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Abstract

Some translations of Grigore Vieru's poems are presented below.
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Rezumat

Propunem mai jos variante de traducere a operelor lui Grigore Vieru.

Cuvinte-cheie: traducere, poem, poet, versiune

Nici o stea

Nici o stea nu e sdraca
Atata timp cat se vede.
Nici un neam nevoias,
Cat are un cantec, un grai.
S4 ai un ldcas propriu,
Un grai al tdu din adanc,
O memorie proprie -

Iatd ce este Patria.

Hei! Ce cauti acolo sus?!

Bocancul spaimei cerul a spart.

Pamant bun, negru,
Aluneci dus de suvoaie.
Multumeste mamedi!
Cata vreme raman
Mamele jos pe pamant,
Nici o tard nu e sdraca.

Not a star

Not a star is poor

As long as it is seen

Not a nation being needy

As long as it has a song, a speech.
To have your own house

Your own speech from the depth
An own memory -

This is a Homeland.

Hey, what are you doing up there?
The shoe of fear broke the sky
The good, black Earth (Soil )
Slips led by the streams.

Thank your mothers!

As long remain

The mothers down on the Earth
No country is poor.
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in Limba Ta

In aceeasi limba

Toatd lumea plange,

In aceeasi limba

Rade un pamant.

Ci doar in limba
Durerea poti s-0 mangai,
lar bucuria

S-o preschimbi in cant.
In limba ta

Ti-i dor de mama,

Si vinul e mai vin

Si pranzul e mai pranz.
Si doar in limba

Poti rade singur,

Si doar in limba ta

Te poti opri din pléans.
Iar cand nu poti

Nici plange si nici rade,
Cand nu poti mangaia
Si nici canta,

Cu al tdu pamant,

Cu cerul tdu in fatd,

Tu taci atuncea

Tot in limba ta.

Tacerea mamei

Tacuta

Esti, draga mea mamd,
Tacuta.

Ca mierla

Ce - nhama, deshama,
Ca mierla.

Ca frunza

Cand merge la coasad,
Ca frunza.

Ca iarba

Cand sade la mass,
Ca iarba.

Ca steaua

La moara cand duce
Ca steaua.

Ca piatra
Ce-aminte-si-aduce
Ca piatra.

In Your Language

In the same

Everyone is crying,

In the same language

A ground is smiling.

But only in your language

The ache could be cherished

And the joy be changed into a song,.
In your language

You miss your mother,

And the wine is more like wine.
And the dinner is more like dinner.
And only in your language

You could laugh alone,

And only in your language

You could stop crying.

But when you cannot cry or laugh,
When you can not cherish

And can not sing,

With all your ground and the sky
above you,

You are silent

Still, in your language.

Mother’s Silence

Silent

You are my dear mother,
Silent.

As the blackbird

That is harnessing and
unharnessing,

As the blackbird.

As the leaf

When is goig to haymaking,
As the leaf.

As the grass

When is sitting at the table,
As the grass.

As the star

When is going to the mill,
As the star.

As the stone

That is remembering,

As the stone.



Ma rog

Ma rog de tine, ploaie,
Cand zbor cétre planete.
Stropeste gura mamei
Si-o apdra de sete.

Ma rog de tine, codru,
(Céci anii tdi tot fi-vor)
Cuprinde-i cald fiinta.
Si-o apdra de vifor.

Ma rog de tine, iarba,
Mangaie-i talpa goald

Si sarea grea din oase
Si-o apdrd de boala.

Ma rog de tine, munte,
Cat zboru-o sd md poarte
Sarutd ochii mamei

Si-i apdrd de moarte.

Parul mamei

Cate case ai uns tu, mama,
Cu var, cu lut!

Albeste in parul tdu, mama
Varul acel de demult.

Cat am plans eu

Strans in al foamei cleste!
Stdteai noaptea ca la priveghi
in parul tdu, mamad, albeste
Sarea lacrimilor mele vechi
Sara eu iti probozesc nepotul
Cd ti se urcd in cap si-i rdu.
Dar se muti la tine cu totul
Si plange tot in parul tau.

Patria

Patria asta e o paine calda.
Véntul dsta e un vin domnesc.
Si pelinul - busuioc sdlbatic.
Vine ziua aurindu-mi péainea
Vine seara aromandu-mi vinul.

Vine mama indulcindu-mi gandul.

I beg

I beg you, rain,

When fly to planets

Wet my mother’s mouth
And protect it of dryness.
I beg you, Codrii,

(You are surviving)
Embrace her body hotly
And protect her of snowstorm.
I beg you, grass,

Caress her bare feet

And the salt in her bones
And protect her of illness.
I beg you, mountains

As much as the flight
will conduct me

Kiss my mother’s eyes
And keep them immortal.

Mother’s Hair

How many houses have you oiled,
Mother,

With lime and with clay!

That lime is whitening in your hair,
Mother.

How many times I cried because of
hunger!

And you were awaking during the
night.

The salt of my old tears

Is whitening in your hair, Mother.
In the evening I am troubling you,
Your grandson,

So that it is climbing in your head
And it is bad.

But he is coming to you forever
And he is still in your hair.

The Homeland

This homeland is like a fresh warm

bread.

This wind is a reign wine

And the wormwood - a wild sweet

basil.

The day is coming gilding the bread
The evening is coming flavoring the
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Mainele mamei

Cand m-am ndscut, pe frunte eu
Aveam coroand-mpdrdteasca:
A mamei mand pdrinteascd,

A mamei mand parinteasca.
Duios, o, mama eu intai

Cu mana dragei mele fete

S-au intdlnit la mine-n plete,
S-au intalnit la mine-n plete.
Copii am. Dar si acum cand
Vin zorii noaptea s-o destrame,
Gdésesc pe frunte mana mamei,
Gdésesc pe frunte mana mamei.
O, ména ei, o, ména ei,

O, ména ei, ca ramul vested,
A-mbatranit la mine-n crestet,
A-mbatranit la mine-n crestet.

Buzele mamei

Iar buzele tale sunt, mamas,
O rana tacutd mereu,
Mereu presuratd cu tarna
Mormantului tatidlui meu.
O, buzele ce sidrutara

Al tatei mormant

Mai mult ca pre dansul,
Pre tata-n

Putinii lui ani pre pamant.
Acuma cand nu te poti, mama,
De sarea din sale pleca,
Cine ridicd mormantul
Spre gura uscatd a ta?!

Formular

- Numele si prenumele?
- Eu
- Anul de nastere?

- Cel mai tAnar an: cand se iubeau

wine.
Mother is coming sweetening my
thought.

Mother’s Hands

When I was

I had an emperor crown on my
forehead :

My mother’s parental hand,
My mother’s parental hand.
Tenderly, oh, firstly her hand
Had met in my hair

Had met in my hair

With my loving girl’s hand.

I have children. But even now
When the daybreak comes

To dissolve the night

I feel my mother’s hand on my
head,

I feel my mother’s hand on my
head.

Oh, her hand, oh, her hand,
Oh, her hand, withered like branch
Have aged on my head,
Have aged on my head.

Mother’s Lips

Mother, your lips

Are always like a silent wound
Forever sprinkled

With my father’s grave soil

O, the lips that

Kissed father’s grave

More than himself,

My father,

During his few years on the earth.
Now, when you could not

Bend because of the salt

In your loins,

Who would raise the grave

To your dry lips?!

Blank

- The name and the surname?
- L

- Date of birth?

- The youngest year: when my



pdrintii mei.

- Origine?

- Arsiseaman

- Dealul acel din prejma codrilor

- Stiu toate doinele.

- Profesiunea?

- Ostenesc in ocna cuvintelor.

- Périntii?

- Am numai mama.

- Numele mamei?

- Mama

- Ocupatia ei?

- Asteapta.

- Aifost supus judecitii vreodata?

- Am stat niste ani inchis in sine.

- Rubedenii peste hotare ai?

- Da. Pe tata ingropat in pamant
strdin. Anul 1945.

Faptura mamei

Usoard, maicd, usoard,

C-ai putea sd mergi cdlcand
Pe semintele ce zboara
Intre ceruri si pamant.

in priviri c-un fel de teams,
Fericita totusi esti -

Iarba stie cum te cheama,
Steaua stie ce gandesti.

Legamant

Stiu: candva, la miez de noapte,
Ori la rasarit de soare,
Stinge-mi-s-or ochii mie
Tot deasupra cartii sale.
Am s-ajung atunci, poate,
La mijlocul ei aproape.

Ci sa nu-mi inchideti cartea.
Ca pe recile-mi pleoape.

S-o lasati asa deschisd,

Ca bdiatul meu ori fata

S4 citeascd mai departe

Ce n-a reusit nici tata.

lar de n-au s-auza dansii

Al stravechii slove bucium,

parents loved each other.

- Your origin?

- Iam ploughing and sowing the
hill around the forest.

I know all the folk songs.

- Your profession?

- Tam exerting myself in the jail of
words.

- Your parents?

- T'have only my mother.

- Your mother ‘s name?

- Mother.

- Her occupation?

- She is waiting.

- Have you ever been tried?

- Istayed some years imprisoned
in myself.

- Have you any relatives in the
foreign countries?

- Yes, I have. My father is buried
in a foreign land. In 1945.

Mother s creature

Easy, mother, easy,

You would go trampling

On the seeds flying

Between the sky and the ground.
In your eyes with little fear,

You are however happy -

The grass know you by name,
The stars know your thoughts.

The Pledge

I know: once at midnight

Or maybe during the sunrise

I will fall asleep

Still on his book.

I will come to, its middle

And you should not close the book
As my cold eyelids.

Let it be open

So that my son or daughter
Would read it farther

What their father failed to read.
But if they do not hear

The breathing of the immemorial
ancient words
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Asezati-mi-o ca pernd
Cu toti codrii ei in zbucium.

Cuvantul Mama

Pruncii il zuruie.
Batranii il viseaza.
Bolnavii il soptesc.
Mutii il gandesc.
Fricosii il striga.
Orfanii il lacrima.
Raénitii 11 cheama.
Iar ceilalti il uita.

O, Mama! O, Mama!

Am rupt acest trandafir

Rostesc cuvinte

Ca sd iau aer.
Adorm,

Ca sd nu mai stiu.
Tai paine,

S-o bucur pe mama.
Ascult mierla,

Ca sd nu mint.

M3 uit 1a tej,

Ca sd nu uit.

Am rupt acest trandafir. De ce?

* % Ok

Cum nu sunt doi pomi
intocmai la fel,

Si nici doud popoare;

Cum nu se aseamdna perfect
Cicoare cu cicoare -

Astfel, maic3, si tu

Esti unica-n lume,

In cantecul

Ce-mi bate sub tample.
Nimeni nu

Poate golul sd-1 umple,
Golul ce-1 lasi -

Nici cantecul meu,

Nici popularul meu nume,
Nici tara chiar, care

La fel mi-e de scumpd si ea.
Réamai.

Mai rdmai.

Nu pleca.

Then, put me it like a pillow
With all its agitated forest.

The Word ,Mother”

Babies are babbling it.

The old men are dreaming it.
The ill are whispering it.

The mute are thinking about it.
The cowards are crying it.

The orphans are tearing it.

The hurt are calling it.

The others are forgetting it.
Oh, Mother! Oh, Mother!

I have cut this rose

I am saying words

To breath in air

I am falling asleep

Not to know

I am cutting the bread

To make my mother glad
I am listening to the blackbird
Not to lie

I am looking at the lime
Not to forget

I have cut this rose. Why?

* ¥

As two trees

Cannot be identical,

As two nations

Cannot be.

As two chicories

Are not perfectly identical
So, you, mothers are unique
In the world,

In my heart,

In my song

That beats at my temples.
Nobody will

take your place

your empty place

that you leave,

not even my song

nor my popular name.

not even the country that is
as dear as you.



Locuiesc

Locuiesc la marginea
unei iubiri.

La mijlocul ei

trdieste credinta mea.
Locuiesc la marginea
Unui cantec.

La mijlocul lui
traieste speranta mea.
Locuiesc la marginea
Unei paini.

La mijlocul ei -
Dragostea mea pentru voi.

Ars poetica

Merg eu dimineata, in frunte,
Cu spicele albe in brate

Ale parului mamei.

Mergi tu dupd mine, iubit-o,
Cu spicul fierbinte la piept
Al lacrimii tale.

Vine moartea din urma

Cu spicele rosii in brate

Ale sangelui meu -

Ea care nimic niciodata

Nu inapoiazd.

Si toti suntem luminati.
De-o bucurie neinteleasa.

Stay.
Stay some any more.
Don't go...

Ilive

I live at the edge

Of my love.

In the midst of love
My belief lives.

I live at the edge

of a song

in the midst of song
my hope lives.

I live at the edge

Of a bread

In the midst of bread -
My love for you.

Ars poetica

I am walking in the morning

With he white grains

In my arms of my mother’s hair.
You walk after me, my lover,

With the grain hot at the chest of her
tears.

The death is coming behind

With the grains red with my blood
In its arms.
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Death which never returns anything

back.
And we are all
Lighted by an unknown joy.
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