
Legendă în lemn
Legend cut in wood

Rough translation

Note:  this  is  a  highly  metaphoric  text, 
packed  with  symbols,  which  are 
representative for the Romanian folklore. 

Part  I  serves  as  an  exposition  to  the 
“legend” developing in the two subsequent 
parts,  telling how supernatural  forces and 
beings  plan  a  wedding  between  a  young 
man and a young woman.Parts  II and III 
unfold the story of a wooden gate making, 
which  is  an  icon  of  Maramures  county. 
The  gate  bears  several  defining  symbols 
like  the  sun  (prosperity)  and  the  cross 
(averting ill-omen), and is a sign of pride 
in the countryside. 

There were rumours in the world
That there is grass in the earth
And that stags will die at night
And there won’t be any deer 
To bury their love at night
Boughs will turn into whips
To calm down the blizzard
To make the poplars pour the rain down
And bend their boughs to the ground
Because the catchers, the high mountains
And the fiddlers have secretly decided
To marry the young girl of the clouds
To the tall beech tree from far away
II
So they all start to dance
To the music of the fiddle
Young men die slowly on the porch
To pity the beech 
And its holy forehead
So they secretly set out
Sneaking in the middle of the night
As if going for a swim
To cut down the tall beech
III
So three people came early in the morning
Dragging the horizon behind them
And the pride of the beech tree
Down the village lane 



Phonetic transcription
I
(A) [se zvoˈnise pre pəˈmɨntu
(Tutti) dor roˈtund zguˈrit dɛarˈʃiʦe
(A) ˌblesteˈmate ˈveʃti din vɨnt
(S) al arkuˈite pe furˈtunə
ˈkɨten ˈsoare ˈkɨten ˈlunə
(B) ˈziʧe ˈlumɛa kə ˌpɛapˈroape
se asˈkund ɨn ˈhumə jerbi
(SAT) ʃjor pjeˈri la ˈnɔapte ˈʧerbi
(B) ˈʧute nor maj fi səŋˈgrɔape
ˈdragostea ɨn mjez de ˈnɔapte
(S) ˈkrenʤile sor ˈfaʧe ˈbiʧj

ˈviskolul səl ˌpotoˈlɛaskə
(ATB) ka sə ˈiʃte ˈplopij ˈplɔaje
ˈkrenʤile sə ʃi lenˈdɔaje
kə sau ˌsfətuˈit pɨnˈdarij 
ˈmunʦij mari ʃi ˌləuˈtarij
sə məˈrite ˈfata ˈnorij
ku un fag din ˈkɔasta ˈzərij]
II
[(B) ʃi se ˌklətiˈnarən dans
(T) ʃi se ˌlegəˈnarən dans
ˈʧerul ˈʧeterijn baˈlans
(SA) ˈdupo ˈfatə ˈfata ˈnorij
(TB) ˈdupə ˈfata ˈnorij
(ATB) mor pe ˈprispənˈʧet fiˈʧorij
(SB) de neˈkaz sə ˌmiluˈjaskə
ˈfagun ˈfruntɛa luj ʧeˈrɛaskə
(AT) de neˈkaz səl ˌmiluˈjaskən 
ˈfruntea luj ʧeˈrɛaskə
(T) ˌʃjau porˈnit ˈməre pjeˈziʃ
ɨn mjez de ˈnɔapte pe fuˈriʃ
ˌsufleˈkaʦi de ˌskəldəˈtɔare
(B) ˈfagul ˈmunte səl doˈbɔare
(T) ku səˈkuri
(B) ɨn ˌkodoˈruʃte
(T) ˈfjerul ˈbardej 
(ATB) sə mil ˈmuʃte
III
(A) ˌʃjau veˈnit deˈvreme trej
tɨˈrɨnd ˈzarɛa ˈdupə jej
(Tutti) ʃi mɨnˈdria ˈfaguluj
pe ˈuliʦa ˈsatuluj
ka səl ˈfakə cu foˈlos
stɨlp de ˈpɔartə ˌnoroˈkos
(B) ˈuliʦij vorˈbind fruˈmos
To make a gate pillar out of it
That would bring good luck
And that would be adorned with

Flowers and the sun, cranes,
The moon, and the mountains,
The water and the good
So that it would avert 
The bad and the death
And would make 
The whole world know
That there will be a wedding
The gate stands unyielding to time
As it is cut in fire and blood
It has turned the beautiful beech
Into a marvellous thing
So that it stands as a symbol
Of dignity and freedom
But there is still the sky
That still swings in the dance
Longing for a girl
The girl of the clouds
Don’t the young men still die beautifully.

(Tutti) ˌɨnkrusˈtat ku ˈflori ʃi ˈsori
ˌrəstigˈnind pe el koˈkorj

(ATB) ˈluna ˈmunʦij ˈsɔarele



(Tutti) ˈapele ʃi ˈbinele
sə rəˈmɨjen ˈpragul ˈporʦij
ˈrəul ʃi ku ˈduhul ˈmorʦij
(ATB) zvon de ˈveste 
ˈvestɛan ˈlume 
(Tutti) ˈnuntan sat ɨn lemn sə ˈsune
(spoken) ˈporʦij ˈtimpul nuj aˈʒunʤe
ˌɨnkrusˈtat ɨn fok ʃi ˈsɨnʤe
ɨl fəˈku din fag fəˈlos
din fruˈmos ɨn maj fruˈmos//
sə rəˈmɨje ˈpeste sat
semn de nɛam ˌneatɨrˈnat
ˈnumaj ˈʧerul ɨn baˈlans
se maj ˈklatinə ɨn dans
ˈdupo ˈfatə ˈfata ˈnorij
tot maj mor fruˈmos fiˈʧorij]


