin faἪa gńrii cu felinarul  

lantern lit, the lantern stolen from the dead -end aprins, felinar furat de la capńtul liniei moarte de cale 

railway, scaring the dispatcher. He passes by and feratń, speriind impegatul. Trece Ἠi 

asks again where the bloody hell should he go to reach the 

forest 

´ntreabń iar pe unde naiba se ia sń ajungi la pńdurea 

through which he was dragged in chains, for  prin care a fost el purtat în lanἪuri, din  

political reasons. motive politice?  

Bless his soul ñ cut by the train then, escaped, when? Sńracul ñ  tńiat de tren mai apoi, evadat, c©nd? 

  

Long ago. Blonde, with a short moustache Odinioarń. Blond, cu mustaἪa 

and with a top hat, scurtń Ἠi cu joben, 

unknown ñ you canõt see him from where youõre standing, 

come 

necunoscut ñ  nu-l puteἪi vedea de unde staἪi, veniἪi 

here, by the window at the end of the  aici, la fereastra de la capńtul 

floating tunnel. At 10 p.m., when is detac hed tunelului plutitor. La ora 10 seara, când se desprinde 

the last hawser that ultima par©mń care  

still ties us to the bank of the river.  ne mai leagń de st©lpii de pe malul fluviului. 

  

The river of forgetfulness.  Fluviu al uitńrii. 
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 Simmering 

 

 La foc mic 

Things are getting out of hand, thereõs so much slacking and Se precipitń lucrurile, e at©ta delńsare Ἠi 

farce, I got suspended, the dogs at the Cotidianul newspaper farsń, am rńmas suspendat, c©inii de la ziarul Cotidianul 

are still barking at me, to this day, the cloud mń latrń Ἠi azi, nourul  

of evil looms over my head since September 1997. Do you see rńului se Ἢine de capul meu din septembrie 1997. Vezi 

that smoking fire at a distance? Itõs in  focul acela fumeg©nd ´n depńrtare? El 

response to another fire, that of rńspunde altui foc, al 

March 1998, nothing stops you from ending this  lunii martie 1998, nimic nu te stânjeneἨte sń pui capńt 

adventure. Isnõt it time to acestei aventuri. N-a sosit vremea sń-i 

count the silver? You look c©ntńrim argintul? Te uiἪi 

  

back: desertion, ´napoi: dezertńri, 

rebellions, rivalries, adversities. You look ahead: all  rńzvrńtiri, rivalitńἪi, adversitńἪi. Te uiἪi în faἪń: toἪi 

your acquaintances have returned to their cunoscuἪii s-au dus la  

places, at the front of the caravan. Youõre the only one left locurile lor, ´n fruntea caravanei. Numai tu ai mai rńmas  

behind, òin the Orientó. Around here, where the enigma, ´n urmń, ă´n Orientó. Pe aici, pe unde enigma,  

just as the wonderingé. Itõs a psychological ca Ἠi rńtńcireaé E un transfer 

  

transfer. Iõm dreaming that Iõm sleeping in a tent made of goat 

hides. I hear: òYouõre 

psihologic. Visez cń dorm ´n cort de piei de Ἢap. Aud: ăEἨti  
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marked by the devil, donõt moveó. însemnat de diavol, nu te miἨcaó. 

My picture is taken, what else do I have left? I make new Sunt fotografiat, ce mi-a mai rńmas? Fac noi 

threatening gestures, with  gesturi ameninἪńtoare, cu  

ardent embers ñ why arenõt you throwing stones at me? tńciuni aprinἨi ñ  de ce nu aruncaἪi în mine cu pietre? 

Why arenõt you strangling me? De ce nu mń str©ngeἪi de gât? 

Maybe because your time is not up yet? Well, what could it be?  Poate fiindcń nu Ἢi-a sosit ceasul. Mńi, ce sń fie? Cum ´i 

Whatõs the score? socoteala? 
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 What did he mean? No one understood 

 

 Ce voia sń spunń? Nu-l înѿelegeau 

They burned scented wood at his legs, mowed the Au ars lemn mirositor la picioarele lui, au cosit  

grass in the cemetery, gave him  iarba în cimitir, i -au fńcut 

an honoured place among those who do not wish  loc de cinstire ´ntre cei care nu mai vor sń  

to know of anyone or anything.  Ἠtie de nimic Ἠi de nimeni. La 

  

40 days later they made a puppet out of the mowed, 40 de zile i-au fńcut un manechin din iarba 

dried grass, set it on fire, at  cositń, uscatń, i-au dat foc, la  

his request, and rugńmintea lui Ἠi  

held a pardon of sin sermon. But it was all  i-au Ἢinut o rug ńciune de afurisenie. Dar tot 

for nothing. They were all trembling,  degeaba. Tremurau toἪi,  

terrified, still, at every step, that they will  înfricoἨaἪi, în continuare, la fiecare pas, cń vor  

stumble upon the abyssal depths  întâlni în cale marile lui adâncimi  

of his murky soul, which have stayed alive,  sufleteἨti ml ńἨtinoase, care rńmńseserń vii pe aici,  

still able to pull them under. The truth was  ´n stare sń-i tragń la fund. Adevńrul 

  

that they were thinning out each day, silently, and no one knew  fiind cń se rńreau pe zi ce trecea, pe nesimἪite, Ἠi 

why. There was a thorn in their  nu Ἠtiau de ce. Un ghimpe le stńtea  

hearts. All this while,  pe inimń. Asta, pe  

 from up above, they could constantly hear the laughter  c©nd, de pe o ´nńlἪime de aer, se auzeau permanent râsetele 
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of the dead, calling at them: only  mortului, care le str iga: doar 

memories! òOnly memories repeat amintirile! ăDoar amintirile se repetń  

just so, from the beginning întocmai, de la începutul  

of timeóé timpuluióé 
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 Read to me 

 

 Citeѽte-mi 

Take this cup of loneliness away from me. ċndepńrteazń acest pahar al singurńtńἪii de la mine. 

Rest your hand on my forehead. Pune-mi mâna pe frunte.  

It burns ñ read in my eyes the ad: òAuthorized Arde  ñ  citeἨte-mi în ochi reclama: ăAgent  

agentó. Slide down to my  autorizató. Coboarń p©nń la 

mouth, kiss me. Relieve the tension of the white hair, gurń, sńrutń-mń. Destinde coarda firului de pńr alb,  

stay with me for a piece of bread baked stai cu mine la o bucatń de p©ine coaptń  

in the heart, right on the ashes. In the  ´n vatrń, direct ´n cenuἨń. În 

  

ashes of my ancestors. Seated on a cenuἨa înaintaἨilor din familie. A ἨezaἪi pe  

platform, only souls,  o platformń, numai suflete,  

in a land full of poetry, after we landed  pe un tńr©m plin de poezie, dupń ce am cobor©t 

together from the boat. ´mpreunń din barcń.  

The boat in which we put some lit embers, Barcń ´n care am pus c©Ἢiva tńciuni  

firewood and  aprinἨi, lemne de foc Ἠi  

fishing baskets, before crossing the river of  coἨuri de pescuit, înainte sń fi traversat apa 

woe, which both hurt and  amńrńciunii, care ne-a fńcut Ἠi rńu 

soothe us: where are we? Ἠi bine: unde suntem? 

  

Weõre burning thoroughly. If only we havenõt been in vain to Ardem ´n profunzime. Numai sń nu fi umblat ´n zadar pe la  
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sorcerers and philosophers. For all that canõt be vraci Ἠi filozofi. FaἪń de tot ce nu poate fi  

defined. Wondering  definit. RńtńciἪi  

among cormorants. For now, printre corbi de mare. Pe moment, 

  

we are chasing a long stream of steam that seems to noi urmńrim un lung Ἠir de aburi care pńreau cń  

be running from west to east. fug de la apus cńtre rńsńrit. 
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 Why would she lie  

 

 De ce sń mintń 

She sees him sliding with  Îl vede alunecând cu  

his horse on the ice, in slow motion, he falls under the horse ñ calul pe gheaἪń, cu încetinitorul, el cade sub cal ñ  

has it been a millennium since then? Itõs a trecut un mileniu de atunci? E 

a stagnated evolutionary process. Why would she lie, într -un proces evolutiv oprit. De ce sń mintń, îi lipseἨte  

sheõs missing a man now, she covers her un bńrbat acum, ´Ἠi acoperń din reflex  

sex, a reflex: sheõs dying from the heat, she  sexul: moare de cald, trage 

eavesdrops at what the soldiers are saying, thereõs only the cu urechea la ce mai spun soldaἪii, îi desparte doar 

hotelõs wall separating them, if only they knew un perete de hotel, dacń ar Ἠti ei 

how she looks, stark cum aratń ea, goalń 

  

naked, alone, awoken by the noises from the other puἨcń, singurń, trezitń de zgomotele din cealaltń 

room, itõs 3 oõclock, itõs just a effect of the camerń, este ora 3, e un fenomen al  

echo, at dawn rezonanἪei, în zori 

she will have to return to the cemetery of the  va trebui sń se ´ntoarcń ´n cimitirul 

nunnery, where she was buried, she turns on the lamp and mńnństirii, unde a fost ´ngropatń, aprinde veioza Ἠi 

  

opens the book she had on the nightstand. The book deschide cartea de pe noptierń. Cartea 

that is her tomb. Last night  care ´i e morm©nt. Asearń 

she was a 15 year old maiden, minutes later ea era o fecioarń de 15 ani, peste c©teva minute va 
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the only this left will be wrinkled and flaccid  rńm©ne doar piele zb©rcitń Ἠi  

skin, hanging loose from the bony chin, and tomorrow?  flascń, at©rn©nd de bńrbia colἪuroasń, iar mâine? 

Will tomorrow generate a new type of force? Mâine va genera un anumit tip de forἪń? 

  

Tomorrow she will enter  Mâine va intra într -o  

a new era, she hopes ñ she looks confused. epocń nouń, sperń ñ are o expresie confuzń. 
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 you tell me? 

 

 mie-mi spui? 

I experimented and I toiled. From across the road, Am experimentat Ἠi am trudit. De dincoace de drum,  

besieged by meat with eyes, with ´mpresurat de cńrnuri cu ochi, cu  

dripping blood ñ Iõm out of my mind, what came across sângele picurând ñ  nu-s sńnńtos, de unde am mai scos  

me? Donõt worry, youõll be hospitalized. Good Ἠi asta? Fii fńrń grijń, vei fi internat. Doamne  

bless: heõs urged, drink some  ajutń: ´l ´ndeamnń, bea 

holy water for now, at list a drop, itõs from the feast day  deocamdatń agheasmń, o picńturń mńcar, e luatń de ziua 

of the Life-giving Spring, in 2001, and it has Izvorului Tńmńduirii, ´n 2001, Ἠi e  

healing powers, it has, everyone came then to wait in line for  vindecńtoare, chiar, fiecare a venit atunci la coadń sń ia  

holy water, with hopeé Nothing agheasmń, cu o speranἪńé Nimic  

  

is as it used to be. You tell me? We have all become nu mai e cum a fost. Mie-mi spui? ToἪi am ajuns 

beggars, some of us beg for money, others beg to be niἨte cerἨetori, unii cerem bani, alἪii  

spare of cancer, some to be loved,  cerem sń fim feriἪi de cancer, unii cerem sń fim iubi Ἢi, 

others to be left aloneé Will you alἪii cerem sń fim l ńsaἪi în paceé O 

buy it? I will.  cumpńraἪi? O cumpńr.  

The peasant is counting the 500.000 ROL bills. If the cow is sick,  Ἡńranul ´i numńrń bancnotele de 500.000 lei. Dacń vaca  

you bring it back. He  e bolnavń, mi-o aduceἪi înapoi, bre. Dń 

nods: all he can see in front of his eyes is chunks of meat with din cap: vede în faἪa ochilor numai hńlci de carne cu  

eyes, with dripping bloodé At  ochi, cu sângele Ἠiroind é La 
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the entrance of the market, someone with a violin: he can hear it intrarea în târg, unul cu vioara: îl aude de departe iar,  

from afar, should he give him money too? Or call  him names sń-i dea Ἠi lui bani? Sń-l înjure  

for being a beggar that sings out of tune? So much toilé Or cń e cerἨetor care cântń fals? Câtń trudńé Sau poate  

maybe heõs experimenting as wellé Because of the cń Ἠi el experimenteazńé Din  

decay. All he can do is stop: cauza decńderii. Nu-i mai rńm©ne dec©t sń se opreascń:  

withered, tortured.  veἨtejit, chinuit.  
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 Nicely scented 
 

 Frumos mirositoare  

It is deposited in containers of plant  Se depune în recipiente de origine 

origin, right after it is served at the castle ñ vegetalń, imediat dupń ce e poftitń la castel ñ  

in layers of lace, în aἨternuturi de dantel ń,  

one after the other, sometimes mixed with sulphur, or even 

with  

pe r©nd, amestecatń c©nd cu sulful, c©nd cu 

  

 mercury! Or with sault: in  mercurul! Sau cu sarea: în  

honour of the twilight of some great former  cinstea crepusculului unor mari civiliza Ἢii  

civilizationsé When everyone was trying to have a good 

hearth. 

anterioareé C©nd se silea fiecare sń-Ἠi facń inimń bunń. Se 

  

It deposits like some sort of manly farewell, nicely  depune cu un fel de adio bńrbńtesc, frumos 

scented, full of rage mirositoare, plinń de furie 

and bitterness, stripped of false pretences Ἠi amńrńciune, despuiatń de strńluciri false 

and the erotic superstitions Ἠi de superstiἪiile erotice 

memorized from the books of spells gathered on the 

nightstand,  

memorate din cńrἪile de farmece adunate pe noptierń, 

  

ready to rise from its own ashes, pregńtitń sń rńsarń din proprie cenuἨń, 

flower. Sheõs a wreck. floare. E terminatń psihic. 
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 Dust  

 

 Praf  

I consume myself in loneliness, too slowly, though, I should  Mń consum ´n singurńtate prea ´ncet, totuἨi, ar fi  

have disappeared by now, òon  trebuit sń dispar p©nń acum, ădupń 

all accountsó ñ but something inside of me is still fighting  socotelile tale bńbeἨtió ñ  ceva din mine ´nsń opune  

back, doesnõt want to burn, in vain did I add fuel  rezistenἪń, arde mai greu, degeaba am tot  

to the fireé Honestly, whoever may ask, I just tell them that I pus gaz pe focé Sincer, cui mń ´ntreabń, ´i rńspund cń 

canõt do it anymore! This is the truth. What else is there to  nu mai pot! Acesta e adevńrul. Ce mai  

do? Iõm fussing. Did you get into a fight? Whatõs with that ugly 

bruise? I  

faci? Freamńt. Te-ai bńtut? Ce e cu v©nńtaia aia ur©tń? ċmi  

feel as if Iõm dying, evil-evil coming from withiné But vine sń mor, ´mi vine un rńu-rńu dinlńuntrué Dar 

also from within comes also something  tot din lńuntru nu-Ἢi vine Ἠi un  

good-good, fighting back, right? What do you make of this? bun-bun, care opune rezistenἪń? Tu ce înἪelegi din asta?  

If only you wouldnõt be whining so muché These Dacń nu te-ai mai vńicńri at©té Sunt  

voices canõt be explained. They donõt foretell anything good. voci de naturń inexplicabilń. Care nu prevestesc nimic bun. 

I just answered your question òHow are you?ó Ἡi-am rńspuns doar la ´ntrebarea ăCe mai faci?ó 

Youõre sinister. Today I have EἨti sinistru. Azi m -am luat  

beaten myself up: I wouldnõt give myself the key, singur la bńtaie: dacń-mi dńdeam de unul singur cheia,  

I wouldnõt do anything to myselfé I have an eye in the back of 

my head. Donõt you see 

nu-mi fńceam nimicé Am un ochi ´n ceafń. Tu nu-Ἢi dai seama 

youõre scaring everyone like this? cń sperii aἨa lumea? 
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Until they reached the house of the witch: he, foaming at  P©nń au ajuns ´mpreunń la casa vrńjitoarei: el, cu spume 

the mouth, distorted, is kept  la gurń, schimonosit, e Ἢinut  

under the pot, she ñ is holding a twig in her fist.  ascuns sub oalń, ea ñ  str©nge ´n pumn o vńrguἪń. 

All around, cosmic dust.  Peste tot, praf cosmic. 
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 Covered in brains  Plin de creier 
 

Bleedings, wonderings ñ out of wits, on swollen  S©ngerńri, rńtńciri ñ sńrit de pe fix, pe strńzile 

streets, circumvolutions in  umflate, circumvolu Ἢiuni în 

search of a Xerox with phosphorescent ink that cńutarea unui xerox cu tuἨ fosforescent care sń 

copies in detail: te copieze ´n amńnunt:  

leaks through the grates of the sewer and the short visit scurgeri printre grńtarele de canal Ἠi vizita scurt ń 

to the undergrounds  în subteranele 
  

of death, òwhat am I doing hereó? Covered in brains, my hands morἪii, ăce caut eu pe aició? Plin de creier pe mâini  

and my clothes: on Shrove Sunday, Ἠi pe haine: în duminica  

the Sunday next before Lent! With small indiscreet  grasń, de Lńsata Secului! Cu mici ´mprumuturi 

  

loans taken from the prophets: indiscrete fńcute de la profeἪi:  

as long as all that exists c©tń vreme toate ´Ἠi 

descents from the currents of the forceé Sickened by weakness, au obârἨia în curenἪii forἪeié Bolnav de neputinἪń, 

stepping all over the softness of the soul: cńlc©nd pe moliciunea sufletului: 

following in the steps of the wheels from the carriage,  plecat pe urmele roἪilor de tr ńsurń ce au rńmas întipńrite  

imprinted on the bricks under the vault of the entrance  pe cńrńmizile de sub bolta de la intrarea ´n 

  

of the old post office. He didnõt realize how far he has gone. fosta staἪie de poἨtń. Nu-Ἠi dńduse seama cât era de departe.  

He thought it was next to nothing.  A crezut cń nu e nimica. 
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 An unforgettable night  

 

 O noapte de neuitat 

Only torment, back streets, rats that go through your  Doar chin, strńzi lńturalnice, Ἠobolani care-Ἢi trec printre  

shoes, mixed feelings: pantofi, sentimente amestecate: 

you close your legs, clench your teeth, undress îἪi apropii pulpele, str ângi din din Ἢi, te dezbraci  

on your way, he awaits for you in bed, you kiss  din mers, el te aἨteaptń în pat, îi 

his chest, they come to mind,  sńruἪi sânii, îἪi vin  

those that în minte cei 

  

call the world a cave: ce numesc lumea a fi o peἨterń:  

Going down? Up? Until you notice that the apple is blooming.  cobor©m? Urcńm? P©nń c©nd zńreἨti cń înfloreἨte mńrul.  

He answers that he gladly took up  El îἪi rńspunde cń a primit cu  

the white mantle, he thanks you, such a pity  bunńvoinἪń mantia albń, îἪi mulἪumeἨte, pńcat  

that now he has to rumple it, for what  cń trebuie acum s-o boἪeascń, în ce o  

is worth ité The white priveἨteé Mantia  

  

mantle is under them, spread over the bed: from long ago, albń e sub ei, ´ntinsń pe pat: de pe vremea  

when they both managed to put  când reuἨiserń amândoi sń punń  

aside some money, deoparte câἪiva bani,  

to pay for a hotel room, for an  sń plńteascń o camerń la hotel, pentru o  

unforgettable nighté. A reminiscence: she, raw, standing  noapte de neuitaté O revede: ea, crudń, cum stń de-a  
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upright in the waters of the pond from childhood,  dreptul în apa gârlei din  

how she washes the clothes and hammers them with a mallet copilńrie, cum spalń rufe Ἠi le bate cu maiul pe 

atop some poles of polished wood! niἨte cńpriori de lemn lustruit!  

Until gravity gets scared and changes: My God, P©nń se sperie Ἠi se schimbń forἪa gravitaἪionalń: Doamne, 

  

how much love have I gathered inside of meé c©tń dragoste am adunat ´n mineé 
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 Remembering myself 

 

 Mń rememoram 

around midnight, the light of the lamp was still big: was I? In  cam pe la miezul nopἪii, lampa era încń mare: eu eram? În 

heavy armour and a helmet with closed  armurń grea Ἠi coif cu viziera  

visor ñ I couldnõt quite recognize myself, what else did I ´nchisń ñ  nu mń recunoἨteam cu totul, ce mai  

want? It was me, remembering  voiam? Eu eram, mń  

myself, raising the visor for a second, but I couldnõt rememoram, ridicam pentru o clipń viziera, dar nu 

understand myself. What did I haveé What was I mń ´nἪelegeam. Ce aveamé Oare 

thinking of? At the rottenness inherited from within.  la ce mń g©ndeam? La putreziciunea moἨtenitń din adânc. 

  

I was thinking of those in armouries  Mń g©ndeam la cei din cazńrmi 

and in the bunkers, the Romanians: of those not raised under Ἠi din beciuri, români: la cei necrescuἪi în cultul  

the cult of obedience, òlike me, supunerii, ăca mine,  

humiliated and sadó. How is your heart now? umilit Ἠi tristó. Cum Ἢi-e inima acuma? 

  

The huge, double door from the entrance UἨa mare, dublń, de la intrarea  

to myself was half -covered by a dune, and  ´nlńuntrul meu era pe jumńtate acoperitń de o dunń, iar  

the wind was gathering more and more sand  vântul aduna din ce în ce mai mult nisip  

around the exterior walls. Not to mention the Apocalypse,  în jurul pereἪilor exteriori. Plus apocalipsa, anunἪatń  

announced in 2012 and the photon belt: everything was a  în 2012, Ἠi centura fotonicń: totul era un  

roar of laughter, there, in publicé hohot de r©s, acolo, publicé 
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O, rebellion instinct! Donõt back down: not you, òeven Ah, instinct al rńzvrńtirii! Nu da ´napoi: mńcar tu, ăchiar 

though I have failed everything with the shady affairs,  dacń am ratat totul cu ´nv©rtelile, 

ill faith, stupidity, deception and slyness of  reaua-credinἪń, prostia, înἨelńciunea, Ἠmecheria alor  

oursóé Thereõs something rotten here! noἨtrióé Cń e o c©rdńἨie la mijloc!  

I failed everything, this is the official colour,  Am ratat totul, aceasta este culoarea regulamentarń,  

daring  ´ndrńznind 

  

and failing, òlisten through me the cries of the Ἠi nereuἨind, ăascultaἪi prin mine vaietele  

crowdó ñ send back and forth in time, mulἪimii ó ñ  trimis c ând înainte, când înapoi în timp,  

pushed by a warm radiation.  împins de la spate de o radiaἪie caldń. 
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 For the best 

 

 Mai bine  

I was honestly thinking that this is for the best. I  Mń g©ndesc, sincer, cń e mai bine sń fie aἨa. Am 

I am having difficulties again, I am cornered, ruined,  iar necazuri, sunt încolἪit, ruinat,  

nothing works anymore, I have brought this upon myself, I 

donõt 

nimic nu mai merge, ´mi fac singur greutńἪi, nu vreau  

want to hear about any other reason? sń mai aud de nicio pricinń?  

Neither about the watcher inside of me, or the level to  Nici de supraveghetorul din mine, nici de nivelul la  

which I could rise: up to that point.  care m-aἨ putea ridica: pânń acolo.  

  

Then he went silent, covering his mouth,  Aici tńcu, duc©ndu-Ἠi  

out of habit: why do I bother so much,  din reflex m©na la gurń: de ce-mi bat eu, în 

after all? These  definitiv, atâta capul? Aceste 

sorrows could be of consolation, could be necazuri ar putea sń-mi fie spre m©ng©iere, sń-mi fie  

dandelions, ants, dried alluvial deposits, electric  pńpńdii, furnici, aluviuni uscate, ´ncńrcńri 

loads, murky waters at your feet, torn willows, sweat,  electrice, apń tulbure la picioare, salcie ruptń, sudoare,  

red petals, extra sensorial perceptions ñ petale roἨii, percepἪii extrasenzoriale ñ  

  

all going downstream after my inner pouring rain  toate curg©nd la vale dupń fiecare rupere a mea de nouri  

in the middle of  pe dinlńuntru, ´n mijlocul celei mai 

the biggest tumult, until it all falls silent enough  mari gńlńgii, p©nń ce se va face deodatń liniἨte  
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that you can hear the cries of a river gull. sń se audń Ἢipńtul unui pescńruἨ de râu.  

Itõs not my cry? I, Nu e Ἢipńtul meu? Eu,  

  

born into a multiplied form, unleashed,  apńrut ´ntr-o formń multiplicatń, dezlńnἪuit,  

climbed up the hill, with the pitchfork  urcat pe alt deal, cu furcoiul pe  

on my shoulder, to gather the hay ñ as many straws, as many umeri, la strânsul fânului  ñ  câte fire de fân, atâtea  

feelings. Conflicting  simἪńminte. În  

ones. When you donõt know who youõre fighting with. What contradictoriu. Când nu Ἠtii cu cine te lupἪi. La  

do you need it for? Hay grown in a moonles s night as tall as the 

house, 

ce-Ἢi trebuie? Fân crescut într -o noapte fńrń lunń c©t casa, 

under the breath of malevolent  sub rńsuflarea spiritelor  

spiritsé This wonõt change anything. Because itõs rńufńcńtoareé Asta n-o sń schimbe nimic. Fiind  

  

all in vain. I donõt totul în zadar. Nu -mi mai  

allow myself to whine, to groan, to regret.  ´ngńdui a mń vńieta, a geme, a regreta. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate  Alexandra Velicu  

 

86 
 

 
 January 2017 

 Express yourself  Exprimń-te 

 

How many times have you climbed up to the cave, to pray?  A c©ta oarń urci p©nń ´n peἨterń, sń te închini? 

òAsk Daniil Sihastrul! Or prior  ăċntreabń-l pe Daniil Sihastrul! Sau pe pńrintele stareἪ  

Melchisedec, from Putna.ó You would have wanted to descend Melchisedec, de la Putnaó. Ai fi vrut sń cobori  

into the bowels of death, to  p©nń ´n mńruntaiele morἪii, în 

retreat, to uncover you true face and to ask for retragere, sń-Ἢi descoperi adevńrata faἪń Ἠi sń ceri  

forgiveness. Just so, climbing, you might think that youõre the iertare. AἨa, urcând, ai impresia cń  

centre of the earth, although you know for sure that you arenõt. eἨti buricul p ńmântului, deἨi Ἠtii sigur cń nu eἨti. Nu  

You havenõt gotten anywhere yet, in the  ai ajuns nicńieri p©nń azi, nici ´n  

underlays of things, but youõve done your duty: you tried substratul lucrurilor, dar Ἢi-ai fńcut datoria: ai încercat  

and you searched. The surrounding fir woods  Ἠi ai cńutat. Pńdurile de brad din jur te  

gather you in their bosom and urge you to know  ´mbrńἪiἨeazń la pieptul lor Ἠi te îndeamnń sń-Ἢi cunoἨti  

your place from now on. Itõs enough pe mai departe lungul nasului. E de ajuns 

that you havenõt lost your enthusiast yet, thinking that 

everything  

cń nu Ἢi-ai pierdut entuziasmul, crez ând cń are un rost 

has a meaning ñ you were wrong, however, itõs not by chance totul ñ te-ai înἨelat, din pńcate, nu întâmplńtor 

that you are walking in your old steps. No other choice. After a  îἪi calci pe urmele vechi. Neavând de ales. De la o vârstń 

certain age thereõs nothing else to do but repeat oneself, right? nu Ἢi-a mai rńmas decât sń te repeἪi, nu? 

Itõs no tragedy if you challenge yourself and suffer, Nu e nici o nenorocire dacń te provoci singur Ἠi suferi,  

just so you wonõt reach the top and never  numai sń nu urci p©nń la capńt Ἠi sń nu mai  
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come down! The world is as it is, no one defends you from  cobori! Lumea e aἨa cum e, nu te apńrń nimeni de tine  

yourself. And hope is fleeting.  însuἪi. Iar nńdejdea e trecńtoare.  

  

Of course you have much more to endure from now on, so 

many 

BineînἪeles cń ai atâtea de rńbdat Ἠi de aici înainte, atâtea 

shortcomings and pains ñ why are you getting upset? lipsuri Ἠi dureri ñ de ce te sperii?  

Didnõt you wise up? Sweeten your throat, draw strength from Nu te-ai înἪelepἪit? ÎndulceἨte-Ἢi gâtlejul, ia putere din  

the wait, rise up to the heart and  aἨteptare, urcń-te pânń la inimń Ἠi  

fall down to ask the òsleepless wormó for mercyé Youõre coboarń sń-i ceri ăviermelui neadormitó ´ndurareé EἨti  

  

an expression of your own  o expresie a propriei tale  

nature, whatõs so hard to comprehend? Express yourself, naturi, ce e aἨa de greu de înἪeles? Exprimń-te,  

therefore, properlyé ´n continuare, ca atareé 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Poems by Liviu Ioan Stoiciu  

Translated into English by MTTLC graduate  Alexandra Velicu  

 

88 
 

 
 January 2017 

 Saturday, 14 February 

 

 s©mbńtń, 14 februarie 

Limited, giving and receiving less and less,  Restrâns, dând Ἠi primind din ce în ce mai puἪin, 

left without any purpose  rńmas fńrń nici o Ἢintń  

or desire ñ is it possible? Anyway,  Ἠi fńrń nici o dorinἪń ñ e posibil? Oricum,  

none of his dreams are coming true. Heõs out of demands, nu i se mai ´nfńptuieἨte nici un vis. Nu mai are pretenἪii,  

he lets things come as they are, although he knows he hasnõt lasń lucrurile sń curgń de la sine, deἨi Ἠtie cń  

reached pické He pines for. Only loneliness n-a atins maximumé T©njeἨte. Îi picur ń din cer doar  

falls out of the sky, endless. At some point singurńtate, la nesf©rἨit. La  

he lost track of himself, but he caught  un moment dat s-a pierdut de el însuἨi, dar s-a ajuns 

up. He even failed in suicide. What didnõt he  din urmń. A ratat inclusiv sinuciderea. Ce 

fail? In vain he looks around now, thereõs nothing worth n-a ratat? Acum degeaba se uitń ´n jur, nu mai vede 

remembering, nothing to have  nimic deosebit de reἪinut, nici în  

in view: why is he wandering around? The search is  perspectivń: de ce mai ´nt©rzie pe aici? Cercetarea s-a 

over, all his senses have gone dull. terminat, toate simἪurile i s-au tocit.  

Nothing from the past invites him to dinner, calls  Nimic din ce a trecut nu -l mai invitń la masń, nu-i dń 

him up or writes to him, only some illnesses  un telefon Ἠi nu-i scrie, numai câte 

reactivate to remind him that he has interior  o boalń se reactiveazń Ἠi-i reaminteἨte cń are organe 

organs at work, such a bad example. interioare în funcἪiune, rńu exemplu.  

To be honest, he pities that he canõt find any other ways to  Sń fie sincer, ´i e milń cń nu mai gńseἨte soluἪii sń  

forget about himself. Each day that he distracts himself uite de el. Îi prieἨte fiecare zi dacń 
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agrees with him, if he doesnõt think of anything and gets in îἨi distrage atenἪia, dacń nu se gândeἨte la nimic Ἠi  

touch with the deadé Heõs intrń ´n legńturń cu morἪiié E 

  

surrounded by drifts: pleasure, anger, sorrow,  ´nconjurat de aluviuni: plńcerea, m©nia, m©hnirea, 

joy, all blend together, swimming into a  bucuria se amestecń, ´noatń  

mixture, in an intermediary state, minute after minute  într -un aluat, într -o stare intermediarń, minut de minut  

waiting to sink, but the only thing that awaits him is another  aἨteaptń sń se scufunde, dar nu-l aἨteaptń decât  

challenge. He doesnõt ´ncń o ´ncercare. Nu  

understand why he is forced to struggle so much, to cause înἪelege de ce e pus sń se chinuiascń at©t, sń provoace  

sparks, flames, flickers, phosphorescent mist,  sc©ntei, flńcńri, licńriri, ceaἪń fosforescentń,  

tongues of fire, magnetismé The fire below has risen up limbi de foc, magnetismé Focu-i de dedesubt a urcat p©nń  

to the skies. He cries out his helplessness again, as la ceruri. ÎἨi strigń iar neputinἪa, cń  

the fire above has completely descended within  him ñ isnõt it 

enough? 

focul de deasupra a coborât cu totul în el ñ nu e destul? 
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 Saturday, 31 January 

 

 s©mbńtń, 31 ianuarie 

You search, but you canõt find, it doesnõt matter what. Did CauἪi Ἠi nu gńseἨti, nici nu mai conteazń ce. S-au  

everything shake from within and  cutremurat toate, în sinea lor  

discharged? The spot is not marked anymore, so you might Ἠi s-au descńrcat? Nu mai e marcat locul, de aceea poἪi  

think that youõre in a wasteland, threatened. sń crezi cń eἨti într -un pustiu, ameninἪat. 

Only your soul keep gaining  Sufletul numai îἪi câἨtigń în  

altitude and it is harder and harder for it to come backé ´nńlἪime Ἠi-i e din ce în ce mai greu sń se întoarcńé 

Prepare yourself never again to PregńteἨte-te sń nu te mai  

meet the one you used to be before ñ and to go into the întâlneἨti niciodat ń cu cel care ai fost ñ Ἠi sń intri ´n 

madhouse, at best, and be asked: spitalul de nebuni, ´n cel mai bun caz, sń  

what are you searching for, mommies dearest, around here? fii întrebat: ce cauἪi, dragul mamei, pe aici? PregńteἨte-te 

Prepare to be left only with your passive  sń rńm©i numai cu partea pasivń  

side and not to feel any danger anymore, used to the idea that din tine Ἠi sń nu mai simἪi nici un pericol, ´mpńcat cń  

there was nothing else to be done, that this was all you got, mai mult nu s -a putut, cń at©t Ἢi s-a dat,  

that you have fulfilled your duty and itõs time for others to cń Ἢi-ai fńcut datoria Ἠi e rândul altora sń schimbe  

change the world, while losing the best part  lumea, pierzându -Ἢi cea mai mare parte 

of your individual traitsé dintre trńsńturile individualeé 

  

You survey and find out that your depth has diminished,  Faci sondaje Ἠi constaἪi cń Ἢi s-a micἨorat adâncimea, 

that you are setting down in layers with your  cń te depui ´n straturi cu lumea ta 
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inner world, only God knows if youõre on the wrong  interioarń, numai Dumnezeu Ἠtie dacń eἨti pe drumul  

path, if this is normal after a certain ageé cel rńu, dacń aἨa e normal de la o vârstńé 

Donõt be cheap. Beat that drum  Nu fi calic. Bate Ἠi tu toba mai  

harder, for everyone to know that youõre not deadé Your brain puternic, sń afle lumea cń n-ai murité Ἡi s-au încetinit  

waves have slowed down, you can resonate with  frecvenἪele creierului, poἪi intra în 

the frequency of the planet ñ why donõt you try it? rezonanἪń cu frecvenἪele planetei ñ de ce nu încerci? 

You are gripped Te cuprinde 

  

by an uncertain sadness, you hear again the whistling of  o nelńmuritń tristeἪe, auzi iar Ἠuieratul unui  

a train from childhood and see the grey starlings lowering  tren din copilńrie Ἠi vezi graurii cenuἨii cum se lasń 

above the water to bathe and they flap their wings,  ´n apń sń se ´mbńieze Ἠi dau din aripi,  

trying to throw water over their back in the heat,  ´ncerc©nd sń-Ἠi arunce apń în spinare pe caniculń, 

before they descend together upon the ´nainte sń atace ´n grup strugurii  

grapes of the vineyards around District 248, at Adjudu Vechi.  în viile din jurul Cantonului 248, la Adjudu Vechi. Surâzi,  

You smile, free of sensations and passions, eἨti liber de senzaἪii Ἠi pasiuni,  

now you could surprise yourself and  acum ai putea sń te iei singur prin surprindere Ἠi sń 

manage to reach the exité izbuteἨti sń atingi ieἨireaé 

 

 

 

 




