Trist
de CONSTANTIN CUBLESAN

Sunt trist ca o barca uitata
Si pustiu ca un tarm parasit,
Reci talazuri imi scalda privirea —

Inima, 1ata, a imbatranit.

Stau ticut in bataia furtunii
Si ma clatin adanc peste ape;
Exilat la marginea lumii

Doar de mine ma simt mai aproape.

Dac-as vrea m-as deprinde de-odata
Si-as pleca peste ape, cum Crist
Dar cararea — o! stiu! — e tradata

Si degeaba ar fi sd insist.

Nu mai am nici dorinta, nici vlaga
Fluxul marii, pe rand le-a spalat
Sunt pustiu, chiar de viata mi-e draga

Dar sa vreau sa iubesc, e pacat...



Sad

I’m sad like a forgotten boat,
And empty like a lonely coast,
The waves reflected in my sight are cold —

Behold ! My heart is old.

I keep the silence in the storm
And rock deeply in the sea;
I am abandoned in the world,

I feel myself so close to me.

If I had liked, I would have broken
Away and come by water as Christ did,
But - oh! I know ! The path is trodden,

It is so useless to insist.

I’ve neither wish nor force,
The tide successively laved all,
I love my life despite its empty course,

And wish of love is sin into my soul....
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