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In dusk's stillness,  

old streets breathe whispers,  

children chase shadows,  

laughter, a frail echo,  

fleeing as the sun dips,  

heavy with dusk's embrace.  

To remember  

is to dance on memory's edge,  

where forgotten dreams cling  

like moths to a flame,  

flickering between worlds—  

the shimmering past,  

the stuttering present.  

A mother gathers  

the remnants of a life—  

sweaters, a worn doll,  

each stitch a story,  

each button a lost promise,  

migration’s weight  

woven into fabric.  

Earth, Cracked and Parched

The earth, cracked and parched,  

screams beneath our feet,  

as politicians banter,  

words like sugar-coated lies,  

dissolving in the heat,  

while glaciers weep,  

silent witnesses of time.  

A child, wide-eyed,  

watches the sky blaze orange,  

dreams painted in fire's hues,  

the glow of hope and despair—  

the balance of survival,  

fragile as a bird poised to flee.  

Walls of denial rise,  

brick by brick,  

fortresses of ignorance,  

each day a fresh façade,  

the future crumbles beneath.  

Memories Resound

In yesterday’s ruins,  

ghosts of decisions linger,  

haunted by echoes of  

torn fields, empty homes,  

where laughter once bloomed,  

now silence remains,  

a testament to loss.  

And still, we dream—  

dream of rivers unpolluted,  

skies unchoked by greed,  

hands clasped across borders,  

stitched in threads of humanity.  

But dreams can fracture,  

shattered glass glinting  

beneath unfulfilled promise.  

The tides of time wash over,  

pulling at our feet,  

past struggles intertwine  

with present crises,  

the cyclical dance of hope and despair,  

heartbeats of those before,  

and those yet to rise.  

In every face,  

the weight of a generation,  

eyes reflecting the flicker  

of a million struggles,  

a tapestry of emotions,  

woven tight with resilience,  

frayed at the edges,  

yearning for a hand to mend.  

Time, relentless,  

an unyielding tide,  

crashes against shores,  

reminding us of what was lost,  

what hangs in balance,  

the urgency palpable,  

resolve trembling,  

yet flickering still—  

a candle in the wind.  

Here we stand, echoes of time  

ringing in our ears,  

facing storms of our making,  

holding dreams in trembling palms,  

and amidst the chaos, may we find strength,  

to rise, to dream, to hope,  

to echo the fight  

and illuminate shadows.
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Din când în când (From Dawn to Dusk)
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In a realm where stars  

flicker like distant dreams,  

a migrant’s gaze unfurls—  

cascades of hope,  

yet shadows stretch  

beneath a tattered sky,  

each twinkle a whisper  

of homes far away,  

where laughter once bloomed  

like a symphony,  

now silenced by storms'  

relentless echoes.  

In crowded streets,  

a politician's tongue dances,  

promises like fleeting clouds,  

drifting, dispersing  

under scrutiny,  

as murmurs rise,  

voices mingled with despair,  

weaving tales of hunger,  

futures snuffed out,  

lost in the haze  

of self-serving words.  

A child clutches dreams,  

crumpled like fallen leaves  

amidst the ruins of yesterday,  

crumbling bricks where laughter  

once flourished—  

a wilting flower  

in the harsh light of truth,  

fragile as hope,  

yet defiant in chaos.  

Stretch forth your hands  

to the fading light,  

to whispers of the heart,  

for in each struggle,  

roots of rebirth dig deep,  

craving sun, rain,  

the touch of tomorrow's promise.  

Let us gather shards,  

remnants of our dreams,  

forge them anew in fire,  

to build a bridge  

across chasms of despair,  

where history’s weight  

is a lesson, not a chain.  

In this tapestry of voices,  

woven with threads of resilience,  

we find our shared heartbeat—  

pulsing with urgency,  

echoing through time:  

the call of humanity,  

to rise,  

to hope,  

to heal.  

So as day fades,  

let us yearn for dawn,  

where each struggle  

becomes a song,  

and from ashes of desolation,  

we reclaim our wings  

and soar beyond the night. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Din cand în cand

[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]

I.  

A brittle dawn fractures,  

shadows stretch in silent ache;  

the sun, a weary eye,  

watches dreams take flight—  

kites of color, frayed seams,  

tethered to earth,  

where whispers of hope  

crumble like stale bread,  

migrants tracing paths of dust  

beneath a sky, painted grey.

II.  

Rivers of souls cascade,  

each drop a story,  

each wave a heartbeat—  

bodies caught in currents,  

fleeing fire, hatred's breath,  

to shores of unseen futures,  

where land wears a crown  

of ragged expectations,  

and the air thickens  

with the weight of what was left.

III.  

Political storms brew,  

winds howl through hollow halls,  

where promises dance like phantoms—  

fading echoes of change,  

lost in denial’s haze,  

as leaders rise like towers,  

casting long shadows on those  

who dare dream of peace,  

only to find the ground  

beneath them cracked, crumbling.

IV.  

The earth wails, a mother torn,  

her voice a haunting melody,  

crying out for balance,  

as icebergs weep into oceans,  

fragile as hope in cold hands.  

Yet we march forward,  

overconfidence blinding,  

eyes locked on tomorrow,  

while today slips away—  

a mirage in desert sands.

V.  

In quiet moments,  

heartbeats echo,  

a symphony of grief—  

each pulse a reminder  

of loss, laughter lost,  

the weight of an empty chair  

at the table, where dreams once danced,  

now gathering dust,  

as we reach for stars  

in a canopy of fading light.

VI.  

But in cycles of strife,  

beneath despair's layers,  

blooms a stubborn flower,  

resilience unyielding,  

roots entwined in rubble,  

cradling earth with love,  

reminding us that in struggle,  

there's beauty, there's strength,  

and perhaps, just perhaps,  

a glimpse of dawn beyond the night.

*Din cand în cand*,  

we rise and fall,  

the dance of humanity—  

a tapestry woven with pain,  

stitched with threads of hope,  

as we navigate this fragile world,  

together,  

in a cycle that never ends.
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În umbra unui brad bătrân,  

unde vântul răsuflă tăcut,  

momente se pierd,  

ca frunzele de toamnă,  

într-o lume ce uită  

să asculte ecoul dorinței.  

Cine mai ține minte  

voci din absență,  

părinți ce-au plecat  

cu ochii plini de stele,  

dar sufletele, închise-n cuști?  

Cine mai știe  

că umbra vântului  

se înalță  

când plouă cu mângâiere?  

Privind la orizont,  

unde soarele se destramă,  

chipuri de oameni,  

cu valize de neîmpliniri,  

migranți pe cărări uitate,  

cu inimi grele,  

dar vise ușoare,  

ca fumul de țigară  

uitat pe masa unui bar.  

Politica jocului de-a v-ați ascunselea,  

un dans pe sârma subțire,  

între certitudini de carton  

și promisiuni deșarte;  

ne regăsim în reflecții  

când negura e densă,  

iar stelele murmură  

despre uitare.  

Ne pierdem în negura zilelor,  

când urgența devine ecou  

al unei lumi ce strigă,  

dar nu ne aude,  

în timp ce valurile cresc  

și știința e o poveste  

spusă doar să ne liniștească.  

Între dorințe și neputințe,  

un pod de amintiri se clădește,  

de la rădăcini la frunze,  

de la pierdere la regăsire;  

dar timpul,  

hoț fără milă,  

ne fură secunda,  

ne fură clipa,  

ne fură tot ce-am fost.  

Astfel, din când în când,  

ne strângem pe noi,  

într-o lume pulsând,  

sub presiunea tăcerii,  

având un singur gând:  

să nu uităm,  

să nu ne lăsăm  

captivi în absența  

unor trăiri  

care ne definesc.  

Fiecare pas, un strigăt,  

fiecare amintire, o flacără,  

fiecare lacrimă, un râu  

ce curge spre oceanul uitării;  

dar noi,  

noi suntem aici,  

în mijlocul furtunii,  

împărtășind povești  

din când în când.  
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Ca două oglinzi  (A Dual Reflection)
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I. The Mirror of Loss  

In dawn’s fractured glass,  

a woman stands, weathered yet bold,  

her breath a fog against the chill,  

each exhale a memory—  

draped in hues of home,  

she sees the edges fray:  

the river crossed,  

now a wasteland of dreams.  

“Where have the waters gone?” she whispers  

to the silence around her.  

II. The Mirror of Denial  

Across the street, a man surveys,  

eyes bright as the morning sun,  

yet blind to shadows creeping near.  

He clutches green bills,  

as if they could buy back the sky.  

“Climate change, a hoax,” he laughs,  

while storms churn in the distance.  

“Progress is ours to wield,”  

he quips, unaware of the tide  

that swells just beyond the light.  

III. The Mirror of Fragmented Truths  

Reflections collide with every storm,  

a shared street, yet miles apart.  

She gathers her children close,  

the sky heavy with unspent rain,  

and he, in his luxury car,  

speeds past—a fleeting echo.  

The scent of burnt oil rising,  

while she tastes salt of her fears.  

Unseen threads bind their fates—  

a tapestry frayed by indifference.  

IV. The Mirror of Silent Recognition  

One moment—a crack in chaos,  

a glance that lingers,  

their eyes meet in the storm’s eye.  

He sees her truth reflected,  

a history of struggle;  

she sees his fear of losing ground.  

In that fleeting intersection,  

the world falls away,  

barriers dissolve in despair,  

they find a flicker of hope—  

a shared humanity,  

a reminder:  

we are not alone.  

In the chaos, we are mirrors,  

reflecting each other's shadows,  

and in echoing silence,  

we dare to understand.  

V. The Mirror of Tomorrow  

So let us walk, hand in hand,  

through the fog of our making,  

as earth trembles beneath us,  

and skies weep their reckoning.  

Together, we’ll weave a new story,  

of resilience and reclamation,  

for every lost child, every fading shore.  

May we find strength in reflections,  

a chorus rising from the ruins,  

where past meets present,  

and in that fragile moment,  

we become whole—  

two mirrors,  

one heart.  
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Ca două oglinzi  (LIKE Two Mirrors)
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In dawn's stillness,  

the world shatters—fractured glass,  

reflections whisper truths,  

each shard a silence  

woven with echoes,  

lost voices entwined in the sea's breath.  

I. Loss  

I stand at water's edge,  

where waves kiss my feet,  

a mirror to the past,  

its surface a trembling pulse.  

Ghosts wander,  

lost in relentless tides,  

their names dissolving like salt.  

Eyes once vibrant, now void,  

as the horizon steals their light.  

I call to fading shapes,  

but the wind carries  

only my despair.  

II. Hope  

Yet beneath sorrow's weight,  

a flicker, a tender bloom—  

hope rises like dawn,  

piercing clouds of grief.  

In cracks of broken glass,  

colors bleed and merge—  

remnants of wholeness,  

of what could be;  

children's laughter igniting  

the air, unafraid of dark.  

III. Despair  

A storm brews at the horizon,  

political shadows loom,  

migrants tread shifting sands,  

each step a question,  

each sigh a silent scream.  

Denial drapes in pride,  

overconfidence a chained truth,  

while the earth weeps beneath us,  

its wounds exposed,  

climate's quiet fury igniting,  

the past a heavy anchor,  

the future a fog of doubt.  

IV. Resilience  

Yet amid chaos,  

voices rise in unison,  

a choir of the defiant,  

refusing mere reflection.  

Fractured glass, a prism,  

each hue a story,  

each struggle a note  

in survival's symphony—  

the rhythm of undying will.  

In this dance of resilience,  

we find strength in shadows,  

light in each other's eyes—  

a truth that binds us,  

as water binds to stone.  

Synthesis  

As mirrored faces,  

we reveal the hidden,  

depths of shared struggle,  

the weave of despair and hope.  

In ripples of reflection,  

we see not just ourselves,  

but humanity's tapestry,  

woven in pain's fabric,  

threaded with silver  

of possibility.  

This moment, this breath,  

reminds us we are not alone—  

amidst chaos, we converge,  

the shards of our existence  

sparkling under the world's weight,  

a brilliant chaos,  

a testament to life.  

In stillness,  

we shall rise together,  

as mirrors, as water,  

pieces of a fractured whole,  

reflecting not only loss,  

but the unyielding promise  

of what we can become.  
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I. Personal Journey  

In amber dusk, I trace my skin,  

each scar a story, each breath a risk—  

the wind whispers of far-off lands,  

where sunlight spills golden dreams  

onto the cobbled streets of tomorrow.  

Laughter echoes through alleyways,  

a symphony of hope,  

as I dance with shadows,  

the weight of the past,  

a feather on my heart.  

II. Collective Turmoil  

But look! The horizon darkens,  

a storm brews in the bones of the earth;  

politicians’ voices drip poison,  

promises cold as steel,  

shadows of greed clutching throats.  

Fingers point; blame shifts like sand,  

tides of injustice rising,  

the silenced cries drown  

beneath thunderous denial,  

the world spins, blind to its own reflection.  

III. Personal Journey  

Yet, I remember the sun's warmth,  

gathering my children close,  

their wide eyes full of wonder—  

we speak of dreams in twilight,  

of vast oceans, unfurling skies,  

each word a thread in hope’s tapestry,  

woven with laughter that stings,  

the bittersweet taste of freedom  

on our lips, unyielding, resilient.  

IV. Collective Turmoil  

But the ground trembles beneath us,  

the earth gasps for breath;  

climate’s fury, a tempest unleashed,  

fires of discontent warm cold hearts,  

while leaders strut, overconfident,  

blinded by the glitter of their own reflections—  

the clock ticks, a relentless drum,  

reminding us of chaos  

echoing in silence.  

V. Personal Journey  

In this dance of displacement,  

I embrace the unknown,  

each step a whispered prayer,  

my heart a compass,  

pointing toward tomorrow,  

where love transcends borders,  

a bridge over turbulent waters,  

as we hold hands,  

united in dreams.  

VI. Collective Turmoil  

Yet, night deepens,  

and still we stand divided,  

our voices a cacophony  

lost in indifference,  

while skies weep for change,  

the tides of time refuse to relent.  

In the mirror of our choices,  

we see humanity’s ghost,  

haunted by apathy,  

each reflection a reminder  

of the cost of disregard.  

VII. Resolution  

So let us weave our stories,  

threads in a fraying tapestry,  

where every strand speaks of struggle,  

and every knot binds tighter—  

for in this dance of reflections,  

we find the pulse of existence,  

the urgent rhythm of a world awakening,  

where hope dares to bloom  

amidst the ashes of our past,  

and the journey continues,  

a relentless pursuit of light,  

echoing softly, fiercely,  

within the heart of our shared humanity.
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*In the glass of years, shadows meld,*  

*An elder’s gaze meets a world aflame,*  

*Reflections flicker, in silence held,*  

*Caught in the web of their own name.*  

The Mirror of Memory  

*He whispers to a faded photo,*  

*Childhood smiles, sunlit grace aglow,*  

*Yet outside, sirens pierce the air,*  

*As cities crumble, we lose our care.*  

The World Outside  

*A nation splintered, echoes of ire,*  

*Streets pulse with footsteps, a march to dawn,*  

*Promises linger on a crumbling pyre,*  

*Trust a ledger, easily drawn.*  

Intertwined Paths  

*The elder recalls the warmth of a hand,*  

*First love, sweet laughter, the dance of night,*  

*Yet floods rise unbidden, the loss of land,*  

*Children displaced in the wake of fright.*  

A Storm Brews  

*He feels tremors beneath the old floor,*  

*Each crack a heartbeat, despair’s drumbeat,*  

*While leaders debate the unignorable,*  

*The sky darkens, a world laid bare, incomplete.*  

The Weight of Denial  

*Memory’s armor, corroding slow,*  

*With each tick of time, truths rearranged,*  

*In the mirror of self, a heavy load,*  

*We shield our hearts from the bitter exchange.*  

The Look Within  

*Yet in quiet moments, he dares to face,*  

*The beauty in chaos, love in the strife,*  

*A dance on the edge, where hope finds grace,*  

*Yet whispers of loss echo through his life.*  

The Fragmented Reflection  

*Two mirrors collide, distorting the view,*  

*The world trembles, yet love still remains,*  

*Through political storms, skies gray and blue,*  

*A tapestry woven with laughter and pains.*  

Unresolved Tension  

*As twilight descends on the fragile scene,*  

*He wonders what legacy lingers, unseen,*  

*In the tempest’s embrace, what could have been,*  

*In echoes of time, what truths glean.*  

Endnote  

*Through the glass, where reflections entwine,*  

*We witness the struggle, heartbeats of fate,*  

*In the world’s dance, in the passage of time,*  

*Our stories converge, yet the hour grows late.*  
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You sit on a weathered bench, its splintered wood cool against your skin—a stark contrast to the sun's warmth, spilling through branches like liquid gold. Your gaze wanders, drawn from the rustling leaves to a figure in the distance. An artist. He moves gracefully, as though the air itself bends to his will, a paintbrush swirling in his hand. The vibrant hues he splashes against the wall pulse with life, each stroke a heartbeat in the urban landscape, an echo of existence amid the mundane.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” he calls, catching your eye. His voice is rich, full of energy, pulling you into his vibrant world. You nod, though skepticism clings to you like a shadow, a whisper in the recesses of your mind. What is beauty, really? Just a fleeting moment, a flicker of color in the relentless gray of existence.

He steps back, assessing his work—a mural of chaotic brilliance. “Every brushstroke is a miracle,” he declares, fervor glinting in his eyes. “Look at it! It’s not just paint; it’s a conversation between me and the universe.” He turns to you, a spark of challenge igniting in his gaze. “What do you see?”

You hesitate, your mind a battlefield of fleeting thoughts. “I see... impermanence. It will fade, wash away with the next rain. What good is that?”

He laughs, a sound that echoes like music through the stillness. “Ah, but isn’t that the beauty of it? Every moment is ephemeral. Each stroke reflects joy and pain, love and loss. It’s all here.” His arms widen, embracing the world around you. “In the imperfections, we find meaning. The mural won’t last forever, but it exists now, alive in this moment.”

As you watch the colors merge, a riot of reds and blues, yellows and greens, there’s a rhythm to his movements—a dance that pulls you in, a hypnotic lure. “You believe in miracles?” you ask, your voice barely above a whisper, the question hanging thick in the air like the scent of fresh paint, heavy with possibility.

“Of course! Every day is a miracle waiting to be painted,” he replies, his eyes sparkling with conviction. “Even in the mundane, there’s magic. It’s all about perspective.” He leans closer, conspiratorial, his breath warm against the coolness of your skin. “Do you ever stop to notice how the light hits the pavement after a rain? Or how laughter can shatter the silence?”

You feel his passion envelop you, wrapping around your doubts like a comforting embrace. “But what of suffering? What of the darkness?” you press, needing to understand how he reconciles joy with the weight of pain.

For a heartbeat, his smile falters, the light in his eyes dimming. “Darkness is part of the dance,” he murmurs, as if sharing a secret. “Without it, how would we recognize the light? Every scar tells a story. Every imperfection holds a truth.” He turns back to the mural, a canvas alive with potential yet unfinished, a reflection of life itself. “This isn’t just about beauty; it’s about life. It’s about creating something out of nothing—all we have is this moment, and it’s ours to shape.”

As he speaks, the tension in your chest begins to loosen, releasing like a sigh. His conviction is intoxicating, the way he sees the world almost makes you want to grasp it, to hold onto that belief, but it slips through your fingers like grains of sand. 

“What if I can’t see it?” you ask, the vulnerability in your voice startling you, raw and unbidden. “What if I’m just lost in the gray?”

He turns, expression softening, fervor giving way to understanding—an unspoken connection blooms between you. “Then let’s find the color together.”

A hush falls, pregnant with unspoken thoughts, the silence a canvas of its own. You watch him paint, the mural evolving with each stroke—a testament to the beauty of imperfection, a reflection of life as it is: chaotic and glorious, painful yet exquisite.

As the sun begins to dip, casting long shadows across the park, a realization washes over you: the mural is incomplete, much like your own understanding of God. 

“Do you believe in miracles?” you ask again, the weight of the question heavy in the air, lingering like a suspended note in a melody. The artist pauses, his brush hovering above the wall. He looks at you, and the world around seems to hold its breath—colors waiting for an answer, for a revelation that might unravel everything you’ve ever thought about faith and existence.

And there, in the fading light, with the sound of laughter and life echoing around you, you find yourself teetering on the edge of something profound. An inkling stirs within you, a whisper that perhaps the search for meaning is an art form all its own—a canvas waiting for your brush. The space between you thickens, charged with an unasked question, and you realize that the search itself may be the masterpiece, each moment a stroke in the larger mural of existence, beautiful in its uncertainty.
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Totul este miracol II
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I. Amintiri de copilărie  

Sub cer senin, în iarba verde,  

Râsul nostru, ecou în vânt,  

Bucuria pură, zâmbet de floare,  

Dar în ochii lumii, o umbră de gând.  

II. Timpul care curge  

Timpul ne-mână, râu sălbatic,  

Pierdem povești în adâncurile lui,  

Clipele se risipesc, frunze în vânt,  

Rânduiala vieții, între bucurii și tristeți.  

III. Vise de migrație  

Pe cărări de dor, valiză în mână,  

Suflete pleacă, caută început,  

Dar unde-i azurul? Tăcerea-i răspuns,  

Să ne întoarcem sau să rămânem pierduți?  

IV. Schimbări climatice  

Norii s-au adunat, ceruri învolburate,  

Pământul plânge, uitând iubirea-i,  

Fiecare furtună, strigăt de disperare,  

Rădăcini frânte în amintiri străvechi.  

V. Negare și încredere  

Privim în față, vedem doar dorințe,  

Cu inimi de piatră, ignorăm semnele,  

Speranțe și iluzii ne țin în căutare,  

Dar miracolul crește în umbra negrului.  

VI. Pierdere de perspectivă  

Pășim printre ruine, ochii în pământ,  

Ne întrebăm ce a fost, ce va fi,  

Dar în fiecare pas, un nou început,  

Miracol tăcut, inima vieții.  

VII. Imperfecțiune și diversitate  

Fiecare chip e o poveste, un univers,  

În diversitate, găsim unitatea,  

Aplauze pentru cei ce îndrăznesc să iubească,  

Miracolul vieții, în imperfecțiuni.  

VIII. Ciclul neîncetat  

Și astfel, din ruine, înflorește speranța,  

Cu fiecare ciclu
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