TRADUCERI DIN OPERA
LUI LUCIAN BLAGA

Texte propuse pentru traducere:

a.

Parere asemenea unui

cuvant scris de-o mand pe apa
Ce - inca-naintea citirii -

in cercul de unde ne scapa

e orice legendd. Dar cine
traieste pe vaste aceste
taramuri, pe-adancile, altfel
decat pe un prund de poveste?

Amara e insa amiaza

de astazi, si nu se-nfiripa

in larguri nici tdlc, nici visare.
Doar frunzele zboara-n risipa.

In iarnd std tara. Vai, unde-i
albastrul ei sfant atribut?
Padure, restituie-mi zeii,

pe cari ti i-am dat imprumut.

(Lucian Blaga, 21 Decemvrie din vol. ,,Varsta de fier”)
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b.

Din clima fierbinte
a basmului, sfinte
irog inorog

C-un semn te invoc.
Din verde molatic
S-aude copita,
adanc, paduratic,
apari ca ispita.

Tarcoale nu-mi da
si nu adasta!

Ci ia-0-nainte
cand ceasul va bate,
solie cuminte

spre vechea cetate.

Cand intri, ia seama
la podul cu vama,
la numarul casei,

la curtea Frumoasei.

Cu sunet de soarta
loveste in poarta!

Atinge cu cornul
de trei ori zavorul
ca-n rituri de leac
ramase din veac.

Atinge §i piatra
si pragul §i vatra.
Si daca Frumoasa
ingdduie - vezi-i
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aleanul amiezii.

Atinge-i coroana,
obrazul §i geana,
naframa cu lacrimi
si perna cu patimi.
Tu las-o in schimb
privirea sa-si treaca
si mana oleaca

prin albul tau nimb.

C-un muget da-mi veste

- apoi paraseste

cetatea §i murii

spre pacea padurii.

(Lucian Blaga, Indemn de poveste din vol. ,,Nebanuitele trepte”)
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Limba greaca
Ana-Maria Epure

a.

Amoyn mapopoto pe o AEEN

YPOUUEVT amtd Eva YEPL GTO VEPO
TOV-0KOUN-TTPV SLPaCTE-GTOV

KOKAO oz’ Tov omoio pog Eepedyet,
Bpioketon omotocdnmote pvboc. AAAE To10g
Ce1 o’ avta o anépavto Pacilea,

ota fadn, Tapd otnv KOpYHE®ON NG 16Topiog;
[Twpd, Opwe, etvar To peonuépt Ko dgv

dev VILAPYEL, O€ YEVIKEG YPOUUES,

ovte vonmua ovte GVELPO.

Movo ta pOAAL TETOHV AOKOTA.

21ov xelpnava el n yopa.

[Too, mov va givat 1o dylo pmie
YOPOKTNPLOTIKO TNG;

0000 66606, dDGE LoV THG® TOVG

Be00¢, mov Gov ddveloa ;

b.

Am’10 KowTtd KAMpa

TOV TopapvB10Y, dyte

LOVOKEPE,

M’éva onudotl oe KaA®.

Am’10 amaAd Tpdotvo

aKOVYETOL 1) OTTAN,

Babid, dacwuévog,

EUOAVICETOL GOV TEWPOGLOC.
Mnv yupilelg kot unv mepipéveig!
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AAG Tpoy®dpa OA0 gvbeia

OTaV TO POAOL YTLTNGEL

NGLYO UAVLULOL

070 TTOAO 0YVPO.

Ortav umelc to vov 6ov

GTNV YEQPLPO TOV GLVOPWV ,

oToV 0p1Ouod Tov omiToY,

otov kNmo g Opopeng.

Me tov Mx0 ¢ poipag

YTOTOL TNV TOPTA.

Akovuma pE T0 KEPUTO

TPELG POPES TNV KAEW LA,

O™ OTIC OEpAmEVTIKES TEAETOVPYIES
OV £YOVV EMPIOCEL AADVEG,.

Ayyi&e Kot TV TETPOL KOl TO

KOTOPAL KOl TNV €0Ti0.

Kot av 1 Opopon oxéptetan

-0€G TNV OMOYEVUATIVY TNG HEAOYXOATL.
Ayyi&e TG T0 OTEUUA, TO LAYOVAO KOl
v PAe@apida, TO HOVINAL Le T dAKPLO
Kol To pailapt pe to Tao.

Eov, 6pwg, doe va mepdoet o BAERLO
Kol Afyo o xépt

HéE o 10 O1KO GOV PMTOGTEPAVO.
M’ évav BpuynOuo evnuépwaoé pe ,
LETA QUYE O TOV OYLPO KO

mEBave TPOS TNV E1PNVN TOV dAGOVG.
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Limba slovena
Lara Potocnik

a.

Misel kot na vodi z roko
pisana beseda, ki se nam

- Se preden bi jo prebrali —
izmuzne i1z kroga, v katerem

je vsaka zgodba. Kdo pa more
ziveti v teh Sirnih globokih
svetovih drugje kot v pesku
in produ povesti, pripovedi?

A poldne danes je grenko, saj
se na obzorju ne rojeva

niti smisel, niti sanje.

Le listje brezglavo leti.

Pozimi deZela miruje. No,

kje je njen modri nebeski soprog?
Gozd, povrni spet mi bogove,
katere sem ti le posodil.

(21. december )

b.

Z znamenjem te priklicujem,
sveti enorog, samorog,

iz vrelega podnebja basni.

iz lenobnega zelenja

je slisati kopita in prikazes se
kot skusnjava.
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Nikar ne podarjaj mi vetrnic,
ne Cakaj, ponesi naprej,

ko ura priganjala bo,

staremu mestu modro besedo.

Ko vstopis, bodi pozoren
na most in zanj pristojbino,
na hise in vrt Lepotice.
Kakor usode bobnenje

na vrata potrkayj.

Dotakni se z rogom trikrat
zapaha po obredju zdravilnem,
ki je ostalo iz Casa.

Dotakni se kamna, ognjisca

in praga. Ce Lepa dovoli,

zazri se v zalost njenih poldni.
Dotakni se krone, lic in trepalk,
robcka s solzami, blazine

s trpljenji, naj v zameno
obc¢uduje in z nezno roko
pogladi belo ti grivo.

Z rezgetom mi daj znak, nato
1zgini iz mesta z obzidji,
odpravi v gozdov se spokoj.
(Klic pripovedi)
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Limba franceza
Zaharie Alin-Daniel

a.

Le mot éphémere

écrit de la main sur I’eau

qui, méme avant sa lecture,

nous échappe dans le cercle ondulant

est toute Iégende. Mais qui vit

sur ces vastes et profondes contrées
autrement que sur un gravier

tiré des contes de fées ?

Amer est-il le midi d’aujourd’hui

et dans les larges ne s’ourdit

ni réve ni fable.

Seules les feuilles voltigent a ’aveugle.

L’hiver enveloppe la contrée.

Hélas, mais ou est son attribut bleu et sacré ?
Forét, rends-moi mes divinités

que je t’ai prétés.

(21 décembre)

b.

Du monde briilant

des contes de fées

d’un signe, uni unicornesacré

je ne fais que t’invoquer.

Du vert mou, apathique

1I’écho du sabot fait son apparition
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a I’air profond, sauvage
tu surgis comme une tentation.

Autour de moi, ne rdde pas
ni ne t’arréte point !

Mais va tout droit

lorsque 1’horloge sonnera
sage envoye

vers 1’ancienne cité.

A I’entrée, rends-toi compte
du pont douanier,

de la maison atemporelle,
de la cour de la Belle.

Au son du destin

cogne a la porte du fortin !

Au cor, trois fois

fréle le cadenas

comme aux remedes rituels
des temps immémoriels.

Touche le rocher
le seuil et le foyer.
Et si la Belle 1’assentit

regarde sa détresse du plein midi.

Effleure sa couronne,

la joue et le cil,

son fichu aux larmes

son coussin aux flammes.
Toi, laisse-la passer

son regard a plein
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et sa main un brin
a travers ton nimbe opalin.

Fais-moi savoir d’un mugissement
puis quitte tout doucement

la cité et les muriers

vers le calme de la forét.
(Instruction de réve)

Michel Gloire Nkolo & Livia Tusca

a.

[lusion qui ressemble a un mot

€crit par une main sur l'eau

— qu'avant méme de le lire

dans le cercle des ondes 1'on nous échappe —

c'est toute légende. Mais qui

vit dans ces vastes contrées,

dans les profondeurs, autrement
que sur un gravier du conte de fées?

Mais le midi d'aujourd'hui est amer

et ni sens ni réverie

ne prends corps aux larges.

Seulement les feuilles s'envolent en gaspillage.

Le pays en hiver. Hélas, ou est-il
son bleu saint attribut?

Forét, restitue-moi les dieux,

que je t'ai donné comme emprunt.
(21 Décembre)
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b.

Du climat chaud

du conte de fées, saint

irog inorog

avec un signe je t'invoque.

Du vert molatique,

on peut entendre le sabot,
profond, boisé,

tu apparais comme une tentation.

Ne me cherche pas

et n’attends pas !

Mais prenez-le avant
quand I'horloge sonnera,
docile messager

vers la vieille ville.

Lorsque tu entres, fait attention
au pont ou I’on a la douane,

au numéro de la maison,

a la cour de la Belle.

Avec le bruit du destin,

frappe la porte !

Touche trois fois le loquet

avec la corne

comme dans des rites de guérison
restés du passe.

Touche aussi la pierre,
le seuil et le foyer.
Et si la Belle
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le permet, voyez
son chagrin du midi.

Touche sa couronne,

sa joue et ses cils,

I’écharpe avec des larmes et
l'oreille avec des souffrances.
En échange, laisse-la

pour qu’elle traverse son regard
et sa main un peu

sur ton nimbe blanc.

Avec un rugissement,
donne-moi des nouvelles —
puis quitte la ville et les murs
vers la paix de la forét.
(Impulsion du conte)

Gherghin Maria-Adina

a.

Avis comme un

mot écrit d'une main sur l'eau
qui - avant méme la lecture -
dans le cercle d'ou I'on s'échappe

c'est n'importe quelle légende. Mais qui
Vit sur ces vastes

centrées, sur les profondeurs, autrement
que dans un gravier de conte ?

Mais le midi est amer
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a partir d'aujourd'hui, et ¢ca n'improvise pas
en large ni sens ni réve.
Seules les feuilles volent en gaspillage.

Le pays reste en hiver. Hélas, ou est
son attribut sacré et bleu ?

Forét, rends-moi les dieux,

que je t'ai prétés.

(21 Décembre)

b.

Du climat chaud

du conte de fées, sainte

lorne licorne

avec un signe je t'invoque.

Du vert mou

le sabot s'entend,

profond, boisé,

tu apparait comme la tentation.

Ne m'entoure pas

et n'en rajoute pas !

Mais avance

quand l'horloge sonne,
message sage

vers l'ancienne forteresse.

Quand tu entre, sois attentif
au pont de la douane,

au numéro de la maison,

a la cour de la Belle.

Avec le son du destin
frappe a la porte cochere !
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Touche avec le cor

trois fois le verrou

comme dans les rites de guérison
laissés depuis toujours.

Touche aussi la pierre
et le seuil et le foyer.
Et sila Belle

permet —Vois-lui

la peine de midi.

Touche sa couronne,

sa joue et son cil,

son voile avec des larmes
et l'oreiller avec passions.
Mais en revanche laisse
que son regard passe

et un peu la main

par ton nimbe blanc.

Avec un rugissement donne-moi des nouvelles
- puis quitte

la forteresse et les mures sauvages

a la paix de la forét.

(Envie de conte)
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lvan Elena-Adelina

da.

Avis comme un mot écrit

par une main sur 1’eau

qui — encore-avant la lecture

dans le cercle d’ou nous échappe
c’est n’importe quelle Iégende. Mais qui
vive profondément ces

régions, sur les fonds différemment
que sur un gravier de conte ?

Amer est cependant le midi
d’aujourd’hui et ne se remet pas

dans les larges ni allégorie, ni réverie.

Seulement les feuilles volent en gaspillage.

En hiver reste le pays. Hélas, ou est
sa qualité sacrée bleue ?

Forét, redonne-moi les dieux,

que je t’ai empruntés.

b.

Du climat bouillant

Du conte, saint igore licorne

Avec un signe je t’invoque.

Du vert mou

s’entend le sabot,

profondément, boisement,

apparais comme la tentation.

Ne me fais pas le tour et
n’attends pas !

Mais prends en face

Quand I’horloge va battre
nouvelle sage
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vers la vieille cité.

Quand entre, prends le compte
au pont avec la douane
au numéro de la maison
a la cour de la Belle

avec son du destin

frappe dans la porte !

Touche avec le corne

de trois fois le verrou

comme dans les rites de remeéde
restés du siécle .

Touche aussi la pierre
et le seuil et ’atre
Et si la Belle admet - VVois-lui
la souffrance du midi.
Touche - lui la couronne
la joue et le cil
le voile avec larmes
et I’oreiller avec passions
Tu, laisse-la en retour
le regard a passer et la main un peu
par ton nimbe blanc.
Avec un mugissement donne-moi une nouvelle
ensuite quitte
la cité et meurs
vers la paix de la forét.
(Exhortation de conte)
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Limba italiana

Olga Tarita,
Rebeca Filimon

Come I’illusione di una favella

Tracciata da una mano sul pelo dell’acqua
Ancor prima che lo sguardo possa intravederla
Evade, in cerchi migliaia si espande.

Cosi ¢ ogni leggenda. Ma quale uomo vive
Nell’ignoto immenso, in questo regno,
Negli abissi piu profondi, sulle rive

dove la favola ha timore di germogliare?

Amaro ¢ adesso il meriggio

E non si fondono né senso, né sogno
In questo immensurabile spazio.

Solo foglie, invano sperperate al vento.

Avvolto ¢ il paese da un inverno struggente
Oh, cielo, dove trovare la sua santa essenza?
Oh, selva, rendi gli dei a me, credente

Che incessantemente venerando, a te ho affidato.

(21 dicembre)
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Elena Boros Stanciu,
Francesca Pizzinga

Un apparire come di parola
scritta da una mano sull’acqua
che, non ancora letta,

ci sfugge nel cerchio di onde:

cosi € ogni leggenda. Ma chi
piu vive in questi vasti

e profondi regni, oppure
sulle rive di un racconto?

Amaro ¢ invece il boccone

di oggi, e non si insinua

a largo né il senso, né il fantasticare.
Solo foglie si sperperano nel vento.

La terra ¢ in inverno. Ahi, dov’é
I’azzurro, suo sacro attributo?
Foreste, rendetemi gli dei,

che i0 vi avevo dato in pegno.
(21 Dicembre)
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Limba germana
Oana Cicur

a.

Die Meinung, wie ein

auf Wasser geschriebenes Wort

das noch vor dem Lesen entflicht

ist jede Legende. Doch wer

lebt denn anders

in diesen weiten und tiefen Gebieten
als im Mérchenland selbst?

Verbittert der heutige Mittag,

kein Sinn, keine Traume umbher.

Nur Blétter verschwenderisch fliegen.
Im Winter das Land. Wo denn
verschwand sein heiliges Blau?

Du, Walde, gib mir die Gétter zuriick,
die ich dir habe geliehen.

(21. Dezember)

b.

Aus heillen Mirchenzeiten
lass’ ich ein Zeichen gleiten:
Zu meinen Diensten komm’,
du heiliger Einhorn.

Aus weichlich-mattem Griin
vernimmt man einen Huf

so wildern und so tief
verfiihrerisches Bild.

Verlier die Zeit hier nicht
auch zdgere hier kaum,
sondern eile voran
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als braver Bote dann,

wenn laut schlaget die Uhr
zur alten Festungsburg.
Geh’ rein und du bemerke
den Zoll an ferner Briicke,
die Hausnummer vor Ort,
Dornréschens Hofe dort.
Mit schicksalhaftem Ton
schlag’ heftig an das Tor,
beriihre mit dem Horn
dreimal den Riegeldorn,

so wie in heilig’ Riten
verblieben aus Urmythen.
Den Stein bitte beriihr’,

den Herd und auch die Schwelle,
thr’n Kummer du verspiir’
falls Roschen es auch wolle.
Beriihre ihre Krone,

die Wimper und die Wange,
ihr trdnengossen Kopftuch
und sitindevolles Kisschen.
Erlaube ihr ein bisschen,
den Blick und ihre Hand
durchs Nimbus sanft zu gleiten.
Gib wiehernd mir Bescheid,
verlasse dann die Burg,

die Mauern und ersuch’

den Frieden in den Wald.
(Anregung zum Mdrchen)

170



Caietele Lucian Blaga
Vol. XXI11 2022

Limba portugheza
Jamilta Mendes David & Alexandru Bobic

a.

Ilusdo quer dizer, uma

palavra escrita por uma mao na agua
que mesmo antes de ser lida

no circulo de onde foge

E qualquer lenda. Mas quem

mora neste reino gigante,

nas profundezas, de outra maneira
do que num leito de conto de fadas?

Amarga ¢, porém, a tarde

de hoje, e ndo se forma

nas larguras nem papo, nem sonho.

S6 as folhas que voam em desperdicio.

No inverno fica o pais. Mas, cadé
o0 seu santo atributo azul ?
Floresta, me dé de volta os deuses,
que eu te emprestei.

(21 de Dezembro)

b.

Do clima quente

da historia, santo
unicornio

com um signo te chamo.
do verde suave

se ouve 0 casco,
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profundo, florestal,
apareces como uma tentagao.

Nao me persigas

e nao fiques perto!

Mas va em frente

quando o reldgio bater,
mensageiro calmo,

em direcao a velha cidadela.

Quando entrares, lembre-se
na ponte da alfandegaria,
no numero da casa,

no quintal da Linda.
Ouviras som do destino

a bater na porta!

Toca com os chifres

trés vezes a fechadura
como nos rituais de cura
herdados dos séculos.

Toca também a pedra

e o degrau da porta, e a chaminé.
e se aLinda

deixar - veja

0 anseio da tarde.

Toca a coroa dela,

o rosto ¢ o cilio,

o lengo com lagrimas

e o travesseiro com suplicios.
No retorno, deixa-la
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olhar e talvez
tocar um pouco
a sua aura branca.

Com um mugido me dé€ noticias
- depois vai embora

da cidadela e dos muros

Para a paz da floresta.

(Impulso de historia)
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Limba engleza
Arazmuhammet Atayev & Mirela-Larisa Rof

a.

An illusion similar

to a word handwritten on water

which — even before being read —

it slips away into the circle of water waves

is any legend. But who

is dwelling on these vast

realms, on the deep ones, in a way other
than on story gravel?

Yet bitter is the afternoon

of today, and nothing takes shape

in depths: neither meaning, nor dream.
Only the leaves are blowing into waste.

In winter the country is staying. Alas, where's
its scared blue symbol?

Oh, forest, give me back the gods,

Whom I have lent you.

(21st of December)

b.

From the warm atmosphere
of the fairy tale, sacred
unicorn

with a symbol I invoke you.
From the soft green
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it can be heard the hoof,
deep, wild,
you appear as a temptation.

Don't stalk me

and don't stay!

But go straight,

when the clock strikes,
obedient messenger

to the ancient fortress.

When you enter, beware of
the bridge with customs,

to the house number,

at the Beautiful's yard.
With the sound of fate
knock on the gate!

Touch with the horn
three times the latch
as in cure rites

kept from the ancient times.

Also, touch the stone,

the threshold and the hearth.

And if the Beautiful
allows - see her

melancholy of the noonday.

Touch her crown,

her cheek and eyelash,

her handkerchief with tears
and pillow with passions.
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Leave her instead

to pass her look

and also her hand a little
through your white halo.

With a roaring noise give me news
- then leave

the fortress and the walls

to the peace of the forest.

(Urge of story)

Trifan Alexandra

a.

The semblance of a word
hand-printed on water

that, even before being read,

in the circle it slips away from us —

that is every legend. But who
lives on so vast these realms,

on those deep, differently

than on fairytale shingle shores?

Painful is today’s noon

and no interpretation, nor reverie
builds up far into sea.

Just leaves floating disorderly.

Winter throughout the country. Oh,
where’s its holy blue attribute?
Forest, return the gods
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that I lent to you.
(December2l)

b.

From the hot climate

of tales, beloved

holy unicorn,

with a cue, I invoke you.
From within the pale green
your hoof one can hear
untamed and deep,

like temptation you appear.

Don’t prowl around me
and do not dally!

But go ahead

when the clock strikes,
with your peaceful quest
in the old fortress.

When you enter, you mind
the bridge with the toll,
the house number,

the Beauty’s garden.
Sounding like fate,

knock on the gate!

With your horn knock
three times on the lock,
as in healing practices
left from our ancestors.

177



And touch the stone,

the hearth and threshold.
And if the Beauty

shall allow it, see

her midday melancholy.

Touch her head wreath,
eyelash and cheek,

her tear-filled kerchief,
and her pillow of grief.
Allow her, in return,
her eyes to lay

and hand briefly

on your white aura.

Let me know with a neigh

- and then go away

from the brambles and fortress
to the forest’s quietness.

(Tale urge)

Laura Ardeleanu

b.

From the legend’s climate,
Oh, sacred unicorn,

With a sign, I invoke thee.
From the sluggish green,
your hoof is heard,

deeply, wildly (lit. forestly*).
You appear like a lure.
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Don’t lurk around me, nor wait.
Go on to the old fort instead,
when the clock strikes,

Oh, wise herald.

When you get in,

keep in mind

the bridge with the customs,
the number of the house,
and the Beauty’s courtyard.
With a sound of fate,

hit the gate.

With your horn, touch,
three times, the latch,
as in healing rituals
passed down to us
since times past.

Touch the stone too,

the doorsill, and the hearth.
And, if the Beauty allows it,
Witness her afternoon pining.

Touch her crown, cheeks and eyelashes,
Her tear-soaked handkerchief,

And her passion-filled pillow.

In exchange, let her look

and pass her hand a little

through your white halo.

With a roar, send me tidings,
then leave the fort and its walls
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for the peace of the forest.
(Story Incentive)

Claudiu Lungu

a.

lusion like a

word written by a hand on the water
which — even before the reading —
in the circle whence evades.

is every legend. But who

lives on these ample

realms, in the depths, otherwise
than on a fairy-tale pebble?

But bitter is today’s

noon, and in vastness

neither sense, nor dreaming takes shape.
Only the leaves fly in waste.

The country’s in winter. Alas, where’s
her blue holy virtue?

Forrest, restore my gods,

which I have lent you.

(December2l)

d.

From the hot clime

of the tale, devine

yorn unicorn

with a signfor you I summon.
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The hoof sounds softly
from the green,

Deeply, forestially

You appear — a lure seen.

Don’t mess with me

and do not wait!

For take the lead

when the clock is to tick,
dutiful to foretell

to the old citadel.

When you enter, pay attention
to the bridge with the customs,
at the house’s number,

and at the Beauty’s courtyard.

With a sound of fate

knock at the gate!

With the horn you touch
three times the latch

as in rites of healing

left everlasting.

Also touch the stone

and the threshold and the home.
And if the Beauty

allows it, see her

noon’s hunger.

Touch her hair,
her cheek and eyelash,
her kerchief with tears
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and pillow with sufferings.
Instead you let her

pass her stare

and slightly her hand
through your halo of pure.

With a roar let me know
-then leave, oh,

he fortress and die

for the forest’sunity.
(Fairytale Urge)

Diaconu Denis-Alin-Florin

a.

A thought similar to

a word written on water by hand
which - even before reading -

in the circle where it used to stand

is any legend. But who

lives on these outspread
realms, deep down, otherwise
than on a fantasy seabed?

Yet irksome this noon seem
and the briny deep supply
neither meaning nor dream.
Only leaves wastefully fly.

In winter the country is locked. Oh,
where’s her atributte, holy and blue?
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Forest, give me back the gods,
whom I have lent you.
(21" December)

b.

Holy Ucorn Unicorn,
in hot climate born,

I summon on you
from the tale persue.

I can hear your caffin
from the flabby green,
as a temptation appear
be wilder and deeper.

Do not circle me,

don’t wait, but flee!
When the clock strikes,
Keep your path precise
to the old stronghold,
my messenger enrolled.

As there you enter,

the bridge is to remember.
regard the Beauty’s yard,
the adress bear in mind.
By the sound of fate

blow that gate.

With your horn touch
three times the latch

like a rite for recovery
dating back a century.
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Touch the house’s base
the stone and fireplace.
And if you’re allowed
by the Beauty again
observe her noon pain.

Touch her crown in brief,
her lashes and cheeks,

the pillow filled with tears
and the grieved kerchief.
Let the Beauty in return
feel by hand and learn,

for a while to know

your white bright halo.

Tell me by your roar
when you are done

— the fortress then leave
for the woods’ relief.
(Mythical urge)

Chiritoiu Ionela Gabriela

a.

An illusion like a word
written on water by a hand
which-even before reading-
from the circle is evading

is any legend.But who
lives on these vast,
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deep realms,otherwise
than on a fairy tale gravel?

However, the noon is bitter today
and no dream, nor hidden meaning
is conceived on waters.

Only the leaves fly in disorder.

The realm halts in winter.Alas,

where has its holy, blue symbol gone?
Forest, restore me the Gods I lent to you!
(The 21st of December)

b.

Out of the hot clime

of the fairytale,

holy unicorn,

with a sign I invoke you.
Out ofquiet woods

your hoof isheard;

deep, sylvan,

you appear in temptation.

Don’t go around

and don’t linger!

When the clock strikes the hour,
goodherald,

pave the way

towards the old fortress.

Upon entering,behold
the customs bridge,
the house’s number,
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my beloved’s court.
With sound of fate
strike the gate!

Touch with your horn
three times the latch
as in healing rites
from ancient times.

Touch also the stone,

the threshold, the hearth.
Should the Beauty allow you-
behold her zenith’s sorrow.

Touch her crown,

her cheek and her eyelash,
the kerchief full of tears,
the pillow full of sorrow.
In return,allow

her gaze and her hand

to swiftlypass

through your halo.

Send word for me with a roar-
then leave the walls

and the fortress for

the peace of the forest.

(A Fairy Tale Urge)
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Elena-Andreea Barbulescu

a.

A viewpoint that is like

any world written by a hand on water
that - even before being read -

escapes any ripple that contains a legend.

But who lives on these vast, abysmal lands?
Who lives there

any other way then on

a fairytale realm?

However, the noonday is bitter

just nowadays, and it’s not allowed
nor essence, nor dreaminess.

Just the leaves are meaningless flying.

The country is frozen in place. Alas,
Where's its holy blueness?

You, Forest, just give me the deities
which I have lent you.

(The 21st of December)

b.

By giving a sign

to you, you holy

uni unicorn

I invoke you.

From the fiery weather

of the fairy tale.

From the tender grass

the hoof is heard -

deep and forested,

you appear to be tempted.
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Don't go around

and do not stay down!

But go onwards

to the old fortress,

dutiful envoy,

when the time comes.
When you enter, take notice
at the customs bridge,

at the house number,

at Beauty’s yard.

be sure as fate

knock at the gate!

Touch with the horn

three times the latch

as in healing rites

from the ancient past.

Also touch the stone,

the threshold and the dorm.
And if the Beauty will admit
gaze at the wistful evening.
Touch her tiara,

her eyelash and cheek,

her veil filled with tears

and the pillow of passions.
Leave her, in return,

her gaze to surpass you

and let her fondle

your white halo.

Notify me with a roar

- then depart from

the fortress, then breathe your last
let the wood be a harmonious spot.
(Fairy-tale persuasion)
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Limba Tamila

Laura Ardeleanu
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Limba ebraica

Efi Magaziner & Ionela-Claudia Popescu
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Limba turca
Canan Nur Savranlar

a.

Fikir, bir elin suya yazdig1
bir kelime gibidir
okumadan 6nce bile
kactigimiz cemberde

herhangi bir efsanedir. Ama kim
yastyor bu ugsuz bucaksiz
alemlerde, derinliklerde

bir peri masalindan bagka?

Ama ac1 bu 6gleden sonra,

ve yiikselmez agik denizlerde

ne bir his ne de bir diis.

Yalnizca savrulur yapraklar ziyan i¢inde.

Kisin kalan topraktir. Ah nerede
onun mavi aziz sefkati?

Orman, bana geri ver o tanrilari,
sana 6diing verdigim.

(21 Aralik,)

b.

Masallarin

sicak ikliminden, kutsal

tek boynuzlu at

bir isaretle seni ¢cagirtyorum.
Miilayim yesilden
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cifteler duyulur,
derin, ormanlik,
cazibeli goriiniiyorsun.

Dolasma etrafimda

durma da!

Yine de saati gelip ¢atmadan,
iyi bir mesaj gotiiriiver

eski kente.

Girdiginde dikkat et
giimriik kopriisiine,
Frumoasa'nin bahgesindeki
€V numarasina,

kaderin sesiyle

vur kaprya!

Dokunur boynuzuyla,
ti¢ kere kap1 stirgiisiine
astrlardir siiren

sifa ayinlerindeki gibi.

Dokunur hem tasa,

hem kapi esigine hem atese.
Ve eger Frumoasa

izin verirse goriirsiin
oglenin ge¢idini.

Dokun tacina,

yanagina ve kirpiklerine,
gozyaslariyla basortiisiine
ve 1stirapla minderine.
Birak gecsin bakislari,

ve eli yavasca
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halenin i¢inden

Bir kiikreme ile bana haber ver
sonra terk et

kenti ve 0l

ormanin huzurunda.
(Hikayenin Diirtiisti )

Nur Efsan Akpinar

Bir fikir gibiydi

bir elle suyun iizerine yazilan kelime
okumadan 6nce

kactigimiz ¢cemberde duruyor hala.

Bu herhangi bir efsane. Ama kim bu ugsuz bucaksiz diyarlarda,
bir peri masali digindaki

derinliklerde yasar ki?

Ama bugiin 6gleden sonra, ac1 ¢cekmek,
acik denizlere dalmak ve hayal kurmak yok.
Sadece yapraklar bir ¢op gibi ucacak.

Kis geldi iilkeye. Ah, nerede?

Onun kutsal mavi rengi gitti mi ?

Ey orman, sana o zaman 6diing verdigim
tanrilar1 bana geri ver.

Masallar diyarindan

tek boynuzlu kutsal at

seni ¢agirtyorum bir isaretle.

Soluk yesil rengin i¢inden

ayak seslerini duyuyorsun,

Ormanin derinliklerinden

Sanki bir giinaha gelir gibi geliyorsun.
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Pesimden gelme,

Ve bekleme de!

Yoluna devam et,

Saat ne zaman ¢alarsa,

Eski kaleye git,

Yavasca.

Ama girerken not al
giimriik kopriisiinde,

ev numarasin,

giizel kizin bahgesinde
kaderin sesini dinle

ve kapiy1 cal!

Kornaya dokun,

Ve li¢ kez kilitle,
Geg¢misten kalan

Eski ritiieller gibi.

eger giizel kiz izin verirse
Esik ve firinin tasina dokun
kalbin kirik

- ama yine de kendine iyi bak

tacina dokun,

Yanagi, kirpikleri,

ve esarb1 gozyaslariyla doluydu
Yastig1 da aciyla dolu.

Seni kontrol etmesine izin ver

Beyaz halenin i¢inde

Onun eli goziikiiyor.

Bana haber ver ve Oylece git

- O zaman kaleyi ve agag¢larim terk et
Boylece huzura kavusacak orman.

197



Caietele Lucian Blaga
Vol. XXI11 2022

Limba sarba
Aleksandar Gajié

a.

Znacenje jedne reci

po vodi rukom ispisane,

i dalje neprocitane - iznova od nas bezi

svakojaka je legenda. Ali onom ko
zivi nad ovim podruc¢jima
ogromnim, dubinama, inace

je druk¢ije nego na tlu price.

Gorko je 1 dalje podne danasnje i ne prolazi
ni u ¢emu, ni sebi,

ni u snu.

Samo lis¢e igra se po vazduhu.

Zima, avaj, nepomicne zemlje

gde li su svete 1 plave, lepote njene?
Sumo, vrati mi bogove

Sto odavno ti ostavih ja pozajmljene.
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Limba ucraineana
Patrisia Preotescu

da.

JlyMka momiOHa OJTHOTO CIIOBa
Hammcanoro pykoro 1o Boi,
Ske-10 moyaTky MOro poYUTaHHA -
Parye Hac y XBUIHOBOMY KOJI.

Ile Oynp sixa nerenaa. Ayie XTo
’KuBe Ha ux nmpocropax
[TycTotn , iHaKIIE HIXK,

[To HeHaniiHiil Ka3KOBii qOpP0O3i?

INpkwii, moTyA€Hb CHOTO/IHI
I He Moske 37ETITH

Hi B mignebecci, Hi y cHI

] miTaroTh TIIEKH JIUCTS IECH.

3uma HacTynwia B kpaini. Oit ae
[i cuniit csTuit aTpudyT?

Jlice, moBepHM MeHi OOTiB

Sxux st TOO1 3aM03UYUB.

(21 epyous)

b.

3 raps9oro KJiaiMaTy CKa3Ku
CaaTuit €qUHOPIT

31 3HAKOM $ 3aKJIMKalO Bac.
3 M’SIKOI 3eJ1eHO01 TpaBu
Yyt xonwuro,
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3 rIuOuHY, TO-TICHOMY
3’sBIsENICS K BUTIPOOYBaHHS.

He naBaii MeHi — XOAUTH HaBKPYTH
I e uekait mene!

Ta Winu Bnepen

CnyxHsiHE Miclie

Komnu npuiine yac

Jo crapoi ¢opreri.

Kounu 3aiinen, 3BepHu yBary
Ha muTHUMiA micr,

Ha nomep OyauHKy,

Ha nBip Kpacyni

I 31 3ByKOM modi

IToctyuu B Bopora!

ITocTyun Tpu pa3u porom
06 BopoTa,

SIK y putyanbHOMY 31LTi
3anuineH1 BiKaMH.

JIOTOPKHHCH 1 10 KAMEHHS

I o mopory, 1 10 KaMiHy.

I sxmo Kpacyns

J103BOIUTH — IIOJIMBUCH ii
[Tonynenuuii nymeBHUMN O1Tb.

JIOTOpKHHUCH [0 i1 KOPOHU
Jlo Ti w1 1 Bii,

XyYCTKH 3 ClIbO3aMHU

I noxymku 3 Tyramu.

I 3anumn 1 B 3aMiH
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106 11 mormsia, pyku ,
[Tpoxoaunu dvepe3 TBii OiMit HIMO.

['yuHUM KpPUKOM J1aii MEH1 3BICTKY,
I Tonl noxkuHb

Micro i opreirto,

Jlo 7iCOBOTO 3aTHIIIKY.

(IToTsir 1o po3moBizi 3 301pKU: «HECTIOIBaHI KPOKID )

Catalin Scerbaniuc

da.

JlyMka momiOHa OJTHOTO CIIOBa
Hammcanoro pykoro 1o Boi,
Ske-10 moyaTky MOro npoYuTaHHs -
Parye Hac y XBUIHOBOMY KOJII.

Ile Oynp sixa jerenaa. Ayie XTo
’KuBe Ha ux nmpocropax
[TycTotn , iHaKIIE HIXK,

[To HeHanifiHilt Ka3KOBii qOpP0O3i?

INpkwii, moyTyA€Hb CHOTO/IHI
I He Moske 37IETITH

Hi B mignebecci, Hi y cHI

] miTaroTh TIIEKH JIUCTS IECH.

3uma HacTynwia B kpaini. Ot ie
[i cuniit csTuit aTpuyT?

Jlice, moBepHM MeHi OOTiB

Sxux st TOO1 3aM03UYUB.

(21 epyous)
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b.

3 raps4oro KJIiMaTy CKa3KH
CesTuii equHOPIT

31 3HAKOM S 3aKIIUKAIO Bac.

3 M’SIKO1 3€JIeHOI TpaBu

Uyrtu xonuro,

3 rmuOuHY, TO-TICHOMY
3’sBIs€NICS K BUIPOOYBaHHS.

He naBaii MeHi — XOAUTH HaBKPYTH
I He uekait mene!

Ta Winu Bnepen

CrnyxHsiHE Micie

Konu npuiine yac

Jlo ctapoi ¢opreri.

Kounu 3aiinen, 3BepHu yBary
Ha muTHUMi micT,

Ha nomep Oyaunky,

Ha nBip Kpacyni

I 31 3ByKOM Hodti

IToctyuu B Bopora!

ITocTyun Tpu pa3u porom
06 BopoTa,

SIK y puTyanbHOMY 31LTi
3anuineH1 BiKaMH.

JIOTOPKHHUCH 1 10 KaMEHHS

I o mopory, 1 10 KaMiHy.

I sxmo Kpacyns

J103BOIUTH — IIOJIMBUCH i
[Tonynenuuii qymeBHUMN O1Ib.
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JIOTOpKHHUCH A0 i1 KOPOHU

Jlo Ti w1 1 Bii,

XyYCTKH 3 ClIbO3aMHU

I noxymku 3 Tyramu.

I 3anumn 1 B 3aMiH

1100 1i mormnsia, pyku ,

[Tpoxoawmu yepe3 TBi Oiuit HIMO.

['yyHuM KpHUKOM J1aif MEHi 3BICTKY,

I Tomi MOKKUHB

Micro i dopretro,

J1o J1iCOBOTO 3aTHIIKY.

(ITotsir 0 pO3MOBI 3 30IPKHU: «HECTIONIBaH1 KPOKKY )
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