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“Stones are masters of time. 

We would paint the universe 
the colours of our minds  
and flirt with death, but 

Whether we dance or faint or kneel we 
fall on stones.” 

 
Gwendolyn MacEwen 

“Stones and Angels” Antiparos, 1976 
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OLD POSTCARDS 

Almost empty, the drawer was waiting;  
Months, years passed and I did not 
Look inside to see what was left in there: 

a pair of laced white gloves, 
a pair of playing cards, still good to play 
a very used quill and  
some spare feathers  
a small bottle of dry purple ink 
a bunch of dusty postcards – dusted, 
covered with handwriting; ink – still can be read…  

 
I took them with me in the sitting room 
I sat under the high window and for a moment 
I thought about throwing them in the chimney fire 
For a moment…no! how could I? 

 
I tore the red ribbon and  

one by one I read them all 
I read them one by one… 

I knew and I didn’t know them; cards sent by us,  
My mother and my father, my brother and I,  
To my grandmother in her village far from Bucharest.. 

 
as Granny couldn’t write  
my summer friend Tudora,  
my aunty Vanghelita or her godson Ticu - 
sometimes wrote to us in her place. 
 

I read and read the fifty year-old postcards,  
yellowed and brittle… 
kept by Granny, 
sacred relics of our love, her love  
taken back by mother when Granny died. 
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I looked the postcards in my hands 

filled with father’s careful little writing,  
and my mother Julieta’s big and beautiful lettering  
addressing Granny as “little mother”; 
some still had my proudly rounded letters and 
my brother’s as well, on the lightly penciled lines  
traced to guide his hand. They read:  

 
“Mother, winter’s here; we regret we can’t come” 
“We’ll see you next summer, after school’s over”,  
 “Julieta was sick; she couldn’t come for Christmas,  
sorry mother” 
“We send a lot of love and kisses, Granny”… 

 
Forgotten memories – no one laid eyes on them  
Forgotten cards, planty of thoughts,  
Regrets and love in them. 
 
Now only I can understand Granny,  
Sitting in front of her house or under the lilac tree,  

gazing into the horizon;  
alone and sad, so sad 

She couldn’t realize herself how sad her life was! 
But she never complained,  

a woman by herself, alone in her old age 
knowing her children are at work or in schools  
they’ll come by to visit twice a year 
that’s just the best they could do 
 
She hoped they would think about her   

As her thoughts were with them all the time.  
In the long, cold nights of early winter 
What was Granny thinking about? 
Maybe she wrapped her heart into a ball 
Of thoughts from the time when  

she also was young. 
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IVY ON THE WALL 

I push the vacuum cleaner 
 Up and down, 
Stairs, bedrooms, stairs, basement 
Laundry room, stairs and sitting room. 
On the attic wall, green, contorted – an ivy 
Is struggling to get to the roof. 
It is not alive – is painted on the wall; 
The old soul of the house wanted 
Its signature there, a mark on the house 
Over the wood ceiling of the kitchen. 
  

Is it a curse  
Ivy is not for good luck 
everyone knows that. 
I have seen, 

This house was not a lucky place  
Should I paint over it a four-leaf clover   
When I leave the house?  
No way to leave the ivy there! 
 

Noise, songs in the back yard 
cardinals, squirrels, doves  

the entire garden is under the spell 
of a big blue jay; having  

no fear of anything and no one 
a small woodpecker makes 

itself busy on the lilac.  
 

No, I wont leave the curse with this house 
I’d better take a brush and  

paint a green,  
luxurious four-leaf clover 
over the ivy in the attic 

The four-leaf clover is for good luck 
Everyone knows that. 
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CHAMP DE BLE 

I followed the grassy way near the river bed 
Slopping up, slopping down 
 
The way was widening into the sky  
One side lined with pastures, 
The other side, to my left,   
With a forest of young dark-greenish pines. 
Houses, barns, decrepit stores followed 
And amazed cattle witnessed my wanderings. 
 
Suddenly in front of me  
The large horizon emerged 
Projected in the open space. 
 
Stunned I hung there between the sky  
And the bright-golden wheat 
I was dust, lit by the sun in the brutal midday light, 
Blinded, I sought the horizontal line 
Where the blue-marine sky dissipated 
Into the deep yellow of Van Gogh’s champ de ble.  
  
Dizzy, at the mercy of the burning sky 
I slowly melted into golden wheat. 
  
Who said Van Gogh was insane? 
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AIR FRANCE FLIGHT 312 

All furies of the world reunited in the sky 
Went against the man and his machine! 
Tremendous rain, infuriated winds,  
Fierce lightning and fulgurant thunder… 
The disheveled Nature fulminates 
Against Flight 312, its three hundred passengers -  
Crew included, coming from Paris… 
 
What can anyone do? Just watch and hope that 
Someone if not everyone will be saved… 
The will of man is crushed in face of dazzling disarray… 
The plane was sliding down the short runway 
The runway - a mirror-ice surface 
The helpless pilot couldn’t stop the plane 
The wind made things worse. 
 
A fire broke out somewhere in the fuselage 
But no one could do anything about it. 
The pilot did not think about himself;  
Responsible for lives of three hundred 
Passengers and crew, he had to put them safe  
On the ground like fragile eggs. He must! He did!  
The pilot managed to bring the plane to a halt. 
 
Miracles still do happen in our times. 
In less then two minutes everybody went outside  
On their knees, their feet, without a scratch; 
They slid down on emergency chutes. Seconds after,  
The flames lashed, embraced the plane  
And through the curtain of rain one could see disaster. 
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The fiery plane’s carcass, dismembered toy, 
Washed by jets of water, laid on its side 
Prepared to drink the poison of the fuels. 
 
Flames! Flames! Flames 
Were eating away at the machine; 
The same fire Prometheus had once stolen  
From Gods to bring to man on Earth. 
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DATA 

Choosing an idea to write about 
Is difficult to most of the people. 
Some others, having too many ideas 
Find difficult to give them a shape  
And present them to the reader. 
 
They, who possess both these skills 
are called Poets. If they make an inferno 
of their lives we call them Geniuses. 
 
The same goes for people in the field of science: 
Some can use the knowledge received;  
They innovate, discover and 
Contribute to science’s development. 
 
When work is in question they put off sleep,  
eat and family. These professionals are Geniuses. 
But when it comes to the computer world 
A genius is called Nerd. 
 
The gentle, cool, polite and emotionless guy  
Is called Data. He can paint, play the violin,  
Converse politely, even drive a spacecraft. 
Data is the Star Trek product 
By a creative genius named Gene Roddenberry. 
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FOLLOWING THE PLANE ACCIDENT 

I look up at the sky and 
Notice the beauty lasting of the clear day 
But any noise in the sky makes me nervous 
After the plane‘s accident at Pearson Airport 
 
I can’t remember how long it’s been since  
I had not observed a plane.  
A flashing light up there in the sky. 
 
Reminds me of my childhood when, one day 
 
Little silver flickering lights were raining down from sky      
In our backyard; I took one flier to my mom 
“Never talk about them again”, my mother said.  
She threw it in the fire, what a waste! 
 
When sitting in my yard, I look up to the sky and  
Try to imagine the kind of people sitting 
In that plane, what life they have and  
What made them to travel by that plane 
 
Sometimes, when a small plane flies low 
Over my yard I can see the pilot and I  
Know he also caught a glimpse of me  
Does he ever think about my quiet moment 
Spoiled by his noisy machine? if so 
I wonder if he cares… 
 
 am glad that my maple trees quickly hide the plane 
From my view; though the noise will only later dissipate. 
The sparkling azure sky, intact again, 
Unspoiled fabric of exquisite silk, no silver scar visible 
And I forget the last plane accident; soon 
I’ll make plans for the next trip to Europe. 
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MARCOVALDO’S SUMMER 

White August’ sky, deserted streets 
Deserted parking lots, dry bushes 

and yellow willow trees,  
A sordid town this town of Marcovaldo. 

 
Alone in his empty city,  
Marcovaldo had nowhere to go, nothing to do 
But Marcovaldo is not unhappy; 
This way the town is his  
The coin has yet two faces: 
To him, deserted town is friendly again 
No cars, no horns, no noises… 
No traffic jam in intersections 
No people pushing at the entrance 

of shopping malls; 
No crowd to wait in stations for the train. 
Marcovaldo chews his sandwich from 
his lunch box; gulps his coca-cola and 

  walks the middle of the streets. 
 
As long as it has but only him 
The town makes friends with Marcovaldo. 

 Empty of cars, the streets open wide before him  
Inviting him to stroll around. 
Austere some other times, the buildings -   
Still sealed in theirs ramparts - 
Look friendly to Marcovaldo 
As a bird he whistles. 

 
Then Marcovaldo realizes the truth: 
The unconscious life of things took over town; 

water main bust out; 
trees roots’ invade the asphalt and push it up; 
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moths jam under the fabric shop’ sign; 
Chinese bugs proliferate under the bark of 
trees; 
ants follow the track known only by them 
which goes under the scarab beetle hard 
shell;  
caterpillars go up in every tree busy 
themselves turning the leaves in laces 

 
A car in middle of his street!  
Oh! what a nuisance! lost in thought  
Marcovaldo is almost run down by it. 
A bunch of youngsters take him for a target; put 
Lights on him and ask him questions; 
Marcovaldo thinks he is interviewed… 

and almost faints 
When a beauty of a girl descends from a red car… 
She’s to be filmed while bathing in main town's 

fountain 
 
Does Marcovaldo dream? He rubs his eyes 
“Here I am in midd’ August,  
Pushing the heavy movie lights-track  

around and around the fountain”  
People are splashing in the fountain, laughing 
And Marcovaldo doesn’t know a thing.  
 
The town, this traitor, offered the place of honor  

to strangers, forgetting Marcovaldo;  
But Marcovaldo understands:  

the beautiful woman is the reason 
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Marcovaldo knows in crude September 
the town will be his and only his; 

He will remember and treasure this moment… 
Seating in town’s welcoming lap,  

eating his sandwich 
He’ll dream about this summer; 
He’ll keep the summer secret to himself. 
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HUNTING AT MCNEIL SANCTUARY 
 

"Bears are individuals, just like humans are. Just 
look at McDougall, no other bears dared confront 
him.  
The bears have something that I wish humans 
had, and that's learning when it's important  
to fight and not to fight. I respect that."  Barnes   

 

  The big Grizzly waits for the salmon;  
The big brown bear is waiting  
To hear the music of jumping salmon. 
 

What is this smell? Humans. 
The bear is lured by the smell of humans; 
This summer, from June to August, 
Two hundred fifty six people are allowed  
To watch the bears fishing in McNeil Sanctuary.  
 

As long as bears stay near the water 
They are protected; it is part of their sanctuary. 
 

Often bears go out of the park’s boundaries; 
Waiting patiently for this to happen, hunters get them. 
Out of the McNeil Sanctuary bears are killed. 
 

The big brown bears, heavy and proud bears,  
Are killed by man; man reversed the history!  
Several millennia before, man was hunted. 
 

Man gained the right, or took it himself,  
To hunt, to kill,  to let the wounded animals to die.  
Man does whatever he pleases. 

 

"Bears are individuals, just like humans are," 
But between man and animals it is a slight difference:  
Man hunts and kills for pleasure, animals - to eat. 

 

 



Mariana Popa / Ivy on the wall  
 

23 

NATIONAL WWII MEMORIAL 

Dedicated on 25 May 2004 
     

“E PLURIBUS UNUM” 
 

President Bush is speaking 
About democracy, freedom and human rights 
Brought by Americans to the world. 

The occasion is the dedication of  
The Second World War Memorial in Washington.  

Meanwhile the war is going on in Iraq. 
 
Captain X watched his friend die; 

He went up the hill and killed twelve enemies. 
Captain Y wounded two in retaliation 

For his brother’s death. 
“We aren’t warriors by nature 

We want to finish this job and return home”. 
 
It’s what soldiers are taught to say. 

“We thought it was a patriotic war” 
A blond soldier said to his captain  

who replied: “You are free to get out  
of this place, for a short leave of absence”;  

His plane went down under enemy fire an hour later. 
 
They are just boys, like angels they fight but 

They have all the limits and fears of flesh and blood. 
100000 Americans left home for this war, 

 Leaving wives, children and mothers behind; 
4000 died – leaving orphans, widows, and  

 
Heart-broken mothers and fathers.  

 
They are strong, they did the job, 
they deserve to return home. 
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Sixteen million soldiers went to fight in WWII 
400000 lost their lives; they were left  
To decompose in European graves. 

Do men ever learn from experience?  
Today graves are more and more numerous. 

Bush is talking …but what about?  
 

Democracy, freedom and human rights 
Brought by Americans to the world. 
 
President Clinton is there; he thinks about the lives 

Wars claimed; his white hair says a lot 
His head is lowered; he knows America 

Should give up the war in Iraq this moment, 
Allow the young soldiers to go home  

And people of Iraq to mind their own lives. 
 
The Memorial is huge but not enough to give proper thanks to  

16 million Americans who fought in WWII. 
People around are moving like a wave 

“We are not a nation of warriors,” the present folks think. 
Some, who experienced WWII,  

Can see with their mind’s eye the handsome face of  
their sweetheart  waving handkerchiefs at the train’s  

windows 
“They saved the country and thereby saved  
The freedom of mankind” 
 
Thousands died in our times 

But here is not the place to acknowledge that. 
The price paid for new Algiers 

I ask now if you acknowledge the lives lost 
In the war in Yugoslavia, in Afghanistan and the Gaza strip?  
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No one talked about Iraq.  
 
Everyone abroad knows that 
“Americans came to liberate, not to conquer, 
To restore freedom and to end the tyranny” 
 A black lady-soprano sang about the 

American dream of democracy.  
The President of America, proudly concluded:  
“This is the democratic America of 2004!” 

Applause followed and the WWII monument  was 
unveiled 

 
Everyone can now read the words: 
“Here we mark the price of freedom” 
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TAKE IT FOR GRANTED 

I know where our mistake lays: 
We take everything for granted! 
 
Presume we are visitors on Planet Earth. 
We look up with reverence at every 
Little thing we encounter: 
 
First we see the morning with its colours,  
The blue sky and white clouds. Smell the fragrances of 
Flowers and green grasses, brought in by the cooling wind.  
 
A bird, a beetle, a fly, a butterfly the wrinkled surface of a lake; 
The beauty of a sunset; the lit stars on the night sky;  
The moon, hanging up against the mysterious abyss… 
We wonder: who made all this unspoiled beauty? 
 
We would respect the Almighty who made all these 
And trust He did it right. Being just visitors 
We wouldn’t dare to damage it in anyway 
Mesmerized, we would try to keep it as it is. 
 
If only we were visitors from an other planet, 
A barren planet, without a warm sun, without water, 
Where birds are nonexistent; plants are scarce  
and colours…only grays, blacks and whites… 
 

But we are earthlings, therefore 
We take everything for granted! 
 
The Earth can take a little more pollution, we think; 
Daily accumulation of smoke, gases,  
Wasted chemicals from exploitation of minerals 
Hit the atmosphere and our glaciers will melt. 



Mariana Popa / Ivy on the wall  
 

27 

How far our disregard can go? 
We hope once more the Almighty will interfere and  
 
Get a resolution so we can continue to pollute,  
Abuse and punish our planet. 
 
But be prepared: the ancient Incas population of America 
left no calendar after the 12th Dec two thousand and 
twelve…  
 
Skilled as they were in mathematics and astronomy 
They were wrong, let’s hope!  
Let’s do the best we can until Dec 12, 2012 to help the Earth, 
Undo the damage we did to it! 
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THE BUFFALO HUNTER 

He was a professional hunter always ready  
for hunting. Also a good man, to him hunting  
did not equal death - merely transcendence for the victim. 
He smelled the morning as a lion does, 
He liked the mornings when the dew stays longer 
under the spell of rising sun. 
 
He filled his lungs with the savannah’s poignant smell 
of grasses, of verbenas, of fluffy fields,  
reminder of the feast of nature. 
The trees raising black, skinny arms, bagged for clemency 
They weren’t a menace to him; he knew  
what it was like to be a lonely hunter. 
 
Hidden by high grass the buffalo were enjoying themselves 
In the moody coolness of the swamps. 
He had a vision of a buffalo’s head on his hut wall 
and he’s going for it… Do the buffalo think of anything? 
 
He can be ‘hunted’ by a lion, himself 
but this is an another matter which  
the Hunter didn’t address at that moment. 
The Hunter targeted one buffalo, the chosen one; 
looked for it and hunted it! 
It is all about hope for life, hope for death when 
he goes out hunting: hope for his life, buffalo’s death. 
 
Winds changed directions; the big black 
basalt like buffalo, muzzles in the air, turned around  
and ran away. The pursuit continued to no avail.  
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The buffalo vanished in a thunderstorm of dust and noise.  
Waked up by the big noise a rhino was coming along 
The Hunter told himself half content: 
“It will do the trick for today” and he went in pursuit of the 
animal. 
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HE WAS JUST A LONELY GUY 

Today at the bus’ stop a guy talked to me;  
we got on the same bus, bus number nine 
to the Scarborough Town Centre. 
He told me about his father who lives in Philippines 
islands now and left him here by himself. 
 
He has a nervous disorder and can’t sleep 
But he is willing to socialize: he goes 
To the gym every day. He just came back 
from the pharmacy with plenty of medication  
to take. But otherwise he was ok, he assured me. 
 
He was talking loudly to me about his problems,  
His family, about his future. He planned to visit  
his father in Philippines in his beautiful mansion 
in middle of a paradise garden with plenty of exotic 
plants, little pools with red fish and sparkling 
fountains. 

 
People looked at us and strangely enough 
I felt bad. We parted when we got off the bus. 
After a while, waiting in line at Wal-Mart to pay,  
I’d seen him in front of me; cunningly,  
I went unnoticed to another cashier… 

  
I was ashamed to talk with him. Why? 
Most of us, are very lonely in this world and 
This was just a lonely guy  
Who thought a little differently and 
Who did not deserve to be let down. 
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MY LITTLE ACACIA TREE 
UNDER MY WINDOW 

A big wind is blowing in my garden 
bending the little acacia tree. 
  
Alone outside in front of my window,  
the little tree is afraid. 
The little acacia tree tries 
to win my acceptance 
Bent over again and again  
is knocking at my window; 
He doesn’t know how he’ll survive 
His first winter. 
The little acacia tree wants  
to be let in the house 
And is knocking at my window 

 
The little acacia tree, alone outside 
Tries to win my confidence 
It is knocking at my window 
It wants to win me, to be let in my house. 
 
My heart is tearing apart. I ask it: 
“Do you want to come in?  
This will be at your peril!” 
The little acacia tree, alone outside 
By itself try to win my heart 
It is knocking at my window 
To be let in my warm house. 
“Are you sure you want in?” 
Later on, almost stiff with cold,  
The little acacia tree said: 
“No! I’ll stay outside; I’ll survive!” 
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WATCHING THE SUN PASS 

Middle Age people believed Earth was the center of 
the Universe and the Sun was revolving with 
reverence around Earth from the beginnings of the 
Universe. 
 
Watching the sun pass vaulting around my house, 
I wonder if my house didn’t exchange the place with 
the sun? 
Watching the sun turning around my house 
I wonder if it is not the house which turns around 
the sun? 
 
The angle the sun is looking towards my house 
changes: 
The maple tree’s shadow falls over my house now, 
hiding it; 
A half an hour elapses and the sun discovers it 
again. 
Then the big cedar bush will be a sunscreen to 
my house; 
Later the house will be eclipsed by the other maple 
tree in my garden 
All day long, the sun and my house play hide-and-sick. 
  
At night the moon is taking over the sun’s chore   
Lighting the house; she envelops the house in a cool, 
Bluish, shredded fabric of rays, keeping away 
the bad spirits. 
Isn’t it a fortunate place? a corner of the 
Paradise shattered over long time ago? 
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BUKOWSKI POETRY 

Sitting comfortable in my armchair, 
I browse through Bukowski’s “Tournefortia”  
I read one by one his “so real” poems 
Starting from the back cover of the book 
Because,  
 
For reasons unknown to myself 
I read poetry books backwards. 
After a while I let the book drop into my lap; 
The treads of my thoughts unfold… 
Bukowski and I have a common friend,  
Merton. 
 
How trilled Merton was when  
He discovered Bukowski’s verses!  
Merton did everything he could  
To start the correspondence with  
Bukowsky. 
 
How fortunate I am to 
Have both of them on my bookshelf! 
Listening to their sustained dialog  
I realize the beauty of imparting  
The same ideas between peers. 
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WE CAME TO SEE 
THE WATER-WITCHES DANCING 

We came to see the water-witches  
dancing: 
 
To learn how they keep their secrets 
Penned in vinegar 
Sometimes they become invisible – 
 
We came to see the water-witches  
dancing: 
 
Dance and dance they did;  
Madness of maidens! 
Disheveled girls rotating, vaulting   
Got crazy in the flame of movement        
 
We came to see the water-witches  
dancing: 
 
They’ve seen us; they flew to us in a frenzy; 
They’ve played with us, they called our names 
 
Afraid to become their peers, we ran away 
when 
 
We had come to see the water-witches 
dancing. 
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SIN OF SINS 

Being by my nature proud, I am a sinner 
In the eyes of Unforgiving Gods  
Take a bird…Take a lion… 
A cat or any living thing…they all are proud! 
But how can one be submissive 
Without being false? 
 
I remember the sayings of the old fathers 
Give, give, and give! 
They resumed their life with bread and water, 
A cup of wine, a little honey;  
The frail light of a burning candle… 
How could they manage? I wonder... 
 
I do not recognize my life as such a trivial one! 
Do I have to give away all my belongings? 
What do I have but books?  
How could I give away my soul?  
And who needs it? 

 
The truth is that I could not, would not,  
Be so false to pretend humility 
When I am proud of anything that I posses… 
When asked to go, only then 
I’ll part from my belongings. 
 
Accept me Father or at least teach me  
Not to read again the sinful books by 
Vonnegut, Fuentes, Aristotle, Eliot and  
Father, let the others sinners be at peace 
With their troubled souls; when gone,  
Take them in heaven! Amen father! 

 
 

 





 

CHAPTER TWO 
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KEEP GOING 

It is raining; raining; the small drops fall gently; 
The earth, peeled now, used to be covered with snow  
The small drops get harder and hit the windows  
with no mercy; the wind is the big boss today. 
curtains of water fall down in heavy layers of drops. 

 
In the high sky the order of the things has changed: 
It is hard to close the gates of heaven opened by mistake 

 
The winter raging around loses her supremacy;  
we can see the light of spring switched on; the birds  
bath in the fountain; the lilac tree dressing its heads  
changes its posture and covered all over with buds  
whispers to itself: “In two-three days I’ll be in bloom”  

 
Three more days and the maple tree will do the same;   
chirping birds are busy tasting the buds’ sweetness… 

 
People, pour souls cannot see a thing: head down, 
keep running day after night, night after day, 
street after street, job after job, month after month… 
Then they’ll ask themselves: “what? the spring  
did not come yet?” It is gone, poor idiots.  
 
The inexorable order of things puts them in a turmoil 
year after year; they don’t realize their life fades away; 
In a frenzy they embark to exotic destinations: Cuba,  
Florida, Dominican Republic, Majorca and other places 
“We deserve it”…they say; “it is our right to see water,  
sun, moon, nature” . Oh yes, for another month  
and then what? go back to work? Keep going! 
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Do not embark in any new experience 
Gone is the incandescence of life never to return.  
 
They look around and think: “My friend looks old  
and tired;” a little light in brain is making room;    
“Do I look the same?” Yes, my siblings! 
Yes, old fellows, human beings! 
You do not realize the trick life is playing on you:  
 
Just look around as long you have time;  
You poor ants wasting your life away! Keep going! 
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REMEMBER PARIS 

Sitting by the window of my room 
I can see just a corner of the Paris sky 
But the murmur of the town 
Is getting to me, making me restless 
The town is waiting for me to get out 
Go strolling on its boulevards, alleys and parks: 
It’s my pleasure as it is that of any Parisian. 
Paris is waiting for me. 
At the end of my workday 
I have so many things to do: but first  
I take a walk in the streets of Paris 
If only to follow in the steps of a girl  
From the Place de la Republique  
To the Arc de Triomphe through the  
Avenue des Italiens; 
Soon I’ll forget about her and enter the 
Madeleine’s Basilica or Lafayette Galleries… 
Paris is waiting for me. 
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AN OLD BOOK  
AS A PRESENT 

The other day you asked me the favor 
To give a package to one of your friends.  
 
Getting home, with care 
I opened the package; I shouldn’t!  
I was stunned: was I dreaming? 
 
In front of my eyes, on thin parchment  
paper laid a treasure: a 1932 German  
edition of  Eminescu’s poems. 
 
Once I’ve listened to  
my father reading this poetry   
Father loved Eminescu. 
 
I leafed through the pages  
My heart beating with expectation. 
I read with rapture the beautiful verses;  
 
I’ve seen this book in a bookstore 
On Sena borders; I couldn’t dream to have it;  
Was so expensive!  
   
I know this was not my book  
Maybe I should ask you to give it to me.  
 
I read with rapture the beautiful verses;  
is this German Language? is this Romanian?  
Eminescu’ poetry became, long time ago  
An international language. 
    
 
 

 



Mariana Popa / Ivy on the wall  
 

43 

A SMALL UNIVERS 

Hidden behind the house,  
Sheltered against the wind 
Is a small universe: 
I inhabit this universe. 
 
Sometimes sweet other times  
hard blowing the wind band trees;  
under the wind’s menace 
My beloved trees lament;  
but they are strong 
They won’t fall on me 
 
The sun, in and out,  
looks from under a folded cloud 
The clouds cannot  
keep the sun hidden forever 
Wind up there and wind down here 
Wind, wind, wind reveal the sun! 
 
I look up!  
Green, blue, yellow leaves projected  
on the sky; a mosaic of leaves  
The splendor of the nature, in movement. 
It did not hear about matching colours  
And yet anything and everything is coordinated 
Green and yellow on  
the blue background of the sky 
 
Wind, wind gives a switch, gives life to 
The most common day,  
Wind, wind, wind, you are the master today! 
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DILUVIAN RAIN 

It is dark; the sky is low; it is raining a diluvian rain. 
Five by the second, lights as snakes  
cross the sky in all directions. 
A train keeps coming but never gets here 
coming and coming…it is only the bumming noise 
on the unseen side of the sky.  
The noise vanished to become again continuous. 
 
From time to time a rolling noise 
Announces an oncoming sheet of rain; stronger 
and stronger the noise relishes curtains of water 
In the dark afternoon at three pm. More 
and more insistent the rain’s smart icy nails   
knock at the window. 
 
Drop after drop (their weight multiplied by 9.8 m/s2 ) 
Fall down heavy without concern for any life 
Not shredded by the force of drops the leaves  
still hang on the branches 
 
The Earth already drank is dancing on rain’s music 
Interrupted only by a barrel’s sound echoing far 
away.  
 
The shower gone after a while 
I wonder: what was all about? 
Quickly everything forgotten, the last  
departing thunders speed away  
to catch the trail of other thunders.   
From my porch I watch the revitalized nature 
Shaking away the shiny drops of rain… 
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ARISTOTLE  

Twenty three hundred years ago 
Aristotle was the master; 
We would have our life back again 
If we still trust Aristotle for all and everything. 
 
Alas! Is too late! Today, in the century of technology  
We have computers, wireless communication; 
We believe we are the masters and 
Consider him wrong in many ways. 
 
Do we realize that 
Our life was stolen? 
No time for any of the old habits: 

make bread in the oven 
cradle the babies 
read books of no importance 
talk with neighbors 
tend the garden 
or just sit on the porch and do nothing. 

 
We run and run and in our customary way 
We find a scapegoat for our troubles: 
It is him Aristotle who deprived us of our easy life,  
Our ideals. “To death, to death with him!” 
 
And we continue tomorrow 
To go to our offices, plants, mines 
Where our bosses ask us to do this  
And that, and this and that in no time!  
 
A holiday is a good change; we forgot how to relax;   
We think about the day when will return to work. 
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The early retirees keep themselves busy 
Deluding themselves as being  
Part of the working class. 
 
Working make us all, irresponsible: 
we don’t have time to think about our life, 
About Aristotle and the way he explained things 
as majority of people believe  
He’s out of fashion anyway. 
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LOVELY SALAD 

 “What do you put in this salad?” 
My niece asked me,  
“It is so good! Delicious!” 
I put lettuce leaves sprinkled with rosemary 
Green onions cut finely and 
I put small dices of red tomatoes and 
There is cheese and olive oil, also  
As ingredients - 
salt and pepper. 
A little bit of my love for you is there also - 
The rest of it I’ll offer to you  
When you’ll grow up and  
Go in the new world of yours. 
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ETERNAL RECURANCE 

Eternal Father sent a message to the small soul: 
“Behave, or else!… after death you’ll become a dog… 
Again and again you will come back!” 
Father why? No matter what I do?  
But why? Why Father? “Behave, or else!” 

 
 I’m asking myself: what was this? 
 A crippled demon who takes pleasure 
 in contradicting me? 

Trying to figure out this dilemma 
I am condemned to nights of insomnia. 
 

The night falls. In my sleep again I see Him, 
Who I believe is the Father. I her Him 
Telling me to feel guilty for my past,  
redeem my mistakes or I’ll come back again  
to face the problem; again and again, forever! 

 
I am condemned to nights of insomnia 
Trying to figure out this dilemma. 

 
The night after, He’s back threatening   
To punish me for my mistakes. 
I take a better look at Him. “Why me?” I asked,  
He vanished but I knew better this time: 
I turned around in bed and think it over. 

 
I am condemned to nights of insomnia 
Trying to figure out what my next step will be. 
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The morning comes, “Wake up, I said. If there is 
Nothing to be done I might as well enjoy myself”. 
This night a poor dwarf came and in a small voice  
He tells me to behave! 
“Father, from now on the free will is my master!” 

I’m not condemned to nights of insomnia 
I figured out what my next step will be! 
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WE CATEGORIZE 

We categorize: we put people in jars 
Close the lid and arrange the jars on shelves 
Habit we borrowed from the old deities. 
We have shelves; a lot of them 
Containing family members and  
Our friends, nicely arranged by categories… 
 
Our future, even our dreams and desires   
Are stored on the shelves, 
Waiting for us to decide to live them… 
We believe we posses the free will  
To begin our happy life when we please. 
 
We continue to categorize everything. 
This takes time: maybe half of one’s life; 
But who is in a hurry in the first place? 
When one gets to fifty, one looks them up  
And starts to rearrange some of the jars  

 
We make some more changes and tired,  
We take a break of five, even ten years. 
After a while we forget about them;  
We have too many unfinished matters to attend to 
It is life’s fault that it doesn’t wait for us 
To categorize some more… 
 
We want to believe our chore is done:  
But deep inside we know 
We didn’t do justice to all those people; 
We mistook some jars, banished   
most of our cherished dreams and desires. 
The fear creeps inside us: 
If somebody else will do the same to us!? 
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CAN WE DO BETTER? 

Can we do better? I ask myself everyday 
“Deja vue” is my obsession;  
My other lives are in the past, 
Enlightenment is what I am hopping for… 
 
Can I do better? I wonder –  
I did the best I could at the time when 
I believed in life. 
I do the same as my ancestors did: 
Far from me to judge or blame them 
I know they also did the best they could 
At the time and in given circumstances 
 
Can we do better? 
No! we can’t! and I say this with light heart  
I did the best I could in given conditions. 
There are things that happened in my life,  
I didn’t work hard to get them 
This is the law of compensation 
If one can call it so. 
 
Can we do better? Apparently we can’t 
Is everything decided up there in the sky? 
Maybe it is. We do the best we can  
 
Keeping pace with the big “scheme of things”. 
Don’t fool yourself believing that 
You possess the power of free will. 
Still we do the best we can at a given time  
And given circumstances. 
Sometimes it is working as a charm  
Sometimes it doesn’t; still 
We do the best we can. 
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GOING EAST 

The sun shines in your eye – driving east 
The hot road unwinds 
 In front of your car 
 You are driving east 

looking for history 
That day, years ago when  
You decided to go west. 
 
You go backward – for a change 
 The sun 
 The road 
You go back to your place of birth 
Going east – is somebody waiting for you? 
 You wonder 
 
Backwards – to the blue foothills 
The Sun is sinking under the mountains rim 

Sparkling snow or Morgana Fay? 
 

You wonder what’s 
Waiting for you, unveiled? 
 
Open that space 
where time reveals itself! 
One by one, drops of time fell 
Each drop –  a perfect universe 
Radiant and pure by itself. 
 
One drop fell… 
The sun shines in your eye – driving east 
The hot road unwinds 
 In front of your car 
 You are driving east… 
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STATISTICS 

I decided to make  
new decisions: 

Draw statistics  
of statistics and 

Make new classifications  
revising 

The old ones and  
Using three criteria: 

Beauty, color and taste. 
 
Judging by their “beauty”  
we first have  

- the flowers 
- then mothers,  

in second place; 
 - lovers,  

follow in the third; 
- children  

and so on. 
 
As “color” goes we have 

- the blue sky - first 
- and poppies - second 
- forget-me-nots 

in the third place; 
- and tigers  

with their stripes – come the forth 
- green-eyed cats on fifth 

and so on. 
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But  “taste” is another matter 
Taste in   

- eating,  
- drinking,   
- thinking,  
- music listening,  
- lovemaking 
- hunting and  
- hating 
 

Taste is interaction,  
elusiveness 

It is hard to judge on taste alone 
Taste - a case for each and  

every human being 
too subjective a matter 

to judge by it… 
I should withdraw this claim 
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THE PLAYFUL SQUIRREL 

The black squirrel in my garden 
is playing by itself. 
The black squirrel  
Runs like a child and  
Hops on the trunk of trees. 
One meter high climbs up on tree 
in rivulets of luscious black lights of fur.  
From time to time 
It stops and stretches itself, 
Excruciated fur drying out on the sun. 
Then, amazed jumps down and 
Hops again.  
Is looking for attention 
Dancing the ritual of love 
Tries to attract a fellow squirrel 
or maybe is telling to itself a story… 
Unnoticed by the playful squirrel 
Sitting on my chaise longue 
I take no part in this game. 
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THE YEARS PASS  

The years pass and one by one 
They go somewhere to no return. 
 
My opened window to the sea, the wind  
And blue horizons: alas! No bird comes in 
To me, no butterfly; I am the guardian. 
   
Forgotten are the passed years 
They go somewhere to no return. 

  
When the languish fever consumes me,  
I wonder if released from my chore I’ll be 
A witness of Sun’s birth from mother Sea, 
 
My bared chest a mirror to the fire-red disk   
Emerging from the silver waters. 
  
The light will surround me, embrace me 
A breeze will fill my thirsty lungs  
My steps taking me away forever. 
 
The years pass and one by one 
They go somewhere to no return  
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THE ANNOUNCEMENT 

Tap, tap 
Tap, tap, tap 
Tap, tap, tap, tap 
A frizzing rain fall on the roof 
“The Season’s changing”: is the announcement. 
 
The vision – the hospital 
The moment when a surgeon in his scrubs 
entered the room; your white face;  
A flash back!  
You, needing help, you! 
 
You moved toward the first table 
An early meeting in the cafeteria - 
Slow, collar up, she comes –  
She sits, she talks, she’s gone. 
Back on the hospital bed: 
 
“Still hope” you said to yourself 
Looking through the window –  
your vision blurred; 
Your vision returned as you witnessed  
The blue light of the early morning. 
 
Tap, tap 
Tap, tap, tap 
Tap, tap, tap, tap 
The rain at the window gives  
The announcement: “The Season’s changing”. 
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SURGERY 

This morning I sliced the air and the moment 
In flat sections!  In these sections I saw things  
I never observed before; they remained in  
frozen stillness for a while: 
 

the thrill of the cardinal; 
a black squirrel’s jump; 
a  sparrow’s staggered flights; 
a cicada’s shriek; 
half of a light breeze; 
the coil of an air conditioning unit; 
a drop of water from the garden hose; 
a leaf in its slow motion fall to the earth; 
an undulating crawl of a worm in the earth; 
the tilted head of a robin as it heard it; 
a knock at my door; the second knock 
hanging in the air; 
one of my thoughts flying through the air;  
a dash of “still nature with flowers and leaves”… 

If this morning I hadn’t cut the air of my garden,  
With the sharp blade of my mind’s knife, 
I wouldn’t have noticed all these things 
That happened in a moment in my garden.  
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LEADING A QUIET LIFE 

Sitting in the wet grass, in my garden,  
The grass wet from the night rain 
(No need to water the lawn today:  
 
at least one chore done) 
I listen to the chorals of cicadas,  
robins and cardinals. 
 
A little bit of gardening will be welcomed 
just a little; enough to keep under control 
The growing population of weeds. 
 
Then cooking; just a little; a soup  
and potatoes; maybe 
Today my husband will want to eat… 
 
After that I’ll read; just a little;  
two or three stories from the book 
I have to return to the library today. 
 
Full of promises I am; just a little  
overburdened, just a little; I am waiting;  
hoping my “just a little” will take me somewhere… 
 
A drizzling rain falls now; will this change  
something in my life? “Toughen your heart”,  
I tell myself  “and keep going”. 
 
 

 





 

CHAPTER THREE 
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NO MORE PLANET’S READING 

Dear me, dear me, 
You asked for a prediction 
I wonder why?! 
No need for an explanation:  
you believe 
I am a good sorcerer 
But guess what?  
With time  
I have become a great one!  
The prediction will wear my grudge 
Against you. 
Fear it! 
 
What?  
You still want to have it 
Written down on a piece of paper? 
Is up to you. 
I’ll do it! 
Here it is: 
Mercury is aligned with Pluto 
I can see a fight there 
Be careful! 
Mars is in Sun’s path 
Another heavy fight,  
You are under Mars and Pluto’s spell. 
 
And most important  
the power your women have over you! 
 
All your life you were a host to  
indecision and ambiguity, 
You lacked the power 
to take action and  
finally to live a happy life! 
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You could 
try again – still time 
 
Dear me, dear me 
The planets are in opposition!!! 
Oh, forget it! 
No more planet’s reading, for you! 
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POETRY IN MOTION (2)  

Denying the structure of communion 
The haters are gaining a part of Universe 
 
As Mars is looking over us 
The crimson hate is desire 
 
The Earth is under a lot of pressure, 
but still rotating… 
 
Glaciers are melting 
so is our will and power of love. 
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I BELIEVE I KNOW YOU 

Sometimes I believe I know you 
From the old times;  
I know you so well – 
You are my alter ego. 
 

A translucent-green curtain was drawn 
Between us - still there most of the time;  
This does not annoy me;  
Sometimes I believe I know you. 

 
Please! Do not talk;  
Your talk sounds strange… 
The lines of an old actor or  
The lines an amateur actor tries to learn 
Hellas, unsuccessfully! 
 

Come! Live freely and 
do not think at all 
I know I know you well;  
There is no need to talk 
Just come; I’ll wait! 

 
I turned a new page in the book-of-life 
You are there, on the first line  
I wonder why I did not know that 
I always knew you. 

Come! Live freely and  
do not think at all 
I know I know you well;  
There is no need to talk 
Come! 
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SUMMER OF SUMMERS 

I know what I should do for you 
I shall be only a summer to you! 
I shall make my mind shut up 
I shall quiet my thoughts 
I shall let others bring to you the fruit of love! 
 
I shall be only the summer to you! 
I shall not bring to you any wise thing, 
I shall restrain from being a spring 
And I shall come again next summer 
To be only a summer to you. 
 
If only your rebirth won’t be  
in some exotic climate where 
The summer never ends: 
there you won’t need me. 
But even there I shall be happy  
to bring the summer of summers to you. 
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REDEMPTION 

You like your life: how much?   
Will you accept another one  
and other one to follow after 

Forever bearing you an eternal life? 
  
Don’t you have another wish but  

Live forever? What if you have to die  
in order to return again?  

Will you not consider this a sacrifice? 
 
If you answer “yes”, you want to come again 

No matter what, I ask you 
Little man, how can you carry such  

A heavy burden for eternity? 
 

You said you do not know… 
This is the point! If not, why  
come back for such an unrewarding game? 

The gateway was here before… 
 

The old disintegrated things run again 
Look at the spider! - slow, slow it is making 
its web. I break it; he runs away to come back later 

And redo its web. Like it you do, oh poor little man… 
 
You want to come again if only for 

The cry of birds in the blue sky, 
The green leaves hanging from the trees, 

The sea waves with froth on the sand.  
 
Little man! How can you carry such  

A heavy burden for eternity? 
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A DAY LIKE ANY OTHER 

We talked on the phone 
Everything we said was so important! 
We got mad at each other 
We shouted angrily 
We stopped talking …remember?   
Who was the first to hang up? 
Silence. 
 
The next week  
We went about our businesses;  
Nothing but daily chores.  
We met again in the weekend 
Was it on the shore of Lake Simcoe 
Or at our friend’s cottage in the woods? 
It was a beautiful day;  
Why did we quarrel?  
We can’t remember 
It does not matter… 
Silence. 
 
Nothing is important anymore;   
We talk as civilized people do.  
We have lunch sometimes with our friends; 
Like the old days, we talk 
But we know, a big change had taken place 
And our life would never be the same. 
Silence. It does not matter… 
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LEARNING TO CRY 

Crying is not manly, I know  
Everybody says so; so I do not cry 
My grand-mother didn’t either 
Crying is not manly… 
Years passed and you get tired 
Keeping me in your arms. 
I get tired of not crying 
Even that I know crying is not manly 
I weep a little now and then. 
You learned to cry and 
You found it easier than talking; 
That solved the problem: 
Communication was never your “forte”.  
You learned to cry but 
Crying is not manly, you know?  
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OH! SO WHAT 

I have my own glass but  
I drink from yours - so what? 

You look at me puzzled and almost upset 
 

I have my own glass but  
I drink from yours - Oh! So what? 

 
 Here…I drink from yours 

Don’t you know  the wine  
tastes better? Besides  

I’ll learn your most secret thoughts! 
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IN THE SPRING OF MY LIFE 

In the spring of my life 
I went to the border of the lake; 
I walked and walked 
Following lake’s borders 
In the spring of my life… 
I didn’t get too far 
 
In the summer of my life 
He was there; he took my hand. 
We walked and walked 
Following the lake’s sinuous borders 
In the summer of my life… 
We got nowhere 
 
In the fall of my life 
I walked by myself to the seashore 
Bending over, now and then  
To pick up a shall or a little round stone. 
In the fall of my life 
He was not there 
 
In the winter of my life 
I was not there. 
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SPEAK SOFTLY 

“Speak softly!, 
Speak softly!” 
My grandma always said 
When I used to tell her about 
My day at school. 
 
“Speak softly! 
Speak softly!” 
My mother said and 
I had the feeling she  
Didn’t know what I was talking about. 
 
“Speak softly! 
Speak softly!” 
My husband said when 
He was watching TV and 
I was telling him the things  
happened in the day 
 
And finally I learned  
to speak softly, so softly… 
I only smile and 
I don’t talk at all! 
 
“Speak softly!, 
Speak softly!” 
My grandma always said 
When I told her about 
My day at school. 
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TEMPER 

I foresee your temper coming 
I don’t know what to do to prevent it. 
I cannot remember a time when 
Things were different…By now 
I have become accustomed to your temper  
I bite my tongue not to say a word. 
 
I am careful not to provoke you 
Even so sometimes you snap  
And there you go. Nothing to be done, 
It is your temper again. 
I am lucky I can manage my temper  
I bite my tongue not to say a word. 
 
I tried everything to prevent your temper 
Nothing helps. I thought  
That Time will change you but  
Time did nothing to you. 
Your temper is more tempestuous then ever 
I bite my tongue not to say a word. 
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WINTER, SPRING 

I watch the birds 
Eating the crumbs 
From my window sill. 
I watch the birds… 
 
I watch the plants 
Turning south; 
On my window sill 
I watch the plants… 
 
My house is full of winter. 
I tend the winter-house  
I light the fire, cook and saw… 
My house is full of winter 
 
I do as did before but 
your love is snowy cold 
I do as did before 
This time I let you go. 
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YOU FROM ALL 

We face each other sitting at the table 
We are writing poetry. 
I try very hard to concentrate, but I only 
Watch your hand running over the paper. 
Sitting in front of you I write a line or two; 
More thinking. I do not exist for you; when you write… 
You are not concerned of your surroundings 
I watch you in my mind. How skilful you are; 
How clever your hands are; how shrewd with efficacy. 
The time is your friend: you two make a good team 
Time stops to allow you to accomplish more  
Then anybody else. I’ll never keep pace with you,  
You know? the two books we planned to write  
Will be just one: yours.  
You mesmerize me dead. You from all. 
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SINE QUA NON 

It is morning and I don’t see you 
 My love,  

Where are you? 
Without you there is no morning. 
 
It is noon and you are not around 
 My love,  

Where are you? 
I can’t go through the day without you. 
 
It is night and you forgot me 
 My love,  

Where are you? 
I cannot go to sleep without you. 
 
It is spring and you have not returned. 
 My love,  

Where are you? 
Summer is here, my love and  

The ocean doesn’t know you. 
 

Fall is coming and you are not here 
My love,  
Where are you? 

I trust the winter will bring you back 
Without you 
I do not exist. 
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HOW IS YOUR MOTHER? 

 “How is your mother doing?” 
I asked you. 

I know she’s not o.k. 
“Why didn’t you tell me  
the day you talked to her?” 

“Why do you shut me out?” 
You do not answer,  
How could you? 

Long time ago you left me out. 
The plate is broken; it slipped  
a wet fish from hand  

An effort to keep my anger in! 
 
I did the dishes 

cleaned the floor and 
Cried. You wouldn’t say a word. 

The food was good? 
you never say. 

You let the neighbors know 
I don’t like cooking. 
How could you? 

Why you said that? You hurt me 
  many times I told you 

I wouldn’t say again; I’ll leave you. 
I cannot bear anymore! 

 
 

 



Mariana Popa / Ivy on the wall  79 
 

I CAN WRITE 

I can write a verse for you,  
I can sing to you my friend 
I can dance and tell you stories 
But I cannot make you like me. 
I can add up lines, make poems  
I can sing to you my friend 
But I cannot make you love me. 
I can whistle to birds and sing to trees,  
I can murmur to the ocean my friend 
But I cannot see in your eyes  
What is not there: your love for me. 
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I KNOW DEAR 

I know my dear: it’s a new day. 
I’ll wake up and run; quickly  
I’ll take my shower and go to work, 
I know my dear. I know. 
I know my dear: time to go. 
I’ll put on my mask and run to work, 
Pardon me, my dear 
It’s late. I know. 
 
I know my dear: it’s a new day. 
I will not think at all,  
I’ll take my shower and run to work, 
I know my dear, I’ll go. 
Pardon me my dear: I’m slow. 
Let me stay home today! 
I know my dear, but 
Let me stay home today! 
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IN VAIN 

 I write poetry and 
Who is out there to care? 
  
I dedicate my verses to flowers,  
to trees, to my cat 
Who is to judge if they are good or bad 
Who is there to care? 

 
I write poetry to my garden, to my neighbour,  
to beautiful days, to my life 
Who is out there to hear my shy voice 
And who is there to care? 
 
I write poetry; I spend my life dreaming 
Maybe I am in somebody’s dream myself 
Who is there to answer to me 

 And who is there to care? 
 

I write poetry to myself, to my friend 
Maybe I am somebody’s dream 
Who is out there to listen to me 
And who is there to care? 
 

 

 





 

 

CHAPTER FOUR 
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LOOKING OUT OF THE WINDOW 

Looking out of the hospital window 
One is not really seeing out 
One is seeing inside oneself. 
 
The train is speeding and 
I love looking out of the window. 
I love the fields running in the darkness 
The small houses with lit windows. 
“Dwarf’s houses where is your Snow White?” 

 
I slept; then woke up and slept again. 
Looking out of the window of the speedy train,  
I see houses passing by in the oily dark sky; 
Are those houses or stars? Maybe I am flying  
In my dream: “Speedy train, are you real?” 
 
The train is taking care of me,  
My responsibility suspended for a moment. 
 
I looked out of the hospital window 
Empty minded; looking inside myself  

 I believed my future is in this room. 
 

The view out of the hospital window is 
So different from the view out of the train window! 
 
Lying in bed I couldn’t do a thing and  
I was happy I couldn’t, doomed as I was;  
Looking outside of the hospital window 
I knew my future was not in this room! 
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SUDDENLY MY LIFE…. 

 
There is being sifted      
The sand of your time, turning as you turn... 
Some day, not accountable, you may look down 
To see in your palm as on a field of history 
The grain of time you recognize as yours. 

--Josephine Miles 

 
 
Suddenly my life became full 
I have lots of stories to tell… 
What was boring became interesting 
What was interesting became more attractive. 
Did something change?  
Only in my eyes maybe that 
I have to tell all these stories. 
 
In a field a boy with a flute leads cows 
and ships by the strokes of his whip; 
My cousins live in the town next  
to my grandmother’s village; in 
Some other town, the capital this time 
Lives a little girl in a white and blue uniform 
Who returns home from school. 
A second life maybe, a return in this world  
but no grandmother in this one. 
No return for her, why? 
 
The time, this abusive companion of ours 
is falling over us in strokes of seconds, hours 
And nothing has the meaning  
It had five minutes ago! 
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I remembered the fine sand, the clear water 
My own child, naked running  
on the shore but I was nowhere in the picture! 
Other life repeats to the end  
Of no return: why should it be? 

Layers of silt, black and red, light, pink, 
fine flakes of mica 
As my thoughts reveal themselves to me. 
 
Grandmother, she’s the one who knows, 
She listens to me; my fingers busy to find  
A way in my thick hair, playing. 
I wait for her voice to fill the abyss of sleep 
opened between us: was it an earthquake? 
 
I fall in the deep night where 
Is no tree to grip my fingers on,  
Nor a frail stock of weed to grab and hold  
To stop myself from falling.  
Deeper and deeper I fall! 
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TODAY IS THE DAY 

I have to think of my silhouette: 
From today I will take up exercising 
And I will start a diet. 
I will start to live 
Today is the day, today!  
From today I will not care  
What people think about me 
I will not worry and 
I will be happy. 
I decided to find a meaning for my life 
I’ll commit myself to this task,  
Today is the day, today! 
I will not wait for tomorrow or Monday 
No! Beginning today I’ll start to live my life 
Today is the day! 
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DREAM 

 I am dreaming and I know it  
I continue to dream … 
“Interesting”, I tell myself: “let’s see 
what happens next”… 
 
A beauty of a day 
Green as only the grass can be 
Yellow as a sandy beach  
Purple as my thoughts 
Blue as the sky and hope can be, 
Colors, colors…Rainbow! 
 
The lime tree has its flowers fanned 
Still the remembrance of the sweet smell 
A powerful reminder which 
triggers my memory…. 
 
I was reading in the attic of my house;  
the smell of dry wood enveloped me; 
The tree outside my attic window… 
Fine fingers knocking on the glass 
 
Memory…I climbed down  
to smell the flowers and take some in; 
The lightness of the dream… vaulting 
towards the illusive line of horizon 

 
The light! Blue, clear hallucinating light 
purple and transparent; 
I can move as a shadow through the air 
Nobody can see me… 
I am so light! Dust made of light. 
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Should I stop it? It is still under my power,  
I believe…What if I can’t? 

“Do not do that! continue, continue…” 
Is it an angel or a devil who whispers in my ear 
“Stay with me, with me, with me…” 
Sweet voice, warm embrace, the peace… 
Wistful dream…I woke up;  
“Where are you? Angel of light or darkness? 
Please, come back!” 
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A GOOD THERAPY 

I get depressed; it is raining and 
I do not know what to do today 
It’s humid and I can’t work in my garden; 
It is dark and I cannot sew either; 
It is not late to go to the mall. 
 
I look at the dresses, the t-shirts, the skirts,  
the lingerie: everything is on sale, 
an invitation to buy. 
I talk to the vendor, a friend of mine; 
she is from Iran. 
She’s sharing with me her secrets; she lives by 
herself and wants to bring her sister here. 
She is afraid at night, when she returns from work; 
She fears the dark the way children do. 
 
One by one her stories make me 
Feel more comfortable, in control of my life  
I even want to buy a dress in her store 
And I do not feel guilty as usually  
when buying for myself. 
I feel more human, appreciated; 
I am not a bundle of mistakes and misfortune. 

Spending money in the company of  
a woman friend is good therapy. 
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FOOD HISTORY 

The gray day sifts a sick light  
through the kitchen window; 
Tablecloth green with prudish roosters 
ready to cackle when they find a crumb of bread; 
A big piece of meat was roasting in the oven 
Warm and safe as a cocoon.  
I am peeling potatoes in my kitchen and 
let my mind wander… 
 
I remember hearing a history  
at the ROM museum, in Toronto. 
In Middle Ages people did not know potatoes 
or any vegetables; they ate only meat: 
pork meat, goose meat or fish. 
Spices were brought from the Indies late 
and coffee beans from America.    
 
Peeling potatoes in my kitchen 
I let my mind wander.  
I made coffee and I am dreaming  
about the noisy market in an Italian town 
of Middle Ages when women  
did not go out by themselves      
I ask myself: my husband will appreciate 
 the food I prepared or he’ll eat only meat…  
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I WISH TO BE 

I wish to be… 
I wish to be an eagle rotating in the sky… 
Round, round, round up there to see all things  
 
In cold blood looking at my prey, appreciate 
The distance, the right moment to strike… 
I wish to be an eagle rotating in the sky… 
 
Detached of any feeling  
Skilled hunter, to know exactly when to strike 
I wish to be an eagle rotating in the sky… 
 
With no fear, no regrets but knowing  
When the right moment comes to strike 

 I wish to be an eagle rotating in the sky… 
  

I wish to be an eagle rotating in the sky 
I wish to be an eagle 
I wish… 
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WAITING FOR POSTMAN 

I am waiting for the postman;  
How deep is my expectation. 
The simple fact of his arrival  
Makes me excited.  
 
The postman is doing his job, 
He doesn’t take part in my excitement 
He is an outsider to my feelings. 

The coin has two sides: 
One of interest and excitement 
One of detachment and coolness - 
If I want I can play cool. 
 
I wait impatiently for postman to come 
Does he know that? Takes one minute to him 
To leave the letter in my postal-box… 
to me this is an eternity of waiting! 
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A SMALL PRESENT 

I bought a book for you to cherish. 
What meaning has a book to you? 
I gave you a cheap book.  
“There is no cheap book”, you say. 
A book is a window to the world! 
Let’s buy more books for us!
 
I opened a window and invite you 
To look through it and see 
The infinity and beauty of the world.  
 “It is a handsome world out there”, you say. 
Lets take part in this world! 
 
I submit this book to you; 
Let your knowledge, imagination grow 
And fly over the entire world! 
Tomorrow, when I’ll be old,  
You’ll return the gift to me. 
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A YEAR BEFORE MY DEATH 

I can hear 
The sound of bells ringing 
I am transported into the future 
I am witnessing my funeral. 
 
I still have  
One year left to live 
I know that I should increase   
The speed of doing things. 
 
Waking up from my dream 
I did nothing but fall  
Into a deep apathy. 
A nonchalance of living  
Envelops me. 
 
Running  
Through the days  
Doing meaningless, routine things 
Or let things happen 
Without any concern 
 
I believe 
I can live that way forever. 
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DON’T LAUGH AT ME… 

Don’t laugh at me  
Don’t laugh away my powers! 
You think 
I am a monster of black powers; 
Disheveled I descended from above 
To posses - destroy - obliterate 
 
But listen!  
I am like any woman out there 
Nor more no less, 
Deprived of love I have to look for it  
And you happen to fall under my spell 

 
Don’t laugh at me 
Don’t laugh away my powers! 
I am not a monster of black powers 
Descended from above 
To posses and to destroy you. 

 
Listen! 
I am a woman looking for love 
Please do not laugh away my powers 
But hear me and love me! 
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DOES NOT MATTER 

When, where, how 
I wrote these lines? 
Does not matter 
I’ll not remember next time 
When, where, how  
I wrote these lines 
 
In a special state of mind  
I wrote these lines 
I’ll not remember next time 
when, where, how  
I wrote these lines 

When I’ll read them next time 
I’ll not remember  
When, where, how  
I wrote these lines 

 
How can I expect my reader  
to remember  my verses,  
When even I cannot remember  
when, where, how 
I wrote these lines?! 
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AFRAID 

I did not write for a while 
Ideas came and went like butterflies 
No way to lay them down on paper… 
 
Gone in a split second!  
Ephemeredes! 
Afraid I won’t write again 
 
I say to myself: “Nonsense;  
Look in the other direction, let go 
Lose the fist, empty the mind – Jump! 
 
To catch some of these butterfly-ideas,  
Pin them on paper, brush them,  
Make them shine – is not easy. 
 
No matter how used they look at first sight… 
As long as they are sincere   
They’ll make a nice piece of poetry. 
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OFTEN 

Often I try to stay immobile 
I try not to move at all 
I try not to think of anything 
Just be! 
 
Often I try to catch  
The elusive thread of thoughts 
The power I know I possess. 
 
When the wind is blowing smoothly 
Bringing the sweet smell of flowers 
I try to regain my old powers 
Located once equally in my brain 
And my heart. 
 
The elusive moment  
Is quickly gone and I know that 
I missed again the point where 
I could possess my old powers and 
Change a little this world… 
 
Often I try to stay immobile 
Not to move  
Not to think  
Just be! 
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I DREAD THE NIGHT 

I dread the night; it comes instantly 
And envelops everything in a black mantilla. 
It is night now; soon we’ll have supper. 
  

After that  
I am going to see my ever-lasting friends  
Hope they remember me still. 
 
Planning to leave everything and 
Become an errant knight 

 With no house, no table no backyard 
 
 This night 
I am going to see my ever-lasting friends  
Hope they remember me still. 
 

  Planning to pack all my belongings and 
 Become an ever-traveler with 

No blue sky over the huge maple tree 
 
  This night 
 I will take with me my ever-lasting friends  

Hope they remember me still. 
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READING AND DREAMING 

I was sitting in an alcove of my preferred tree 
Shaped for me from three branches, a long time ago.  
I was reading a book by Musgrave,  
the amazing Musgrave…so controversial. 
In front of my eyes the story began to unfold … 
I saw a sweet and blonde little girl:  
My son’s daughter. (Who would have thought?)  
I took her by the hand and lured her to my domain,  
We visited a small house at Brasov. Long, curly 
Plants attached to the brick walls cover the windows… 
Than we got in a plane and went to Paris.  
We stayed in Rue des Vignolles, my old apartment.  
Out we went on an adventure to discover  
the play ground, not far, in Place de la Nation… 
The small girl with her long hair braided, big blue eyes, 
Resembled entirely her mother. 
As her father when he was a boy, she takes it all in,  
Compare, waits and sees if it is good, or deserves attention 
I sent her to play but she was back in no time 
“Let’s go” she said, “we have things to do and many today”. 
Was this a child or an adult confined in the body of a child? 
Both of us we learnt new things that day. 
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THERE ARE SOME… 

There are some feelings I cannot put my finger on: 
Nostalgia is one; the longing one feels when 
Lime trees are blooming each year in June. 
 
The deep regret that I can’t be in another place 
Right now, when I am here doing nothing of importance… 
 
The sadness that things evolve and change:  
A baby grows into an adult, gets older and finally dies.  
A bud is changing into a slick-green leaf,  
Then in a piece of  scorched, “yellow paper”, 
To fall down later and die. 
 
The sense of loss when leaving an old house; 
The anxiety when coerced by necessity to meet new people. 
 
The loves not lived and many children I’ll never have, 
And sure, the disappearance of my muse who’s 
Never to return to help me out. 
 
Delicious regrets, remnants of the days  
when I believed I was not happy.  
Not knowing then what happiness was  
I didn’t realize I held it in my arms. 
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THIS WOMAN 

It is late into the night; the woman is reading. 
Enveloped in a mesmerizing atmosphere 
The woman reads the Inquisitions deeds. 
 
Giordano Bruno’s book 
falls from her hand and she dreams about 
The friar burned at the stake… 
She starts up; she looks around. 
 
In seconds her life passes before her eyes 
Though she is not with the friar at the stake… 
It is late into the night: forty minutes past one  
And her husband is snoring angry on the sofa. 
 
She feels an unending compassion for the father. 
With his courage, deliberation, his stubbornness 
He kept his head up. All of a sudden everything  
looks so easy to her; a beautiful sun is shining 
In the middle of the night. 
 
She wakes up her husband and tells him 
Her decision: to start a new life right away. 
“We’ll talk tomorrow”, he says. “Tomorrow!!  
My friar will be burned at the stake by then”  
“We’ll talk now and the light will come for us!”. 
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WAITING FOR MY FRIENDS  

Soon my friends will come; 
Waiting, my thoughts fly to my youth 
When I despised all suitors 
I kept them at arm’s length and 
Thought that never I’d miss them. 
I miss them now; to me they were  
tokens of appreciation; 
my well being, my very existence  
depended on them… 
 
I look into horizon; cloudy;  
In front of me - the mirror: empty.  
My powers – Lost? 
My past was happy; 
I didn’t know that. 
 
Depressed to see the imminent reality,  
I try to guess my future: 
Trivial things surround me, and 
one less important then the other; 
I look around: no friendly face 
This is too sad to be true… 
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TIME 

The time is thick, 
saturated with happenings. 
Thick like a pudding, 

the time is ready. 
 

I cut a slice in it and looked inside. 
The slice was made of   

half of a black cat, 
a quarter of a squirrel, 
nuts to fill it in.  
The last ingredient 
A golden sunray. 
 

A thought that I could be 
inside this pudding. 
Half of me 
hanging over the balustrade, 
half of me left 
in the remaining pudding. 
 

The lesion will be part of 
an unrecognized piece of dream, 
a cut-short dream. 
I was scared: I placed back  
the piece of time; I tried  
the best I could 
to stick it in the hole. 

Maybe the dream will stay intact, 
stay whole inside  
the pudding-time,  
and I with it. Will it? 
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WHEN ONE DOES’T KNOW 
WHAT ONE PLANTED 

I planted seeds, a lot of seeds; 
Some of them grew in beautiful plants 
Blossoming and weaving  

graciously in the wind. 
 
They looked at me, smile at me, 
Their alluring, powerful smell got me. 
 

Some I do not recognize; 
They are stocky, heavy, tall and bare 
But I loved them; I planted them all 

with my own hands.  
 

Later I found they had shown up  
From seeds of hate and treason.  
 

In my naiveté  
I took for granted that they were all 
Seeds of love and compassion, 

care and understanding. 
 
How could I get rid of them now? 
I planted all of them with my hands 
 

I looked after them day  
after day with love, tendered them,  
watered them,  

watched them growing 
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They are all mine - the good and the bad! 
How could I get rid of them now? 

 
I planted seeds, a lot of seeds; 

Some of them grew in beautiful plants 
Some, tall and bare 
but they are all mine… 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Until you are committed, there is 
hesitancy...Whatever you can do, or dream you can, 
begin it. Boldness has genius, power and magic in it. 

Begin it now.” – Goethe 
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