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Muntele Rarau... Cimbrisor si margarete
Ratacit-au vesnicia,
Géandul meu aprins de sete,
Potoli tarziu pustia.

Initiaticul drum Tn luna lui Cuptor

e vis sau mi-a fost scris? ori poate nu...
e déja-vu?

Ingerii Tmi sunt la pas

lar sihastri, Tn umbra lunii, nevazuti,
Tmi poarta gandul pe cararile domnesti
rasturnand clipa iubirii, intre stele,
ntre taine si povesti...

Frematand Tn zori Raraul,
Scalda lin privirea mintii
De se pierd prin anaforul
Bucuriei... dorul, sfintii.

sstt... s-aud greieri din Tnalt

obositi de cantul noptii... zorii plang,
numai vantul se asterne-ntre mistere,
toaca bate... Sfanta toarce firul magic
de lumina tainica, divina.

Cu sihastrii-n tihna lunii
Ascult murmur de izvoare,
Focul sfant al rugaciunii,
Gand pustiu sa Tmpresoare...



Rarau Mountain...

The initiatory journey in the month of Cuptor*

IS it a dream or was it meant for me? or maybe not...

is it déja vu?

Angels are close to me

and hermits, in the shadow of the moon, unseen,
carry my thought on princely paths

overturning the instant of love, among the stars,

between secrets and stories...

With hermits in the silence of the moon
| listen the murmur of springs,

The holy fire of prayer,

Empty thought to surround...

Wild thyme and daisies
Have wandered eternity,
My mind burning with thirst,

Quenches the desert late.

Trembling in the dawn Raraul,

It gently bathes the mind's eye

If they are lost through the anaphora
Of joy... longing, saints.

Ssstt... crickets can be heard from above

weary of the night's song... the dawn cries,

only the wind lies among the mysteries,

the semantron beats... The Saint spins the magic thread
of the mysterious, divine light.

*Cuptor — the month of July



