
Cântec din Chioar
A song from Chioar

Rough translation

Damn you, the feeling of longing!
I wish I had an axe to kill you
I  wish  I  had  a  hatchet  to  cut  you  into 
pieces,
So that you wouldn’t hurt me anymore
And damn you, my sweetheart,
Because you take me by the hand
And lead me to hell

No matter how many feelings of longing
There might be on earth,
None is as sweet as yours
Whenever I miss you, I stop and laugh
And start to cry
Damn you, vows, as I can’t keep my word

Whoever I love is not unpleasant to me
As hideous as they may be.



Phonetic transcription

[ˈardəte ˈfoku de dor
nam toˈpor sə te oˈmor məj
ˈardəte ˈfoku de dor
kə nam toˈpor sə te oˈmor
niʧj səˈkure sə te taj
da sə ˌnumj ˈfaʧj aˈtɨta baj
məj ˈdorule
ʃi ˈardəte ˈfoku om drag 
tu de ˈmɨnə mə ˈduʧj la jad
aj laj laj laj laj laj laj 
məj ˈdorule / məj dor

ˈkɨte ˈdorurj ɨs pe ˈlume
ka al ˈtəu nu sɨnt de ˈbune
ˈkɨte ˈdorurj ɨs pe ˈlume
da ka al ˈtəu nu sɨnt de ˈbune
kə ˈdorul ˌtəu ˌunde maˈʒunʤe
ˈstau ʃi rɨd ʃinˈʧep a ˈplɨnʤe
məj ˈdorule
kə ˈardəl ˈfoku ˌʒurəˈmɨnt
kə nul pot ʦiˈnɛa la rɨnd
aj laj laj laj laj laj laj 
məj ˈdorule / məj dor

ʧe mij drag nu mij uˈrɨt
da ˈbatər kɨt ar fi de hɨd
aj laj laj laj laj laj laj 
məj ˈdorule / məj dor]


