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Exaltare

,Nisipuri prind sd fiarbd. Vard, soare, iarbi!”
— Lucian Blaga

M-am imbrdcat in culorile verzi ale verii,
sd md iubeascd iarba padmantului,
frunzele copacilor;

am pus inele cu diamante-n degete

sd-i placd cerului stralucirea;

am aruncat sandale

sd fiu sdrutatd de iarbd si raze de soare;
am trecut degetele prin pair rasfirdndu-I,
sd-l poatd mangdia vantul;

m-am inaltat pe virfuri,

am intins bratele electrizate

lumina cerului s-o cuprind...

Sub tdlpi unduia smerit iarba-ngenuncheatd,
pacea si magnetismul pamantului.
Exaltarea spiritului dilata clipa, timpul...
Pot indrizni, Doamne, am strigat,

cu un vers sd trimit o undd miscdtoare
in al Tdu univers?



Exaltation

”Sands start to boil. Summer, sun, grass!”
— Lucian Blaga

I dressed in green colours of summer,

let the grass of the earth love me,

tree leaves;

I put diamond rings on my fingers

let the heavens like the brightness;

I threw away my sandals

to be kissed by grass and sunbeams;

I ran my fingers through my hair, spreading it,
to be able to be caressed by the wind;

I lifted on the peaks,

I stretched out my electrified arms

the light of heaven to embrace...

Beneath the soles undulated the kneeling grass,
peace and magnetism of the earth.

The exaltation of the spirit dilates the moment, the time...
I can dare, my God, I cried,

with a verse to send a moving wave

in your universe?



Adu-ti aminte

Adu-ti aminte de marea,

de nisipul in care ne addnceam

cu voluptate pasii...

De soarele care ne infrumuseta trupurile
transformandu-ne in zei.

De iubirea aceea pand la nemurire. ..
Stribat aceleasi locuri,

alt nisip, alti oameni, alte valuri...
Imi ating propriul trup,

1l simt, exist!

Si-o foame cumplitd de dragoste

md trezeste la viatd.



Remember

Remember the sea,

the sand we were sinking into
with voluptuous steps...

The sun that beautified our bodies
turning us into gods.

From that love to immortality...
Going through the same places,
other sand, other people, other waves...
I touch my own body,

I feel it, I exist!

And a terrible hunger for love
it wakes me up to life.



Astazi

Am stat culcatd in iarba crudd
si am simtit

respiratia pamantului sub mine.
Am contemplat infinitul alb
si-am ascultat

un concert pentru greier.

Cu picioare goale

am cdlcat pietrele catifelate

de la malul unei ape

si-am auzit-o cum se zbate

in finalul unui concert

pentru eternitate.

M-am desprins ametitd

de-o minunatd obsesie

si am fugit prin aerul pur,
prin linistea sfintd a satului.



Today

I'lay in the raw grass
and I felt

the breath of the earth beneath me.

I contemplated the infinite white
and I listened

a concert for the cricket.
Barefoot

I stepped on the velvety stones
from the shore of a water

and I heard her struggling

at the end of a concert

for eternity.

I left dizzy

of a wonderful obsession

and I ran through the fresh air,

through the holy peace of the village.
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Jocul dragostei

Strigai cd-mi iubesti
chipul si umbra,

cand alergam usoard

pe plaja Mdrii Negre.

la seama, iti spuneam,
umbra mea este mereu alta,
iar chipul meu

este aidoma umbrei!
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The game of love

You were shouting that you loved me
face and shadow,
when I ran lightly
on the Black Sea beach.
Notice, I was telling you,
my shadow is always different,
and my face
it's like the shadow!
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Zi de concediu

Cer, mare, oameni

si primii pasi addnciti in nisipul ud.
Apa — imensd lentild miscatoare
tinutd in mdna unui inger,

scaldd trupuri, limpezeste ganduri
asemeni unei muzici de Bach.
Valuri se risipesc pe mal.

Se risipesc si giandurile mele.

Cer, mare, oameni...

Inaintez in larg si valuri md cuprind.
Imbritisarea lor ciudatd

imi ddruie odihna

si rdd cand stropii de api

imi sdrutd naiv fata.
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Day off

Heaven, sea, people

and the first deep steps in the wet sand.
Water — huge moving lens

held in the hand of an angel,

bathes bodies, clears thoughts

like Bach music.

Waves scatter on the shore.

My thoughts also dissipate.

Sky, sea, people...

I move out to sea and waves envelop me.
Their weird hug

it gives me rest

and I laugh when the water splashes
naively kiss my face.
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Frumoasda Salacie!

Nereidelor, fecioarelor, frumoaselor,

de cdte ori v-ati plimbat pasii goi

in nisipul matdsos al tarmului Mdrii Negre?
Frumoasd Salacie,

te-ai nuntit aici schimbdndu-ti soarta

si ldsand pe acest colt de pamant

sd se nasci-ntruna nereide. ..

Nereidelor, fecioarelor, frumoaselor!
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Beautiful Salacie!

Nereids, virgins, beauties,

whenever you walked naked steps

in the silky sand of the Black Sea coast?
Beautiful Salacie,

you got married here changing your fate
and leaving on this corner of the earth
to always be born Nereids. ..

Nereids, virgins, beauties!
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Aproape de miezul noptii

Era aproape de miezul noptii.

Nu dormeam incd.

Aceleasi intrebdri se repetau la infinit. ..
Prin fereastrd, luna cu ochiul ei mare, deschis,
demult privea linistitd.

Afard,

frunzisul, copacii, pdsdrile dormeau.
Respiram aerul cald, fremdtdtor al noptii.
As fi vrut sd te mangdi

cu tdcerea mea,

cu tdcerea noptii de vard.
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It was close to midnight

It was close to midnight.

I wasn’t sleeping yet.

The same questions were repeated indefinitely. ..
Through the window, the moon with her big, open eye,
she had been looking calmly for a long time.

Outside,

the foliage, the trees, the birds were sleeping.

I was breathing the warm, trembling air of the night.
I wanted to caress you

with my silence,

with the silence of the summer night.
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Lumini si frunze

Lacul adinc, puternic ca argintul viu
ripeste luna de pe cer

si-0 tine in captivitate.

Lumina ei mangdie chipul tdu alb.
Imi cuprinzi obrajii cu maini delicate,
si-n ochii tdi

vdd stelele cerului tremurdnd...

Hai sd fim pentru o clipd doar frunze,
imi spuneai,

sd cadem in apa lacului,

sd plutim de nimeni stiuti,

doar noi, noi amandoi.
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Lights and leaves

The deep lake, strong as living silver,
kidnaps the moon from the sky

and keeps her in captivity.

Her light caresses your white face.

You embrace my cheeks with delicate hands,
and in your eyes

I see the stars in the sky trembling...

Let’s just be leaves for a moment,
you were telling me,

to fall into the water of the lake,
to float by no one you know,

just us, both of us.
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Prin paiele de fin

,,Cit de frumos e-apusul in serile senine! Ce addncime-n spatiu
si-n suflet ce delir!” — Charles Baudelaire

Peste paiele de fin intinse

amurgul vine de undeva grabit.
Inima la fel de tare-mi bate

ca si atuncea cand eram copil.
Iubeam pamantul inverzit cu ierburi,
ceru-mpodobit cu stele,

dragostea in mine ddinuia.

Amurgul avea lumina sa divind,
aerul — parfum de fdn proaspit cosit.
In iarba ramasi naltd,

pat imi ficeam, cantam din frunza
cu ochii atintiti spre cer...

Si tot cantand

albastrul cer se-mpodobea cu stele.
M innoptam, md instelam si md rugam. ..

Peste paiele de fin intinse
amurgul vine de undeva graibit,
inima este aceeasi,

dar trupul meu... a obosit.
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Through the hay straw

,,How beautiful the sunset is on clear evenings! What depth in

!//

space and in the soul what raving!” — Charles Baudelaire

Ower the stretched hay stalks

twilight comes from somewhere hurried.
My heart is beating just as hard

like when I was a kid.

I'loved the grassy earth

the sky adorned with stars,

the love in me lasted.

Twilight had its divine light,

the air - the scent of freshly mowed hay.
In the tall grass,

I made my bed, I sang from the leaf
with eyes fixed on the sky...

And still singing

the blue sky was adorned with stars.

It was getting dark, I was covering the stars and I was

praying...

Ower the stretched hay stacks
twilight comes from somewhere in a hurry,
heart is the same, but my body... is tired.
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Sdngele voinicului (Lathyrus)

Pe trup am sd presar gingase orhidee.

Rubinele-nsirate pe firave tulpini,
in lumina caldd a soarelui

vor striluci.

Fluturi albi vor veni sid doarmid
pe trupul purpuriu,

in linistea albastrd a serii.
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The blood of the mighty (Lathyrus)

I will sprinkle on body gentle orchids.
Rubies strung on fragile stems,

in the warm sunlight they

will shine.

White butterflies will come to sleep
on the purple body,

in the blue silence of the evening.
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Transfigurare

Noaptea-si rostogoleste gratios linistea,
norii gliseazd pe cer,

luna ginditoare, crescatoare,

ritdceste, se-ascunde, apare,

se ddruie unei biete muritoare.
Fascinatd de-a ei stralucire,

clementd timpului cerind,

terestra se transfigureazd,

primeste si daruie iubire...

Dimineata, noul astru
intdmpindnd pamantul in a sa cale,
imbracd iubirea in razele-i calde,
galben — strdlucitoare.
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Transfiguration

The night rolls its silence gracefully,
the clouds slide across the sky,

the thinking, rising moon,

wanders, hides, appears,

he gives himself to a poor mortal.
Fascinated by her brilliance,
leniency of time demanding,

the earthly woman is transfigured,
receive and give love...

In the morning, the new star
welcoming the earth in its path,
dress love in its warm rays,
white - bright.
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Compensatie

Incet-incet am pierdut

acea blandd linearitate,

ludnd infatisarea unui cactus,
de care se agatd orice fir de praf.
S-a complicat existenta, dar

am cdstigat noi raze de lumind,

turnate-n unghiuri noi ale fiintei.
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Compensation

Slowly I lost

that gentle linearity,

taking on the appearance of a cactus,
to which any thread of dust clings.
Life has been complicated, but

I gained new rays of light,

cast in new angles of being.
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Si astdzi mai plang

Si astizi mai plang.

In lacrimi sunt mangaieri.
Bogate doruri se frang,
inima-i a vesnicului ieri.
Pribeag printre ganduri
dau nemuririi o fatd.

Tu, intinde, de poti

o mdnd in trista mea viatd.

Si chiar dacd pling,

in lacrimi sunt mangdieri.
Doruri bogate se fring,
inima-i... a vecinicului ieri!

29



And I still cry today

And today I still cry.

There are caresses in tears.

Rich longings are broken,

the heart belongs to the eternal yesterday
Wander among thoughts

I give a face to immortality.

You, stretch, if you can

a hand in my sad life.

And even if I cry,

there are caresses in tears.

Rich longings are broken,

the heart belongs... to the eternal yesterday!
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Mi-e dor

Tubitul meu

cu trupul cald si sarutat de soare,
mi-e dor in ochii-ti sd md scald
ca-n mdri fird hotare.

Si dorm pe pieptul tiu robust,
si paru-mi lung sd fie

vesmdnt sub care sd te ascund...
O, dulce nebunie!

Cuprins de tainice dorinte
stranse-n suflet de demult,
sd-ncepi a-mi face jurdminte...
Tu sd vorbesti, eu sd ascult.
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I miss

My lover

with the body warm and kissed by the sun,
I miss bathing in your eyes

as in seas without borders.

To sleep on your sturdy chest,

and my long hair to be

clothing under which to hide you...
Oh, sweet madness!

Contained by mysterious desires
collected long ago,

start swearing to me...

You talk, I listen.
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Noapte de iulie

Nori somnambuli alergau in noapte.

Din spatele dealurilor

reflectoare-mi luminau casa

si privirea tristd pironitd-n geam...
Hamletizam durerea in spatiul fantomatic,
in timp ce pe imensa arend,

se pregitea un spectacol.

Furtuna cosmicd cu lumini si sunete
a reverberat nemilos in mine.

In zori ascultam cum se cutremura Vilsanul
in albia nou zamislitd,
reintorcandu-se in sine.
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July night

Sleeping clouds ran in the night.

Behind the hills

spotlights lit up my house

and the sad look nailed to the window...

In the ghostly space I thought of pain dilemmatically,
while on the huge arena,

an show was being prepared.

Cosmic storm with lights and sounds
it ruthlessly reverberated in me.

At dawn I listened to Vilsan tremble
in the newly born bed,
returning to himself.
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Marea mea!

Marea mea

as vrea s-adorm pe valurile tale!
Si plutesc cu ochii-nchisi
imbratisandu-te,
ascultandu-ti tdnguirea. ..
Primeste-md ca pe-un coral,
hraneste-md, leagand-md,
adoarme-md,

da-mi lumea ta de basm,
cdci basmul mi-a fost lumea,
marea mea!

35



My Sea!

My sea,

I would like to fall asleep on your waves!
To float with my eyes closed
hugging you,

listening to your lament...
Receive me like a coral,

feed me, rock me,

put me to sleep

give me your fairytale world,
for the fairy tale was my world,
my sea!
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Tii minte?

Tii minte cum atingerea trupurilor noastre
in apa mdrii

avea cea mai fermecdtoare tresdrire?
E-atata soare

incat alerg sd md ascund in mare.
Un pescirus pluteste pe-aproape.
I-as incerca atingerea. ..

fnot, dar pasirea zboard
lasandu-ma cu o mand intinsd...
fnot, si apa marii

imi preia incet greutatea...

Mii retrag pe mal, acelasi nisip,
cdte urme s-au sters!
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Do you remember

Do you remember how to touch our bodies
in the sea water

did he have the most charming thrill?
It's so sunny

so I run to hide in the sea.

A seagull floats close by.

I would try to touch her...

I swim, but the bird flies

leaving me with an outstretched hand...
I swimming, and sea water

slowly takes over my weight...

I retreat to the shore, the same sand,
how many traces have been erased!
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Noapte de vard

Stau pe treptele reci ale casei

In jur — covorul tesut din fire de iarbi,
printre care simt

aburii calzi din pdmdnt iesind.

Ridic ochii spre cer,
noaptea argintati cade asupra-mi,
rdcoarea se lasd pe umerii firavi.

Privesc stelele si-ascult...

Poate,

cei plecati vorbesc limba astrelor,
iar ecoul cade-n inimile noastre...

In noaptea asta, cind nu te mai am,

intunericul si frigul
indraznet md cuprind.
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Summer night

I sit on the cold steps of the house

Around - the carpet woven of grass threads,
among which I feel

the warm steam coming out of the ground.

I'look up at the sky,
the silver night falls on me,
the coolness is left on the weak shoulders.

I'look at the stars and listen

May be,

those who go away speak the language of the stars,
and the echo falls in our hearts ...

Tonight, when I don't have you anymore,
darkness and cold
bold to embrace me.
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Visul pietrelor

Cata liniste si frumusete

de-a lungul apei curgitoare!

O lume a intelepciunii intemnitate.
Apa, pestii refrenuiesc

acelasi cant stiut de veacuri. ..
Statornicele pietre la ce o fi visdnd?
Se multumesc cu mangdierea apei,
cu atingerea delicatd a pestilor,

sau ndzuiesc iesirea din anonimat,
incremenirea lor intr-o statuie?
Catd liniste si frumusete

de-a lungul unei ape curgatoare!
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The dream of stones

What peace and beauty

along the flowing water!

A world of imprisoned wisdom.
Water, fish sing the same refrain
known for centuries...

What are the firm stones dreaming of?
They are content with the caress of the water,
with the gentle touch of the fish,

or want exit anonymity,

their freezing in a statue?

What peace and beauty

along a flowing water!
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Apus de soare la mare

Pun intrebari cerului albastru

scaldat in mister si necuprindere,

dar el ramdne mut si nu-mi raspunde.
Intreb vantul usor ce vine-n spre mine

si nu-nteleg ce-ngand.

Intreb valurile care-mi infisoard trupul,
dar ele, inspdimdntate de fiorii mei,

pleacd.

Intreb soarele care se-neaci linistit in mare,
dar el md ignord.

Si sufletul ramdne nducit de-atita nepdsare

a marii, a brizei
si-a minunatului apus de soare.
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Sunset at sea

I ask the blue sky

bathed in mystery and incomprehension,

but he remains silent and does not answer me.

I ask the light wind coming towards me

and I don't understand what he’s talking about.
I ask the waves that envelop my body,

but they are frightened by my thrills,

leaves.

I ask the sun that quietly drowning in the sea,
but he ignores me.

And the soul is stunned by so much indifference

of the sea, the breeze
and the wonderful sunset.
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Ce bine este

Ce bine este sd ai o cheie a ta,

sd o porti in buzunar sau pogsetd,
sd-1 auzi zgomotul cald

cand o rdsucesti in broasci.

Ce bine este sd ai 0 casd a ta,

sd pleci oriunde

si sd te poti intoarce in ea.

Si alergi prin oddile-i toate,

sd deschizi ferestre,

sd-ti arunci privirea protectoare
peste lucruri

si sd asculti cum ceasul secunda o bate.

Ce bine este sd ai un pat al tau,
sd-l gdsesti si pe intuneric,

sd te arunci in el ca tntr-un hdu,
sd-ti afunzi capul in pernd

si sd visezi, sd visezi

toatd dragostea de peste zi.
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It’s so good

How good it is to have a key of your own,
to carry it in your pocket or purse,

to hear his warm noise

when you twist it in the lock.

How good it is to have a house of your own,

to go anywhere

and to be able to return to it.

Run through all the rooms,

to open windows,

to cast your protective gaze

over things

and listen to the second clock ticking.
How good it is to have a bed of your own,
to find him in the dark,

to throw yourself into it like a pit,

to sink your head into the pillow

and to dream, to dream

all the love of the day.
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Credeam

Nu pot uita cum asteptam intunericul serii
sd ne-adancim pasii in nisipul plajei marine,
sd ne ascundem trupurile in apa caldd;

cum ne priveam in lumina lunii,

si primeam sdarutul albastru al cerului;

cum aruncam mdrii cate un vers de iubire
si el reverbera in inimile noastre. ..

Nu pot uita senzatia amdigitoare de libertate,
si forta magicd ce ne inldntuia,

minunea care eram — noi doi.

Credeam pe-atunci cd nimeni si nimic

nu va putea invinge acea fortd.

Credeam, iubitul meu, credeam!
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I thought

I can’t forget how I waited for the darkness of the evening
to deepen our steps in the sand of the sea beach,
to hide our bodies in warm water;

as we looked at each other in the moonlight,
and received the blue kiss of heaven;

how we threw a verse of love into the sea

and he reverberated in our hearts...

I can’t forget the deceptive feeling of freedom,
and the magical force that bound us together,
the wonder we were — the two of us.

I thought then that no one and nothing

he will not be able to overcome that force.

I believed, my love, I believed!
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Melancolia nocturnelor lui Chopin

Poetii — cautdtori ai durerii sufletului,
tamdaduitori de multe ori,
osanale tubirii indltind...

Peste cuvinte coboard lin —

melancolia nocturnelor lui Chopin:
povesti triste spuse-ntr-o cheie minord,
pe foaia albd a clapelor,

pe-alocuri de plianset bemolatd,

despre ce n-a fost, dar a putut sd fie,
sau a fost si n-a fost spus incd,

intr-o cheie majord a sperantei
povestea termindnd.

Si zorii zilei venind prea curand,
melancolia versurilor si a nocturnelor
spulberdnd.
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The melancholy of Chopin’s nocturnes

Poets - seekers of the pain of the soul,
healers often,
osanale love raising...

It descends smoothly over words —
melancholy of Chopin’s Nocturnes:

sad stories told in a minor key,

on the white sheet of flaps,

in some places with black crying flats,

about what it wasn'’t, but it could have been,
or was and was not said yet,

ending the story

in a major key to hope.

And the dawn of the day coming too soon,
the melancholy of lyrics and Nocturnes
shattering.
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Mica pasdre albastrd

Stradi pustie.

Mii opresc si privesc cerul, luna, stelele...
Gandul se plimbd liber prin tdcerea albastrd.
— Ce este tristetea pentru tine?

md-ntreabd brusc zeul Tristetii

pe care-1 intdlnesc.

— Sacul cu bijuterii adunate de-a lungul vietii
si pentru care iti multumesc!

Tristetile, bucuriile, dau culoare vietii, nu-i asa?
Zeul zambeste trist si ingaduitor,
asezandu-mi pe umdrul sting

mica Pasdre albastrd.
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The little Blue bird

Deserted street.
I stop and look at the sky, the moon, the stars...

The thought wanders freely through the blue silence.

- What is sadness for you?

the god of Sadness, which I meet suddenly,
asks me.

- The bag of jewelry collected over a lifetime
and for which I thank you!

Sorrows, joys give color to life, right?

The god smiles sadly and forgivingly,
sitting on my left shoulder

little Blue bird.
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O zi cetoasd

Am iesit sd md plimb. Md simteam obositd.
Ploua mdrunt si des, stanjenitor,

de parcd cineva instalase o sitd

intre cer si pamant.

Picdturi mici, indrdznete se lipeau de obraji,
ingreundnd pleoapele.

Viazduhul gemea, perdeaua cetii crestea. ..
Cum trec zilele, scurgandu-se aluvionar
(dar si puterea din noi!), gdndeam,

cum trece in van si aceastd zi,

cum uitam cdt de pretioasd

este fiecare clipd din viata noastrd...

M-am intors acasd.

Voiam sd mai scriu ceva,

sd recuperez parte din timpul pierdut.
N-am putut! Am alergat spre fereastrd,
prin ceatd sd mai pot vedea

putina lumind a zilei ramasd.

Afard se innoptase.
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A foggy day

I went for a walk. I felt tired.

It rained small and often, embarrassingly,
as if someone had installed a sieve
between heaven and earth.

Small, bold drops clung to cheeks,

making my eyelids heavier.

The air was moaning, the fog curtain was rising...
As the days go by, alluvial drains

(but also the power within us!), I thought,
how this day goes in vain,

how we forget how precious

it is every moment of our life...

I'm back home.

I wanted to write something,

to recover part of the lost time.

I could not! I ran to the window,

through the fog so I can see

the little light of day left.

It was getting dark outside.
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Mesaj

Mi-ai trimis in dar o floare cu miros de roud.

Am incercat sd descifrez mesajul
sarutind floarea

si pundnd-o in pdr langd ureche,
spre a-i auzi mai bine soaptele.
Floarea

mi-a vorbit despre iubire!
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Message

You sent me a dew-scented flower as a gift.

I tried to decipher the message

by kissing the flower

and putting it in the hair near the ear,
to hear her whispers better.

The flower

told me about love!
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Piticul din ceasca de cafea

Te-ai ardtat in ceasca de cafea

dimineata, in balconul plin cu flori.

Soarele strilucea pe marginile cestii

si tu erai piticul negru din ceasca de cafea.
Am pus degetul in ceascd

si piticul s-a lipit de ardtatorul mdinii.

Am stat mult asa, am privit pata de cafea,
apoi am lipit-o de buzele mele.

Vai, dragule, noaptea cand trupul cere odihnd,
cand buzele amutesc si pleoapele se-nchid,
imi apari in vise.

Semn ci sufletul nu cere odihnd.

Ziua citesc povesti in cesti, noaptea visez.
Si uite-asa, te inventez,

chiar si pe tine, piticule din ceasca de cafea!
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The dwarf in the coffee cup

You showed up in the coffee cup

in the morning, on the balcony full of flowers.

The sun was shining on the edges of the cup

and you were the black dwarf in the coffee cup.

I put my finger in the cup

and the dwarf clung to the forefinger.

I sat like that for a long time, I looked at the coffee stain,
then 1 pressed it to my lips.

Alas, my dear, the night when the body asks for rest,
when the lips are silent and the eyelids close,

you appear in my dreams.

A sign that the soul does not ask for rest.

During the day I read stories in cups, at night I dream.
And so, I invent you,

even you, the dwarfs in the coffee cup!
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Lasd-mi, Doamne!

Te-ai scaldat in mdri si oceane

albastre si verzi, linistite si furioase;

te-ai scildat in rduri de clestar, line si repezi,
ai cautat izvorul izvoarelor,

dar timpul acela a trecut...

Ti-ai asezat gura pe apa celui mai curat izvor
sd bei din pocalele lui de piatrd.

— Doampne, ai strigat,

dacd tot m-ai aruncat in acest univers,
lasd-mi cat mai multe clipe de iubire!
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Leave it to me, Lord!

You bathed in the seas and oceans

blue and green, quiet and angry;

you bathed in rivers of crystal, smooth and fast,

you sought the source of the springs,

but that time has passed...

You set your mouth on the water of the purest spring
to drink from his stone cups.

-God, you shouted,

if you kept throwing me into this universe,

leave me as many moments of love as possible!
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Si tu trecand...

,...astept dimineata, pand la lacrimi mi-e dragd viata!”
— Grigore Vieru

Galbenul lamailor, merelor,

rosul cipsunilor, cireselor,

o mare de flori,

si floarea miresei ca niste fulgi de nea
ciazuti pe verdele ierbii...

Si tu trecind strdind, usoard,

printre fructe si flori,

prin lumini, culori, miresme si-arome,
rostogolindu-ti gandurile

asemeni petalelor cizute pe cenusiul pamantului;
sufletul tiu zburdnd ca un fluture
straluminat de o razd de soare...

Bucuria are lacrimile ei.
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And you passing ...

“I wait the morning, my life is so dear to me I cry!”
— Grigore Vieru

Yellow lemons, apples,

red strawberries, cherries,

a sea of flowers,

and the bride’s flower like snowflakes
fell on the green of the grass...

And you passing foreign, light,

among fruits and flowers,

through lights, colors, scents and aromas,
rolling your thoughts

like petals fallen on the gray of the earth;
your soul flying like a butterfly
illuminated by a ray of sunshine...

Joy has its tears.
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Anotimpul iubirii

Copacii nu se mai tem de vint si de ploi,

fosnesc elegant din volane

si picuri de ploaie se scurg

din dantela frunzelor verzi...

Soarele vine gribit, indrigostit,
amirosind a inger,

imbratisand pamantul cu razele sale.
Teii innebunesc de floare si miros;
parcul, iubindu-ne pasii,
ne-asteaptd cu infrigurare.
Lacrimile ierbii stralucesc in soare.

Totul e magie — eter, elan si speranti —,
vraja anotimpului iubirii.

63



The season of love

The trees are no longer afraid of wind and rain,
elegant rustle from the steering wheels

and raindrops flow

from the lace of green leaves...

The sun is coming in a hurry, in love,
smelling like an angel,

embracing the earth with its rays.

Lime trees are crazy about flower and smell;
the park, loving our steps,

he is waiting for us with shivering.

The tears of the grass shine in the sun.

Everything is magic — ether, enthusiasm and hope —,

the spell of the love season.
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Pauzd de timp

Pddurea lenesd doarme in raze de soare.

Un aer cald vibreazd prin verdele frunzis.
Fluturi colorati, pictati simetric

cu galbenul soarelui, rosul sangelui,
albastrul cerului, griul norilor

zboard de-asupra capetelor noastre.

Privesc desenul palmelor — sufletul tau cifrat —
si-mi simt inima prinsd-n acest pdienjenis.
In cununa mainilor si betia mangdaierilor
md cuprinzi;

zbaterea timpului inceteazd

(Cronos inghite piatra infasuratd-n scutece).
Curdnd, o razd ne mangdie blind,

armonia verde-albastrd a cerului strabitind.

O pauzi de timp, o clipd mutd, o dragoste mare!
Pddurea doarme in raze blande de soare!
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Time break

The lazy forest sleeps in the sunshine.

A warm air vibrates through the green foliage.

Colored butterflies, painted symmetrically

with the yellow of the sun, the red of the blood,

the blue of the sky, the gray of the clouds

fly-over our heads.

I look at the drawing of the palms - your encrypted soul -
and 1 feel my heart caught in this spider web.

In the crown of his hands and the drunkenness of caresses
you embrace me;

the struggle of time ceases

(Cronus swallows the diaper-wrapped stone).

Soon a ray gently caresses us,

the green-blue harmony of the sky passing through.

A break from time, a silent moment, a great love!
The forest sleeps in the gentle rays of the sun!
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Vis marin

Se ficea cid marea-si ridica gratios
valurile inspumate...

Ne intindeam trupurile pe nisipul moale, lucios
si marea venea langd noi.

Ascultam risul ei ciudat...

Nisipul ne infisura gleznele, bratele,
cu esarfa sa caldd.

Scoicile straluceau ca niste diamante

in lumina lunii.

Reverberatd, lumina se-arunca

pe chipurile noastre.

Si dintr-o datd ai dispdrut.
fnspdimﬁntatd, m-am aruncat in valuri
si marea brusc a adormit...

Pluteam dezorientatd in largul mdrii
simtindu-md definitiv abandonatd.

Cat era vis si cit era realitate?
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Marine dream

The sea seemed to rise gracefully

foamy waves...

We lay our bodies on the soft, shiny sand
and the sea came to us.

We listened to her strange laugh...

The sand wrapped around our ankles, arms,
with his warm scatf.

The shells shone like diamonds

in the moonlight.

Reverberated, the light flickered

on our faces.

And suddenly you disappeared.

Frightened, I threw myself into the waves
and the sea suddenly fell asleep...

I was floating disoriented at sea

feeling permanently abandoned.

How much was a dream and how much was reality?
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Dimineatd nepamdnteand

Nisip, stdnci, apd, cer si carul lui Poseidon
miscand valurile nemiscdtoarei mdri.

Talazuri se rdsucesc precum asternutul unui pat,
in noptile cand somnul mult asteptat

nu mai vine...

Nori albi, subtiri, diafani picteazd cerul.

Oh! Dacd-as sti sd-i descifrez semnele!

Aerul sdlciu, linistea,

curgerea izvorului de lumind din cer spre pamant,
md fac sd-nteleg simplitatea-nceputului,
farmecul, betia, sfintenia sa;

sd-nteleg necuprinsul divin,

oceanul in care se-aruncd-n final fiinta.

Nisip, stdnci, apd, cer, dimineatd nepamdanteand!
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Unearthly morning

Sand, rocks, water, sky and Poseidon’s chariot
moving the waves of the still sea.

Waves twist like bedding,

on nights when long-awaited sleep

it's not coming anymore...

Thin, translucent white clouds paint the sky.
Oh! If I only knew how to decipher his signs!
The slightly salty air, the silence,

the flow of the light source from heaven to earth,
they make me understand the simplicity of the beginning,
his charm, his drunkenness, his holiness;

to understand the divine incomprehension,

the ocean into which the being is finally thrown.

Sand, rocks, water, sky, unearthly morning!
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Orasul meu

Oras terasat cu maluri de rdu,

cu dealuri inverzite, cald unduite,

ca niste perne pe care ingerii dorm si viseazi.

Figuri geometrice ridicate-ndriznet,

spatii in care se petrec anii multor tinereti.

Cruci inaltate spre cer, ldcasuri de ingeri vegheate,
unde se spun, se-ascultd adevdruri,

se iartd pdcate.

Coline spre care urciam la sfarsitul cautdrilor noastre,
fiecare cu numdrul sdu matricol,

dezbrdcind camadsi de lut, plecand spre ceruri albastre...
Orasul meu, cuib al bldndelor anotimpuri,

al emotionantelor balade,

al cerurilor curate, cu maluri de rdu,

cu dealuri inverzite, cald unduite,

ca niste perne pe care ingerii dorm $i viseazi.
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My town

Terraced town with river banks,

with green hills, warm undulating,

like pillows on which angels sleep and dream.
Boldly raised geometric figures,

spaces where the years of many young people spend.

Crosses raised to heaven, places guarded by angels,
where they are told, truths are listened to,

sins are forgiven.

Hills we climb to the end of our search,

each with its serial number,

taking off his clay shirts, leaving for the blue skies...

My city, the nest of the mild seasons,

of the moving ballads,

of clear skies, with river banks,

with green hills, warm undulating,

like pillows on which angels sleep and dream.
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Pasadrea

O pasire de culoarea cerului innorat
pe pamant cazind,

pasire de plumb cu aripi intinse,
pamantul cu pliscul sarutind;

un scancet de-abia perceptibil,
asemeni scancetului de copil

din pieptul ei gingas scotind...

O razid de soare s-a oprit pe cer miratd.

Pasirea,
de propriile-i aripi fusese tradati.
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The bird

A bird the color of a cloudy sky
falling to the ground,

lead bird with outstretched wings,
kissing the ground with his beak;
a barely perceptible whimper,

like a child’s whimper

from her tender chest taking out...

A ray of sunshine stopped in the sky in amazement.

The bird,
she had been betrayed by her own wings.

74



Cale fard intoarcere

Dragostea vine de undeva

ca o incantatie misticd.

Pluteste deasupra fiintei,

ocoleste abisurile, coboard,

strabate pielea-ti subtire,

intrd prin vasele de singe,

se cuibdreste n inimd.

Strigi, ridici ziduri de-apdrare,
doresti sd-i incremenesti miscarea.
Dar strigitul se pierde-n depdrtare,
dragostea devine nisip cintdtor,
armonizandu-se cu legile universului.
Cale fird intoarcere!
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Way back

Love comes from somewhere

as a mystical incantation.

It floats above the being,

bypasses the abysses, descends,
go through your thin skin,

enters the blood vessels,

nestles in the heart.

Shouts, build defensive walls,
you want to freeze his movement.
But the cry is lost in the distance,
love becomes a singing sand,

harmonizing with the laws of the universe.

Way no return!
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Pentru cine?

Dacd n-am fi avut simturile,

pentru cine ar mai fi cintat pdsdrile,
daruindu-ne trilurile lor minunate?

Pentru cine ar mai fi inflorit florile,
ddruindu-ne parfumurile si culorile?

Pentru cine ar fi dat fructele-n pdrg?

Pentru cine crengile copacilor

ar mai fi purtat pe brate speranta?

Pentru cine-ar mai fi miscat ingerii

apa marilor, oceanelor,

ddaruindu-ne minunatele valuri?

Dacd n-am fi avut simturile,

cui ar fi fost date bucuriile, durerile, dorurile?
Cui si la ce ar fi fost ddaruitd iubirea?

Si cum am fi putut invdta, decdt prin ea,
nemurirea?

Recunoscitori si fim pentru , portile deschise”!



For whom?

If we didn't have our senses,

for whom would the birds sing,

giving us their wonderful trills?

For whom would the flowers have blossomed,
giving us perfumes and colors?

For whom would the fruit have begun to ripen?

For whom the branches of the trees

would he still carry hope in his arms?

For whom else would the angels have moved

still water of seas, oceans,

giving us the wonderful waves?

If we didn't have our senses, who would have been given
the joys, the pains, the longings?

To whom and to what would love have been given?
And how could we have learned, except through her,
immortality?

Let’s be grateful for , the open gates”!
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O dimineatd de vara

Totul md bucurd astizi, ma fericeste!

Raze curg din trupul fluid al soarelui

spre pamdntul inamorat.

Aerul cald pitrunde bland in odaie.

Aud sunete cantate pe corzile vantului,
trecute prin vdlvdtaia capricioaselor frunze,
si falfditul ritmat al aripii de pasdre-1 aud;
si totul amintind de o noud zi a vietii,

ca de o noud nastere a lumii...

, Veei scrie si astizi! mi spune Ingerul.
Cartea mintii ti-e plind cu povesti!

Cind scrii, sd crezi, mai spune fngerul,

sd crezi neindoios in sensul bun

al prefacerii vietii tale, al lumii intregi!”
Nu-I pot contrazice! Nu pot fi mai puternicd
decit Ingerul care md pistoreste.

Am slabiciunile mele pamantesti!

,Bine, fngere, am sd cred, am sd cred!”
i-am raspuns, sirutdnd o razd de soare.



A summer morning

Everything makes me happy today, makes me glad!
Rays flow from the fluid body of the sun

to the land in love.

The warm air gently enters the room.

I hear sounds sung on the strings of the wind,
passed through the whirlwind of capricious leaves,
and the rhythmic flutter of the bird’s wing I hear;
and all remembering a new day of life,

as a new birth of the world...

"You will write also today! the Angel tells me.
Your mind book is full of stories!

When you write to believe, says the Angel,

to undoubtedly believe in the good sense

of turning your life, of the whole world!”

I can’t contradict him!

I can’t be stronger than the Angel who shepherds me.
I have my earthly weaknesses!

"Okay, good angel, I'll believe it, I'll believe it!”

I replied, kissing a ray of sunshine.



Poem in alb

Moi-ntrebi cum ar fi o viatd trditd numai in alb;
sd vezi pasari albe zburind,

copaci cu ramuri ninse,

lebede albe plutind in apropierea unui tdarm,
plecind spre zeul pe care-1 slujesc;

poteci acoperite cu zdpadd,

munti imbrdcati in mantii albe,

casa cu peretii oddilor — albe,

pe masd — o glastrd cu trandafiri albi,
prin fereastrd patrunzind raze albe
oglindite-n argintul oglinzilor;

sd te asezi intr-un fotoliu alb,

sd md privesti invesmantatid

in rochia de mireasd cu sfintenie pastratd;
sd asculti , Simfonia in alb”

cantatd de ingeri la harfd...

Asa vezi tu viata!

Trditd in alb, in sfera deplinei armonii
si-a purititii,

a intelepciunii dar si a supunerii,
impdcati pentru totdeauna cu cei din jur,



cu noi ingine.

Poate ar fi prea multd liniste, dragul meu,
prea multd monotonie!

Am simti cum pleacd bucuria din suflete,
ldsand loc linistei, prea multei linisti;

cu timpul totul ar deveni tristete, suferintd.
Stii cd suferinta are culoarea albi?

Am obosi, desigur, am ajunge la saturatie,
am chema culorile cu nuantele lor cromatice,

precum fluturii colordnd arborii verzi ai padurilor...

Am chema Arhanghelii sd ne ddruiascd razele lor,
sd ne lumineze din nou viata in cele sapte culori,
asa cum ne-a fost daruitd.

Ascultd-ti femeia, dragul meu!

Si trdieste, cu demnitate si curaj, culorile vietii!
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Poem in white

You ask me such as a life lived only in white;
to see white birds flying,

snow-covered trees,

white swans floating near a shore,

going to the god they serve;

snow-covered paths,

mountains clad in white cloaks,

the house with the walls of the rooms - white,
on the table - a jug of white roses,

through the window penetrating white rays
mirrored in the silver of the mirrors;

to sit in a white armchair,

to look at me dressed

in the wedding dress with preserved holiness;

to listen to " Symphony in White”

sung by angels at the harp...

This is how you see life!

Lived in white, in the sphere of full harmony
of purity,

of wisdom but also of obedience,

be reconciled forever to those around us,
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with ourselves.

May be it would be too quiet, my dear,

too much monotony!

We would feel the joy leave our souls,

leaving room for silence, too much silence;

in time everything would become sadness, suffering.
Do you know that suffering is white?

I would get tired, of course, I would get saturated,
we call the colors with their chromatic shades,

like butterflies coloring the green trees of the forests...

We call on the Archangels to give us their rays,

to enlighten our lives again in the seven colors,

as it was given to us.

Listen to your woman, my dear!

And live, with dignity and couraje, the colors of life!

84



Spre Lacul Lynn

Pasii inainteazd prin ticerea plind de lumind a zilei,

pe drumul flancat de copaci verzi

si casute-ngsiruite ca niste mdrgele albe.
Ajung pe aleea parcului.

Arbori tineri, vigurosi strdjuiesc cirarea,
umbresc, ricoresc, umezesc spatiul din jur.
Dintr-o datd, in lumina blandd a soarelui,
natura tainicd, stralucitoare a lacului

se dezvdluie privirii.

M opresc. M clatin.

Simt antenele sufletului ridicindu-se spre cer...

Din cercul magic al lacului

se-naltd alaiul plutitor al pdsdrilor sdlbatice;
cu aripi intinse trec podurile vizduhului
numai de ele vizute, stiute,

indreptindu-se spre punte...

Si-n timp ce le hrinesc,

privesc desenul geometric, artistic al penajului...

Pe o buturugd, la marginea lacului,
ca niste solddtei randuiti in pozitia , culcat”,
se odihnesc in soare,
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puii de broascd testoasd cu carapacea maronie
pe care, un inger jucindu-se,

a desenat semicercuri galbene.

Un vaiet nostalgic strabate vazduhul,

pesemne vara hoindreste prin locuri cunoscute de ea.

Copacii de dincolo de lac — strdjuitori de incredere —,
colorati in diferite nuante de verde,

luminati si binecuvantati

de ultimele raze-ale asfintitului,

isi privesc narcisic siluetele-n oglinda apei.
Amurgul vine-agale

ducdnd in spate greutatea intregii zile.

Ceasul aruncd secundele, minutele, orele...

Fird de fiintd si acesti copaci vor fi, gdndesc,

si nu din vina lor, ci a timpului crud, neiertitor...
Uneori, spre a nu fi de la inceput

si pdnd la sfarsit ceea ce sunt,

omul le hirdazeste un alt fermecitor destin.

Poate pentru el se roaga-ntruna cerului?
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To Lake Lynn

The steps advance through the full silence of the day,
on the road flanked by green trees

and houses lined up like white beads.

I reach the park alley.

Young, vigorous trees guard the path,

they shade, cool, moisten the surrounding space.
Suddenly, in the soft light of the sun,

revealing to the eyes

the mysterious, bright nature of the lake.

I'm stopping. I'm shaking.

I feel the antennae of the soul rising to the sky...
From the magic circle of the lake

the floating procession of wild birds rises;

with outstretched wings they cross the bridges of the air
only seen, known by them,

heading for the deck...

And while I feed them,

I look at the geometric, artistic design of the plumage...
On a log at the edge of the lake,

like soldiers arranged in a "lying down” position,
rest in the sun,
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turtle chicks with brown shell

which, an angel playing,

drew yellow semicircles.

A nostalgic wail runs through the air,

probably summer wanders through places known to her.

Trees across the lake - reliable watchmen -,

colored in different shades of green,

enlightened and blessed

of the last rays of the sunset,

they stare at their silhouettes in the mirror of the water.
Twilight is coming

carrying the weight of the whole day.

The clock throws seconds, minutes, hours ...

Without being and these trees will be, I think,

and not their fault, but their cruel, unforgiving time...
Sometimes, not to be from the beginning

and to the end what they are,

man gives them another charming destiny.

Maybe for him they pray to heaven?
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Seard caldd de vara

Se aude larma broscutelor de copaci...

Le privesc de aproape.

Inlemnite pe scoarta copacului,

in lumina lunii vid verdele strilucitor al trupului,
dungile albe, punctele portocalii.

Frumos le-a pictat ingerul! imi zic.
Orchestrate parcd de un dirijor,

sunetele au intensitati diferite,

pornind de la piano, pianissimo

si ajungdnd la forte, fortissimo;

cu tempo-ul elegant — adagio,

si ajungdnd la cel rapid — alegro.

Si reludnd continuu tempo-urile, intensitdtile,
tema se-aude in ritmice, superbe valuri...
Noaptea creste in jur furdnd lumina,
intunericul patrunde adanc in gradind.

M grabesc si opresc luna pe cer.

Vegheate de lumina lunii,

in aerul parfumat al Reginelor Noptii

si cantul ritmic al broscutelor,

frunzele copacilor adorm in bratele viselor...
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Warm summer evening

The noise of tree frogs can be heard...

I'look at them closely.

Standing on the bark of the tree,

in the moonlight I see the bright green of the body,
white stripes, orange dots.

The angel painted them beautifully! I tell myself.
Orchestrated as if by an orchestra conductor,

the sounds had different intensities,

starting from the piano, pianissimo

and reaching the forte, fortissimo;

with elegant tempo — adagio,

and reaching the fast one — alegro.

And continuously resuming the tempos, the intensities,
the theme was heard in rhythmic, beautiful waves...
The night grows around stealing the light,

the darkness penetrates deep into the garden.

I'm in a hurry to stop the moon in the sky.
Watched by the moonlight,

in the fragrant air of the Queens of the Night

and the rhythmic singing of frogs,

the leaves of the trees fall asleep in the arms of dreams. ..



Noaptea sub cerul instelat

Tiicerea-si redobandea imperiul astral,

stele incepuserd cerul sd-I imbogiteascd,

noi colindam ulita satului,

invaluiti in rdcoarea pldcutd a noptii de vard.

Nu eram singuri,

umbrele noastre cuminti ne-nsoteau.

Vorbeam despre cer, despre vise, despre lume si viatd.
Fasia de drum mdrginitd de copaci

ne ducea pasii pe unde stia doar ea.

Gandurile,

in spectacolul magnific al cerului,

ndsteau cuvinte pe care altcineva

le-ar fi numit filozofeme.

Din mers pasii tdi s-au oprit:

-Sd cuprindem intreaga frumusete a cerului acestei nopti,
mi-ai spus,

si din ea, sd nu mai plecam!

Era un vis in inimile noastre ivit!
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The night under the starry sky

Silence regained its astral empire,

the stars had begun to enrich the sky,

we roamed the village street,

shroud in the pleasant coolness of summer night.
We weren't alone,

our good shadows accompanied us.

I was talking about the sky, about dreams, world and life.
The strip of road bordered by trees

she led us where only she knew.

Our thoughts,

in the magnificent spectacle of heaven,

they gave birth to words, which someone else
would be called filozofeme.

Your footsteps stopped:

-Let’s embrace the whole beauty of heaven
tonight, you told me,

and from it, let’s not leave!

It was a dream in our hearts appeared!
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Zide vara

M-am aruncat intr-un lan de griu

cu spice galbene, zvelte.

Trupul mi l-am ficut nevizut.

Sub mine am simtit pdmantul brazdat,
cald si primitor.

Si mi-am amintit cuvintele:

,Cand vei manca si te vei situra,

sd binecuvantezi pe Domnul, Dumnezeul tau,

pentru tara cea bund care ti-a dat!”

M aflam toatd, fard de umbrd,

intre cer si pamant.

Prin vidzduh pdsdri mici, insecte zburau
trezind linistea fermecditoare.

Tulpini galbene, firave hasurau cerul,
si printre ele zdream raze strilucitoare.
Melancolia dulce a verii m-a cuprins
si-am inceput a ma ruga

pentru fericirea clipelor in care pamantul,
ca pe un prunc md tinea,

pentru soarele care sanii de femeie
gingas mi-i rasfita,
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pentru dragostea pe care intreg universul,
in clipa aceea mi-o daruia.

Printre spicele de grdu florile Zdzaniei am vizut
si-o clipd m-am temut.

Dar mi-am amintit cuvdntul Domnului scris:
,Ldsati-le sd creasca-mpreund pand la secerig!”
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Summer day

I threw myself into a wheat field

with yellow, slender ears.

I made my body invisible.

Beneath me I felt the furrowed earth,

warm and welcoming.

And I remembered the words:

"When you eat and are full,

bless the LORD your God,

for the good land he gave you!”

I was all without a shadow,

between heaven and earth.

Small birds and insects flew through the air
awakening the charming silence.

Yellow, fragile stalks criss-crossed the sky,
and among them I could see bright rays.
The sweet melancholy of summer overwhelmed me
I began to pray

for the happiness of the moments when the earth,
like a baby holding me,

for the sun that woman's breasts

gentle pampering me,
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for the love that the whole universe,
At that moment he gave it to me.

Among the ears of wheat I saw the flowers of ”Zizania”,
and for a moment I was afraid.

But I remembered the word of the Lord written:
"Let them grow together until the harvest!”
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Meditatie

Privesc imensa oglindd a oceanului.
Ascult rasunetul valurilor

din adancul apei venind.

Sub tdalpi simt rdcoarea placuti

a nisipului umed.

Prin tnaltul cerului,

o pasdre in zbor lin plutind,

imi poartd lenega privire...

Albatrosii se lasd purtati de valuri calme,
intr-un dans ametitor.

Oceanul se zbate in aceeasi singurdtate...

Am nvdtat, si nu e bine cd am invdtat,

sd nu mad mai bucur intotdeauna,

sd daruiesc doar un zambet oceanului, oamenilor,
pénd si prietenoasei mele umbre.

Poate mai mult, din parte-mi,

in astd clipd totul ar fi meritat?

Destinul sd fie vinovat?
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Meditation

I look at the huge mirror of the ocean.

I hear the sound of the waves

from the depths of the water coming.

Under the soles I feel the pleasant coolness
of the wet sand.

A bird flying smoothly,

carries my lazy gaze

through the heights of heaven...

The albatrosses are carried away by calm waves,
in a dizzying dance.

The ocean struggles in the same loneliness...

I learned, and it's not good that I learned,

not always happy anymore,

to give only a smile to the ocean, to the people,
even to my friendly shadow.

Maybe more from me,

at this point, would everything be worth it?
To be guilty destiny?
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Neinspiratd pasdrea!

Neinspiratd, pasarea si-a ficut cuib

aproape de fereastra mea, in varful unui copac,
pe-o ramurd subtire leganatdi de vant,

sd-nvete cantul primelor raze de soare.

Ce elasticitate si putere a ramuriil,

mi-am zis.

Si a invitat cantul, pasdrea mea!

O ascultam in zorii fiecdrei zile,

iar cand se innopta,

cuibul o stea pe cer imi pirea.

Intr-o zi, rafale de vant au ndvilit,

cuibul din ramurele uscate cu grija cindva adunate,
de vint a fost smuls, zburdtdcit,

si pasdrea, in zbor gribit, cuibul si I-a pdrdsit.
Materia cu trudd zamislitd

si suflete mici neprihdanite,

de-asprimea timpului au fost nimicite.
Ramura subtire se legind singurd-n vint...
Departe de cuib, ce si cum va canta

pasirea mea?
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Uninspired bird!

Uninspired, the bird made its nest

near my window, on top of a tree,

on a thin branch swaying in the wind,

to learn the song of the first rays of the sun.
What elasticity and strength of the branch!,

I thought.

And he learned to sing, my bird!

I listened to it at dawn every day,

and when night fell,

the nest a star in the sky seemed to me.

One day, gusts of wind blew,

the nest from the carefully dried branches once gathered,
the wind was blown away, blown away,

and the bird in a hurry, left its nest.

Matter with conceived toil

and small, immaculate souls,

by the harshness of time they were destroyed.
The thin branch swayed alone in the wind...
Away from the nest, what and how she will sing
my bird?
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Numele tau

La revederea marii

numele tau [-am scris pe nisip,

ca-n oglinda cerului si poatd fi pdstrat.
La revederea padurii

pe scoarta unui copac numele am crestat,
ca padurea sd nu te uite

si glasul tdu mereu sd-1 asculte.

Pe drumul cuvintele scrise

—wvoci ale inimii —,
astdzi, ne putem regasi.
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Your name

Seeing the sea again
I wrote your name on the sand,

that it may be kept in the mirror of heaven.

Seeing the forest again

on the bark of a tree I carved the name,
so that the forest to remember you
and always to hear your voice.

On the road the written words
- voices of the heart -,
today, we can find ourselves.
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Tarmul oceanului

Doream si mai ajung la tarmul oceanului,

sd simt caldura nisipului sub talpile

eliberate de-ncaltdiri,

sd privesc imensitatea apei, s-alerg spre ea,
valurile sd mad-ntampine galagios,

sd-mi mangdie gleznele,

retragandu-se-apoi bland, sunetele estompind.
Sid-mi privesc degetele jucindu-se singure,
fard de gdnd, in nisipul moale, alunecos,

in palme sa-mi tin sufletul

si printre degete si curga nefericirile toate,

sd ramand doar cdteva boabe de nisip iubitoare,
de noroc aducdtoare.

Sa vid apa oceanului in soare strilucind,

pe cer doar cdtiva nori albi

ca o danteld ruptd atdrndnd,

s-ascult cantul din inima pdmdntului venind,
si-n depdrtare — pescirusii albi —

intre aripi zburditoare valuri tindnd.

Si-n lina lor planare s-aud tipdtul alb, temdtor...
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Dar timpul mi-a impovdrat fiinta
turndnd in trup boabe de plumb,

nemaiputind unde-am dorit, sd ajung.

Am presimtit, inima mi-a vorbit!

, Templul Duhului Sfant” se opune,
dar sufletul, deschis ca-ntotdeauna,
nu intelege si 1i spune

cd tot eu, aceeasi, cu numele, sunt.
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The shore of the ocean

I wanted to get to the ocean shore,

to feel the warmth of the sand under the soles
released by the shoes,

to look at the immensity of the water, run to it,
the waves greet me noisily,

to caress my ankles,

then retreating gently, the sounds blurring.
Watching my fingers play alone,

thoughtless, in the soft, slippery sand,

to hold my soul in my palms

and unhappiness to flow through the fingers,
to be left with only a few loving grains of sand,
of good luck.

To see the water of the ocean in the bright sun,
only a few white clouds in the sky

like a torn lace hanging,

to hear the song of the heart of the earth coming,
and in the distance — white seagulls —

between flying wings holding waves.

And in their planar line to heard the white, fearful
scream...
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But time has burdened my being
pouring lead grains into the body,
unable to get where I wanted to go.
I sensed, my heart spoke!

The "The Temple of the Holy Spirit” opposes,
but the soul, open as always,

he doesn’t understand and tells him

that 1, too, with the same name, am.
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Voi, fiicele mele!

Voi, fiicele mele,

viata-n priviri v-am asezat la nastere,

in timp ce ursitoare bune roiau in jur
drumul sd vi-l descinte.

Sandtate si minti bune v-am dorit;
libertatea de a v face norocul in viatd,
dupd judecdtile voastre, asa am gandit!
Voi, fiicele mele,

va veni i ziua cand imi voi lua zborul,
eliberdnd sufletul de angoasele sale,

de plicutele si dureroasele-amintiri.

Voi zbura! Nu v fie teamd,

nu va fi intuneric in drumul meu,
lumina cerutd imi va fi datd,

de un inger la cer voi fi chematdi!

Voi, fiicele mele, sd-ngenunchiati,
pentru odihna sufletului meu si vd rugati!
V-am iubit, pentru voi m-am nelinistit,
si-0 bucatd din viata mea v-am ddruit.
Vi las iubirea mea, o parte din ea o iau cu mine.
Vi voi astepta imbogatite-n har si iubire.
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Nu veniti piand nu le dobanditi!
Veti astruca putinul din mine,
multul — usor asemenea fulgului

il va lua Ingeru-n zbor, pe aripa sa,
si cu el va pleca

acolo unde numai Dumnezeu stie.
Vegheati si vd rugati,

credintd s-aveti si putere!
Trimiteti ganduri bune,

ca lumina din cer sd nu aibd umbre
si sufletu-mi sd se poatd odihni!
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You, my daughters!

You, my daughters,

I put life in your eyes at birth,

while good cursers swarmed around

your way to exorcise.

I wish you good health and good minds;
the freedom to make your fortune in life,
according to your judgments, so I thought!
You, my daughters,

the day will come when I will take flight,
freeing the soul from its anxieties,

of pleasant and painful memories.

Lwill fly! Don't be afraid

there will be no darkness in my way,

the required light will be given to me,

I will be called by an angel to heaven!

You, my daughters, kneel down,

for the rest of my soul to pray!

I loved you, I was anxious for you,

and I gave you a piece of my life.

I leave you my love, 1 take part of it with me.
I will wait for you enriched in grace and love.
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Don't come until you get them!

You will bury the little of me,

much — slightly like flakes

the Angel will take him in flight, on his wing,
and he will go with him

where only God knows.

Watch and pray,

have faith and power!

Send good thoughts,

that the light of heaven may not be overshadowed
and my soul may rest!
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Cuvintele de dragoste

Cind Ingerul se pregiteste de plecare,

imi pune cuvintele-n palmad,

ne mai avdnd vreme sd mi le sopteascd,

si-mi spune sd le folosesc cum stiu.

Fiindcd ingerii au multd treabd

intr-o lume absurdd, carmuitd prost,

in care multe nu mai sunt la locul lor

si totul aratd hidos, ca o haind intoarsd pe dos.
Privesc cuvintele de el ddruite — flori din muguri iesite
purtind lumini albe-n petale

si sufletu-mi se framanti:

Ce pot face cu darurile sale,

cand cuvintele si gesturile de dragoste

ca printr-o vrajd au fost rasturnate —
,Iubirea si credinta pe dos si blestemate!” —
iar sufletele oamenilor — pietrificate?

Intr-o lume absurdd, carmuitd prost,

in care multe nu mai sunt la locul lor

si totul aratd hidos,

ingerii, da, au multd treabd.
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Words of love

When the Angel prepares to leave,

put your words in my palm,

we don't have time to whisper to them,

and tells me to use them as I know how.

Because angels have a lot of work to do

in an absurd, poorly ruled world, in which many are
no longer in their place and everything looks hideous,
like a coat turned upside down.

I look at the words he gave — flowers from buds
carrying white lights in the petals

and my soul is troubled:

What can I do with his gifts,

when the words and gestures of love

as if by a spell they were overthrown -

"Love and faith upside down and cursed!” -

and people’s souls - petrified?

In an absurd, poorly ruled world,

in which many are no longer in their place

and everything looks hideous,

the angels, yes, have a lot of work to do.
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Revederea Mirii Negre

Valurile marii cantau, pescarusii zburau,
inaintam adancindu-mi pasii

in nisipul cald, matdsos...

M aflam din nou la Mamaia,

unde, spune legenda,

o frumoasd copild aruncatd de un turc in apd,
tncercand de la inec sa se salveze,

si-a strigat mama, in largqul Mdrii Negre:
~Mama Lia!”

Eram singurd in marele furnicar al lumi.

Pe plaja, printre oameni,

cu greu mai gdseam o0 oazd de nisip,

sd-mi pot odihni pasii.

Soarele pe cerul alb somnola

lasand lumina-i nestinsd, de nici un nor atinsd.
Muguri de gind se compliceau

in starea lor de naivitate,

picaturile de apd prin vazduh sdreau, md atingeau,
urme de sare punctau pielea-mi cuprinsd de fiori.
Priveam intinsul marii albastre,

si-n larma de pe plaji
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soaptele mele in vazduh se pierdeau:
., Toate fluviile curg in mare,

dar marea nu se umple,

cici ele se intorc din nou la locul
din care au plecat”.

M voi intoarce, Doamne?
Deserticiune va fi dorinta revederii?

Pe plaja rdmasdi pustie, doar linistea vorbea.
Marea-si purta gandurile-n valuri.

Cerul si apa imprumutau unul altuia culoarea.

Razele apusului de soare raspandeau
tainica lor mangdiere.
Rana sufletului era bine paizitd de trup.

Si m-am trezit, ca dintr-un somn, strigand:
,Mama Lia”!
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Revisiting the Black Sea

The waves of the sea sang, the seagulls flew,

I advanced, deepening my steps

in the warm, silky sand...

I was in Mamaia again,

where, says the legend,

a beautiful child thrown by a Turk into the water,
trying to save himself from drowning,

cried his mother, off the Black Sea:

"Mother Lia!”

I was alone in the great anthill of the world.

On the beach, among the people,

I could hardly find another oasis of sand,

to be able to rest my steps.

The sun on the white sky was drowsy

leaving its unquenchable light, untouched by any cloud.
Buds of thought was indulging

in their naivete,

drops of water through the air jumped, they touched me,
traces of salt punctuated my shivering skin.

I was looking out over the blue sea,

and in the noise on the beach
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my whispers in the air were losting:

" All the rivers flow into the sea,

but the sea is not full,

for they return to the place

from which they departed”.

Will I be back, Lord?

Will vanity be the desire to see each other again?

On the deserted beach, only silence spoke.
The sea carried its thoughts in waves.

The sky and the water borrowed color from each other.

The rays of the setting sun were spreading
their mysterious consolation.
The wound of the soul was well guarded by the body.

And I woke up, as if from a sleep, shouting:
"Mother Lia!”
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Sd se cutremure padurea toata!

Copacii inalti si drepti ai padurii

invdluiti in tainice lumini si umbre,

priveau maiestuos spre spatiul liber, albastru.
Trupu-mi era infisurat intr-o tesdturd find
ruptd din vilul transparent al cerului.
Priveam fermecatd armonia din jur,

si ascultam trilurile privighetorilor. ..
Dintr-o datd, pidurea

de un vint puternic din locul ei a fost alungatd.
Ca valurile unei mdri se-ndepdrta,

arcul de aur al lunii incet-incet dispdirea.
Stelele-si pierdeau strilucirea,

se-nghesuiau, se riazboiau,

bolta cerului agresau;

fraze prelungi, nedeslusite

copacii-n fuga lor rosteau. ..

Inima-n zadar sa-nteleagd misteru-ncerca,
padurea cu tot farmecul ei pleca, pleca...
Umbra ultimului copac plingea,

numele-mi striga.
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M-am trezit speriatd.

Mi se ficuse frig si clantanind din dinti
m-am inchinat si Ingerul am intrebat:

Care din lumi e-adevdirata?

— Lumea visului e plecatd,

de-o lume alienatd a fost alungatdi!

Am inchis ochii din nou si-am rugat umbra
sd md mai strige o datd,

sd se cutremure padurea toatd,

si lumea visului, din somn, s fie desteptati!
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May the whole forest tremble!

The tall, straight trees of the forest

shrouded in mysterious lights and shadows,
they looked majestically at the free, blue space.
My body was wrapped in a fine cloth

torn from the transparent veil of heaven.

I was enchanted by the harmony around me,
and we listened to the watchers’ trills...
Suddenly, the whole forest by a strong wind
from its place was driven away.

It was removed like the waves of the sea,

the golden arch of the moon also slowly disappeared.

The stars were losing their luster,

they crowded, they fought,

the vault of the sky was aggressing;

long, vague sentences

the trees in their flight were saying...

The heart in vain to understand the mystery-try,
the forest with all its charm leave, leave. ..

The shadow of the last tree is weeping,

crying out my name.
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I woke up scared.

I was cold and with chattering teeth

I worshiped and asked the Angel:

Which from the worlds is real?

- The world of dreams is gone,

by an alienated world was banished!

I closed my eyes again and prayed the shadow

shout to me once,

forest to tremble all,

and the dream world, from its sleep, to be awakened!
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Si sd te miri...

5

Sd stai cu o floare in mand,

sd nu te mai saturi de parfumul e,

sd-i mdngdi petalele fragile si catifelate,

si sd te miri de culoarea si lumina ddruitd ochilor tdi.
Si-i numeri petalele

dar si degetele cu care o prinzi,

gandul sa-ti fugd la sirul lui Fibonacci

cu aritmetica lui explicatoare, consolatoare...
Si tu totusi sd te miri, sd te tot miri

stand in madnd cu-o floare,

cum a stiut Divinitatea totul si defineasci

si sd mdsoare.

Matematician s fi fost creatorul lumii noastre?
Apoi sd mangdi scoarta unui copac —

adanc ridatd,

si sd chemi prin el, la tine, pidurea toatd...
S privesti brazii

cum 1si smulg din lut rdddcinile ramuroase
ca din ghearele mortii,

cum isi plimbd trunchiurile agale,

in sunetul muzicii lui Orfeu,
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impristiind cu ddrnicie vazduhului
mirosul lacrimilor sale,

venind bucurosi sd te strdjuiasca...

Si tu sd te miri cum a stiut Divinitatea
totul sd defineasc.

Si fi fost indrigostit Creatorul

cand ,a poruncit si s-a zidit”

si minundtii pamantului a daruit?

— Bucurd-te de viata! Pastreazd vesnic
semnul mirdrii in tine ramas!,

mi-a soptit Ingerul, cu blandete in glas.
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And you wonder

To sit with a flower in hand,

you do not get enough of her perfume,

to caress the fragile and velvety petals,

and wonder of color and light given to your eyes.
Let them count the petals and the fingers

with which you catch them,

let your thought run on the Fibonacci sequence
with its explanatory, consolatory arithmetic ...
And you still wonder, you wonder continuously
sitting in hand with a flower,

how has Divinity known

to define and measure everything.

Was the creator of our world a mathematician?
Then caress the bark of a tree —

deeply wrinkled,

and to call the whole forest to you, through him...
To look at the fir trees

how they pluck their branched roots from clay
as from the clutches of death,

how he walks his trunks softly, slowly,

in the sound of music of Orpheus,
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generously spreading to the air,

the smell of scented tears,

glad you came stand guard...

And you wonder, how Divinity knew

to define it all.

Was he in love, the Creator,

when "He commanded and was built”
and wanders upon the earth were given?

- Enjoy life! Keep forever

the sign of wonder left in you!,
the Angel whispered to me,
with gentleness in his voice.
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Din noapte pand in zori

O noapte ca o mare largd, fird de sfdrsit...
In sublima singurdtate

privirea mangdie cerul plin de stele.
Sufletul mi-e greu, dar bun prieten,

stam de vorbd linistit.

Orele trec...

Simt grija Marelui Stapin

pregatind noi vieti, noi frumuseti,

celei de a doua zi.

Cici El — Dumnezeul nostru bland —

nu are somn, n-are uitare si nici incetare,
vesnic cu precizie socotind

si iubire din iubirea Sa dind.

Sufletul mi-e bun prieten!
Nevoind sd plece, stam de vorbd linistit,

in noaptea asta largd, ce pare fird de sfirsit.
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From night to dawn

A night like a great sea, without end...
In the sublime loneliness

the gaze caresses the starry sky.

My soul is heavy, but good friend,

we are quietly talking.

Hours pass...

I feel the care of the Great Master
preparing new lives, new beauties,

of the second day.

Because He — our gentle God —

has no sleep, no, nor oblivion, nor cessation,
eternal accurately counting

and giving love from His love.

My soul is a good friend!
Not wanting to leave, we talked quietly,
on this wide night, which seems endless.
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Ce n-as da...

,Ce n-as da sd vid eu luna”

ii soptea femeia oarbd...

Siel, uitand de surzenia sa,

se duse si scrise ,Sonata lunii”...

,Ce n-ar da un mort in groapd
pentr-un rasdrit de lund”,
soptea poetul iubitei

privind cerul impreund

si visind eternitatea...

Ce n-as da sd te mai am aproape,

sd-ti privesc chipul in lumina cerului;

sd ramanem sub razele lunii
argintandu-ne trupurile
transformandu-ne-n zei

cu iubirea dusd pand la nemurire. ..
Ce n-as da!
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What wouldn't I give...

“How wouldn’t I give to see the moon”
whispered the blind woman. ..

And he, forgetting his deafness

had gone to write “The moon sonata”...

“How wouldn’t give a dead in the grave
for a moonrise”,

whispered the poet to the lover
watching the sky together

dreaming about eternity...

How wouldn’t I give long to have you closer,
to look at your face in the light of heaven;

to stay under the rays of the moon

silvering our bodies

turning us into gods

with love carried to immortality. ..

How wouldn’t I give!
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Tanguitorul ocean

Imi addncesc pasii in nisipul oceanului Atlantic.
Privesc imensa intindere, ascult alternanta
plansului jalnic al valurilor cu clipele de ticere...
Ce vesti astazi o fi primit,

ce sirene l-au pardsit,

de vine cu o fortd nimicitoare, eliberdndu-si furia
si plecand linistit,

ldsand, pe nisipul cald,

urma pasului — imens, descult si umed?

Ocean de ganduri

se-asterne pe oglinda nesfirsitei ape;

lacrimile in nisip picurate,

oceanul le sfinteste si le duce,

stie el unde... departe, departe.

Poruncind, Dumnezeu, ca printr-o magie,

,a facut totul din nimic”,

doar prin puterea Cuvantului si a vointei Sale.
Precum acest ocean sd fi fost, la inceput, , spiritul” —
gandirea — a tot ce urma sd fie?
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The wailing ocean

I sink my footsteps into the sand of the Atlantic Ocean.
I'look at the immense expanse, I listen to the alternation
the pitiful cry of the waves with the moments of silence ...
What news would you have received today,

what mermaids left him,

that he comes with a destructive force, releasing his anger
and leaving quietly,

leaving, on the warm sand,

a mark — huge, barefoot and wet?

The ocean of thoughts

he lies on the mirror of endless water;

dripping tears in the sand,

the ocean sanctifies and carries them,

he knows where... far away, far away.

Commanding, God, as if by magic,

He did "everything out of nothing”,

only by the power of His Word and will.

Like this Ocean have been at the beginning, “the spirit”
-thinking of everything that was going to be?
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