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Mushatin
by Mihai Eminescu

the wood is white its leaf is black

its thousand little twigs

by snow are heavy

only the wind passes through themselves
the cold wind and some magpie
shedding let them off

white is the night the one with moon
from the distance wood resounds
the wolves in troops mass together
blows the wind blows incessantly
grove and heaven make to me pair
mad grief comes over one

as long and stretched grief

as the county all under snow

the wood shiver like an aspen leaf
as large as one's horizon

the wolves over peaks race
wandering through snows

troops the crows fly

in the ground of dense woods
there is no path to get out

there's no way there's no boundary
neither hunter trace

making blizzard on snow drifts
they filled up the glades

let down on dry boughs

over shed leaves

over water over all things

in the impenetrable forest

a little house is hidden

there's no village nor near by road
quite alone one doesn't know how
only from its chimney the smoke juts out
who would stay in the house

that doesn't care for the snow
which falls and will fall

eve heap on heap

surpassing the fence in the yard
up to eaves it will reach

if left is long winter

young little widow

stays there quite alone

how many days are left

she doesn't go to village any more
how long the time of a winter
how the snow is all falling

she ever winds and weaves

white threads exquisite linens

while the fire burns in the hearth
the wolves how! the dogs bark
and she spins from tow
swinging on a leg

the trough with a little child
asleep and graceful

and as she sings as she sights
the voice of wood imitates her

in the ground of the wood
there's no path there's no way
that if ever a path existed

it turned into a valley

that if a way ever existed

it is with leaves buried

it is filled with thorns and thistle
that one doesn't find its traces

if there is path somewhere
nobody knows it anymore

that they lost its traces

shepherd boys with the flocks
and they lost their signs
woodmen with the logs

and they forgotten the folds
hunters with the bows

nobody in the world knows any more
that around only desert

which its borders are

where are its springs

the grass grows behold again
beaten by the summer wind
where the forest is rare

but in the beautiful grass

never a scythe entered

where the forest is dense

by its thick of wood

path isn't way isn't

but a glade of fir trees

and a cheerful eye of pond

and a garden with style

and a little house with trouble
and at the door of house grows
the old tile tree which shadows it
like a living covering

its flower falls without wind
shaken over the land

and on the porch who is seen
who near cradle is staying
young little widow woman

who knew about herself only she
and as the wood bestirs itself
she sings for her she charms her away



swinging with a leg

she says gently

lullaby lullaby little child

I'd tell you a tale

lullaby lullaby between us

Il tell you a tale

and in models I'll dress it

and beautifully I'll untie it

you to understand it only | pause
towards others | say nothing

the tears a valley fall from me

my father was a shepherd

as many seconds are in year

as many shepherds he was having
with thousand flocks beside

flocks in thousands of little she lambs
little shepherds after them

haughty flocks also of sheep

the little shepherds backwards

with flutes and bagpipes

he had also if you understand me
herds of untamed horses

which like hurricanes

were filling his plains

were grazing his estates

and in the length of rivers

they settled themselves on deserts
and in the waves of grass

were grazing the hinds and the stags
and through mountains lost in clods
he had big herds of bison's

cold rivers cold springs

in the shadow were flowing eternally
and he had mountains and he had forests
and fortresses with fortifications

and had village thousands and thousands
strewn on the plains

and had villages big and small ones
and full with brave men

what an uproar what a struggling
when cheerfully sounding from horn
was calling the country to boundaries

that were running with little and grown up

that they were flowing like rivers
and blackened the deserts

bitter me into a sigh

the tears are valley coming to me
with the kerchief if | wipe them
they still stronger go on

and how beautiful 1 was

how no one was kin by kin

of gold were my plaits

and by girls they were plaited
rosy like a peony

I was dear to everybody

they came behold the came
emperors from the east

to ask me in marriage

but they went as they arrived
kings came and messengers came
learned in many schools

with reasonable words

they asked me with justice
good time old shepherd

our emperor master

did send us to ask

if you marry your daughter or not
he answers the honestly

dear brave men welcome to you
dear is to me to feast you
with you to get delighted

but any much you you did ask me
daughter I haven't to marry
but the emperor from the west
did come and didn't go

two words only he told me
my heart he did subdue

he was stately and armed

an enarmoured soldier

he was stately and hale

having care of nothing

he was tall and | was tall

nice looking we were together
fitted in excess

I beautiful he beautiful

bitter me in a sigh

the tears valley come to me
with kerchief if I wipe them
they still stronger go on

they heard and if they heard
match makers from the east
that | was going to marry

and when | just got married
many people aroused

our house only to spoil

and to separate us

thousand of tongues were flowing as rivers

risen from the deserts

and they cam mobs

risen from the forests

some on horseback some on walk
ever came in thick cloud

they came swarms came flock
and left the desert back to them



they came flocks came valley
and crumbled forts in their way
vainly my man faced them

they pushed him back only

they defeated his armies

they ravished his glories

they deserted the countries

they brought his fortunes

they blackened his sun

they enslaved his people

I in the deserted wood
wandering lately

I heard from foreign tongues
that my man isn't coming any more
I learned from the west

that my man went away

by all humans followed

I learned from the east

that my man ha died

that has died and has mourned
world entire was wailing him
did wail all hermitages

all orients

and wests all

and peoples tongues and crowds
midnight midday

they couldn't awake him any more
wild behold those kings

the emperors of whole world
and a storm started

which earth drowned

midnight and westward
thousand Kkins put to way

big flocks and predatory

of alien peoples

which were flowing behold flowing
and they didn't have any more
just for putting inheritance

over poor mankind

when | think to such sorrows

it seems to me they were yesterday
when | think of my shepherds

it seems to me they were thousands years

but when | learned

that my man has died

this linden tree | planted
grows the tile and flourishes
and shadows my life

and as in its shadow I live

I don't get old any more
dear mother’s little child
many in world I'd tell you

but I am afraid you'd leave me
but I am afraid you'll understand me
and you'll grow and will start
how the wood doesn't comprise you
and you'll go into the wild world
but you sleep more behold a bit
that you're tender of years and little
sleep at shadow sleep on peace
that your mother will make you
under that tile tree beaten by wind
the bedding at land

when the sun will set

then the wind will draw off

and you'll get asleep

the teeny branches will beat

and if stars will penetrate

and the moon will penetrate

our solitude

and when the wind will blow

the tile tree will rock

its flowers it will shed

and again will awake you

in the ground of the great night
and at rustling of oak trees

under the circling of clouds

in the falling of flowers

under the shining of stars

and at dance of wicked fairies
under the leaf of oak trees

and the voice of springs

where is it the cross from ways
you don't cry more me

they grow like brothers two spruce firs
do laugh chick-a-biddy laugh
where there are birds in the trees
be quiet chick be quiet

they gather girls and lads

do sleep chick high

stags gather the soft ones

awake chick do awake

and as she sings and sighs

the voice of wood imitates her

poor country of the high

all your fame has gone

now five hundreds years ago
only wood you were to me
around were growing deserts
empires were crumbling

the peoples were getting old
kingdoms were fading

an forts were scattering



only your woods were growing
green is the impenetrable shadow
were a world is hidden

and in the shadow for ever
cold rivers were flowing
tenderly clear turning

having voices of springs
Bistritsa in rocks struggles
through dark forests

and ever goes deeper

where the water slightly twinkles
and at once it sees that

its water hitches

and by rocks it is dammed up
it gathers and ever grows

it dam up in wondrous lake

of which waters are quiet

and trees make shadow to it
dense leaf over

in depth the water watches

and the oak trees from bank to bank
over it fall down

peaks prop up together

and make to me a great vault
by the peaks they are knitted
and in shadow they rule

and in eternal freshness

the waves are sparkling

from one bank to another

it fell a tall trunk

it fell crosswise

that its foliage is hanging

long bridge of a tree

over silence of lake

long bridge big bridge

that one can pass it on horse back
and Mushatin youngish

passes the bridge quiet alone
with the vest of steel

with black busby of lamb

with white thick cloth on him
how he was coming to hunt

he was carrying the bow on back
quiver of arrows he has

with long plaits up to on back
but a forehead cut off

little child in in tight cloths
lightly is feeling himself

if he aims at a deer

the falcon flys over by him

if he holds his hand upward
the falcon put in his palm

and he ever comes shouting
and from leaf always bursting
and when starts to sing

the woods resound

hear you dear do your mother
how Mushatin is calling you
nobody was around him

only the blackbird was whistling
and he was getting down
where the water was trembling
and the blackbird says

what are you searching for boy by here

grow you wood and do you cluster
only for a path leave me room
to pass you across

only I will reach a clearing
and a spring of water

to see the falcon how it drinks
the wood says quietly

I went of leafing me out

for you did want me

and the waves sound

moving they gather

among the linens of leaf

the sun tries to penetrate

burn in the shadow at cooling
the sparkling spots

and on waves beat

the light pours flame

on clear long torrents

the rays fly like strips

under an oak long-haired oak tree
which was letting its branches down
Mushatin was lengthening out
putting the bow beside

you wood wood my dear

it seems I’ve told you that
you sound from leaf ever

for since | didn’t see you
much time has passed

and since | didn’t search you
much worlds | wandered
wood your majesty

let me under your foot

that I’ll spoil nothing

but only a little branch

to hang my arms in it

to hang them at my head
where 1’1l make my bed

under that tile beaten by wind
with the flower up to ground
to lay with the face upward



and to sleep should deadly sleep
but to hear ever in my dream

dear wood your voice

from that glade of beech

doina song sounding dearly

how wailing vibrates

that rocks my leaf

and the slowed wind

will see that I’ve got asleep

and through the tile it will rake up
and with flowers would cover me
the wood was bowing down to him
and from branches was shaking
you Mushatin you Mushatin
cheerfully I shake my branches
and gaily 1’d speak to you

long live your majesty

come Mushat to understand each other
and so choose you as our emperor
emperor of the springs

and of the deers

seated to some brook

to tear your flute from the waist
you to sing and | to sing

all my leaf to steer

to start booming in wind

on springs

from steepness

where the birds are flying

where the branches are bowing
and the deers are playing

the water says to him o child

hold your hand to me

come on my bright bottom

for you are beautiful child

and Mushat answers to it

vainly you allure me in waves
vainly wood my dear

you sound from leaves ever

that I’ll go away from you

that leaf will weep after me

that from soul it snatches me
longing-dor path longing-dor of going
and even | feel so much grief

for the weep of my little mother
I’d go I’d ever go

longing-dor never to snatch me
and I’d go on long way
longing-dor to not reach me any more
vainly on wind are calling me
longing-dor for home longing-dor for mother
vainly it sounds in wind

that so destined | am

to make my way on earth

to hold my paths

to wander the countries

the countries and the seas

be it my voice strong

as to pass always

from everywhere I’ll be

over waters over bridges

over woods from mountains

to reach up to home

where my mother stays to weave
and to tell her in many lines
do not die mother of thoughts
don’t go you child

but if you have in world days
present them all to me

know you beloved brother
that I am not wood but fort

but since long | am enchanted
and by sleep darkened

only when the night arrives
the moon in heaven journeys

it runs through all my shadow
with its cold light

on then from horn sound to me
all trees together

with grief sounds the leaf in moon
and my world gathers

and tree after tree

all at once come untied

from oak tree with dense leaf
comes out a wondrous empress
with long hairs up to the heels
and with golden cloths
wonderful is her dress-rochia
and her name is Dochia

from the trees without number

come out children with falcons on shoulder

and girls many come out
with their turned up sleeves
and on naked shoulders
carry wooden pails and pots
it starts then a fret-zbucium

sweetly sounds voice of horn-bucium

on the path without traces

the deers come in flocks

and roar slowly so dearly

with the bells at neck

and wait patiently

beautiful hands of virgin girls
that they milk them in little pails



for know you beloved brother

I am not wood but | am fort
but bewitched I am since long
tile will listen

sounding from hill to hill

the wonderful triumphal horn
on the king Decebalus

then my trunks will undo

and would turn into palaces
you’ll see coming out from them
thousands young girls

and from firs as little be they
you’ll see coming brave men
for at the sound of horn

all get back to life

and the falcon agilely

over him is flying

come Mushatin you Mushatin
cheerfully I shake my wings

on your helmet | will settle

and from mouth I’d say

long live your majesty

remain wood healthy

that the water is calling me downward
and destined in world I am

I make path for me on earth
and Mushatin gets near

by silvery Bistritsa

the boat was playing on the weave
he unites it from the bank
jumps in it and gives it way
like the arrow flies now

and flowing on quick waters
longing-dor for endless horizon
and going going far away

he separates the waters into two
with large furrows of silver
which move shining

and in shadow they embrace him
and through the vaulting valley
only by here and by there

the sun was still penetrating
here is shadow there is sun

on trembling waters

he on flourishing banks

sees stray flocks

in glades he sees the stags
passing the waves of grass

the horses graze near brooks

as the swans it is bending

their neck and their small head
at once they rise

and prick up their ears

while they behold the boat

he was flowing flowing ever

the wood sounds softly and heavily
when at once it makes day

the wood into two unties

and on circling waters

sparkles wonderful sun

and before him he sees a mountain
with its hoary crown

it built rock on rock

starting from the deep valley

and carrying with it forests

over the grey clouds

it rises in serenity

crown full of snow

and toward bank it straightens again
the little light boat

and Mushatin gets down

the path of mountain takes

up to peaks to go

till the night reaches him

in that impenetrable wood

but with night on him he starts
mounts ever bravely

only the summit he will climb up
while it will be downing

on the heighten summit

he reaches at once

and making his eyes wheel

he looks at the whole world

he sees the heaven of the saint
and the face of the earth

that far away planes hold

which one can not measure by eyes
where the saint sun

as if goes out from earth

there is the distant horizon

the great Dnister shows to him
from the Tartar countries

and farther flows in the see

at lagoon like a necklace

it strings the Whit Fort Cetatea Alba
and on the face of smooth sea
pass the full ships

pass far from land

the sails filled with wind

and looking to the South

the Danube he saw

in an arch turned to sea

and on seven mouths flowing
from the Dnister up to here



proud country was holding

he sees plains smoking
wonderful hills greening

he sees woods how they get down
hill by hill ladder by ladder
scattering on the plain

where the rivers come out

and on peaks of forests
monasteries with fortifications
he sees towns sees villages

on the field strewn

he sees wondrous strongholds
dominating deserts

he sees the flocks of sheeps
with shepherds after them

with flutes and bagpipe

and the herds of horses

were passing the fields

and spread themselves to the wind
like the shadow of the earth

and in the length of rivers
spread to the deserts

and the youngish falcon

over him is flying

and from mouth was saying
long live your Majesty

so much world so much horizon
from the Dnister to the sea
make once your eyes wheel

that this is the whole Moldavie

Dragosh King the Old

on Moldavie is master

and reigning with all glory
stays on throne at Suceava

at the praised Suceava

with walls surrounded

wall of stone high and thick
that on it five people walk
and have place with surplus
that go three on horses beside
and still have place in parts
wondrous horses to play them
now by there now by here
and from black trunks of rock
over the deep valley

over the stronghold

churches and palaces

stays Kingly city

which with its crests mounts
huffed toward clouds

over sounding woods

with its walls with its vaults
and with towers at corners
heavy walls and with crests
how they were and how there aren’t
among the heavy arches
among the black bars

only the sun penetrates
between darken parlors

in walls of empty stone

they thrust torches of pitch
smoking with red flames

light the dark

pillars of stone heavy and grey
where fittings hang

showing their rust

under the torch of resin
shields fitted sleeves
wonderful helmets polished
and breast-plates masks

and bows for hunt

and in the back of straight hall
it rises on seven steps

the throne of Christian King
covered by a baldachin

and in the golden chair

stays Dragosh greish

white hair up to girdle

with black stormy eyes

the crown of red gold

shining beautifully on forehead
over the hoary plaits

on his mantle’s folds

golden flowers are sewn

and with white face

and with scepter in right hand
his proud eyes make straight
and at the feet of throne

are strung on the carpets
wooden chairs shaped on lathe
curved with skill

here six there six

for chosen nobilities

at his throne ladders

stays in two sides boyars
arranged after their ranks

that for orders to wait

the vornic-minister of Low Country
was staying in a bright chair
and old soft man

with his blue staff

which is with gold knitted
with stones covered



and from this higher on

the vornic of Up Country

stays with plaits snow-white

the chief magistrate of Chilia

and with his white eyelashes

chief magistrate of White City Cetatea Alba
after these also come

the chief magistrate of Hotin

that from Neamts and that from Vrancea
leaned stayed on spear

but all were outstripped in glory

by the chief magistrate of Suceava

an so all around

stays in furs of sable

with vests of the same kind

and with sleeves of steel

Dragosh King the Old

on Moldavie is master

in Suceava in the City

he has gathered Justice
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Codru-i alb si frunza-i neagra:
A lui mii de ramurele

De zapada ii sunt grele,

Vintul doar trece prin ele,
Vintul rece, si vreo tarca
Scuturind le mai descarca...

Alba-i noaptea cea cu luna
De departe codrul suna,
Lupii-n pilcuri se aduna;
Sufla vintul, sufla-ntr-una,
Cring si cer mi le-mpreuna.
Te-apuc-o jale nebuna,
Jale lunga si intinsa

Ca si tara toata ninsa;
Codrii tremur ca o varga
Cit 1i zarea ta de larga,
Lupii peste culmi alearga,
Strabatind ninsorile,
Pilcuri sboara ciorile.

in temei de codri desi

Nu e pirtie sa iesi,

Nu-i carare, nu-i razor,
Nici urma de vinator.
Viscolind troienele,

Au umplut poienele,

S-au lasat pe crengi uscate,
Peste frunze scuturate,
Peste ape, peste toate,

In pidurea nepitrunsi

O cascioara e ascunsa,
Nu-i aproape sat nici drum,
Singurica, nu stii cum
Doar din horn i iese fum . . .
Cine-n casi o si-mi sada,
De nu-i pasa de zapada,
Care cade s-0 sa cada

Tot gramada pe gramada,
De-ntrece gardu-n ograda?
Pin’ la strasin-o s-ajunga
De s-alege iarna lunga.
Vaduvioara tinerica
Sede-acolo singurica.

Cite zile sunt lasate

Nu mai merge pe la sate,



Cita-i vremea unei ierne,
Cit zapada se asterne,

Ea tot deapana si tese
Fire albe, pinze-alese.

Pe cind focu arde-n vatra
Lupii urla, cinii latra,

lar ea toarce din fuior
Leganind pe un picior
Albia c-un copilas
Adormit si dragalas.

Si cum cinta, cum suspina,
Glasul codrului o-ngina.

*

Tn temeiul codrului

Cale nu-i, carare nu-i,

Ca, de-a fost vreodata cale,
Ea s-a preficut in vale,
Ca, de-a fost cale vreodata,
Ea-i cu frunze ingropata,
S-a umplut cu spini si scai
Ca de urma nu-i mai dai,
De-i carare undeva,

N-o mai stie nimenea.
Ca-i pierdura urmele
Ciobinasi cu turmele

Si-si pierdura semnele
Padurari cu lemnele

Si uitara tarcurile
Vinitori cu arcurile.
Nime-n lume nu mai stie
Ca-mprejur numai pustie
Care-i sint hotarele,
Unde-i sint izvoarele
Creste iarba, mari, iara
Batuta de vint de vara,
Unde mi-i padurea rarai,
Dar in iarba cea frumoasa
N-a intrat vreodata coasa.
Unde mi-i padurea deasa
De desisul din padure

Nu s-atinse vreo secure,
Tn temeiul codrului

Cale nu-i, carare nu-i,
Ci-i o rariste de brazi

Si un ochi voios de iaz

S-o gradina cu prilaz

S-o0 cascioara cu necaz,
Iar la usa casei creste
Teiul vechi care-o umbreste
Ca un viu coperamint;
Floarea-i cade fara vint

Scuturata la pamint,

Iar pe prispa cin' se vede
Cine Unga leagan sede?
Vaduvioara tinerea

Ce se stia numai ea.

Si, cum codrul se framinta,
Ea isi cinta, ea-si descinta.
Leganind cu un picior

Ea zice incetisor:

Nani, nani, puisor,

Nani, nani, copilas,

O poveste spune-t-as,
Nani, nani, Tntre noi

O poveste spune-ti-oi.

Si in pilde o s-0-mbrac

Si frumos am s-0 desfac
S-0 pricepi humai cind tac;
Catre alti nu zic nimica,
Lacrimile vale-mi pica.
Tata-meu era cioban.

Cite clipe-s intr-un an,
Tot atitia baci avea

Cu mii turme-alaturea,
Turme mii de mielusele,
Ciobanasii dupa ele,
Turme mindre si de oi,
Ciobanasii dinapoi

Cu fluiere si cimpoi,

Mai avea, de ma pricepi,
Herghelii de cai sirepi

Ce ca vijeliile Ti impleau cimpiile,

fi pasteau mosiile

Si de-a lungul riurilor
S-asterneau pustiurilor
Si in valurile ierbii
Pasteau ciutele si cerbii

Si prin munti pierduti in nouri

Avea cirduri mari de bouri:
Riuri reci, izvoare reci

in umbra-mi curgeau pe veci
S-avea munti, s-avea paduri
Si cetiti cu-ntarituri.
S-avea sate mii si mii
Presarate pe cimpii,

S-avea sate mari si mici
Pline toate de voinici.

Ce mai freamat, ce mai zbucium
Cind sunind voios din bucium

Chema tara la hotare
De-alergau cu mic cu mare
De curgeau ca riurile
Si-nnegreau pustiurile,



Amar mie-ntr-un suspin
Lacrimile vale-mi vin,

Cu niframa de le sterg
Ele tot mai tare merg.

Si frumoasa mai eram
Cum n-a mai fost neam de neam,
De-aur mi-erau pletele

Si le-mpleteau fetele,
Rumaina ca un bujor,
Eram draga tuturor.

Au venit, mari-au venit
impirati din rasarit

Sa ma ceara in petit,

Dar s-au dus cum au sosit.
Veneau crai si veneau soli
invitati in multe scoli,

Cu cuvinte asezate

Ma cerura cu dreptate.

« Buna vreme, baci batrin,
impiratul nost' stipin
Ne-au trimis a intreba

De mariti fata ori ba! »

El raspunde-atunci cinstit:
«Dragi voinici, bine-ati venit,
Dragu-mi-e sa v-ospitez,
Cu voi sa ma desfatez,
Dar oricit m-ati intrebat,
Fata n-am de maritaty.
Da-mparatul din apus

Au venit si nu s-au dus,
Doua vorbe ca mi-au spus,
Inima ca mi-au supus.

Era mindru si-narmat,

Un ostean implitosat,

Era mindru si voinic,
N-avea grija de nimic.

El inalt si eu inalta

Ne sta bine laolalta,
Potriviti cu de prisos:

Eu frumoasa, el frumos.
Amar mie-ntr-un suspin
Lacrimile vale-mi vin,

Cu niframa de le sterg,
Ele tot mai tare merg.
Auzit-au de-auzit

Petitori din rasarit

Ca eu stam sa ma marit,
Iara cum m-am maritat
Multe neamuri s-au sculat,
Casa doar ne-o vor strica
Si pe noi ne-or departa;
Mii de limbi curgeau in riuri

Rasarite din pustiuri

Si veneau adunaturi
Rasarite din paduri,

Mai cilari si mai pe jos
Tot veneau Tn nour gros;
Veneau roiuri, veneau turma
Si lasau pustiu-n urma;
Veneau turme, veneau vale
Si surpau cetati in cale.
Geaba omul meu da piept
L-impingeau tot indaript;
I-au infrint ostirile,

I-au rapit maririle,
Pustiit-au tarile,

I-au luat averile,
I-a-nnegritu-i soarele,

I-au robit popoarele.

Eu Tn codrul cel pustiu,
Ratéacind intr-un tirziu,
Am aflat din limbi straine
Cai barbatul nu-mi mai vine.
Am aflat dinspre apus

Ca barbatul mi s-au dus,
S-a dus cale nenturnata
De toti oamenii urmata.
Am aflat din rasarit

Ca barbatul mi-au murit,
S-au murit si mi-l bocea,
Lumea-ntreaga il plingea,
Plins-au toate schiturile,
Toate rasariturile

Si apusurile toate

Si noroade, limbi si gloate,
Miazanoapte, miazazi:
Nu-1 mai putura trezi.
Plins-au, mari, pe cei regi,
Pe-mparatii lumii-ntregi,
S-o furtuna se lasa

Ce pamintul I-ineca
Miaza noapte si apus
Neamuri mii pe cale-au pus,
Roiuri mari si pradatoare
A strainelor popoare

Ce curgeau, mari, curgeau
Capat nici nu mai aveau,
Ca sa puie mostenire

Pe sairmana omenire.

Cind gindesc |-asa dureri
Pare-mi-se c-au fost ieri.
Cind gindesc I-ai mei ciobani,
Pare-mi-se mii de ani...
Iara cind am auzit
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Cai barbatul mi-au murit,
Teiu-acesta am sadit,
Creste teiul si-nfloreste

Si viata mi-o umbreste.

Si in umbra-i cum triiesc
Eu nu mai imbatrinesc.
Dragul mamei copilas
Multe-n lume spune-ti-as.
Dar ma tem sa nu ma lasi,
Dar ma tem ca mi-i pricepe
Si-o sa cresti si vei incepe
Cum ca codrii nu te-ncap
Si vei lua lumea-n cap.

Ci mai dormi, mari, un pic
Ca esti crud de ani si mic,
Dormi la umbra, dormi in pace
Ca mama tie ti-a face

Sub cel tei batut de vint
Asternutul la pamint.

Cind soarele-o asfinti
Atunci vintul v-aromi

Iara tu vei adormi.

Bate-or ramurelele.

De-or strabate stelele,

Iara luna va strabate

A noastra singuratate,

Si cind vintul va sufla,
Teiul se va legana,
Florile-si va scutura,
Iarasi te va destepta

in temeiul noptii mari

Si la freamat de stejari
Sub rotirea norilor

in ciaderea florilor,

Sub lucirea stelelor

Si la jocul ielelor,

Sub frunza stejarilor,

La glasul izvoarelor.
Unde-i crucea de la cai

— Nu mai plinge, mai

— Cresc ca fratii doi molizi,
— Rizi, puiule, rizi

— Unde-s pasari in copaci
— Taci, puiule, taci

— S-adun fete si flacai

— Dormi, puiule, hai!

— S-adun cerbii cei domoli
— Scoli, puiule, scoli

— Si cum cinta, cum suspina
Glasul codrului o-ngina.

*

Saraca tara de sus

Toata faima ti s-a dus!
Acu cinci sute de ai
Numai codru imi erai,
imprejur cresteau pustii,
Se surpau imparatii,
Neamurile-mbitrineau
Craiiile se treceau

Si cetati se risipeau
Numai codrii tai cresteau.
Verde-i umbra nepatrunsi
Unde-o lume e ascunsa
Si in umbra cea de veci
Curgeau riurile reci
Limpegioare, rotitoare
Avind glasuri de izvoare.
Bistrita in stinci se zbate
Prin paduri intunecate
Si mereu se adinceste
Unde apa-abia clipeste,
Si deodata vede ca

Apa i se-mpiedica

Si de stinci i se iezeste;
Ea s-aduna si tot creste,
Se iezeste-n mindru lac
Ale carui ape tac,

Iar copacii umbri-i fac,
Pe deasupra frunza deasa
in adine apa vegheazi
lar stejari din mal in mal
Pe deasupra-i se prival,
Virfuri sprijin deolalta
Si imi fac o bolta-naltd,
De virfuri ei se-mpletesc
Si in umbra stiapinesc

Si in vecinica riacoare
Undele-s seinteietoare.
Dintr-un mal la celalalt
A cazut un trunchi inalt,
Mi-a cizut de-a curmezisul
De fi spinzura frunzisul,
Punte lunga de-un copac
Peste-o liniste de lac,
Punte lunga, punte mare
De mi-o poti trece calare.
Iar Musatin, tinerel,
Trece puntea singurel,
Cu pieptarul de otel,

Cu cusma neagra de miel,
Cu zeghea alba pe el;
Cum venea la vinatoare
Purta arcul pe spinare,
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Tolba de sageti el are;

Cu lungi plete pin' pe spate
Dar la frunte retezate.
Copilas in haine strimte
Usurel mi se mai simte;

De ocheste-o caprioara
Soimul pe deasupra-i zboara;
De-si intinde mina-n sus
Soimu-n palma i s-a pus;

Si tot vine chiuind

Si din frunza tot pocnind

Si cind prinde a cinta
Codrii-ncep a rasuna:
«Auzi draga, auzi mama

Pe Musatin cum te cheama? »
Nime-n juru-i nu era
Numai mierla suiera,

Iara el se cobora

Unde apa tremura.

[lar Tn codru] mierla zice:

« Ce citi tu, biiat, pe-aice ?»
« Creste, codri, si te-ndeasa,
Numai de-o cirare-mi lasa,
Sa te trec in curmezis,

Doar de-oi da de-un luminis
[Siin el] izvor de apa

Sa vad soimul cum s-adapa ».
Zice codrul linistit:

« M-am pus de am infrunzit
Pentru ci tu m-ai dorit,
Iara valurile suna
Miscatoare se aduna,
Printre pinzele de frunza
Cearca soare sa patrunza,
Ard in umbra la racoare
Petele scinteietoare

Si pe-a undelor bataie
Varsa lumina vapaie,

Pe siroaie limpezi, lungi
Zboari razele ca dungi »
Sub un vechi stejar pletos
Ce-si ldsa crengile-n jos
Musatin se intindea

Punind arcu-aliturea.

« Codri, codri, dragul meu
Pare ca ti-am spus-o eu

Sa suni din frunza mereu.
Ca, de cind nu te-am vazut,
Multa vreme a trecut

Si, de cind nu te-am catat,
Multi lume am umblat.
Codrule, Maria-ta,

Lasa-ma sub poala ta,
Ca nimica n-oi strica

Fara num-o ramurea.
Sa-mi atirn armele-n ea.

Si le-atirn la capul meu,
Unde mi-oi asterne eu

Sub cel tei batut de vint

Cu floarea pin-in pamint.
Sa ma culc cu fata-n sus

Si sa dorm, dormire-as dus,
Dar s-aud si-n visul meu
Draga codri, glasul tau,
Din cea rariste de fag,
Doina rasunind cu drag,
Cum jelind se tragana
Frunza de mi-o leagana,
Iara vintul molcomit

Va vedea c-am adormit

Si prin tei va rascoli

Si cu flori m-a coperi».
Codrul i se inchina

Si din ramuri cliatina:

« Mai Musatin, mai Musatin,
\Voios ramurile-mi clatin

Si voios ti-as cuvinta:

Sa traiesti, Maria ta...

Hai, Musat, sa ne-ntelegem
Si-mparat sa ni te-alegem
impirat izvoarelor

Si al caprioarelor,

Asezat la vrun pariu

Sa scoti fluierul din briu,
Tu sa cinti si eu sa cint,
Frunza-mi toata s-o framint,
S-0 pornesc vuind in vint
Pe izvoara

Din ponoara

Unde pasarile zboara,
Unde crengile-mi se pleaca
Si caprioarele joaca ».
Apa-i zice: « O, copile,
Miinile intinde-mi-le,
Vino-n fundul luminos

Ca tu esti copil frumos! »
Iar Musatin ii raspunde:

« Geaba ma momesti in unde,
Geaba, codri, dragul meu,
Tmi suni din frunze mereu
Caci m-oi duce de la tine,
Frunza-o plinge dupa mine,
Ca de suflet ma apuca



Dor de cale, dor de duca,

Si desi mi-asa de jele

De plinsul maicutei mele,
Eu m-as duce, m-as tot duce,
Dor sa nu ma mai apuce.

Si m-as duce-n cale lunga,
Dor sa nu ma mai ajunga,
in zadar pe vint mi cheamai
Dor de casa, glas de mama,
in zadar riasuni-n vint
Cici asa menit eu sint:
Sa-mi fac cale pe pamint,
Sa-mi intind cararile,

Sa cutreire tarile,

Tarile si marile.

Fire-ar tare glasul meu,

Ca sa treaca tot mereu

De ori unde oi fi eu:

Peste ape, peste punti

Peste codri de pe munti

Sa ajunga pin'acasa

Unde mama-mi sti de tasa
Si sa-i spue-n multe rinduri:
Nu muri, mama, de ginduri ».
« Nu te duce, mai copile,

Ci de ai [in] lume zile

Toate daruieste-mi-le !»

Tu sa stii, iubite frate,

Ca nu-s codru, ci cetate,
Dar de mult sint fermecat
Si de somn intunecat,
Numai noaptea cind soseste
Luna-n cer calitoreste,
Umbra-mi toata mi-o petrece
Cu lumina ei cea rece.

O, atunci din corn imi suna
Toti copacii impreuna,
Suna jalnic frunza-n luna
Iara lumea mea s-aduna,
Caci copac dupa copac

Toti deodata se desfac.

Din stejar cu frunza deasa
lese mindra-o-mparateasa
Cu par lung pini la cilciie
Si cu haine aurie,

Mindra-i este rochia

Si 0 cheama Dochia!

Din copaci fara de numar
Ies copii cu soimi pe umar
Si copile multe iese

Cu-a lor minece sumese,

Si pe umcrele goale

Poarta donite si oale;

Se porneste-atunci un zbucium,
Suna un dulce glas de bucium,
Pe carari fara de urme

Vin cerboaicele in turme

Si mugesc incet atit

Cu talangele la git

Si asteapta rabdatoare

Mini frumoase de fecioare,
De le mulg in donicioare.
Caci sa stii, iubite frate,

Ca nu-s codru ci cetate,

Dar vrajit eu sint de mult
Pina cind o sa ascult
Réasunind din deal in deal
Cornul mindru triumfal

Al craiului Decebal.

Atunci trunchii-mi s-or desface
Si-n palate s-or preface,

Vei vedea iesind din ele

Mii copile tinerele

Si din brazii cit de mici

Vei vedea iesind voinici,
Caci la sunetul de corn
Toate-n viata se intorn».
Iara soimul, sprintenel,

Pe deasupra-i zboara el:
«Hai Musatin, mai Musatin,
\oios aripile-mi clatin

Pe-al tau coif m-as aseza

Si din gura-as cuvinta:

— Sa traiesti, Maria ta — ».
«Ramii, codri, sanatos,

Cia ma cheama apa-n jos

Si menit in lume sint

Sa-mi fac cale pe pamint! »
Si Musatin s-apropie

De Bistrita argintie,
Luntrea se juca pe val,

O dezleaga de la mal,
Sare-n ea si 1i da drum,

Ca sageata zboar-acum.

Si, [plutind pe] repezi ape,
[Dorul zarii nu-I incape]

Si mergind, mergind departe,
Apa-n doui o desparte,

Cu largi brazde de argint
Ce se misca stralucind,

Si in umbra mi-| cuprind

Si prin valea boltit oare
Numai p-ici si pe colea
Soarele mai patrundea,
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Ici e umbra, colo soare

Pe ape tremuritoare.

El pe maluri inflorite
Vede turme ratacite,

[In poieni] el vede cerbii
Trecind valurile ierbii,
Caii pasc linga piraie,

Ca la lebede se-ndoaie
Gitul lor. lar capul mic
Ei deodata il ridic

Si urechile ciulesc

Pe cind luntrea o zaresc.
El plutea, plutea mereu.
Codrul suna blind si greu,
Cind deodata zi se face
Codru-n doua se desface
Si pe ape rotitoare
Scinteiaza mindru soare.
Si-naintea-i vede-un munte
Cu-a lui crestete carunte,
S-a cladit stinca pe stinca
Tncepind din vale-adinci
Si purtind cu el paduri
Peste nourii cei suri,

fsi ridica in senin

Crestet de zapada plin.

Si spre mal si-ndreapta iara
Luntrea mica si usoara,
Iar Musatin se coboara,
Calea muntelui apuca
Pina-n virfuri sa se duca,
Pin’ ce noaptea l-a ajuns
n cel codru nepitruns.
Dar cu noaptea-n cap porneste,
Se tot urca voiniceste,
Doara culmea va sui-0

Pe cind s-o miji de ziua.
Pe culmea cea inaltata

El ajunge deodata

Si, facindu-si ochii roata,
El priveste lumea toata;
Vede cerul sfintului

Si fata pamintului:

Ca, departe, se-ntind sesuri
Ce cu ochii nu le masuri,
Unde soarele cel sfint
Parca iese din pamint;
Colo-n zarea depirtata
Nistrul mare i s-arata
Dinspre tarile tatare

Si, departe, curge-n mare.
La liman, ca si o salba,

Se-nsira Cetatea Alba.
Iar pe fata marii line

Trec corabiile pline,

Trec, departe de pamint,
Pinzele umflate-n vint.
Iar privind spre miazazi,
Dunairea el o zari

Tntr-un arc spre mare-ntoarsi
Si pe sapte guri se varsa.
De la Nistru pin‘la ea
Tara mindra se-ntindea,
Vede sesuri fumegind,
Dealuri mindre inverzind,
Vede codri cum coboara,
Deal cu deal, scara cu scara,
Rasfirindu-se pe ses

Unde riurile ies

Si, pe virfuri de paduri,
Manastiri cu-ntarituri.
Vede tirguri, vede sate

Pe cimpie presarate.

Vede mindrele cetati
Stapinind pustietati,

Vede turmele de oi

Cu ciobanii dinapoi,

Cu fluiere si cimpoi

Iara hergheliile

Petreceau cimpiile

Si s-asterneau vintului

Ca umbra pamintului

Si de-a lungul riurilor
Se-asterneau pustiurilor.
Iara soimul tinerel

Pe deasupra-i zboari el
Si din guri-i cuvinta:

« Sa traiesti, Maria ta!
Cita lume, cita zare

De la Nistru pin' la mare:
Fa-ti odata ochii roata
C-aceasta-i Moldova toatay.

*

Dragos Voda cel Bitrin

Pe Moldova e stipin

Si domnind cu toata slava
Sade-n scaun la Suceava,
La Suceava laudata

Cu ziduri inconjurata,
Zid de piatra-nalt si gros
Ca pe el merg cinci pe jos
Si au loc cu de prisos;

Ca merg trei calari alaturi
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Si mai au loc pe de laturi
Caii mindri sa si-1 joace
Cind ncolo, cind Tncoace.

Iar din negri trunchi de stinca

Peste valea cea adinca,

Pe deasupra de cetate,

De biserici si palate,

Sta domneasca cetatuie
Ce cu crestele-i se suie,
Repezite inspre nori
Peste codri sunatori,
Cu-a ei ziduri, cu-a ei bolti
Si cu turnuri pe la colti,
Ziduri grele si cu creste
Cum au fost si nu mai este.
Printre arcurile grele,
Printre negrele zabrele
Abia soarele strabate
Intre tinzi Tntunecate;

in pereti de piatra goala
Au infipt faclii de smoala,
Fumegind cu flacari rosii
Lumineaza-ntunecosii
Stilpi de piatra grei si suri
Unde-atirna armaituri,
Aritind a lor rugina

Sub faclia de rasina,
Paveze, manusi leite,
Caste mindre, poleite

Si pieptare, obrazare

Si arcuri de vinatoare.
lar in fundul salei drepte
Se-nalta pe sapte trepte
Tronul Domnului crestin,
Coperit de-un baldachin,
Iara-n jetul auriu

Sade Dragos brumariu,
Barba alba pina-n briu,
Cu ochi negri viforosi;
Coroana de aur ros
Stralucind frumos pe frunte
Peste pletele carunte;
Pe-a hlamidei sale cute
Flori de aur sint cusute;
Si cu fata inteleapta

Si cu schiptru-n mina dreapta

Ochii mindri si-i indreapta.
lar |-a tronului picioare
Se insira pe covoare

Jeturi de lemn dat la strug
Sapate cu mestesug;

Icea sese, colo sese

Pentru boierii alese.

La a tronului sau scari
Sed in doua parti boieri
Asezati, dup-a lor trepte,
Ca poruncile-i s-astepte.
Vornicul Térii de jos

Sta Tn scaun luminos,

Un batrin si blind mosneag
Cu albastrul lui toiag,
Ce-i cu aur impletit,

Cu pietre acoperit;

lar de-acesta mai in sus
Vornicul Tarii de sus:

Sta cu plete colilie
Parcilabul de Chilie

Si cu genele lui albe
Parcalab Cetitii Albe.
Dupa-acestia iarasi vin
Parcalabul de Hotin;

Cel din Neamt si de la Vrance !
Rezimat statea pe lance,
Iar pe toti i-ntrece-n slava
Pircalabul de Suceava.

Si astfel jur-imprejur

Sed in blane de samur,

Cu pieptare la un fel

Si cu mineci de otel.

[Dragos Voda cel batrin
Pe Moldova e stapin:]
Tn Suceava, in cetate,
Adunat-a Direptate.
[1880]

Nota editorului. Langa traducerea in engleza
trimisa la noi de d-l George Anca, am
considerat util a adduga si versiunea in limba
romana.
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