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Poems by TitinaNicaŢene 
 
Translated into English by 
Mariana Zavati Gardner and  
John Edward Gardner 
 
 

A Drop of Eternity 
 
 
The joy of simple things 
Behappy it did not rain 
and it was a bright day, 
the rooster sang in the yard 
Recalling my return home. 
be happy you picked up an apple 
Brown, its core full of sun, 
and the tiny child, barely walking, 
stretched out, a flower in his hand. 
be happy that the cherry tree has 
blossomed 
next to a purple lilac bush, 
that poppy lamps are lit 
in the field gilded by the sun 
That the forest got its autumn rust 
and the Moon is polishing its paths, 
Someone told you in a whisper, 
good nightat bedtime! 
Happiness is not overseas 
and do not expect it always to be from 
above 
It is here, in everyday things 
that are always around you 
 

Joy 
 
The willows have been weeping in waters 
for so long 
Their foreheads have been kissing wave 
after wave 
And their cries feel closer and closer 
When one wanders one’s gaze towards the 
shore. 
Indifferent we walk along 
Their forehead reflectedlike into a window 

Without knowing that often 
Our joy is in their lament. 
 
 

The Old Woman’s Key 
 
The old woman sits bent 
on a bench under a linden tree 
all the sorrows of the world 
lurks hidden in her eyes 
She thinks ceaselessly 
of her humble little house 
her children had sold 
to build themselves a villa. 
But she has no place in this villa, 
they had built a small room  
with a window  near the garden 
so that she can look towards the light. 
"Mum be grateful that 
you could help everyone of us! 
Who would give you 
a plate of food today? 
It’s not our fault, 
That you’ve grown old 
a villa is hard to maintain 
and we want to change the car. " 
In these moments of respite, 
a key hidden in one hand, 
she walks towards her home 
where once she had been its mistress. 
She has only been left with her key 
all the rest has gone, 
husband, youth, home 
are her un-confessed grief. 
she stares through the fence 
and sees his whole life, 
feeling more and more 
that her strength abandons her. 
But one morning, 
they found near the garden, 
their dead old mother, 
a key tightly held in her hand. 
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I am a scatter-brains… 
 
 
I do not careif thesky is blue 
I do not careif the forest rustles 
I am thinkingof what I should do 
To go intothe world, somewhere, 
anywhere… 
And if I go, I might not find what I'm 
looking for 
Feeling that I'm bored again 
And I have nothing else in my mind 
Than return back home… 
If I return home I wish to leave again 
And I am so mixed up like this, 
Because I do not understand myself 
As I am a scatter-brains 
 

Doubt 
 
I am so sad, oh Lord, 
the night has set so blue 
The cold Moon, so round 
Looks at me at the window 
It's autumn over the world 
in from above, amongst the stars,  
I feel how you call me to You 
But although I always claim 
that I love You 
so that I mightreach you there, oh Lord, 
I cannot dare 
And I do not know what to think 
and I do not know what to say any more 
I am worried that  
I might turn into nothing there 
 

Directly to heaven 
 
I get on with everybody 
and I get onextremely well 
with good people, and with bad people, 
but I don’t get on well with you death. 
We make a home, we have children, 
we strive to send them to school 
and, suddenly, without any warning, 
time has passed and ...we die. 
But,by what right,you come and take  

our loved ones to go to the grave, 
so stealthily, like a pagan, 
I am waiting for Jesus’ coming 
making you master them? 
because I do not want death to perish 
and I shall not go to you 
I shall go directly to Him, to heaven! 
 

EmiliaTudose’s Hope 
 
I walk the streets that we walked 
holding hands in our youth 
Peoplemightthink that I was crazy, 
when I greet them! 
You went to other horizons, 
I stayed behind for the rest of my life 
I keep a hold on itas well as I can, 
even if it’s only a thread. 
And the streets tell me so much 
the homes are full of stories, 
nothing matters any more 
if you are no more of this world. 
All passed so quickly! 
Only one hope keeps me alive 
that perhaps somewhere in heaven, 
We’ll meet again. 
 

Prayer 
 
The sky is plastered with stars 
I am looking forward to the full Moon 
because there is a storm 
inall my thoughts… 
When the Moon will rise 
In the sky I shall gaze at it 
Dark thoughts will disappear 
And I’ll chill out... 
Oh Lord, let all the wicked, 
To search into their soul, 
To discover there  
Their Divine Side ... 
 

Forgetting you 
 
I was sitting on a frosted bench 
And the snow was melting inside me, 
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It was at the beginning of March 
And I remembered you then. 
Under the gentle rays of the sun, 
Birds, with lively trills, 
Were trying with their might and main 
To make me forget you 
Now, this spring, 
So many thoughts flow like atorrent, 
And suddenly it seems to me 
That we are both sitting on this bench ... 
 

Longing for AuntieVictoriţa 
 
I miss Auntie Victoriţa 
whohas left a huge void, 
a living legend until recently 
now, lost in the universe. 
I miss AuntieVictoriţa 
In the evening, when the Moon rises 
and the stars shine in the sky  
I feel that she waves at me. 
I miss AuntieVictoriţa 
and her wise advice 
I am still waiting for her to come back 
though that will never happen 
 

Thoughts of Spring 
 
It is early in the morning, 
the sky is full of light 
it makes me think, 
of spring in January. 
Snowdrops have sprung 
in the woods, amongst the leaves, 
which brighten my soul 
as I love them dearly. 
When the cherry trees will open 
their flowers in spring 
I pray to you, oh Lord, 
that no one might die! 
 

Oblivion 
 
Sad and ill are our old people 
they have survived another autumn, 
and they are not expecting from life 

but  a cold, and terrible winter. 
They wanted to live well, 
They have a short while until the  night, 
but  the chosen few got rich 
and the others ... in their life after death. 
The MPs continuously argue 
and have nothing else in mind 
that it's very important 
to bring down the President. 
This hatred has united them  
as the wolves unite with the lambs 
our elders forgetting everything, 
forgetting our poor country. 
2009 and 2012 
 

I feel autumn in the trees 
 
I feel autumn in the trees 
and migratory birds haveembarked on their 
journey 
as they always do each autumn, 
And I remember my youth. 
And the frost falls on the flowers in 
abundance 
In the morning all is silver 
it has set in my hair too 
and my soul is more desolate ... 
 

The call of the poplars 
 
I walk along the rustling poplars  
with an empty bag in one hand 
I got it for the eyes of the world, 
so they do not believe that I ammad. 
For who has time today 
to take a look? 
In this world,which is always in a hurry, 
poplars remain just a memory. 
I have often come to them 
to cheer myself up a bit 
theyrustle as they gazetowards the sky 
as if it’s raining out of nowhere. 
It's good that, from time to time, 
we take the poplars into account 
through their leaves the murmur of the 
river 
they always call us towards them. 
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Our parents are getting older… 
 
Our parents are aging near us, 
I was too busy not take into account 
Being busy, we do not notice 
As all goes on, day after day. 
their lives unravel to the end  
I call them, from time to time, 
to look after our sons, 
but even then they remain alone 
because we are invited to parties. 
And we cannot find a little time, 
among so many ordinary events, 
to meet for one hour at least, 
to sit and chat to them. 
And when they will be no more, 
and the Angel will carrythem under the 
wing 
we would give everything to be able to see 
them 
so that our longing might go away for a 
moment. 
15th October 2011 
 

The moment 
 
I crave for the freedom of the bird, 
it flies and sits wherever it wishes, 
it is not handled like some chess pieces, 
as I am in my existence. 
I never wanted to take you into account 
and I’ll live with the joyof the moment, 
I will defend myself from you  
as the dove does with its wings ... 

 
The acacia flower 
 
The acacia tree near my balcony 
has blossomed a second time 
And in this grey autumn 
it is sending a thought of spring. 
I say “welcome” from the depth of my 
heart! 
to these delicate white flowers 
Although it is autumn in the fields and in 
my soul 
it is as if I feel rejuvenated. 

 

Every day we die alittle... 
 
Every day we die a little 
but we have no idea of this 
we strive ever more 
to gather food in the barn. 
We do not look at a sunrise 
or a leaf swaying in the wind 
we forget that this life is transient 
and we are only a shadow on the earth. 
And time goes so imperceptibly 
as rain passes in a summer’s day 
and we find ourselves, suddenly, oh Lord, 
that we reached the night in our lives. 
 

The plum child 
 
It's winter and it’s cold oh Lord 
A sharp wind whips my face, 
I cannot believe or understand 
That I'm now at the edge of my life. 
My granddaughter still pulls me back 
With her kind and gentle doll’sface 
And next to her I feel so sorry 
That I am a plum child no longer 
To catch butterflies on the hill again 
And mother to call me sulkily 
To listen to the same pipe tune 
Becoming yesterday’s child again 
 
 
să nu o iubesc mai mult 
nu pot, Doamne, să m-abţin! 
 
 

When spring arrives 
 
 
Now, towards old age, 
I decided for some time 
to love and to observe 
each season. 
To escape the heat of the SUMMER 
in the cool forest  
and passing over plains 
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I marvel at the flowers. 
In AUTUMN not to become sad 
even when the sky is pitch black 
I'm glad to hear 
children’s voices at school. 
What can I say about WINTER!? 
There are so many holidays 
that it will seem to me 
that it snows flowers from the sky. 
Although all is yours 
existing on this earth, 
be it winter or summer 
be it rain or wind ... 
But when spring comes 
and everything is divine around 
I cannot stop  
Loving you more and more! 

Searching 
 
I search for your steps everywhere 
along the streets we walked 
and what I would not give to be young 
again 
and checkmate me in three moves 
We used to annoy one another so 
suddenly, 
as if we were in a deadly war 
We took into account our youth 
that was boiling in both our hearts  
We would also get upset by the rain, 
which would happen so imperceptibly, 
ruining our plan to reach 
the coolness of a mountain. 
All is so far away and all is insignificant 
and what I’d give to be young again! 

 
All Saints’ Day 
 
Dear mum, I was at your grave 
I told you of my deep longing 
you do not answer me and are always 
silent, 
and my words scatter in the wind. 
You’ve been a cheerful young woman 
and so good for all of us, 
now you are alone in rain 
and do not wish to return home. 

And we slowly grow older, 
Soon we’ll come to you, 
and we'll feel really good, 
that we’ll not be apart 
1st November 2011 

Transience 
 
Oh Lord, how short is life on earth! 
And we’ll stay beyond forever 
it is pointless to complain, or to be sad, 
this life is transience only 
We collect wealth and sorrow 
and we do not look at the sun on the hill 
always forgetting that life is transient 
and we do not take anything into the earth. 
We deal with ephemeral issues 
and we do not often look at the flowers 
and the stars 
you haven’t understood anything from this 
life 
and you wake up when you have to die. 

A dream 
 
For ages I’ve been dreaming 
of a yellow house with a porch 
with a garden outside 
and a trembling poplar tree. 
The house should face the sun 
a river should flow nearby 
Two or three willows weeping willows 
to cry over it. 
and my garden should be  
Full, full of tulips 
where I could soothe 
All my longings. 
On the porch to put geraniums 
like mother planted 
I can see mother’s beloved face 
in thesered flowers. 
When the wheat will wave, 
wewould walk through it hand in hand 
I’ll be very happy 
And I’ll forget I'm old. 
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I climb the ladder of my life ... 
 
I climb the ladder of my life, 
I am on the 62nd step, 
I look back daily 
Every day, I get closerto the stars. 
The unknown is above 
I know, oh Lord, it is good 
to be closer to You, 
but why have you given us the earth? 
There are charming springs below, 
how can I leave them, oh Lord? 
I feel like a stray dog 
On the road to nowhere. 
 

A drop of eternity 
 
I am sad, oh Lord, I want to cry, 
now that everywhere is so much sun, 
the snowdrops have bloomed again in the 
grove 
the orchards give us their gift of flowers. 
Time passes, it goes towards the 
wilderness 
Iwant the past times to disappear 
to be able to play with river stones 
becoming a child once again. 
Oh Lord, we fear the unknown, 
because we do not know who might rise 
again 
so I believe that you should give 
a drop of eternity on this earth 
 

Time goes by... 
 
A leaf has fallen in the road, 
twisted, it was there on its edge 
all the trees have started to weep, 
there is a rumour of winter from above… 
Now rains will start to flow, 
the frost will set over the fields, 
the seasons follow one another in a hurry, 
Oh Lord, time goes by… 
 
 

I pass through the autumn of my life 
 
I pass through the autumn of my life 
I expect a harsh winter  
what can I do, oh Lord 
to pass through it with more ease? 
I am a rusty leaf, 
hanging from a tree, 
ready to drop anytime 
as soon as the wind begins to blow. 
If at all, just as like the leaf 
I shall be reborn in spring 
I would be very happy 
and I shall leave all my worries outside! 

We spin the memory 
 
I go slowly with an empty soul 
alone amongst so many people 
I do not know when time has gone by 
the people around me have no name. 
The heat of summer plays in the air again 
the fruits of the elder have turned black 
again 
the bells toll a lamentation again. 
and I cannot settle at all 
I'll be back in my village soon 
where my good mother expects me 
in the lightof the twinkling star 
we spin our memory, like wool ... 
 
 

Autumn, autumn,‘Welcome!’ 
 
Autumn, autumn, you’ve arrived 
now I am old! 
I was young once 
I thought I’d always be. 
Your leaves fly in the wind 
As for me, I bow to the ground. 
But trees will blossom again 
when spring comes back. 
I feel so sad that 
I cannot be young again. 
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I am so happy… 
 
I'm so happy ... 
The Moonshines through the clouds 
The cold and silent night 
Dresses me in flowers. 
Why am I so happy? 
For the Moon, for the waters, 
For the night for it's quiet, 
Or for ... you are so close to me? 
 

Lost Soul 
 
I returned home along a country road 
and I talked to the forest 
that told me how the cuckoo sings every 
summer  
since I left elsewhere 
I cut a path through drops of dew 
and I was overwhelmed by memories 
the Sun’s rays broke the forest into two 
and then I said to myself: everything is as 
before! 
I went silent under the apple trees in 
flower  
that snowed my path as a welcome sign 
the whole day seemed to be a question: 
lost soul, have you returned home? 
 

Terminus 
 
Autumn falls over the groves again 
a leaf lights here and there, 
the passing seasons turn in haste 
and all life passes in a hurry 
Life is a train with long carriages 
running under the blue sky 
and so, without realizing  
it takes you to your final destination. 
To catch the moment, to enjoy 
the simple things, a flower 
and to remember, from time to time, 
that this life isstill transient! 

 
Frame of mind 
 
What morning, oh Lord, what dawn! 
The gaze surrounds itself by the autumn  
and often feels deep sadness, 
when the flowers are ready to die. 
And time goes by,the thread is thinning, 
only the SomeṣRiver remains alive forever 
life flows slowly, imperceptibly,  
and now I feel that I'm already late. 
 

Towards I don’t know where… 
 
Dense rain sifts over the park 
the leavesfall destroyed by the autumn 
I cannot reconcile myself with the thought 
that summer days are gone. 
My hair has gone grey at the temples 
the shiver of the autumn touches me 
the longing overwhelms me again 
so that I go towards I don’t know where... 

The loneliness of the lilac 
 
I am sad, oh Lord, I feel like crying, 
now that everywhere is so sunny, 
the violets have bloomed in the grove 
again 
the orchards offer us their gift of flowers. 
I don’t know where the years have gone 
and nostalgia gets me in the month of 
April 
and how I want to turn the timeback,and 
be a child at my mum’s again 
She left without coming back, 
therewhereeven time has stopped 
at her window, now only 
the lilac is in bloom. 
 

Loneliness 
 
I sat on the same bench 
where we met 
and we were young 
and the memory hurt me. 
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That I was a “Cosânzeana” 
and you were a “Prince Charming” 
and the linden tree flourished again 
and its flowers were falling down. 
I sat there in numbness 
when I woke up summer was gone 
I went home crying softly 
and the evening has set in my soul 
 

Holy spring 
 
Let spring arrive with shining sun 
Let the sky throw its blue  into theblue 
bells 
Let the wheat wave like a sea 
Let the snowdrops have the sparkle of the 
snow 
And the leaves dance happily in the wind, 
And the many birds singing lively songs 
Andthe wet earth smell fresh 
So that I could greet them gladly 
Oh Lord, there is nothing more sacred in 
this world 
than a spring when all is reborn 
everything feels like it’s mine 
Hug them all, I’d like, if possible. 
 
 
 

A letter 
 
Autumn has come to us 
and my forest turnedyellow 
I'm walking the streets anywhere 
and I'm so missing you. 
I am longing for you and I am longing for 
me 
in this bad weather 
I am longing for my youth 
Why has he gone and has not returned? 
 
 

The Seat ofGrace 
 
Spring is in the air 
trees open their eyes in the wind 

and I almost feel how the grass  
and the snowdrops grow in the ground. 
Another spring comes 
and words flower in my mouth  
and sorrows fall from me 
like the flowers on the wild brier. 
Come to the forest to feel  
as nature slowlycomes to life 
to let spring embrace us 
it’s light at dawn at last. 
 
 

The acacia tree 
 
They killed the acacia tree, they cut it, 
it had its branches full of summer, 
they came likerobbers, 
fellingit to the ground, in the evening. 
And I asked myself “what did it do to 
them?” 
It always blossomed in spring, 
giving its gift of white flowers 
and spreading its fragrance, once again? 
Birds have lamented it for a long time, 
and stopped their songs, 
they sat down on the stump that was left, 
almost expecting it to grow again 
It was there quietin front of my balcony, 
offering me unforgettable evenings, 
I loved it so muchlike you love a child 
And now, oh Lord, they cut it! 

Mother does not change 
 
You left the house closed 
and you have gone to foreign countries 
but you don’t feel good there 
Doors are not open to you. 
The cherry tree atthe window 
has blossomed for a second time, 
but you are no longer in the country, 
and you do not feel our joy.. 
You left your nation and your language, 
I don’t know how you could 
forget your past, 
mother, country do not change. 
I’m not rich in Romania, 
but the cherry trees  
will bloom in spring again, 
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and won’t give them up for the world! 
 
 

Mother 
 
Mum, I miss you and I would like you 
to be, now, beside me whenit rains, 
to chase the sadness on my forehead 
as you did, when you were with me. 
To go together to collect wood  
there in the thick forests, 
to collect mushrooms and flowers 
and return happy in the evening. 
andlight the fire of kindling in the hall  
boiling a polenta for the milk  
I would lively jump on one foot 
besides the fire sparkling in the night ... 
But where are you? I look for you again 
and again, 
and there  is a flower in the garden, 
I gather for a bouquet, and make my wayto 
the  cemetery 
in tears, to light a candle for you. 

Enlightenment 
 
Today I‘ve forgottenof you oh Lord 
I’ve been preoccupied by earthly issues 
Though I know that there is evil 
everywhere  
In the places where You are not 
Even the devil sometimes 
Does good to prove 
That it is good and we give it credence 
Although we know that it wants to harm us 
And so I pray to You oh Lord 
To help me to find Your path 
For around here where I live  
I do not find enlightenment. 

Mother's tears 
 
She sits in her little house, 
crouched on one side, 
her soul is empty, 
she is trying not to cry. 
Autumn has embraced the fields, 

a dog barks in the night 
her thoughts are with 
her children far away 
She lived all her youth 
in that little village 
where she saw her seven kids grow up  
and now is all alone like a cuckoo..  
The wind shakes the window 
she is startled in her thoughts 
the lamp is flickering 
as if it were a candle. 
Her pillow is wet with tears 
she blows into the lamp to extinguish it 
andshe falls asleep at last 
it has startedto snow outside ... 
 

Water from a jug 
 
When the dove sings amongst the blocks 
of flats 
I remember how in my village 
the heat was playing in the air, like a 
honeycomb,  
and I would go with my father to plough 
Father would plough long furrows 
and I was only thinking of the next meal 
when the oxencould rest and drink water 
and we could sit under the weeping 
willow. 
My father would tell me fairy tales 
and I would drink cold water from a jug 
on the white towel, on green grass 
we ate heartily onion, polenta ... 
But Father’s gone, there is neither the 
plough, 
not the oxen that pulled hard at the yoke, 
Theyard is empty, the house is about to fall 
and the weeds grow in abundance. 
And if I could turn the time back 
to go under the weeping willow in the road 
and to eat such basic food  
and I’d give all the dainties of now! 
 
 

A question 
 
How many springs have come and gone? 
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Chestnut trees are in blossom again 
Yearsweathered me 
quickly and quietly 
Cold whirling springs  
ploughed my unblemished face  
taking my youth with them  
that will never come back. 
The path I travelledin my life 
is much longer than the one I have ahead 
and I cannot understand 
that I reachedthe end ofmy life. 
I'm trying so hard 
to think more positively 
but how, can I do this, oh Lord,  
as I am growing old for good? 
 
 

Alleged death 
 
Oh Lord I am always searching for You 
Somewhere there in the sky 
And if I cannot find you 
Holy Creator, I feel I am about to perish 
For nothing makes any sense 
In this mortal world 
If we cannot walk 
On Your narrow path 
We detach from vain pleasures 
With great difficulty 
and more and more,we fear 
Our alleged death 
 

A prayer 
 
Oh Lord, please give me my youth back 
to walk with mother and father up the hill  
to feel the scent of freshlymown hay  
and to carry the cold water with a bucket. 
Oh Lord, please give me my youth back, 
to go to school, in boots in winter,  
and to have nothing to eat 
on the small table in the room 
Oh Lord, please give me my youth back, 
to learn at the candle light again 
to watch the clear light 
of the sky carrying its stars on its back 
Oh Lord, please give me my youth back 
to listen how the cuckoo sings in the forest 

and to feel nothing, if I hurt myself, 
the thorns of the blueberry bush  
Oh Lord, please give me my youth back 
as I had it in my native village 
because I left it searching for Spring for 
Life 
and I woke up on its shore all at once. 
 
 

Hope of resurrection 
 
It is quiet in the central park 
nature is reborn all around me,  
“Christ has risen” is with us, 
and it is Easter Day today. 
The sky is clear and blue  
the sun shines like in a summer day 
the hope of resurrection 
enters the soul slowly 
 
 

Dream no.2 
 
It smells like flowers and fresh grass  
The trees bud in laughter 
We are alone in our orchard again 
And we weave a dream of sunrays 
All seemsclear in the coolness, 
The sky bends over us, 
We pick flowers from the green meadow 
And we tie bunches of chicory with its 
rays. 
 
That's life ... 
 
I returned to my village 
and I found the house in ruin 
no one lives in it now 
since our good mother passed away. 
Beica River ripples, 
life has been drowned in pyres 
though no one has pruned the vine 
it still produces two or three grapes. 
The pear, the walnut and the quince trees 
are already withering 
no one is in the yard 
to feel that they are loved. 
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Near the porch, in the garden, 
a feeble hyacinth 
has flowered this year too 
I feel so sorry for it. 
This loneliness has dried 
the water in the fountain 
all is still 
shadowing the Moon 
I can see my mum 
sitting at the round table 
cutting with a steaming polenta 
with a white thread 
And we, her eight children, 
laughedatnothing 
we were young and beautiful 
how could we not rejoice? 
Mother went, then father went  
up to the cemetery on the hill, 
I lit a candle, 
I planted a rose 
And then we’ll also go 
as life is transient 
Our children will come 
to light us a candle. 
I could do many things 
Now Ihave the money 
but all would be in vain 
We cannot go back in time. 
Although, as they say, 
better late than never 
I shall build a house 
and I shalldrive this spleen away. 
 

Parents 
 
If my parents were alive 
To tell them where I’ve been 
I would be much happier 
My life would have meaning 
But my parents passed away 
Far beyond the stars 
I stayed here with my tears 
And my longings. 
 

 
For Easter 
 
Easter sun is different, 
it has a different light 
mother and father look young 
and I appear no longer old. 
I see myself as a child on Dealul Mare 
of a distant village, 
wearing a floral dress, 
it is as if I had never left my village. 
I play with my brothers on the Beica, 
the river that flows whirling, 
We greet one another happily 
saying "Christ has Risen"! 
How happy I was, oh Lord, 
and how far I am now! 
We journeyed so far in life 
HaveI reached the end of the road? 
I watch the tree in blossom 
on which a little bird sings 
my granddaughterapproaches me 
"Christ has Risen" Grandmother! 

Oh Lord, help me ... 
 
Oh Lord, help me to be able  
to go back in time 
to be my mother’s child again 
without worries, without needs. 
Oh Lord, make my parents young again, 
So that I could play marbles with the 
children 
like in times past 
in the light of the stars, 
So that inthe orchard draped  
in silver, in the moonlight, 
deeply thrilled, 
I could shake the plums off the plum tree. 
When in the morning mist 
the sun pours its sparks  
I could run barefoot, 
into my mother's arms .... 
But the overturned cart 
from near the rusty plough, 
reminds me, once again, 
that I’ve come too late. 
The yard is empty, 
the house is leaning on one side 
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spiders spin in corners 
The wind screams into broken windows. 
The weeds in the garden, 
ask me, withtheir green eyes: 
"What’s happening, Titina 
Have you come to visit us? 
we are very well 
nobody digs us out 
we don’t need anything 
perhaps some water sometimes. " 
I walk alone through the village, 
in the sunlight, 
I feel autumn overwhelms me 
and I stealthily wipe my tears. 
 

Through deeds... 
 
Oh Lord, I always seeks You, 
with every hour, I call You from the day, 
not with any request 
not even when I am afraid. 
I like life on Earth, 
although the Earth full of evil, 
but being under Your protection 
I can easily face them 
And if, after this life, 
we can live forever, 
then we should do only good deeds. 
To save ourselves through them! 

Again 
 
I sit by the window my head in my hands 
when my cat purrs time 
like a wool bundle. 
The season changes again. 
It rains with small drops slowly 
Over the flowers, over the fields,  
the wind cuts like a razor. 

This autumn hurts me again 
 
The memories are challenging me again 
there are wet leaves everywhere 
all seems to me to be in vain 
I would go but I don’t know where. 
 

Christmas is approaching 
 
It’s like spring, oh Lord, 
Christmas is approaching, 
I am seeking the years of my youth 
and there are none. 
Myeyes are wet, 
I caressthe branch of the tree 
I imagine it in bloom 
I swallow a tear and  I fall silent. 
And it's still winter, oh Lord, 
in a rebellious December  
that does not want enter the scheme 
of this winter at all. 
How many autumns and many winters 
have passed, I don’t know any more, 
I only feel oh Lord 
that it is getting late for me.. 
 

Prayer 2 
 
Oh Lord, I love you beyond words 
and I would be very sad 
now, for the past times, 
if we were not together. 
I passed the purpose of my life 
my children are grown up now,  
Oh Lord, make me again as I was, 
so that I can start all over again. 
Oh Lord, look at us, 
atthose who carry many years, 
and turn back the time 
distancing us from death! 
 

Your House 
 
Oh Lord, I so rarely cometo you,  
to Your house, here on this Earth, 
I like to look more at the trees 
and their branches waving in the wind. 
And there, amongst the chirping of birds, 
I say to comfort me, 
that amongst the flowers of the forest 
I can easily find You, oh Lord. 
I drop in, from time to time, 
to light a candle 
but I feel thatthis 
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is a feeble consolation for the soul. 
Let us go, then, to Your house 
to listen to the Holy Gospel, 
we can find peace  
in our always anxious soul… 
 

Autumn has come 
 
Autumn has come again, 
I am a little bit older 
I am like a nail which rusted in the gate  
and it squeaks a long sigh. 
Leavesrun on the asphalt 
and too wet, they stick onto it, 
when rain falls from high above 
the autumn thrill overwhelms me. 
Melancholiesembrace me 
my hope, oh Lord, is in You, 
You are my reason to be 
because all is vanity. 
 

I went into the world 
 
It smells of smoke and the  lights are on, 
the smoke curls out of the chimneys, 
the trees seem in flower with their 
branches covered in snow 
and a longing of spring grips me. 
A longing for my remote villagesizes me, 
my thoughts, like a flock, run to my 
beloved, 
I went into the world to learn  
leaving my childhood behind next to  the 
beech forests. 

Let springcome ... 
 
It was a calm night with a full Moon 
the snow was slowly melting our silence, 
another season was coming as a light 
and it felt like lilies floating in the air. 
Let spring come with its sunshine 
to banish all our sorrows  
because thiswinter was long, therewas a lot 
of snow  
and we were left bare in our hearts like the 
trees… 

Return 
 
I'm back for good 
at home, in my village 
the field and the forests, 
they called me all the time 
I came back, but the many years 
flew past me 
I act so that I do not meet  
any acquaintance in my path today. 
Only, occasionally, an old woman 
still stares at me 
and asks me in amazement: 
"What's up, Titina?" 
An old man, over the fence; 
"Are youCostică’s daughter? 
I do not remember well, 
are you the youngest or the eldest? " 
In the acacia tree,near the house, 
a stork had its nest 
now it’s empty 
frayed like a cabbage. 
Grivei, the dog is no more 
he’s only dust now 
my heart leaps 
when I see another dog in the road. 
The fence, bent and crooked, 
with planks fallen onto the grass 
seems to encourage me silently, 
to begin to do some work. 
The huge leafy walnut,  
bent over the boards of the fence 
does not recognize me too 
and it throws a nut onto my head. 
In the cemetery, at my parents, 
I also told them what hurts 
and like that in response, 
the holy linden tree snowed with 
flowersonto me 
The Month, likea  in the sky, 
looks at me obliquely: 
"Do not fidget so much 
What's past, remains the past! " 
Sad I am sitting on the porch of the house, 
I do not know where to begin,, 
the village does not recognize me, 
I shall not return to town anymore! 
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Too late? 
 
It’s raining, it hasn’t rained recently 
and while I miss home and come 
When I would go with father to tilling 
I would be sister to the late hours 
I had a dream to go far away 
to break away from the villagers 
but all has beenonly vanity 
that I am longing to go tilling 
I am longing to run barefoot through the 
fields, 
to listen to the birds in the forest, 
to play with the village children 
as I would play a long, long time ago ... 
I have not found myself as I returned to the 
village, 
father had gone somewhere quiet, 
the rustle of the forest has gone silent 
mother has become smaller and smaller 
I searchedmyself as a child amongst 
children 
and I was not to be in any, 
the autumn was sieving yellow over the 
vines 
has my return happened too late? 

Mother has left ... 
 
Mother has left, the house is empty 
the gate is locked with a chain of iron 
in thegarden;the vines are alone 
the fountain creaks from the frost. 
Her steps do not walk in the yard 
she does not gather snow with the shovel 
She does not come out to see us at the door 
in the porch, the geranium died a long time 
ago…  
Sad Grivei, the dog, remained near the 
house, 
because his good mistress is dead  
does not wander the streets at night 
he barks, a long, heartbreaking bark, to the 
Moon. 
And as I sit like this, looking at the garden 
and at the yard with fresh snow 
mother comes out at the door and waves at 
us 
andthe geranium is burning in the porch  

Twilight of return 
 
I’ve returned to my native village 
the fog rolled over it like a wave, 
the fountain was crying like a lamb 
light of the cross of the day, rays of  steel. 
I descended a dusty road of memories, 
my ankles were seeking my past loves, 
in my village guarded by hills, 
crossesmultiplied on the banks ... 
I have not found anything from the past, 
time has run away pointless, 
the flowers withered on the table, 
it was as if I was not home ... 
In my village I found myself, 
my soul was crucified 
on the return journey, 
 
Eternity 
 
I must go back to my village 
like migratory birds return, 
The Lord is expecting me, 
hope on a wing of light. 
We roamed enoughamongst strangers 
carrying the cross of my village with 
difficulty, 
I am back to the roots again 
for the eternity of my soul. 
 

Which no. autumn is this? 
 
Raindrops are dancing 
in the autumn which brings  
memories to me 
the  wind wets its clothes 
through the old buildings 
The trees shed 
their old leaves fall 
under heavy drops of rain 
water gathers into the ford. 
Which autumn is this? 
What comes in tears? 
I do not want to count them 
and I will never know... 
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The child has grown old... 
 
Often, on the banks of the Beica River, 
I dream of the house where I was born, 
a small house, amongst the flowers, 
where I was very happy ... 
I see my brothers hop and 
jump again and again, and laugh in the 
road, 
I can  hear them, as if all 
is happening to me right now. 
And the geese, gaggling, 
flying on through the clouds now 
and I get back from the forest, 
my arms fullof flowers. 
And my mother, there ina dream, 
is young and is lively, 
I can see her return from the hillock 
with her apron full of dandelions. 
Father laughs at the gate, 

at a joke told by a neighbour 
and life seems beautiful 
as they clink a glass of wine. 
I run in the road with other children 
I string flowers on a thread, 
I put them round my neck and they seem 
to me 
the most expensive beads. 
In the creak of the oxen cart, 
I sit up, on the corn under the Moon, 
eating frosty black grapes, 
and the bell round the necks of the oxen 
still rings ... 
The river flows quietly 
with small flashes of light in its waves, 
and slowly, slowly, I wake up, 
and a sadness grips me. 
Looking carefully, at the shine of the water 
I notice that my hair has turned grey, 
My parents are no more, 
the child has grown old ... 
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