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Life behind the Curtain...

Contemporary Literature Press publishing Contemporary Literature Pregsu bl i ch a
now a second volume in the series New Europe doilea volum din seria New Europe Writers . Primul a
Writers . The first one was the three-language fost volumul trilingv  Warsaw Tales apnr ut
volume Warsaw Tales which the graduate romOnnAn | i polonn i tradu
students of the MA Programme for the in Traducerea Textului Literar Contemporan.
Translation of the Contemporary Literary Text Bucharest Talesare poate de azificitini i o r

translated into Romanian. It appeared in English, a fost tradusn in limba englezn, " n part e, -



Romanian and Polish. Bucharest Taleswhich
becomes available to online readers now, was sub-
edited, proofread, illustrated and partly
translated into English by graduates of the same
MA Programme.

The series New Europe Writers began in
2005, and already has five books: Tales from
Warsaw, Prague, Bucharest, Budapet, and
Ljubljana. It was started by J o hn a 0 @a&rc
in Australia, living in Warsaw), James G. Coon
(born in the United States, having lived for ten
years in Poland, currently located in Bangkok),
and Andrew Fincham [ Engl i sh poet

The aim of New Europe Wr it er
Facebook group totals no less than 700 writers
from al|l over the worl
of a united Europebo. S
specializes in Joyce Lexicography, and is therefore
highly interested in the European spirit and
languages, we befriended NEW instantly.

John and Andy visited us in Bucharest when
they were beginning to put Bucharest Tale

editatfi, corectati | i i huWet rsattuden T
MTTLC.

Seria New Europe Writers a debutat in anul 2005
[ a aajcnclsaviod u m: Povest.
Praga, Bucurelti, Budape
acestui proiect sunt J o hn a 0 B(encnksect L

Australia, el | ocui elDamesG.
Coon(nAscut "~ n Statele Uni
dezece ani, i ar ac um Asdew ¢

Finchamf{ poet engl ez. Pagina
Facebook are peste 700 de membri, scriitori din
intreaga lume.

|l ntenTia acestui proie
promoveze | magi nea u Edtira
noastrn este specializatr
"nseamnn implicit cn vede

JoycefJadich unithn
ur mar e, sANn

spiritu
avem foarte mu

John {i Andy au vizit:
Bucurelti atunci c¢ ©n 8ucharest
Tales Masteranzi.i ur mau sn
romGni "~ n | i mba engleznfc



together. The book we are publishing now is a
collection of stories and poems about old and new
Bucharest, written by Romanian writers of two
generations, and by foreigners who have come to
know Romania and its capital.

The five books NEW has published so far
come to support the conviction that Europeans are
bound to understand one another and stick
together, like one big family. James Joyce himself
woul d have
tothe Travelling Reader
Cu r t awritterdfor a voyeurwho is eager to peep
in.

Bucharest, 11 April 2014

enjoyed the:

care Contemporary Literature Presspublic n  a c u
alcAntuitn din povestiri |
BucureltipoeTirilsiei plreom@n io

gener d Biriitdi precum [i d
careauc Nl nowoiri au trAnit "~ n R
Cele cinci cnr TgrupdueNEfVO©

sunt o devadperini sunt t
| deea undediccrartTei 0 ci t jideear
perdelelor trasedeopartet o c mai Cc a Bogeur:
dOdor ndeaitesmnunt rfostf AarrA fhin 8
placul lui James Joyce.

Lidia Vianu
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A Collection of
Central European Contemporary Writing

This book is dedicated to the Travelling Reader.

Voyeur

Always keep
your curtains open
(just to see
wha looking

in).

In 2005, New Europe Writers began a ten year project to capture the spirit of a united
Europe.

Centred on a city, each volume presents essential contemporarywriting from new and
established authors that captures the vitality and variety of this dynamic place and time.

Bucharest Tales is the fourth of these anthologies, providing a panoramic insight into
the Carpathian Garden and beyond: Dond visit us without it!

New Europe Writers. Your Guide to life behind the Curtain...
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Editorial Note

This is the fourth annual collection of dralesdassembled from the writings of New Europe. It continues a wider project that
seeks to quicken an interest in both traditions and cultures through the stories and poetry of those who have experienced the
developments of the past two decades.

As in life, th e anthologist learns lessons. This volume contains pieces old and new, by new and established writers; those who
have spent a lifetime, a previous lifetime or merely part of their lives in the region now called Romania.

This pocket collection for the travelling reader appears at a time when there is something of a festival of contemporary
Romanian Literature in English translation, as reflected in the rise of literary periodicals. The Editors would like to ackno wledge with
gratitude the courtesy and assistance forthcoming from Florin Bican of the Romanian Cultural Institute and Professor Lidia Vianu
and her translators at MTTLC (MA Programme for the Translation of the Contemporary Literary Text), Bucharest University. We are
also indebted to the experienced advice of Jean Harris and Dan Cipariu .

As collage is not a suitable medium to replicate a single detailed image, so this collection introduces tales to provide a taste of
place, and a reason to look further into the extraordinary lands known as Romania. An d thered not a vampire to be found anywhere.

(Or perhaps just oneég¢)

Safe travels!

Andrew Fincham

James G. Coon

John aBeckett

The Editors, New Europe Writers

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu

14

Florin Bican

Pinguinii

fiDadces, domne, clta?pi ngui ni i

Noulvenit ili f ace -l ofca TprOnpir i nt rie
flovAi el ni-au, sta®as spe mal ul
pinguini "n tncere, de |l a o
acord ca lisigrmirtier idiel e acel ei
preaclar e . Pinguini.i nu par sn
Ori cum, nu | a adresa integrit
l e pun wvizibil l a “"ncercare
cO©nd noul wvenit continun:

ACN adi nedbr ea uic @oarutsrol eu s n

financamathn cu degetul spr-le d
intr-o pungn dienugrd-maspgarcc nici pi
Al-o fi adus de Braneradrmntrii e, L

la p aébaseballii ochelari groli.

Penguins

dVhat& them penguins doindhere?

The newcomer elbows his way to the front through the
bunch of hesitant bystanders gathered expectantly by the
pond. Theyde all watching the penguins in silence from a
distance they seem to perceive in one accord as safe, thougt
theyde not altogether edified as to the criteria of that safety.
The penguins do not seem to pose an immediate threat. At any
rate, not as far as the onlooker® physical integrity is
concerned, though their psychological integrity is obviously
put to the test. They hold their collective peace until the
newcomer resumes.

@ust moments ago | aind seen no hint of a penguin as |
was headind for the mausoleum on my way to the tax
department.d He points apologetically to the flimsy file he
totes in an even flimsier plastic bag.

6rhem boffins at the city hall must &e brought @&m,6a
senior citizen in a baseball cap and thick glasses volunteers
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Sugestia éasttre f AMbr Arfeézer ve.

i Domd eitandamaiiti e pe ce snA mai
revol tn un privitor a c¢cnrui
practicarea unei economi.i do

treb@noun?

fi Ne trebuie cum ne-au trebuit [i pal mi eri i,

cetnTean supnrat pe primiari e
p©nn acum a privit pinguini.i
noun pal mi eltidSurtem inB\frica® r e

AEe,i ntervine hO©tru un munci
Altia banii pe palmieri [i pe pinguini, chiar ¢ -ajungem can
AfricaA umb |l Am Bgolcar u

fi Da, domne, dadp i ngui ni lite-nn VA f trri rditada
PolubNor d, rectifich sauochgat grais
AN-are nimic. O saéagollimmdrnm ~ n
ROsete aprobatoare. Pingui
cu excepTia wunor S ¢ u 1 deeechilibrezes
temporar -i fishc®asiahi dA cu c ©tee

aripioare pentru a-| i rechpnta poziTia v

15

critically. The suggestion meets with universal approval.

Orhey@ splurge on whatever crap takes their fancy,0
another voices his indignation. He dangles by his side a lean
string bag, transparently testifying to the practice of a meagre
domestic economy. @s it really penguins we need, of all
things?0

dNe need them like we needed the palm treespa neatly -
dressed citizen apparently at odds with the city hall joins in.
So far he® been watching the penguins from a space of his
own. dVhat good are palm trees in Bucharest, may | ask?
Wede not in Africa, are we?0

My, 6a worker decked in overalls chimes in, 6f them
blokes keep spendindlolly on palm trees andpenguins, wedl
end up like Africans, goin dabout bare-a r s edd é

@enguins dond live in Africa, mate. They live at the
north Pole,d the thick-glassed senior citizen scrupulously
rectifies.

dame diffdenced the worker pacifies him. AVedl go
bare-arsed summer andwinter. &

Approving laughter. The penguins remain indifferent.
Theyde motionless except for the odd shiver that seems to
throw them briefly off balance, forcing them to open their
vestigial wings just a tiny fraction in order to keep their
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ALi-i frig, observhA cu si mpat

ADacnoliaicuf ri g, nu se | asn n
pe dracud

iLasnn, nu | e ditetee qurni jbauni’
bl ajinn. ChA | e licumgpmtral e rd emnir

fili cnhnciuli ;n bvroer,bns eunb algrg an
nesimiite “n grup.

ANu exisdé, domervine aulapr

[i ochel Hiraif.An cruAfii itren | mé&z imi nus

grade, sau cat o fi acolo la Polul Nord. Unde-a i mai va

pinguin “mbrnhncat? Nici l a cir
iHai cn [imaicizicea consi mte

Sau la grndi nnaParwbil bgi ctmTi D2
ANu-i mai =zice LibertnaTii,

Acu e ParcuwiCarol.
fi Chiarala, domne,deceso f i
se intereseazn gospodarul <car
APni daiziGeaanai nte,itéel bunmaou
C i de pe vremea regelui. Comuniltii-a zi s Li ber

a ol otheméve nursete?

16

vertical position.

O'hey@ e c Othecheévcomer remarks in sympathy.

af theyae cold now,dthe worker presses on, dvait till
winter comes i thatdl give @&m hell.6

d\ot to worry, 0a gentle-faced grandpa puts him at ease.
orhe city hall will buy them nice warm parkas... 0

GAn ofur caps, what,6a young Gypsy horns in. No one &
noticed his infiltration of the group.

AdNo way, dthe senior citizen cuts him off with authority.
ohem birds i S meant to tak
whatever the temperature is down there at the North Pole.
Wherever have you seen penguins wearing clothes? Not even
at thedcircusé

AdNow bringing penguins to the circus would make some
sensefdthe sombre shopper agrees.@r to the zoo. But what&®
the point of dumping them in Liberty Park? 6

GAi nd called d.iberty 6no more,dsenior rebukes him. dt&
@Carol Parkdnow. 8

Quiteé Why e a rédhdngedts nametd
enquires the joker from the tax department.

oz that® what it used to be called beforethe gentle
grandpa puts him right. 8t goes all the way back to King
Carol® days. It was the communists called it d.iberty Park 66

on
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i Li-acudceo s n facn li-leegendicei? @ es
se poate stnp®©ni domnul 7 r
i Aifncurcat-o d-arc&t r oc eltagaraliregdui, il

nu

zgO©ndnre muncitorul -p&go omail
paici c©nd ai treabn |l a cilt
tocmabpe sus, pe | a crematori ué

ANu se mai satur h,a.moMunne ec
refern |a familia regaln sau

O mamaie se apropie de grup, impingand anevoie un copil
inr-un chArucior cu roTi scOl ci a

A Uite, mamaie, pinguinii, Tli ~ mbi e e a-lindce
privirea de la biscuitele pe carel morfole [ te absent. Pinguinii,

mamai e, mai ‘' ncearch ea o ld&"
odihneit e singurnAn privirile pe p
fiDabces cu piitguwi miiici®, sleptiti
intr-un t ©r badi i BAfdicn prudent
AOareeo0 fi buni de mOGncat ?, me
cel tOnnr.
i Dadc e , -& terminas lebedele la Viena?, 1l impunge
muncitorul.

17

d wonder what the king will do now. Claim it back? o
snaps the neatly-dressed man.

Oroudl be in a right fix if they let the king have his park
back,0 the worker eggs on the tax man. @ang goes your
shortcut to the tax department. Youdl have to go all the way
around the cr e ma toble laughs atdis om 1
joke.

@and seem ever t oOthelsltoopper metara |
[t& not clear whether he means the royal family or the tax
department. Or the cremator.i

A wizened grandma harnessed to a wobbly-wheeled
pushchair accommodating an overgrown baby ploughs her
way towards the group.

d.ooky -looky, baby, the penguins,dshe trying to lure
her charge away from the biscuit on which it & munching
absently. @enguins, babydshe makes a further attempt before
settling resignedly to rest her eyes on the incongruous birds.

ANVhat® them penguins doin 6 here, huh? she asks at
length, in a whisper. The men shrug noncommittally.

GAre they any good to eat?6the young Gypsy meditates
aloud.

dHow come? Theydre run out of swans in Vienna, is it?
Andnow you want to eat our penguins, eh?dthe worker picks
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on him.
A Nu, bre,dadéz i c , se apArn Tiganul Qusbwonderin gdthe Gypsy defends himself. &T'he eggs,
at | éast é

i V-aTi dadnu-drimautn muncitor. d-ussy lot you are, too,0 the worker corners him

mai vn povarceel.i Mcou diA pinguiné relentlessly. rhem chicken eggs wond do for you no more.
Now you go for dpenguin eggseé
fiDacin democraTieé, comentea. orhat® democracy for ya!,dcomes the cryptic comment

of the string bag man.

fi Chiar,domd e, - a ad tBagedaifun supermarket ey, what if they brought them for some supermarket
li-a scnhnpabatord, & ldan cu pArerea c andthey escaped from the abattoirthe tax man volunteers.

A Noo,i-ar fi adus gata congel a dNo way. They d have brought them frozen. 8An expert
"mbrhcat “ngrijit. opinion from the well -dressed gentleman.

Acnainte stAteam toatn noap orime was, we used to queue up all night for a bag of
fraTiillifBeur dlmgn pingui mi nluae them frozen undersized chickens that came in pairs, anGnow
mamaia. theyd@e shippind in penguins by the herd,d the grandma

marvels.

APAI vezi, -ibremaicapidc¢@l i sm?, ®dee, Ladydthe Gypsy picks up emboldened. dNith one
cura. C-un pinguin de nsta facid d of them penguins you could cook a week & worth of grub for

your whole clan. Ain & capitalism good, hey?6

ABn, pentru voi @ biene atzaot d-or those of your ilk everything & good all the time, 6
Nici comuniitin-a avut ce snA vA fach. the worker cuts him short. d\Not even the communists could

do any harm to the likes of you. d
A Da, domde, dabat unci era discip &till, there used to be discipline back then,dthe old
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energicnhn nost al gliae clipoehelari sianma
aprobarea tacitn a spectatori

O mnAmi cn -ntr-urr impeedasil taior bleumarin se
propagn sacadat @egleeitiocutr@r ©nnd
brii eTel caite setmoti Eneer cOnc
timp ce “n cealaltn monthi mm.it

fi Pinguianud aaa, pinguianud, se oprdt e bni e
chl c©i e, mMOnc©nd dsiinbiolceh.i Fponrs
a mamei, care privelit e neabnt, it Traidut
traiectoria corectn.

Ha i ma mi | a f

5t

dragnnbo@eatine

ur ma e

1]

Pinguinu § strighn “n
solidarizandu -se spontancub i e Tel ul

APi nguimad ,mie scuipn ea p

SA pr i v e alsdespicAndpeisajulcieplastronul imaculat
al ToTelor sale scrobite.

ToTi tadic. mP@ointorul ridich
Doar mamaia "~ ntreabn

fi Ce-a zis, cea zis?

19

timer pushed back his baseball cap, and nods nostalgically, to
the silent approval of the onlookers.

A young mother cast in an impeccable dark blue
business suit rhythmically propels herself on high heels down
the park path, in one hand a little boy who stumbles in time
with her strides trying to keep pace, and in the other a rattling
set of carkeys.

@enguan hey, penguand the little boy breaks her
progress by planting his heels in the tarmac, then feasts
enchanted eyes on the impassive birds. The maternal traction
force uproots him, and drags him back on course as the
woman careers on, looking neither left nor right.

Move on, laddy, Mummy & running late for her
meeting.0

@enguin ahoy!d several onlookers call after her in
spontaneous solidarity with the little boy.

Orour mum & a penguin, pillock! 3The woman slices the
words through her teeth as she clickety-clacks purposefully
through the landscape with her immaculate breastplate of
starched boobs. Everyonds at a loss for words.

Even the worker shrugs his shoulders in defeat.
Grandma keeps asking:

dNVhat@ she say, whatd she sayd
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i Domne, dad d a esnextraterdt r i ? ,
blajin.

fi N-are cum, decide pensionarul atoatd tiitor. Unde -i nava
care-a venit cu ea?

fi Apitt-oon boscheTi,
intalnirilor de gradul trei.

ASA mor-o
ciordel ti?

Un freamnt Iherpalailae mginguint, dadi cum

i-ar fi alarmat insinuarea muncitorului.

propuil

“ncearch

freteazhn muncitor-o

Al a! , dau sn se mire privit
dezvnluie sursa freamiatul ui
tiptil de pindiuismd mpruk gatpe aijsa
ma i l a " ndemOnn.

fiBn! Lasn bim iarcgeuianfieut
admonest eaz MReahaldieacwdeé @ . aur ol ac

Boschetarul | eapndn Ipacdijdica.
ferealn pnshAarile “"ncn agitate
faAcoOnd slalom printre cel eo
amendrmel for mal n. Dar necum sn
jos o lipi aster nptreegsim edea cu ec
Muncitor ul " depiil st gta&e @ pnra

ANVhat if they Ge extraterrestrials, huh?dthe grandpa
proffers.

@and be,d the omniscient baseball cap decrees.
ANVhered& the spaceship they came in®

Orhey hid it in the bushesd Gypsy attempts to uphold
the close-encounters-of-the-third -degree hypothesis.

dVanna bet? the worker cuts him short. 8rhen why
dond you nick it? &

A sudden stir ruffles the flurry of penguins as if the
worker & insinuation has given them cause for alarm.

OVh at OTheodlookers succumb to bewilderment
for a moment. It doesnd take them long, however, to detect
the true source of the commotion. A bored kid has sneaked
behind the penguins with a long stick and is belting the one
within easiest reach.

d.et them penguins alone! Whatd they ever do to
you?6the crowd admonishes him. G~uckinég | ue s ndi f

The kid drops his stick in resignation and giving a wide
berth to the still twitchy birds, slinks into the pack of humans
careful to avoid the odd hand raised in toke n reprimand. He
doesnd give up the idea, though. He picks a stone from the
ground and prepares to lob it at the penguins. The worker
detects him in time and swipes. The juvenile delinquent drops
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muncitoreit e dupn ceaf n. Cieoptilelte din
mijlocul lor. Cand se asigur A1 c¢lA  wnitednimeni, se
oprel te, se intoarce spre ei, trage aer in piept cu premeditard i

strign cot “ | Tin puterile:

A Muie la pinguini!

Apoi fuge mai departe.

iEuziccar trebui sn chemiAm po
purtntorul de dosar.

A Dildreacudd n aur ol ac, se str©Om

A Nudomd e pentru nl a, se dis
Pentru pinguini.

iDa ce sn |l e facn poli Tia?,
ngrijit.

ASA constate, susiTiTnatowvhmel

AVezi shA nu, | descurajeaz

AiPol i Tia comdrei?t,arinnt ocheem z n
p | as a [tia i®banii statului degeaba, domd e é

iChemaTi chiemalTée dA muncit et
sterilGe,eawme Ti sh s e -nBucarsi eas
c©i nii bagabonTi ?
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the stone and is off like a shot. As soon as h& sure no ore®
following him, he comes to a halt, turns to the group, draws a
huge breath and calls out at the top of his voice:

d~uck the penguins! Then he runs off.

dNVhat about calling the police?6the tax man breaks the
silence.

Orhe little bugger & not worth it ,6the worker pulls a
sickened face.

d dond@ mean for the kid,dthe proponent elucidates.
d-or the penguins.6

GAnd what should the police do, if | may ask? &the
neatly-dressed gentleman enquires rhetorically.

dnvestigate,dBaseball know-all hastens to support the
initiative.

dnvestigate my arse,6the worker dissuades him.

Orhe local police, huh?6the man with the string bag
intones sceptically. @All they do is get paid by our taxes for
doindn ot hidn g é

@Call them, go on,dthe worker urges them. drhey might
realise them birds need to be sterilized. You dond want
Bucharest teemindwith penguins like it & teemindwith stray
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i Care vagabonzi, domde? Comunitari i ala le zice,
restabileilt e ochel aristul corectit:
AA- ", dnin mdincexmriume spinr er

comoTi@ndul pinguinilor | e at
O tO©nnrn

pinguini [i-i priveit e

" [ohb s-& apeopiat foarte mult de
cu ochii zgoi Ti

AAi grijibardormiuopea pr éta-i
periculoli, o previne muncitorul.

iTemuich de vuvuzel n, explic
privesc dezaprobator. Domniloar a ~ i i gihormpnd
Duph plecarea ei, se revine |

fiDe anunTat podidmanTriAmebad

cu dosairsuler iCh-izearz as tie aezunt, a fica

treabalor. Noine-am f Acut datori aé
RO anunTnm, cad toTi de ac
di spare gr Abi tli pprmescirigcareespre diveraete

ieliri ale parcului, cu consemnul ca primul ¢ are so intalni cu
pol i i & pumhn.
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dog9oé

dVhat da mean, stray? Freerangin® urban dogs is
what they@e called,d0 the baseball cap makes his bid for
political corre ctness.

d-ree-rangin dmy arsedthe worker attempts to voice his
opinion, but a new stir among the penguins draws everyone &
attention.

An eccentrically-dressed young girl has come quite
close to the penguins and watches them, eyes popping out of
their sockets.

dNatch it, Miss, dond get too near. Them& dangerous.d

orheydl bite your ocarina off, 5the Gypsy expounds.
The others watch him, eyes cold with disapproval. The young
girl ignores them all and leaves. As soon as shé gone, they
pick up the topic.

dNVe gotta call the police,6 the tax man concludes.
ONhether they sterilize, euthanatize or arrest them i that&
their business. Wedy e done odur dutyé

det® call them, then® everyone consents, though
apparently not the Gypsy, who makes himself scarce among
the trees. They all disperse towards the various park gates
having agreed that the first one to encounter the police should
report the penguins.
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ori -aospusii pol i-dcrezut, museiit i eé Ce
pol ndonsmtat ©nd era prea

ceva.

Cei carelli mai amintesc Bucureltiul Thainte de invazia

pinguinilor, [i puTini sunt acei a&lniitt,c
cu st r fizuioanemiprigténoli, in care puteaiieli di n
candvoiaili te puteai plimba peste
pOnih inscripTiile care odini-
abia se mai deslde s ¢ : MUIE LA PI NGUI NI

Li ori-aun “mu ©d rauihtalnit dinui-awspus,s

t ©inteeprinde
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Could be they never encountered the police, or they
encountered them and failed to pass the information along, or
maybe they did pass on the information and the police didn &
believe them i we cand be sure. One thing is certain, though.
The police started investigatingwhen it was too late to embark
upon any expedient course of action.

Those who can still remember Bucharest before the
penguins, (and a dwindling tribe they are), talk about a
peaceful city with welcoming streets and friendly people. A
city where you could go out whene ver you pleased and were
free to roam to your heart® content. Today, the graffiti that
once shouted from every wall have faded to barely legible
pl eas: FUCK THE PENGUI NSé

[Translated into English by the author]
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Flavia Cosma

My City in the Morning

Its baroque eyelashes still obscured
By the vapid, nocturnal turmail,

My city rises from sleep in the morning,
To the acrid smell of taverns

Opened too early,

Where garrulous, dirty drunks

Resume their heated quarrels.

My city awakens at dawn,

In the suave perfume of flowers clouded by dust;
Those tender, resigned cupolas, waiting

For the midday summer sun, to ooze over them.

Bent backs and furrowed foreheads,
Large crowds trotting on the sidewalks,
Greet each other absentmind ed, on the fly,
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Hurrying on, forgetting their pitiable heritage, their history,
When, thirsty for blood, their ancestors,

Greedily slaughtered each other,

[ In the name of mother country and of different Gods [ ,
Under the shadows of rival cathedrals.

It took me a long time to be able to discern

The time corroded voice of my city,

But today | understand its madness and its error;

| cross it lovingly, with a lithe step,

And | am saddened by the sight of lifeless, white kittens,
Lying on the pavement, snuff ed out by the spirits of the night,
Red poppies blossoming from their muzzles,

In the morning light.

[Written in English]
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Dan Lungu
Aventura bucure it eannn a domnul Mr. Escu® adventure
inr-o mar Ti, d o niapi [i fluEdnd wesel, a | One Tuesday, Mr. Escu, in his flip-flops and whistling
ielit din casn pent riudingreleampn cheerfully, left his house to buy a loaf of bread and ended up
la Bucureiti. -a f ost at©t de | ene s| in Bucharest by mistake. The prospect of returning triggered
acolo,undefi-a ~nt emei at o f ami liinee such sloth in him, that he resolved to stay in the Romanian
ti mp, domeriMeeesis-a p nr u tulacefae plinde capital, where he since raised a family, found himself a job
ministere, autobuze, statui [i oameni grnbi - and has recently become unemployed. Hed always
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ghnked un ftot TuhdeisA faci pip

Cu t oditae caurmpnir ali phnlafri é&a

Vrutlangajeze,da c¢ch a trAait “n co
familiei. La un moment diarulde
auri-a spds pltret en stea owpn pir@i
lla refuzat -ifipilnidccena nfuaTa | ui
contactulcureali t at ea, a "~ nceput sn i
inscurttimp li-a f Acut o gr oaznlichiei Celr

mai des pnstra contactul cu |
fi domnul Ovici, afl dffiidopmicide
afirmare. De fapt, domnul Ov era in drum spre Paris, unde
i ntiemd -lisnde beriavs@rin  si stemul fi
nevoia unui popas fenomenol o
papanal i [i Calea Victoriei, pe care se plimbau femei cu saii
umfl aTi p©nnA nibtadmigdalierubad g. Tn schimb,
domnul Ovici e deo.l eRUdpronae
pune in piept ca pe nilte medalii. Desigur, e un tip distins,
doarme cu papion | a pijama,

pretinzonditedl Be cdetre)@mrde greci i
armeni , i ar restlhlil aduret chiega!
domnul Ov  “In cceocanrtcria zsiiic rd,I evn ti

entertained the idea that, though Bucharest was full of
ministries, buses, statues and people on the run, you could
barely find a quiet corner in which to pee.

Despite his fitting himself out in a hat and tie, nobody
would hire him, so he continued to live happily amongst his
loved ones. At one point, some gap-toothed guy (who also
had visible a golden tooth) offered to sponsor his standing on
one leg for eight hours, but Mr. Escu turned him down
because he didni like his face. In order to keep in touch with
reality, he began to patronise the corner pub where he quickly
struck up friendships with the regular s and also with dogs.
His companions in his endeavour were especially Mr. Ov and
Mr. Ovici, temporarily living in Bucharest and eager to make
themselves known in the capital. Mr. Ov was actually on his
way to Paris, where he intended to perfect his philosophical
system, but he had felt the need for a phenomenological stop-
over. This gentleman liked two things: papanéi and Calea
Victoriei , where the strolling women & mountainous breasts
reached their chins, resembling huge pairs of swollen tonsils .
Mr. Ovici, on the other hand, collected towns. Having vis ited
them, he would place them on his chest as if they were
medals. He slept with bow tie and pyjamas, he cut the dapper
dash of a proper gent, indeed, but, after a couple of beershe
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deurechepin | bagn clirispuses ul ~ n

fi Numele meu e mai lung, ala euram dreptate.

Desigur, dl Ov n -a fost dintotdeauna filosof, a avut i zile
ma i bune. cn cea mai circul
lucrurile stau “-o dwpmilazur mip
13 minute, din senin [i-a spus: privite de sus, toate lucrurile

devin filosofice. cn pri ma
domnul Ov a cnut at uainstalatdnt-unc
fotoliu die anchmictefput s-o8 met
consacratn istoric, cu degetel
la scaraunupe zeceisau pnArut pr ovi-anuccate
in tren, a venit la Bucurelti i s-a urcat pe Hotelul

Intercontinental, dandu-s e mecani c deli  nbtr
un vant infernal, a rezistat fix 21 de minute. Oricum, a avut
ti mplicera seama c¢cn nici scar a
ma i ales c¢cnA nu liainwat lmri-o r e rriorti
i-a cunoscut pe dl Esculi dl Ovici, oameni care nu i-au
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would sink into the gross behaviour of a xenophobic pig,
claiming that Bucharest was nothing more than a handful of
Turks, Greeks Armenians and sundry Gypsies, peasants and
sundry things beginning with p . Mr. Ov would try to
contradict him , but to no avail. When he heard that, Mr Ovici
simply pull ed his ear, jammed his nose into the beer, and
stated:

dMy surname is longer, so |dn always right. 6

Of course, Mr. Ov hadnd always been a philosopher,
he@ seen better days. The best known version of his
biography runs something like this: one afternoon, at about
5:13, out of the blue, he told himself: seen from above,
everything becomes philosophical. The first day after this
revelation, Mr. Ov looked for a ten -storey building, settled
himself into a wicker armch air and began meditating in a
historical position [ his finger to his forehead. Nevertheless,
every generalization on a scale from one to ten appearedto
him rather provincial. That & when he took the train, came to
Bucharest and swept into The Intercontinental Hotel, passing
himself off as a maintenance mechanic. Although a hellish
wind was blowing, he stood out there for more than 21
minutes. That gave him time to realize that neither was the 1
to 22 scale very satisfying, especially as it was not a round
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schimbat livimdfae Decmai frump
hai deTi s A sev\a dimampla cire viitor. Profund

nemul Tumi t, va ~ nvnliirade sufele, van
cdtigabaniii se va duce “n Tara |
ca-lisnAndelerascm teoria relativhn
li Parisul va fide necuprins . ¢én plus, deget
degerali “"n jumAtate de an i li
agnostic, timp de zece ani 1i va amana sinuciderea de pe o0 zi
pe alta. Apoise vaplictisiili va intra “n pol
director la Combinatul d e crdtere ii I @ porcilor, nu
departe de |l ocalitatea sa na-

Dar deocamdat fit, oealull a cBiu cpurre
strihzprea multe personalitnT
cudlEsculi dl Ovici, discuth oewif
l ucru pe |l umea asta penltrfuacc
teorie, cu excepTia chibritu
nalt er e. -aracfii ninventat altcint
fi fon cault . Dar , “n f i ne,opiraassh,

Bucurelt i u | miroase a poine, “n
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number. Consequently, he stepped into the nearest beer
house, where he met Mr. Escu and Mr. Ovici, two men who
had no effect on his life whatsoever. Indiscreet though it may
be, let us see what the future has in storefor him. Deeply
disappointed , he will learn how to make wicker baskets, earn
money and visit Descartesdcountry, more precisely the Eiffel
Tower, where he will perfect his own Relative Theory of
Generalization. It will be wintertime and Paris will be beyond
all expectations. Moreover, the finger he holds to his forehead
will freeze and half a year later it will be amputated.
Disenchanted and agnostic, he will postpone his own suicide
from one day to the next for ten years. Then he will be
thoroughly bored and will go into politics. Aft erwards he will
be appointed manager of the industrial farm that raises and
fattens swine, not far from his own native town.

But, for now, he is in Bucharest, the town with far too
few streets and too many personalities. 1t& raining outside,
and he, together with Mr. Escu and Mr. Ovici, will talk
passionately just about anything. He can produce a theory for
every little trifle in this world , except matches which he has
always hated, his entire life. Had the lighter not been already
invented, hedde invented it himself . But that& another story.
In his opinion Bucharest smells like bread, while throughout
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statuile sunt scul ptate “n 1
real n dtenboneste capacitatea de a ghici ce autobuz la
ce minister merge. DI Qv mpobo
vAzut ddulsuse@amrmnn cu o patahn
mai bun caz, cu o turmn de i

De aici, o “ntreagn ceart
aceastn disput fi, “sne csoinnsteec i jiii
taie unghiile, dupn care adc
degenereazpinrwmital n, i ar el pi
i va trebui sA se mil dpoeesats cn

¢cn schi mb, fAarn sn bage d
viaTaEsddwia |l uat oiteptat §d4itl®
minute, nici nu s-a trezitbineii m©na sa st ©n
bol bor osdtascACmres@nd cifeprineomn, ¢
sa grnbit sn o bage sub jetul
zadar. Pese puTin timp, mOnali seé
vor beasoc Al i'mbtir suci t fite. Appierspioin
bo©i gui [be)] ghme cel Al al tite.<Ca um
facut , o ureche prinse a cir
Domnul Escu s-afastacitii , pentru o cliph
dingreieal A turnnul Babel Cum s
zile cu sora ei plecatn “~n |
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the rest of the country all the statues are carved in polenta,
and the only real skill the citizens of Bucharest can boastof is
their ability to guess w hich bus goes to what ministry. On the
contrary, Mr. Ov, the collector, believes that the town seen
from above resembles a gas stain or, at best, #ock of rabbits,
a different colour each.

A debate ensues.Mr. Escu, instead of arbitrating it, feels
offended and consequently focuses oncutting his nails, after
which he falls asleep. A fatal move: the argument turns into a
scuffle and he is missing one hell of a show and will later on
have to beg the waiter to tell him the whole story.

Instead, without his knowing it, the following morning,
Mr. Escuds life takes an unexpected turn. At about 5:13, barely
awake, his left hand begins to mumble in Russian. Thinking
the old dodo is talking in its sleep, he immediately puts it
under the cold water jet from the sink, but, alas, it& all in vain.
Before long, his left hand also begins to talk in an awkward
language, probably Turkish. Then one leg starts to stutter in
Bulgarian while the other one whines in Greek. And to top it
all, one ear begins chirping in the Cuman language and the
other one in Latin. Mr. Escu loses his countenance and, for a
split second, believes he has mistakenly swallowed The
Tower of Babel. As his wife has been talking on the phone to
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di sperare a strnAnnut atspud
a& Sh alb.oSa! spaiat i a supt

o] bomb

gandindu-se cn dacn afl A ivievervime la
circ.Ala H-& fnAncut r e pliesjaduslaberogosce
g ©n d uilasep@Oviipe Ovicibucureit eni  “n | o

acolo nu vorbeau deca
bucurel tean get beget.

Ala

a

“n dimalue v¥f-lutcrsea

“ncelpstat daurs

fslnu ic eurmep

her sister in Italy for the past three days, he finds he must
extricate himself from this situation. In despair, he sneezes
three times, and his nose says@halom!6 He is scared and
sucks on a mint drop: he fears his neighbours, if they find him
out, will promptly kidnap him and sell him to the circu s. So
he quickly packs his stuff and heads for the airport, content
to leave Ov and Ovici behind, as citizens of Bucharest in his
place. But they only speak English at the airport, so they
refuse to believe he was born and bred in Bucharest

So, cheerfully whistling, he proceeds to purchase his
fundamental loaf of bread.

[Translated into English by Alina Miron]
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Antiprim nv ar n

Ce dacn vvarae
Atata iarn i e in noi

C nmartie se poate duce
Cu toli cocorii Thapoi

proi

noi e |l oc numai
Vom inghela sub ultim ger
Orbecnind pelcopci

Ca un stingher spre alt stingher.

Tn

Li vin din patriile calde

Cocorii toamnei ce trecu

Licuiburi fli-au f Acudini | a
i | ©ngn itiune nu e

Ninsori mai grave decat moartea

7z

mn
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PAunescu

Antiprimavera

So what if Spring comes?

There® somuch winter left in us
That March and the migrating cranes
Can turn around and travel back

In us there® space only for winter
Wedl freeze under the final frost.
Trying to find our way on thin ice
One man alonetoward s another

And from the warmer countries come
The cranesof last Fall

And make nests under troofs

But next to me there is no you.

Snows worse than death



Au fost [i sunt i vor mai fi
La mine-n suflet este vifor
i vin nebschmi s

Liningep©nn sele prn

Ninsoarea-mi i -mttupulitot
oameni

Un dans de
Ce ~ ftilareano mai

pot

La noi pevediear nn
Doi fol ti nefericiTi amanli

la-li - " nfl ori
Li toTi cocorii emigranTi.

rea,

n

f
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Have been,still are, will come again

=N

ac

tds blizzard i n my

And crazy people come to ski.

The snows reach usthe deep inside
They take over our bodies

de 1z A dance of snowmen
Which hugging can no more

In us thered® winter for eternity
Former unhappy lovers

i mAve Take all your blossoms, Spring
And also your migrating cranes!

[Translated into English by Constantin Roman]
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Igor Isakovski
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Bucharest 5 ¥

Bucharest at five[
my new shoes at the door.

Bucharest, five and a half
seagulls liberated from weight
sun bashfully undressing

Bucharest, replete and beautiful
shamelessly colourful, with scented concrete

Bucharest, seven and a half

the last leis before the first flight tonight
and | pour Irish from the bag too:

we should invent an honourable withdrawal

Bucharest, late afternoon
escorts me with a storm{
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last night | was sitting at a terrace
and watched the seagulls

lighting up the sky:

white stripes freed of meaning
now | have more Irish than water
and not a penny left

we should invent a proud retreat

Bucharest late afternoon

strolls me through Eliade's labyrinths
too much literature in one day

| slowly withdraw

| leave the scene with a gentle bowf
yet another city | will return to
Bucharest at dusk

June deep necklines small firm breasts
with salmon chased by white seagulls

[Translated from Macedonian into English by the author
with Elizabeta Bakovska



Bucharest Tales | =
Edited by Lidia Vianu

36

JoAnne Growney

Looking for Words

Our land and words are one, Romania explains.
To help me understand, friends take me
through Transylvania, land of Dracula

and ancient painted monasteries.

To help me understand, friends take me

in a van with sleeping bags, a store of food,
to visit ancient monasteries painted

with sacred stories to last forever.

We travel in a van, carry picnic food,
marvel at unfading lapis on concrete walls
sacred stories saved to tell forever

pastel lift to heaven, red descent to hell.

We marvel at unfading lapis on concrete walls
spiritual instruction for those who have no books:
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pastel lift to heaven, red descent to hell
and, at the nunsdclear windows, bright geraniums.

Instructing those who have no books

through Transylvania, land of Dracula

nuns brighten clear windows with red geraniums.
Our land and words are one Romania explains.

[Written in English]

vulungﬂ mana'

agin x &

"3\‘!']ﬂ
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David Hill

Great Street

Climb up into the tram, and stamp your ticket,
And if you want to grab a seat, move fast;
Adjust your purse so nobody can nicK it,

And watch the filthy city gliding past.

Admire the grey identical high rises,

All filed against the smog, ten storeys tall,
Each window with its freight of dull  surprises,
A different life behind each patch of wall.

A thousand women hanging out old dresses
Or cooking stew for families of five,

All with insanely complex home addresses,
All grimly or deliciously alive.

Oh, how can country folk call cities boring?
How can they say theyde cold and inhumane?
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Doesnd this vision send your spirit soaring?
Doesnd this squalid scene bewitch your brain?

Oh look, here comes the best part. Hold on tightly.
The tram will shake a little, you dl observe.
Because it has to clange direction slightly,
The whole majestic street begins to curve;

And, like the graceful sweep of some god& pencil,
These proud decaying blocks, ten storeys high,
Unite into a single blunt utensil

To score a huge halfcircle on the sky!

[Written in En glish]
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David Hill

Religious vision

And as we speak, two trolleybuses lurch
Around the corner, past the painted church.
Through grimy windows, an enlightening show:
Large, pious matrons, packed into the aisle,
All let go of the handrail for a while

To cross themselves with stout right arms. That done,
They grab the rail again. But ah, too slow!
They topple sideways. All behave as one,

Like frantic crabs nibbling the undertow,

Like smuggled parrots jostling on their perch.
The same religious vision, end to end,

Twice over. One for me, one for my friend.

[Written in English]
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Sandor Kanyadi

The Ambulance

ltds not in the streets but
it goes racing with sirens blazing,
itds inside us that the | 1ic¢
from red to green; the eyelids bat
and the pupilsd traffic |ic¢

give us the go-ahead with great

relief, seeing that the accident

did not even make us late.

When it turns green, with the ri ght-of-way

of the righteous enjoying [
we rescue ourselves across the street

i on the crosswalk where we can play

it safe [ the only place wt
for once wedd have the | aw

[Translated from Hungarian into English by Paul Sohar]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales | =
Edited by Lidia Vianu

42

Doina Ru | ti

Mana lui Bill Clinton

7 7

tinuse acest lirbintl-et c andt n
cumpnratn c¢cO©ndva cu bomboan

cununi Te de trandafiri pictat
ca-lsnarate prietenilor, cu o
gandindu -se la el ca la cea mai mare valoarert e c ut n,
li viitoare. ¢n perioada |ice
duminicile pe lael licareflintrebau,dda cum se “ n
animalele de companie, 0Ce-T i ma i face CIli
Nus-alterspixu?6Se decol orase el pu
de impresionantii de viu ca “n ziua
ce timpul se dezbrnAnca de dinmel
sub geana | ©noash a uitnri.i
Dar chiar [i-acolo, intr-o mi nuscul n (
phitsreazn “nchA tAria cel diilclasaii

al asea era deja cineva. in fbnetul luminos al anilor 90, se vede

Bill Clinton & Hand

Hed kept the note for years on end in a metallic oval
box with two rose circlets painted on its lid, purchased once
in exchange for candies. Hed treasured it for years, showing
it off to his friends, his vanity as possessor of goodies amply
gratified, treating it as an all -time asset. In high-school, some
of his friends would come by his house on Sundays and ask
him, just as one does with pets: &How & your Clinton? Still
got it? Hasnd the writing been blotted out? & Actually it had
been smudged a bit but was still there, as imposing and alive
as that day in July. However, as time shed its memories, so
did the scrap of paper fall into the soft twi rl of oblivion.

Yet even there, the pint-size capsule still retained the
intensity of those harrowing days. By the end of sixth grade,
he was already famous. In the bright rustle of the ®0s, he
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“nch, plutind ni
internaTional,

"ntruniri sel ect e, liandhiears Alri
de modn, unde c¢c©nta | a fl aut
evenimentul cel mai important a fost intalnirea cu Bill Clinton.

mbat peste Pi
i 4 chemle peniaetat felulrde

Elii-o studentn, pr emi kepthaufos
aeli sn stea &ddinteleuAmiericide dap stapi
i nconturnabili ai naTiunii r

cncn mult “nainte, " a nlu
in biroulei,delalcoal a de Muzicnhn, liapo

al Ti c©Ti va itanndmeleinzeg i o aradg e i
lui de flautist care abia implinise 12 ani. OArtistul nostru,
Vizitiu Octavian 0, spunea directoarea,00 s n ne r e
faTa | ui ®@ilarel sel@!l ivnetdoena de-u m g €
argintilcoabat de IMauat firingian,ade la
col egul de barac @At apm@rsih ul,a dd r
o phnphndiiereledintele Emil Constantinescu i [tia
numel e, i ar d Llibpabeleaepe strada tuircéraiau
pe la ferestre 0Octa-Octad, deli pOnika” waaao,
cutotulli cu totul a lui Bill CI
deel.Zi ua de vineri, 11 i ul ilte,ca

43

could see his halo hovering above University Square. Hed
received an international award; and invitations to all kinds
of select reunions, anniversaries, celebrations and even
fashion shows were flooding in, and he played his flute there
masterfully . Yet the peak of his celebrity was to have met Bill
Clinton.

He and a female student whod received a prize for
developing some smart software program were finally
selected to flank the American President as two solid pillars
of the Romanian nation.

Long before the event, in the Music School principal &
office, he@ been informed of his role, first by the
headmistress, then bya guy from the Romanian Intelligence
Service, accompanied by afew of blokes who actually knew
his full name, that hed just turned twelve and was already
an accomplished flutist. d/izitiu Octav ian, our artistg the
school principal proclaimed, Gs going to represent us when
Bill Clinton comeddAnd he would picture himself dragging
by a silver chain his fellow students, from his desk mate to
the blonde-as adandelion school principal, Mrs. Atanasiu.
All in an Indian file. Even President Emil Constantinescu
himself knew his name, and all the old cronesin his street
would squawk outside their windows @cta-Octad although
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orice lucrul or obsolescent, inchis ntr-un sipet de aur, pe care

mOi nile emoTi omatud ual é | c dlesc
Pe Bul evar dul Bnl cescu,

ridicathn o] tri bunn, i ar de

Romann, | transfadnaat Trdr -0 mar e de S

stele albeli de capete inflamate, care slobozeawrale periodic,
sub soarele de iulie. Ferestrele blocurilor din jur erau camuflate
c a n timp de rnAzbidi tredadide
spusese tuturor sA Tinn geam

i Nimenin-ar e v o{amopie de fesestre lamaip u T
de un metru!
filncasameal!Ceo s f aci

doar nu mai suntem pe vremea comunil tilor!?

dumneat a

iDacn ~ nchlccld Tai vieridia Ffid i p'emp
Ala cnh ferestrele phreau
storuri i perdele groase spre care privea poate cate un ochi

infricolat sau curios, dar nu intr-at ©t a nc ot S
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until the summer when Bill Clinton came they had never
heard of him Ada m. That Friday, 11 July 1997 still shines in
all its tiny obsolescence, locked away in a gold coffer which
the collector& nervous hands open only once a year.

A platform was e Balevard,dnther
heart of the Capital, and, stretching from The
I ntercontinent al Hot el t o |
turned into a sea of little white -starred flags and wild minds
which unleashed endless cheers into that hot July sun. The
surrounding wi ndows of apartment blocks were
camouflaged as in times of war; someone had knocked on
every apartment door and had told everyone to keep their
windows covered.

dNobody & allowed within one metre of the window! 6

dn my own house! Who are you to order me about in
my own house?! Wede not under the Communist regime
any more!d

af you break the interdiction order, you will be shot on
the spot!d

So all the windows took on a mournful aspect, covered
by thick curtains and blinds ; terror -stricken or curious eyes
glanced briefly at the window , motionless in the stifling
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geam, Ci doar “ncremenit “n
L a tribuna i mprovizatn,
doun Tad urcat dedat patru persoane: Bill Clinton, Emil
Constantinescu, [i®adwafinspatete pupipulue
eraudezate trei jilTuri albe,
"mbrhAcatn “n mAtase, pregnti

Student a a Tiethidebun venitsucmarde

strilgntagl auze, ad rcindiocrate c’on
etajul 25 al Il nt er c eanmii anzem t dae
i ar pe deasupra bulevardul u
agitate, pnrea un ¢ ©@ammcanhdkinoand:
expiraTia asfaltului “ncins.

Rol ul T ui era ca, i-mesipanrt
propozi Ti.i cel ui ma i b u disenrsrtir

mon a . cnsihit,ar éa gamér al n, toc
bulevardul, ii-a dat seama ch uitase
gol , iar “n voOrful urechil or
de iulie. Niacipumiuc¢ar idu cea de
cu mAt ase lideniCchii nfa& mécat caafa de pe
steagulalnaTindins pe copertin
lui, de bucureitean bronzat, a umplut camerele miilor de

dark room.

Only four people mounted the improvised platform,
decorated with the flags of the two countries: Bill Clinton,
Emil Constantinescu, the awarded student and Octa. Behind
the s p e a k e r 8 sstoqu ehcke white seats and, a little
farther away, a silk-adorned little bench, especially prepared
for the young fl utist.

The student made a brief welcome speech, followed by
cheers and applause whose echoesrose to the sun and
reached the 25th floor of the Intercontinental Ho tel. It was a
coppery afternoon, and above the boulevard which looked
like a field of clematis because of themyriad little waving
flags you could occasionally sense the intermittent waft of
burning asphalt.

Octaés role: after the student had finished her speech,
he would addressa couple of sentencego the most powerful
citizen of the world and then shake his hand. However, in
the heat of the moment which had seized the entire
boulevard, Octa realized he had forgotten his own speech.
His mind was blank and the intense life of that July day was
throbbing in his red ears. He could neither rise from the
China silk-covered little bench, nor move his nape off the
national flag, spread as it was on the sun-blind behind the
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televiziuni i pentru doun secunde
venera pe Bill Clinton, nu doar din cartierele Capitalei ori de

prin cocl auor, iddréi di€ ArkapsasTli ¢hiar din
l nsul el e Capul ui Ver de, afl
Vizitiu, nu neapnrat ca purt.
pe fai a gal benn a tricolorulu
genunchiul tr e murdntolde eaduzea rasull
I ui Bil |, "ntrerupt de cuvin
| ©ngh wur echi

¢n emoTia gener al fizami@torcaaun |
erou. COt a vorbit Emil [iComs"
chut @dimachipeti pul care ~ | didima
CAT ui silbuatA “"nfhaine negre
“"ncununatn de un cablu ondul

Apoi, In minutele cocolate ii chinuite, cat a durat
discursul lui Emil, lumea din jur s -a luminat ca un ecran de cea

mai bunn calitate. Degetel e
prietenoasn a unui tip rnsn
spOnzurat cu neglijenTn péi,
ciripitul softi st ei,-nfigarirpe tersae
succeseloreit oat e amhnuntele astea
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podium . His tanned face filled the cameras of thousands of
TV channels and, for two whole seconds, everyone who
worshipped Bill Clinton [ not just the inhabitants of the
Capital or those in the tiny villages in the Carpathians, but
also those of Arkansas and even of the Island of Cape
Verde[ s a@ctavian Vizitiu, not necessarily speaking, they
saw him as aspellbound face against the yellow strip of the

Romanian flag. He could feel the student& trembling knee
next to him, and, beyond her, Bill & laughter was interrupted

by words whose meaning fleetingly escaped him.

In the general excitement, Octa had the relaxed and
smiling countenance of a hero. During Emil
Constantinescu® speech he tried to compose himself while
his eyes searched for the guy who had usered him to the
po d i u nsflhauette in a black suit, just the nape of a neck
crowned with a microphone spiral .

Then Emil made his speech and it lasted for a number
of painful minutes during which all the faces therelit up like
a top-notch screen. Bill Clinton@ white fingers, the friendly
face of a guy who had just popped up next to his arm,
carelessly hanging on the rail around the podium, and,
finally, the studentd s uWmggmg of her achievements, all
of this had slowly seeped into his brain cortex, and later on
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| ui ¢ er e b seabail iderulamdu Ge ati de cate ori avea
chef sn rememoreze cel mai
lar "n centrul “ntregii.i
li preci pBiltCinton. a | ui
Nu-l vnhnzudie ¢@®nadnde scoses:¢
prinsese, mai Intai in coada ochiului, miic ar e a laapoi i
privise direct. Clinton scria repede cu varful apos al unui pix.

¢cn mijl ocul [ umi-a lumga rBelevafdulue r
BAl cescu, “ntre zecil e dEHilort
“ngrnAamAadi Ti pe | ©ngn tr i buihim
culcuiu | de steaguri mnt hsoase,
mana lui, varful nasului luminat, mi icar ea di
genunchiuluide | ©ngn Iél progaria sil u:

franzel n, tol Afidutadidpie i b &IA U $ rsg
deasupra | emnului auriu, toa-
n amintirile lui Octa, miezul dens al zilei de 11 iulie. In aerul

caor Aisuf | ar e dieauftudrelateiului de e trotdar,
iar fiecare Fnpudifoasb aam in
fruntea [i “"n culisele ochilor 7~ n

Bill Clinton a intins spre el petecul de hartie, apoi s-a
ridiclat f8Andi scur sul Bul evart

a7

he would unfold them whenever he felt like remembering
the most significant moment of his life.

And, at the centre of it all, shone Bill Clinton 6 s
swift hand .

When and how Clinton had extracted his small
agenda, Octa had no clue.He saw the agitated movement
out of the corner of his eye and then he turned his full gaze
on him. Clinton was dashing something down with a ball-
point pen. I n t he hustl e and
Boulevard, among the dozens of black uniforms of the
Protection and Guard officers clustering around the
podium, on the small planked stage and in the lair of silky
flags, Bill Clinton was writing a note: his hand, the tip of his
bright nose, the discreet movement of the knee next to him,
and also his own silhouette, his arm looking like a thin loaf
of white bread resting on the rail, his sneakers flapping
above the golden wood, all theseincidents precede, in Octa®
memories, that momentous 11 July noon. The leaves of the
linden tree on the pavement were beating like a dogd swift
breath: each green and dusty puff comes back to life in
Octa® mind and in his eyes lost in memories.

Bill Clinton handed him the scrap of paper, after which
he rose to make his speech. Theboulevard shook with the

br
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bucuroase ale | umii, Il ar sof
omul ui zOmbi t or , car e ransnr
¢cnTelesese din prima ce avea
stea | ipithridceol p©O©muz ai , i ar
bal ustradn, dormita fnrn g
ridicandu-li s pr ©ncenel e sub vitziag

horti uTaltgal bceinne |l e s tiga lideftsta
pr emi atiinQctaéthsuti procesase aceastn
creierul care fremnta intens
pe panza steagului. Vocea | ui Bi |l I Clin
dubl atn de un nevnzut transl
di vanul mnt hsos, se oV edda n’
“ncremenitn " n triildomioteiue f
degetele mainii drepte, inclel tate pe micul bilet, in al teptarea
ur miat or ulipentru gl enpredictibil.

cand preledintele Americii [i-a terminat speech-ul,
bAarbatul za®rmkai tdeyj as gremod niracolds,

trecuse peste balustradn sau
gener al , pe <c¢Ond Bi |l I Clint
oficialn, mGna cafenie a | ui

biletul galben. lar in miicarea de corpuri, pe cand marele
miting se de slfodres eraul, care 1igierdysea
zambetul, l-a ridicat in sfarfi t de pe b anidtire
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crowd & cheerful roars; the student kept nudging him to
hand the paper to the smiling man who had appeared next
to the podium rail. He knew immediately what he had to do,
but the nape of his neck remained glued to the flag& canvas,
while hi s left hand lay dormant on the rail. The man was still
smiling, raising his eyebrows under his visor. He was
obviously waiting for the little sheet of yellow paper, aware
he was its recipient; that student knew it too. Octa himself
had also registered factthis in his humming brain, sheltered
by a torpid skull pasted to the flag. Bill Clinton & voice rang
into the microphone, doubled by an invisible interpreter
while, behind him, on the silky divan Octa can still see
himself, a black spot imprinted onto the Romanian flag, and
he can still remember his right hand & fingers clenching that
little note, waiting for the next unpredictable gesture.

When the U.S. president finished his speech, the
smiling man was already on stage. He had miraculously
passed the rail and had swiftly climbed the stairs. In the
general commotion, as Bill Clinton disappeared, engulfed
by the official escort, Octavian Vizitiu & brown hand was still
clenching that yellow piece of paper. In that thronging
crowd, as the big assembly was breaking into smaller
groups, the man who had finally forgotten how to smile,
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dounicmiri , al flelArmai eddwde ia
descldtat pumnul fii-a smuls hortiuTa d

cn jurul l or s e p éirsteayutiade
horti e, I ar Octa continua s

citeo rnbufnire somnoroasn pri

Candsa h ot nlec® tinjusse limpezise. Pe podelele
tri bunei r ninndsiteiar edtevamperexHi de pantofi
semicau pe | ©ngn pupitru. A cc
cali cum s-ar fi intors din cer. lar cand a dat cu ochii de asfaltul
fnmuiat, | -a izbit nu suflul fin al gudronului, nu urma unui toc
el egant, idendammMefhmn unui st
energic. Ci un petec ghbui,
culoareandeuptcumpi x prezildé&e
petrecerii, doar cuvintele s

unui eveni ment pe care el |
gunoai e, T dndea sentiment.
pentru el.

Octa a cules de pe jos hartia, iar la prima atingere i sa
pnrut ceva mai scor Toash. Po

lifted him off the shiny bench and, with two short
movements whose effect he can still remember, unclenched
his fist and snatched the wet scrap of paper.

Human arms, heads and papea flags kept floating
around them; Octa® eye was still registering a sleepy gust
now and then through the top of the linden tree on the
pavement.

When he finally decided to leave, everything around
him had been cleared away. Only a crumpled poster had
remained on the floor; several pairs of shoes were shuffling
around the podium . He carefully descended the two steps,
as if he were returning from the sky. And when he his gaze
met with the melting asphalt, what struck him wasn @ the
tar® soft waft; neither was it the imprint of an elegant
wom and high-heeled shoe, nor the remains of abroken flag.
What did strike him was a yellow and on it the black colour
of a presidential ball-point pen. Among the remains of the
party, only those written words still remin ded him of the
real substance of an event he hadruin ed, and the fact that
they were there, in the garbage, gave him the vague feeling
they had been meant for him in the first place .

Octa picked up the paper and felt it was a bit rough.
Perhaps it hadnd slipped out the masked satrap & pocket. In
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satrapului mascat ¢ n digaberi de
ridicarn pentru o clipn de p

lar cand, in sfardit, put u s nite spee nmtiou,
deasupra pieTei, pustiite | a
Tnecat in praf.

Pe bi |l et uuniuliefeshi, se maipdate desluli i
astnzi O michn nfloriturn ca
orice. cnsn “n pori.i nieenzmtin a

prel edinte american.
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the scalding heat, other yellow butterflies rose for an instant
above the boulevard.

And when he was finally able to head for the subway
station, the leaves of the dust-filled linden tree hummed
above the square as if ordered to scatter.

On the note found on a July day long ago, a small
flourish, resembling a flash of lightning, is still discernible
today, though it could mean anything. However, the paper
still holds the touch of an American presidentdé s h an d

[Translated into English by Alina Miron]
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loan es. pop
olteTului 15, came 150l t strdet, room 305
1. 1.
ca o amarn, mare pasnre marin like a huge, bitter seabird
nenorocul pluteit e peste cnhAmiiiel e de 1 misfortune hovers over the block of flats
din strada olteTului 15. at 15 OlteT street.
aici nu stau decé doar cei ca noi. aici only those like us live in these rooms. no families. here
viaTa lisembamat ea se uithn. life gets swigged down, death forgotten.
linuseiti e niciodatn cine pe cin and no one ever knows who or whom, who with
cinelicandlila ce. whom, when or what for.
doar vantul aduce uneori miros de fum [i zgomot de arme sometimes the wind blows the smell of smoke and the tumult
dinspre campiile catalaunice. of battle
from the catalonian plain.

c©Ond ur ci l a noi, Ineomi <re , amgne when you come up to see us, buddy, watch out: youdl be met

phduchel-pod®. sanpaznic

ai

Ci

at the doorway by t he sanjosé louse. hés our keeper. hedl wag
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zagntisinndeme ci nci | lmie
asn toau t’intpeun ial

picioafTd,
nchildn,a mn |

tu nu-l crede, amice, tu nultii, a venit ieri a dministratorul

l-a f rhef peste tot palierul, el este cel care &rmuielte acum
camera asta, corabia ast aaulrdse
[i a rnmas “ncremenitn aici, I
deci itpilamiceeled@ maci ul, se cl at i
canvechimmecand vasul shAlta peste a
i ar -mjawemn -hcacernid: ¢l @n d nj ur n

se rolaggumafac toTi aici

adla ai Is$tdcufaadc i

aici nu stau decat doar cei ca noi.
vi & T amosaer theeaa se ui t A.

ai ci

numai “n rareliclcirpaidadncnhninmBan
zidurile se subTiaznhn, se alun
ca un giulgiu tremurntor mb r
dar nu se trezdte nimeniili di mi neaTa cnAmin
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his tail at your feet, hedl greet you, hey, amigo, slip me five to
ferry you across. the door& always bolted, these guys keep
locking me out, they imprison me outside.

dond believe him, pal, youdre no idea. the janitor came
yesterday and made him chief of the landing, he& in charge of
this room now i this accursed ship the waters have tossed
here, marooned on the third floor.

pay him, my friend, he & the helmsman. he still rocks on his
sealegs

as in the old days when the ship leapt through he waves.

if he swears, listen piously: when he swears
hed really praying. as they all do here.
as youdl soon do.

only those like us live here.
life gets swigged down, death forgotten.

at rare intervals of contrition, of faith, inevitably at night,
the walls grow thin, stretch this way and that, reach higher,

as if a fluttering shroud draped over an unworldly body.

but nobody awakens and in the morning again the building is
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chnm@a boTitn dien cbAlimeninaa noedi atat,

numai noi i atit.

aici nu stau decat doar cei ca noi.

ai ci vi &Tamoseer theeaa se ui tn.

7.

patru jnepeni cu bArbi fH&c -
administratorul aleargn duphn
noisunt em preoTi , -assterm o rfmt@riiis Ano

noi suntem magi, noi n-avem voie.
avemtreilunidecand venim ca sAnh
minunea de la camera treisutecincifii

irod mp urtem magi | hamivenis ssadeverim
nalterealuifi -lsAcArAm |l a Tintirim.

8.p a s nhamsa

a venitnoapase®ar @r i n
fi

am fost sigur c¢cn e hans.
erapleluvn ¢ia nedartnhn de beatn.
mn, a zi s, -epesttrumjaeunhei , du

vedem

fereastrhn
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a rumpled shirt out of the po ckets of which we alone can leave,
only we.

only those like us live here.
life gets swigged down, death forgotten.

four junipers with beards tour our block of flats.
the janitor chases them away with open scissors.
wede priests, they yell, nobody can cut our hair.
wede magi, youdve no right.

for three months we &ve been travelling to his room
to see the miracle in three-hundred -five i

wede magi, you evil-smelling herod. we &ve come
to witness his birth and carry him to his tomb.

8.the hans bird

a bird flew in through the window at night
i knew for sure it was hans.

it was bald and dead drunk.

hey, he said, herds 50lei, theydre got
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rachiu grozav. nevermore, i-a m

zice: de énd m-am dus de la voi, zice, mau
angajat paznic de noapte la bdu. am un
girofar a-ntéia. ziua dorm. lucrez cu

poli Tia. angropsuni bafwm
minervei. nu deschid ochiidecat | a | A
acum m-au gradat. am insemne mari pe

ficat.t astade@n d “~ncha-stam p
cilea cu voi. o! [ “"ncn ranel e
hai, +wre, dleu i a ceva s

hansij i-am zis, nevermore

Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu

raspuns.
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some kick-ass brandy across the road.nevermorei replied.

he says: since i went away from you, they

hired me as night watchman at the cemetery. i have

a first-class flashing light. i sleep by day. i work with

the police. ive money enough to bury you. i&e become
minerva &

owl. i open my eyes only at nightfall.

they promoted me. i now have large epaulets
on my liver. i had them since the time

here with you. oh! my wounds remain sore.
get going, man, let® have a little something to celebrate.

hansi i told him, nevermore

[Translated into English by Adam. J. Sorkin and Lidia Vianu ]
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Mike Ormsby

Democralie

Vicele bate cu pumrisé stropielite
poruncitor :
fi Linilt e, W Btimatw gostru preiedint e v r e

adr es ez e!Lacdtarinsg opresc din conversdie. Suntem
flai s pr ez e c scauneSihgheasuli fneuloarul ingust de la

etajul doi Soarele face ferce
Prlledi nt el e se r i dipotrveiteeravata
roli e, s e trage de moOn e c liatl Are

sprancene negre stufoa®, un nas de bédiv [i dinTi galbeni,
"ncepe sh citeascn un documen
plin de inflorituri A discursul lui, probabil.

fi Dragi vecini, bun venit la ledinla de bloc pe 2007.

Deoarece acum avem democraie, veli avealid u mne av c

ma i t ©r zi u piricluey@nt usin lAwa nh:
multe chestiuni de importanIn maj or n, c dionarear
unui furtun i a unor unelte pentr

Democracy

The Vice-President raps his hairy knuckles on the table
and barks a command:

@uiet, please, our esteemed President will address the
meeting!6The chatting residents fall silent. There are sixteen
of us sitting on chairs in the cramped corridor on the second
floor of our block. Sunshine glazes the windows.

The President rises from his seat and adjusts his red tie,
tugs the cuffs of his baggy suit. He has black bushy eyebrows,
a drinker & nose and yellow teeth. He begins to read from a
document. The back of it is covered in florid hand writing A
probably his speech.

@®ear neighbours, welcome to the block meeting for
2007. Since we are now a demo@cy, you will all have a
chance to speak later. Today we vote on many key issues, such
as buying a hosepipe and tools for the garden. Not to mention
next year® committee. So with your permission, | shall begin.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu

vorbim de alegerea comitetului pe anul viitor. A ladar, cu
permi siunea dumneavoastrhyr ea
vA spun c¢cnh anul trecut am avl
De | ©ngn mi ne, vecina mea
plictisit [i ochii 1i sclipesc, de parca r VIi-ma Sp
Rezultate? E responsabil d e bl oc, nu di f
Preledi nt el e ~ i d fsedincénd in taed,la nai pet
deasupra ochelarilor, cdi
¢cmi dau toatn osteneal a, ¢
li mA ui tf earfeaarsnt rpae cr Apatn di
bl ocul ui , "ndoith de mijl oc,
strange gunoaiele. O vedeli L umi Schi mbnAnm
Ce munchnheée
Preledinteleanunian  pr i mul ar t i dterlde|
salariu pentru el insuli, pentru Administratorul Vlaicu i
pentru autoritara | uii meevastA
Lumi, care zice:
fi Li pentru Tina ?
Viceleili i a o
Cu un creion.
APAam
are o fan
Admi ni

SN ¢

e x p r didacespe Ipcriktensacatgi:

zece | ei
gur , sn
cu face ¢

putieamain dnm
aglerf®rea, desi
stratorul VI ai
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First, may | say that we had very, very good results last year.0

From the next seat, my neighbour Lumi shoots me a
bored grin, eyes sparkling as if to say: Results? He looks after
a residential block, he® not the manager of a company! The
President rambles on, occasionally glancing at us over his
specs, just to make sure wée all paying attention.

| do my best, but after a while | get bored and look
through the cracked window to my right. In the yard below,
Tina, the old cleaner, is bent double, sweeping rubbish. Lumi
is watching her too. We exchange a brief look. What a job.

The President announces the first vote: pay rises for
himself, for Administrator Vlaicu and h is bossy wife. Nobody
objects. Excet for Lumi, who asks:

ANVhat about Tina?6

The VP looks concerned and does somequick sums
with a pencil.

d suppose we could give her 10 lei,6 he admits. He®
young and fresh-faced, no doubt keen to make a good
impression. But Vlaicu the Administrator seems about to lay
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A Tina nu!
alezandu-se mai
coridorul
greu.

ACOnd o ajunge sn plAteasch
Cu ni mic, adaughn. U r finevecinincadope
ganduri. Dar apoi cinevaint r e:a b n

APAi, atunci dumpal awWaas2tmnni

|l alinse | asn tncerea. Vlaict
ar vrea sh ne baglediatebhecect
voOnt ul sipolitcenibrnezi ce, d@nd din

s elt ren gte éndreptéandy-ii spinareali
bine pe marginea scaunului. Vuielte
Tina r-aditnhn awchi i,

fi Hai, dali-i [i Tinei 20% !

Vlaicu recade in scaun, déndu-s e

i Acum haideli sn votnAnm pentru
propune Vicele, cu bnrbia tre

fi De ce? Navem nevoiedeeleliui er n VI ai cu

Cu tenul lui deschis, cu ochii albaltri ca de prunc i ciuful
lui fcol Aresc, ar putea trece |
doamnnAunnttrrenilag dAabremtuzilik
intervine:

A Stimatul nostru Administ rator are dreptate! Sunt o

Mare |l ucrué
bntut .

S7

an egg.

d\ot Tina! 6he snaps, perched on the edge of his seat.
voice booms down the corridor. Tina glances up from the
yard, as if she heard it. Vlaicu® chest is heaving.

@y the time she pays tax, it wond be worth her while! &
he adds. A brief silence follows, while the residents mull it
over. But then someone aks:

@0, why did you get a rise?0

Silent descends once more.Vlaicu glares around the
residents like he could put thumbscrews on us all. But the
Resident seems to sense the wind of political change and
waves a hand, saying:

dGive Tina 20 percent, who cares.0

Vlaicu slumps back in his chair, steaming in defeat.

dNow let & vote on the water meters@suggests the VP,
jowl & atremble.

ANVhy? We dond@ need to buy them,Bhisses Vlaicu.

With his clear skin, baby blue eyes and collegiate mop
of silvery hair, he might pass for a genial academic. A lady in
a baggy tracksuit nods enthusiastically and chips in:

@ur esteemed Administrator is correct! They de a trick
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imecherie inveatditn Yest, car
ful gern diindeperaitveiurci@u pr ea lia. |
Ridic mana. Prel edintele o vede, prezena me a famuze
fi mn ncurajeazn sn iau cuv©®

A la ssauzim, englezule !

fi Contoarele nu sunt o inlel At orie, zic.
fiecare din noi va pinse exhat

¢cnainte sA apuce c &rcenva ts e
pe scnAr ilA nmrticipant n nt ©r zi at n.
intr-un pardesiu maro pufosfili strecoarn biny

ca o0 pi si cnarputeayda pgste unachine. 1l wede pe
Vlaicu, care tocmai 1l i dn ochi i peste ca
Lispunecuovoc e hot nr ©t n

AMAI, oameni Hiunde g@m & vreumw
preledi nte, nincamulpume Tchau. &uuwu
care Nui nici odiat pe aicai e-l pandeib oi

s hpt nmonl prinz. Atatsai avut de spus.

Capul di spare instantaneu,
sfoarn

iMullumesc, doamna Dumitresctl

Credinciosul 1 ui | odaott esneeinr
se “ndreapt-sespreaignamsdcwni BEd,na id
CATr
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invented by someone in the West, who thinks we &e stupid.d
She flashes me a dark look, as if | might know who. | raise my
hand. The President spots it and seems to be amused by my
presence, but he encourages me to speak.

d_et® hear it, English.0

Meters are not a scamd | suggest. dThey will help
everyone to pay their due, and they can prevent errors.d

Before anyone can respond, clicking heels on the stairs
signal a late arrival. A frail woman in a spongy brown coat
pokes her chin round the open doorway, like a cat checking
for dogs. She spots Vlaicu,who rolls his eyes as if to say oh
no. She speaks in a firm voice:

af you lot are electing presidents, please elect one whas
reliable. Not someone who@& never around and you have to
wait a week to find him. That & all.6

Then her head vanishes, like a puppet® yanked from
behind by hands unseen.

orhank you, Mrs Dumitrescu, 6 sighs Vlaicu. His loyal
lieutenant in the baggy tracksuit stands up and waddles to the
open door, then she screams down the landing:
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iSA te @ aDer &c e c alispelibaicondl apa (
murdarn curge | a ne!

Preledi nt el e ne ched&imn ne a e
funci onarea apometrelor. Se de
toate cnhA &uwntcapiitraeanst A. Arla
sigure, nu li se pot manipula fur uburi l e fiind
sugililapuliuile. Toatnhn | umea se fomdir
de o sutnAn de ani ,iseiarolesc deeas in
costumele lor de ln mor mGnt ar e. Ur mnt o
achizii onarea unui bec Il a 1ift.
acord sA stea  Ia sé fade lecoromie.cDar
explicandu-l e cn t A
p | u elte aretajud intai,
oseascn | iftul
de ast a, t-asr cué
din magazinul

t a mi

Prel edintele i
democrali e
trebui e

ili, afarn
doneze un bec
mirosurile din baie.

i A mea pute, se plangeLumi. MAa m g ©O©ndi tmi«
vand apartamentul.

VI ai cu ri
infantil.

Aili ce te?’

convinge,
moder nn,
sn f ol

dichnh ochi i | a

mp i end ir @ raWnrdons &ntrec
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5o to hell! Every time you wash your balcony, dirty
water drips onto mine! 0

The President calls for order and explains how water
meters work. He admits he & in favour of the idea, even if it is
a capitalist one. He mentions how the meters are well-made
and cannot be tampered with, because they all have cocks and
nipples. Everyone laughs, especially the old guys aged ninety-
ten, who sit shuddering red -faced in their black funeral suits.
The next vote is about whether or not to buy a new light bulb
for the elevator. Some residents say they dor@i mind standing
in the dark if it saves money. But the President over rules
them, explaining that we live in a modern democracy, plus he
lives on the first floor and must use the lift several times a day.

@esidesphe adds, The Turk on the top floor offered to
donate a lamp from his shop.6 Then we discuss smelly
bathrooms.

Mine stinks,0 complains Lumi,
selling my flat. 6

Vlaicu looks up, baby blue eyes twinkling.

8 even considered

@o why dond@ you?dhe asks, sarcastically. A middle-
aged man in a wide tie tells Vlaicu not to be rude. Lumi replies
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rnspunde:
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0o Yravaewua ns h at

e a

nu

pr
| ui

sA rezol ve

e prima oa
ef ace ciior.e
VI aicu, i

fi Din cauza chinezilor, care [i-au renovat apartamentul.

Cdiva “ntorc
chinezi sunt prezenli. Nu sunt. Soli a

cudegetulli mur mur A

Apoi cineva

s

shpt nmOnn.

ADin cauza

capul , parch ¢

autoritarhn

sumbr u:
i Autotfelulde imecher i i

“n buchnhnt

n
“"ntreabhn de ce

ui

D

umi trescu |

[i bate cu degetul in caietul Vicelui, capentruai cer e s
Nu obi ect e &iddmnuh Dumireséu nu e de faln
I\ei verdictulecu pix@l Angle (taeintre
grims wlnii i . c&iseddar
11 dimineala. lar Vlaicu face unanuni-s ur pirsaz ip udie
dea demisia din Comitet.
fi Deli imi fac datoria cu pasiune, am probleme de

protesteze
degetel e |

sAanhfTaebui

ui

e

s n

au

medi camehi
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that she just wants to fix the problem, not move out.

d simply want to find out why the plumbing smells so
bad,6she continues.nd, as you all know, this is not the first
time | &ve askedd

The President busies himself shuffling papers. The VP
murmurs to Vlaicu, who nods and replies:

dt& because the Chinese renovated their apartment
A few heads turn, as if checking whether our Chinese
residents are present. They are not. Vlaicu® bossy wife waves
a finger and mutters darkly: &rhey have gadgets in their
kitchen.d

Next, someone asks why the rubbish chute gets blocked
every week.

@ecause of that Dumitrescu on the third floor, dgrunts
Vlaicu, tapping the VP& notepad, as if he wants it written
down. Nobody objects and Mr. Dumitrescu isn @ here to
protest. The VP scribbles the verdict, pen clutched in his
podgy fist. By now, the air is stale and mouths are yawning,
even though it& only 11 am. Then Vlaicu makes a surprise
announcement: he may resign from the Committee.

d&ven though | am passionate about my job, lan ill. | &e
costly pills imported from abroad and need time to go to
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am nevoie de t i mlunidantratemfent.cdoarau
vreau SN se spunn cn mA sustr

Femeia 'n faafiimiazg lbAlerpres
fli trece deéegeto®rénupamulii vops
s A r AN m® lodatari pArimai pu lin afectali VI aicu
umeri i spune: VAalumekc pentru spri
gOndesc. Apoi uniatpicpp de w@moS t
e pnr de c©ine peste tot. VI ¢

i De acord! De | a cairrelsdull
da?

O doamnn z ©mb ilitdecaarringervinec u  d i
A Vai, dar ce frumos e!
Prel edinteleanunln  a p oi n diipéntrucCannitetul ¢
de anul viitor [i citelte numele celor cinci care suntii acum n

Comitet. Un domn painic, intr-un puloversp i | A c i tcap:

fi Avem nevoie de forle proaspete. O propun pe Lumi.
Mul Ti sunt de acord. Dar Vlaicu are o obiedie:

AiLumi are die goOndnsapHnmanrn
ma i fie ai ci , din cauza umdrii
i ndi ferentn.

Votul final arlevhototataria
inleleg.
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resorts. But | don@ want people saying | an skiving... 0

The woman in the baggy tracksuit looks aghast, running
bony fingers through her hennaed hair and urging him to stay
on. Other residents look somewhat less concerned; Vlaicu
shrugs and says: rhank you all for your support, | @l think
about it.6Then an old guy in a baseball hat complains about
dog hair. Vlaicu yells @ agree! From that huge dog! It lives
with the German guy, yes?d

A smiley lady with gold teeth intervenes :

@ut what a beauty!d

The President then announces new candidates for next
year® Committee and reads out the five names of those
currently serving. A quiet man in a faded sweater shakes his
head:

AONe need new blood. | propose Lumi.d

Others agree. But Vlaicu objects, saying:

d.umi plans to sell her Hat and probably won @ be

around, because of the ChinesebLumi shrugs, indifferent.

There® a final hurried vote. Some residents complain
they dond@ understand.
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fi Votali, pur i simplu votaTi! 1i zoreite Prd edintele, cu
ochiipeceasApoi bnribatpyl papul overt
fi Li cu graffiti -u | nila fdi ncufm r AmOGne
Se | altea. Catevachapetese intorc spre el, oamenii {i
zOmbesc sau se ncruntn unul
fi Darce scrieacob? “~ntreabn VI aicu.
AMui e VIaicu, spune bnrbat:

Administratorul Vlaicu nicinu clipeite.Prde di nt el
m®© ninspune:
nCe

c o r?tAstased@mocrdial
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Qlust vote, voteBurges the President, checking his watch
Then the quiet man in the sweater asks:

6And what abou t that graffiti, scratched in the elevator? 6

Silence falls. Heads turn, smiles and frowns are ex
changed.

ANVhy, what does it say?dasks Vlaicu.

@uck me, Vlaic@says the old guy in the sweater.

Administrator Vlaicu doesn & flinch. The President
waves a hand and says:

ANVho cares? Thats democracyd

[Translated into English by the author]
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Grete Tartler

Lutierul
Cu ochel ari de s©rmn, chel
intr-o " nchpere plinn de canal
era lutierul cel mai cunoscut, lui
pATr i nT-aucerme i i
sfmi construiasch vioar a.
¢ mi ami ntesc: eram el evn,
scar a ngustn de porumbar
pe | ©nghras e sfoarn, bun
s n iltali pacele.
Apoi, studentn -6aveamd, vVvi oa
Ma i era un aminnunt, ceva d
Azi fiica mea are nevoie de ea,
dar |l utierul s e ncrunt n:
n-o sh mn | as grAabit
doar pentru cnnfunii au din
obsesia cn trebuie sn cOnt

The Violin -M aker

With his wire spectacles and shiny bald head
in a room full of canaries,

he was the most famous instrument-maker,
and my parents asked him

to make me a violin.

| remember: | was a schoolgirl; I climbed

the narrow dovecot staircase

next to a basket on a rope, intended

for hauling up mail or newspapers.

Then | became a student, and still no violin i
there was still some detail, something to finish.
Today my daughter needs it,

but the violin -maker frowns:

d won @ be hurried

just because some people happen to inherit
an obsession with playing an instrument. 0

[Translated into English by Fleur Adcock]
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Stelian T Anase

Zgaiba

Zgaiba died Wednesday at 17:26fi his head smashed in. A car travelling at speed killed him
in the middle of the street. The sound of the blow kept ringing in Vivi & brain. The driver never
stopped. He must have heard a thud under the body of the car, there under the right front wheel.
He floored the accelerator, and remoteness swallowed him. Vivi lost track of the car at the end of
the street. Tsak tsak tsakde went on shooting the images reflexively. That was the thing. Horrified.
Zgaiba. Images on the sidewalk. The dog didnd drop right away. He was hurled a metre along the
curb. He didn d bark. He didn @ yelp. He didn & let out a sound. Time stood still. It took Vivi a
moment to come back to his senses. Zgaiba: images on the pavemenii his eyes fogged over; his
big eyes, stunned. In a state of shock. His tail lowered, his ears pricked. Vivi went on looking at the
dog® coffeecolored spine there among the iron spears of the fence.Tsak, tsak, tsakZgaiba had
started heading back to the gate that had let him out earlier. He had crossed the street. He had
nearly slipped into the courtyard. He gazed into the familiar place without understanding what hit
him. From dying to collapse, the whole scene lasted an instant. Right before Vivi® eyes.

Vivi had been taking a cigarette break. Between smokes, he went on snapping pictures of
Zgaiba, who he@ spotted down in the street. His favorite character. He had hundreds of clichéd
snaps of the dog. Vivi himself was up in the attic at the time. He was looking at the cold weather,
the cornices acioss the street. Héil been developing yesterday® pix for an hour. Failures, without
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éclat, flops, dumb mistakes: he had spoiled ten rolls of film. Irritated, tired, Vivi had picked up the
camera and started taking pictures of Zgaiba bumming around the area fi it relaxed him, tsak, tsak,
tsakii when the car had appeared. A shiny black body. With headlights on. Evening hadn d fallen
yet. There was a dirty ashen light. Overcast sky. Itdl snow, Vivi had told himself earlier, with his
elbows on the sill. The blow to the brain flashed into being i unforeseeablyi after that.

Vivi hurried down the stairs, skipping three steps at a time. Some voice on the landing set up
a protestfi he was making racket. He ripped open the entrance door. He made it into the courtyard
and screeched to a halt. Zgaiba was lying prostrate on the roadway. Afraid to get closer, Vivi
stopped a few steps away. As if inside an imaginary circle, he contemplated the dog for an instant.
Bloody muzzle. Legs rigid. Thick fur. Unable to haul the truth i n, without understanding, Vivi
brought the camera to his eyes, pushed the button,tsak Once, twice, without stopping. All stretched
out like that, lifeless, Zgaiba was terribly beautiful. His black head, his sharp ears, powerfully
pointed, his proud tail. The image of a pagan god, old and mysterious. Stiff as a board, emptied of
life in an instant.

What should he do? Vivi hadn @ the faintest. Should he call a doctor? There was one among
the neighbours. He managed to touch Zgaiba. No pulse. Nothing. The throat, the chest. Nowhere.
&top kidding. Say something!dVivi stroked the dog, played with his paws, brushed his muzzle,

dHe& dead'da voice fell down from somewhere above. At her window, the neighbour leaned
over her sill. For Vivi she counted as a rasping voice, a head that had popped out from a broken
window. @Hed® deadddNo!6@ond weep for him. He & in heaven. & better there. If it werend,
someone would have comeback wi th al l t he \VIhy &EBe gladhesvescaped
t his val edAmther wirelaw opeded. A head with messed up hair, a greenish dye job,
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pyjama top. Old, half -naked chest.dHow did it happen? 6Vivi couldn d@ muster a word. The others
had plenty to say, like, 6r'hrow him in the garbage. There® a bin at the vacant lot toward the tram.d
oro let the worms eat him?6dedl stick. He dl swell up and smell. 8But now the mate of the head
from a moment ago was popping up. The guy had called hi s wife from inside to see what was going.
Cal l t he B o a®dthe gafbagdireea!l.686Mh@E going to get rid of this cadaver for us?6
Or'here® an undertaker at the square. B | |l et them know we have abd
Suspended from a balcony above, a flag began to shake over the wrought iron parapet. And the
police force, whatd it doing?dd\othing. What & there to do®at& a dog, not a personpthe old lady
chimed in in a nettlesome way, her sepulchral voice, low and very deep. dt& a good thing he died.
Weve gotten rid of his mess. YodaHeygrmaa phatde yadbind
with that flag? 64 like waving it whenever | geta chance.6A n ot h er maVvilirtekes & gander
at a broad, flat head, a mask of sanething like whitewash on its face, the shoulders in a green
dressing gown. @ was afraid to come home, forfearhe@ at t a 6dRid hmevér attack you, huh?6
orhatd all | needed!6d/Vhat breed?0The rasping voice cand say enough: dehe, he was a localmuitt,
what pedigree? He® a certified Vacant Lot. Bravo!d &Vhat& with you, still with lords and
aristocrats®@ made mi nce meat of the | ot of you in
i with a baseball bat over the head8drou have blood on your hands.6dreah, and lam proud of it,
God f or g dodwhat haseséd got to do with it? 3@Vhen the brigade used to step out on parade
with the flag, the whole towwn admired us. Yo
Vivi disappeared, entered the stairwell, lit a bulb. He lived in an apartment on the second
floor in the old, Cotroceni district. The bloc was built between the wars, and he had a corner of the
attic where hedl installed his lab. But now, Vivi was slamming the door against the wall in a rush
on his way in. He r an up the stairs, panting. Zgaiba didn @ bound into the hall to welcome him. He
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didn @ yap happily. No one scolded Vivi for being late, for not having left him food and water, for
not having taken him out for a walk, for leaving him alone. The cheerful bar k, the leap into his arms
i nada Deserted rooms. Vivi looked around the apartment. Zgaiba didn a frisk in from his basket,
or the terrace or anywhere. Vivi grabbed the shovel from the storage closet, the coverlet from the
sofa. He felt guilty. Zgaiba had escaped into the street through the gate he himself had left open.

He had come home loaded with baggage. He was carrying some photographic apparatus, a
tripod. He was getting ready for a photo shoot somewhere off at the back of hell and gone. He
would have to be at the North Station tomorrow at dawn. There wouldn @ be time to stop at the
editorial office, so hed@ brought everything home. He had his hands full, and he @ knocked the door
shut with his knee. Near him, Zgaiba had bounded about happily, but Vivi had needed to put
everything down. As it was, he barely made it up the stairs. It was a narrow, unaccommodating
flight. With baggage, it was a problem dragging up to the first floor. After depositing his things,
hed@ stayed in the lab to develop some films. The urgent ones. Then, Vivi went on looking at Zgaiba.

Now he didn @ know how to mourn for him. Having made it back into the courtyard, Vivi sat
with his arse on the entrance step, Zgaiba stretched out beside him. He ran his fingers through
Zgaibad fur. He took him by the legs, pulled him onto the coverlet. He wrapped him up like a child.
He took him in his arms, slung him over his shoulder. The courtyard wasn @ empty anymore. Posted
on the landing, the tenants were waiting to see what he would do. They watched him in silence.
Carrying the dog, he passed right by them. They stood back to give him room. Vivi chose a place at
the back of the courtyard. Under a lilac. Near a bush. Summers, Zgaiba like to doze there in the
shade. To sleep when the sun beat @wn too hard. Vivi had photographed him here sometimes
stretched out, lost to this world i between the garage of the neighbour to the south and the garden
wall.
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Carefully, Vivi set the coverlet down beside him. He hesitated about where to start digging.
Head toward the East. Vivi pawed the earth with the tip of the shovel, slowly. He tossed some
stones aside. He dug with his head sunk between his shouldersfi talking to himself, humming a
song, measuring out the movements of the shovel.

But he cand get away from the neighbours. The chorus begins:d.eave it, neighbour, dond be
sad. The Russians were cutting us to ribbons, like this, see. They were mowing us down, and we
were frozen stiff. 5Another chimes in: d.isten, neighbour, | sing at the church, among other things
i from the lectern. Let& make hi m a mass . 0dhatk whatvhe hekdsb sdyy
another. dVede talking about a wild beast, we@ do bet t er 86t mu fwerye ha Imi
By now it & turning into the tower of Babel. Be gooddsomeone says,@on@ wander around the
house at night. | hear you. You scrabble around on the ceiling and wake me up. Better you should
pay the maintenance. Youde late. Theyd | cut of f dldie of coy.dd& ddn &kaow you
were still alive, 5comes the reply.6d@ongrats! | was thinking that the apartment downstairs was
empty, up for sale. Didn @ you die last winter? 6dNo. Don d you see me? Are you blind or something?6
&ind of around February? 60NOT!66A buyer came yesterday to find out about the price.6dn not
selling. Better | should die.68rheydl find you by the smell, rotting in the house. You @ | (o]
donofabitch.60r ou have no one to give you a glass of water. Go to the old folks home 6aMe?60r eah,
you!d@® Wi t h our ey éthe stamdard bearer ferhaakg:rhe head of the work brigade was
leading the column. We, in overalls under the official tribune, saluting. We were so proud! 66rou
gotta dig deep. | buried hundreds of our guys at Stalingrad. Just a couple of shovels doesnd cut it...0

Vivi stops for an instant. He looks at the neighbours, a quartet. Frozen under one of the eaves
of the building. When did it begin to snow? One of them opened a big black umbrella like a horse

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu
69

blanket, like a canvas sail. The old man from the first floor, leaning on his flag. The old lady, dyed

blond, with a something like a mask of flour on her face, in a green dressing gown with hair curlers

under her kerchief. This lady & husband listens to the gentleman from the half-basement.d.et me
introduce myself. The name® Popescud

Vivi turned his back to them. He went on digging. He needed a deeper grave. A deeper grave.
A deeper grave. He kept digging with the gnashing sound of the shovel in his ears.

ANho put OBfihet Stayed in the courtyard he@ h av e Olsdywthedodd lady,
struggling to close the front of her dressing gown. A shiny green dressing gown with big pink
chrysanthemums. dHehe, he chose freedom, and what did it get him? He died before his time! Good
behaviour fi that&® why obedience pays in the end. You shouldnd@ revolt. You shouldn @ venture.d
@etter an injection than on a chain. You ever hear of euthanasia@The gentleman with the flag raised
it over the othersdheads, as if it were something on a spear.dt& a relief. Me, Ian happy waiting to
die.0@ite your tongue.d0l'he same thing& waiting for you too, ya know. Or your relatives will kill
you out of pity, to get hold of your place. One little prick and it & torment bye-bye. You wind up in
a place full of light, in a green pl ace, in a place of rest from which all pain has flown fi all pain and
sadness and sighsd &Vhat& come over you, Mr. Popescu, to frighten me this way?6 @ut dog
catchers, what do you have to say about themddrhey were on the street yesterday, collaring stray
d o g $&hatd how it was at Stalingrad, you know. We were pickin dup the dead, froze stiff, with
ammunition carts. 66rou&e one of them, palddNVhat? A corpse® stray dog.dd et find a woman
forhim.6A h o me bddadwhén we were marchingin par ade, the whol e
|&ve kept the flag since then. Those were the days, not these! Volunteers! We were dedicating our
youth to the fatherland! 66A sad case of masturbation, that®s what it is. Tell me you never jerked off
atleastonceddrhatd a | oad of cr apGoosesteppng dn the spot,she geptlenaé
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with the flag took up the tune of an old march. He had caps on his boots, and in that courtyard they
made a powerful sound. His determined chin jutted out fromunderhisber et € hi s t oot
his watery eyes.

orhered® no difference between a mart bone and a dods.68nly our spirit remains after we &e
g 0 n éd/haaaat remains®éAre you deaf?6dreah, a bit | am'd6d_eave it, man, no one has ever come
back from there to tellusathing.66. azar us é onl y h e ,680piundocthegpeopld lal
give you one with the flag that @l hunch your back. Aren @ you ashamed to be up to such tricks???
Youd e | yddmhg Bnows what kind of whore chaser you were, you little fuck.86rou think |
dond know that you poisoned the dog last month. You de happy now that he & dead0dAt least it
won @ smell of dog piss on the stairs anymore.6&eeping animals in the building is forbidden. That &
how we voted. It & a heresy. MistadVivi doesnd respect the rules88Vhat an evil head he had, like a
blood-thirsty wild beast, like a devil. 88Vho, MistaVivi?oNo, t he dog! . . . t he
pointy teeth! Did you see those pointy teeth?68Vhere do you see the devil? He was a sweetheart.
Hed leap up to lick your face if you paid him the least attention. 8 pure soul. May the soil rest
l i ght | y o @éfhe meopte inéhis budding are like out of whore house. 68Vhodl bark for me
now when | go for the paper?dd should like to say a few words, in remembrance, now that death
has settled in this beautiful dwelling bringing sadness. 0

Vivi jumped into the grave, found it suitable, wiped the dirt off his hands, reached over to a
low tap, washed his hands. Cold water, sharp as a knife. Then, he got hold of the coverlet, tried to
pull it. No success, so he took Zgaiba in his arms. Zgaiba: wrapped in the coverlet like a child. The
dog was heavy. Softly, carefully, Vivi deposited Zgaiba at the bottom of the grave. He stood there
waiti ng for a minute, staring, broke up a lump of sand. He took up the shovel, temporarily forgotten
and thrust into the ground a meter away. He cut carefully into the heap of earth and threw it into
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the hole. He rested his chin on the handle of the shovel. Hestared at the grave. Zgaiba was covered
in rime. They weren @ parted yet. They still had an instant. @ut perhaps the dearly beloved gathered
here would like to hear a few heart -felt words. 6

droude not at church, mate. That where you deliver sermons, speechesdd et hear it for the
Party!8d-uck the Party!6@5till, 60Mr. Popescu took a step forward, Gvhat a parting it is, oh my brothers!
What lamentation, what mourning there is here now! Thus, come now to kiss the one who was with
us a moment ago. Forhe goes down into the grave, covered with earth, to dwell in the house of
darkness, to be buried with the dead. Now as we are parting, all his relatives and friends pray God
to give him rest. 6&Vhich one of you farted, mate? Hey, neighbour, you really bro ke wind... May it
do you good...6Saying that, the speaker got down to smell the other guy& arse.dfoude eating too
many beans. That | ma k e y od@rhefgayowlith tlsetfagt gives him a dig with his elbow. 6
@hh, letd® listen!6dNow all the great deceptions and vanities of this life are undone, for the soul has
left its place, the vessel is broken, the clay has blackened into the earth, voiceless, without feeling,
dead, unmoving, for the one we accompany to the grave we pray God to give him peace with out
end.6d.et me help you!8@o0 you know how to sing? 68Ve were doing it on the front. The Russians
were pressing us from behind with bayonets i without shoes in the frost. Siberia. We, prisoners in
rags.00roude lying, you old crook. What areyouratti ng on about over the
know you. You weren @ on any front. You kept a hot el f ul I'i |oéfEhe lspeakér
moved the huge black ragged umbrella aside. The snow fell down on the four of them, buried them,
froze them, hid them from view. Vivi could barely make them out behind the curtain of snow. He
only heard fi tremolo fi the pathetic voice of Mr. Popescu, the church singer. He guessed that Mr.
Popescu sometimes left him some funeral sweet on the door mat or some twisted funeral breads
hanging from the handle of his door. &Vhat is our life?d
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dn truth, flower, and mist, and morning dew. Come witness h ow all is made plain in the
tombs: where is the beauty of the body? Where is youth? Where are the eyes and the bod{s face?
Everything has faded like grass, all have perished. Come. Thus let us fall before Christ with tears...6
dHey you old duffer, you @e getting all bent over under the snow. Do you want to die too? 6The old
woman began fastening the old guy& buttons. Her husband remained submissive, silent. The
former brigade leader advanced goose stepping through the garden. He spread the flag with its
royal insignia over Zgaiba. He turned about face, faced front, clicked his heels. He saluted, rigid,
his hand at his beret. Through pursed lips, he brought out some vague trumpet sounds. Those who
had stayed under the eaves advanced a few paces. Vivi, outsile the grave i bowing his head but
still forced to look at them i went on throwing earth over Zgaiba. d.et& leave them alonefsaid the
veteran of Stalingrad. The quartet made its way back, disappeared through the door, fadingly,
amidst the snow.

Vivi tra mpled down the earth. He grabbed some flowers from the house and hurried back
down the stairs. He scattered chrysanthemums over the earth of the tomb, under which Zgaiba &
body lay. Somehow, he divined the tenantsdfaces flattened against the glass, theirstares thrust into
the back of his neck, his shoulder blades. He stayed like that for minutes on end so that it would
snow on him fi until he too whitened in his turn. Later, he sat with his arse on the entrance step,
never taking his eyes from the grave. Vivi was frozen when he began to cry. He cried like a child.
In that dark. In that snowfall. In that cold that comes before Christmas.

[Rewritten in English by Jean Harris]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales | ==

Edited by Lidia Vianu
73

loana leronim
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Madonna and Elvis

Silver birds above the city
cricket calls flooding the air

Madonna and Elvis, the homeless
teenagers

their skin luminous under tatters

their eyes shimmering in the
translucent

mid -summer darkness of Bucharest

just the two of them, hovering between
a parked Chrysler

and the statue of aFounding Father
with his court of reclining nymphs

the night& whispers
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won d surrender to words

what might have been
falls behind

shredded under the late
unhurried swish of wheels
driving home

[Written in English ]
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Dan D nnil n

Ella at Free Europe

At midnight, breathless, between two songs,
hearing the pink noises with the premonition
of her voice, a split second before the others

My ears full of love, the tape recorder

a hot raptor with slow digestion

and never satisfied i the songs never ending,

like her life, a melody consumed just for my own sake

Yet she doesrii know | an exiled here in the dark, near
her records, her picture on the loudspeaker,

next to her favourite colour. Take five,

this could be our last date. Maybe

one day | will run off, along a record &

narrow groove, between two evergreens,
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(evasion is a real thing i1 i.e., the dark side of the moon,
through the looking glass, and Sing-Sing, Alcatraz ...)

At midnight, breathless, between two songs...

[Written in English]
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Mike Ormsby

Mother Tongue

@o you like comics?8says Rizvan, rummaging in a kitchen cupboard. He & nine years old and has
a large collection.

d&veryone likes comics 0l say.

d\ot in our house, 6says little Tudor, R n z W&ayounger brother, leaning in the doorway, watching
with big br own eyes. He wears flip-flops and Mickey Mouse shorts. Sunset illuminates the kitchen like
a sepia postcard. It smells of fried onions.

Wede tired after a long day exploring the delights of Cluj -Napoca: the National Museum of Art
with its Romanian masters, the Ethnographic Museum with its bee -pots and animal traps; the botanical
gardens with its Japanese bridge, exquisite orchids and palm trees. Its nice to relax with kids. We&e not
related, just buddies.

R h z vhauts a stack of dog-eared comics to the fable where 1am sitting.

@erhaps you could read for me?0l say, &/our Dad tells me you Ge good?0
R n z vshrags and ruffles his curly black hair as | peruse the bright graphics and bold titles: Spiderman;
Top Secret; Time Warriors.

@K, Bhe says, both elbows on the table,@ut which one?6

Oreah, which one?says little Tudor. | consider my options, and point.

@cooby Doo in Ancient Egypt?6saysR n z v, @&xtellent choiced
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&xcellent choicefsays Tudor, settling beside me on the wooden bench.

R n z vreads well, flipping the coloured pages. | can hardly keep up. His Romanian is clear and
melodic, music to my ears. But he stops when his mother appears, wearing a pinafore. Little Tudor
groans. Maria surveys us, hands on hips.

aComics7she says, with an air of disapproval.

Tudor leans into me, and whispers: @ told you. &

Maria barks orders at the three of us: &'ime for dinner. Wash hands, move to the terrace. Quickly
now. o

She turns but her husband Gabriel is blocking the doorway. He has on a tight T -shirt, biceps like
a bodybuilder. He smiles and says: &Vhat& the problem?%

dNo problem, 6says Maria, brushing past him.

Gabriel winks at his sons. dl'he law is the law,8he says,And | should kno w. &

We move outside and take our seats for dinner. We fill our plates with baked fish, roast peppers,
barbecued chicken, tiny sausages, smoked aubergines and new potatoes. There are seven of iis Gabriel
and Maria, plus her aging parents, the two boys and me. Plus a Persian cat that lurks below the table
with a squashed-up face like it ran into a wall. | can never remember its name. Beethoven?

The wine flows and Gabi tells his sons about how he and I first met, in a Bucharest bar, watching
footy. 1Gm sippin g and concurring i those were the days, drinking beer and talking baloney, just before
he hooked up with Maria, the glamorous post -grad with a sharp tongue and a twinkle in her eye.

Her hair is flecked with grey now and she seems less interested in our past than in Romania&
future. She steers the conversation towards politics. Inevitably, her sons soon look bored. Tudor dangles
a slither of meat above his face, eating it from the bottom up. When the chat subsides, | tell them a joke
about a duck. R n z viaughs and says:@Magnifico! 6
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Magnifico! 6says Tudor, chewing with his eyes closed.

d know a joke too,8saysR n z v, @hree men are building a house. But they cand use the toilet
until they finish. So, the first man i 6R A z vlaeaks off mid-sentenceand looks worried. Maria is
observing him, her eyes wide and head cocked.

&R n z véahe says,0rhat® not a good joked

He looks deflated. &Mum, how do you know, if | haven @ even finished it?0

oroudve finished it, dsays Maria. R h z vl@oks to his Dad who pours himself a glass of wine and
concludes an anecdote he started earlier, about trying to prosecute some wise guy over a dodgy shipping
contract. He sounds frustrated and hints how the judge took a bribe. His father -in-law is sittin g alongside
in a cardigan and bi-focal specs, listening closely or not at all. Gravy glistens on his silver moustache.

Maria smiles at R n z vbatime does not smile back. She diverts her gaze first to her rotund mother,
whose kindly sigh seems well practised, and then to me.

&R n z viavery intelligent, 6Maria says, 6rop of every class. Silly jokes are beneath him. We hope
hedl be a lawyer, like his father.

@ad ideadsays Gabriel, refilling our wine glasses.

R i z vbiushes hard until his face matches the tomatoes on his plate. | feel a twinge of guilt, and
sayyd t was just a joke, MadGia, probably my fault

She lays down her fork and gives me a puzzled look. The case is closed. The other adults munch
in silence, staring into their plates as if fascinated by the food.

d know a joke too,Gsays little Tudor, GAnd there won @ be any problems with mine, like there was
with his. 6He jabs a greasy thumb towards his elder brother.

Maria rolls her eyes. &/ery well, if you insist. But keep it short, and polite. &

R h z vtarms to me and says: 3He& seven by the way. Just so you knowd
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&deven and a halfpsays Tudor, flashing a perfect smile. He breathes deeply, inflating his puny
He scratches his ear and chucklesprobably rehearsing the lines in his head. We watch and wait.
vdaums the table with his fingers. @G0

&@o what? says Tudor.

o tell your joke.0

or'hree men are building a house, buttheycand use t he 6toil et, andé
Orudor, § says Maria.

dNVhat?0

at& the same joked

Tudor blinks. @h, is it?0he says, and sits down again, fingering his food.

&nife and fork, monkey, dsaysRn z v. a n

d5o00d idea,dsays Tudor, reaching for his cutlery. It & still wrapped in a linen napkin. R n z vpats

his head in his hands and groans. Tudor saws off a chunk of meat, skewers it on his fork and glances up
at me. &Vas my joke funny?6

| wink and he winks back, like he & got grit in his eye. He glances warily towards Maria then leans

into me and says in a low voice: @®o you like comics?d

*k%k

| leave Romania to work in Africa for a bit. Gabriel stays in touch by email and over the months |

detect a gradual change in hismood. He& frustrated with practising law : Because | never fight a case, all
| do is ask for it to be adjourned, then | pass money in an envelope. When | ask if he means more bribes,
he writes back: Wake up, my friend, this is Romania.

He tells me that it& impossible to know how the cash finally reaches the judges, but he assures

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu
81

me it does, by a circuitous route: Thered no trial by jury here, our legal system is still corrupt, all these
years after the Revolution. Why?

| also notice a darker tone to hiscomments about family life. It starts as a laddish joke fi he refers
to his wife Maria as Central Committee. But soon he has a new name for her: The War Office. | doni pry
and he doesnd reveal.

In his next email, three months later, Gabriel says he wantsto emigrate and he has been checking
his options:

Canada? New Zealand? What do you think, my friend, somewhere | could practise my profession
with dignity and provide a decent life for my family? My sons are keen. There & only one problem: the
War Office is against the idea She likes her job lecturing at the university. Her parents live up our street.
She&s built her nest. But I&ve had enough. | need to get out. This country is like some beautiful woman
whom you cannot trust. Perhaps | should come to Rwanda, whatd it like, my friend?

| sit at my desk in Kigali wondering how to reply. Either Gabriel has discovered Romantic poetry
or he® on crack. | listen to the avocadoes dropping from trees outside my study. They hit the grass with
a reassuring thump, heavy and ripe. | can hear the gardener whistling as he scoops them into his basket.
| get up and stand by the window, to see how many h e has collected. Didier is bent double, hard at work.
He survived the genocide of 1994 but hasa nasty scar on his arm from amachete

| go back to my desk and write to Gabriel, wishing him luck and urging him not to lose
perspective. But it sounds glib and | hope | won @ lose his confidence.

Sure enough, | hear nothing for a year. Iam squatting on a battered wooden stool in some dingy
Internet café out in the sticks, when Gabriel® next email lands out of the blue like a wire -guided bomb:

Guess what, my friend! | won the visa lottery for the USA! My boys will come too! PS. | dn getting
a divorce.
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When the room has stopped spinning, | try to type another diplomatic reply, but all I can think
about is Maria.

*%k%k

One sunny afternoon, | find myself back in Rom ania, sitting in her study in Cluj. Her shelves
bulge with books and box -files, but the house feels empty, almost dead, until she boots up her PC and
American accents boom from the audio speakers.

We@e on Skype. Maria® two sons gaze out at us from the seceen, pink and blurry. The image is
delayed and it melts in swathes of coloured light as they move. R 1 z vamchTudor are teenagers now,
flicking their long hair and leaving long pauses before answering my questions, as if trying to locate my
name and facefrom ancient history . Tudor is chewing the corners of his fringe. After a while, Rn z v
says:

@0, youde that guy who visited with us when we still lived with Mom, right? &

| nod at the screen.dadnm that guy. We read some comics, rememberd

Nope.0d

dHow & life in New York? &

orhe subway sucksfsaysR 1 z v. Henresembles his father, even as a digital ghost. | edge closel
for a better view, and ask: @o you play baseball?6

dJh-uh,8says Tudor, stifling a yawn, dNe prefer soccerdHe pronounces it sakkur, like a young
American, which, | suppose, is what he is. He® moved on since our last meeting. We all have. Maria won
custody rights but that all changed the day Gabriel offered his two sons the chance to live in New York.
No brainer, my friend.

The boys dominate the chat on Skype, letting their Mom know what is cool, and what is not. They
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speak in English and use American slang. Everything sucks.

Maria does not interrupt, she waits for the gaps, asks permission to change the subject. Her
English is not as fluent. Her status has been eroded. Time has chewed at the family landscape and createc
a new one, in which Mom sounds rather lost.

She takes refuge in the familiar, and updates them on her boyfriend Jean Luc, the visiting
professor with the summerhouse in the Camargue. She tells them hés a wonderful person, so interesting.
Do they want to visit France, for bird watching?

Tudor grunts: uh -uh. R n z ®aresponse is less easy to fathom because he has acquired th:
ubiquitous, post-modern, strangulated mid -Atlantic speech pattern where every utterance ends in a
chilled -out rock-star rasp. Not so much American, as Americroak, because presumably life is one long
drag, sometimes on a joint. Maria slips into Romanian and the boys are quieter now, finally letting her
talk.

| hear a deep purring from Maria & loyal ginger cat, basking in the sun, stretched along her desk,
watching me slit-eyed as if to say what& the problem? | tickle its tummy. No problem, except | forget
your name. The cat squints: Try Berlioz.

| spot a blur of movement onscreen and recognise Gabriel® distinctive arched eyebrows: life is
full of surprises. He & wearing a shirt and tie, shaven-headed with a dark tuft of jazzy beard. He seems a
lot skinnier these days. He gawps out at me.

dHey Mike, is th at really you?8

Maria departs, promising tea while | chat with her ex -husband, catching up. Our questions fire in
all directions, like a pinball machine at full tilt.

@o Gabi, how do you like being a lawyer in Long Island?

AVin some, lose some. Youse giving a seminar in Cluj, | hear?6
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GAbout ethnic minorities, for journalists. 0

O0rhe Hungarian question, dhe says, one step ahead of me@How & it going?6

d-eisty,0l tell him, @ut it& not Rwanda.

Maria returns with my mug of tea. As she enters, | catch the sound of someone chopping
vegetables in the kitchen, probably her father. | can smell fried onions too. Perhaps | should go and help
him, give Maria some privacy. | rise from the seat, wave goodbye to Gabi and the boys then move to the
door, past a hoard of framed photos.

In one of them, Maria, R h z vaadhTudor are wearing T -shirts and shorts, sucking gargantuan ice
creams in Times Square. In another photo, theyde dressed for skiing in Transylvania, laughing into the
camera on some snowy slope. The sunhas dazzled the lens but the effect seems just right Equally
appropriate are the photos that someone has carefully cropped with scissors: there® no Gabi, anywhere.

At the door, | spot Maria & PhD, yellowing in a dusty frame. | look back at her, signall ing my
intentions: 1dl be in the kitchen. But Maria seems oblivious.

She is talking to her sons in Romanian. She looks unhappy, almost bewildered at their inability to
keep up. There is impatience in her voice, as if a truth has finally dawned on her after years of ominous
signs: her sons are losing interest in their mother tongue. They forget words and stumble over phrasing,
even R n z v, tom of every class. Worse, they do not seem to care. Their efforts are stilted and Tudor
keeps sliding into English with a New York accent: 6CGbz, it& kinda more natural, Mom. 0

Maria @ tears glitter like jewels in the afternoon sun. | leave her and walk along the gloomy
corridor to the kitchen. There will be soup later, just like old times.

[Written in English]
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Paul Sohar

The Tram in t he Old City

The tram comes like a sharkon the attack,
slithering around a bend in the boulevard,
barely missing the long tram -stop isle,
this solid sandbar in the torrential flow

of traffic. But | dondt
to myself very long, in minutes other
shipwrecked passengers throng it until
the shark swallows all of us.

The cliffs of the grand apartment houses
look down on the scene with stern
indifference,

with the wisdom of standing still

on the same spot

for a hundred years.

[Written in English]
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loana leronim
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Church on Wheels

Here | am, carrying again

my folding altar along

as Romanian farmers used to

when they mounted their wooden churches
like carts on wheels

and voided the land

fled from barbarian invasions

up the mountains.

[Written in English ]
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Christopher Bakken

Strada C. A. Rosetti

Far too quiet last night out on the street.
Dreams of police. Today we hog four chairs
in a café off Revolution Square,

where solitude and expensive coffee
agitate our collective memory.

The man in the blue bathrobe, he is ours,
blabbering, twisted like an ampersand

on his perch between bank and bar: one hand
on his cane, the other held out for beer.

He hasnd had a shave in nineteen years.

We claim the palaces andmuseums,

the royal portraits on the Atheneum,

but blame the stray dogs and immigrant scum
on the old regime, whose blank bravado
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still hardens all the faces in the Metro.

This week the diplomats and presidents
will affirm Europe @& doctrine in the East;
the yellow stars of the Union will increase
another star or two, new flags to cover
the old murals, the sickles and hammers.

Still, some things along Strada C. Rosetti

blur more than they clarify: budding trees
compete with wide Ottoman balconies

for the right to make shade. Light, meanwhile,
stagnates in a satellite dish. All style

is sacrificed to communication,

all music to the traffic & cloying hiss.

The beautiful civil servant knows this,

since she works with facts, and yet her high heels
and headphones imply there & something she feels

we all feelfi we want to hear ourselves think,
we want to rise above the uniform
sidewalk blocks. The old cobblestones were torn
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up years ago, along with the mansions
and monasteries. The old city was done

being old, we were informed. Not that we asked.
Those who were shot have had twenty years

to make peace with the silence they silenced here,
the dictator & noise muffled with a noose,

his concrete horizon left to remind us

what it takes to scare the mind out of a man.
We want to see ourselves too. The police

block every street today, but they are our police.
Neither gypsy dogs nor glue -sniffing teens

can take that from us. We know it means

something now to sit and read a book,

to read something true. Yes, we want to be

seen, but dond want to be watchedi this, the relief
of a generation who couldn @ say, but knew

the National Library belonged to them too.

There are five real newspapers to read now
and a sign across the street can advertise

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu

90

C ONTEMPORA

LEGAL TRANSLATIONS, but it & still not wise
to have speech handled by professionals.
Better now to just shut up, pay the bill,

join the amateur rabble on the street,

or claim our place along the balustrade.

Just outside, the uniformed riot squad

is shoring up its bulletproof phalanx .

The anarchists will refuse to break ranks,

will affirm their faith in all disorder.

Yes, weive had disorder here. On this square
in fact, here on display, the souvenir

of a body politic that has a soul:

our library, still pocked with bullet holes.

[Wri tten in English]
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Home

Hers is a house that walks on stilts, taking its time
Like the pendulum of the clock on the mantelpiece
As it ticks from side to side like the one last leaf
Of autumn falling, describing a ladder of smiles...

Hers is a house that walks on stilts, its walls being
Whitewashed with sile nce and with the shadows
Of kisses that sway and bloom in the candlelight
Before taking leave of their senses and ascending into the rafters...

Hers is a house that walks on stilts, having a dog

At the door who barks at the long migration of sorrows

But who cannot hear each tiny tap as a star settles down

On the tiles to sleep, making a house that glows for all to see

In this, the darkest of nights.
[Translated into English by Andrew Elliott]
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Helena Drysdale

Ana, Camil, Niculina and Me

Any of the customers could have been them. Ana& black curly hair and slightly
protruding brown eyes; Camil & sallow skin; their neat straight-haired daughter. As each
customer approached the bar, we watched for a turn of the head, a flash of recognition, but
their eyes glassed over us. Would we be recognised? They hadid seen our daughter since
babyhood; now she was nearly seventeen.

| had met them in 1991, having made the sametrain journey via London, Paris, Budapest.
| was en route to R&mnicu Valcea, south west of Bucharest. They had tumbled laughing and
panting into the compartment i had only just made it. Ana was dark and fine -featured, like a
Welsh woman, and Niculina had d impled white cheeks, a mole on her chin and an expressive
curving mouth. When they discovered | spoke English Ana quivered with excitement. How
wonderful! We are studying English! Niculina, say something!

| was looking for George, a Romanian poet-priest | had fallen in love with twelve years
before that. We had met while travelling with two student friends, and he i recklesslyfi had
abandoned his job to join us on a wild road trip through the Carpathians. We had planned a
night of comfort in the Hotel Alutu s, Ramnicu V alcea. George was wearing our clothes, and in
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his foreigner disguise we drank T u i andidanced in the hotel restaurant, and then hoped he
would stroll nonchalantly past the reception desk to spend a night, illegally, with us upstairs.
Instead he fled. We three carried on upstairs as if nothing had happened, and much later, long
after midnight, we found him in a park. He was crouched beneath a tree, rigid with fear. He
couldnd move. In the morning the bedroom door opened, and there was George carrying
breakfast on a tray. Wakey wakey. We never discovered exactly what had happened.

We parted at the frontier, he returning home via Arad, us to Cambridge for the autumn
term. A long correspondence followed (one letter was ninety -two pages long). He tried to
escape but failed; he asked me to marry him to get him out of the country, but that failed too.
He fell ill, told me not to contact him again, joined the securitate.

Now, twelve years on and one year after the revolution, | had come back. | was re-
visiting some of our places to try to make sense of what went on, and to get some idea of the
geography i physical, political and emotional. | wanted to get to know the country a little
before meeting him again.

The Hotel Alutus, however, would have to wait, because | had been taken hostage by
Ana and Niculina.

@lease. Niculina would be so disappointed. Wouldn @ you?d

@®h yes!6The elevenyear-old hugged my arm. | @ been travelling alone, struggling in
fledgling Romanian: it was lovely to be wanted.

Sun softened the bleak vistas of flat blocks, many half-built, all identical. As we walked
to their block, Ana and Niculina pointed out the few remaining older buildings f churches
mostly i which were the only reminders that this town was more than ten years old. They
wanted me to like the place, but knew | couldn @ Modernism had drained it of colour and
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character. It was as if history couldn@ stand it there any longer and had upped and left.

| tried not to inhale the stench of gas emanating from the spraw| of power stations and
chemical plants that ringed the town.

At their block both lift and stairwell lights had broken, so we shouldered their shopping
and my luggage and felt our way through the darkness up all twelve flights. Ana was a physics
teacher and Camil managed a factory employing 6000 people, but their two -roomed apartment
was tiny. The sitting room was crammed with the heavy veneer bookcase and display cabinet
which | would see in almost every house. Two corduroy easy chairs unfolded each night to
become Ana and Camil& bed, but lack of space forced them to sleep stuffed half under the
table. Niculina had the only bedroom, which was just large enough for a desk and sofa bed.
The windowless bathroom was often without water, while the kitchen sink had a tap that
continually streamed.

This family fed and nurtured me. They took me sight -seeing, introduced me to relatives
and friends, and | enjoyed feeling like their prize. Ana was often tired; she worked full time,
cooked, cleaned. Her Hungarian mother helped by queuing for food, but Camil worked all
hours. He was struggling to restructure his company in the switch from a planned to a market
economy, which meant redundancies and battles against public opinion, the public being of the
opinion that he wa s destroying the local industry. At weekends he went fishing.

After | left, their warmth and generosity sustained me. | needed that in the darker times
when my search for George took me down into Romania® underworld, into a chilling labyrinth
filled with paranoia and lies.

When they rounded the corner at last i Anad curly hair grey now, Camil speaking
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fluent English and working for a different, better, company, Niculina a married woman of
thirty i | wondered how | could have been in doubt. It wasn @ just the faces, but the turns of
phrase, tones of voice.@ow are you? You are tired! We must to have a coffee The warm
surprised anxious laugh.

Ramnicu V alcea had a new glitzy shopping centre with piped muzak. Their tinny Dacia,
a rust bucket on wheels, had been upgraded to the latest super-fast model. Despite the grey
hair, Ana looked younger than she did, less weary, and Camil & new job gave him more time
to be with her. They had bought some fields where they grew apples and kept dogs. Best of all,
their grim little apartment had been exchanged for a plot of land right in the centre of town
where they had built a country cottage complete with kitchen garden, cats, a hedgehog, all
private and secure within its high -walled enclosure.

In 1964 the Communists had expropriated this land from Camil & family. He showed us
photos of the old house on the site, in classical Oltenian style with its white stucco arcade, where
his Greek grandfather, a baker, had perfected his pastries. Portraits of his grandparents lined
the walls. The Communists had pulled down the house, but some time after the 1989 revolution
Camil had got back the site.

In the warm July evening our two families sat on their terrace to eat dinner i abundant
meat and fish, exquisite patisserie. A sprinkler arced over the lawn and one of three flat screen
TVs flickered in the background. It wasn @ all good. There were the new cars that so polluted
the streets that Ana no longer felt able to walk to work. There was the flurry of rural building
work that w as destroying the exquisite Oltenian timber houses and barns (what Communism
had not destroyed, capitalism was doing instead). And there was, | sensed, regret for the
closeness and intensity of the old days. Camil and Ana had struggled to get Niculina out of the
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country, to better herself with study abroad, and as a result she had married a Frenchman and
lived in Berlin. They rarely saw their beloved only child. In fact, amongst all their dntellectual 8
friends, there wasnd a single family who hadn @ lost their children to better -paid jobs in Paris,
London, Stockholm. To be left in Romania was to be left behind. It was a sign of failure.

Nevertheless, things had improved, surely?

@Al this, your house, your fields, are like a symbol of the new Romania. &It was a trite
remark, but | felt so moved by the improvements in their fortunes.

dNot exactly,6Camil said. He explained that what was important to him was not just the
loveliness of their new home; it was being able to restore the link with his own past, and that
of his country.

@ut like a rope when it & broken, you re-tie it, and there® always a knot. The rope® never
the same againbWwh at ever we do, he added, mthepresemtgyill ¢
always be warped.

[Written in English]
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Carmen Firan

Farsa

COnd am aj uam @Itxaisth pge a
meditalie. Se ntorsese Alexei. In cele patru cdiuri ale
sufrageri ei afibekiaae dé sant® Soniali
Pet r teaudntpozilii yoga lindandu-l de pe@lexei
care murmurandoewadnf magia.fr
semn sHlasinpace, ma shArut at -a’tras rf
b uc A tiinm-a ehurit:

fi A sunat Alexei. A venit pentru mai mult timp tn ora |.
Copiii | -au adusa c als i n s-ilisemra nai.n

A Cat timp?

AA, nu mutam©n O, sdiaeschide cabinet.
Nu cred c¢cn ne deranj eaznliNei
face bine tuturor. Pe mine pur si simplu m -a vindecat de
durerile de spate.

Inbuchnt Arie mirosea Ibimera

The Farce

When | got home, | found my folks in deep meditation.
Alexei the Bessarabian had returned. In the four corners of the
living room, lit candles and sticks of sandalwood stood watch
as my teenage kids, Sonia and Petru, sat in yoga positions,
holding hands wi th Alexei who muttered something, no doubt
magical. Laura, my wife, motioned for me to leave them alone,
gave me a hurried kiss, and pulled me to the kitchen.

Alexei called,bshe explained. dHe returned to Bucharest
for a longer stay. The children insisted we let him stay with us. &

d~or how long?06

d\ot too long. Maybe a week or two. He is going to open
a private office in the city. d

AdNVhat kind of office? 6

dpiritual € or a healing
dond think he will be in our way and the ch ildren are very
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foame.
fi Ce gn tite?
i Spaghete. M&h c ar e a
lui, cu usturoi [i mrghiran.

Mi-a aratat apoi niste tuburi cu medicamente.

i Uite ce ne-a adus. Un fel de multivitamine cu
antioxidante [i tot felul de i er bur i mi racul
undeva in America dupa formule vechi chinezelti. Nu se
gBescepialn. Se distribuie prin
c n fescsistemul imun {i pot vindeca orice. Nue o 1 §
ch rmai cutimadou?

AfBa da,

De fapt

palueAfexer @ u préleta

l.e drAgu
mn  Alexa wvarsta on timpila noi.
Toli treceam printr-o ¢ rBu,zomntr-una de timp. Eram de
diminealn p©nn sear a i aweekzendarie, iarl
serile eram ba h talk-showuri la televiziune, ba la recep ii.
Copiii treceau printr -0 ¢ rde identitate. Nu vedeau
aici niciun viitor {iincercaudisperali s A g h s ke desac
pleca n Amer i ca. Apl i c aiau pe anteroceb
burse. Erau dezamagiide ce se” nt ©mp | n | alir
debusolali, nefericili.
Cu Laura comunicam tot mai greu. Se afla intro a

crizn de vOrsensi Big urpel @ndgsena,
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happy. He is doing us all good. Take me, for instance: he®
healed me of my backached

The kitchen smelled good. | was tired and hungry.

dNVhat are you cooking?6l asked

dpaghetti. Alexeid favourite dish. Made according to his
own recipe, with garlic. Look what he brought us, 6she said,
showing me some tubes filled with pills.

Multivitamins with antioxidants and all kinds of
miracle herbs. They are made somewhere in South America
based on some ancient Chinese formulas. You cad buy them
on the open market. Alexei says they strengthen the immune
system and can heal any illness. Isrii it sweet of him to give us
these gifts®

dt sure is.0

In fact, | really was glad Alexei was staying with us.
Freedom had come with a price as we all tried to imitate the
Western World, including its clichés and alienation. As a result,
we each had our own crisis. Mine was a time crisis. | slaved at
the office, working on the paper from morning till night, even
weekends. The evenings were consumed with television talk
shows or with attending business parties.

The children were going through an identity crisis. They
saw no future here and were desperate to go to America. They
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li neimportantn. c¢mfaimentpr i nde

Mai nou descoperise feminismul [i freroriza cu tot
felul de teorii. Intrase in Asocialia Femeilor Libere cu
DiplomAUni ver sitar n, se duc érea
conferinfeili de fiecare idatm@i seno’
ne. Citea Hlotcaf elh wl ¢ damnsmg
femeie de succes, cum sn fi
s fli salveze reldi a cu par t e aue Davdnisem
principalul ei adversar i cobai ul | a hi ¢
exersa emanciparea, nervii, lecturile din Chopra, bazaconiile
pecarei | e bngau femeile acele
[ilinea pe nogselteruleBrafnlibdedragtdin Marte,
femeile din Venusin locul bibliei i | @otograffia copii lor.
Se schimbase mult, avea o0 incracenare pe care nu o

mi

cunoscusem um@nn de activi st
pr et e wtariidchilibrufiui.
Asculta “n continuu case

indemnuri spre armoni a u n i ,vigbires aapréapelui,

triumful binelui i Tanrne s piCrei teu amani g
pierduse umorul, nuili mai dAdea s e aoae
se scufunda cu fieca e zi, cu o] pert

mani pul abi |l n pr i n saclurcheidetotfaim ¢
de farse colective inscenate de expdi in teoria cuplului |i
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sent countless applications to colleges and scoured the Internet
for scholarships.

My communication with my wife Laura was harder and
harder. She was going through her own crisis, related to her
age. She complained that she felt lonely, misunderstood, used,
and unimportant. The institute where she worked was on the
verge of bankruptcy.

On top of everything else, after the fall of communism,
she discovered feminism and terrorized me with all kinds of
weird theories. She had just joined the Association of Free
Women and regularly attended their meetings and lectures.
Every time she came bak from such events she was even more
antagonistic towards me. She read a lot of books that taught
her how to be a successful woman, how she could be happy,
and how she could love and save her relationship with her
partner. That was me. | had become her man adversary and a
convenient guinea pig on whom she could practice her
emancipation, her frayed nerves, and the wisdom she gleaned
from reading Chopra and a whole parcel of other strange stuff
those women crammed down her throat. She kept the
bestseller Men Are from Mars, Women from Venusn her
nightstand right next to a photograph of the children. She was
constantly listening to relaxation music on cassettes, peppered
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profeli cu morgn care dominau scena internali o n a | nid
milioane de pe urma naivilor nefericili " utarea @ului,
copilului i nt er i oliastragleu mnt n

Ajunsesem incetul cu incetul dezbinali, insingurali,
chut @neduf i ecare r ef ligdcunzaidurne
unul de altul sentimentele, neliniitile [i  p r erdec u p n

Ala cn a rhiewia Alexei un salvator temporar
al relaliilor noastre [i I-am inconjurat cu atenlie [i prietenie.
St At eam c u rie seril€ tarziutband éetiul pe care
ni-l prepara din tot felul d e  rcinidifrunze i aveam lungi
disculii despre orice. Ne povestea despre cartea la care scria
despreproiect ul pentru care venlars
un lanT de institute de valeologie. Ne trata pe fiecare pentru
afediunile de care sufeream.Ghiceainpal mn, “n
c Airin rune spre fericirea Laurei [ i delectarea copiilor. Cu ei
f n cleiadinle de meditalie i concentrare, de relaxare i
hipnozn prin cardtesppusicki ©,n
de spaimeii compl ex evoinladielepdagmnar
subconl tientul spre succesiireuli t A

Ziua Alexei era mai tot timpul plecat. Ajunsese
cunoscut pentriCpeteriletlua indecatoare |i era
chemat de diverii oameni in suferinin , pl ntli
recomandat [i altora. Era renumit [i pentru viziunile i
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with calls for universal harmony, love, immortality, the victory
of good over evil, and spiritual exaltation.

In short, she had changed a lot. Under the pretext of
seeking equilibrium, she had become a constantly alert activist,
displaying a stubbornness and wild determination | had not
known her to possess

Under these circumstances | too saw in Alexei a
temporary saviour of our relationship and therefore treated
him with consideration and friendship. | spent many hours
with him in the kitchen, often late into the night, drinking the
tea he prepared for us from roots and leaves. He treatedeach
of us for our various illnesses. To the delight of Laura and the
children, he read palms, coffee grounds, and cards. He also
held meditation and concentration sessions with them,
through which he claimed he strengthened their psyche,
released them from fears and anxieties, strengthened their will,
and programmed their subconscious mind for success and
achievements.

Our world was a genuine paradise for Alexei. Everyone
was ready to believe anything. He soon became famous in
Bucharest for his healing powers. He came highly
recommended, and many people called upon him for
assistance, paying very well for his services. His visions and
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premoniliile lui. Doar i n©nd o f ot o gputed
spune cam totul despre persoana respectivi, ghicindu -i
inclusiv relaliile cu cei apropiali, trecutul, viitorul sau data
morii.

Trni a auster. Bea mul t e
usturoi,licfoocka@t ANu pAr e,aicis
de cAldurnA. larna se ~mbr &«
groase cuet erne buzunar@amneniptk
snanomn dndeanufnuga IN® spunik
exi sth doun v ©r f ur i -magmeticeestec

maxim, peoaxn c ar e |tue taunghi Americar La t i
de Asia. In Carpali, credea el, se intdnplau tot fel ul de lucruri

ciudate. Nu prea itiam la ce se referea, dar i dnd
dreptate. Se hcrrca acolo cu energie, luatrenulli = n  d

era “napoi. “n Capitalan
Uneori pleca nopli | e d e i asvenesan spre
diminealh mort de o b cemaeapid dupn Sneu

d o utrei ore de somn. Nu |-am intrebat niciodatn unde se
duce, ce face,dad s e ftewcu@devad a noi 4
c ata nimeni la telefon, iar el suna doar de la telefoane
publice.

inr-o noapte am rAmas ¢ ueddma
un film. Tocmai ne pusesem cablu [i puteam prinde o
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premonitions became front-page news. Due to his rare gift, he
had spent several years working for the Parapsychology
Institute in Moscow. Although not a religious people, we were
overly given to superstitions and therefore easy to manipulate.
We were constantly oscillating between the magical and the
farcical, between the fantastic and the surreal.

A lot of paranormal literat ure, forbidden during the dark
years of dictatorship, was being finally published, and all kinds
of healers appeared. There was little to differentiate among
religion, superstition, and magic. We were living the end of a
century marked by the re-emergence of religious wars.
Sectarian fanatics and false messiahs, no more than murderers
wearing crosses around their necks, converted their psychic
collapse into divine grace. They crisscrossed our country, made
fertile ground because poverty increasingly gave rise to
superstitions and the need for miracles. In their turn, the
politicians worshiped with two hands, never missing a chance
to appear on television attending a church service, surrounded
by two or three Orthodox priests. Despite the fact that not too
long ago they had been atheists, they popularized the cliché:
&o may God help us®

It was a beautiful April day in Bucharest, right before
Easter. In the city& Palace Square, scene of the 1989 Revolutior
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mullime de canale, inclusiv HBO. Ne-am amintit de
vremurile bune cand ne petreceam noplile in fala videoului,
p e atunci mar f n de c o nliardmk
decembrie i mn s e s e n e a tlinn snai citdémcde
atunci. Timpul curgea altfel , iar aria de interes se stimbase.
Citeam munli de ziare, iar la televizor ne uitam doar la talk -
showurile politice.

Copiii erau la o petreceregi ar Al ex el p |
la una din misterioasele lui escapade noctur n e . tArhaa
cugil eata. Am auzi-seinaimb anaiesit n :
hol. Umbra lui Alexei se intindea dispropor lionat de mare pe
zi dul de |l a intrar e. lipefigura iim
Hainele “~i er aulaud duces dema rlcum
ciudatn care venea pard@ din interior. Ochii alba Itri aveau

reflexe metalice. Mi s-a parut infricoint or de " n
alergatinbaielia venit cu un priinssey
mil ca din cadrul uli i Laura a rctprosapul
“n monn.-iiVe a slgdeplbaie cutandrelea pe cae
i-o arnAnta Tmit,dhead wobi mai er aunc
gest. Firele de apn ic asten dead

cu zgomot direct pe gresia din hol. 1l priveam ca [i cum
atunci l-am f i “nt ©l nit pri ma oa
blandelea cucare ne obi nuise. Era altul. Emana atata fodn
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tens of thousands of people gathered early in the morning. The

trade union confederations had reached a consensus and
agreed to call a big strike that disrupted all kinds of essential

services. Stands and barricades had been installed. There were
microphones and bullhorns everywhere. The area was

surrounded by trucks, taxis, and buses on strike. Elsewhere,
the streets were crowded with people headed toward the

Square, some holding children& hands, others with dogs on

leashes. The law enforcement people were on alert. The ruling
government was afraid it mig ht be forced to resign under

pressure from the masses.

This general strike gave people a convenient excuse to
leave their homes and get some fresh air while nostalgically
looking back on the old days, before the May Day parade was
cancelled, when they had attended all those public rallies
under communism A the military parades, the waving of flags,
the hoola hoops, the placards, the slogans, the portraits of
Marx, Engels, and Lenin, and those of the family of the national
dictators. Afterwards, they would eat hot dogs and drink beer
at the many booths erected everywhere to boost their sense of
holiday. Today the parading crowds carried placards saying
down with the government &and an assortment of trade union
demands, as well as the new slogans characteristic of the
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[i mister incat ne simleam strivili. i deodatn a
sA se us ulein gern. lei¢l eau aburi din piele. n
céateva secunde era complet uscat Am luat prosopul din
mana Laurei [iamtrasoduphA mi ne " n
alezat Ti peicanapea infda t el evi z ormali
pricepem nimic din filmul care rula. T | auzeam pe Alexei la
baie, apoi ula de la dormitorul lui s -a inchisfi am r
ufurali. N-am coment at stranietatéaodinaacea
noapte. A doua zi ne-a dteptat cu ceaiul de ierburi
miracul oase gata fnAncut “n b
i-l [tiam, pulin trist, 11i reluase dimensiuneali aerul normal.
Nu ne-adat nicio explicalie. De altfel nu se intamplase nimic.
Lumea noastrn era un ade\
Toli erau dispuli s N oricee Wudefiam un popor prea
credincios, dar inclinat puternic spre superstilii. Oscilam

-amu

intre magie [i  f antresfantastic [i suprarealism.

Se publ ilciat enmrudttuisr h par ano
felul de trnmAaduiit ofriceaua rtree
ghicitoare, 1i qné gat a s i rezolve or

cal tiguri la loto, impoten Tn |

de duhuri rele [i nenoroc.
intre religie, superstilie i magie nu erau mari

diferenle . Trniam un ti mp ~ zboaiaec

I mparlamernit, la’eliberarea
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transition society, which included all manner of ironic remarks
making fun of the emerging democracy and various
government leaders.

By noon, hundreds of thousands of people had gathered
around the marble pedestal in the Square, which used to
support a gargantuan statue of Lenin pointing his finger
threateningly towards the East. Right after the Revolution, a
large crane had lifted the statue from its moorings and
unceremoniously dumped it into some hole outside the city.
From time to time, the giant bronze statue was resurrected for
use in movies or advertisements, but mostly it just rested flat
on its back near a fence, overgrown with weeds, urinated on by
dogs, and climbed on by children. Parents used it as a
background for family pictures, as they did with the statues of
stone lions and bears. On the cover of a largecirculation
pornographic magazine a famous model appeared naked,
standing on Lenin® head and dechring, ddn doing it on
Lenin.d

Even so, the pedestal remained well anchored to the
ground in the Square, the statue having been replaced by a
cross in memory of the revolutionaries who had lost their lives
in December 1989. | showed up to the rally with two photo
reporters from our paper and found a spot near the big stand
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religioase. Criminali cu cr uce pe piept, fanatici sectarifi fall
messiah 1i transferau labilitateapsih i ¢ A~ n [t
bantuiau lipinTar a noastrn ~n care
loc superstiliilor [i nevoii de miracole.

Politicienii |l a rondul | c
scnpau pr il eglatélevidoeparticip el la alujbre
“n  bi dimcauidoif r e popi ilpe aldomp
rapid formula 0Ala  serajute Dumnezeu!6

Prini nt er medi ul I ui Ni knycele
mai Tnalte medii politice, artistic e, de afaceri. | se confesau
toli cu cele mai intime probleme| egat e de sAn
ambilii, elecuri, intenTii de viitor iar Alexei era un bun
sfAtuitoli, odiesaearetCred cnA aj
secrete din viala unor personaje influente, dar nu vorbea
nici odatn -ammiaw.z i N uresm conieataria
despre cineva. Noi ne simleam privilegiali  locdia la noi,
ne bucuram de prietenia i tratamentul lui special i speram
cacevadinauraliforla |1 ui sn ke arsfuspfrra

Aj un s e slége wafte mu@i bani, pe care fiTinea
pentru lanlul de institu te de valeologie pe ar e Vv 0
deschi dn he mar® fired te audiomrwat  di n
specialil ti Tn domeniu. Nuprea it i am ¢ u vsleologiag
dar bnnuiam cheravor ba de vreo terafg
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where law enforcement personnel had reserved space for the
media.

The meeting started off with three priests leading the
demonstrators in saying the Lord & Prayer. It was the only
moment with some solidarity and order. Immediately after the
blessing of the priests and the obligatory o may God help us'd
the crowd began to vociferate impatiently.

It was hot and the agitated crowds emitted a resounding
rumble. Some had come with their entire family, others
accompanied by neighbours or friends, talking animatedly,
laughing, smoking, or eating their packed lunches and from
time to time remembering to shout whatever slogans were
being urged upon them. Various un ion leaders, public figures,
and representatives of the studentsd associations, as well as
acclaimed intellectuals, took turns speaking into the
microphone. Some read their speeches, others shouted slogans
to which the crowds responded with heckles or whi stles,
depending on the contents, at times clapping their hands or
otherwise expressing their noisy approval. | spotted Sonia,
Petru, and Alexei right next to the stand and sneaked in under
the rope setting off the press area from the rest of the crowd to
join them.

AdNe brought Alexei so he can see what our meetings are
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ne dnAdea maicnulteddetalin i nici noi nu -l
plictiseamlecu ntrebn

Ajunsese laieful parlamentului , cAir ui a i
mama, la cdiva miniltri care in scurt timp devenisern
dependenli de tratamentul {i sfaturile lui. Nu it i u dac
exager a, dar é consuta paucele mai man
niveluri, T n decizii politice, prob leme de stat, misiuni secrete.
Li toate prediclile lui se adevereau. Devenise cea mai
spectacul da,s na@raeetemcdbt t tedit

respect. Nimeni nu-/i mai puteaimaginaviala f nr n ¢
ramOnesan "~ n umbr n, refuza |
apariliile la televiziune, modest [i cumpnt at, f

amelitorpecar e |
Toate ar

avea nse Urae ta eap.

f i-un cercnresgans,” tretad

neobbser vat e pent rda cnma-o eireu isran fs
“nt ©mpl at ceva IconatevEBrato:s
aprilie, chiar fnainte de Palti. Confederaliile sindicale

ajunsesern liia suenmncaosnesrern spar t
la 0 mare grevnh care practic cuprindea majoritatea serviciilor,

transporturilor , ramurilor industriale, asocia liilor

profesionale. Forle | e de or di ne er alise’
temeau sn ndali f is\misioreze sub presiunea
mul Timii.
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like,6Sonia explained to me.

GAnd what are they like, 61 asked Alexei. He merely
smiled.

dNVe wond hang around here too long,8added Petru in a
bore tone. AVedl head home.0

| winked to Ale xei and he smiled again.

@®ad doesnd understand a thing, 6chimed in Sonia. &Can
you let him in on it? &

Alexei nodded amused.

d_et me in on what?0

GAlexei can make things disappear.d

@r appear,0added Petru. drhis morning he put on an
astounding demonstration for our benefit. Zap, zap, off went
glasses, books, even the chair!

Oroudve got to see this, dad! How they vanish without a
trace for a few seconds. Or at least to us they appear to vanish.
[t& absolutely fantastic!6Sonia gushed.

| smiled benignly, not paying much attention to the
children & exultations, while in the Square chaos was slowly
taking over. The speakers raised their voices higher and higher
and the tired crowds showed signs of impatience. Children
were crying or running through the legs of the union members,
agitated because of the heat and the shouting around them. In
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In PialaCe nt r a liului, eare dnr@d fusese scens
Revoluli ei , se adunas e Ireci'de miide
oameni. Se instalasen tribune, megafoane, microfoane,
malini cu portavoce, baricade. Piala era hconjuratni C
camioane i tiruri, de taxiuri [i autobuze ale sindicatului
ioferilor aflalili  ei =~ Sit rgir 2ividesatede aameni
care continuau sn Inswi de m®&mné p
copiiballi i cu ¢c®©ini “n | eshnh

Cum o datdereaccamumismului se suspendase
s rbritorirea ei de 1 Maialatinpriiecrac
unbunpretextsn ina i as i d-ii consenze energials
st verdafel, cnun nostal gi e pent
populare de pe viemuri,c ©nd defi |l au pe
agitand elarfe, flori, cercuri, pancarte cu sloganuri
comuniste, portretele lui Marx, Engels [i Lenin, tarl d&
cele ale familiei de dictatori nali on al i Duphn
crenvurlti i beau bere la tarabele nstalate peste tot pentru a
| e risentimentul de sn r toatre.

De data asta purtau curajol i pancarte pe care era scris
oJos guvernulo, revendi c dimoile sogamuiiale |
tranziliei sociale cu ironii la adresa democraliei in formare [i
la diveriil i der i ai parti dul uinz see
adunasem sute de mii de oameni in jurul soclului de

zil
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one corner there was a bit of a stampede when someone was
caught trying to steal a wallet. Several men tore into him,
wrestled him to the ground, kicking him with their fee t and
unleashing their blind fury as though they were hitting the
government.

The policemen stepped in immediately. Then a real fight
erupted, with people hitting each other, very few of them
knowing why or whom they were attacking. The reporters and
cameramen rushed to the scene of the incident. Calls were
made from the stand for violence to cease, for people to calm
down or for the government to resign. The three priests stood
side by side repeatedly making the sign of the cross, urging the
people to drop the violence, get along with each other, love,
and be humble.

Like other young people in the crowd, Sonia and Petru
were having a great time. Suddenly Sonia had an idea.
Hopping on one leg, she pleaded with Alexei, &and you make
a miracle right here? Pleeease, pleeease, do it now, and heré!
Petru chuckled through a smirk at this thought. Alexei looked
reluctant, but they could tell he was favourably disposed.
@lease, dordi disappoint us, 8Sonia insisted. @o it so dad can
see it too0d

Alexei closed his eyes. At that moment in the square, a
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mar morn ldpe Pha®e st@c¢iu de
statuie a lui Lenincuarnt At or ul “ndiite@t ¢
Est | medi at dulpd Rewabliua f udee

macarele[i aruncath  “-um tparc din afara oral ului. O mai
foloseau din cand in cand regizori de fil me ii reclame.

Uriafu | Lenin de bronz zhcea
acoperit de bnlifescaladatdeucdpiddare se
jucau printreurechile ii nasul | ui ,Ti i ndeaui

poze artistice, d a cum se intamplali cu statuile de lei [i urli
de piatrh. Pe coperta uneia din revistele pornografice de
mare tiraj apnruse chiar un cunoscut fotomodel poza nd goaln
pe capul lui Lenin sub titlul 0MA... aia pe Lenind.

Socl ul r nAnmihs e d nen ~ Mt dapin
locul statuii fusese p u s e o memoria @volulionarilor
ucili in decembrie @9. Am ajuns insdit d e doi fotoreporteri
delaziariimi-am gnsi t lanribune, andé for Tele
de ordine creasem  u n liu pgntau reprezentan lii presei.

Mitingul fusese deschis de trei preoli car e i nv
participanTi i sn rost @lhastcMmMl dnRadurired
dinfaln s e p wmgeaensnehi. A& fost singurul moment de

oarecare solidaritateii or di ne. Dupn bin
popi [i de cuvintele dala  Berajute Dumnezeu!6 au inceput
voci ferntoareener Abdn
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well -known dissident from the old regime stood behind the

mike, uttering the most incendiary of the speeches. Widely
known among the people, he had been very active during the
Revolution and still had great mass appeal. He was offering a
scathing denunciation of the ruling party. Exuding charisma

and authority, he electrified the crowds by announcing that the

ghosts of communism still plagued our society. They suddenly

fell silent, drinking in his every word.

Alexei emitted that low, guttural sound of his chanting
that | knew so very well . With his eyes still closed, he
concentrated his thoughts, setting himself apart from the
reality around him.

Then, almost as if on cue, the hundreds of thousands of
people in the Square erupted with a desperate, panic-filled
shriek. Taken aback by this infernal roar, | did not at first
understand what was happening. Then Sonia circled her arms
around my neck and | saw: Lenin& statue had reappeared on
the marble pedestal, the threatening finger once again pointing
towards the East, and the cross commemorating the
Revolution & victims stuck between its legs. For a few split
seconds, we lost our tongues and a sepulchral silence fell over
the crowd. Then just as quickly, it disappeared i along with
the statue.
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Eracaldii mullimea v ui continuu
familie, insolili de vecini sau priet
ei, comentau, radeau, fumau, aflii T adusesern
mancare (i doar cand era cevade scanl at  $susu @iuldi
general. La microfon se perindau diver{i lideri si ndicali,
figuri publice, invita Ti din partea asocialiilor studen Telti,
intelectuali cu talent de oratori. Se citeau discursuri, se
strigau lozinci urmate de huiduieli i f lturii searun,
caz, de aplauze [i Tipete de satisfadi e. Ch i t@ibunnl
icamviAzut pe Sdimiexai,M-&restrecuat pe sub
cordonul dea eprdesgp Ade Fim-amdus
la el.

fi L-am adus|i
mi-a explicat Sonia.

fi Li cum e? m-am adresat lui Alexei.

a

pe Al e xcam e us miting la mbi)

Samullu mi t-misnz©mbeaschn
A N-o onmea stam mult pe aici, a completat Petru
plictisit. Q “"ntindem acashn

I-a facut cu ochiul |i Alexei a zambit din nou.
fi Tata nu Tnlelege nimic, a intervenit Sonia. Putem si-i
spunem [i lui?
Alexei ain ¢ u vat dinncdp amuzat.
i SA-mi spuneli ce?
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Pandemonium broke out. Some ran away scared, others
fell to their knees, saying the Lord& Prayer. The three priests,
their hands clinging desperately to the crucifixes around their
necks, scurried down from the platform. The crow d passed
from consternation to panic, calling out possible explanations
like tobacco auctioneers:

dt& a miracle'd

AAn illusion! 6

Mass hypnosis! The Americans have David Copperfield.
Didnd@ he make the Statue of Liberty disappear for a few
seconds®

dt& a divine sign!d

GAnother trick from the government, an attempt to fool
us again!d

orhe end of the world is upon us! d

@®ear God, what sin have we committed? What shall
befall us?9

ANe are the chosen peopledpreached a fanatic.rhe New
Jerusalem shallrise on this land. The second coming of Christ
will be here in the very blessed Square of Bucharestd

Make that @urseddsquare,6someone barked, preparing
to throw a punch.  @&and you tell it & a diversion? The blasted
communists! When are you going to be cured of your fantasies?
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AAl exei poate sobieckeacn sn ¢

iSau s naadgraugiat Retfmw.utNar
o demonstrali e e x t r akac-phc! Rahare) cir, te-le-
vi-zorul!

i Trebuiesh viEwiPur si simplu ¢
pentru citeva secunde. Sau dispar.sk
fantastic! Soma.entuziasmn

ANe ducemnen Exeswsnt fasci
Am zambit infel egnt or , f rfpresd maser
importanTn e xia topiitor. In Pialn se instala treptat
dezordinea. Vorbitorii Tipau din ce in ce mai tare, mullimea
obosiseli dta@i semne de nerAbdare
alergau plictisiTi printre picioarele sindicali itilor incin [i de
c Al difi epuizali d e tes intr-ingdll se produsese o

buscul adn. Cineva fusese Ilpa
b ri riibsau repezitlael, llau tr ©nti tli | ai |
picioare desfigurali de furie, imaginandu -l i probab

in guvern. Forlele de ordine au intervenit pro mpt. A iefit o

brtaie pe ci ftatire.pechelovdte i deae.
Ziariftifi f ot or e por tleerldlocul mdidentulgia
De | a tse btiiga acm oOF Ar A Nid oR regli
ordinea!6 0Josguvernul'! 6 Ce i trei p bi piugi,

chemau la calm, inlelegere, iubire i smerenie. Soniali Petru,
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See where all your satanic ideologies brought usd

dt& a farcebsomeone offered from the sidelines.

The photo reporters, cameramen, and journalists were
milling around the pedestal, taking pictures, broadcasting live
from th e Square for their television stations and media outlets.
Meanwhile, Sonia and Petru cast a satisfied, vindicated glance
at me. | did not know what to tell them. Alexei avoided my
eyes, convinced that this time he had gone too far, allowing the
children to push him into an error. He wanted to leave that
place as quickly as possible. In our indecision, a man with tears
of joy in his eyes rushed straight to Alexei and hugged him.

oroudve done all this, havend you? | know you have! 6
Regaining his composure, he squeezed Alexeis arm
conspiratorially and went away thrilled. @o you know him? &
asked Sonia.

ores, | healed his daughter of a degenerative bone
disease. He thinks Idn a magician.d

| urged them to go home and collected my two colleagues
from the newspaper, who had continued to photograph the
pedestal from all angels, and sent them back to the office.
Everybody was excited, writing article after article. For several
days, the television channels continued to broadcast scenes of
the crowd before and after the miracle, but no one had
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asemeni altor tineri din mul Time, se amuzau copios. Li
deodatn Sonidi ¢mzvueme oapdk
ntr-un picior:

i Nu polis faci o minune chiar aici? Hai, te rog, acum,

aici!
i Da, ar fi tare! rase Petru.
Alexei fi privea suspicios deli  p Aireléiae dispus.
iHai, tned rimgri stn (Beni &din
tatal

Alexei Tnchise ochii. In Pialn  $irea acum cel mai
incendiar discurs. La microfon se afla un cunoscut dizident
depevremea vechiul ui regi m),li
publice cu mare prizdi | a mase, liffio émpule

Revoluli e i F A c e arat rechizitogild alv attualei
guver,nrorianal i znA liunicNe dofbeasdespre
fantas mel e comuni smul ui care °

n o a s Aveaicharismn [i autoritate. Electrizase mullimea
care devenise brusc liniit i gomindu-i cuvintele.

L-am auzit pe Alexei scoland sunetul acela gros pe
tondil i fdase. @onndthii inchdi, cendentrat,
desprins de realitatea din jur. Li d e osdtelet d@ mii de
oameni din Pialh scoasern un Vvui et
di sperat die spmaipmi .z ndam inlelescAer

110

managed to capture a single snapshot of the miracle itself.
There was no photograph or image of Lenin back on the
pedestal. The dailies had a field day bringing out their own
special editions featuring interviews with all manner of seers,
illusionists, scientists, paranormal experts, specialists in mass
hypnosis, wizards, tricksters, psychologists, sociologists,
historians, and prophets who come out of the woodwork on
such occasions.

Alexei had also been contacted by several reporters, but
he refused to grant any interviews to the print or broadcast
media, declining knowledge of the phenomenon or any
involvement in the alleged miracle. The whole thing was so
much part and parcel of our collective fantasy world that |
didn d need to feel guilty about the secret | was harbouring,
especially since no one would have believed that the young
Alexei could have produced the miracle anyw ay. Suspicion
soon fell upon occult forces plotting in high spheres.

In due course, it all became a bit of a yawn with minimal
impact on the rest of the country. People were used to all sorts
of strange things going on in the Capital, from the illusory
terrorists of the Revolution to the miners called in to calm
things down, so the re-emergence of the Lenin statue for a few
split seconds impressed no one. Some in the remote parts of the
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pArAsirnA tr i bulimeatrécusednrcanstainare
“n paTolifiddn d e a u rezea o puhd@xplicalii.
E un miracol!
O minune!
lluzionism!
Hipnozhi” n  ma s i !li amerisanii Tl@uipe David
Copperfield. N-a f ncut sn disparn
Statui aii?Li bertn

i Da, dar e ma i greu sn
di sdgar n

A E un semn divin!

o I e ! e | - )

faci SN
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country never knew the statute had been removed in the first
place, but even those who had been in the Square at that
moment found it hard to believe they had actually seen Lenin
back on the marble slab. It might have been a visual trick, an
illusion A who knows what? And who cares, anyway?! They
had their own problems, like inflation and corruption. So with

a well-practised shrug of the shoulders, they concluded it was
yet more proof of the famous adage, No miracle lasts more
than three days.0

[Rewritten in English by the author]
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fiO al fcdlalimé a guver nul oeéroaeh

fi Vine sfarlitul lumii! se auzi o femeie de langa noi.

fi Doamne, Dumnezeule, cu ceam grel it?! Acum ce ne
maialt eaPt n

A E o fars!

i O vedenie!

ASuntem popor ul duialue $apatic.pRec
pAmantul acesta se va ridica Noul lerusalim. A doua venire
a lui Cristos pe pA m©nt va fi |l a noiln,
bi necuv®©nt atn

i Ba blestemat , snr i altti neowa,a

pricepeli chA e o di vdtiimpulilii BvAC an
vindecali o d a tdé fantasme! Uite unde ne-au adus
ideologiile voastre satanice!

Fotoreporterii i ziariit i i ~nconjur at
fotografii, transmiteau in direct imagini din Pia 1n pentru
canalele de televiziune.

Soniali Petru mn priiiNuétamc s a
spun. Al ex e T mi evita privire
exager as ese attag de@opd intro er oar e.
plece c& mai repede de acolo. Deodari  u mbatls@mpusti
spre grupul nostru. Veni direct la Alexei [i " | kel
plangand de bucurie:
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A Tu ai fAcut asta,nu-iala?lt i u ¢ Acuttol a i

Se reculese apoi, i stranse brkul conspirativ i p I
emolionat.

i llcunoiti?  ~ | Somia.r eb A

i Da, i-am vindecat fata de o boalh 0S|
d e g e n e.rMatréde un magician.

lcam “ndemnat smi-aplepert cai doa
colegif ot oreporter:. care contli
ne-am dus la ziar. Toatn | umea era exc
curgeau lanl. Céateva zile televiziunile au continuat sn
t r a n simagini ale mitingului, ale mul Timiitnainte{i  dt
mi racol . Ni meilns e 88 i muvreanddl
minunea. Nu exista nicio fotografie sau vreo imagine a lui
Lenin repus pe soclu. Ziarele au avutii ele edilii speciale,
interviuri cu vizionari, iluzioni iti, oameni de [tinin ,
specialilti in paranormal i hi pnozn  jiori,
scamatori, psihologi, sociologi, istorici, profe li. Fusese i
Alexei contactat de cdiva reporteri dar refuzase orice
interviu sau aparilie televizati , d e c Hiipncé&pareasau
amestecul intr-o astfel de minune. intamplarea era atat de
fantasticn, ~ ncsintvinavatpdantrusderetil M. S. REGELE MIHAI 1
pe care 1l ddi ne a m. Or i cum paofi drezdt . 3
ni meni «adl uli raar fili putatt ©hnrt
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Er au b n newcutteennjfigate, conspiralii la nivel T nalt.
Li de altfel in Ta r impactul minunii fusese minim.
Oamenii erau obii nuili cu tot felul de lucruri stranii care se
“nt ©mpl au ° nla Rexqiuiiitclaterdriti ladgeeve.
Ala ¢ n lisestaialui lienin pent ru cateva fracliuni de
s e ¢ u nudaiimpresionat pe nimeni. Unii nici nu it i au

fusesedati j os. Dupn un timp | um
de aut ent i ciri @hiaeclorcanetfuCasgni| ra t

inPialn |l e venea parchn-l gruseu icus
adevir at p enapbigpesoau. 0 i | uzi e,,cime
itelli cui &saR'Avesa ki alte probleme, de la inflalie

lafomaj, da cn daoiice mihuae Tine doar trei zile 6 s-a
dovedit “ncn.o datn valabil:
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Parfum de dragoste

ceabpine.,, Ereaimo
Probabil cn o fenm
nume, unul consonant [i pretenTios, ar fi
doun orisnpO©mhul ece o datn.
presupunea. Pe ceapn.

Lin-ar fi fost nimic nelaloc
asta dte tmaiieales “n cash. <
Cezareea acceptase i hhluntfilenTi a

Cezareeaamiuc at di n
zis de aphn.

Pet ru "~ nt ©l nirea asta, b iir
mer sese | a Faruk Style, frize
¢mbr Acnhn un Icfdosiapade colania, pe care o primise
dezivaluicei dr ept, de il apifeopsttrangs.:
fli cumpArhA un pachet cu Tigh
rondur i din Cartea Sfontn:

Tor san

The Scent of Love

Cezareea took a bite of onion. It was a red, juicy one, the
one they call the water onion. A woman like her, honoured
with a noble name both consonant and demanding, might
perhaps have thought twice before gulping once. But the sour
bean souprequir ed it. An onion.

And after all there should have been nothing peculiarly
improper about it: it was a Sunday [ a day meant to be spent
indoors, alone or with family. But Cezareea had accepted
Ismail & invitation: she was going out to see a film.

Ismail had also prepared for the meeting by visiting
d-aruk Styled a transformational hairdresser. He wore new
clothes, and birthday cologne (a gift from his former wife, to
be exact). Hdil put gel in his hair. He bought a pack of
flavoured cigarettes. He read a few lines from the Holy Book:
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Acdt i a s~ ei f [4,ccaredne au
Duhul.

N u

nt C ce

~

“"nTelese nimica, itdear er
Foamea ° | rnzbi drum spre Gezafeea’
intrn |l a Tufal, restaurantul
fasole.
fiDoriiTiceva
t ©nnAr,  nc hilefliinat
Mmmm... Da. Un ayran.
Simplu? Cu

Ismaill c©nt Ar i

de “ntr e

cu

bAut ?
adi da
A
fi me nitugt@oi?Cu ment |
puTin moment ul
Totuli , pofta, pofta asta bl esit
fasol ea, fasolea astaceapg! d
accedi care o “mboldise pe feme
"1 fAcwns i nalhe ezi tar e:

i Cu melhusturoi.

HAapni ca un
dupn care goOIl goi
nu-I audn me n i
| AsdAil,badcupn dacea
li credibilitatea

“"nf omet at, Ci
al beaTaloput u
Teseli t1 mpCekzg
semeil de | a -r
Sspoithn cu ge¢e

ni
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These are they, who separate themselves, sensudiavieig,
not the Spirit.

He hadnd understood a word, but he was all right, he
had calmed down.

Hunger ploughed in one hour earlier, and on his way to
Cezareea he popped into Tufal Syrian restaurant and ordered
the full bean dish.

GAny thing to drink? Gthe waiter asked, a young Romanian
wearing cheap sneakers.

Mmmm... Yes i an ayran.0

&Btraight? With mint? Mint and garlic?0

Ismail thought for a minute about son me eting Cezareea.
But gluttony , that cursed gluttony thatone ¢ an @ &and |
beans the meal that absolutely requires onion and garlic! fi
got the better of him, the sameas it had urged the woman to
devour her onion, made him choose with out hesitation:

dMint and garlic. &

He shovelled it all down like a starving man, finished off
the free pickles, slurped the stinking white juice. He belched
happily , softly, so that nobody could hear him. His thoughts
were with Cezareeaall this time . He paid, he left a tip, then got
up from the table haughtily, regaining his credibility tinned
with gel.
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*kk

Femei a s e "ndreptn chtre
“ntunecase, iar | udiiliuwéndug hberdnd i
ca pnsnhril e. Se "ntunecase, [
pe feTele tiieatmitoril or griji

O pat i mn liopofth asta,fde sebprit, care pusese

pe Cezarlaeamefiacad
mirosul care se strecura printre termopanele tejghelei avea ceva

stnp®O©nire

din vraja de nepnhntruns a duhu

de nAri ,-inkiimg©hdimimu "n buzuna

fAc®@nad A caute iceva mArunTi
Apucnhn $uwlndai iad dun gospodina Tnif a «

orntania din ogradhn.
a lui Ismail? Era cu de toate. Ala 0o

Era cal d
"ntrebase v

fi Cu de toate?
Liala

ris piemGuedetoate Cu varzn,
muraTi, cu maionezdar cpiukedTih
cu car t diflucru maigrgv,iavemd in vedere intalnirea de

* k%

The woman was on her way to the Armenian church. It
was getting dark . The slippery ice multiplied the steps and her
thoughts were flying like birds. It had grown dark, and in the
in the light of the street lamps one could now see the faces of
the passers by, with their worries and passions.

This unstoppable lust that possessed Cezareea must
have been such a pasion. She passed by the shaorma shop ai
the corner, and the smell that was sneaking along the double-
glazed window that served as counter had something of the
secret magic of the djinn locked in Aladdin & lamp. It caught
her nostrils, and made her gloved hand get into the pocket of
the coat, in search of some small change.

She grabbed the sandwich greedily, as the housewife
grabs at poultry in the yard. It was warm, like a heart burning
with love. Ismail&? It had everything on it. The shop-assistant
had asked:

ANith everything? 6

And her answer had been dNith everything @ Onion,
pickled cucumbers, mayonnaise, spicy ketchup, 60 a | i t t
ket chup, tfded potajpes ana,perh@aps surprising in
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peste c©teva minute cu bnArbat
c e alpsbs de usturoi.

cnfulecn repede. Ceva sos
Al buriu, spermn zici c¢ch era.
unui fler veTel Lireende, i Deuna apare

cocoTatan
gO©t |l ej ul

pe lit ogairfiymatuj,atmog©
SAU se “nAl Tarn c paret

**kk

Ismailoalt ept a. Jer, dépe lirdiciar paialtul, ca

unul care nu mai are rnbdar e.
Degeaba. Putoarea care ~ili
fncea simTitn prezenTa.
ASArut moOGinile, Cezareea.
O  nt©l nire banal n,it,dintrtacem cade
fac dezbinnrile.
Femeia se cruci de hal erdiase
abTinli Ifaacee crdcd,i gneascnnype
ABunn sear a.
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the light of her meeting in just a few minutes the man she was
interested in A with onion and garlic dressing.

She scoffed it quickly. Some dressing ran down the fur of
her coat. Whitish, sperm like. She made it disappear quickly
with a wet wipe. Although a woman, and a seemingly elegant
one, perched on high heels, wearing lipstick and perfume, she
belched voluptuously, and from her throat gruesome creatures
lifted towards the starred sky.

**k%k

Ismail was waiting for her. He was shifting his weight
from one foot to another, like an impatient man. He was
chewing feverishly on mint gum. It was all in vain. The stench
which had reached his intestinal tract made its presence felt.

dHow are you, Cezareea?

An ordinary meeting, between two normal people, who
end up in separation.

Shewas simply shocked by the smell of Ismail& breath,
but sherefrained f r om maki ng the sign
she did in circumorden mttedfend hisk
Muslim sensibilities.

dsood evening!d
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Bnrbatul amuTi @ @ Im lusturol Tea ¢
dezvoltatn de <cavitatea buca
vor beascnhnliaprcaust ifiac ade obi cei
fAcondhisdiapete puTin din | imb

AMA pucur sn te | evnd!

Femeia 1i ascunse nasul in fular.

Traversarn mai multe strnd
devinA una singurinl eNo@apmeai i
“n case, iar vontul slab "~ nce

AAM rezervat o masn | a re
abroabeaRosetti. Pi aT

Cezareea se bucurn, rotunj
rujate strident, deli ma-iT e laegb i a “ncepus
mOlncarea mol fnithn. Numai de h

POnn |l a | ocal nu vorbiser.|
alterne adesea inte oameni i InpuuTTiin uonbii

Ascundeau, de fapt, miasmele care le bantuiau gurile. Dar

prnreau interesaa®nd, apurtatTi
gravitate propriie adufhdosor Ti
se “ndrnAagost.i

Ularestaur ant ul ui scOr TOi , c a
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It was the turn of the man to be left speechless. Thesmell
of onion and garlic coming from the woman & oral cavity,
dumbfounded him, made him talk foolishly , like all men in
love, mispronounc ing the Romanian words::

d am glat to shee you again!d

She hid her nose in her scaf.

They crossed several small streets, two shadows trying to
become one.It was the night, the doors were being locked up,
people withdrew to their homes, and the mild wind smelled
like spring.

d made dinner reservation at a Lebanese restaurant. It is
here, nearby, in Rosetti Squared

Cezareea indicated she was glad. She rounded in wonder
the letter O with her lips beneath the garish lipstick, even
though her bowels had only started ruminat ing on the content
of her stomach. She was in no mood for grub.

They didn @ speak until they reachd the restaurant. They
fell silent, just like two people who are not used to being
around each other. They were hiding, in fact, the stench both
of them exhaled. It made them look interesting, though, silent
as they were, crossing the evening with adult serious faces, or
even like adults in love . Or about to fall in love.

The door of the restaurant squeakedlike an onion under
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cuTituleuziar ASec uami n T i |l a mashnh,
usturoi,se nsrondoi a amabi |l it Ail
dezbrncarn hainele groase, d
fer veTaellbealset re. | smail admir nli
impotmo | i priviril e demerosfizvorand din
falangele musulmanului. Semn de virilitate.

Comandarn grnbi Ti, de parc

respectivn. Tot ulp Atiouustoi. inceradnd
sA ascundn gunobDiudal sabl prrcep
aspic condimentat, ce fi purta in adancul povel tii lor de dragoste.
Phansnr.i l ovite de gl ont e, pe
deasupra capetelor claoe gbiuz @
inspre cinematograf.
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the knife blade. They sat down quietly at atable, two docile
puppies, two cloves of garlic, enveloped by the waiter&
politeness. They took off their thick coats, then they started
playing with the blue napkins. Ismail admired her nail varnish,
and the girl&® eyes got stuck in the hair on his fingers, a
generous sign of virility.

They ordered in haste, as if they had eaten nothing all
day. Everything with as much onion as possible. And with
garlic. Trying to hide the garbage under the rug. And their
conversation, so slow at first, became assolid asspicy aspic: it
led them into the heart of their lo ve story. Birds shot in the air,
half rotten already, soared over their grey heads. After which
they flew heavily into the cinema hall.

[Translated into English by Zenovia Popa]

Bucuresti. Piafa Fibescu Vodo.
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DenisaComn ne s c u

Anamor fozhn

Cedn amanvitezn
cuib de cuc rotitor
| 6 a ma lameatation

traduceli , vnAn rog, cuvoOntul ror
Cort i nlidvulpg e n

doi cai verzi pe pereli cat un O

I like lke

mascn perfectnhn din teatrul
Uncese zbate sn fie
dincealnvi t ezn cortinn

Anamorphosis

Fog lovers quickness

a cuckoobds nest spinning i
0l daniadntaenmdent ati ono

can the Romanian 6dor & mea
60l ovesickd in translation?

Curtain attention vixen

pie in the skyfi like a big zero

6l like | kebod

a perfect mask for a kabuki show.

Surely somethings struggling to arise
from fog quickness curtain
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cu vulpe atenlie amanli with vixen attention lovers
substantivele 1l i pun opinci nouns buckle on their sandals
li se opintesc and give it a go
oh ~ mbirmicmtle a. O footbodywear!

[Translated into English by Adam J. Sorkin]
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Jennifer Robertson

The Seacoasts of Bessarabia

dHold you your watch tonight? 6

Yes, every night, pistol in black holster, feet in heavy boots, arms swinging against grey serge,
gloved hands raised to frozen lips. Breathe hard: Gis bitter cold, and | am sick at heart...0

The grey walls over which I, Alexandru, keep nocturnal watch, bound no fabled Elsinore.
There is no minstrelsy where madness walks.

Which, in shorthand, means 1dn a sentry in a madhouse. A thousand drugged Hamlets shuffle
around the exercise yard. A thousand Ophelias patch sheets with medicated fingers, no scissors
allowed. On each night watch | think of Eli.

She was sixteen when we first met. It was the end of the school year, the start of summer. |
bumped into her at the doorway of the house where | lived fi an old house with families and single
people crammed into every room. Sunlight outlined her legs beneath her summer dress.

or'he doord locked.. 0 | warmed to the sound of her voice.

dNo problem! | have a key.0

We laughed for no reason at all.

It turned out some elderly relative on the groun d floor had taken ill and her mother had asked
Eli to call by after school. Oh, Elisabeta, a ministering angel, thou! Yet both of us cursed and damned.

Or am | the damned ghost, condemned to haunt high walls and hear in midnight mist the

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu
124

sighing of excluded souls, outcast for ever?

Eli and | met all that summer. We walked in the Ci | migiu Garden sand stole kisses half hidden
by kindly trees. We caught a suburban train out of town and wandered through the woods. We fed
one another with wild strawberries . | loosened Eli& long soft hair.

Ay amber girl... Did you know your hair is full of sunshine and amber? ©6

dond say that. Amber is for tears.0

@Gol den and warmé The tears of the sun, t hi

d\o tears.6Eli closed my lips. Her fingers were stained with strawberry juice.

d\ot even the sun& tears locked in amber?l persisted.

d\No locks,6said Eli.

Summerd end brought call-up papers. Thoughts of Eli somehow got me through daily drill
and discipline. Her letters became shorter, though, and then stopped coming, but when my leave
came at long last we met in the park as usual. El face was strained. Her eyes seemed haunted. Her
hair had lost its sheen.

She told me that her mother had taken ill. The ambulance had not come in time and...

What could | say?@dn sorr ¥, EI i é

&@orry? You dond mean it. Youde the one that put a death wish on us.0

dVha-at? That® a terrible thing to say! God, 1Gn shaking all over. Youdve changed, Eli,
something® happened to you.6

Orhat® a damned bleeding lie! You hate me. Bl kill myself. Yes, | will' I dn a piece of shit. |

dond deserve tod have a chil de
A child? You dve had a child?6
She giggled.
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&li, Elié youod6sound so weird.
dso away!d
dNo way! Where & the baby now? Ifyoudve really had ababyitd my chi |l d t @do

orheydve taken her away,0Eli said. Her voice sounded flat and switched off. &rhey wanted to
take me too, Alexandru. That® why | stopped writing. They &e taken my baby, do you hear?6she
began to shout. ddn going to kill myself, | tell you. Let me go! &

She jumped to her feet. | leapt up. She pushed me away. Filth and abuse poured out of her.
Eli, Eli, once so full of summer! Passersby stared.

I hit her hard across her face.@hut up, shut up! Theydl call the police. Theydl lock you up just
like you said! 6She spat at me and ran away.

And then | had to go. | was under orders. The new posting was top security, to guard the sea
coasts of Bessarabia.

| got leave the following summer. For one day only. | looked for Eli. | tried that relative of
hers in the ground floor flat. With much head shaking she advised me to go away but | thrust my
foot against the closing door.

ANhere can | find EIi?0

The woman pulled at the grubby headscarf that had slipped low over her eyes.

Al right, then. She & in the mad-house if you must know, but you don @ want to go there.
Anyway, you al be lucky if they let you in. 6

But a military uniform opens many closed doors.

They gave me half an hour. Supervised. A nurse-warder brought Eli into a drab room
furnished with nothing except a stool, two wooden chairs and a broken wall clock. The warder sat
on one chair. Eli perched on the stool. Her right foot twitched. Her fingers plucked restlessly at her
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faded cotton skirt.

ANVhy have you come? You hate med

Ao, Eli, no, how can you say such a thing? | love you.0

d.ove means nothing here. They guard us like you guard the coasts of Bessarabia)

& | i0Etried to contradict her, but without meaning too | found myself looking at the
laddered nylon stocking stuffed with sand that dangled from the warder & belt. | looked away at
once, stunned with misery. @&li,61 began again, keeping my voice low. @ond you remember that
summer? Thetaste of wild strawberries. &

Hatred twisted her face. She half said, half sung in a voice that was not her own:

Then up he rose and donned his clothes
And dropped the chamber door.
Let in the maid, that out a maid never departed more...

&Eli'6My voice faded into silence. Time was ticking away.

As though she had read my thoughts Eli looked up shiftily. &rhey watch you all the time. See
that big clock. There& a policeman in there. Listen to him going, tick, tick, tick. &

&li, that&® nonsense. hat clock hasnd got a tick. I1t& not even going. The hands dond move.d

dond argue with me! | know what | @n saying. 1Gn entitled to my own opinion. 0

dNVhat about....8l swallowed hard. @o you ever hear anything about the baby, Eli?6

Her face went rigid. She put her fingers to her lips and whispered, @rhey tell me she with
the living dead.

Ohat® t e r ol re&ched @ut and put my hand over hers, but she pulled away.

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales
Edited by Lidia Vianu
127

0rou say | hate you, but I truly care for you, Eli. | travelled two nights hard class to get here.6
drou didn @ have to come..d
d\o, I didn @ have to come..0
Shouldnd have come! Why put myself through misery for this poor object whose carapace of
madness made a mockery of the girl | had loved? Give up, | told myself. Go back to the rugged
coastline we patrolled with machine guns and search lights in case anyone tried to cross our closed
border.
Out, not in... It went without saying.
My Lulu & gonefEli said again. She started to cry.d love my little Lulu. I looked after her
day and night. But they locked me in here. There@ no justice in this world. &
The nurse interrupted. @Rubbish! You cand look after yourself, far less a child. That® why
youde in here6Oh, Godé
orimed up!d
Eli stood, passive now, and dull. | stood up too. My hands dropped helplessly to my side.
She smiled suddenly and, in spite of her pale face and crudest hair-cut, hacked with unkind
scissors, | saw again the girl | had loved that summer.
orhank you for coming. Go with these words, Alexandru. God created the world... 6
| shivered. Religious mania. dHush, Eli, there&® no needod
dHe made a woman and a man..8
The nurse had got to her feet. This was no time for Bible stories.
dNo, no, dond go yet,0Eli begged; and suddenly her voice sounded so normal that | could
almost believe the whole nightmare was just a bad dream, soon to end.
o hen he made sor r owé&s oheiofsourd&Romaniath tolk faless!theaml jt fromt
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my granny. | an sure you know it too. 8

| nodded. @50 on then.d

d5od couldn @ find anywhere to put this sorrow so the man said, @ will carry it for you. 6

She paused.@rhat® how it is. Go, Alexandru, carry our sorrow. 6

@h, Eli...0

O0r'he woman spoke too, you know. She said Gorrow shall be my child & bread 6Yes, that® what
the woman said.6Eli voice cracked.@ur child eats sorrow & bitter bread,6she sobbed and, still
sobbing, was led away.

| held out on the shores of Bessarabia for some time longer. Wild and desolate, yes, butthe
water sang its own language and, less poetically, there was the chance of cheap fags and boozé
and women.

But, call it love, call it madness or what you will: | asked for a transfer. So now | guard the top
security hospital. Nights only, because on day shift | might catch a glimpse of my summer girl in
drabbest pink, walking with other sedated souls that one half hour in the guarded yard.

| prefer to watch over Eli & drugged sleep when the world is dark and the sun sheds no amber
tears over her barred, bewildered world.

[Written in English]
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Deni sa Comhnescu

Remember Remember
Candsetrezdt e mai muTa veseln When the mirthful monkey of chance
a ‘"'ntompl Aarii wakes up
ii vré&€h smple viaTa and declares her wish to fill your life
cu ore colorate with coloured hours
i ut e altiopfea ha quickly pull something over your face
lirostelt e un c©ntec de | eaghn. and start humming a lullaby.

[Translated into English by Ltefan Stoenescul]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro
Bucuresti 2014



Bucharest Tales | =¢
Edited by Lidia Vianu
130

JoAnne Growney

The Bear Cave

Twenty -five years ago at Chiic i u ,
marble quarry workers discovered fi
trapped by an earthquake in a wondrous,
enormous caveil bones of one hundred
ninety bears, Ursulus spelaeus

(now extinct) . Cold rooms of cathedral
splendour now render tourists breathless
while the insistent drip of water

counts the minutes. There is no safe place

[Written in English]
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Andrew Fincham

Uncle Dint and the Protochronists

The times when | recall my Uncle Dintenfass, he is usually wreathed in fog.

Sometimes a fog of incomprehension; often one ofincredulity; and ever a fog of words. But on the
occasion that comes to mind, he sits quietly, almost pensively, beneath a cloud of cigar smoke and a heavily
varnished portrait of a dog.

The portrait is in oils; a weighty swag of red plush swings behind a curly brown hound, wearing a
perceptibly virtuous expression verging on the smug.

The dog, too, is quiet. Master and mastiff united as if in silent contemplation of what might have been.
| got up from the table in some stealth, and had reached the glazed door of the salon before a squeak from
the old spring within the handle caused a stir.

The relative turned, and drilled me with one piecing eye, the second sealed against the smog.

ddm boring you?d

There never having been an answer to that one, | let itlie.

drouth has its privileges. Be fly, for | can see the city beckons, and you must not saydaydo

There was, as a matter of fact, no single word of truth in this remark. Starting from the back end, | had
no intention of going out: the streets around th e little apartment were wreathed in as thick an evening mist
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as November Bucharest can make, and it was impossible to see across the square. As for the advantages (
age i mine then a little over the middle i they consisted at that point of anticipating th e whims of an
invalid Uncle who had once again summoned me to his side at short notice to fulfil the duties of nursemaid,
housemaid, and bonneatoutefaire

The reason, on this occasion, was incapacity in the left knee. The right, he continually stressedwas as
good as ever. This had caused some speculation on the utility of two legs, when so very interdependent, and
his musings on the advantages of having one as a spare@uilt in resilience g he termed it, dike a fifth wheel §
filled most of the mornin g. My Uncle was so far critical of the uselessness of his remaining functional leg
that | was tempted to kick it, but the thought that this would double the time taken to pull on his trousers
put me off.

@elt and bracesbwas not, sadly, a maxim of Uncle Dint. Perhaps ironically, his incapacity was a direct
result of failing to take adequate precautions walking home after the inaugural meeting of the Budapest
Parkour Association. A fellow charging down Mnhdsh
lost control and careered into a Turkish restaurant. Uncle was hors de combdiefore he was fully aware of
what was underway, and on failing to stand upright was carried A almost entirely sober i down Victoriei
into the bar of the Hotel Intercontinent al thereby reversing the usual common procedure in an instance of
life mirroring itself.

On the plus side (he instanced@orward planning § Uncle Dint had found himself an apartment on the
ground floor of a pre -war block equally placed between Dionisie Lupu, Pitar Mol , and Michelet: up a trio of
steps through communal doors into darkness and a shuffle to the left saw us home. His front door opened
into a parquet hall, which contained the dining table and served as his Gnessj whilst to left and right glazed
doors opened onto two further rooms, the first of which housed a bed and a wardrobe and the second an
ancient couch. A cubicle towards the rear contained the basics for personal hygiene whilst a curtained space
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equipped wi th sink and an irritable gas stove served as kitchen. Uncle Dint invited me to make myself
comfortable.

dMy home is yours, my boy g he extended lavishly. &Vhat& mine, consider your own & His hands, ever
expressive, encompassed the whole establishmenlhered® no room for false pride here.6He was quite right:
a reasonably tall man could have touched both walls of that flat simultaneously if he @ chosen to lie down
and stretch.

*k%k

We soon fell into a routine. Each morning, the early rumble of the elevator let me know that dawn
approached. | inched a wary hand from under the blanket to gauge what it had in store: by the time | could
fasten the wrist strap on my watch, the fingers were warm enough to boil a kettle for our morning tea.

The intimacies of getting the relative bathed and dressed may be omitted. Those who have had the
experience know, and those who have not should remain in ignorance until the last possible moment.

Inside a week, | had forgotten any other possibility of existence, and | was preparing our modest
breakfast when Uncle peered around the corner of the curtain and stopped my hand in the middle of
extracting a three-minute egg.

He had a hangdog look. 4t@& not much of a life,6he whined. éT'here was a time when these old bones
would have hoped for more. 6

I had no time for self pity, and let him know in no uncertain terms. @Gather thistles, expect pricklesd
was my motto, as | stepped past him to lay a tray on the dining table.

@As it happens, there was a time when | had prepared my plans for pensioneering to perfection.dl
must have looked doubtful. d.ife is not only on the surface. You have to look behind things. | remember
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