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EFECTDOPPLER THE DOPPLER EFFECT

A murit tata. My father has died.

Se evaporase neputincios, zvarcolindu-se de colacolo ca He had evaporated helplessly, writh ing to and fro like a
o pichturnhn de apnh aruncatn pe dropofwaterthrown on a hotiron sheet.

Mie “ncepuse sh Swmheffului mn One of my ears started ringing. The ringing had caught
de t ©mp | Amni zdbei ncdeur . hold of my temple slamming me against the sky.

Trebuia suin spairci’omrt,r sn ~ mi | had to jump on one leg, to get the water and those
acelea enervante dmis nc meirgr ;ér annoying thoughts out of my brain, struggling to walk upright.
zice | umeamAvha®rdu What would people say if they saw me off the edge?

Cimitirul era atadt de curb, incat lini a ori zc« The graveyard was so curved that the horizontal line of
colciugul ui phrea o instabil n thecoffin seemed an unstable tangent.

¢cntors acash,miscat ceara dire yachi cu ¢ Once at home, | started to get the wax out of my ears
nilte delicate beTi Enoa@maee cantitater with some delicate Chines cotton swabs. | had secreted a large
de cl ei [ mizerii. O s cur ger quantity of wax and dirt. An affectionate flow of the heart.
el ti atent, poTi pierde t ot « Careful' If you a r e cateful you may lose everything through
neatenTi i i sl Abiciuni. .. the holes left behind by various carelessnesses anc

weaknesses..
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Ltiam de | a  éfectmli dopplergdneratpde
pierderea celui drag. Lumea devenea un sunet care se
"ndephrteazn brusc. (O aseme|
bruscn de glicemie, ceea <ce-

auzisem eu ch cceeialdadlitin pseu nltu n

fenomen er a
dec©t prezent
erecTii i
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vitezn mai mar e
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| knew from physics about the Doppler effectwhich is
generated by the loss of someone dear and which turns the
whole world into a sound which dies out suddenly. (Such a
change causes a sudden decrease in blood sugar leve)swvhich
can lead to lipothymy, fainting & | once heard that those taken
by the afterlife are hypotensive!).

The cause of this phenomenon was the fact that the pain
disappears with a higher speed than the present. This made our
bodies spongious, possessed by various erections and desires, i
made them seem alive.

In reality, everything was in our heads. The fondness
which had nestled in our hearts, the morning light, the little
sparrow-likewr i t hi ng of joyé

And then, who can say that they have never been
mistaken? Especially when it comes to a sudden fall in blood
pressure, caised by old age?

The ringing in oneaoss, emecaly
in sonicity, as a deformation of the sound caused by the speed.
Sometimes, the sound is mistaken for the vibration which
accompanies the EKG of a hidden heart attack.

Some people have recovered from hearing that sound,
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sufletul, schimonosindu-Ti fi-gur annBTat ~ n

ssa arntat d e od alingual, de-a gubspn
batonul ui de ~ nog hdeufpart na miianzsm
parc...

Ca snh djaumg Ita ebuia sn tre

De pe <cel nl alt mal , T mi f
SAreamun npirci or , fhceam mult
tniase sonor ul

Degeaba, treceam pe | ©nghn
c©O©nd ur ma sn mn ma i vnd! Ni

ntalneau, ca fumurile avioanelor paralele.

Lucrurile nu erau chiar atat de simple. Prezentul mn

“ncur ca, multe din gesturile
moneci | i subsuori CrAapau i
capsule de bumbac.... Gangl i oni i aveau ne

)
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which empties the soul, by contorting their face. They ascended

¢ to the sky and their lives suddenly revealed themselves: a

sublingual taste, like the taste left on the mouth by a popsicle
eaten in the park, on a Sunday afternoon...

| had to cross the river in order to get to my father.

He was making hand gestures from the other shore. |
was jumping on one leg, | was gesticulating a lot, because the
sound had been cut off.

To no avail, | was passing by myself exasperatingly and
who knows when | was going to see myself again! Not even our

voices were meeting, as the
exhaust pipes.
Things werenot tprieserit was comfpsing

me, | had grown out of many of its gestures. They were too
tight around the sleeves and around my armpits. They were
bursting open and exposing the lining like some cotton
c ap s ul kegénglibns had somecarcinogenic anxieties)
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Prima datn am “~nceput pe | | was by Stamora Moravi"dl when it happened for the
l a sOrbi, treceam fluviul " n first time: | was running to the Serbs, | was cross-swimming the
emoTie: era posibil riv er and returning full of excitement: it was possible.

Ltiu ch | a un mo me nt dat | remember that, at some point, Sant Elijah, in a fume,
hot hr ©se sn mn " nec. Fas B 3@©o had decided that | should drown. It would have been a
pl hcea recunolitinTa me a c ©n possibility. He changed his mind: he liked my gratitude when
odinioarn mi s e phr eau I nt a he offered me the things which once had seemed intangible (for
Structura cuminte a cel ul el or instance, Camelia. The tame structure of her brown cells, her
ca nilte ochi fosforescenTi ) . radiant epidermis, and her breasts, like some phosphorescent

eyes).

Dincolo de mal, tata ~ mi f From beyond the shore, my father was waving at me
amai calcn i tu prispa bisetrwith his | ovely s h ardssthe trestold of
striga disphr ©nd. (Partea-oaeathe church and Il i ght a candl e, O
orizontaln, ca fumul de | umOn disappeared. (That side of the shore was engulfed in a
plecate, “n sutane preoTelti . horizontal mist, like the smoke produced by a burning candle.

The dead-men were walking with their heads down, dressed in
cassocks.)

Chestia e cm tnaut Aliuiv endecua d The thing is that the only thing | could see was my
chci sunetele i erau smulse fatherodos skinned mout h, becat
pO©nnh | a caphnt. De altfel, [ i his lips before they had the chance to fully bloom. As a matter
care medici i T omi spuneau c¢n s offact | too had somebuccal aphthae, which doctors thought to

)
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Vantul era de fapt un fel de Ef e ct aC ocuaintetbn
aerul ce rnAmOGnea
“"nTeleagn: gura mea
l hsam sn se

rann pe

car e nu 0]

dupn ce | e r

a fost de

lar celulele gustative erau un fel de turnuri babel ale

posibilului...
Mi-a m
nu ma i

M-a m
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gandurilorm e |

Chi ar
pereTi.i

f Acut deci

S

emn <cu m©o©

T mi dndea@&m c%$e acneal, dcea
r n s p u nasintorssamnul Thapoi.
a Ce s nm-am Tetrébat,uluit.

alezat pe
cOnd, T mi

un

bultean

venea ~n mi
i aromathn
e era al tul

cu leult
i “ncerc

dacn " ncepeam “n goOn

capul ui,

ca

un copil
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be a burn caused by wind.

The wind was actually some sort of Co a n d n of Ehé
words, it was the air which remained behind, after |1 had
pronounced the words. The doctors were unable to understand
it, though: my mouth had been an unfortunate accident since
birth. A wound which | epqutitalking0 t

And the taste buds were like some sort of towers of Bab
of the possible ¢é

So | waved at myself, was it me, was it my father, |

couldnot tell anymore, but wh
was standing there responded, returning my hand wave.
owhat might it be?6 | aske

| sat on a log and started to think. Every now and again,
what came to mind was a good broth soured with apple cider
vinegar and flavoured with lovage, but | would soon realize
that the purpose of my thoughts was differ ent and | would try
to return to it.

Even if | started saying a mental prayer, my words
would get hit against the walls of my h ead, as it happens to a
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apartament. child who is riding his bike inside the apartment.

Evitam prin viraje abile f | avoided through various clever turns of mind thoughts
“n minte wun stup de al bine, which had swarmed my mind like a beehive, but | inevitably
decor . At unci se auzea o0 s or faled, | disappeared. Then resounded the ringer of the alarm
apnr ea sfO©Ont ul 1 ie cu un p and Saint Elijah appeared on a screen, holding a board like the
luminoase, ca la cazinourile din Vegas: Ma i ai .{Sfamtul ones you find in Las Vegas casinos, on which it was written
era unul dintre cei car e r eu withglowi ng letters: You have three lives leffThe Saint was one
trup cu tot.) of the people who had succeeded in ascending to the Heavens.)

Dincolo e o aph. Acesta Beyond that there is a water. That is for sure. From that
mo ment , nu puteam trece mai poi nt on | coul dnot move on
soluTiona commlceit epr celrlaemma ndi ( settling the issue of whether | was inside or outside and, as |
i, gondind ala, ador meam. was thinking, | fell asleep.

Visam tot ape alunecand intr-o r ©n Q. Cine All 1 was dreaming were waters flowing on a side. If
ar cr efdier «esic,e apele alunecn. someone heard me he would think that this is right, that waters
“n popor. acCnderea e natwura | flow.0The wat er s saydhe peoptbodWwn, d s i

n at u sagthedphilosophers.

Dar nu e deloc al a: apel e But that 1is not tr atefall thely it
la (ol duri [ genunchi de c¢ Ot their hips and knees whenever they fall laterally, and their
cate ori cad in cap. back-heads whenever they fall on their heads.

)
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Din visul apei, alunecam | I was slipping back from
sau | a alta, visam te miri c € about one thing or another and | was dreaming about trifle
toate c¢cnhn “nTelegeam | a un mo me things. Maybe | woul d dream about a woman every now and
“ntre femeie (i apa cea moar t again; even though | understood at some point that there was a

precise bond between the woman and the dead water in the
dream, | would often forget, | would wake up.

MA trezeam pe wuscat dond | would wake up onshore, moving my hands uselessly,
spume dupn o poluTie nealtept orcoveredinfoam after an unexpected pollution.

Uneor i uitam c©nd priveam Sometimes | would forget about everything as | was
mine, descoperindu-mn " n | ocur i pe calr looking and then | would forget about myself too, finding
vi sat . De pil dn, “n plin prei myselfinpl aces | coul dndt even
nu ~ mi apar Tineau. ( Nu degea instance, as | was having a preinfarction, or as | was living
semn r Au) whizzing lives, which werenot

was a bad omen)

Treaz nu ma i valoram nim I wasnot worth much awake
strangeam doarsenzaTia trecut A, a | a sweaty hand was the bygone sensation, as | once used to drean
am “n gurn o bomboann, c ©n d thatl had a candy in my mouth, when in fact | was sucking on
proaspnt cnhnzut. my freshly fallen out tooth.

Dar ni ci asta nu e “nt©Om But that i sndt coincident e

scoash sau dinte scos e de r n youhad a tooth or a molar pulled out is a bad thing, it is a
death-predicting sign.

)
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aNu spune niciodatn hop
“ncheiere: " mi i i maginam un
©nd &hopé “n plin salt, 1i
imediatceospuneau,c ndeau "~ n | anT.

O T o

| Dacndeéaetk e

11

ONevsayhopbef ore youdve | ump
conclusion: | could envision a picture in which people were
excl aitmpngne by one, whil e t
and their exclamation would be fatal to them, as they would fall
into the ditch as soon as they said it.

aHopo, spuneau They wouhotd saanyd ot hen end u
hzut dincolo de r ©u. they had passed, | would have seen them from across the river.

Raul acelapopul at cu mal ti de That river, populated by carnival masks, tempted me to
mprudenTe. TentaTia snA te micommitan imprudence. The temptation of moving, of moving
ste irezistibiln. your arms whil e you are alive is irresistible.

Dincolo de acel demar caj ( Beyond that mark (a water in which you are not allowed

“noTi , pare a fi un fl uvi u (toswim, seems a mercury river, it is that lethal), there was the
arnavalul de malti mul t i c ol o carnival of many-coloured masks.

Era ca o hazna de Tarn, p It was like a country cesspool, full to the brim. Filled to
ever snd, de fapte dezor don:ithe very top, overflowing with promiscuous acts and with
a de | emn WC'crmebiaré mm Ibar excreted gestures. (Behind the wooden door of the toilet where
elurite animale fArnAn conitii | would baricade myself when | was staying in the
u creasta caraghioasn i o c I countryside, different animals lacking a consciousness were
nceput simpati c, devenit r a watching me inquiringly: a rooster with a ridiculous comb and
epede ul a, cneci “ncepea dsuprarthe eyes of a retarded creature, a curious pig, who was cute alt

S

T
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u eram atent, r ©ul
mn monj eau fArn " n
de situaTi.i troe
A el ti fmurmiast.uiRi [dd
i mOni oase.

Imi imaginam ce mobilizare de memorie mi va fi

trebuind |l a judecata de apoi
ii gesturi vor fi fost preduse:
periculoase, returnate marelui fabricant...

Pe |1 ©ngn wurechi, apa trec
poate lua i pe mine cu ea,
[ ampaBubbles carbogazoash.

aDacn mA ia ala cum sunto
l oviturndé, “"Imécspdatamdea®i ci

Dar nu era ala, apa nu mn

first and who quickly became violent. | had to close the door,
becaus it would start head -butting the wooden door for no
reason.)

| f I wasndot careful, t he I
on. My own actions were staining me to a point of no return.

When you get into such situations you have to leave the
game. You c an Oftyoulare staganed Yoa rysk beigg
consumed at once by spontaneous and enragedires.

| imagined what kind of memory mobilization | would
need at the Last Judgement: all these faces, masks, dances ar
gestures will have been pulled from the market, as dangerous
products, and returnedtot hei r gr eat maker

The water was flowing gently by my ears and | said to
myself that it could take me with it, in the same way it flowed
€ Gently and Bubdblespaklmgchanpagne.k e

oo f it takes me as | am, I
said to myself, o0l can final/
mysel f!l o

Butitdi dndt happen | i ke that

Transla+tion
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ultima Tnchipuire. me until | renounced my last dream.

Apa e [ ea ca tot l ucr ul Water is like any other thing, full of caprices and
di scretn, alcntuitn din buch loopholes, discreet, made of tiny pieces of deceptive hope. As a
Al unecarea | or s omn aaftfeludropriethtea” matter of fact, its somnambulist slipping confers it its propriety
de a fii fluidn. Are propri il eofbeinga fluid. It has its own issues and twitches: a carnal rime
de memorie... un inceput de amnezie... of memoryé a beginning of amn

Speram cnh, l uat de val, -arc | was hoping that, carried away by the water, | will
vrea o ala iertare? evade in anonymity: who woulc

a manner?

dUnde merge mia merge i S olnforapenny,i n for a pound, 6 I
cei mul Ti, voi merge i eud. go with the crowd.é6 oLetds ju
uitn nimenil! 6.

Degeaba: rnmOneam t ot pe r To no avail: | would still remain on the shore. Here, at
sn mh pipni continuu. Sn mn least, | could feel myself continuously. Camouflage myself in
rngazuri i “nfAaTisAari... the crowd. Secrete pauses and
( Cel ma i bine camufleazn r ol  (Best at camouflaging the blush of innocent cheeks. For
bieTi.i me i copasicundnin,] tscoasminstance, my poor t r engles thailr darld
visel e, T dn de gol . .. Prin unveils their dr eams, it give
pnmont . Un sistem compl ex de trunks their eyes trickle down in the ground. A complex system

Transla+tion
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of vessels, arteries and root
inr-un mod asemAnnAntor i e u-aveamt | should have been denounced in a similar way. There was no
nicio schpar eai’ mdrtcieaun, t r upu escapein the fertile, as is here. And anyway, my body was
j enat tot , ca recruTii | a e abashedly confessing everything, as the recruits do during the
“"nceput de erecTie c©nd sever medical exam. Like the innocent start of an erection when the
ridicn “n sus <ciocul Tugui at authoritaria n doctor, with her sexy glasses, lifts up the tapered
scrutntor) beak of your penis, with scrutinizing eyes )

* *

Mhtula care mA punea snA de The aunt, who used to tell me to empty scores of buckets
de aphn, mi ci ca nilte deget aofwater, as small as thimbles, into the channel, would always
mart o@amcdait OSpm&Ot or ! 6 ask: oDo you admit that | gav

Pe atunci, in sud, mai circulau de capul lor unele vorbe, Back then, in the south, there were some whispers
aidoma unor cain i fAarn stnpon. Sau m coming and going as they pleased, like some homeless dogs
c©ini fhArn cap, sau unor c ape Or actually, like headless dogs, or dogs without bodies, like
acela rusesc de | aborator c a that Russian specimen in the lab which salivated vainly,
stomac. because it didndot have a stomn

Stomacul fusese Tnlocuit cu un borcan in care barbotau,
p r i rte furtunke, sucurile gastrice iluzorii ale foamei é

)

)

i\%/i

The stomach had been replacedwith a jar in which,
through some tubes, bubbled the illusive gastric juice of
hunger é
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Scopul “ntregidi acestei p C The point of this whole story was that the water would
inconitientnSnl a ivizmumamm vi s lead us unconsciously to the den. So we could betrayits virgin
spargem burta plinn de secr et dreams. So we could break its belly full of secrets. (On one of

era gravat un miner spnrgond the communist coins there was a miner who cracked something
with the hack)

Eram “n snAaptrirnmOna dupn pal It was the week after Easter. | was following the
cornbioarel or di n co-pek Haegsa phosphorescence of the little ships made of egg shells, paddling
bur Tile unor ape grase, ca ni towards the bellies of some deep waters, like fish screaming

under the ground.

Am auzi't [ zgomot mu | t d | also heard a lot of noise made by people, voices tha
di scuTii aprinse “ntre bnran azll were partying, or arguments between men, and under the
[ pe bunici.i bl ajini “n  pel tcurtain of water | also saw the gentle grandparents in their
calzi. underground caves, lighted and warm.

Ca sn trec, trebui a gnsi In order to pass, | had to find the best platform: even the
nevinovatele péaraie pot avea gropanele lor, unde piciorul se innocent brooks can have their holes, where the foot drowns
scufundiA pe nealteptate. unexpectedly.

Acol o, “"nceput ul e deja f | There, the beginning is already made and there are
g h mnh } ¢agcanele mid I ungherel e ~ n worlds as small as pins d the small traps and the corners
boa, pe nemestecate. swallow everything like the boa, without chewing.

Cel ma i bun |l oc era | a in The best seat was at the entrance of the church: | coulc

Transla+tion
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fArn sn Deacola vepeam chiar detalii... leave without disturbing. | co uld even see details from thereé

OCameni i ssdwrviiiu, " na gura d The people who were dropped in the river, at the mouth
ghiftuite poOnn “n g Ot (" n mof satiated wishes (thi neysadsa
poticneala), fnceau o ani maTi mutebutdeafeninganimation.

Din valuri, ielea coOte o n Out of the water, there came out a hand or a familiar
ch -‘aWewnr vreun prieten sau . face:indeed, maybe a friend or a relative were asking for my
erau deodatn “nghi Ti Ti. help, but they were immediately swallowed.

Ridicnrile acelea pe per e Those bumps in the walls to the towers were making our
unghiile tocite. Ce snh faci cnails blunt. Whatds to be dor
toTi chnTAnrntorii devaldi@au, f i i n almostevery climber fell, being swallowed by the waters?

La un moment dat, cineva - At some point, someone (me) from the crowd hopped
un picior f hc ©midu s e mn cu mO©n a, -ndi ¢ while waving at me, but | blinked in order to moisten my
umezesc corneea (noi, bnr baT cornea (we, men, cry only on the inside), which made the
nostru), ceea ce a fnAcut -icia r painted flames of hell move their tongues glibly. It was actually
limbile foarte veridic. Eram chiar eu cu familia intr -un me and my family on a holiday.
concediu.

Ataitde pl ecat f us e s e m-nokdam cuv | had been gone so much last summer, when | was
mama din Sovej a, “nc Ot mnh t e coming back from Soveja with my mother, that | feared | would
altcinevad  n | umea acvaticn (ala find somebody else in the house d in the aquatic world (like our

mustind de ape) se cunosc des tissues which abound in water) there are many cases of

%}
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cochilii duse de-acasa. molluscs infesting shells which left home.

Dar nu era cazul: cochilie But it wasndt the case: t
ei, chiar dacn puTin milicatn. wasinitsplace, even if it was a little bit moved

¢n definitiv, dehaentuuméaa In the end, everyone knows that the desert is stealthily
sau cnhn apele taie, puTin c©t e advancing, or that the waters are cutting, little by little, painful

pieces of beach.

Li apoi ciuum cs@ndplrewc e posi And then how can you leave, when it is not possible to
(Micile mele obiceiur.i au cl i escape from yourself? (My little habits blinked gratefully at

me.)

Gura mor mOnt ul ui semnna p The hole of the grave looked just like the hole that
dupn extrac9e avendisa |l ehi ar [ i remains after the extraction of a jaw tooth. You could also see
phrul pubian, ulor rnAnithnh the grass at the borders, like pubic hair, a little injured.

De aceea, c©nd pl ecam, t 10 ¢ That is why, when | left, | had to pull myself out like
s©ngeroasn gingie. from a bleeding gum.

RAm©nea mer eu o0 g augadraincepeal There was always a hole left behind me. And the hole
sAi miilte buzele. Vorbea cev awasbeginningtomove its lips. It was saying something

COnd reveneam, obiectele e When | returned, the objects were always moved from
l ocul l or . Chi ar d gpe dnelsfemeipeamf where | had left them. Even if they were pretending to be inert
avut al a, “n-maomn,zifond ©dd u e c (I had had some women like this, while sleepin g, making me
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lor.) visible right on the edge of their dream.)

cn aceste situaTii, e xami In these situations, | carefully examined my shell so that
cochilia mea ocupatn de altciit woul dnadt be occupied by
toatn biografia. (Se spune c¢ would suck all my biography. (They say that s piders inject a
car e | e Imud h eflioaznabdomenul .substance which |iquates the
conTinutule Téap®nduy de par ch them, leaving them immobile, as if they were stuffed).

De cel e ma i mul t e or i dr But most of thetimeslcoul dndt find
locundu-mh t acticos. Nu schpam debut me , l'iving me | eisurely.

myself.

Dar mn retrngeam el egant, But | was gallantly retreating, because every moment
propriul shu tunel car e  Nuerac had its own tunnel which consumed its mouth until the end. It
bine sn I e intersectezi. was no good crossing them.

* *

Acum cnhn tata a murit, pot-a Now that my father is dead, | can confess: | have beer
fost foame. hungry all my life.

Mul Ti vor spune c¢chA nu e ni Many people wildl say that
itim cn Hfrebueemseneu f oame. the end we know that you always have to be hungry.

Trebui i siiie mer eu f oame, You always have to be hungry, or else who knows what
lucruri groaznice se pot intampla! horrible things may happen!

)
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Eu eram flAmGnd de faTn, | was hungry for faces, sick for looks. | would have
“"nful ecat hul p,avd aroi nredcae i sir t dd guzzled the bread of forgiveness, but where would | find it?

Mi-era foame " n celul e, cer My cells were hungry, my palate was aching for
Al fi mOncat orice era sfoampthm appearances. | would have eaten anything soluble: a word,
sn ~ mi umpl e goOt ul de saTi u. woman oractwhichwould fill my throat with satiety. My taste
pnmont . FOnt ©ni l e aveau ochiibuds were filled with soil
fAncuse un covor de ochi uscaT soil. My skin had become a carpet of dried eyes, like some rainy

seeds dreamng.

De-at ©t a uscnciune a sal iv Because of such a drought of my saliva, | wanted to go
mitraliera “~n cei mul Ti . with the machine -gun in the mob.

De aceea, privirile oamen That is why, the peopl eds | ooks w
miloase i venagmTateebde atashanging on my clothes and | was coming home with them
(Odat n, am vnzut un <c¢©i ne ¢ u hanging on my cloth like some burdocks. (Once, | saw a dog
asfinTit, care i dezgol ea withits stomach ripped, it was sunset, which was stripping its
intrase sub pi elae sccao suns oiTg an . entrails: the look of the dog had entered under my skin like a
varful unui ac.) splinter. My wife got it out with a needle point.)

Cine se “ncumeta sn i av Who could venture his eye in my deep digestion without
adO©nch, farn riscul de a f i the risk of being absorbed? Being ignored, | was emaciating,
atrofiam, ca un organ nefolosit. like an unused organ.

Muream dacn nu eram vnhzut. | had to be observed!
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Era o nevoie urgentn. cn It was an urgent need. In childhood, | would go running
meu, cu o jucaériiendmebTiad e, De tomy father with a toy in my arms, begging for his attention.
ori, tata era obosit, prins intr-unul din frecventele lui momente  Most of the times, my father was tired, caught in one of his
de severitate. frequent moments of harshness.

Severitatea, iatn un lucru Harshness, here is a thing that | needed. Ever since then
atunci dezordinea “~mi pr oduc e messgave mepanic attacks.

a L alsnu-l mai deranja! Vezi c oLeave him alone, do not
spunea mama. busy!é mother used to say.

Era “"n reguln, cineva mai It was fine, someone was still keeping count! | had to
mhA simt ~ n oomtti.nwaSme nwi nuit 6, keep feeling guilty. o0Do not

Ma i t ©r ziu, Tata era ocupa Later, Father was busy being sick. The sickness hac

o activitate profesi onalefa csaurf become aprofessional activity which kept him busy all the tim e
(MA g©ndeam sn fac o af acer e andmadehimangry. (I was thinking about making business by

scrie: acutaredé, bolnav. Oameprinting visit cards on whic
People identified with their sicknesses.)

Apoi, Tata era oo upradf essii U Then, Father was busy being deadd a serious profession.
Mor Ti i au fosstti maffot dedaumrae T The dead have always beenappreciated and cherished. New
mor i, apar cu adevnr at pri et «friends really appear only after you are dead. (From the wet
foltidi trndntori, cwutl ¢za dn | past emerge de extraitors, warm and useful: how could you
recunogcntor ? not be grateful to them?)

%

Transla+tion
Cali

March 2015

i\%/i



Translation Café, Issue140
Short story by Horia Dulvac
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

21
Dupn ce tata a wmlericta, oewpapg After my father died, melting into thin air like a drop of
pe o tablam “"mciepshn, sn g©ndes c water on a hot sheetmetal, | started to think so intensely, that
auzeau dinTii scro©inind. you could hear my teeth grinding.

Credeam c¢ A tmosreTDaideiuhdennici ei nu

| thought the dead were serious. Not at all, they are not

mai suntcee,au f ost ! Nu mai sunt ¢ e whatthey used to be! They are no longer the ones you can rely
baza! on!

Cu progresele medicinei, n u ma i este o With all this progress in medicine, there is no longer a
clarn “"ntre ei i cei “~n viaT cleardistinction between them and those who are still alive.

Rul ii au Tinut conect at I The Russians kept a dogbo
stomac,cesh i va c©nd simTea mir osau connected to machines, it salivated when it smelled food.
citit i encefal ogr ama: S p u n e Afterwards, they read its encephalogram: it said something like
ori salivez, nitia aprind lumowould you |look at that, ever

on the red | ight. 6

Dragi i me i mor Ti i sor My dear dead people sip the free soup in heaven, loudly,
zgomot os, cu o | ingur-thn avw®nhd with aspoon that has a very long handle: a tasteless soup, like
diluath, ca cerul guri.i " n ¢ a the palate in which the coffin rises up absorbed.

La sAnrbntoar ea proletariat:!t On Labour Day, the first of May, we would let the red
bal oanele sA se “nal Te r ol i i balloonsflyhigh. My body was a basket which would instantly
ridica deodatn, ca bntaia de rise,likethe flutter of a pigeon.

Apoi, ziua se dizolva n papilele gustative.
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Sunt [ eu tot wun cap de c Il am also a dogds head t ha

Mi se str®©ngea i ni ma, dar My heart was aching, but | had the feeling that our
nol tri o cam |l uasern razna. parents were beginning to go off the rails. This is why | stopped
cOnd “nt©l neam pe stradnAn mor T being surprised when | met dead people on the street talking to

themselves.

¢cn grnadiniTa Mihai Bravu ¢ In Mihai Bravu kindergarten behind the Botanical
era un cerletor car e v o-0 tueeade Garden, there was a beggar who would talk with aliens
chibrituri. Treceamdelal i ceu speci al p e -athrough a match box. We passed by from the special high
cCu inima str®©nsh. school to mock him & with an aching heart.

Lumea nu T ma i bhnga " n People stopped paying attention to these people,
confundandu -i cu snraci. ci mi ti r el mistaking them for the poor people from the cemetery, even if
del i fAarn trup, aveau totulii some of them, although without a body, still held themselves
ceva l|la viaTa lor. .. well, some of them had been actors, they had been someont

while they were aliveé

Nu trebuie shA intrmnci n” mpmn You mu s t habet a conversation with them, because
salivA mortuarn Ii, dacn st rrthey splash mortuary saliva and, if they sneeze,
jetul ui pul veri zat, car e poat avoidthe spray, it can be lethal. (I used to walk with a bottle of
de spirt parfumat cu car e ~ mi perfumed alcohol with which | stealthily cleaned my dead-cold
demortpecareleo “ntinded@&m cel or | al T handwhich!used for greetings)

)
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Revenind la col Tul cu inf. Coming back to the corner with the heart -attack: |1 was
strangandu-mi Il nima cu un garou. [ sitting there, squatted, binding my heart with a tourniquet.
moi de carne, dar plnhacut. Only the arrowhead hurt, but in a nice way.

Asta fncea ca bal onul de ¢ This made the balloon on which | was hanging have a
ascensionaln mai mi cn dec ©t c smalleruplift than | thought. (In childhood, | used remove from
branhiile peitilor sacimeaenipacimet fi shéds branchia |little sacks
sub picior) foot)

De aceea mn trezeam dneaptem That is why | usually woke up several times a night: |
Zzburam ce zburam i deodat n nwouldfly and fly and all of a sudden | would be rubbing my
de pnmont . (DimineTile T mi butt on the ground like a basket. (In the mornings | looked in
zgarieturilor pe fesele roz.) the mirror at the bruises left on my pink buttocks.)

Dacn tot mn trezeam, mn m Since | was already up, | would go to the bathroom one
Chnutam ceva precis “~n frigi demoretime.lwaslookingfor something specific in the fridge: an
luatinmdnn “~ncepea sn se scut ur e alarm clock, which once in my hand would start to shake until
s e desfolia <ca o ceapn. Un e its chromate case exfoliated like an onion. | would sometimes
crenwur i ti i |l e aruncam c Ot find my sausage fingers there and | would throw them away

disgusted. | was starting to forget again.

MOncam o bucath de p©ine | would eat a piece of stale bread with a clump of caviar
grupate <ca nilte ochi Ce |l ul put together like two eyes. My cells would only be satisfied
“"nghi Team nilte br©nzn de cap afterlswallowed some goat cheese, like a clump of chalk.
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Suf eream de aspléen B mi noarme n | was suffering from avitaminosis, spleen and the
oligoel ement e, ceea ce mn f nc deficiency of some oligoelements, which made me a weak
de supravieTuire. specimen, with survival issues.

Cu i munitatea stnteam prc | had a poor immune system. And because of my
dezordonatn, “nregistram mar i irregularbreathing, | recorded large losses of rigor (I wondered
cum pot snA mn mai amintesc.) how | could remember myself.)

¢n mod normal trebuia snhn f Normally, | should have been dead for a while now. |
shA fiu refuzat Il a “nmul Tire. should actually have been refused during conception.

¢cn schi mb, toate acestea Instead, all these made melook interesting in the eyes of
femeil or . Era suficient sn f i women.Itwasenough to be sick. My father told me that there
era nevoie de alt [Tiretlic. was no need for another trick.

Li acum despre Tat a: “n And now about Father: besides the fact that he usually
general, o minn proastn, tat A putonabad mood, my father had a fault, like it usually
"Nt O©mpmaéar Tiui -eédi ani B8t ©ngaci , c r happens with the shy deceased 6 he was clumsy and butter-
fiecare pas. fingered.

DAdédazna “n viaTa mea fnArf- He used to barge into my life without notice, and he
intra Tn contratimp, era un foarte prost dansator. entered my dreams out of step, he was a very bad dancer.

Nu avea ni ci odoanméag Tritiec imad u He had no better relationship with space either. A nd my
l ar " ncercnhn4i fetmgkaf da &unel attempts of taking a photo of him (some ghosts let themselves
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surprinse cu cochetnrie de p beshotina stylish way) resulted in a picture with a simple

imaginea unui simplu turbion ori a unei spirale ca de fum. swirl or a smoke loop.

Apoi , tata nu avea tact: Also, my father was tactless: he forgot we also had our
noastre (i aveam, s | axinTid oimm needs (and, thanks God, we had them, not only helminths, but
ci i alte candidoze i nev oi alsocandidiasis and other needs). He was acting like we should
ocupnm numa. de el . have taken care only of him.

MA deranja c©O©nd ~ mi era | u He used to bother me at the most inappropriate times
“n ti mp ce fAnceam dragost e) (frequently even while | was making love), tense and mute, an
demodatnhn “n care nici mn c ar m old-fashioned ghost which lost its credibility even in the face of

the deceased.

MA vizita “n somn, prins He would visit me in my sleep, caught in strange dances,
insttumente al Amite i “mpr ol ¢ ©n playing brass instruments and splattering ill -omen saliva.

Venea “nsoTit de noi i I ui He would come with his new friends, a gang of broke
forma unei mu liTii mé u dreainmuentmu men disguised into a mob of wedding guests dressed in
incremeniteintr-un ur |l et mut <ca j ocul colourful clothes having their faces transfixed in a roar as silent

asthec | udbnaer i

Noroc c¢cnh ghseam resurse " r | was lucky to find the means in my dream and, even if
T mi erau nneol Ninda @ mnc,a e vnittram my feet were dirty as if covered with magma, | was able to
“nt©lnirea, intrond pe o ul i T avoidthe last-minute meeting, suddenly entering an alleyway.

Sh i‘alsin "n cale o0 nuntn e ¢ To meet a wedding crowd is bad omen.
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Poate tata searceoniprluepx.a Acdie’ Maybe my father didnodét hay
dreptat e: T mi amintesc rulindidnot have a b ceadvgs.righfl hrememberurte
fiind, l a “ncorporare, fixaTi shame of our nudity, being teenagers, at the time of
doctoriTei cu sOni.i [ ochidi conscription, assessed with the sharp look, over glasses, of the

sexy doctress with grey eyes.

Sfarcurile  femeilor mele au fost Tintotdeauna My womends ni ppbk phsspharesceat aral
fosforescente i l umi nau " n they shined in the night like eyes. (I saw that now some
acum cn ni il te “"ntreprinzntbusiness men have invented some chemiluminescent
chimioluminiscenTi, care BHNunse under wear , which can guide vy
comparn.) comparison.)

Neavand trup, tata nu putea presta lucru mecanic, care Having no body, my fat he
este egal cu forTa “nmul Titn whichequals with force multiplied with movement. This made
antrenatn “n desel e sal e apar the energy he used in his frequent apparitions be physically
cn energia reprezintnhn | ucrul ignorable, it is well known that energy represents the
ti mp. Ca wur mar e, bieTii suworhat mechanical work accomplished in a clock unit. As a result, our
multn toleranTh, avoOnd ~ n v ed poordeceased should be treated with more tolerance, given the
nu au nevoie ca noi de resurse. fact t hat they wuse wup hardl.y

resources like we do.

Ca toTi sfinTii, Tata se ILike allsaints, Father would feed with my deeds, which to him
pentru el un aliment ~ ntAr i t o wereaninvigorating nourishment.
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cn | oc de sucul nat ur adard Instead of making the carrot, apple and cabbage juice for
prepara un pahar proasphnt s t himself, he would make a nice freshly squeezed glass of
muicam | pe care o dndeam «gestures. The banana | would bite into and give to the beggar in
sfO©nt ul 11 i e, cCu sal i va meit he corner of St. Il 1'i eds chur
mulcAaturii, mergea | a fi x. Ma the bite, was perfect. Especially since my stomach was still
[ Bt omacul se zbntea "~ n gol d e growling uselessly in desire of the yellow core, as if it had just
tocmail-ar fi “nghi Tit. swallowed it.

Mi ca noastrn abdd i mentl ne al Our little abstinence in fast days is licked by the
ca O miere pioash. deceased like a pious honey.
(Semnal ez de wurgenTn | i psa un(ldraw the attention to the absence of a treatise on the digestion
din lumea de dincolo: ar fi nu numai un valoros compendiu  of the beings in the after-world: it would not only be a valuable
culinar, dar | un “ndr ept ar gastronomic compendium, but also a necessary guide for the
cod etic. living, a sort of authorized ethical code.
Pentru ch se Itie cnhn bioel &i Because everyone knows that good and evil are some
mo r T iall @am ysele rele vin de la stomac) indispositions of the deceased, just as bad dreams come from

the stomach.)

Pe | ©ngh nuditatea or bit« Besides the blinding nudity of the bodiless deceased, our
goliciunea noastrn de recruTi recruit nakedness was a real
COt eodat n, ea | umina: cOnc Sometimes, it would lighten: when | was a teenager, the
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iradia o tAcuFetébsefepeseanT i naked body irradiated a silent phosphorescence. The girls

woolmarka pul overel or pe care [ would say that it was because of the woolmarkwool of the
sweaters with which they dressed.

Se electrizau I deveneau They would electrify and become a chemiluminescent.
cu pori mici, torcea din micile lor celule generatoare de Their skin, with small pores, was purring from their small cells
electricitate. which generated electricity.

* *

Cine poate spune (except ©n Who can say (exceptsomepoor | ost sali
sa snhnturat? enough?

¢n adolescenThn, c©nd mnAn al In my adolescence, when | would lie in bed, with my
mn cuprindea i mediat f oamea c eyes staring at the ceiling, an intense hunger, like an erecton,

would possess me.

c mi l hsa gura apn de l-w.mek My mouth would water because of the world | would
savurat-o pe | i mba mea, pe cuv©Ont have swallowed. | would have savoured it on my tongue, | tell
BistriTa spunea c¢cn | e f oame you.(The monk from Bistri ta Monastery would say that he was

hungry for the after -world.)

Cobnd o atingeam cu mOGna When | touched her with my hand (wonderful and
prelungire este mana proprie, rece, de mort), iubita mea saliva inexplicable extension is my dead-cold hand), my lover would
“"n doun feluri: “n cerul g u r salivate in two ways: on the palate, a tasty juice and in her

%

Transla+tion
Cali

March 2015

i\%fi



Translation Café, Issue140
Short story by Horia Dulvac
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

29

limpede vorbe, galgait izvor. vagina, clear words, gargling spring well.

Li eu deveneam mai | bavac | would also become chattier. Luck was on the tip of my
[ i mbn. Cndea un f el de I ns gtongue. Some kind of papillary inspiration would fall (my
pocherilti spuneau chA simt o friends from poker said that | could feel a good card in my

urine).

Unele cuvinte erau ca trupurile solubile, se dizolvau Some words were like soluble bodies, they would
imediat. immediately dissolve.

¢l volatilizau carnea ' n They would volatilize their meat in the sky, like alcohol
de metnd , IsAbea beTivii. De ¢mixed with met hyl ene bl ue, so tha-
pAstreazn “n formol, compozi T drink it. That is why the bodies are kept in formalin at the

morgue, the chimical composition is similar.

Am bnAnut odatn c©nd eram st | once drank when | was a student, a strange
alcool filtrat prin franzel n. combination of alcohol filtered through French bre ad.
Restul pPpOi ni i al bastr e,intr-o | put into a plastic bag the rest of the blue bread, like a
pungh de pl astic [ am ci ug prosphora, and | pecked at it until I got to the metropolitan
metropolitann, unde am chzut cathedral, where | fell down drunk. My temple was on the left
st ©ngn, acol o unde s e apr i nstall, where the candles for the deceased were lighted. Some
Catevafemeiimipusesern | a frunte f 1 women had put some cold flowers on my forehead, like an
aspirin.
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Viitorul, fiind o surpriztr The future, being unknown, was bleeding on my temple
scurgea pe jos amestecandes e cu pr af ul [ i, like avixen. It was flowing on the floor, blending with the dust
accidental e, niieliteea uc ozciolleolael ec a and, from its accidental combinations, the days came out like
mestec i acume some pellets. Which I am still chewing...
(Pe care le voi scuipa Tn purgatoriu ca pisica aceea a mea care . (Which | will spit in purgatory like that cat of mine which died
murit “n accese de tuse, expe becauseofacoughspasm, expectoratingalls of meat and fur).
cncn de mic, mameai me Nt ot e Since | was | ittl e, my ma
meu?o. Nu ftia c©t rAu putea wantsomethingmore to eat, my dar |l i |
vrut sn mn omoare “ncetul c¢u howmuch hercare hurt me, as if she wanted to kill me little by
little.
De cO©te ori beam paharul Every time | drank the glass of cold water from the
i ni ma ~ mi f ©l f ©i a: [ tiam cn v fridge, my heart fluttered: | knew that there would come a time
gheara satdedtacda i ml of ami v a when | would pay, when the grip of these litt le satisfactions
scoteam cOrligul peltilor, “nwould be fetched from me, i n
hook, swallowed with appetite, through the neck.
Adevnrul se dndea de gol , The truth was giving itself away, embarassed by the
nuditate. Ci auzeam pe ma ma luminous nudity. | would hear mum and dad shouting in the

alergandu-s e prin @asshtoamnad® unul hall chasing each other through the house, saying that they
multnA vreme <c¢cnin deweniimerudemeéhave 6éhad enoughdé of each ot
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pl Atelte cu viaTa. that they had become carelessd an imprudence you pay with
your life.

(O sa ajung s n propovndu (I will become like John the Baptist, | will preach through
Botezntorul, numa i ch eu n u the cities, only I will not ask people to atone, only to pay
pochi ascn, Ci doar sn fie at attention. O&éBr ot her sllapgongtaday
at©ta o sn le zic.) to them.)

¢n ceea ce mnA privelte, at As far as | am concerned, | have been eating bits o
“nc®O©t mhA pebdimsem r u. myself for such a long time, that | have become thinner on the

inside.

Raimhsesem doar <coaja fragi | had become only the fragile and very thin crust, that at
cea mai micn | oviturn mnA peudine the softest kick could break (the eyes of my eighth grade lover,
clasa a opat api ecx@nud Ifieci or i a, when she lost her virginity, were like two blue globes, broken
albaltri, fisuraTi de vinil oa bylitle veinswhich looked like some lightnings full of ozone).

MA puteam crnAnpa ca 0 vazh | could break like a fragile vase if | hit my hip against the
ol dul de masn, ala cum fac table, like those singers with the body like a basket, in the
nacel dgstauranta r restaurant.

¢ mi rosesem unghiile T d | had chewed my nails off, and one day | was very
intr-ozim-am surprins cn vocihanmars A i surprised to realize that | also wanted to eat my head.

ala stai puTin, ce-amsmpau e 6OWait a minute, what am I
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MAn “nghi Tpeseinudéi atam dat Gearda
cn nu ~ mi pot “nghi Ti-archs rarri
bulbul rahidian.

Nici ceilalTi nu mA mai

nesuferit. Asta era un semn de moarte.

Prea mn

macazul.

cinepuizabi$\éemse viemeas N s C

Macazul este un dispozitiv mecanic ca o parghie cu care

se dezlipesc sau | i pestamaide pe
un traseu.

cn felul acest a, | ocomot i
mer sul, cu oameni.i l or dinnun

Ei cred ch sunt tot "~ n ace
ce e adevinrat-a d@ahi dbatmul ( Bac
atenTi, ar simTi o)neliniite

VAzusem ala ceva, “n copil
mecani c de ldJdbauo mot i vn

El imi explicase principiile geometriei lobacevskiena, d i

S

| had already swallowed half of myself when | realized
that | could not actually swallow my head. The eyes and the
rachidian bulb of the wal Is would bounce.

The others couldnd t tol erate me an
starting to become unlikeable to everyone. This was a sign of
death.

For too long | had told myself that | was inexhaustible.
The time had come to change the turnout.

The turnout is a mechanical device like a rope with
which they unglue or glue two railways or two tram rails on a
track.

This way, the railway engine and the wagons change
their track, along with the men inside them.

They think they are in the same wagon, in the same cage
which is true, but the track changed. (If they paid a little
attention, they would have a fear in their souls.)

| had seen something like that, in childhood, at my uncle
Vasile who was a railway engine mechanic at Jibou.

He had explained to me the principles of lobacevskia
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doun | inii par al el e-use pumt ©I geometry: two parallel lines which still meet in one point, if you
sufi crinebndtair e | a p©ndn sn obs erhaveenough patience to observe it.

EI , care era mecanic de | He, who was a railway engine mechanic, knew, he had
gandise la ast a. Dachn [ inel e se beenthinkingaboutthat his whole life. If the railways met, then
desfiinTat, iar | iniltea noas theimpossible was abolished, and our peace was an illusion.

Unchi ul Vasile avea o pnli Uncl e Vasile had a hat anf
borurile cnreia 7 i el eau ur e came outfrom under its brims.

Deseori, In timp ce imi expuneal t i i nTa -rara, Very often, as he would tell me what he knew, letting me
trag de maneta al ar mei , v e d e ¢ pull the trigger of the alarm, | could see how his head got
di nTi i mari ca nilte | opeTi ~ longerand his teeth, as big as shovels, transformed his head in

a skull.

Locomotiva Tnainta lovind cu pieptul aerul fierbinte, The railway engine would move forw ard, it would kick
nAucind musculi Tele efemeridethe air with its chest, puzzl
fi absorbit. the cause of the mouth which will have absorbed them.

Malina de oTel era ca gu\ The steel car was like the frog fish | used to fish at the
Marea Neagrn, iar muscul i Tetice Black Sea, and the little flies were the nourishing plankton.
l umea era un plancton de gest Practically, the world was a plankton of small gestures which |
“n stomac, cnci ~ mi i ntrau ~ n swallowedand which entered in my mouth through my nose.

Indosulhubl oul ui , cu s p &taendnetadd In the back of the porthole, with his back straight,
comandn, se afla wun copil t 1 proudly, at the operating handle, there was a child who drew
Tipntul ui sinr émeimeda@analcad mcu along the red snake of the screaming alarm signal and the
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mechanic with a |l ong face as
(Cand a murit, bunica s-a ri di cat | a c¢ er , (When she died, my grandmother rose to the sky, dressed in
suprapuse ca foile de ceaph. superposed dresses, |like an o
Nu [tiam despre cicloane ni mil di dndédt know anything el se t
la televizor. Dar asta nu ~ mi "mpiedi But this didnot hinder my se
eu odatn snltat de wun ast f el hurricane, along with my house. With my friends and my entire
prieteni.i [ "ntreaga mea bi o biography, absorbed and gone into the tornado of my memory.
memorieli.
De cele maimulteoritns n, nu er a vor)ba de¢Butmostofthetime, t here wasnd6t anyth

* *

Trebuia sn acTionez, snh sc | had to make a move, to escape in dynamics.

A trebuit sh facdémoamuk ¢ | had to become blood brother with the demon of
Pentru ast a, mn tni am | a de leaving. For this, | would cut my fingers and, after | would sign
semnntura cu s©nge, sugeam 1inblood, | would suck the tasty wound (Old historians say that
bntr ©ni spun c¢cnhn acest snAnnAt o this healthy habit of the blood brothers was borrowed from
imprumutat de la moldoveni) Moldavians)

Sn pleci e un ViTsi cd cawnpdie sg Leaving is a clandestine dream, which occupies your
face neatent, predispus | a ac thoughts and makes you careless, inclined to accidents or
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slipping.

Al a sunt deTinuTii absor kei Such are the prisoners who are absorbed by their escapt
Nimeni nu s-a go©ndi t cn, “n acest eplans. Nobody thought that, in moments like those, they could
degete “n timp ce sapn tunel u hurtheirfingers while digging the tunnel

Sau | ma i rnu, i pot pi Or worse, they could lose their head and run like that
peste camp. through the field.

Dinr-o superstiTioasnhn discre’ Because of a superstitiou
pl anul de evadare. P r de galuptuornse,l anyone about the escape plan. The process had become ¢
“nc Ot mn apuca erecTia numai satisfying, that|had an erection every time | th ought about it. |
deveni ma i mul Ti could have become many more.

Desenam in gand un calendar pe perete, notand acolo | would draw in my mind a calendar on the wall,
cate zile m-au mai ramas. Memor i a keeping track of how many days | had left. My memory was a
mi er e. (Uni i mael tri.i ai [ a h u honeycomb. (Some chess masters played without a board, more
simultane, toate pline ochi). simultaneous lives, all full to the brim).

Zilele erau nilte pietpeiac The days were some small, musical rocks, which | would
uneori le urinam in wc-u | de faianTh a | sometimes urinate in the white faience toilet. They would come
nealteptat, “nc Ot trebui a sn sounexpectedly, that | had to get them out with my hand. |
dezinfectam puTin cu apnhn de would cleanse them with a little perfume, because | had to take
| aborator l a anali ze. ¢cn f unthem to the lab for tests. Depending on their composition, |
trebui e sn mANnOnc. knew what | shouldndt eat.

COnd | e duceam | a ureche, When | would put them at my ear, they would somehow

S
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telefoanele celulare date pemut, iar dacn | e vibrate, like the mobile phones when they are on silent, and if |
rolii translucide de ruline. looked at them, they would become translucent red of shame.
¢cnl Auntrul | or stnteau ges Inside them, there were my gestures, trapped in
complicate decri st al e [ i catedral e. " complicated crystal towers and cathedrals. | had to look
sn mn vnd cui bhArit acdmlsd ac we rg carefullyto see me snuggled there with my knees at my mouth
de stat “n gnAl benul . d that was the position of the yolk.

E nevoie snA [ tii sn te deg¢ You have to know to disguise yourself so you can leave.
poate, sh te “nlocuielti de t Ifyoucan, replace yourself completely.

cncepusem sn frecvent ez p | had started to secretly attend all sorts of exotic places:
exotice: agenTi.i de voi aj, travel agencies, placed in narrow passages, sex shops, obscur
magazine erotice, birouri o b s offices for matrimony advice, law offices specialized in
cabinete de avocaturn special divorcesée.

Unora le plac zborurile, dar mie unul, avioanele mi se Some like travelling by plane, but to me, planes were
pnreau csiuapeer.f iCe puteau el e superficial. What could they have done more than to
agasant lentilele de contact ale cerului argintiu? annoyingly scratch the contact lenses of the silversky?

Mult mai elegant era sejurul pe un vapor, ca un vast The sojourn on a ship was much more elegant, like a big
hotel sau sicriu plutitor ce te duce lin, pe o mare de cloroform, hotel or a floating coffin which takes you slowly, on a sea of
fAarn sn cearn nicio “ngrij or a chloroform, without asking for any concern in exchange.

cn realitate, tot ul era o I n reality, everything W e
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nu puteam snhn plec. Ori c Ot de mysel f, I coul dnot | eave. N o
eram tot “~n mine, r N mvizeratuti: & e was still in myself, | was standing still. (The irony: it is said that
zice ch nici mor Ti i nu stau dthe deceased dondt stay in the

N u puteam snA scap, mn | u | couldnoét escape, |l woul d
duceam. | went.

Odatmmmmridicat |l a cer “n One time, | lifted myself to the sky while pr aying and,
uitdndu -mn afarn -@al emtidaihd,v Amut looking outside as through a lens, | saw my face beyond the
dincolo de hublou. Er a sn mn speri. d e porthole. | was just about to get scared by my face and fall.
nai ba arnt ala rAu?é6, mA “ntr OWhy the hell do | |l ook so ba

Propriul corp devenise pri My own body had become my first concern, like an
greaTa matiiudaldhe, pcee nopti er i, unwanted baggage: the morning nausea, the tea on the
caintr-o capsuln vinovatn. .. nightstand, the memory, well-wrapped as if in a quilty

capsul eé

Cand am desf ncut 0 capsul n d When | opened a capsule of Ulcerotrat, the dust of the
medi camentul ui a cnzut paedespriasr drug fell on the floor and, at the same time, the deaf pain of
durerea surdn a faptul ui cdieane existence detached, like abindweedlower. | had to gather from
randunicii. A trebuit sn adun de [the floor a few broken gestures, broken migraines and, after |
mi grene fr©ntestiri©nsdupm pal naen clenched what was left of that day, | put my pain back in the
din ziua aia, am bngat dur er e box.
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Simplul fapt de a trece pr The simple fact of living through every second was an
un efort istovitor. Bunicul meu mur i se de bnt r © exhausting effort. My grandfather had died of old age, after he
fent ase ambel e r Mzld ara memenmdan « had dodged both world wars & at one point, he confessed he

mArturiaegpldrctssit. ¢ mi a mi n t got bored. | remember this looking at a picture in which he held
care el mAn Tine pe genunchi, me in his lap, with a stuffed stork. He would tell me then that
Sspunea atunci cnh moarlteaTe dwdeath is the most common thin
O chestiune de respiraTie. of breathing.

De pe felurite peroane | Standing on different platforms and rafts, old age was
semne din mGnai,eicude orhretcrTe T e | waving, with its collection of dandruff and tics.
(A proposde mntreaTn: ti mpul s e (By the way: time is also peeling until it gets to the red scalp, to
roleaTn, 1l a der mn. the dermis.
Nu [tiu de ce nu ~ mi pot scol d o nod twhy K cannot get the red butts of the monkeys
mai muTel or d ezooll @ag igernidi M@ ~ n T from the zoo o u't of my mind. I don
trebuie sn mi se parn un s e mrshould appear to me as such a jangling alarm signal, that it
provoach urticarie.) gives me a rash.)

ReTetn de vopsit pharul bl c Recipe for dying blond hair: you take some raw nuts and
se decojes C . Sucul se preseazn ponyou peel them. The juice gets compressed until you get a
Cu el , ne umectnm pnrul [ s t greenish juice. You soak your hair in it for about an hour, with a
pe cap, fiindcn pnteazn. Apoi plastic cap on your head, because it stains.Then you cleanse

)
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oTet sau saSee odbeTilmem@ine .p Ar st yourhair with water mixed with a little vinegar or lemon salt.
You get splendid, shiny hair.

Genul acesta de bilete de This thing with the holiday tickets was a real trick.
spatel e unei “ntregi regi.i - Behind a whole scenario of false celebration, made at departure,
pl ecar e, un adevnr at c o ropuliesct a true scheme, | was still living myself in a suffocating manner,
sufocant, ca dulapul meu deversand de haine mototolite. like my wardrobe overflowing with limp clothes.

Noaptea, [ ifonierul © d mfraima During the night, the wardrobe looked like a gap -

trontit un pammufmi ulisehgele toothed face. Once | punched its door and its blood came out of
its mouth and its nose.

aCe sn fac?06 “"ntrebau ochi oWhat should | do?06 the ca

Intotdeauna ajungeam prea tarziu, cand faptele se | was always too late, when the facts had already turned
pietrificasern. into stone.

Lucrurile se petreceau fr Things were going on without me, like the first snow set
alternutn noaptea clandest i n. stealthilyatnight.

Ridicam ceriafluldal bol Td mic | was picking up the white sheet, holding its corners
soTia mea, iar acesta for ma ~ withmywife, and this made a sort of cheerful parachute in its
Vvoi oasn. Era semn de pr os per higher point. It was a sign of prosperity. The Indian gods, the
cal zi , mi ci i amor al i di n c¢ ar t warm archangels, the little carton Cupids were always slipping
greu accesih | e din spatele mobi | ei ininaccessible places behind the furniture. (If you call in time,
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"ntotdeauna poTi cumpnra cu r youcan always buy on sale all sorts of accessories for narrow
curnTn spaTiile “nguste. Cer u spaces.The sky usually has a friendly dispatcher)
genere binevoitor)

cond reveneam cu ceriaful When | put the sheet down again, it was done: the snow
deja grndina, at©t de pr emat u hadalready filled the garden, so early that it looked as if it had

already covered some flowers, too.
Dar nu er a ni mi c, el e S u But they were fine with it, they willingly endured the

greutatedc hi ar un trup de f eci oar Iendearingweight deven an inert body of a virgin.

Foarte i mportant: i nuwau Very important: do not forget to arrive. Most people had
uitau complet, merg®©nd cu t ot absolutely forgotten, walking completely lightheaded.

¢n ceea ce mAn privelte, e As for me, | always arrived too late, because | had ceasec
t ©r zi u, pentru c¢cn Sncet &semnstobelieve. Believe that | am still a part of that special program
continuare “n programul a c e | ¢« ofthe angels. And that was it.
basta.

Pl ecam, Vi sam, t ot ai al Y Leaving, dreaming, i dar® bwouldh
grani Te “not, dar amoOnamnyil@ran pass all sorts of borders swimming, but | would delay it until it
sn pleci cOnd tu erai dej a a became useless. (It was useless to leave when you were alread
mhcar o |l ocuinTn, un | oc de \ banished. Where to go? Homeless, without a tomb, without a
tAu?) Devenisem un ani mal e x p piece of land just to yourself?) | had become an expertin

%
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Tmi ia seama. delaying: my wife had started to think about it.

VOsl eam fnrmrmadpirpuiptcu sau | was paddling in low spirits, with a broken arm-wing, or
gloanTe din cuie “ndoite. shooting with bullets made of bent nails.

Apoi aruncaamnegwilcosi toar e Then, | would throw the useless gun and | would run on
coridoare pustii, po©nn c©nd p the empty halls, until my feet would clot.

Mh trezeam "~ n rezerva de I would wake wup in my fat
Acolo eram liniltit was calm there.

Chiar 1i bolnav, chiar 1 Even sick, even dead, my father would look after me. |
Linifltit, puteam sA mA ridic couldcalmlygetup slowlyfrom the ground.

(Ul ti mul vis ciudat: 0O se (My last strange dream: a number of famous artists and
“"ncep®©nd cu Pitagora I Pl at o philosophers, starting with Pythagoras and Plato, were
un soi de cabine cu ulil e de standing on some squat toilets, some sort of cabins with open
"ncercau sn spunn cievar m pdi n doors, on a hil It seemed like their eyes were trying to say
el ocvenTn.) somet hing sqgual i dé Ther e W a ¢

eloquence.)

Din |l ocul “n care stnteanrn From where | was standing, | was burping, leaving out
rezerve controlate de aer, ca un aerostat. some controlled amounts of air, like an aerostat.

FaTa mi se schimonosea ca | was making grimaces, like a flat balloon on which | had
desenasem un chip. Am vnzut cdrawn a face. | once saw with my lover, in the conduits of the
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de deversare al e rvativ aniflatlde cturent. u city, a condom swollen by the current. It seemed real, but it was
PArea veridic, dar -at optriurl n seirta just an illusion, the water left it unexpectedly and left it there

lla | hsat acol o ca pe wun f ar s e.like atrickster, without an erection.

MA milcam i eu de col o co | was moving around led by all sorts of useless hopes,
f Arn r omdadiat cedpumeami mana pe un obiect, el se but the minute | touched the object, it flattened. Although | was
dezumf |l a. Del i al ergam, r nmoOn running, | was standing still, unsatisfied.

cncepusem sn mh satur de | was starting to grow tired with my den. I
Devenea clar c¢cn | ocul unde n e understand. It was starting to become clear that the place where
neautorizate. Ca un f el d e ¢ we found ourselves was of an unauthorized mob. Like a sort of
bolnave de faTn, ~nfometate d clandestine farm for animals sick about faces, hungry for a face.

Ah, dacn am [ ti c¢n drumosone-ani Oh, if we knew that we had an eye on us, how
mai “nmul Ti, cuminTDar oalidan aii beautifully we would breed, quiet, neat, without a care in the
pe intuneric, pe branci... world. But, in a hurry like this, int he dar k, on a

Tat nl meu reulise shA plece My father had truly succeeded in leaving.

Folosise serviciile agenTi He had used the services offered by the travel agency
i avea sediul pe strada Ur andthat of the funeral home, the latter being located on Unirii
j umnt atrbtear. d e street, where the coffins occupied half of the pavement.

PAr eau nilte modul e preghn They seemed like rockets about to be launched into
Cosmos deuncert ru spaTial. ( COnd «space by a space station. (While a student, | used to carefully

)
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prudent acele |l ocuri ce mn pu
Pentruch nu se invenmadpentcmis L
Tineam | egntura cu ei prin | u
Er a un f enomen i nteresan
alunecand pe glob u | acela de pl asmn,
-ala se rostogoleau zvasticilze
Nu [tiu unde se dunrjesabar ala
din arderea lor " nregi str a “n me mo r
Al zhei mer lumea care se sforli
Gi ca s p u foaracare sfarii@). Gluau n jos peo roat n
luminn, ponkfimTpéiorerbilag i ni
Bisericile aveau mai multe locuri special amenajate
pentru aceastn folositoare ac
| ©ngn altar, c©t [i la intrar
destiviamomTi
AtenTi e, sn nu | e “ncurca
lumanare pentru vii, in | oc ul destinat mo

%}

avoid those places which could take me in.)

Because mail with the dead had not yet been invented, |
used to maintain contact with them through candles.

It was an interesting phenomenon, to see those candles
slipping on that plasma ball, as though they had been wheels
(wheels without radii 6 t h a thé swvay in which Hindu
swastikas were being rolled over the graves).

| had no idea where they were heading, with the burning
light held downwards. Yet something from their glow triggered
in my Alzheimer -stricken memory the world which was
coming to an end. | heard her rattling ( aunt Gica said it was the
sputtering of the rope). They went on foot on a wheel of light
until they reached the caves of the mild saints.

Churches had many specially arranged places for this
useful activity of burning, both inside, near the altar, and at the
entrance, where there are two places with the destinations the
living and thedeadwritten on them.

Keep in mind not to get them mixed up! They say if you
light up a candle for the living in the place corresponding to the
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probleme de sAnnAtate: ameTel.
Oricum, dacn greieliti, nu
Trebuie doar sn te “ntorci S |
bolnave in cer.
Eu aprindeam | umGnnrile af
piolenia, “n boabe de tnAmMOie
fnceau dopuri de cearn care m

Atunci surzeam ca un dulap & ca dulapul bunicului plin

degutuila fel de surde. (MorTii s
umbrele, pe care | aanmicmm@nc It ac

Gutuile bunicul ui erau se
al be puse pe morminte: mn ~ nf

care o priveam la microscopul primit cadou de ziua mea. Doar

portocala rivaliza " n reticul
priveam printre gene, devenea
chn fenomenul acela se numel t
ceva.

)

%

dead, you risk having serious health problems, such as
di zziness, vomitingeéeé

But anyway, i f you get 1
panicking. You only have to come back and try to solve matters,
otherwise they might remain unwell in the heavens.

| was lighting up the candles outside, looking attentively
at how piousness was dripping in beads of holy incense. As a
result, my ears were making earwax which smelled beautifully
of resin.

Then | suddenly became as deaf as a cupboard- like
grandpads cupboard, full of €
deaf, yet they perceive light and shadow, which they eat
ravenously, as if they were whipped cream.)

Grandpads quinces wer e s del
flowers laid on graves: | was dipping into their cellular flesh
which | was looking at through the microscope received for my
birthday. The orange was its only rival in terms of a net -like
fruit. Oh, and during the day, if | happened to look at it with
half-opened eyes, the orange became carnal: | remember fron
physics that the phenomenon bears the name of light diffraction
or something like that.
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Cum ia naltere tnm©ia: dr a How does incense appear: love or hate used to serete
picnhnturi at Ot de | i pi pe undesre sel drops which were so gluey and sweet that, wherever they were
scurgeau, printre deget e, | a flowing, through my fingers and armpits, near the thighs, they
d©r e ar omat e, vinovat e. ( Am left aromatic, guilty traces. (In high -school, | once saw a virgin,
cAreia menstruaTia purn i s e whose pure menstruation had appeared on her calf like a tiny
vin.) thread of wine.)

COnd pichturile cnAndeau " n When the drops were falling from the sky, the heavens
fiori de cercuri concentrice. were turning grey leaving behind chills of concentric circles.

Acol o sus, mo rdifitr-un t t ngkaa Up there, the saints used to inhale our lives through their
vieTile noastre. Stnteau p e nostrils as if they had been cigars. They were squating on their
noastre cu sete. (Fratel e bun hams and greedily inhaling the smoke of our gestures. (My

grandpads brother actually od

Erau mul Ti, “wogpefocinie ecatD There were many of them, crammed as if in a prison.
a trnznit ideea: dach nsut daumsaleAnd al l of a sudden, I had
alteptau ceva? Ce altn dovaditenterhooks, doesndt ngfbraomething?
deplin aranjaTi? What can be a more clear proof that they too are not fully

satisfied?

Adicn sn “"nTelegem din as Are we to understand by this that something more was

Adi c n-atemina? about to happemrygéthat i1t wasn

)
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cn final|, totul era sn c In the end, everything boiled down to asking. There was
formalitate, ni mic secret, o r no other ruse, formality, no secret, no matter how suspiciously |

ugn. was looking around for an escape.

Comandam ceva mil os: mi S | was ordering something merciful: and it was being
 Acri mam. Ciudat e -iuneorilmacle maidel i vered to me so beaut i f thése
di stingeam de muci, cneci c n d «tears weird - sometimes we find it hard to distinguish them
erau tot ca ei de esrhnarna Tsi.g uérn from snot, because they were flowing from the nasal cavities
aveau vreo |l egnturn cu inima.into the mouth, and were just
at ©t de wuscate, c¢cnh “ | auzi tr anymore whether tears had anything to do with the heart.

(Sometimes the spiritual pains are so dry that you hear the
spirit break, like freshly cut wood.)

RugnhAciunile ajunsesern lcia, The prayers had reached their goal just like delivery
acest schi mb, mort ul i el ea reaches its destination and, out of all this, the dead man was the
pantaloni dol dora de mArunTi s contentperson, and his pocket was full of change.

Putea sNA slki retmmpgme sdeva He could have gone away to buy something tasty, like
de la col T. Am I i dineluiti uanmod a the beggar in the corner. | even saw one of them ripping with
carne tocatn [ [ireturi de their t eeth t he package covVv
firimituri l a col Turil e gur i i minced meat and sheaths of cabbage. His luck was flowing in
peste saliva care "~ i for mase breadcrumbs from the corners of his mouth. | jumped with an

elegant quadrille pace over the saliva which had formed a pool
on the pavement.

)
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Mi e ~ mi convenea: dndeam | was fine with it: | was giving away old clothes, gestures
umfl au venele debaralelor. P which actually bloated the veins of the closets. | was paying
“"ndemOnn: un boT de colivn with a very useful coin: a bit of koliva with several coloured
deasupra,cevamiAr unTi s, c©teva gest u candiesontop, some change, seeral everyday gestures.

Era o sete mare de gesturi There was a great thirst for gedures, because, as you
l e |ipsea. Odatn dufl i “n | umeknow, the dead lack precisely that. Once they had reached the
de nimic, nu mai puteau juca badminton nu mai puteau face wor | d beyond, t hey wer e i n
coregrafie. badminton anymore, they could not do any more

choreography.

Cel ma i mu | t l e e dor de What they miss most are these actions which involve
amp | e, SA simtA cum se milch ample gestures, to feel how the air around their bodies is
cum le-ar avea. moving, as if they still had bodies.

Le e dor snliintieepae shanl They miss entering a room and being told by someone
repede c¢cn se face curentéo. Leocome in quick, therebds a dr a
pentru ca sn nu se ciocneascnthat they wonot b uby.pTo receiveoa btow
de |l a o domni | oar foinautgpuzi. (Uh grepn from an offended young lady because they touched her on the
de mor Ti de Imsiun agalien pdé&antbusé (Once a group of dead p:
trupa ruseascn de balet.) had planned to kidnap the Russian ballet group.)

Cand in lumea de dincolo ajunge la ei cate un gest,h a ¢ Every time when they receive an act of kindness in the
T devoreazn ca p-s peobuztk dé daware. world beyond, snap! - they gobble it like whipped cream, and
Uneor i, cOnd dndeam de pomann licktheirlips with relish. Sometimes, when | was giving alms in
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fel de folgnialn: erau mo r T i the countryside, | felt | could hear a sort of bustle: that was the
pl eoscnhniturile 1 gemet el e de dead liking their lips, the plashes and moans of pleasure of

their metabolism.

Dach cei Vi cal cn “n < If the living do wrong things, the dead are walking like
somnambulii pe vise, sunt inabili. sleepwalkers in their dreams, they are incompetent.

Uni i chnl Anregajvitvalre, ec ann't Some of them ride dreams, just like witches ride
altminteri -aerasniagwr,atm un mo r broomsticks (which is actually a wrong depiction, a per fectly
"ncrederea, dar care nu a vrureliable dead person assured

reveal his identity).

Tata cnlca pe bec. Sor a Father slipped up. As a little girl, my sister wore on her
“nchAl TatAn “n doun ulcel e de H feettwo small pots made in Horezu. The girls she played with
pantof i l ungi “n cnl d@uerupca wore mot herds too | ong shoes
nilte paparude. Perperunas.

Paparudel e e tirere cafei dprisauc vara, The Perperunas were young gipsy women who used to
"mbrnhncate doar p©O©nn | At bmn ®u a dance in summer, dressed only from the navel downwards
prima datn s©ni tineri goi . A withlttle gr een branches. It was the first time | saw young

naked nipples. There was something dazzling about them.

Bunicul ui T l Acri mau ochi Each time grandpa saw young naked nipples resembling
sori-spunea c¢cn de | a rnsadul d e two suns, tears rolled down his cheeks & and he claimed it was

S
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doi-misobbat f Nnrce
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Tata era neindeméanatic, mai ales de cand devenise mort

(o condi Tie cu care e clar c¢n

Deii “n viaTn fusese pus-i
facn prieteni, dupn moarte s
grade. Asta “"nseamnnh exact |

situaTde mpr exdu paiuintas frapoi irt lacul din care
(Ceea c
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ai

pl ecat.
care se cli

Del i

Aplicate
“"nsn |l a iveal
" nTel mhple eanuri erd vorbaale rigoare.
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because of the onion saplings.
For me, the idea of two suns made my heart beat madly.
Anyway there was rain afterwards. A sort of general
amnesty.

Father was clumsy, especially since he had died (a
condition which he had obviously not come to terms with).

Although during his life he had been keen on joking and
always ready to make new friends, he had radically changed
after dying, a 180 degrees change, which means exactly half of
circleds horizon, a situati ol
exactly to the point from where you started. (What nobody took
into consideration was time which h ad budged a little. And you
are another person).

Although, as a young man he had abandoned the
Institute for Applied Mathematics in lasi, father had not
forgotten geometry. However, death had revealed one of his
most hidden weaknesses: his shyness. | understood him fram
this point of view, in both cases the matter was about rigor.

You had to pay him attention, otherwise he stood in the
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“nchperii, -SennearOumpara i ¢ corner of the room, putting on a sad face. He used to get angry
transparent, se “nchidea | a cand his ethereal, lightly transparent body used to turn a
d a ctehuitai la el urét, se innegura. Vedeai cum intunericul 1l different colour, resembling an ill cytoplasm. And if you gave
subTiazn pe la subsuori. him the fish-eye, he became gloomy. You could see how
darkness was making his form thinner at the armpits.

Privirea rea | e fnrncea mor A bad look would do the most evil to dead people, they
de paaicnfii deocheat. ( Pentr u usedto get bedridden as if you had cast an evil eye on them.
de v vajodr o mO©n e & sec éixemplu, mama avea o ( For t hose of you who dondt n
cumnatn care deochea, dach s e voodoo spell éforexample, mother had a sister-in-law who cast
gur n,t eerrmaiinat . Mur eai , sau ~ n the evil eye, if she looked at you and saliva drooled from her
mOonn sau un picior). mouth, you were done for. You either died, or if you were

lucky you lost a hand or a leg).

Tata rndean unade [ptaea wirde mamarn Father used to catch colds very easily, as though his
fi inexistentn i avea tabi et dead immune system was completely lacking and even had
(cu o monedn micn cusutn ~ n «habits: he always wore a handkerchief (with a small coin sewn
de dor mit I ful arul di n j u inthe corner), a cup of tea on the nightstand, his sleeping hat
fantomele au o sensibilitate la laringe,d e aceea mo and the scarf ar o ukmbwnhactdhatrgleostk
deloc cei mai buni tenori. have a | aryngeal sensitivity,

the best tenors.

Mi-era teamn sn nu f ac nvastulan, | was afraid lest he should suffer another stroke, and die
sn mai meotaariira opnd ea de fr agi | ! onceagain, he seemed so fragile!

)
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Dacn “"ncercam sn | prives If 1 tried to look at him in any water, it started turning
zburlindu-s e agresi vn. muddy and aggressive.

De altfel, adversitatea e In fact, the adversity was reciprocal. Ever since
familia noastrn bea mai mu | t  childhood, our family has been drinking mainly wine, and we
din alimentaTie, din | egume | have taken the rest of our liquids from food, from vegetables
poate de aceea eram mereu intun soi d e trans and soups: maybe thatds why |
toamne ale copilnriei “nl ocuiof the curly dock and belladonna. During the long autumn
diuretic, “"nc®©t e de mirar e ¢ months of my childhood | had completely replaced water with

a light, diuretic wi n e, itds a miracle
alcoholic.

¢cn pl us, apa phrea <c¢An T Moreover, it seemed that water was awakening
subconitient ceva extrem de nsomething extremely di sagreeabl e fro
se arunce n ea. subconscious: he became agitated and wanted to throw himself

in it.

Chiar dach apaureriabmiuamai dn Even if the water was only in a kettle, he flung his arms
ca |i cum ar fi “notat i b o | as if he was swimming and was muttering something about the
traversa. urgency of crossing it.

c | "nTelegeam foarte bine, We understood him very well, even if we had to hold
legatintr-o chAmal A cu mOnec.i I ungi himtightl y wrapped in a long -sleeved blouse. It was then that |

me | o di o aslaipe vaeerelsinsumi mi le susura in ureche, murmured melodiously into his ear the lyrics which he himself
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cO®nd eram mic: aun pitieunati'bhad whispered to me as a s mal
Izbucnea atunciintr-un hohot de pl ©ns apa bath in a kettl e. 6 Th e nlikehce
cerfaful scrobit. which blotch ed the impeccable bedclothes.

cn astfel de clipe regreta During those moments | missed the tranquillizing
de pe vremea armatei. potassium bromide which was j

the army.

SoTi a meat uvarvie apegrefsect e de My wife had gestures perfectly reminiscent of a nurse
bunntate “ngereasch: mi | c ar e andan angelic kindness: the way in which she held my chin up,
ceai ul ce mi s e prelinge " n the tea flowing in drops at the corners of my mouth, her
frumuseTea ei periculoasn. .. dangerous beautyé

¢cmi " nvelea picioarele “n She used to wrap my legs in the rough blanket, making
fericit cn eram bolnav. me feel happy for being ill.

Tatnl ui me u T pregntea I She made wonderful memorial meals for my father,
meseni i cAhdeau ameTi Ti de Tuiduring which the guests drank themselves under the table

mor t strAnuta din cauza cer u because ofthe plum brandy and pepper. And if a dead person
(At enTi e,uTdiaclha sd r Andro r mewn!t a r « happened to sneeze because of the clean vodka sky, shused to
wi sh hism Y bleedear in mind, sneezing during a

* funeral is a bad sign!)

)

%

~

Transla+tion
Cali

March 2015



Translation Café, Issue140
Short story by Horia Dulvac
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

53

Reparasem ce se mai putea in ultimul moment.
¢cntotdeauna aphream [i eu sn
trendvelnic agnTat pe scarn.

aEIti fiul ploiioé, “~mi str
de pe peron.

Chiar [Ii ala;o mA tafalTam Tr
gener al eram neatent: dacn p
existenTn, pe cei vii i ranne

Cond mergeam “~n vizithn | a
simfTeam vinovat de sAnNAt a ttupeu.
BieTii bolnavi, “nfaAaluraTi
definitiv, at©tea necazuri T
"nc®©t e mai bine sn fii bolna
(Bntr ©na “ngrijitoare de | a
l um@nnAriel midaeptrupur.i “"ndoi

“ncovoiate de cAl dulumbago cal nel
ca nilte c¢r uein privinla micrastop celuldlele
pieliTei de |1 ©ngnAn unghi.i ni i
cearn. aktergédm, noi ca nil t-aBaerc

S

| saved what could be saved only in the last moment. |
was always the one to catch the last wagon of the last train 6
always clinging to the stairs.

oYoudre good f
the railway platfor m shouted at me.

Even so, | was in a happy situation, because | was
generally not paying attention: if | happened to insult the dead
through my sheer existence, | also hurt the living through my
indecent vitality.

If I happened to visit the operation room, | felt guilty for
the health young people were audaciously carrying. The poor
ill people, covered in bandages, were eyeing us. In the end, one
can have so much trouble from the energy of being alive, that
illness is better.

(The old lady from the church entrance was taking care of
candles as if they were bodies stricken with sciatica. Some of
them were bended because of the heat, like figures suffering
from lumba go, others looked like hunched crosses. | looked
through a microscope at the cells in the hangnail: they were
rooms as deserted as honeycombs in which we were running

or not hi

ng,
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al baj(trn like echoes. | was playing Bluebearde )

- aHai | a caimmi s pud, soTi erat, oLetds go to the cemetery
“mpreunnin |l a braT cu un buchet flewtogetherarminarm holding a bouquet of violet lilacs.

Am privit “n ochi camer a | When leaving, we took a look at the room and the
a rAbufnit-mnddaai aclud sdaufiiol i a vcpendul um clock broke out: ol ¢

affection! o

Vaza de fl ori din hol a of Suddenly, the flower vase in the hall also sighed, a reek
cozile putrezite ale florilor pe care nu le mai schimbasemdeo comi ng from the rotten fl ower
snpt nnmCnrmedeam c¢n mi r osul v i 1 for a week - and | thought the smell was coming from a fit of
nefericire al chiuvetei. unhappiness of the sink.

Am “nchis ula “n urma noas We closed the door behind us and ran.

La cimitir, de cand nu le mai privisem, mormintele At the cemetery, since we
dol of ane se “nmul Ti sern pr of well-fed tombs had grown in numbers, taking profit from our
s e a mn : intaré@amdcapul, clipeau din ochi. lack of attention: when we turned away our heads, they

blinked.

Aveau genel e ~ nchr c adagRinkekl Their eyelashes were laden with a heavy black cream.
acel a purt a [ unascarnimimeanintea i de « (This type of mascara bore a strange namemascar It reminded
carnavalurile veneTiene.) me of Venetian carnivals.)
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Tufilulc deisluiclei@d 4 2ad asn mn

Aveam senzaTia cA mA “ncon
reveneam cu privirea brusc, mormintul era surprins ca o femeie
pe jumnt at esulgecdaldlon "~ n d

Ce ma i tur a vur a: mor Ti i

“nnAscuta mea peeal iddjaeslpapoputate wid

prezenTa |l or [ "naintasern
unde mn poOGndeau.

AdevhArul e cnhn eram prea pl
de at©ta “nghesuialn i, de
rul i neos ponturinéd pectemri af .

DimineTile scoteam [@re Nyemi
nimic grav: o secreTie a mul
fiu.

Dincol o de noapte, cocoTaTi
mustrntor, cu c aspee,t eLiBorl egme

%}

The lilac turf was turning away its head - i t di dr
to look at me.

| had the feeling they had been scheming behind my
back. If 1 suddenly looked towards the grave, it resembled a

half-naked woman behind the curtains.

But l et ds cut a |l ong stor
take profit of my inborn politeness, the nights were already
overpopulated by their presen ce and they had quietly marched
forward until dawn, the place from where they were watching
me like hawks.

The truth is that | was a little too full. I hardly had place
for myself because of the crowd and, many times, | happened to
end up a shameful failure, having a nocturnal emission on the
bed linen.

In the mornings | used to throw out the windows
buckets full of lizards. This implied nothing serious, it was only
a product of multiplicity, of those who | could be.

Beyond the night, perched on the borders, the dead were
looking admonishingly at me, their heads bobbing, in an easily

Transla+tion
Cali

March 2015



Translation Café, Issue140
Short story by Horia Dulvac
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

56
mirltile roflii din Oal. (Aten‘threatening manner, j ust | i
neelucidat!) (Attention, dondot | et any dr e
cncercam sn i evit. Mn s | was trying to avoid him. | had grown sick and tired of
pndureTe. Si mTeam tlan exactanume dec my s e | f , It was the | ast stra\
ce. exactly what | needed.

Nevoia de iertarea gustoas | felt the need for a tasty forgiveness, as cheap as the ice
Nevoia ca omimOnhnea&aadn peste o0 creamon a stick. The need for a hand to caress me on the chee
ramenn faTa vie, nu ca poj ghi andleave behindita lively face, not like the rubbery membrane
de céaine. belonging to my dog face.

a Mai ai de trnAnit un timp r |l would have |liked to be
fi vrut sn mi s e spunh. Li an indefinite time, just |ike
dizolvandu [ i faTa al basthamhamiAip os n tiny cloud to pee and dissolve its blue appearance. Then to bark
strecoare intre picioare. and edge between your legs.

Cum mi-a ffi afundat botul, papilele, " n r Agazul | craved to plunge my nose, my taste buds in the soluble

break!

Dar cine s&n tceeaa udce ?mn p But who could actually help me? As for me, my only
mele victorii au fost ah, abandonurile. victories were oh, the abandonments.

)
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Ni mi c mai dec Ot a
ilicite, dar
nu am pierdut partida, atata timp cat o mai pot amana.

Simpla posibilitate de a lua un concediu medical Tmi

savur os

dridea sentimentuli beneinTisnTio
perspectivn asupra tuturor tr
ies din joc.

Cemal fi fhAcut fArA bunul
de liceu?

Ai ci trebuie sn Sspun c Ot
extraordinar personaj.

Era un Tigan pitoresc, ab
singurei facWBlcteraT idie drierdi @i aliA
fuste creTe, o femeie respec
plante. CunoitiinTel e -adf putotefateé
celebru pe doctor, dar facultatea I-a distrus.

Pentru mine a fost o mar e
cazul sn fiu gelos. Li ala

Dintotdeauna am | tiut cn

%}

at ©t pee af dli osigthoci | 1 i cit,

. valedictorian from the only university in town

There was nothing tastier than these desertions, half
but so useful: | et
yet lost the match, as long as | can still postpone it.

The mere possibility of taking medical leave gave me the
feeling of full liberty and an extraordinary perspective over all
the tragedies. | knew | could leave the game at any time.

What would | have done without my good family
doctor, my former high -school classmate?

Now | have to say something about this extraordinary
person.

He was a picturesque gypsy, who graduated as
0 the medical
university. His mother used to wear crisp s kirts, a woman
respected by the gypsy community for her medical cures from
plants. The doctor could have become famous thanks to the
knowledge of allopathic medicine, but the university destroyed
him.

For me this

brought a gr e;.

" m to be envious anymore. So he knew all my secrets.

| had always known that he would be my doctor and
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dintotdeauna am sictriiuitt ocrn eQun v that | would be a writer. That it would take a while until others

ponn ce al Tii shA [ tie asta. knewthese matters. There are certainthings you simply know.
simplu.

Dar erau lucruri pe care e But there were also thingshedidn 6t know.
cOnd nu ~ mi cultiva meticul o that | hated him when not encouraging my meticulous
i mpresia c¢ch mn anal i zeaz%e pe8 hypochondria and | had the impression that he was analysing
Tnaintea lui. me arrogantly, waiting for me to die before him.

Chiar dach el avea intelig Even if he had the intelligence of his powerful race, | was
eu | shamnstrez tainele sl Abi c theonewhoknew how to guard the secrets of weakness.

Norocul meu erau bolile care ordonau. Nimeni nu | was lucky thanks to the illnesses which took control.
sesizase subtila | or ri gadameolode Nobody had become aware of their subtle rigour and
numer e. Eu 7~ nsumi acTi onam ma minuteness which both defied calculation. | myself was
magnet sub foaia de hirtie pe care pusesem dezordonata handling in secrecy, as if | was moving a magnet underneath a
piliturn de fier. sheet of paper on which 1dd h

Doctorul nu Itia chA eram v The doctor had no idea that | was incredibly sly.

Ma i fhcea I greleli fle My friend also made huge mistakes: for example when
cumpniAr ase unToyatartoolmo biiil v eni se heboughthimself ared Toyota car and hehad come with it at
prietenului nostru comun din liceu. the funeral of our mutual high-school friend.
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Al adar , dinspre part ea -uaadaltt Therefore, | was very sure of myself from this poi nt of
prieten de familie ~ mi achi zi view. | had bought myself a grave at the Ungureni cemetery
Ungureni. with the help of an old frien

Ma | i Togotar oiniue avea ceea ce The red Toyot a car di dno
automatic de franare. In schimb, cimitirul era bine plasat, intre  automatic break system. But at least the cemetery was in a gooc
griadina zoelrediecn niicase se location, between the zoo and the hothouses where the delicate
plante ale pensionului. plants of the boarding school were getting bored.

Pe pereTii de sticln, fet On the glass windows, the girls in the hothouses let their
c hi Iterduizii de un fel de tr ans p.itetraunderwear dry, because they had become wet with a sort
un f el -dlieorispringalgaiau melodioase.) of sublingual perspiration. (In the trees, there were several

clitoris -shaped birds which were singing melodiously.)

Fetele i tergeau t " mpl The girls were cleaning off their temples with the tiny
inti mn , iar roua rnmasn pe p ©n zpiece of underwear and the dew which remained on the linen,
chipul ostenit ca pe un giulgiu. smelling of chrism was impregnating their tire d faces like a

shroud.

Le priveam hnmesi Ti : decg We were looking at them greedily: the fingers of the root
alunecau pe geam, nu aj unge au plants were sliding down the window, di dndét r eac
le scurme intimitatea. chambers to invade their privacy.

Ani male cu chipul meu f Ac Animals bearing my face did all sorts of masquerades in
cultile de s©r mnh. Un | eu cu [the barbed-wire cages. A bald lion was impregnating my
nota zodiacal hA. O mai muTi cn i astrological sign. A very smart monkey with red buttocks was
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[t
it
c he

ca
Rom

speriasem sh -ackeswn

yoga,
Er @t sleenmamEe . nnl

er n
Tar

Am semnat un act de concesionare cu nea Vasile
admini stratorul
de cimitir. Eram asigurat cu un mormant numai al meu intre

grndinii z

o dli

gratii, labirinturi [i ceari-a
transmis printr-un funcTi onar de | a p
amAni, dacn Ala nu vine -8Al Uh¥
elibereze, c¢ch avem cereri des

Acum puteam sAn mn ocup d

)
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wearing my hat from my years in the high -s ¢ h o o | Fr i
which as a teenager | called Bastilia The hat was lined with a
shiny, purple material - there was a label on the inside with
oCeaprnznria Lipscani o6 writte

The buck head on the front piece of the hunting lodge at
the entrance in the Romanescu park had grown horns due to so
much relaxation o | had got frightened upon discovering that,
truly , during a yoga exercise, such protuberances had started to
grow on my forehead. This was a sign of elevation.

| signed a license contract with nea Vasile the zoo
director, who also took care of the hothouses and the cemetery.
| had been granted a grave which was mine only, situated
between the railings, labyrinths and bed clothes. (The cemetery
director sent me the following message through a city hall
cer k: O0man, i f that guy dondt
then tell him to leave it in a month, cause we have many
customers. 0)

Now | could finally take care of things which really
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i mportante: ghinioanel e, | e g mattered: bad luck, connections, promises, even bad luck at
norocul nefast la loterie. lottery.
cn gener al nu ne dndeam s We usually do not become aware of the seriousness oi
care ne aflam. Unii nu- i dndeau seama ni:cthe state we are in. Some people do not realize the truth not
ao sn ies eu de aici [ o sn even while hospitalized. They
so and so. 0
Nu mai apiuicamur dad i se ¢ They never got to do anything. Others died, even if they
o chestiune de simpln neat enT considered themselves healthy: it was a mere matter of
inattention.
Ar fi putut Sspune ap é&u dno He coul d have sandwould xedued. ¢

c©Olasiegmn de bine de rnAu un col (Ihadsomehowwonapl ace entirely min
neatenTie mai muTi caafi snuls fainea din notice the little monkey with the red butt would have stolen the

gur n.) bread from my mouth.)
Acum, despre ghinioane. Now | etds talk about bad |
Fapteleoluaurazna-1 i se desfncea u Things were getting out of hand & they lacked a gear. |
le adun intr-o punghn i, ori cOt d € had to gather everything in a bag and, no matter how careful |
reasambl ez, rnmOneau pi ese " tried to reassemble them, there were always some pieces left |
umpl ©nd sertarel e poOnnh -undier deedi dnot throw them away, but
chil cat i el eml as tpiucn gpil idnen o c hi following matter occurred: a plastic bag came out of an iron, a

S
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ma i didea | ceva pe deas u bagfullof disarticulated pieces, and it even spilled over.
Dar cel ma i rnu era c¢cO©nd ° The worst thing happened when matters were decaying
Srharreca luin mecani s mul s e in heaven, too. If the main piece happened to be misplaced,
rioarn suspinau ofil i Ti ~ n thenthe whole mechanism became ill. The pale, shriveled deer
foetuses were sighing in the meat dishes.
Cineva fAcuse o | egntmnr nac Somebody had created a link and gone away, leaving me
Tat . Nu puteam stoa sp meaa r mt behind, hangi ng . I coul dnot be coni
amor Tea mOna. my hand went numb.
Er a cumpl i t. Trebui a s N It was horrible. | had to break the thick glass with the
ervenTii de urgenTe sti cl a emergency hammer.
Tot felul de alarme | i sirene " nce,| If 1 used the hammer, all sorts of alarms and sirens
vn, fArA rost. ¢ mi puneam started making noise, but to no avail. | put on my lab coat,
s©nge pe mOnec.i [ " nc e p e ¢ stained with blood on the sleeves and started screaming to my
pau ti mpanel e. PhAcat de loved ones. The eardrums of the walls were bursting. Too bad
osea “~nch a c atarial deraltiel othest. v a r for the fresh coat of plaster which still smelt of bleach. A
material which is for that matter, a sincere one.
Mh refugiam “n toalete "~ ng | took refuge in narrow toilets where, teary -eyed, | used
oc hi probe de wurinn port (tosqueeze samples of orange urine. It was all in vain, nobody
biologiicitisern dej a asta "~ n mol ec loved me, biologists had already read this in the spiralled
molecules.
FArn sh | e pese de moliciu Without caring about my heart 6 ssoftness, the urine

)
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alezau unele peste altele or
Babylonului.

Ca snhn mai |l i mpezesc lucrul
din casn (se Itie chn aduc ghi

Desfnceam comdlioutulrnpeci
unei phAsnAri bol nave. Cel e m.
inter medi ul acestui i nofensiwv
capul spre odi hnn, compl et ne
Vi s. MAruntaiele |oeabollinave
somn.

Scuturam cerfafurile din c
cal pe, de arriammyptpenisuucit e,
coTofene “"mpniate, [erpi usca

Lucrurile ajunsesern mul:tt
sn iau taurul de coarne. Sh
cOnd puteam avea din nou nmor
mioape.

)

i\%/i
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crystals went orderly one on top of the other, just like the sinfu |
towers of Babylon.

And to make things clear, | loosened everything in the
house (it is a well-known fact that knots bring bad luck).

| opened the pillows to see what was inside them, the
insides were twisted just like the intestines of a sick bird. Most
witchcraft was done using this harmless object, the pillow on
which we lay our heads to have a rest, thus remaining
completely unprotected. While dreaming, we were sure to be
victims. The sick intestines of the pillows, distorted by colitis,
were boiling and eating away our sleep.

We shook the bed clothes from which more often than
not all sorts of things fell down: fake wedding rings, made of
copper, broken and twisted penises, belonging to children,
corpses of stuffed magpies, dried snakes and all sorts of weird
stuff.

Things had gone too far. It was high time to take the bull
by the horns, to take so many steps back until once again |
could have a perspective over undiscernible things.
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Veni se vremea sn fiu din n Time had come to be shyagain.

Uni i mergeau cu spatele i Some people went backwards and were never wrong,
cu faTa seEoptni maws, dar apr oa others went onwards but stumbled because of their noses, yet
au venit. almost all of them had forgotten their origin.

De cel e mai mul te ori, dni Most often these people would burst in the attic. And
acoperil. L i de aici, s e ar u fromthere with arms in the form of a cross, they plunged right
direct “n rO©ul de f oc excel erintothe excellently painted river of fire on the walls of the Saint
llie, vis-a-vis de fosta frizerie Ciufulici. llie Church, which is right across the former hairdr e s s

Ciufulici.

Un |l oc unde vOrstel e Ffcifcuitu That was a place where age di dnodt
Noroc ch observasem tendinTfen fortunately become aware of
administrat o aspirinhn “naintgave it an aspirin lest it st
la ce serveite sn fii atent! itds good to pay attention!

Lucrul <cel mai grav care m The worst thing which could happen to me would have
joclaloteia naTi onal n: aproape si g been totake part in the national lottery: | would surely have

won.

Dar asta ar fi fost din p Yet this would have been a mortal weakness on my part,
astfel, devenewtmutvifzii bTilnt @l e because in this way | became visible, | could have become the
al fi deconspirat. target of any amateur, | would have given myself away.

)
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cn cer, s el epgrnetgurnrtne ab oo navn In heaven, something wrong was going on: the acts
potriveau, ' ucrur.i mroc, siint @a Tii di dndt fit, uni mportant t hi
mritulia “mi dnAndea cu bobii, s a momentswhen my aunt predicted the future in coffee dregs
pal oar ea “"nt©O©mpl Aaril or i | i All these things accounted for the wanness of events and their
mediocritatea zilelor, incapacitatea de a comunica... lack of willingness, but especially the mediocre days, the
inability to communicatedée
l atn o astfel de zi: dumin Take for example such a day: Sunday, the 23rd of May:
pli mbn de moGnnh pe al ei |l e par c Fatheriswalkingwi th me on the park alleys.
Eu sughi T, el mn bate pe s | hiccup, father claps me on the back. Years and stumbles
gurn ca nilte guiteri verzi. drop from our mouths like green lizards.
Un vid gO©tuit vor mentltpemul li’ A strangled void is the
infarct. ¢ proper, it is his first heart
La un pocnet pufos, morscmh And after a soft crack, pigeons launch themselves into a
al bastrn. Cel ma i i eftin dezi bluestarch, the cheapest disinfectant used as a coating.
Spermatozoi zi i cu sufl etul The spermatozoa, their souls attached to the linen of the
militare miros a vag |i a ¢l o militarytroops ,smell of vague and of chlorine.
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"n-amepasal en: pm
grelitn, parchn de pe vdieimaede
"mprumut e mai rezistentn.

Mai vorbesc din cand in cand cu bunicii prin mirosuri.

Har ababurn

Cel e mai frecvent e: naftalinh
Mn “"nt ©l nesc uneor i cu ccC
celnl alt trotuar .
Chipuri fac semne [i stri

drept at ebd.

Doamne, asta era: particip
moarteadc el mai tare mnA jlieemau f ol

Chi ar azi am avut O sati:¢
chutam cu un aer ul or nnEattrems
atenTia “n containerul de gu
poate chiar murdar de rahat, numi-am dat seama
celkam prins “ntre degete a em
“"nsh degetele cu saadewnr edieo

S

Ther eds a meessslplacad atwloeg heaft m
my chest, | think it was from the time | was a conscript 0 a
borrowed heart is much more powerful.

| speak from time to time with my grandparents through
smells, among which the most frequent are naphthalene or
guinces.

| sometimes meet the ones who envy me and we avoid
one another.

There are faces which make signs and shout:0The last to
right. o

die is

God, that was it: | was taking part in a life and death race
- and those who bothered me the most were my former high -
school classmates.

Just today | experienced a wonderful satisfaction: while
searching in a slightly careless way something bright which had
caught my attention in the waste container, | stumbled upon a
faded newspaper, maybe it was even fu |l | of s h
actually realize what it was, because as soon as | caught it in my
hands, it crumbled. Yet as | rubbed saliva between my fingers, |
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Ei bi ne, aocualziarjcare poate fusese folosit ca
hortie 1igienichn, fotografia
acum deputat [i am [ftiut cnhAn v

O fericire-af rerupriwmme im par
groasn a Toinit cu putere din
de-o lespede grea-mn j enez sh spun fosh

“nsoTiot espdoent ann,

sufic

i ne xToluli & fobti

ient de puter ni centin suamicir
Isus nu ar fi cerut altfel.

Nicitatanumi-a s ol i ci t at altceva
Dar cum snh fac ast a, c©nd
De cel e mai mul te ori nu n
“"nTelegeam ch era preocupat,
care ne Tinea -peTe®rit uroAl.i ca

S

realized they had the faint smell of shit. An irresistible
aphrodisiac perfume.

Well, what | saw in that newspaper, which maybe had
been used as toilet paper, was the photo of one ofmy former
classmates, now a deputy and | knew he was to die before me!

| was overwhelmed by an indescribable happiness and it
was as though a water spring had sprung out of my chest with
force, as though it had been covered by a heavy boulderd and |
am ashamed to admit this reaction was doubled by a
spontaneous, inexplicable erection. Everything was sufficiently
strong to rise me up effortlessly. Not even Jesus would have
asked otherwise.

Not even father asked for anything other than | let
myself be taken away.

But how was | supposed to do this, since he was absen
most of the times?

Mo s t often he didnot tolus:swve
understood that he was worried, the matter was a subtle one, of
a rigor which held all of us in connection just like in a web.
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Al a ne preda matematicile This is the manner in which the gentle cock-eyed
cel cu un ochi [asi u. ( Di ¢ Ti professor Nistorescu taught us mathematics. (The Romanian
of erea, pentru aceastn nef er i explicatory dictionary offered a lot of other synonyms for this
de sinoni me de oc liigo m@l ,t uT e unhappy dysfunction of the eyesight: squint, askance, asquint,
bazaochi ) cn momentele sale de awry.) In his moments of maximum concentration, the
vederii i se accentua. dysfunction worsened.

Profesorulum nfdeela denttrncer i The professor adopted a silence which was geometrized,
catedraln de gheaTn. Degeaba justlike anice cathedral. We shouted in vain, a sort of muteness
"ntindea <ca un cauciuc p est espread like a rubber over the corners of his face. (More often
ocaziile c©nd spai mae pau ad i @& than not fright paralyses, leaving one with a distorted mouth.)

La inteligenTa tatei, bnAatr To my fatherds mind, ol i
Nu aveam ni ci o “ndoial n, da inattentiveness. | had no dou
dupn moartea sa. it after his death, too.

FArn trup, nu mai exista n Without body, there were no more excuses either.
nu se mai trece nimic cu ved: During such moments nothing is forgiven. You are asked:
col o! Ai -atmtéup26nsdpNuinzi rulinatoHey, vyou there! Do you have

shamefully.

aAtunci ce scuzn mai ai t L 0Then what ot her excuse ¢
nici de amnr©tul tnu de trup?being able to take care of vy
cu el | a pegn@aa men o6, s sai d oWel I, |l had no idea | h

akei, neltiinTa nu scuznin “n oWel |, |l ack of Kknowl edge

)
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drept 6. the |l aw. This is a | egal prin
* *

Eram cu tata pe un cOmp de Once | was with dad in a field of sunflowers. We were
un roi de al bine care pl ecas e looking at a swarm of bees which had flown away from their

beehive.

Urma sn verific experiment | was about to see whether there was something wrong
regulAh cu carnea. Era pr ea r a withthe meat. | saw ittoo seldom for it to catch my attention.

Creiterea ei necontrol athn Its uncontrolled growth turned the present into
vul nerabil. Il ar tatnl me u nu somethingspongyand vulnerable. And
aceastnhn rArire imprudentn. how to be on his guard in time against this imprudent dilution.

Tnainte de toate, peisajul era inadecvat. Stupii erau First of all, the landscape was unfitting. The beehives
paral el ipipedici [ mul t i c ol o were parallelepipedal and many -coloured.

Geometria lor era o intdmplare stranie in acea lume a Their geometrical shape was a strange matter in that
“nmul Tirilor fractal e, “n ¢ a world of fractal multiplications, in which I myself seemed an
inutila mea producTie de g©nd intruder because of my continuous and useless thought

productioné

Apoi , multiplicitatea. Ni Secondly, multiplicity. Not even the field was all right.
Al t minter.i palnice ca nilt areal Otherwise peaceful like gentle aunts, the sunflowers
soarel ui i dezvnl ui a-un mod threateningly revealed the force of their multiplication. If |

Transla+tion
Cali

March 2015

%}



Translation Café, Issue140
Short story by Horia Dulvac
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

70
ameninTnhntor . Dacn “~ntor ceam < happened to turn my back on them, the margins of the field
Putea sn mn “nghitn cu go©ndur grew and they could swallow me, together with my thoughts,
as if | were a useless crystal.
MA Tineam deoparte, " nl eretl | was keeping away from it, at the ot her corner of the
Un borcan “nchis de aer cond glasssky. It was a closed jar full of condensed air, into which

depnrtate, siluete plate. L u m flat figures were falling with widespread arms. The light was
era de fapt compozi Tia esenTe gently condensing into pollen. (That was in fact the
composition of essences.)

Mh cul casem cu mupcare aveaepulpval | had lain on my back on the earth which had a lively
(tresnlta). pulse (it was startling).

Prin genel e “"ntredeschi se | was filtering the light with half -open eyes and was
mil carea cinematich a tatei watchingdadds cinematic movement,
costumul lui de apicultor. (O ast f el de per c e astronautin his beekeeper costume. (I had such a discontinuous
avut-o maitarziu,candmi-am cumpnr at o ¢ a m perception later, when buying a video camera which | attached
am atoallaa computer . Succesi un to the computer. The broken succession of figures gave &
milcAarii un aer fantomati c. ghostly impression to the movement.

aBine afTi venit “n mileniu oOWel come to the strobosco
speachea | snu. aNe aflnm "~ n mar etbegan hi s speech. oOoWe are he
continuitnTii. Trebuie sn spu conspiracy against continuity. We must admit we are hardly at

the beginningéo)
Sub costumul de apicultor Under the beehiver suit, (

S
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“nduiolAtor [i vulnerabil. and vulnerable.

Ci simTeam sl nAnbiciunea: cu | felt his weakness: the quanta of light were circulating
ca pe o plasn rarn. Accept a s through him as though he were a rare net. He agreed to be
grianunTii clipei 1 wucideau. careless and because of this, the units of time were killing him.

Un cosmonaut sinucigal, a A suicidal astronaut, on a mission to a grisly death, just
corozive, ca sn ne facn noun tomakeroom forus.

Amintire de | a orele de f A recollection from my physics class: if the dense
atomul ui ar fi de pildn c¢©t pnucleus of the atom were as large as the Earth, for instance, the
sar roti pe o orbitn ampl asat wandering electrons would spin on an orbit lying as far as the

Moon.

| ar substanTa, formatn din And the substance, which is made of atoms sitting one
un zidde aphnrfaatball | aste de fapt next to the other, like a defensive wall in a football game, is in
"nt ©i din gnhnuri . fact a barrier whose main composition consists in holes.

Gnwi exasperant e, prin car Exasperating holes, through which all our savings of
noastrn de rigoare [ i secur it rigourand security, and sometimes even the closest things to

our heart are leaking...

)
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Pe cOmpul acela de floare On that sunflower field, we had a bee garden that had to
care trebuia neapnrat vhnzut n beseenbythe eyes of agod. (This is how the bees saws)
pentru albine)

De at®©ta “"nghesuialn, bune Because they were so crowded, the poor insects hac
ajung©nd snA nu i ma i r ecun gone crazy, to the point of no longer recognizing their own
revoluTiilor. gueen, they had become revolutionary.

alatn “n ce hal poate fi oLook to what degree a species can decay because !
neautorizatné, “"mi spunea tatunauthorised multiplication, ¢
ochel arii ce i cnl nreau do ctteacherlike manner, thanks to the glasses scholarly riding the
pe fotoliul din sufragerie. tip of his nose, before he fell asleep on the armchair in the living

room.

Mieimiveneau " n mi nte milcnAaril e | could only think of the spasmodic ma ting moves, of sex
imperecherilor, sexul pe fintuneric, picioarele cu elitre ale i n t he dar k, of an insectds ¢
insectel or, mi Il carea ci nemat i bustling continuance whose disorder could not have any good
putea sn aducn, prin dezordi n resul.

cn pl us, amnezi a: apnruse Besides, there was the amnesia: generations had beer
interesa nimic din ce fusese Tnaintea lor. Leauzeam spunand: born that did not care about anything before them. | could hear
ac mi bag picioarel eo. Chiar tthem say: o0l couldndt care | e
Dhndeam pumni “n dinTi p©nn n the high-school fence. We would punch our teeth until we
broboni Te de sOnge. Scui pam scratched our skin and blood beads came out. We would spit

gust de rndncinn dentarn st r i salivathrough our broken incisors that tasted like sick dental

%}
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Era cOt s e de
fusesern vAzuTi de
ftiau inieisent.c Fiul
arate ce face, avea nevoigleur gent e conf i r mn
obositt MAi zg®©l TO©i a f A-mA thi hnsomne
dacn “"ntrerupeam povestea, el
ansn. naecricam snA f utgr eleuicad nsn

e posibil, cn fii uci d.

poat e gravn
ochi, de n

meu cel

Devenise insuportabil! Sin
“Ti iei lumea “n cap, shn Iplterc
“nchi zi “n cap toate ferestre
privelti niciodatn, sA nu i

se dea cu
punnl mOsa
di n

|l ar ea snh
pereTi Sn
"mpuTineze

capul
pasa
numnr ul ce

pe
ma i

S

root and tobacco.

The multiplication was an extremely serious case, the
most recently born had not been seen by any eye, by any kind
of eye, and therefore not even they knew who they were
anymore. My younger son came more and more often to show
me what he was doing, he needed instant recognitions, | would
fall asleep with exhaustion. He would shake me mercilessly,
waking me up, for he knew that if | cut out the story, he himself
would be left with no hope whatsoever. If | tried to escape the
consequences, | had to know that it was impossible, that sons
are likely to kill...

This had become unbearable! It seemed like the only
solution for you was to leave, to run away into the wide world,
to take the world with you, to lock it inside your mind. To lock
every window of your mind and, leaving the world inside,
never look at it again, never let it go out.

And then it would smash its head against the walls,
scattering its brains all over the room. It would grab a machine
gun and go out in the street to cut out the number of those who
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vieTii, care te fac sA nu mai are eating from the yolk of your life, who cause you not to
grasp the meaning of anything.
(Cum se face mierea: al bi na (Howto make honey: the bee holds the pollen, that multiplying
pol enul |, praful acel de abuni nydust, between the tiny hairs on its legs. The pollen looks like
mi croscopi ce, mi ci . Pol enul € some kind of tiny, microscopic eggs. One bee spits it and
Un f el de flegmn reluatn, -adame¢ another one takes it. Istrefigshenked
at Ot de antiseptich. FI egma by t he s w-badiesdThis ia why it is so antiseptic. The
Rezultatul este mierea: de salcam, de teide mai...) phlegm is spitted and then regurgitated again. The outcome of

this process is honey: acacia, linden, early honey from the
month of May...)

Tata se " nvOrteacdODnym de¢ | My father would bustle around the beehive in a safety
al cntudot peilerinn [ 0 -c ad ade ¢ suit made of a cloak and a safety helmet, which made him look
unui cosmonaut . De altfel, c h like a spaceman. As a matter of fact, it was just about thenthat
prilisern pentru prima datn petwoAmericans had walked on the Moon for the first time. The
cinematici, par ch naretfiinift @gtul images of their low-speed, cinematic steps, as if shot in slow
inconjurul televizoareloralb-negr u de pe PAmMO motion, had already been watched on the black-and-white -

screen television sets all over the Earth.

Albinele erau isterice. Nimeni nu le gustase mierea, ceea The bees were hysterical. No one had tasted their honey.
ce |l e fncea shnh se “ndoi ascn which made them doubt that they even existed. Maybe this is

%}
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aceea aproprierea de ele devenise un lucru riscant. Bunele why coming closer to them had become risky. The kind -hearted

insecte se comportau ca nil t einsects behaved like wild women, like amazons who were
omoare tot c eea c aporgaklul miroy del ready to kill anything that could spread the intolerable smell of
mascul. a male.

Dar [ tata se arnta expe But my father behaved like an expert as well, resembling
Tinea | a respect, “n ignor anTa real patriarch: he marginalised them, pretending he had
neprivi Ti. forsaken them in the old well, in captive beehives that he

ignored.

Progeniturile l or , | arvel Their offspring, bee larvae, were little monsters: runt s
moni tri: avortoni fAarn gstn ©rwithout mouths, or whose mouth holes were oblique and
acoperitn de pieliTe de netr covered by insurmountable skin layers. Small babies whose
al beaTn. Cu mior de a@aclibu( oe I eyes were imprisoned by leucoma-like white spots with
hexagoane ale dispernrii, de thousands of eyes (only God knows why they needed so many),

like as many hexagons of degair, as if two had not been
enough.

Am pus un astf el de fagur | put such a honey comb full of royal jelly in a jar and
borcanarhidis IsoTi ei | a mat er r broughtitto my wife at the maternity ward. The pursed little
cnpncit e, c©Ti va copil ali " mouths of a few crying babies had come out of barely covered
pl ©ng©nd. Buzele | or de tr omp hexagons. Their trumpeting lips looked like the petiole of a

)
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aroma eiRegs@aahi
trompeta trand
car e am termtaidat
spitalul ui pri mul nepot al f
nu avea c¢chip, ca roiul de al l
un cauciuc cu col Turidreu sittrii
respira prin el.

Cerul er a

destul de criptice pr i n
petala sa e ca
cn taxiul cu

o miere fArnN
cerea degrabn un bot ez, al
O disperare vinovatn a dul
gustativ. (Colegul meu de
luier ot i eon skkemarn cu o fatn acor
umori 6. ¢cn contrast cu ea, [
|l Acalurile guri.i un cfhnele ad e a
cOnd o »wsArutam

gu
t mi
cel
s ki

lcam cerut [ of er wleapta, cupnns hrusce
crizn de ast m.
Maternitatea pe

de-o

car e t ocm

S

flower whose fragrance was quite cryptic: it is called Nicotiana
affinisand its petals are like the rosy trumpets of Cupids.

Everything was dangerous in the taxi that took us to
hospital to bring home the first grandchild of our family. The
driver was faceless, like the swarm of bees seen from behind. In
fact, his face was covered by a rubber mask with a distorted
gindl dondét know how he toul d

The sky looked like mouthless honey: the night dried out
of humours was imperiously demanding a baptism, otherwise
the despair would have been flawless. A guilty despair of the
full -size sweetness, virtuously living in the roof of the mouth.
(My ski mate in Borli a w-aightetoscl
affair with a girl that had onosecr eti ons or
Unl i ke her, my girlfriendos
once: there was a kind of sublingual rain that seemed to fall
from heaven when | kissed her)

| asked the driver to pull over, because of a sudden
asthma attack.
The maternity ward we were just leaving behind was
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"nspni mGOnt Nt are decOt o f i i n 1 scarier than a larva-being that no one has ever looked at. The
pri vAvtoir.t onisiu nalui ecxo nsuh eepliff @re hun runts went on living in a wholeness that did not leave room for
ma i |l Asa | oc |l a nimic, ni ci n anything else, not even for hoping to touch the roof of the
fi atins... (Brusc mi-am amintit de orele cand eram asistentul mouth... (All of a sudden, | remembered the hours | had spent
apicultor al [ ui Tat a: rnzui as my dadds beekeeping assist
dezvelea randuride larve dor mi nd “~n | Apt i | the frames with a paddle and reveal rows of larvae sleeping in
fanrn chip, alezate cuminTi "~ their royal jelly, faceless, sitting quietly in their hexagonal
bloc.) windows, like in a block of flats.)

Lucrurile nu mai puteau fi ascunse: roiul eram de fapt | could no longer pretend not to understand: the swarm
eu, panicat c¢cn ~ mi ui t asem c awas actually me, panicking because | had forgotten my home,
reven i ca i c u-ar fi intAmmplat Dan mtangplarea the very place where | could come to my senses as if nothing
deja avusese loc... had happened. But it had already happened...

MA neliniliteau “nsnAn celule Neverthel ess, I was WOor i
nu mai asculte de centruuDej a mi | chAri | e pnA nolonger seemed to obey the core. His moves already looked
ceva din deplasarea sa pe | urlike they were not coordinated: something in his progress on
¢l vedeam cume mbhAtn©mehel d n trackescaped cinematic logic. | could see him grow old, as if the
c©te una, ci ar fi cur s ca un days no longer came one by one, but flowed like a whirring

fluid.

RAmOneam perplex, ceea ce | would stay perplexed, and this had distorted my
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 oaptele mAtulilor care se ag mouth. | could hear the whispering of my aunts bustling
around the hospital bed.
aA fAncut <congestieod, Sspune OHe had a c themusethai wasapodt to finish
care termina garda. Sunetul vocii ei lovea tavanul cu cruzime: her shift said out loud. The sound of her voice hit the ceiling
ar fi put ut vor bi “n loaptn, s n cruelly: she might have whispered, so that she would not
infarct o, replica asistenta cbother the dead man. @nsweredv thes
mi ca chicinetn a salonul ui d « nurse who was putti ng the smock on her naked body in the

dragostea pe care o fncuse c¢u small kitchenette of the hospital ward. Her skin still smelled
after having made love to her husband, before she started her

shift.

Nu era drept faTn de Tat a It was unfair to my Dad (even though he was dead and
pusesern pem@prdedmpeeme) ca f they had put a cold coin on his eyelids) that those young
expunn astfel nudi tatea c¢a un women exhibited their nudity so insolently, like an insult.

Am spus asta sunand intr-o tr ©mbi Tn e | said that blowing a brass trumpet and inflating my
umflandu -mi obrajidi ca “ngeri.i d e cheeks like the plaster angels in the hospital whose facade was
uzatn de obraz fardat. Er am c¢ wornoutlike acheek wearing make-up. | was fully aware that
sarn pe mine snlbnticite de s the girls were ready to jump on me as wild as their excessive
le-ar f i ddeecol daantinatr evel aTi a presexuality coul d drive t hem,
miriadel or de spermatozoi zi c¢ suddenly awakened inthem the revelation of my healthy being,
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