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EFECT DOPPLER 

 

 

THE DOPPLER EFFECT 

 

 A murit tata.   My father has died.  

 Se evaporase neputincios, zvârcolindu-se de colo-colo ca 

o picńturń de apń aruncatń pe o tablń ´ncinsń. 

 He had evaporated helplessly, writh ing to and fro like a 

drop of water thrown on a hot iron sheet.  

 Mie ´ncepuse sń ´mi Ťiuie o ureche. Sunetul mń prinsese 

de t©mplń izbindu-mń de cer. 

 One of my ears started ringing. The ringing had caught 

hold of my temple slamming me against the sky.  

 Trebuia sń sar ´ntr-un picior, sń ´mi scot apa ĺi g©ndurile 

acelea enervante din creier, strńduindu-mń sń merg drept. Ce-ar 

zice lumea vńz©ndu-mń ĺui? 

 I had to jump on one leg, to get the water and those 

annoying thoughts out of my brain, struggling to walk upright. 

What would people say if they saw me off the edge? 

 Cimitirul era atât de curb, încât lin ia orizontalń a 

coĺciugului pńrea o instabilń tangentń. 

 The graveyard was so curved that the horizontal line of 

the coffin seemed an unstable tangent.  

 ċntors acasń, am ´nceput sń-mi scot ceara din urechi cu 

niĺte delicate beŤiĺoare chinezeĺti. Secretasem o mare cantitate 

de clei ĺi mizerii. O scurgere duioasń a inimii. AtenŤie, dacń nu 

eĺti atent, poŤi pierde totul prin gńurile lńsate de felurite 

neatenŤii ĺi slńbiciuni... 

 

 Once at home, I started to get the wax out of my ears 

with some delicate Chinese cotton swabs. I had secreted a large 

quantity of wax and dirt. An affectionate flow of the heart. 

Careful! If you arenõt careful you may lose everything through 

the holes left behind by various carelessnesses and 

weaknesses... 

 

 

http://hallo.ro/search.do?l=ro&d=en&query=writhe
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 Ĺtiam de la fizicń despre efectul doppler generat de 

pierderea celui drag. Lumea devenea un sunet care se 

´ndepńrteazń brusc. (O asemenea schimbare provoacń cńdere 

bruscń de glicemie, ceea ce poate duce la lipotimie, leĺin - 

auzisem eu cń cei duĺi pe lumea cealaltń sunt hipotensivi!).  

 I knew from physics about the Doppler effect, which 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 levels, which 

can lead to lipothymy, fainting ð I once heard that those taken 

by the afterlife are hypotensive!). 

 Cauza acestui fenomen era faptul cń durerea dispare cu 

vitezń mai mare dec©t prezentul. Asta fńcea ca trupurile noastre 

spongioase, insuflate de felurite erecŤii ĺi dorinŤi, sń parń vii.  

 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, it 

made them seem alive.  

 În realitate, totul ni se pńrea. Duioĺia cuibńritń ´n inimi, 

lumina dimineŤii, mica zv©rcolire de vrńbiuŤń a bucuriei... 

 In reality, everything was in our heads. The fondness 

which had nestled in our hearts, the morning light, the little 

sparrow -like writhing of joyé 

 Ĺi apoi, cine poate spune cń nu se ´nĺealń? Mai ales c©nd 

era vorba de o scńdere bruscń a tensiunii, de bńtr©neŤe? 

 And then, who can say that they have never been 

mistaken? Especially when it comes to a sudden fall in blood 

pressure, caused by old age?  

 ţiuitul urechii e cunoscut ´n fizicń, mai ales ´n sonicitate, 

ca deformarea sunetului datoritń vitezei. Uneori, el se confunda 

cu vibraŤia ce ´nsoŤeĺte electrocardiograma unui infarct mascat. 

 The ringing in oneõs ear is known in physics, especially 

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.  

 Unii nu ĺi-au mai revenit din sunetul acesta ce ´Ťi goleĺte  Some people have recovered from hearing that sound, 
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sufletul, schimonosindu -Ťi figura. S-au ´nńlŤat ´n cer ĺi viaŤa lor 

s-a arńtat deodatń: un gust sublingual, de -o clipń senzaŤia 

batonului de ´ngheŤatń linsń ´ntr-o dupń amiazń de duminicń, ´n 

parc... 

 

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... 

 

 

 Ca sń ajung la tata, trebuia sń trec apa.  I had to cross the river in order to get to my father.  

 De pe celńlalt mal, ´mi fńceam chiar semne cu m©na. 

Sńream ´ntr-un picior, fńceam multń gesticulaŤie, cńci ni se 

tńiase sonorul. 

 He was making hand gestures from the other shore. I 

was jumping on one leg, I was gesticulating a lot, because the 

sound had been cut off. 

 Degeaba, treceam pe l©ngń mine exasperant ĺi cine ĺtie 

c©nd urma sń mń mai vńd! Nici vocile gurilor nu ni se 

întâlneau, ca fumurile avioanelor paralele. 

 To no avail, I was passing by myself exasperatingly and 

who knows when I was going to see myself again! Not even our 

voices were meeting, as the smokes from two parallel planesõ 

exhaust pipes. 

 Lucrurile nu erau  chiar atât de simple. Prezentul mń 

´ncurca, multe din gesturile ´mi rńmńseserń mici. Mń jenau la 

m©neci ĺi subsuori. Crńpau ĺi ´ĺi dezveleau cńptuĺeala ca niĺte 

capsule de bumbac... (Ganglionii aveau neliniĺti cancerigene.) 

 

 

 

 Things werenõt that simple. The present was confusing 

me, I 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 

capsulesé (The ganglions had some carcinogenic anxieties.) 
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 Prima datń am ´nceput pe la Stamora MoraviŤa: fugeam 

la s©rbi, treceam fluviul ´not ĺi mń ´ntorceam ´napoi plin de 

emoŤie: era posibil. 

 I was by Stamora MoraviἪa when it happened for the 

first time: I was running to the Serbs, I was cross-swimming the 

riv er and returning full of excitement: it was possible.  

 Ĺtiu cń la un moment dat Sf©ntul Ilie supńrat foc, 

hotńr©se sń mń ´nec. Fusese o variantń de lucru. S-a rńzg©ndit: ´i 

plńcea recunoĺtinŤa mea c©nd ´mi oferea lucrurile care 

odinioarń mi se pńreau intangibile (Camelia de exemplu. 

Structura cuminte a celulelor ei brune, epiderma radioasń, s©nii 

ca niĺte ochi fosforescenŤi). 

 I remember that, at some point, Saint Elijah, in a fume, 

had decided that I should drown. It would have been a 

possibility. He changed his mind: he liked my gratitude when 

he offered me the things which once had seemed intangible (for 

instance, Camelia. The tame structure of her brown cells, her 

radiant epidermis, and her breasts, like some phosphorescent 

eyes). 

 Dincolo de mal, tata ´mi fńcea semn cu umbra lui dragń: 

ămai calcń ĺi tu prispa bisericii, mai aprinde o lum©nareó, ´mi 

striga dispńr©nd. (Partea aceea de mal era ´nvńluitń ´ntr-o ceaŤń 

orizontalń, ca fumul de lum©nńri. MorŤii se plimbau cu capetele 

plecate, ´n sutane preoŤeĺti.) 

 From beyond the shore, my father was waving at me 

with his lovely shadow òwhy donõt you cross the threshold  of 

the church and light a candle,ó he would yell as he 

disappeared. (That side of the shore was engulfed in a 

horizontal mist, like the smoke produced by a burning candle. 

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

cassocks.) 

 Chestia e cń nu ´i vedeam tatńlui meu dec´t gura jupuitń 

cńci sunetele ´i erau smulse de pe buze ´nainte sń ´nfloreascń 

p©nń la capńt. De altfel, ĺi eu aveam niĺte afte bucale despre 

care medicii ´mi spuneau cń sunt o arsurń provocatń de v©nt. 

 The thing is that the only thing I could see was my 

fatherõs skinned mouth, because the sounds were pulled from 

his lips before they had the chance to fully bloom. As a matter 

of fact, I too had some buccal aphthae, which doctors thought to 
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be a burn caused by wind. 

 Vântul era de fapt un fel de Efect Coandń al cuvintelor, 

aerul ce rńm©nea dupń ce le rosteam. Medicii nu reuĺeau ´nsń sń 

´nŤeleagń: gura mea a fost de la naĺtere un nefericit accident. O 

ranń pe care nu o lńsam sń se vindece, continu´nd sń vorbesc. 

 The wind was actually some sort of Coandń Effect of the 

words, it was the air which remained behind, after I had 

pronounced the words. The doctors were unable to understand 

it, though: my mouth had been an unfortunate accident since 

birth. A wound which I didnõt let heal, because I kept talking.  

   Iar celulele gustative erau un fel de turnuri babel ale 

posibilului...  

 

 And the taste buds were like some sort of towers of Babel 

of the possible é  

 

 

 Mi -am fńcut deci semn cu m©na, eram eu, era tatńl meu, 

nu mai ´mi dńdeam seama, cert e cń cel de dincolo mi-a 

rńspuns, mi-a întors semnul înapoi. 

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

couldnõt tell anymore, but what is certain is that the person who 

was standing there responded, returning my hand wave.  

 ăCe sń fie?ó, m-am întrebat uluit.   òWhat might it be?ó I asked myself, amazed.  

 M-am aĺezat pe un buĺtean ĺi am ´nceput sń cuget. Din 

c©nd ´n c©nd, ´mi venea ´n minte ce bunń e ciorba acritń cu oŤet 

de mere ĺi aromatń cu leuĺtean, dar realizam cń scopul 

gândurilor m ele era altul ĺi ´ncercam sń revin. 

 I 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 I would soon realize 

that the purpose of my thoughts was differ ent and I would try 

to return to it.  

 Chiar dacń ´ncepeam ´n g©nd o rugńciune, mń loveam de 

pereŤii capului, ca un copil care se plimbń cu bicicleta ´n 

 Even if I 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 felurite g©nduri care ´mi roiserń 

´n minte un stup de albine, dar inevitabil eĺuam, ieĺeam din 

decor. Atunci se auzea o sonerie de alarmń ĺi pe un ecran 

apńrea sf©ntul Ilie cu un panou pe care scria cu litere 

luminoase, ca la cazinourile din Vegas: Mai ai trei vieŤi. (Sfântul 

era unul dintre cei care reuĺise performanŤa sń urce la cer cu 

trup cu tot.)  

 I avoided through various clever turns of mind thoughts  

which had swarmed my mind like a beehive, but I inevitably 

failed, I disappeared. Then resounded the ringer of the alarm 

and Saint Elijah appeared on a screen, holding a board like the 

ones you find in Las Vegas casinos, on which it was written 

with glowi ng letters: You have three lives left. (The Saint was one 

of the people who had succeeded in ascending to the Heavens.) 

  Dincolo e o apń. Acesta era un lucru cert. Din acel 

moment, nu puteam trece mai departe fńrń a medita ĺi 

soluŤiona complet problema dacń eu eram ´nńuntru sau ´n afarń 

ĺi, g©ndind aĺa, adormeam. 

 

 Beyond that there is a water. That is for sure. From that 

point on I couldnõt move on without meditating and without 

settling the issue of whether I was inside or outside and, as I 

was thinking, I fell asleep.  

 

 

 Visam tot ape alunecând într-o r©nń. Cine aude aĺa ceva 

ar crede cń e firesc, apele alunecń. ăApele o iau ´n josó, se spune 

´n popor. ăCńderea e natura loró, spun filosofii. 

 All I was dreaming were waters flowing on a side. If 

someone heard me he would think that this is right, that waters 

flow . òThe waters fall down,ó say the people. òIt is in their own 

nature,ó say the philosophers. 

 Dar nu e deloc aĺa: apele nu vor sń cadń, apele se lovesc 

la ĺolduri ĺi genunchi de c©te ori alunecń lateral, ĺi la ceafń, de 

câte ori cad în cap. 

 But that is not true: the waters donõt want to fall, they hit 

their hips and knees whenever they fall laterally, and their 

back-heads whenever they fall on their heads. 
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 Din visul apei, alunecam ĺi eu ´napoi ĺi, cu g©ndul la una 

sau la alta, visam te miri ce. Poate c©teodatń ĺi vreo femeie; cu 

toate cń ´nŤelegeam la un moment dat cń existń o legńturń exactń 

´ntre femeie ĺi apa cea moartń din vis, uitam, mń trezeam.  

 I was slipping back from the waterõs dream, thinking 

about one thing or another and I was dreaming about trifle 

things. Maybe I woul d dream about a woman every now and 

again; even though I understood at some point that there was a 

precise bond between the woman and the dead water in the 

dream, I would often forget, I would wake up.  

 Mń trezeam pe uscat d©nd din m©ini fńrń spor, sau ´n 

spume dupń o poluŤie neaĺteptatń. 

 I would wake up onshore, moving my hands uselessly, 

or covered in foam after an unexpected pollution.  

 Uneori uitam c©nd priveam ĺi atunci mń uitam ĺi pe 

mine, descoperindu-mń ´n locuri pe care nici ´n vis nu le-aĺ fi 

visat. De pildń, ´n plin preinfarct, ori ´n existenŤe Ťiuitoare care 

nu ´mi aparŤineau. (Nu degeaba c©nd ´mi Ťiuia o ureche era 

semn rńu) 

 Sometimes I would forget about everything as I was 

looking and then I would forget about myself too, finding 

myself in  places I couldnõt even picture in my dreams. For 

instance, as I was having a preinfarction, or as I was living 

whizzing lives, which werenõt mine. (As it were my ear ringing 

was a bad omen) 

 Treaz nu mai valoram nimic. ċn m©na transpiratń 

strângeam doar senzaŤia trecutń, aĺa cum odinioarń visam cń 

am ´n gurń o bomboanń, c©nd de fapt ´mi sugeam dintele 

proaspńt cńzut. 

 I wasnõt worth much awake. All I was holding in my 

sweaty hand was the bygone sensation, as I once used to dream 

that I had a candy in my m outh, when in fact I was sucking on 

my freshly fallen out tooth.  

 Dar nici asta nu e ´nt©mplńtor, cńci sń visezi mńsea 

scoasń sau dinte scos e de rńu, ´nseamnń moarte. 

 

 But that isnõt coincidental either, because dreaming that 

you had a tooth or a molar pulled out is a bad thing, it is a 

death-predicting sign.  
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 ăNu spune niciodatń hop p©nń nu sarió, deĺteaptń 

´ncheiere: ´mi ĺi imaginam un desen ´n care oamenii spuneau pe 

r©nd ăhopó ´n plin salt, ĺi exclamaŤia le devine fatalń cńci, 

imediat ce o spuneau, cńdeau ´n ĺanŤ. 

 òNever say hop before youõve jumped,ó that is a smart 

conclusion: I could envision a picture in which people were 

exclaiming òhopó one by one, while they were taking the leap, 

and their exclamation would be fatal to them, as they would fall 

into the ditch as soon as they said it. 

 ăHopó, spuneau ĺi cńdeau ´n fund. Dacń treceau, i-aĺ fi 

vńzut dincolo de r©u. 

 They would say òhopó and then end up on their butt. If 

they had passed, I would have seen them from across the river. 

 Râul acela populat cu mńĺti de carnaval mń ispitea la 

imprudenŤe. TentaŤia sń te miĺti, sń dai din braŤe c©nd eĺti viu 

este irezistibilń. 

 That river, populated by carnival masks, tempted me to 

commit an imprudence. The temptation of moving, of moving 

your arms whil e you are alive is irresistible. 

 Dincolo de acel demarcaj (o apń ´n care nici nu ai voie sń 

´noŤi, pare a fi un fluviu de mercur, aĺa e de mortalń), era 

carnavalul de mńĺti multicolore. 

 Beyond that mark (a water in which you are not allowed 

to swim, seems a mercury river, it is that lethal), there was the 

carnival of many -coloured masks. 

 Era ca o hazna de Ťarń, plinń ochi. Plinń p©nń ´n v©rf, 

devers©nd, de fapte dezordonate, de gesturi excretate. (Dupń 

uĺa de lemn a cabinei de WC ´n care mń baricadam la Ťarń, 

felurite animale fńrń conĺtiinŤń mń priveau ´ntrebńtor: un cocoĺ 

cu creasta caraghioasń ĺi ochi oligofren, un purceluĺ curios, la 

´nceput simpatic, devenit rapid violent. Trebuia sń ´nchid 

repede uĺa, cńci ´ncepea fńrń motiv asalturile cu capul asupra 

 It was like a country cesspool, full to the brim. Filled to 

the very top, overflowing with promiscuous acts and with 

excreted gestures. (Behind the wooden door of the toilet where 

I would barricade myself when I was staying in the  

countryside, different animals lacking a consciousness were 

watching me inquiringly: a rooster with a ridiculous comb and 

the eyes of a retarded creature, a curious pig, who was cute at 
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cabinei de lemn.) first and who quickly became violent. I had to close the door, 

because it would start head -butting the wooden door for no 

reason.) 

 Dacń nu eram atent, r©ul mń izbea din plin. Propriile 

mele fapte mń m©njeau fńrń ´ntoarcere. 

 If I wasnõt careful, the riverõs waters would hit me head 

on. My own actions were staining me to a point of no return.  

 ċn astfel de situaŤii trebuie sń ieĺi din joc. Nu poŤi 

continua dacń eĺti murdar. Riĺti sń fi mistuit deodatń de focuri 

spontane ĺi m©nioase. 

 

 When you get into such situations you have to leave the 

game. You canõt keep playing if  you are stained. You risk being 

consumed at once by spontaneous and enraged fires.  

 

 

 Îmi imaginam ce mobilizare de memorie îmi va fi 

trebuind la judecata de apoi: toate aceste chipuri, mńĺti, dansuri 

ĺi gesturi vor fi fost retrase de pe piaŤń, ca niĺte produse 

periculoase, returnate marelui fabricant...  

 I imagined what kind of memory mobilization I would 

need at the Last Judgement: all these faces, masks, dances and 

gestures will have been pulled from the market, as dangerous 

products, and returned to their great makeré 

 Pe l©ngń urechi, apa trecea uĺor ĺi ´mi ziceam cń mń 

poate lua ĺi pe mine cu ea, tot aĺa... Uĺor ĺi nepńsńtor ca 

ĺampania Bubbles, carbogazoasń. 

 The water was flowing gently by my ears and I said to 

myself that it could take me with it, in the same way it flowed 

é Gently and carelessly like Bubbles sparkling champagne. 

 ăDacń mń ia aĺa cum sunt, ´mpuĺc doi iepuri dintr-o 

loviturńó, ´mi spuneam: ăPlec odatń de aici ĺi scap de mine!ó 

 

 òIf it takes me as I am, I kill two birds with one stone,ó I 

said to myself, òI can finally leave this place and run away from 

myself!ó 

 Dar nu era aĺa, apa nu mń ierta p©nń nu mń lepńdam de  But it  didnõt happen like that, the water wouldnõt forgive 
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ultima închipuire.  me until I renounced my last dream.  

 Apa e ĺi ea ca tot lucrul, plinń de capricii ĺi chichiŤe, 

discretń, alcńtuitń din bucńŤele de speranŤń ´nĺelńtoare, mici. 

Alunecarea lor somnambulicń ´i conferń, de altfel, proprietatea 

de a fi fluidń. Are propriile probleme ĺi ticuri: o brumń carnalń 

de memorie... un început de amnezie... 

 Water is like any other thing, full of caprices and 

loopholes, discreet, made of tiny pieces of deceptive hope. As a 

matter of fact, its somnambulist slipping confers it its propriety 

of being a fluid. It has its own issues and twitches: a carnal rime 

of memoryé a beginning of amnesiaé 

 Speram cń, luat de val, voi scńpa ´n anonimat: cine n-ar 

vrea o aĺa iertare? 

 I was hoping that,  carried away by the water, I will 

evade in anonymity: who wouldnõt want to be forgiven in such 

a manner? 

 ăUnde merge mia merge ĺi sutaó, g©ndeam. ăUnde sunt 

cei mulŤi, voi merge ĺi euó. ăSń sńrim acum, c©nd pare cń nu se 

uitń nimeni!ó. 

 òIn for a penny,  in for a pound,ó I used to think. òI will 

go with the crowd.ó òLetõs jump now while no one is looking!ó 

 Degeaba: rńm©neam tot pe mal. Aici, cel puŤin, puteam 

sń mń pipńi continuu. Sń mń camuflez ´n cei mulŤi. Sń secret 

rńgazuri ĺi ´nfńŤisńri... 

 

 

 To no avail: I would still remain on the shore. Here, at 

least, I could feel myself continuously. Camouflage myself in 

the crowd. Secrete pauses and appearancesé  

 

(Cel mai bine camufleazń roĺeaŤa obrajilor inocenŤi. De pildń, 

bieŤii mei copaci nu ĺtiu sń se ascundń, scoarŤa le dezveleĺte 

visele, ´i dń de gol... Prin venele picioarelor, ochii li se scurg ´n 

pńm©nt. Un sistem complex de vase, artere ĺi rńdńcini... 

(Best at camouflaging the blush of innocent cheeks. For 

instance, my poor trees donõt know how to hide, their bark 

unveils their dreams, it gives them awayé Through their veiny 

trunks their eyes trickle down in the ground. A complex system 
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of vessels, arteries and rootsé 

Într -un mod asemńnńtor ĺi eu urma sń fiu denunŤat. N-aveam 

nicio scńpare ´n fertil, ca aici. Ĺi oricum, trupul meu mńrturisea 

jenat tot, ca recruŤii la examinarea medicalń. Ca inocentul 

´nceput de erecŤie c©nd severa doctoriŤń, cu ochelarii ei sexy, ´Ťi 

ridicń ´n sus ciocul Ťuguiat al penisului, cu ochi de pasńre 

scrutńtor) 

 

* 

I should have been denounced in a similar way. There was no 

escape in the fertile, as is here. And anyway, my body was 

abashedly confessing everything, as the recruits do during the 

medical exam. Like the innocent start of an erection when the 

authoritaria n doctor, with her sexy glasses, lifts up the tapered 

beak of your  penis, with scrutinizing eyes ) 

 

* 

 

 Mńtuĺa care mń punea sń deĺertez ´n ĺanŤ zeci de gńleŤi 

de apń, mici ca niĺte degetare, ´ntreba de fiecare datń: ăEĺti 

martor cń i-am dat apń?ó óSunt martor!ó 

 The aunt, who used to tell me to empty scores of buckets 

of water, as small as thimbles, into the channel, would always 

ask: òDo you admit that I gave him water?ó òI do!ó 

 Pe atunci, în sud, mai circulau de capul lor unele vorbe, 

aidoma unor câini fńrń stńp©n. Sau mai bine zis, aidoma unor 

c©ini fńrń cap, sau unor capete de c©ine fńrń trup, ca exemplarul 

acela rusesc de laborator care saliva stupid, fiindcń nu avea 

stomac. 

 Back then, in the south, there were some whispers 

coming and going as they pleased, like some homeless dogs. 

Or, actually, like headless dogs, or dogs without bodies, like 

that Russian specimen in the lab which salivated vainly, 

because it didnõt have a stomach. 

 Stomacul fusese înlocuit cu un borcan în care barbotau, 

prin niĺte furtune, sucurile gastrice iluzorii ale foamei é 

 

 The stomach had been replaced with a jar in which, 

through some tubes, bubbled the illusive gastric juice of 

hungeré 
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 Scopul ´ntregii acestei poveĺti era ca apa sń ne conducń 

inconĺtientń la vizuinń. Sń ´i trńdńm visele virgine. Sń ´i 

spargem burta plinń de secrete. (Pe una din monezile comuniste 

era gravat un miner spńrg©nd ceva cu t©rnńcopul) 

 The point of this whole story was that the water would 

lead us unconsciously to the den. So we could betray its virgin 

dreams. So we could break its belly full of secrets. (On one of 

the communist coins there was a miner who cracked something 

with the hack)  

 Eram ´n sńptńm©na dupń paĺte. Urmńream fosforescenŤa 

corńbioarelor din coji de ouń, ´ndrept©ndu-se legńnate spre 

burŤile unor ape grase, ca niĺte peĺti Ťiuind sub pńm©nt. 

 It was the week after Easter. I was following the 

phosphorescence of the little ships made of egg shells, paddling 

towards the bellies of some deep waters, like fish screaming 

under the ground. 

 Am auzit ĺi zgomot mult de lume, voci petrec©nd, sau 

discuŤii aprinse ´ntre bńrbaŤi, iar sub perdeaua de ape i-am zńrit 

ĺi pe bunicii blajini ´n peĺterile lor subpńm©ntene, iluminaŤi ĺi 

calzi. 

 I also heard a lot of noise made by people, voices that 

were partying, or arguments between men, and under the 

curtain of water I also saw the gentle grandparents in their 

underground caves, lighted and warm.  

 Ca sń trec, trebuia gńsit podeŤul cel bun: chiar ĺi 

nevinovatele pâraie pot avea gropanele lor, unde piciorul se 

scufundń pe neaĺteptate. 

 In order to pass, I had to find the best platform: even the 

innocent brooks can have their holes, where the foot drowns 

unexpectedly. 

 Acolo, ´nceputul e deja fńcut ĺi existń lumi c©t acul de 

gńmńlie - capcanele mici ĺi ungherele ´nghit totul ca ĺarpele 

boa, pe nemestecate. 

 There, the beginning is already made and there are 

worlds as small as pins ð the small traps and the corners 

swallow everything like the boa, without chewing.  

 Cel mai bun loc era la intrarea bisericii: puteam pńrńsi  The best seat was at the entrance of the church: I could 
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fńrń sń deranjez. De acolo, vedeam chiar detalii... 

 

leave without disturbing. I co uld even see details from thereé 

 

 Oamenii scurĺi ´n fluviu, la gura de vńrsare a poftelor 

ghiftuite p©nń ´n g©t (´n mńrul lui Adam li se ´nt©mpla 

poticneala), fńceau o animaŤie mutń dar asurzitoare. 

 The people who were dropped in the river, at the mouth 

of satiated wishes (things stuck in their Adamõs apple), made a 

mute but deafening animation.  

 Din valuri, ieĺea c©te o m©nń sau un chip familiar: poate 

cń ´ntr-adevńr vreun prieten sau o rudń ´mi cereau ajutor, dar 

erau deodatń ´nghiŤiŤi. 

 Out of the water, there came out a hand or a familiar 

face: indeed, maybe a friend or a relative were asking for my 

help, but they were immediately swallowed.  

 Ridicńrile acelea pe pereŤi p©nń la turle ne lńsau cu 

unghiile tocite. Ce sń faci cu o singurń scarń, de pe care aproape 

toŤi cńŤńrńtorii cńdeau, fiind ´nghiŤiŤi de valuri? 

 Those bumps in the walls to the towers were making our 

nails blunt. Whatõs to be done with a single ladder, from which 

almost every climber fell, being swallowed by the waters?  

 La un moment dat, cineva (eu) din mulŤime a sńrit ´ntr-

un picior fńc©ndu-mi semn cu m©na, dar am clipit sń-mi 

umezesc corneea (noi, bńrbaŤii, nu pl©ngem dec©t ´nlńuntrul 

nostru), ceea ce a fńcut ca flńcńrile pictate ale iadului sń-ĺi miĺte 

limbile foarte veridic. Eram chiar eu cu familia într -un 

concediu. 

 At some point , someone (me) from the crowd hopped 

while waving at me, but I blinked in order to moisten my 

cornea (we, men, cry only on the inside), which made the 

painted flames of hell move their tongues glibly. It was actually 

me and my family on a holiday.  

 Atât de plecat fusesem astń varń, c©nd mń-ntorceam cu 

mama din Soveja, ´nc©t mń temeam cń acasń aĺ putea gńsi pe 

altcineva ð ´n lumea acvaticń (aĺa cum sunt Ťesuturile noastre 

mustind de ape) se cunosc destule cazuri de moluĺte parazit©nd 

 I had been gone so much last summer, when I was 

coming back from Soveja with my mother, that I feared I would 

find somebody else in the house ð in the aquatic world (like our 

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: cochilia calcaroasń a casei era la locul 

ei, chiar dacń puŤin miĺcatń. 

 But it wasnõt the case: the calcareous shell of the house 

was in its place, even if it was a little bit moved  

 ċn definitiv, toatń lumea ĺtie cń deĺertul ´nainteazń furiĺ, 

sau cń apele taie, puŤin c©te puŤin, felii dureroase de plajń. 

 In the end, everyone knows that the desert is stealthily 

advancing, or that the waters are cutting, little by little, painful 

pieces of beach. 

 Ĺi apoi cum sń pleci, c©nd nu e posibil sń scapi de tine? 

(Micile mele obiceiuri au clipit din ochi recunoscńtoare.) 

 

 And then how can you leave, when it is not possible to 

escape from yourself? (My little h abits blinked gratefully at 

me.) 

 

 

 Gura morm©ntului semńna perfect cu groapa rńmasń 

dupń extracŤia mńselei. Se vedea chiar ĺi iarba pe margini, ca 

pńrul pubian, uĺor rńnitń 

 The hole of the grave looked just like the hole that 

remains after the extraction of a jaw tooth. You could also see 

the grass at the borders, like pubic hair, a little injured.  

 De aceea, c©nd plecam, trebuia sń mń smulg ca dintr-o 

s©ngeroasń gingie. 

 That is why, when I left, I had to pull myself out like 

from a bleeding gum.  

 Rńm©nea mereu o gaurń ´n urma mea. Iar gaura începea 

sń-ĺi miĺte buzele. Vorbea ceva. 

 There was always a hole left behind me. And the hole 

was beginning to move its lips. It was saying something  

 C©nd reveneam, obiectele erau ´ntotdeauna miĺcate de la 

locul lor. Chiar dacń se prefńceau inerte (pe unele femei le-am 

avut aĺa, ´n somn, fńc©ndu-mń vizibil direct pe creasta visului 

 When I returned, the objects were always moved from 

where I had left them. Even if they were pretending to be inert 

(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.)  

 ċn aceste situaŤii, examinam cu atenŤie sń nu gńsesc 

cochilia mea ocupatń de altcineva, un parazit care sń ´mi sugń 

toatń biografia. (Se spune cń pńianjenii injecteazń o substanŤń 

care le lichefiazń muĺtelor abdomenul. Apoi le golesc 

conŤinutul, lńs©ndu-le Ťepene, de parcń ar fi ´mpńiate). 

 In these situations, I carefully examined my shell so that 

it wouldnõt be occupied by someone else, a parasite which 

would suck all my biography. (They say that s piders inject a 

substance which liquates the fliesõ stomach. Then they empty 

them, leaving them immobile, as if they were stuffed).  

 De cele mai multe ori dńdeam ´nsń tot de mine, 

locuindu -mń tacticos. Nu scńpam de mine nicńieri. 

 But most of the times I couldnõt find anyone else there 

but me, living me leisurely. I couldnõt escape anywhere from 

myself. 

 Dar mń retrńgeam elegant, cńci fiecare clipń avea 

propriul sńu tunel care ´ĺi consuma gura p´nń la capńt. Nu era 

bine sń le intersectezi. 

 

* 

 But I was gallantly retreating, because every moment 

had its own tunnel which consumed its mouth until the end. It 

was no good crossing them. 

 

* 

 

 Acum cń tata a murit, pot sń mńrturisesc: toatń viaŤa mi-a 

fost foame. 

 Now that my father is dead, I can confess: I have been 

hungry all my life.  

 MulŤi vor spune cń nu e nici o scofalń ´n asta: ´n definitiv 

ĺtim cń trebuie sń-Ťi fie mereu foame. 

 Many people will say that this isnõt such a big deal: in 

the end we know that you always have to be hungry.  

 Trebuie sń-Ťi fie mereu foame, altminteri cine ĺtie ce 

lucruri groaznice se pot întâmpla!  

 You always have to be hungry, or else who knows what 

horrible things may happen!  
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 Eu eram flńm©nd de faŤń, bolnav dupń privire. Aĺ fi 

´nfulecat hulpav p©inea iertńrii, dar unde sń o gńsesc? 

 I was hungry for faces, sick for looks. I would have 

guzzled the bread of forgiveness, but where would I find it?  

 Mi -era foame ´n celule, cerul gurii t©njea dupń ´nfńŤiĺńri. 

Aĺ fi m©ncat orice era solubil: vreo vorbń, femeie sau faptń care 

sń ´mi umple g©tul de saŤiu. Papilele gustative se umpluserń de 

pńm©nt. F©nt©nile aveau ochii plini de pńm©nt. Pielea mi se 

fńcuse un covor de ochi uscaŤi, ca niĺte seminŤe vis©nd ploioase. 

 My cells were hungry, my palate was aching for 

appearances. I would have eaten anything soluble: a word, 

woman or act which would fill my throat with satiety. My taste 

buds were filled with soil. The fountainsõ eyes were filled with 

soil. My skin had become a carpet of dried eyes, like some rainy 

seeds dreaming. 

 De-at©ta uscńciune a salivei, ´mi venea sń intru cu 

mitraliera ´n cei mulŤi. 

 Because of such a drought of my saliva, I wanted to go 

with the machine -gun in the mob. 

 De aceea, privirile oamenilor mi se agńŤau de haine 

miloase ĺi veneam cu ele acasń agńŤate de stofa ca niĺte scaieŤi. 

(Odatń, am vńzut un c©ine cu abdomenul rupt, era o searń de 

asfinŤit, care ´ĺi dezgolea mńruntaiele: privirea c©inelui ´mi 

intrase sub piele ca un ĺpan. Mi l-a scos soŤia de sub piele cu 

vârful unui ac.)  

 That is why, the peopleõs looks were compassionately 

hanging on my clothes and I was coming home with them 

hanging on my cloth like some burdocks. (Once, I saw a dog 

with its stomach ripped, it was sunset, which was stripping its 

entrails: the look of the dog had entered under my skin like a 

splinter. My wife got it out with a needle point.)  

 Cine se ´ncumeta sń ´ĺi aventureze ochiul ´n digestia mea 

ad©ncń, fńrń riscul de a fi absorbit? Nebńgat ´n seamń, mń 

atrofiam, ca un organ nefolosit. 

 Who could venture his eye in m y deep digestion without 

the risk of being absorbed? Being ignored, I was emaciating, 

like an unused organ. 

 Muream dacń nu eram vńzut.  

 

 I had to be observed! 
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 Era o nevoie urgentń. ċn copilńrie, dńdeam fuga la tatńl 

meu, cu o jucńrie ´n braŤe, cerĺindu-i atenŤia. De cele mai multe 

ori, tata era obosit, prins într -unul din frecventele lui momente 

de severitate. 

 It was an urgent need. In childhood, I would go running 

to my father with a toy in my arms, begging for his attention. 

Most of the times, my father was tired, caught in one of his 

frequent moments of harshness. 

 Severitatea, iatń un lucru de care aveam nevoie. ċncń de 

atunci dezordinea ´mi producea atacuri de panicń. 

 Harshness, here is a thing that I needed. Ever since then, 

mess gave me panic attacks. 

 ăLasń-l, nu-l mai deranja! Vezi cń Tatńl e foarte ocupat!ó, 

spunea mama. 

 òLeave him alone, do not disturb him! Father is very 

busy!ó mother used to say. 

 Era ´n regulń, cineva mai Ťinea socoteala! Eu trebuia sń 

mń simt ´n continuare vinovat. ăSń nu uitó, ´mi notam. 

 It was fine, someone was still keeping count! I had to 

keep feeling guilty. òDo not forget,ó I would note. 

 Mai t©rziu, Tata era ocupat sń fie bolnav. Boala devenise 

o activitate profesionalń care ´i lua tot timpul ĺi ´l fńcea supńrat. 

(Mń g©ndeam sń fac o afacere tipńrind cńrŤi de vizitń pe care sń 

scrie: ăcutareó, bolnav. Oamenii se identificau cu bolile lor.) 

 Later, Father was busy being sick. The sickness had 

become a professional activity which kept him busy all the tim e 

and made him angry. (I was thinking about making business by 

printing visit cards on which it was written: òwhoeveró, sick. 

People identified with their sicknesses.) 

 Apoi, Tata era ocupat sń fie mort ð o profesiune serioasń. 

MorŤii au fost ´ntotdeauna stimaŤi ĺi preŤuiŤi. Abia dupń ce 

mori, apar cu adevńrat prietenii noi. (Din trecutul umed apar 

foĺtii trńdńtori, calzi ĺi utili: cum ai putea sń nu le fii 

recunoscńtor?) 

 Then, Father was busy being dead ð a serious profession. 

The dead have always been appreciated and cherished. New 

friends really appear only after you are dead. (From the wet 

past emerge de ex-traitors , warm and useful: how could you 

not be grateful to them?) 
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 Dupń ce tata a murit, evapor©ndu-se ca o picńturń de apń 

pe o tablń ´ncinsń, am ´nceput sń g©ndesc at©t de intens, cń mi se 

auzeau dinŤii scr©ĺnind. 

 After my father died, melting into thin air like a drop of 

water on a hot sheet-metal, I started to think so intensely, that 

you could hear my teeth grinding.  

 Credeam cń morŤii sunt serioĺi. Da de unde, nici ei nu 

mai sunt ce-au fost! Nu mai sunt cei pe care altńdatń te puteai 

baza! 

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

what they used to be! They are no longer the ones you can rely 

on! 

 Cu progresele medicinei, nu mai este o distincŤie foarte 

clarń ´ntre ei ĺi cei ´n viaŤń. 

 With all this progress in medicine, there is no longer a 

clear distinction between them and those who are still alive.  

 Ruĺii au Ťinut conectat la aparate un cap de c©ine fńrń 

stomac, ce saliva c©nd simŤea mirosul de m©ncare. Ulterior, i-au 

citit ĺi encefalograma: spunea ceva de genul ăia te uitń, de c©te 

ori salivez, ńĺtia aprind lumina roĺieó.  

 The Russians kept a dogõs head without a stomach 

connected to machines, it salivated when it smelled food. 

Afterwards, they read its encephalogram: it said something like 

òwould you look at that, every time I salivate, these people turn 

on the red light.ó 

 Dragii mei morŤi ´ĺi sorb supa de pomanń ´n cer, 

zgomotos, cu o lingurń av©nd coada lungń de-un cot: o zeamń 

diluatń, ca cerul gurii ´n care sicriul se ´nalŤń absorbit. 

 My dear dead people sip the free soup in heaven, loudly, 

with a spoon that has a very long handle: a tasteless soup, like 

the palate in which the coffin rises up absorbed. 

 La sńrbńtoarea proletariatului, de ´nt©i mai, lńsam 

baloanele sń se ´nalŤe roĺii. Trupul meu era o nacelń care se 

ridica deodatń, ca bńtaia de aripń a unui porumbel. 

 On Labour Day, the first of May, we would let the red 

balloons fly high. My body was a baske t which would instantly 

rise, like the flutter of a pigeon.  

 Apoi, ziua se dizolva în papilele gustative.   After that, the day would dilute into the taste buds.  
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 Sunt ĺi eu tot un cap de c©ine care viseazń. 

 

 I am also a dogõs head that is dreaming. 

 

 Mi se str©ngea inima, dar aveam senzaŤia cń pńrinŤii 

noĺtri o cam luaserń razna. Aĺa se face cń nu mń mai miram 

c©nd ´nt©lneam pe stradń morŤi vorbind de unii singuri.  

 

 My heart was aching, but I had the feeling that our 

parents were beginning to go off the rails. This is why I stopped 

being surprised when I met dead people on the street talking to 

themselves. 

 ċn grńdiniŤa Mihai Bravu din spatele Grńdinii Botanice, 

era un cerĺetor care vorbea cu extratereĺtrii printr-o cutie de 

chibrituri. Treceam de la  liceu special pe acolo sń ´l batjocorim - 

cu inima str©nsń. 

 In Mihai Bravu kindergarten behind the Botanical 

Garden, there was a beggar who would talk with aliens 

through a match box. We passed by from the special high 

school to mock him ð with an aching  heart. 

 Lumea nu ´i mai bńga ´n seamń pe aceĺti oameni, 

confundându -i cu sńracii cimitirelor, chiar dacń unii dintre ei, 

deĺi fńrń trup, aveau totuĺi Ťinutń, unii fuseserń actori, fuseserń 

ceva la viaŤa lor... 

 

 People stopped paying attention to these people, 

mistaking them for the poor people from the cemetery, even if 

some of them, although without a body, still held themselves 

well, some of them had been actors, they had been someone 

while they were aliveé 

 Nu trebuie sń intri ´n conversaŤie cu ei, cńci ´mproaĺcń cu 

salivń mortuarń ĺi, dacń strńnutń, e bine sń te fereĺti din calea 

jetului pulverizat, care poate fi letal. (Ĺi eu umblam cu o sticluŤń 

de spirt parfumat cu care ´mi dezinfectam pe furiĺ pe m©na rece 

de mort pe care le-o ´ntindeam celorlalŤi) 

 

 You mustnõt have a conversation with them, because 

they splash mortuary saliva and, if t hey sneeze, youõd better 

avoid t he spray, it can be lethal. (I used to walk with a bottle of 

perfumed alcohol with which I stealthily cleaned my dead-cold 

hand wh ich I used for greetings) 
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 Revenind la colŤul cu infarctul: stńteam acolo ghemuit, 

strângându-mi inima cu un garou. Durea doar v©rful sńgeŤii 

moi de carne, dar plńcut. 

 Coming back to the corner with the heart -attack: I was 

sitting there, squatted, binding my heart with a tourniquet. 

Only the arrowhead hurt, but in a nice way.  

 Asta fńcea ca balonul de care mń agńŤam sń aibń o forŤń 

ascensionalń mai micń dec©t credeam. (ċn copilńrie, scoteam din 

branhiile peĺtilor saci mici de aer pe care ´i plesneam cu pocnet 

sub picior)  

 This made the balloon on which I was hanging have a 

smaller uplift than I thought. (In childhood, I used remove from 

fishõs branchia little sacks of air which I smashed under my 

foot) 

 De aceea mń trezeam de mai multe ori pe noapte: 

zburam ce zburam ĺi deodatń mń frecam ca o nacelń cu fundul 

de pńm©nt. (DimineŤile ´mi priveam ´n oglindń urmele 

zgârieturilor pe fesele roz.) 

 That is why I usually woke up several times a night: I 

would fly and fly and all of a sudden I would be rubbing my 

butt on the ground like a basket. (In the mornings I looked in 

the mirror at the bruises left on my pink buttocks.)  

 Dacń tot mń trezeam, mń mai duceam odatń la toaletń. 

Cńutam ceva precis ´n frigider: un ceas deĺteptńtor, care odatń 

luat în mânń ´ncepea sń se scuture p©nń c©nd ´nveliĺul cromat i 

se desfolia ca o ceapń. Uneori ´mi gńseam acolo degetele 

crenwurĺti ĺi le aruncam c©t colo sc©rbit. Iar uitam. 

 Since I was already up, I would go to the bathroom one 

more time. I was looking for someth ing specific in the fridge: an 

alarm clock, which once in my hand would start to shake until 

its chromate case exfoliated like an onion. I would sometimes 

find my sausage fingers there and I would throw them away 

disgusted. I was starting to forget again. 

 M©ncam o bucatń de p©ine uscatń cu un cocoloĺ de icre 

grupate ca niĺte ochi. Celulele nu mi se sńturau p©nń nu 

´nghiŤeam niĺte br©nzń de caprń, ca un cocoloĺ de var. 

 I would eat a piece of stale bread with a clump of caviar 

put together like two eyes. M y cells would only be satisfied 

after I swallowed some goat cheese, like a clump of chalk. 
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 Sufeream de avitaminozń, spleen ĺi carenŤa unor 

oligoelemente, ceea ce mń fńcea un exemplar slab, cu probleme 

de supravieŤuire. 

 I was suffering from avitaminosis,  spleen and the 

deficiency of some oligoelements, which made me a weak 

specimen, with survival issues. 

 Cu imunitatea stńteam prost. Iar cu respiraŤia mea 

dezordonatń, ´nregistram mari pierderi de rigoare (mń ´ntrebam 

cum pot sń mń mai amintesc.) 

 I had a poor immune system. And because of my 

irregular breathing, I recorded large losses of rigor (I wondered 

how I could remember myself.)  

 ċn mod normal trebuia sń fiu mort de mult. Trebuia chiar 

sń fiu refuzat la ´nmulŤire. 

 Normally, I should have been dead for a while now. I 

should actually have been refused during conception.  

 ċn schimb, toate acestea mń fńceau interesant ´n ochii 

femeilor. Era suficient sń fiu bolnav. Tata ´mi spunea cń nu mai 

era nevoie de alt ĺiretlic. 

 

 

 Instead, all these made me look interesting in the eyes of 

women. It was enough to be sick. My father told me that there 

was no need for another trick. 

 

 Ĺi acum despre Tata: ´n afarń de faptul cń afiĺa, ´n 

general, o minń proastń, tatńl meu avea o meteahnń, aĺa cum se 

´nt©mplń cu morŤii timizi - era st©ngaci, cńlca ´n strńchini la 

fiecare pas. 

 And now about Father: besides the fact that he usually 

put on a bad mood, my father had a fault, like it usually 

happens with the shy deceased ð he was clumsy and butter-

fingered. 

 Dńdea buzna ´n viaŤa mea fńrń sń anunŤe, iar ´n vise ´mi 

intra în contratimp, era un foarte prost dansator.  

 He used to barge into my life without notice, and he 

entered my dreams out of step, he was a very bad dancer. 

 Nu avea nicio relaŤie mai de doamne-ajutń nici cu spaŤiul. 

Iar ´ncercńrile mele de a-l fotografia (unele fantome se mai lasń 

 He had no better relationship with space either. A nd my 

attempts of taking a photo of him (some ghosts let themselves 
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surprinse cu cochetńrie de pelicula fotograficń) se soldau cu 

imaginea unui simplu turbion ori a unei spirale ca de fum.  

be shot in a stylish way) resulted in a picture with a simple 

swirl or a smoke loop.  

 Apoi, tata nu avea tact: uita cń aveam ĺi noi nevoile 

noastre (ĺi aveam, slavń domnului, nu doar paraziŤi intestinali 

ci ĺi alte candidoze ĺi nevoi). Se purta de parcń ar fi trebuit sń ne 

ocupńm numai de el. 

 Also, my father was tactless: he forgot we also had our 

needs (and, thanks God, we had them, not only helminths, but 

also candidiasis and other needs). He was acting like we should 

have taken care only of him. 

 Mń deranja c©nd ´mi era lumea mai dragń (deseori chiar 

´n timp ce fńceam dragoste), Ťeapńn ĺi mut, o fantomń 

demodatń ´n care nici mńcar morŤii nu mai credeau. 

 He used to bother me at the most inappropriate times 

(frequently even while I was making love), tense and mute, an 

old-fashioned ghost which lost its credibility even in the face of 

the deceased. 

 Mń vizita ´n somn, prins ´n hore stranii, c©nt©nd la 

instrumente alńmite ĺi ´mproĺc©nd o salivń de rńu augur. 

 He would visit me in my sleep, caught in strange dances, 

playing brass instruments and splattering ill -omen saliva. 

 Venea ´nsoŤit de noii lui prieteni, o gaĺcń de faliŤi sub 

forma unei mulŤimi de nuntaĺi cu haine multicolore ĺi feŤe 

încremenite într -un urlet mut ca jocul de cńluĺari. 

 He would come with his new friends, a gang of broke 

men disguised into a mob of wedding guests dressed in 

colourful clothes having their faces transfixed in a roar as silent 

as the cńluĺari dance. 

 Noroc cń gńseam resurse ´n vis ĺi, chiar dacń picioarele 

´mi erau nńclńite ca ´ntr-o magmń, evitam ´n ultima clipń 

´nt©lnirea, intr©nd pe o uliŤń lateralń, brusc. 

 I was lucky to find the means in my dream and, even if 

my feet were dirty as if covered with magma, I was able to 

avoid the last-minute meeting, suddenly entering an alleyway.  

 Sń ´Ťi iasń ´n cale o nuntń e semn rńu. 

 

 To meet a wedding crowd is bad omen. 
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 Poate tata se complexa cń n-are trup. Adevńrul e cń avea 

dreptate: ´mi amintesc ruĺinea goliciunii noastre, adolescenŤi 

fiind, la ´ncorporare, fixaŤi de privirea ascuŤitń, peste ochelari, a 

doctoriŤei cu s©nii ĺi ochii gri. 

 Maybe my father didnõt have any confidence because he 

didnõt have a body. The truth is he was right: I remember the 

shame of our nudity, being teenagers, at the time of 

conscription, assessed with the sharp look, over glasses, of the 

sexy doctress with grey eyes. 

 Sfârcurile femeilor mele au fost întotdeauna 

fosforescente ĺi luminau ´n noapte ca niĺte ochi. (Am vńzut 

acum cń niĺte ´ntreprinzńtori au inventat chiloŤii 

chimioluminiscenŤi, care sń te cńlńuzeascń ´n noapte. Nu se 

comparń.) 

 My womenõs nipples were always phosphorescent and 

they shined in the night like eyes. (I saw that now some 

business men have invented some chemiluminescent 

underwear, which can guide you in the night. Thereõs no way 

comparison.) 

 Neavând trup, tata nu putea presta lucru mecanic, care 

este egal cu forŤa ´nmulŤitń cu deplasarea. Asta fńcea ca energia 

antrenatń ´n desele sale apariŤii sń fie fizic neglijabilń, cńci se ĺtie 

cń energia reprezintń lucrul mecanic efectuat ´n unitatea de 

timp. Ca urmare, bieŤii noĺtri morŤi ar trebui trataŤi cu mai 

multń toleranŤń, av©nd ´n vedere cń nu consumau mai nimic, ei 

nu au nevoie ca noi de resurse. 

 Having no body, my father couldnõt do mechanics, 

which equals with force multiplied with movement. This made 

the energy he used in his frequent apparition s be physically 

ignorable, it is well known that energy represents the 

mechanical work accomplished in a clock unit. As a result, our 

poor deceased should be treated with more tolerance, given the 

fact that they use up hardly anything, they donõt need any 

resources like we do. 

 Ca toŤi sfinŤii, Tata se hrńnea cu faptele mele, care erau 

pentru el un aliment ´ntńritor. 

Like all saints, Father would feed with my deeds, which to him 

were an invigorating nourishment.  
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 ċn loc de sucul natural de morcovi, mere ĺi varzń, ´ĺi 

prepara un pahar proaspńt stors de gesturi. Banana din care 

muĺcam ĺi pe care o dńdeam cerĺetorului ´n colŤul bisericii 

sf©ntul Ilie, cu saliva mea ´ncń prezentń pe marginea 

muĺcńturii, mergea la fix. Mai ales cń maŤele ´ncń ´mi ghiorŤńiau 

ĺi stomacul se zbńtea ´n gol de pofta miezului galben, de parcń 

tocmai l-ar fi ´nghiŤit. 

 Instead of making the carrot, apple and cabbage juice for 

himself, he would make a nice freshly squeezed glass of 

gestures. The banana I would bite into and give to the beggar in 

the corner of St. Ilieõs church, with my saliva still on the edge of 

the bite, was perfect. Especially since my stomach was still 

growling uselessly in desire of the yellow core, as if it had just 

swallowed it.  

 Mica noastrń abstinenŤń a zilelor de post e linsń de morŤi 

ca o miere pioasń. 

 Our little abstinence in fast days is licked by the 

deceased like a pious honey. 

(Semnalez de urgenŤń lipsa unui tratat despre digestia fiinŤelor 

din lumea de dincolo: ar fi nu numai un valoros compendiu 

culinar, dar ĺi un ´ndreptar necesar celor vii, un fel de autorizat 

cod etic. 

(I draw the attention to the absence of a treatise on the digestion 

of the beings in the after-world: it would not only be a valuable 

gastronomic compendium, but also a necessary guide for the 

living, a sort of authorized ethical code.  

Pentru cń se ĺtie cń binele ĺi rńul sunt niĺte indispoziŤii ale 

morŤilor, aĺa cum visele rele vin de la stomac.) 

 

 

 

Because everyone knows that good and evil are some 

indispositions of the deceased, just as bad dreams come from 

the stomach.) 

 

 Pe l©ngń nuditatea orbitoare a morŤilor fńrń corp, 

goliciunea noastrń de recruŤi era un adevńrat veĺm©nt... 

 Besides the blinding nudity of the bodiless deceased, our 

recruit nakedness was a real garbé 

 C©teodatń, ea lumina: c©nd eram adolescent, trupul gol  Sometimes, it would lighten: when I was a teenager, the 
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iradia o tńcutń fosforescenŤń. Fetele spuneau cń din cauza l©nii 

woolmark a puloverelor pe care ĺi le trńgeau peste cap. 

naked body irradiated a  silent phosphorescence. The girls 

would say that it was because of the woolmark wool of the 

sweaters with which they dressed. 

 Se electrizau ĺi deveneau chimioluminiscente. Pielea lor, 

cu pori mici, torcea din micile lor celule generatoare de 

electricitate. 

 

* 

 They would electrify and become a chemiluminescent. 

Their skin, with small pores, was purring from their small cells 

which generated electricity.  

 

* 

 

 Cine poate spune (except©nd vreun biet sf©nt rńtńcit) cń 

s-a sńturat? 

 Who can say (except some poor lost saint) that heõs had 

enough? 

 ċn adolescenŤń, c©nd mń aĺezam pe pat, cu ochii ´n tavan, 

mń cuprindea imediat foamea ca o erecŤie. 

 In my adolescence, when I would lie in bed, with my 

eyes staring at the ceiling, an intense hunger, like an erection, 

would possess me. 

 ċmi lńsa gura apń de lumea pe care aĺ fi ´nghiŤit-o. Aĺ fi 

savurat-o pe limba mea, pe cuv©nt. (Cńlugńrul de la M©nństirea 

BistriŤa spunea cń ´i e foame de lumea cealaltń.) 

 My mouth would water because of the world I would 

have swallowed. I would have savoured it on my tongue, I tell 

you. (The monk from Bistri ta Monastery would say that he was 

hungry for the after -world.)  

 C©nd o atingeam cu m©na (minunatń ĺi de ne´nŤeles 

prelungire este mâna proprie, rece, de mort), iubita mea saliva 

´n douń feluri: ´n cerul gurii, un nectar sńŤios ĺi ´n vaginul 

 When I touched her with my hand (wonderful and 

inexplicable extension is my dead-cold hand), my lover would 

salivate in two ways: on the palate, a tasty juice and in her 
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limpede vorbe, gâlgâit izvor.  vagina, clear words, gargling spring well.  

 Ĺi eu deveneam mai locvace. Norocul ´mi stńtea pe 

limbń. Cńdea un fel de inspiraŤie papilarń (prietenii mei 

pocheriĺti spuneau cń simt o carte bunń ´n urinń). 

 I would also become chattier. Luck was on the tip of my 

tongue. Some kind of papillary inspiration would fall (my 

friends from poker said  that I could feel a good card in my 

urine).  

 Unele cuvinte erau ca trupurile solubile, se dizolvau 

imediat.  

 Some words were like soluble bodies, they would 

immediately dissolve.  

 ċĺi volatilizau carnea ´n cer, ca spirtul tratat cu albastru 

de metil, sń nu ´l bea beŤivii. De aceea la morgń cadavrele se 

pństreazń ´n formol, compoziŤia chimicń e similarń. 

 

 

 

 They would volatilize their meat in the sky, like alcohol 

mixed with methylene blue, so that the drunkards wouldnõt 

drink it . That is why the bodies are kept in formalin at the 

morgue, the chimical composition is similar.  

 

 Am bńut odatń c©nd eram student, un amestec dubios de 

alcool filtrat prin franzelń. 

 I once drank when I was a student, a strange 

combination of alcohol filtered through French bre ad. 

 Restul p©inii albastre, ca o prescurń, am pus-o într -o 

pungń de plastic ĺi am ciugulit din ea p©nń la catedrala 

metropolitanń, unde am cńzut beat. Eram cu t©mpla pe strana 

st©ngń, acolo unde se aprindeau lum©nńrile pentru morŤi. 

Câteva femei îmi puseserń la frunte flori reci ca o aspirinń. 

  I put into a plastic bag the rest of the blue bread, like a 

prosphora, and I pecked at it until I got to the metropolitan 

cathedral, where I fell down drunk. My temple was on the left 

stall, where the candles for the deceased were lighted. Some 

women had put some cold flowers on my forehead, like an 

aspirin.  
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 Viitorul, fiind o surprizń, s©ngera la t©mplń viclean. Se 

scurgea pe jos amestecându-se cu praful ĺi, din combinaŤiile lui 

accidentale, ieĺeau zilele ca niĺte cocoloaĺe de p©ine. Pe care le 

mestec ĺi acumé 

 The future, being unknown, was bleeding on my temple 

like a vixen. It was flowing on the floor, blending with the dust 

and, from its accidental combinations, the days came out like 

some pellets. Which I am still chewing...  

(Pe care le voi scuipa în purgatoriu ca pisica aceea a mea care a 

murit ´n accese de tuse, expector©nd gheme de carne ĺi pńr). 

 

 

(Which I will spit in purgatory like that cat of mine which died 

because of a cough spasm, expectorating balls of meat and fur). 

 

 ċncń de mic, mama mń ´ntreba: ăte-ai sńturat, dragul 

meu?ó. Nu ĺtia c©t rńu putea sń ´mi facń grija ei, ca ĺi cum ar fi 

vrut sń mń omoare ´ncetul cu ´ncetul. 

 Since I was little, my mother would ask me: ódo you 

want something mor e to eat, my darling?ó. She didnõt know 

how much her care hurt me, as if she wanted to kill me little by 

little.  

 De c©te ori beam paharul cu apń rece de la frigider, 

inima ´mi f©lf©ia: ĺtiam cń va veni o vreme c©nd voi plńti, c©nd 

gheara satisfacŤiilor acestea mici ´mi va fi smulsń, aĺa cum 

scoteam c©rligul peĺtilor, ´nghiŤit de poftń, prin g©t. 

 Every time I drank the glass of cold water from the 

fridge, my heart fluttered: I knew that there would come a time 

when I would pay, when the grip of these litt le satisfactions 

would be fetched from me, in the way I pulled out the fishõs 

hook, swallowed with appetite, through the neck.  

 Adevńrul se dńdea de gol, jenat ĺi el de luminoasa 

nuditate. ċi auzeam pe mama ĺi tata strig©nd prin hol, 

alergându-se prin casń, cń ăs-au sńturató unul de altul. Ĺtiam de 

multń vreme cń deveniserń neatenŤi - o imprudenŤń care se 

 The truth was giving itself away, embarassed by the 

luminous nudity. I would hear mum and dad shouting in the 

hall, chasing each other through the house, saying that they 

have óhad enoughó of each other. I had known for a long time 
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plńteĺte cu viaŤa. that they had become careless ð an imprudence you pay with 

your life.  

  (O sa ajung sń propovńduiesc prin oraĺe ca Ioan 

Botezńtorul, numai cń eu nu le voi cere oamenilor sń se 

pocńiascń, ci doar sń fie atenŤi. ăFraŤilor, sń fiŤi atenŤió. Doar 

at©ta o sń le zic.) 

 

 

 (I will become like  John the Baptist, I will preach through 

the cities, only I will not ask people to atone, only to pay 

attention. óBrothers, pay attention.ó This is all I am going to say 

to them.) 

 

 ċn ceea ce mń priveĺte, at©ta vreme m©ncasem din mine, 

´nc©t mń subŤiasem pe dinńuntru. 

 As far as I am concerned, I have been eating bits of 

myself for such a long time, that I have become thinner on the 

inside. 

 Rńmńsesem doar coaja fragilń ĺi at©t de subŤire, ´nc©t la 

cea mai micń loviturń mń puteam crńpa (ochii iubitei mele din 

clasa a opta, c©nd ĺi-a pierdut fecioria, erau aĺa, ca doi globi 

albaĺtri, fisuraŤi de viniĺoare ca niĺte fulgere ozonate). 

 I had become only the fragile and very thin crust, that at 

the softest kick could break (the eyes of my eighth grade lover, 

when she lost her virginity, were like two blue globes, broken 

by little veins which looked like some lightnings full of ozone).  

 Mń puteam crńpa ca o vazń fragilń dacń mń loveam cu 

ĺoldul de masń, aĺa cum fac c©ntńreŤele acelea cu trupul ca o 

nacelń, la restaurant. 

 I could break like a fragile vase if I hit my hip against the 

table, like those singers with the body like a basket, in the 

restaurant. 

 ċmi rosesem unghiile ĺi degetele p©nń la rńdńcinń, iar 

într -o zi m-am surprins cń voiam sń ´mi mńn©nc chiar ĺi capul. 

 I had chewed my nails off, and one day I was very 

surprised to realize that I also wanted to eat my head. 

 ăIa stai puŤin, ce vreau eu sń fac aici?ó mi-am spus.  óWait a minute, what am I doing here?ó I asked myself. 
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 Mń ´nghiŤisem deja pe jumńtate c©nd mi-am dat seama 

cń nu ´mi pot ´nghiŤi chiar capul. PereŤilor le-ar sńri ochii ĺi 

bulbul rahidian.  

 I had already swallowed half of myself when I realized 

that I could not actually swallow my head. The eyes and the 

rachidian bulb of the wal ls would bounce.  

 Nici ceilalŤi nu mń mai ´nghiŤeau, le deveneam tuturor 

nesuferit. Asta era un semn de moarte. 

 The others couldnõt tolerate me anymore either, I was 

starting to become unlikeable to everyone. This was a sign of 

death. 

 Prea mń crezusem inepuizabi l.Venise vremea sń schimb 

macazul. 

 

 

 For too long I had told myself that I was inexhaustible. 

The time had come to change the turnout. 

  

 Macazul este un dispozitiv mecanic ca o pârghie cu care 

se dezlipesc sau lipesc douń ĺine de tren sau de tramvai de pe 

un traseu. 

 The turnout is a mechanical device like a rope with 

which they unglue or glue two railways or two tram rails on a 

track. 

 ċn felul acesta, locomotiva ĺi vagoanele ´ĺi schimbń 

mersul, cu oamenii lor dinńuntru, cu tot. 

 This way, the railway engine and the wagons change 

their track, along with the men inside them.  

 Ei cred cń sunt tot ´n acelaĺi vagon, ´n aceeaĺi cuĺcń, ceea 

ce e adevńrat, dar drumul s-a schimbat. (Dacń ar fi c©t de c©t 

atenŤi, ar simŤi o neliniĺte ´n sufletele lor.) 

 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.)  

 Vńzusem aĺa ceva, ´n copilńrie, la unchiul Vasile care era 

mecanic de locomotivń la Jibou. 

 I had seen something like that, in childhood, at my uncle 

Vasile who was a railway engine mechanic at Jibou. 

 El îmi explicase principiile geometriei lobacevskiene, adicń  He had explained to me the principles of lobacevskian 
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douń linii paralele se ´nt©lnesc totuĺi ´ntr-un punct, dacń ai 

suficientń rńbdare la p©ndń sń observi. 

geometry: two parallel lines which still meet in one point, if you 

have enough patience to observe it. 

 El, care era mecanic de locomotivń, ĺtia, toatń viaŤa se 

gândise la asta. Dacń ĺinele se unesc, atunci imposibilul era 

desfiinŤat, iar liniĺtea noastrń o iluzie. 

 He, who was a railway engine mechanic, knew, he had 

been thinking about that his whole life. If the railways met, then 

the impossible was abolished, and our peace was an illusion. 

 Unchiul Vasile avea o pńlńrie ´n formń de clop, de sub 

borurile cńreia ´i ieĺeau urechile mari ca de mńgar. 

 Uncle Vasile had a hat and his ears as big as a donkeyõs 

came out from under its brims.  

 Deseori, în timp ce îmi expunea ĺtiinŤa sa, lńs©nd-mń sń 

trag de maneta alarmei, vedeam cum capul lui se alungeĺte ĺi 

dinŤii mari ca niĺte lopeŤi ´i transformń cńpńŤ©na ca un craniu. 

 Very often, as he would tell me what he knew, letting me 

pull the trigger of the alarm, I could see how his head got 

longer and his teeth, as big as shovels, transformed his head in 

a skull. 

 Locomotiva înainta lovind cu pieptul aerul fierbinte, 

nńucind musculiŤele efemeride care nu ĺtiau cauza gurii ce le va 

fi absorbit.  

 The railway engine would move forw ard, it would kick 

the air with its chest, puzzling the little flies which didnõt know 

the cause of the mouth which will have absorbed them. 

 Maĺina de oŤel era ca guvizii pe care ´i pescuiam la 

Marea Neagrń, iar musculiŤele erau planctonul hrńnitor. Practic, 

lumea era un plancton de gesturi mńrunte pe care le ´nghiŤeam 

´n stomac, cńci ´mi intrau ´n cavitatea bucalń prin nas. 

 The steel car was like the frog fish I used to fish at the 

Black Sea, and the little flies were the nourishing plankton. 

Practically, the world was a plankton of small gestures which I 

swallowed and which entered in my mouth through my nose.  

 În dosul hubloului, cu spatele drept, ŤanŤoἨ, la maneta de 

comandń, se afla un copil trńg©nd dupń el ĺarpele roĺu al 

Ťipńtului sirenei de alarmń ĺi mecanicul cu faŤa lungń de mńgar. 

 In the back of the porthole, with his back straight, 

proudly, at the operating handle, there was a child who drew 

along the red snake of the screaming alarm signal and the 
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 mechanic with a long face as a donkeyõs.  

 

(Când a murit, bunica s-a ridicat la cer, ´mbrńcatń ´n rochii 

suprapuse ca foile de ceapń. 

(When she died, my grandmother rose to the sky, dressed in 

superposed dresses, like an onionõs skin. 

Nu ĺtiam despre cicloane nimic altceva dec©t ceea ce vńzusem 

la televizor. Dar asta nu ´mi ´mpiedica dorinŤa tainicń sń fiu ĺi 

eu odatń sńltat de un astfel de uragan, cu casń cu tot. Cu 

prietenii ĺi ´ntreaga mea biografie, absorbit ĺi dus ´n turbioanele 

memoriei.  

I didnõt know anything else than what I had seen on television. 

But this didnõt hinder my secret desire to be lifted by such a 

hurricane, along with my house. With my friends and my entire 

biography, absorbed and gone into the tornado of my memory.  

De cele mai multe ori însń, nu era vorba dec©t de v©nt.) 

 

* 

But most of the time, there wasnõt anything else but the wind.) 

 

* 

 

 Trebuia sń acŤionez, sń scap ´n miĺcare.  I had to make a move, to escape in dynamics. 

 A trebuit sń fac frńŤie de cruce cu demonul plecńrii. 

Pentru asta, mń tńiam la degete ĺi, dupń ce ´mi parafam 

semnńtura cu s©nge, sugeam rana cea gustoasń (Cronicari 

bńtr©ni spun cń acest sńnńtos obicei al frńŤiei de cruce a fost 

împrumutat de la moldoveni)  

 I had to become blood brother wi th the demon of 

leaving. For this, I would cut my fingers and, after I would sign 

in blood, I would suck the tasty wound (Old historians say that 

this healthy habit of the blood brothers was borrowed from 

Moldavians)  

 Sń pleci e un vis clandestin, care ´Ťi ocupń g©ndurile ĺi te 

face neatent, predispus la accidente sau alunecńri. 

 Leaving is a clandestine dream, which occupies your 

thoughts and makes you careless, inclined to accidents or 
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slipping.  

 Aĺa sunt deŤinuŤii absorbiŤi de planurile lor de evadare. 

Nimeni nu s -a g©ndit cń, ´n aceste momente, se pot lovi la 

degete ´n timp ce sapń tunelul. 

 Such are the prisoners who are absorbed by their escape 

plans. Nobody thought that, in moments like those, they could 

hurt their fingers while digging the tunnel . 

 Sau ĺi mai rńu, ´ĺi pot pierde capul ĺi fugi aĺa decapitaŤi 

peste câmp. 

 Or worse, they could lose their head and run like that 

through the field.  

 Dintr -o superstiŤioasń discreŤie, nu ´mpńrtńĺeam nimńnui 

planul de evadare. Pregńtirile deveniserń at©t de voluptuoase, 

´nc©t mń apuca erecŤia numai c©nd mń g©ndeam. Aĺ fi putut 

deveni mai mulŤi. 

 Because of a superstitious discretion, I wasnõt telling 

anyone about the escape plan. The process had become so 

satisfying, that I had an erection every time I th ought about it. I 

could have become many more. 

 Desenam în gând un calendar pe perete, notând acolo 

câte zile mi-au mai rńmas. Memoria mea era un fagure de 

miere. (Unii maeĺtrii ai ĺahului jucau fńrń tablń, mai multe vieŤi 

simultane, toate pline ochi). 

 I would draw in my mind a calendar on the wall, 

keeping track of how many days I had left. My memory was a 

honeycomb. (Some chess masters played without a board, more 

simultaneous lives, all full to the brim).  

 Zilele erau niĺte pietricele rotunde, muzicale, pe care 

uneori le urinam în wc-ul de faianŤń alb. Veneau at©t de 

neaĺteptat, ´nc©t trebuia sń bag m©na dupń ele, sń le scot. Le 

dezinfectam puŤin cu apń de colonie, cńci trebuia sń le duc la 

laborator la analize. ċn funcŤie de compoziŤie, ĺtiam ce nu 

trebuie sń mńn©nc. 

 The days were some small, musical rocks, which I would 

sometimes urinate in the white faience toilet. They would come 

so unexpectedly, that I had to get them out with my hand. I 

would cleanse them with a little perfume, because I had to t ake 

them to the lab for tests. Depending on their composition, I 

knew what I shouldnõt eat. 

 C©nd le duceam la ureche, scoteau un fel de vibraŤie, ca  When I would put them at my ear, they would somehow 
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telefoanele celulare date pe mut, iar dacń le priveam deveneau 

roĺii translucide de ruĺine. 

vibrate, like the mobile phones when they are on silent, and if I 

looked at them, they would become translucent red of shame. 

 ċnlńuntrul lor stńteau gesturile mele prizoniere ´n turnuri 

complicate de cristale ĺi catedrale. Trebuia sń mń uit cu atenŤie 

sń mń vńd cuibńrit acolo cu genunchii la gurń ð asta era poziŤia 

de stat ´n gńlbenuĺ.  

 

 

 Inside them, there were my gestures, trapped in 

complicated crystal towers and cathedrals. I had to look 

carefully t o see me snuggled there with my knees at my mouth 

ð that was the position of the yolk.  

 

 E nevoie sń ĺtii sń te deghizezi ca sń poŤi pleca. Dacń se 

poate, sń te ´nlocuieĺti de tot. 

 You have to know to disguise yourself so you can leave. 

If you can, replace yourself completely. 

 ċncepusem sń frecventez pe furiĺ tot felul de locuri 

exotice: agenŤii de voiaj, amplasate ´n ganguri ´nguste, 

magazine erotice, birouri obscure de consultanŤń matrimonialń, 

cabinete de avocaturń specializate ´n divorŤ.... 

 I had started to secretly attend all sorts of exotic places: 

travel agencies, placed in narrow passages, sex shops, obscure 

offices for matrimony advice, law offices specialized in 

divorcesé. 

 Unora le plac zborurile, dar mie unul, avioanele mi se 

pńreau superficiale. Ce puteau ele mai mult dec©t sń zg©rie 

agasant lentilele de contact ale cerului argintiu? 

 Some like travelling by plane, but to me, planes were 

superficial. What could they have done more than to 

annoyingly scratch the contact lenses of the silver sky? 

 Mult mai elegant era sejurul pe un vapor, ca un vast 

hotel sau sicriu plutitor ce te duce lin, pe o mare de cloroform, 

fńrń sń cearń nicio ´ngrijorare ´n schimb. 

 The sojourn on a ship was much more elegant, like a big 

hotel or a floating coffin which takes you slowly, on a sea of 

chloroform, without asking for any concern in exchange.  

 ċn realitate, totul era o farsń: nu puteam sń scap de mine,  In reality, everything was a joke: I couldnõt escape 
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nu puteam sń plec. Oric©t de departe mń ducea vaporul, eu 

eram tot ´n mine, rńm©neam pe loc. (Culmea provizoratului: se 

zice cń nici morŤii nu stau dincolo definitiv!) 

myself, I couldnõt leave. No matter how far the ship took me, I 

was still in myself, I was standing still. (The irony: it is said that 

the deceased donõt stay in the after world forever!) 

 Nu puteam sń scap, mń luam cu mine oriunde mń 

duceam. 

 I couldnõt escape, I would take myself with me wherever 

I went.  

 Odatń m-am ridicat la cer ´n timpul unei rugńciuni ĺi, 

uitându -mń afarń ca printr-o lentilń, mi-am vńzut chipul 

dincolo de hublou. Era sń mń sperii de faŤa mea ĺi sń cad. ăCe 

naiba arńt aĺa rńu?ó, mń ´ntrebam. 

 One time, I lifted myself to the sky while pr aying and, 

looking outside as through a lens, I saw my face beyond the 

porthole. I was just about to get scared by my face and fall. 

òWhy the hell do I look so bad?ó I wondered. 

 Propriul corp devenise prima grijń, ca un nedorit bagaj: 

greaŤa matinalń, ceaiul de pe noptierń, memoria, bine ambalate 

ca într-o capsulń vinovatń... 

 

 My own body had become my first concern, like an 

unwanted baggage: the morning nausea, the tea on the 

nightstand, the memory, well -wrapped as if in a guilty 

capsuleé 

 

 

 Când am desfńcut o capsulń de ulcerotrat, praful 

medicamentului a cńzut pe parchet ĺi, odatń cu el, s-a desprins 

durerea surdń a faptului de a exista, ca o floare de cńmaĺa 

rândunicii. A trebuit sń adun de pe jos c©teva gesturi sparte, 

migrene fr©nte ĺi, dupń ce am str©ns ´n palme ce mai rńmńsese 

din ziua aia, am bńgat durerea la loc ´n cutiuŤń. 

 When I opened a capsule of Ulcerotrat, the dust of the 

drug fell on the floor and, at the same time, the deaf pain of 

existence detached, like a bindweed flower. I had to gather from 

the floor a few broken gestures, broken migraines and, after I 

clenched what was left of that day, I put my pain back in the 

box. 
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 Simplul fapt de a trece pragul fiecńrei secunde constituia 

un efort istovitor. Bunicul meu mur ise de bńtr©neŤe, dupń ce 

fentase ambele rńzboaie mondiale ð la un moment dat, 

mńrturisea cń s-a plictisit. ċmi amintesc asta privind o pozń ´n 

care el mń Ťine pe genunchi, alńturi de un cocost©rc ´mpńiat. ċmi 

spunea atunci cń moartea e lucrul cel mai banal. Te duci ĺi gata. 

O chestiune de respiraŤie. 

 The simple fact of living through every second was an 

exhausting effort. My grandfather had died of old age, after he 

had dodged both world wars ð at one point, he confessed he 

got bored. I remember this look ing at a picture in which he held 

me in his lap, with a stuffed stork. He would tell me then that 

death is the most common thing. You die and thatõs it. A matter 

of breathing. 

 De pe felurite peroane ĺi pontoane, bńtr©neŤea fńcea 

semne din m©nń, cu colecŤia ei de mńtreŤe ĺi ticuri. 

 Standing on different platforms and rafts, old age was 

waving, with its collection of dandruff and tics.  

(A propos de mńtreaŤń: timpul se descuameazń ĺi el p©na la 

roĺeaŤń, la dermń.  

(By the way: time is also peeling until it  gets to the red scalp, to 

the dermis. 

Nu ĺtiu de ce nu ´mi pot scoate din minte fundurile roĺii ale 

maimuŤelor de la grńdina zoologicń. Nu ´nŤeleg de ce asta 

trebuie sń mi se parń un semnal de alarmń at´t de dogit, cń ´mi 

provoacń urticarie.) 

 

 

I donõt know why I cannot get the red butts of the monkeys 

from the  zoo out of my mind. I donõt understand why this 

should appear to me as such a jangling alarm signal, that it 

gives me a rash.) 

 

 ReŤetń de vopsit pńrul blond: se iau c©teva nuci verzi ĺi 

se decojesc. Sucul se preseazń p©nń se obŤine o zeamń verzulie. 

Cu el, ne umectńm pńrul ĺi stńm aĺa o orń, cu o cascń de plastic 

pe cap, fiindcń pńteazń. Apoi ne clńtim cu apń uĺor acidulatń cu 

 Recipe for dying blond hair: you take some raw nuts and 

you peel them. The juice gets compressed until you get a 

greenish juice. You soak your hair in it for about an hour, with a 

plastic cap on your head, because it stains. Then you cleanse 
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oŤet sau sare de lńm©ie. Se obŤine un pńr strńlucitor, superb.  

 

your hair with  water mixed with a little vinegar or lemon salt. 

You get splendid, shiny hair.  

 

 

 Genul acesta de bilete de vacanŤń era un adevńrat truc. ċn 

spatele unei ´ntregi regii de falsń sńrbńtoare, ´nscenate la 

plecare, un adevńrat complot, continuam sń mń locuiesc 

sufocant, ca dulapul meu deversând de haine mototolite. 

 This thing with the holiday tickets was a real trick. 

Behind a whole scenario of false celebration, made at departure, 

a true scheme, I was still living myself in a suffocating manner, 

like my wardrobe overflowing with limp clothes.  

 Noaptea, ĺifonierul semńna cu o faŤń ĺtirbń. Odatń i-am 

tr©ntit un pumn ´n uĺń ĺi i-a bufnit s©ngele pe gurń ĺi pe nas. 

 During the night, the wardrobe looked like a gap -

toothed face. Once I punched its door and its blood came out of 

its mouth and its nose. 

 ăCe sń fac?ó ´ntrebau ochii captivi.  òWhat should I do?ó the captive eyes wondered. 

 Întotdeauna ajungeam prea târziu, când faptele se 

pietrificaserń. 

 I was always too late, when the facts had already turned 

into stone. 

 Lucrurile se petreceau fńrń mine, ca prima zńpadń 

aĺternutń noaptea clandestin. 

 Things were going on without me, like the first snow set 

stealthily at night.  

 Ridicam cerĺaful alb, Ťin©ndu-l de colŤuri ´mpreunń cu 

soŤia mea, iar acesta forma ´n punctul maxim un fel de paraĺutń 

voioasń. Era semn de prosperitate. Zeii indieni, arhanghelii 

calzi, micii amoraĺi din carton presat alunecau mereu ´n locuri 

greu accesibile din spatele mobilei. (Dacń telefonezi la timp, 

 I was picking up the white sheet, holding its corners 

with my wife, and this made a sort of cheerful parachute in its 

higher point. It was a sign of prosperity. The Indian gods, the 

warm archangels, the little carton Cupids were always slipping 

in inaccessible places behind the furniture. (If you call in time , 
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´ntotdeauna poŤi cumpńra cu reducere tot felul de accesorii care 

curńŤń spaŤiile ´nguste. Cerul are un dispecerat care rńspunde ´n 

genere binevoitor) 

you can always buy on sale all sorts of accessories for narrow 

spaces. The sky usually has a friendly dispatcher) 

 C©nd reveneam cu cerĺaful jos, gata: zńpada umpluse 

deja grńdina, at©t de prematur cń parcń acoperise ĺi niĺte flori. 

 When I put the sheet down again, it was done: the snow 

had already filled the garden, so early that it looked as if it had 

already covered some flowers, too. 

 Dar nu era nimic, ele suportau cu plńcere duioasa 

greutate ð chiar un trup de fecioarń, inert.  

 

 

 But they were fine with it, they willingly endured the 

endearing weight ð even an inert body of a virgin.  

 

 Foarte important: sń nu uiŤi sń ajungi. Cei mai mulŤi 

uitau complet, merg©nd cu totul buimńciŤi. 

 Very important: do not forget to arrive. Most people had 

absolutely forgotten, walking completely lightheaded.  

 ċn ceea ce mń priveĺte, eu ajungeam ´ntotdeauna prea 

t©rziu, pentru cń ´ncetasem sń mai cred. Sń cred cń mai sunt ´n 

continuare ´n programul acela special al ´ngerilor. Ĺi cu asta, 

basta. 

 As for me, I always arrived too late, because I had ceased 

to believe. Believe that I am still a part of that special program 

of the angels. And that was it. 

 Plecam, visam, tot aia! Visam cń strńbat tot felul de 

graniŤe ´not, dar am©nam p©nń c©nd devenea inutil. (Inutil era 

sń pleci c©nd tu erai deja alungat. Unde sń te mai duci, fńrń 

mńcar o locuinŤń, un loc de veci, un petec de pńm©nt numai al 

tńu?) Devenisem un animal expert ´n am©nńri: soŤia ´ncepuse sń 

 Leaving, dreaming, itõs the same! I would dream I would 

pass all sorts of borders swimming, but I would delay it until it 

became useless. (It was useless to leave when you were already 

banished. Where to go? Homeless, without a tomb, without a 

piece of land just to yourself?) I had become an expert in 
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îmi ia seama. delaying: my wife had started to think about it.  

 V©sleam fńrń spor, cu braŤul-aripń rupt, sau trńgeam cu 

gloanŤe din cuie ´ndoite. 

 I was paddling in low spirits, with a broken arm-wing, or 

shooting with bullets made of bent nails.  

 Apoi aruncam puĺca nefolositoare ĺi fugeam pe 

coridoare pustii, p©nń c©nd picioarele mi se nńclńiau. 

 Then, I would throw the useless gun and I would run on 

the empty halls, until my feet would clot.  

 Mń trezeam ´n rezerva de cardiologie a tatńlui meu. 

Acolo eram liniĺtit. 

 I would wake up in my fatherõs room in cardiology. I 

was calm there. 

 Chiar ĺi bolnav, chiar ĺi mort, tata avea grijń de mine. 

Liniĺtit, puteam sń mń ridic ´ncet de la sol. 

 Even sick, even dead, my father would look after me. I 

could calmly get up slo wly from the ground.  

  (Ultimul vis ciudat: o serie de artiĺti ĺi filosofi celebri, 

´ncep©nd cu Pitagora ĺi Platon, stńteau pe niĺte veceuri turceĺti, 

un soi de cabine cu uĺile deschise, pe un deal. Parcń ochii lor 

´ncercau sń spunń ceva neputincios... Nici urmń din celebra lor 

elocvenŤń.) 

 

 (My last strange dream: a number of famous artists and 

philosophers, starting with Pythagoras and Plato, were 

standing on some squat toilets, some sort of cabins with open 

doors, on a hill. It seemed like their eyes were trying to say 

something squalidé There was no trace of their famous 

eloquence.) 

 

 

 Din locul ´n care stńteam, r©g©iam, d©nd drumul la 

rezerve controlate de aer, ca un aerostat.  

 From where I was standing, I was burping, leaving out 

some controlled amounts of air, like an aerostat. 

 FaŤa mi se schimonosea ca un balon desumflat cńruia ´i 

desenasem un chip. Am vńzut odatń cu iubita mea, ´n canalele 

 I was making grimaces, like a flat balloon on which I had 

drawn a face. I once saw with my lover, in the conduits  of the 
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de deversare ale oraĺului, un prezervativ umflat de curent. 

Pńrea veridic, dar totul era o iluzie, apa l-a pńrńsit neaĺteptat ĺi 

l-a lńsat acolo ca pe un farseur, fńrń erecŤie. 

city, a condom swollen by the current. It seemed real, but it was 

just an illusion, the water left it unexpectedly and left it there 

like a trickster, without an erection.  

 Mń miĺcam ĺi eu de colo colo dus de tot felul de speranŤe 

fńrń rost, dar imediat ce puneam mâna pe un obiect, el se 

dezumfla. Deĺi alergam, rńm©neam locului mofluz. 

 I was moving around led by all sorts of useless hopes, 

but the minute I touched the object, it flattened. Although I was 

running, I was standing still, unsatisfied.  

 ċncepusem sń mń satur de vizuina mea. Nu ´nŤelegeam. 

Devenea clar cń locul unde ne aflam era acela al unei ´nmulŤiri 

neautorizate. Ca un fel de crescńtorie clandestinń de animale 

bolnave de faŤń, ´nfometate de chip. 

 I was starting to grow tired with my  den. I didnõt 

understand. It was starting to become clear that the place where 

we found ourselves was of an unauthorized mob. Like a sort of 

clandestine farm for animals sick about faces, hungry for a face. 

 Ah, dacń am ĺti cń un ochi se uitń la noi, ce frumos ne-am 

mai ´nmulŤi, cuminŤi, ordonaŤi, fńrń grijń. Dar aĺa, pe apucate, 

pe întuneric, pe brânci...  

 

 Oh, if we knew that we had an eye on us, how 

beautifully we would breed, quiet, neat, without a care in the 

world. But, in a hurry like this, in the dark, on all foursé.  

 

 

 Tatńl meu reuĺise sń plece cu adevńrat.  My father had truly succeeded in leaving.  

 Folosise serviciile agenŤiei de voiaj ĺi pompe funebre care 

´ĺi avea sediul pe strada Unirii, acolo unde sicriele ocupau 

jumńtate de trotuar.  

 He had used the services offered by the travel agency 

and that of the funeral home, the latter being located on Unirii 

street, where the coffins occupied half of the pavement. 

 Pńreau niĺte module pregńtite sń fie expulzate spre 

Cosmos de un centru spaŤial. (C©nd eram ´n liceu, ocoleam 

 They seemed like rockets about to be launched into 

space by a space station. (While a student, I used to carefully 
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prudent acele locuri ce mń puteau absorbi.) avoid those places which could take me in.) 

 Pentru cń nu se inventase cńsuŤa de mail pentru morŤi, 

Ťineam legńtura cu ei prin lum©nńri. 

 Because mail with the dead had not yet been invented, I 

used to maintain contact with them through candles.  

 Era un fenomen interesant: am vńzut lum©nńri 

alunecând pe globul acela de plasmń, ca pe niĺte roŤi (fńrń spiŤe 

- aĺa se rostogoleau zvasticile hinduse peste morminte). 

 It was an interesting phenomenon, to see those candles 

slipping on that plasma ball, as though they had been wheels 

(wheels without radii ð thatõs the way in which Hindu 

swastikas were being rolled over the graves). 

 Nu ĺtiu unde se duceau aĺa cu flacńra ´n jos. Dar ceva 

din arderea lor  ´nregistra ´n memoria mea bolnavń de 

Alzheimer lumea care se sf©rĺea. O auzeam horcńind (mńtuĺa 

Gica spunea cń e sfoara care sfârîia). O luau în jos pe-o roatń de 

luminń, p©nń ´n peĺterile sfinŤilor blajini.  

 

 I 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 wor ld  which was 

coming to an end. I 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. 

 

 

 Bisericile aveau mai multe locuri special amenajate 

pentru aceastń folositoare activitate a arderilor, at©t ´n interior, 

l©ngń altar, c©t ĺi la intrare, unde sunt prevńzute douń niĺe cu 

destinaŤia vii  ĺi morŤi. 

 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 the dead written on them.  

 AtenŤie, sń nu le ´ncurcaŤi! Se zice cń dacń aprinzi o 

lumânare pentru vii, î n locul destinat morŤilor, riĺti sń ai grave 

 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 sńnńtate: ameŤeli, vńrsńturi... dead, you risk having serious health problem s, such as 

dizziness, vomitingé 

 Oricum, dacń greĺeĺti, nu e cazul sń intri ´n panicń. 

Trebuie doar sń te ´ntorci sń dezlegi lucrurile, altfel ele rńm©n 

bolnave în cer. 

 But anyway, if you get it wrong, thereõs no point in 

panicking. You only have to come back and try to solve matters, 

otherwise they might remain unwell in the heavens.  

 Eu aprindeam lum©nńrile afarń, atent cum se prelingea 

pioĺenia, ´n boabe de tńm©ie. Ca o consecinŤń, urechile ´mi 

fńceau dopuri de cearń care miroseau frumos a rńĺinń. 

 I 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. 

 Atunci surzeam ca un dulap ð ca dulapul bunicului plin 

de gutui l a fel de surde. (MorŤii sunt surzi, dar percep lumina ĺi 

umbrele, pe care le mńn©ncń cu limba de-un cot, ca pe friĺcń.) 

 Then I suddenly became as deaf as a cupboard - like 

grandpaõs cupboard, full of equally deaf quinces. (The dead are 

deaf, yet they perceive light and shadow, which they eat 

ravenously, as if they were whipped cream.)  

 Gutuile bunicului erau senzuale ĺi morbide, ca florile 

albe puse pe morminte: mń ´nfundam ´n carnea lor celularń pe 

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

portocala rivaliza ´n reticularitatea rodului. Ah, ĺi ziua, dacń o 

priveam printre gene, devenea carnalń: de la fizicń ´mi amintesc 

cń fenomenul acela se numeĺte difracŤia luminii, sau cam aĺa 

ceva. 

 Grandpaõs quinces were sensual and ghoulish, as white 

flowers laid on graves: I was dipping into their cellular flesh 

which I 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 I happened to look at it with 

half-opened eyes, the orange became carnal: I remember from 

physics that the phenomenon bears the name of light diffraction 

or something like that.  



Translation Café,  Issue  
Short story by Horia Dulvac  

Translated into English  by MTTLC graduate students  

 

45 
 

 
 March  2015 

 Cum ia naĺtere tńm©ia: dragostea sau supńrarea secretau 

picńturi at©t de lipicioase ĺi dulci cń, pe acolo pe unde mi se 

scurgeau, printre degete, la subsuori, pe l©ngń coapse, lńsau 

d©re aromate, vinovate. (Am vńzut odatń o fecioarń ´n liceu, 

cńreia menstruaŤia purń i se furiĺase pe pulpń ca un firicel de 

vin.)  

 How does incense appear: love or hate used to secrete 

drops which were so gluey and sweet that, wherever they were 

flowing, through my fingers and armpits, near the thighs, they 

left aromatic, guilty traces. (In high -school, I once saw a virgin, 

whose pure menstruation had appeared on her calf like a ti ny 

thread of wine.)  

 C©nd picńturile cńdeau ´n cer, cerul se tulbura form©nd 

fiori de cercuri concentrice. 

 When the drops were falling from the sky, the heavens 

were turning grey leaving behind chills of concentric circles.  

 Acolo sus, morŤii trńgeau ca dintr -un trabuc, pe nńri, 

vieŤile noastre. Stńteau pe vine aspir©nd fumul gesturilor 

noastre cu sete. (Fratele bunicului meu ăbeaó tutunul.) 

 Up there, the saints used to inhale our lives through their 

nostrils as if they had been cigars. They were squatting on their 

hams and greedily inhaling the smoke of our gestures. (My 

grandpaõs brother actually òdrinksó tobacco.) 

 Erau mulŤi, ´nghesuiŤi ca ´ntr-o puĺcńrie. Dintr-o datń, m-

a trńznit ideea: dacń stau aĺa, ca pe ghimpi, asta nu ´nseamnń cń 

aĺteptau ceva? Ce altń dovadń mai clarń cń nici ei nu sunt pe 

deplin aranjaŤi? 

 There were many of them, crammed as if in a prison. 

And all of a sudden, I had an idea: If theyõre sitting like on 

tenterhooks, doesnõt that mean they are waiting for something? 

What can be a more clear proof that they too are not fully 

satisfied? 

 Adicń sń ´nŤelegem din asta faptul cń mai urma ceva? 

Adicń nu s-a terminat? 

 

 Are we to understand by this that something more was 

about to happen? That it wasnõt over yet? 
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 ċn final, totul era sń ceri. Niciun alt truc, nicio altń 

formalitate, nimic secret, oric©t de suspicios mń uitam ´n jur a 

fugń. 

 In the end, everything boiled down to asking. There was 

no other ruse, formality, no secret, no matter how suspiciously I 

was looking around for an escape. 

 Comandam ceva milos: mi se livra at©t de frumos, cń 

lńcrimam. Ciudate ĺi lacrimile astea - uneori nu le mai 

distingeam de muci, cńci cńdeau ´n gurń prin fosele nazale ĺi 

erau tot ca ei de sńraŤi. ċn plus, nu mai eram sigur cń lacrimile 

aveau vreo legńturń cu inima. (Uneori durerile sufletului sunt 

at©t de uscate, cń ´l auzi troznind, ca lemnul crud.) 

 I was ordering something merciful: and it was being 

delivered to me so beautifully, that it made me cry. Arenõt these 

tears weird - sometimes we find it hard to distinguish them 

from snot, because they were flowing from the nasal cavities 

into the mouth, and were just as salty. Moreover, I wasnõt sure 

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.)  

 Rugńciunile ajunseserń ca un serviciu la domiciliu ĺi, din 

acest schimb, mortul ieĺea mulŤumit, cu buzunarul de la 

pantaloni doldora de mńrunŤis. 

 The prayers had reached their goal just like delivery 

reaches its destination and, out of all this, the dead man was the 

content person, and his pocket was full of change. 

 Putea sń se retragń sń-ĺi cumpere ceva bun, ca cerĺetorul 

de la colŤ. Am ĺi vńzut unul sf©ĺiind cu dinŤii ambalajul zilei cu 

carne tocatń ĺi ĺireturi de varzń. Norocul i se scurgea ´n 

firimituri la colŤurile gurii. Am sarit cu un pas elegant de cadril 

peste saliva care ´i formase o bńltoacń pe trotuar. 

 He could have gone away to buy something tasty, l ike 

the beggar in the corner. I even saw one of them ripping with 

their teeth the package covering todayõs meal, containing 

minced meat and sheaths of cabbage. His luck was flowing in 

breadcrumbs from the corners of his mouth. I jumped with an 

elegant quadrille pace over the saliva which had formed a pool 

on the pavement. 
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 Mie ´mi convenea: dńdeam haine vechi, gesturi care 

umflau venele debaralelor. Plńteam cu o monedń foarte la 

´ndem©nń: un boŤ de colivń cu c©teva bomboane colorate 

deasupra, ceva mńrunŤis, c©teva gesturi de zi cu zi. 

 I was fine with it: I was giving away old clothes, gestures 

which actually bloated the veins of the closets. I was paying 

with a very useful coin: a bit of koliva with several coloured 

candies on top, some change, several everyday gestures. 

 Era o sete mare de gesturi cńci se ĺtie, morŤilor chiar asta 

le lipsea. Odatń duĺi ´n lumea cealaltń, ei nu mai erau ´n stare 

de nimic, nu mai puteau juca badminton, nu mai puteau face 

coregrafie. 

 There was a great thirst for gestures, because, as you 

know, the dead lack precisely that. Once they had reached the 

world beyond, they were incapable, they couldnõt play 

badminton anymore, they could not do any more 

choreography. 

 Cel mai mult le e dor de acŤiunile acestea cu gesturi 

ample, sń simtń cum se miĺcń aerul ´n jurul trupurilor lor, ca ĺi 

cum le-ar avea. 

 What they miss most are these actions which involve 

ample gestures, to feel how the air around their bodies is 

moving, as if they still had bodies.  

 Le e dor sń intre pe uĺń ĺi cineva sń le spunń: ă´nchide 

repede cń se face curentó. Le e dor sń treacń pe celńlalt trotuar 

pentru ca sń nu se ciocneascń de trecńtori. Sń primeascń o palmń 

de la o domniĺoarń jignitń cń au pipńit-o în autobuz... (Un grup 

de morŤi de la un salon de psihiatrie plńnuise odatń sń fure 

trupa ruseascń de balet.) 

 They miss entering a room and being told by someone 

òcome in quick, thereõs a draft.ó They miss crossing the street so 

that they wonõt bump into the passers-by. To receive a blow 

from an offended  young lady because they touched her on the 

busé (Once a group of dead people from a psychiatric facility 

had planned to kidnap the Russian ballet group.)  

 Când în lumea de dincolo ajunge la ei câte un gest, harĺt, 

´l devoreazń ca pe o friĺcń, ling©ndu-se pe buze de savoare. 

Uneori, c©nd dńdeam de pomanń la Ťarń, mi se pńrea cń aud un 

 Every time when they receive an act of kindness in the 

world beyond, snap ! - they gobble it like whipped cream, and 

lick their lips with relish. Sometimes, when I was giving alms in 
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fel de foĺgńialń: erau morŤii care se lingeau pe buze, cu 

pleoscńiturile ĺi gemetele de plńcere ale metabolismului lor. 

 

 

 

the countryside, I felt I could hear a sort of bustle: that was the 

dead liking their lips, the plashes and moans of pleasure of 

their metabolism.  

 

 Dacń cei vii calcń ´n strńchini, morŤii merg ca 

somnambulii pe vise, sunt inabili.  

 If the living do wrong things, the dead are walking like 

sleepwalkers in their dreams, they are incompetent. 

 Unii cńlńresc visele, ca vrńjitoarele mńtura (o imagine de 

altminteri eronatń, m-a asigurat un mort demn de toatń 

´ncrederea, dar care nu a vrut sń ´ĺi dezvńluie identitatea). 

 Some of them ride dreams, just like witches ride 

broomsticks (which is actually a wrong depiction, a per fectly 

reliable dead person assured me of it, but he didnõt want to 

reveal his identity).  

 Tata cńlca pe bec. Sora mea, c©nd era micń, umbla 

´ncńlŤatń ´n douń ulcele de Horezu. Fetele cu care se juca purtau 

pantofii lungi ´n cńlc©ie ai mamei mele ĺi se dńdeau cu ruj, ca 

niĺte paparude. 

 Father slipped up. As a little girl, my sister wore on her 

feet two small pots made in Horezu. The girls she played with 

wore motherõs too long shoes and wore lipstick, as if they were 

Perperunas. 

 Paparudele erau Ťigńnci tinere care dansau vara, 

´mbrńcate doar p©nń la br©u cu crenguŤe verzi. Atunci am vńzut 

prima datń s©ni tineri goi. Aveau ceva orbitor. 

 The Perperunas were young gipsy women who used to 

dance in summer, dressed only from the navel downwards 

with little gr een branches. It was the first time I saw young 

naked nipples. There was something dazzling about them. 

 Bunicului ´i lńcrimau ochii c©nd vedea s©nii tineri ca doi 

sori - spunea cń de la rńsadul de ceapń. 

 Each time grandpa saw young naked nipples resembling 

two suns, tears rolled down his cheeks ð and he claimed it was 
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because of the onion saplings. 

 Mie, ideea a doi sori fńcea inima sń-mi batń nebuneĺte.  For me, the idea of two suns made my heart beat madly. 

 Oricum, dupń asta ploua. Un fel de amnisitie generalń. 

 

 

 

 Anyway there was rain afterwards. A sort of general 

amnesty. 

 

 Tata era neîndemânatic, mai ales de când devenise mort 

(o condiŤie cu care e clar cń nu se ´mpńcase). 

 Father was clumsy, especially since he had died (a 

condition which he had obviously not come to terms with).  

 Deĺi ´n viaŤń fusese pus pe glume ĺi gata oric©nd sń-ĺi 

facń prieteni, dupń moarte se schimbase la o sutń optzeci de 

grade. Asta ´nseamnń exact jumńtate din orizontul unui cerc, 

situaŤie c´nd se presupune cń te-ai întors înapoi în locul din care 

ai plecat. (Ceea ce nimeni nu mai punea la socotealń era timpul 

care se clinitise puŤin din loc. Iar tu eĺti altul). 

 Although during his life he had been keen on joking and 

always ready to make new fri ends, he had radically changed 

after dying, a 180 degrees change, which means exactly half of a 

circleõs horizon, a situation when they say you have returned 

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). 

 Deĺi abandonase din tinereŤe Institutul de Matematici 

Aplicate din Iaĺi, tata nu uitase geometria. Moartea ´i scosese 

´nsń la ivealń una din cele mai ascunse sensibilitńŤi: timiditatea. 

ċl ´nŤelegeam, ´n ambele cazuri era vorba de rigoare. 

 Although, as a young man he had abandoned the 

Institute for Applied Mathematics in Iasi, father had not 

forgotten geometry. However, death had revealed one of his 

most hidden weaknesses: his shyness. I understood him from 

this point of view, in both cases the matter was about rigor.  

 Trebuia sń ´l bagi ´n seamń, altminteri stńtea ´n colŤul  You had to pay him attention, otherwise he stood in the 
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´ncńperii, ´nnegur©ndu-se. Se supńra ĺi corpul lui eteric, uĺor 

transparent, se ´nchidea la culoare ca o citoplasmń bolnavń. Iar 

dacń te uitai la el urât, se înnegura. Vedeai cum întunericul îl 

subŤiazń pe la subsuori. 

corner of the room, putting on a sad face. He used to get angry 

and his ethereal, lightly transparent body used t o turn a 

different colour, resembling an ill cytoplasm. And if you gave 

him the fish -eye, he became gloomy. You could see how 

darkness was making his form thinner at the armpits.  

 Privirea rea le fńcea morŤilor cel mai rńu, cńdeau la pat 

de parcń i-ai fi deocheat. (Pentru cine nu ĺtie, deochiul e un fel 

de vrajń voodoo rom©neascń ð de exemplu, mama avea o 

cumnatń care deochea, dacń se uita la tine ĺi ´i curgea saliva din 

gurń, erai terminat. Mureai, sau ´n cel mai fericit caz Ťi se usca o 

m©nń sau un picior). 

 A bad look would do the most evil to dead people, they 

used to get bedridden as if you had cast an evil eye on them. 

(For those of you who donõt know, the evil eye is a Romanian 

voodoo spell ð for example, mother had a sister-in-law who cast 

the evil eye, if she looked at you and saliva drooled from her 

mouth, you were done for. You either died, or if you were 

lucky you lost a hand or a leg). 

 Tata rńcea una-douń, de parcń imunitatea lui de mort ar 

fi inexistentń ĺi avea tabieturi: nu trebuie sń ´i lipseascń batista 

(cu o monedń micń cusutń ´n colŤ), ceaiul de pe noptierń, fesul 

de dormit ĺi fularul din jurul g©tului. E de notorietate cń 

fantomele au o sensibilitate la laringe, de aceea morŤii nu sunt 

deloc cei mai buni tenori.  

 Father used to catch colds very easily, as though his 

dead immune system was completely lacking and even had 

habits: he always wore a handkerchief (with a small coin sewn 

in the corner), a cup of tea on the nightstand, his sleeping hat 

and the scarf around his neck. Itõs a well-known fact that ghosts 

have a laryngeal sensitivity, which is why the dead arenõt at all 

the best tenors. 

 Mi -era teamń sń nu facń din nou vreun accident vascular, 

sń mai moarń o datń, aĺa pńrea de fragil! 

 I was afraid lest he should suffer another stroke, and die 

once again, he seemed so fragile! 
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 Dacń ´ncercam sń ´l privesc ´n vreo apń, apa se tulbura, 

zburlindu -se agresivń. 

 If I tried to look at him in any water, it started turning 

muddy and aggressive. 

 De altfel, adversitatea era reciprocń. ċncń din copilńrie, 

familia noastrń bea mai mult vin, iar restul lichidelor ni le luam 

din alimentaŤie, din legume ĺi ciorbe: de dragavei, mńtrńgunń, 

poate de aceea eram mereu într-un soid e transń. ċn lungile 

toamne ale copilńriei ´nlocuisem complet apa cu un vin uĺor, 

diuretic, ´nc©t e de mirare cń nu devenisem alcoolic. 

 In fact, the adversity was reciprocal. Ever since 

childhood, our family has been drinking mainly wine, and we 

have taken the rest of our liquids from food, from vegetables 

and soups: maybe thatõs why I was in a sort of trance, because 

of the curly dock  and belladonna. During the long autumn 

months of my childhood I had completely replaced water with 

a light, diuretic w ine, itõs a miracle I havenõt turned into an 

alcoholic. 

 ċn plus, apa pńrea cń ´i dezgropa tatńlui meu din 

subconĺtient ceva extrem de neplńcut: devenea agitat ĺi voia sń 

se arunce în ea. 

 Moreover, it seemed that water was awakening 

something extremely disagreeable from my fatherõs 

subconscious: he became agitated and wanted to throw himself 

in it.  

 Chiar dacń apa era numai ´ntr-un ibric, dńdea din braŤe 

ca ĺi cum ar fi ´notat ĺi bolborosea ceva despre urgenŤa de a o 

traversa. 

 Even if the water was only in a kettle, he flung his arms 

as if he was swimming and was muttering something about the 

urgency of crossing it. 

 ċl ´nŤelegeam foarte bine, chiar dacń trebuia sń ´l Ťinem 

legat într -o cńmaĺń cu m©neci lungi. Atunci ´i recitam cu voce 

melodioasń versurile pe care el însumi mi le susura în ureche, 

 We understood him very well, even if we had to hold 

him tightl y wrapped in a long -sleeved blouse. It was then that I 

murmured melodiously into his ear the lyrics which he himself 
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c©nd eram mic: ăun pitic at´t de mic fńcea baie ´ntr-un ibricó. 

Izbucnea atunci într -un hohot de pl©ns apos de turnesol ce pńta 

cerĺaful scrobit. 

had whispered to me as a small boy; òa tiny dwarf was having 

a bath in a kettle.ó Then he burst into a watery turnsol-like cry 

which blotch ed the impeccable bedclothes. 

 ċn astfel de clipe regretam bromura liniĺtitoare din ceaiul 

de pe vremea armatei. 

 During those moments I missed the tranquillizing 

potassium bromide which was put into soldiersõ cups of tea in 

the army. 

 SoŤia mea avea gesturi perfecte de sorń medicalń ĺi o 

bunńtate ´ngereascń: miĺcarea prin care ´mi susŤine bńrbia, 

ceaiul ce mi se prelinge ´n picńturi pe la colŤurile gurii, 

frumuseŤea ei periculoasń... 

 My wife had gestures perfectly reminiscent of a nurse 

and an angelic kindness: the way in which she held my chin up, 

the tea flowing in drops at the corners of my mouth, her 

dangerous beautyé 

 ċmi ´nvelea picioarele ´n pńtura asprń, fńc©nd sń mń simt 

fericit cń eram bolnav. 

 She used to wrap my legs in the rough blanket, making 

me feel happy for being ill.  

 Tatńlui meu ´i pregńtea minunate parastase, la care 

mesenii cńdeau ameŤiŤi de Ťuicń fiartń ĺi piper. Iar dacń vreun 

mort strńnuta din cauza cerului pur de votcń, ´i ura noroc. 

(AtenŤie, dacń strńnuŤi la o ´nmorm©ntare e de rńu!) 

 

* 

 She made wonderful memorial meals for my father, 

during which the guests drank themselves under the table 

because of the plum brandy and pepper. And if a dead person 

happened to sneeze because of the clean vodka sky, she used to 

wish him òbless you!ó (Yet bear in mind, sneezing during a 

funeral is a bad sign!) 

 

* 
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 Reparasem ce se mai putea în ultimul moment. 

ċntotdeauna apńream ĺi eu sń prind ultimul vagon la ultimul 

tren ð veĺnic agńŤat pe scarń. 

 I saved what could be saved only in the last moment. I 

was always the one to catch the last wagon of the last train ð 

always clinging to the stairs.  

 ăEĺti fiul ploiió, ´mi striga Ťiganca v©nzńtoare de seminŤe 

de pe peron. 

  òYouõre good for nothing,ó the gipsy selling seeds on 

the railway platfor m shouted at me. 

 Chiar ĺi aĺa, mń aflam ´ntr-o situaŤie fericitń, fiindcń ´n 

general eram neatent: dacń pe morŤi ´i jigneam prin simpla 

existenŤń, pe cei vii ´i rńneam cu indecenta mea vitalitate. 

 Even so, I was in a happy situation, because I was 

generally not paying attention: if I happened to insult the dead 

through my sheer existence, I also hurt the living through my 

indecent vitality.  

 C©nd mergeam ´n vizitń la salonul de chirurgie, mń 

simŤeam vinovat de sńnńtatea pe care tinerii o purtau cu tupeu. 

BieŤii bolnavi, ´nfńĺuraŤi ´n bandaje, ne urmńreau din ochi. ċn 

definitiv, at©tea necazuri ´Ťi pot veni de la energia de a fi viu, 

´nc©t e mai bine sń fii bolnav. 

 If I happened to visit the operation room, I 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. 

(Bńtr©na ´ngrijitoare de la intrarea ´n bisericń ´ngrijea 

lum©nńrile ca pe niĺte trupuri ´ndoite de sciaticń. Unele erau 

´ncovoiate de cńldurń, ca niĺte siluete cu lumbago, altele arńtau 

ca niĺte cruci cocoĺate. Mi-am privit la microscop celulelele 

pieliŤei de l©ngń unghii: niĺte ´ncńperi pustii ca hexagoanele de 

cearń. ċn ele, alergam noi ca niĺte ecouri. Mń jucam de-a Barbń 

(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. I looked 

through a mi croscope at the cells in the hangnail: they were 

rooms as deserted as honeycombs in which we were running 
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albastrń...) 

 

like echoes. I was playing Bluebeardé) 

 

 - ăHai la cimitiró, i-am spus soŤiei, ĺi am zburat 

´mpreunń la braŤ cu un buchet de liliac mov. 

  òLetõs go to the cemetery,ó I said to my wife and we 

flew together arm in arm holding a bouquet of violet lilacs.  

 Am privit ´n ochi camera la plecare ĺi pendula din perete 

a rńbufnit: ămai lńsaŤi-mń o datń cu duioĺia voastrń!ó 

 When leaving, we took a look at the room and the 

pendulum clock broke out: òleave me alone! I donõt need your 

affection!ó 

 Vaza de flori din hol a oftat ĺi ea brusc o duhoare de la 

cozile putrezite ale florilor pe care nu le mai schimbasem de o 

sńptńm©nń ð credeam cń mirosul vine de la un puseu de 

nefericire al chiuvetei.  

 Suddenly, the flower vase in the hall also sighed, a reek 

coming from the rotten flower stems which we hadnõt changed 

for a week - and I thought the smell was coming from a fit of 

unhappiness of the sink. 

 Am ´nchis uĺa ´n urma noastrń ĺi am fugit.  

 

 We closed the door behind us and ran. 

 

 

 La cimitir, de când nu le mai privisem, mormintele 

dolofane se ´nmulŤiserń profit©nd de nebńgarea noastrń de 

seamń: c©nd întorceam capul, clipeau din ochi.  

 At the cemetery, since we hadnõt looked at them, the 

well -fed tombs had grown in numbers, taking profit from our 

lack of attention: when we turned away our heads, they 

blinked.  

 Aveau genele ´ncńrcate de cremń neagrń, grea. (Rimelul 

acela purta ĺi un nume ciudat: mascar. Îmi amintea de 

carnavalurile veneŤiene.) 

 Their eyelashes were laden with a heavy black cream. 

(This type of mascara bore a strange name: mascar. It reminded 

me of Venetian carnivals.) 
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 Tufiĺul de liliac rńsucea faŤa - refuza sń mń priveascń.  The lilac turf was turning away its head - it didnõt want 

to look at me. 

 Aveam senzaŤia cń mń ´nconjuraserń cu comploturi. Dacń 

reveneam cu privirea brusc, mormîntul era surprins ca o femeie 

pe jumńtate goalń ´n dosul perdelelor.  

 

 I had the feeling they had been scheming behind my 

back. If I suddenly looked towards the grave, it resembled  a 

half-naked woman behind the curtains.  

 

 

 Ce mai tura vura: morŤii ´ncepuserń sń profite de 

´nnńscuta mea politeŤe, nopŤile erau deja suprapopulate de 

prezenŤa lor ĺi ´naintaserń tiptil p©nń ´n buza dimineŤilor, de 

unde mń p©ndeau. 

 But letõs cut a long story short: the dead had begun to 

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. 

 Adevńrul e cń eram prea plin. Nu mai aveam loc ´n mine 

de at©ta ´nghesuialń ĺi, de multe ori, mi se ´nt©mpla sń eĺuez 

ruĺinos ´ntr-o poluŤie nocturnń pe cearĺaf. 

 The truth is that I was a little too full. I hardly had place 

for myself because of the crowd and, many times, I happened to 

end up a shameful failure, having a nocturnal emission on the 

bed linen. 

 DimineŤile scoteam pe geam gńleŤi de ĺopârle. Nu era 

nimic grav: o secreŤie a multiplicitńŤii, a celor care puteam sń 

fiu.  

 In the mornings I used to throw out the windows 

buckets full of lizards. This implied nothing serious, it was only 

a product of multiplicity, of those who I could be.  

 Dincolo de noapte, cocoŤaŤi pe maluri, morŤii mń priveau 

mustrńtor, cu capetele legńn©ndu-se, uĺor ameninŤńtor, ca 

 Beyond the night, perched on the borders, the dead were 

looking admonishingly at me, their heads bobbing, in an easily 
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mńĺtile roĺii din Oaĺ. (AtenŤie, nu lńsa sń ´Ťi scape nici un vis 

neelucidat!) 

threatening manner, just like the red masks from Oaĺ. 

(Attention, donõt let any dream go unexplained!) 

 ċncercam sń ´i evit. Mń sńturasem de mine, ca de mere 

pńdureŤe.  SimŤeam ĺi eu nevoia de... nu ĺtiam exact anume de 

ce. 

 I was trying to avoid him. I had grown sick and tired of 

myself, it was the last straw. I felt the need for... I didnõt know 

exactly what I needed. 

 

 

 Nevoia de iertarea gustoasń ĺi ieftinń ca ´ngheŤata pe bńŤ. 

Nevoia ca o m©nń sń ´mi treacń peste obraz ĺi ´n urma ei sń 

rńm©nń faŤa vie, nu ca pojghiŤa aceea cauciucatń a chipului meu 

de câine. 

 I felt the need for a tasty forgiveness, as cheap as the ice-

cream on a stick. The need for a hand to caress me on the cheek 

and leave behind it a lively face, not like the rubbery membrane 

belonging to my dog face. 

 ăMai ai de trńit un timp nedefinit ca noriĺorul acelaó, aĺ 

fi vrut sń mi se spunń. Ĺi noriĺorul sń facń pipi pe el, 

dizolvându -ĺi faŤa albastrń. Apoi sń facń ham-ham ĺi sń Ťi se 

strecoare între picioare. 

 I would have liked to be told that òyou will still live for 

an indefinite time, just like that small cloud.ó And I wanted the 

tiny cloud to pee and dissolve its blue appearance. Then to bark 

and edge between your legs. 

 Cum mi -aĺ fi afundat botul, papilele,  ´n rńgazul solubil!  

 

 I craved to plunge my nose, my taste buds in the soluble 

break! 

 

 

 Dar cine sń te ajute? ċn ceea ce mń priveĺte, singurele 

mele victorii au fost ah, abandonurile.  

 But who could actually help me? As for me, my only 

victories were oh, the abandonments. 
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 Nimic mai savuros dec©t aceste dezertńri, pe jumńtate 

ilicite, dar at©t de folositoare: lasń-i pe alŤii sń rateze copios! ċncń 

nu am pierdut partida, atâta timp cât o mai pot amâna.  

 There was nothing tastier than these desertions, half 

illicit, but so useful: let others make great mistakes! I havenõt 

yet lost the match, as long as I can still postpone it. 

 Simpla posibilitate de a lua un concediu medical îmi 

dńdea sentimentul unei sńŤioase libertńŤi ĺi o extraordinarń 

perspectivń asupra tuturor tragediilor. Ĺtiam cń pot oric©nd sń 

ies din joc. 

 The mere possibility of taking medical leave gave me the 

feeling of full liberty and an extraordinary perspective over all 

the tragedies. I knew I could leave the game at any time. 

 Ce m-aĺ fi fńcut fńrń bunul meu medic de familie, coleg 

de liceu? 

 What would I have done without my good family 

doctor, my former high -school classmate? 

 Aici trebuie sń spun c©teva cuvinte despre acest 

extraordinar personaj. 

 Now I have to say something about this extraordinary 

person. 

 Era un Ťigan pitoresc, absolvent ca ĺef de promoŤie al 

singurei facultńŤii din oraĺ ð cea de medicinń. Mama sa purta 

fuste creŤe, o femeie respectatń ´n ĺatrń pentru remediile din 

plante. CunoĺtiinŤele de medicinń alopatń l-ar fi putut face 

celebru pe doctor, dar facultatea l-a distrus. 

 He was a picturesque gypsy, who graduated as 

valedictorian from the only university in town ð 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.  

 Pentru mine a fost o mare uĺurare pentru cń nu mai era 

cazul sń fiu gelos. Ĺi aĺa ´mi ĺtia toate secretele. 

 For me this brought a great relief, because I didnõt have 

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

 Dintotdeauna am ĺtiut cń el va fi medicul meu,  I had always known that he would be my doctor and 
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dintotdeauna am ĺtiut cń eu voi fi scriitor. Cń va dura o vreme 

p©nń ce alŤii sń ĺtie asta. Sunt lucruri pe care le ĺtii pur ĺi 

simplu.  

that I would be a writer. That it would take a while until others 

knew these matters. There are certain things you simply know.  

 Dar erau lucruri pe care el nu le ĺtia. De pildń, cń ´l uram 

c©nd nu ´mi cultiva meticuloasa mea ipohondrie ĺi cń aveam 

impresia cń mń analizeazń peste ochelari, aĺtept©ndu-se sń mor 

înaintea lui.  

 But there were also things he didnõt know. For example, 

that I hated him when not encouraging my meticulous 

hypochondria and I had the impression that he was analysing 

me arrogantly, waiting for me to die before him.  

 Chiar dacń el avea inteligenŤa supravieŤuitoarei sale rase, 

eu ĺtiam sń pństrez tainele slńbiciunii. 

 Even if he had the intelligence of his powerful race, I was 

the one who knew how to guard the secrets of weakness. 

 Norocul meu erau bolile care ordonau. Nimeni nu 

sesizase subtila lor rigoare ĺi exactitate aflatń oricum dincolo de 

numere. Eu ´nsumi acŤionam mascat, ca ĺi cum aĺ fi plimbat un 

magnet sub foaia de hîrtie pe care pusesem dezordonata 

piliturń de fier. 

 I was lucky thanks to the illnesses which took control. 

Nobody had become aware of their subtle rigour and 

min uteness which both defied calculation. I myself was 

handling in secrecy, as if I was moving a magnet underneath a 

sheet of paper on which Iõd haphazardly put iron filings. 

 Doctorul nu ĺtia cń eram viclean mortal.  The doctor had no idea that I was incredibly sly.  

 Mai fńcea ĺi greĺeli flagrante: de pildń c©nd ´ĺi 

cumpńrase un automobil Toyota roĺu ĺi venise cu el la moartea 

prietenului nostru comun din liceu.  

 

 My friend also made huge mistakes: for example when 

he bought himself a red Toyota car and he had come with it  at 

the funeral of our mutual  high-school friend.  
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 Aĺadar, dinspre partea asta eram asigurat. Printr-un alt 

prieten de familie ´mi achiziŤionasem un loc de veci la cimitirul 

Ungureni.  

 Therefore, I was very sure of myself from this poi nt of 

view. I had bought myself a grave at the Ungureni cemetery 

with the help of an old friend of my familyõs. 

 Maĺina Toyota roĺie nu avea ceea ce se numeĺte sistem 

automatic de frânare. În schimb, cimitirul era bine plasat, între 

grńdina zoologicń ĺi serele ´n care se plictiseau plńp©ndele 

plante ale pensionului.  

 The red Toyota car didnõt have what is called an 

automatic break system. But at least the cemetery was in a good 

location, between the zoo and the hothouses where the delicate 

plants of the boarding school were getting bored.  

 Pe pereŤii de sticlń, fetele din sere ´ĺi puneau la uscat 

chiloŤii tetra uzi de un fel de transpiraŤie sublingualń. (ċn copaci, 

un fel de pńsńri-clitorisuri, gâlgâiau melodioase.)  

 On the glass windows, the girls in the hothouses let their 

tetra underwear dry, because they had become wet with a sort 

of sublingual perspiration. (In the trees, there were several 

clitoris -shaped birds which were singing melodiously.)  

 Fetele ´ĺi ĺtergeau t´mpla cu mica piesń de lenjerie 

intimń, iar roua rńmasń pe p©nzń, cu miros de mir, le impregna 

chipul ostenit ca pe un giulgiu.  

 The girls were cleaning off their temples with the tiny 

piece of underwear and the dew which remained on the linen, 

smelling of chrism was impregnating their tire d faces like a 

shroud. 

 Le priveam hńmesiŤi: degetele rizomilor vegetali 

alunecau pe geam, nu ajungeau p´na la cńmńrile lor vegetale, sń 

le scurme intimitatea.  

 We were looking at them greedily: the fingers of the root 

plants were sliding down the window,  didnõt reach their secret 

chambers to invade their privacy.  

 Animale cu chipul meu fńceau tot felul de mńscńrii ´n 

cuĺtile de s©rmń. Un leu cu probleme de calviŤie ´mi impregna 

nota zodiacalń. O maimuŤicń isteaŤń foc, cu fundul roĺu purta 

 Animals bearing my face did all sorts of masquerades in 

the barbed-wire cages. A bald lion was impregnating my 

astrological sign. A very smart monkey with red buttocks was 
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ĺapca mea din liceul FraŤii Buzeĺti cńruia ´i spuneam ´n 

adolescenŤń Bastilia. Ĺapca era cńptuĺitń cu un material lucios, 

purpuriu ð ´n interior era o etichetń ăCeaprńzńria Lipscanió. 

wearing my hat from my years in the high -school FraŤii Buzeĺti 

which as a teenager I called Bastilia. The hat was lined with a 

shiny, purple material - there was a label on the inside with 

òCeaprńzńria Lipscanió written on it. 

 Capului de cerb de pe frontispiciul cabanei de v©nńtoare 

de la intrarea ´n parcul Romanescu ´i crescuserń coarnele de 

atîta relaxare - mń speriasem sń descopńr cń, ´ntr-adevńr, ´n 

timpul unui exerc iŤiu yoga, ´ncepuserń sń mi se umfle ´n frunte 

astfel de protuberanŤe. Era semn de ´nńlŤare. 

 

* 

 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 ð I 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. 

 

* 

 

 Am semnat un act de concesionare cu nea Vasile, 

administratorul grńdinii zoologice, care avea grijń ĺi de sere ĺi 

de cimitir. Eram asigurat cu un mormânt numai al meu între 

gratii, labirinturi ĺi cearĺafuri. (Administratorul cimitirului mi-a 

transmis printr -un funcŤionar de la primńrie urmńtorul mesaj: 

ămńi, dacń ńla nu vine sń ´ĺi ocupe morm©ntul ´ntr-o lunń sń ´l 

elibereze, cń avem cereri destuleó). 

 I signed a license contract with nea Vasile, the zoo 

director, who also took care of the hothouses and the cemetery. 

I 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 

clerk: òman, if that guy donõt show up to take hold of his grave, 

then tell him to leave it in a month, cause we have many 

customers.ó) 

 Acum puteam sń mń ocup de lucrurile cu adevńrat  Now I could finally take care of things which really 
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importante: ghinioanele, legńturile, promisiunile, ba chiar 

norocul nefast la loterie. 

mattered: bad luck, connections, promises, even bad luck at 

lottery.  

 ċn general nu ne dńdeam seama de gravitatea stńrii ´n 

care ne aflam. Unii nu-ĺi dńdeau seama nici la spital. Spuneau: 

ăo sń ies eu de aici ĺi o sń fac cutareó. 

 We usually do not become aware of the seriousness of 

the state we are in. Some people do not realize the truth not 

even while hospitalized. They used to say: òIõll get out and do 

so and so.ó 

 Nu mai apucau. AlŤii mureau ĺi se credeau sńnńtoĺi: era 

o chestiune de simplń neatenŤie. 

 They never got to do anything. Others died, even if they 

considered themselves healthy: it was a mere matter of 

inattention.  

 Ar fi putut spune ăpardonó ĺi ar fi trńit. (Eu îmi 

c©ĺtigasem de bine de rńu un colŤ numai al meu, dar la orice 

neatenŤie maimuŤica cu fund roĺu mi-ar fi smuls pâinea din 

gurń.) 

 

 He could have said òexcuse meó and would have lived.  

(I had somehow won a place entirely mine, but at a momentõs 

notice the little monkey with the red butt would have stolen the 

bread from my mouth .) 

 

 

 Acum, despre ghinioane.  Now letõs talk about bad luck. 

 Faptele o luau razna - li se desfńcea un pinion. Trebuia sń 

le adun într -o pungń ĺi, oric©t de atent ´ncercam sń le 

reasamblez, rńm©neau piese ´n plus. Nu le aruncam ´nsń, 

umpl©nd sertarele p©nń la refuz. Asta era: dintr-un fier de 

cńlcat ieĺea o pungń de plastic plinń ochi de piese dezarticulate 

 Things were getting out of hand ð they lacked a gear. I 

had to gather everything in a bag and, no matter how careful I 

tried to reassemble them, there were always some pieces left. I 

didnõt throw them away, but crammed up the drawers. The 

following matter occurred: a plastic bag came out of an iron, a 
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ĺi mai dńdea ĺi ceva pe deasupra. bag full of disarticulated pieces, and it even spilled over.  

 Dar cel mai rńu era c©nd ´nt©mplńrile se ´mbolnńveau ´n 

cer. Sńrea un arc ĺi mecanismul se gripa. Foetuĺi palizi de 

cńprioarń suspinau ofiliŤi ´n medalioane. 

 The worst thing happened when matters were decaying 

in heaven, too. If the main piece happened to be misplaced, 

then the whole mechanism became ill. The pale, shrivelled deer 

foetuses were sighing in the meat dishes. 

 Cineva fńcuse o legńturń ĺi plecase, lńs©ndu-mń acolo, 

agńŤat. Nu puteam sta prea mult timp ´ntr-o singurń existenŤń, 

´mi amorŤea m©na. 

 Somebody had created a link and gone away, leaving me 

behind, hanging. I couldnõt be content with a single existence, 

my hand went numb.  

 Era cumplit. Trebuia sń sparg cu ciocanul pentru 

intervenŤii de urgenŤe sticla groasń. 

 It was horrible. I had to break the thick glass with the 

emergency hammer. 

 Tot felul de alarme ĺi sirene ´ncepeau atunci sń facń 

zarvń, fńrń rost. ċmi puneam pe umeri halatul meu de laborator, 

cu s©nge pe m©neci ĺi ´ncepeam sń Ťip la cei dragi. PereŤilor le 

crńpau timpanele. Pńcat de tencuiala proaspńtń care mai 

mirosea ´ncń a clorurń de var. Un material de altfel onest. 

 If I used the hammer, all sorts of alarms and sirens 

started making noise, but to no avail. I put on my lab coat, 

stained with blood on the sleeves and started screaming to my 

loved ones. The eardrums of the walls were bursting. Too bad 

for the fresh coat of plaster which still smelt of bleach. A 

material which is for that matter, a sincere one. 

 Mń refugiam ´n toalete ´nguste unde storceam cu lacrimi 

´n ochi probe de urinń portocalie. Degeaba, nimeni nu mń 

iubea, biologii citiserń deja asta ´n molecule spiralate. 

 I took refuge in narrow toilets where, teary -eyed, I used 

to squeeze samples of orange urine. It was all in vain, nobody 

loved me, biologists had already read this in the spiralled 

molecules. 

 Fńrń sń le pese de moliciunea inimii, cristalele de uraŤi se  Without caring about my heart õs softness, the urine 



Translation Café,  Issue  
Short story by Horia Dulvac  

Translated into English  by MTTLC graduate students  

 

63 
 

 
 March  2015 

aĺezau unele peste altele ordonat, ca turnurile pńcńtoase ale 

Babylonului.  

 

crystals went orderly one on top of the other, just like the sinfu l 

towers of Babylon. 

 

 Ca sń mai limpezesc lucrurile, dezlegam toate nodurile 

din casń (se ĺtie cń aduc ghinion). 

 And to make things clear, I loosened everything in the 

house (it is a well-known fact that knots bring bad luck).  

 Desfńceam conŤinutul pernelor, rńsucit ca intestinele 

unei pńsńri bolnave. Cele mai multe vrńji se fńceau prin 

intermediul acestui inofensiv obiect, perna pe care ne aĺezam 

capul spre odihnń, complet neprotejaŤi. Eram victime sigure ´n 

vis. Mńruntaiele lor bolnave de colitń fierbeau ĺi ne m©ncau din 

somn. 

 I 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.  

 Scuturam cerĺafurile din care nu odatń cńdeau verighete 

calpe, de aramń, penisuri rupte rńsucite, de copii, cadavre de 

coŤofene ´mpńiate, ĺerpi uscaŤi, tot soiul de viclenii. 

 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.  

 Lucrurile ajunseserń mult prea departe. Venise vremea 

sń iau taurul de coarne. Sń mń retrag at©Ťia paĺi ´napoi, p©nń 

c©nd puteam avea din nou o perspectivń asupra lucrurilor 

mioape. 

 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 I 

could have a perspective over undiscernible things. 
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 Venise vremea sń fiu din nou timid.  

 

 

 Time had come to be shy again. 

 

 Unii mergeau cu spatele ĺi nu dńdeau greĺ, alŤii mergeau 

cu faŤa proptindu-se ´n nas, dar aproape toŤi uitaserń pe unde 

au venit. 

 Some people went backwards and were never wrong, 

others went onwards but stumbled because of their noses, yet 

almost all of them had forgotten their origin.  

 De cele mai multe ori, dńdeau buzna ´n mansarda spre 

acoperiĺ. Ĺi de aici, se aruncau cu braŤele ´n formń de cruce 

direct ´n r©ul de foc excelent desenat pe pereŤii bisericii sf©ntul 

Ilie, vis-a-vis de fosta frizerie Ciufulici.  

 Most often these people would burst in the attic. And 

from there with arms in the form of a cross, they plunged right 

into the excellently painted river of fire on the walls of the Saint 

Ilie Church, which is right across the former hairdr esserõs 

Ciufulici.  

 Un loc unde v©rstele fńcuserń un nedorit scurt-circuit. 

Noroc cń observasem tendinŤa de ´ngroĺare a timpului ĺi i-am 

administrat o aspirinń ´nainte sń sufere o comoŤie cerebralń. Iatń 

la ce serveĺte sń fii atent! 

 That was a place where age didnõt advance. I had 

fortunately become aware of timeõs tendency to thicken and 

gave it an aspirin lest it should suffer a concussion. Thatõs why 

itõs good to pay attention! 

 Lucrul cel mai grav care mi se putea ´nt©mpla ar fi fost sń 

joc la loteria naŤionalń: aproape sigur aĺ fi c©ĺtigat. 

 The worst thing which could happen to me would have 

been to take part in the national lottery: I would surely have 

won. 

 Dar asta ar fi fost din partea mea o slńbiciune mortalń: 

astfel, deveneam vizibil, aĺ fi putut fi Ťinta oricńrui neiniŤiat, m-

aĺ fi deconspirat. 

 Yet this would have been a mortal weakness on my part, 

because in this way I became visible, I could have become the 

target of any amateur, I would have given myself away.  
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 ċn cer, se pregńtea o legńturń bolnavń: gesturile nu se 

potriveau, lucruri mńrunte Ťineau faptele pe loc, situaŤii ´n care 

mńtuĺa ´mi dńdea cu bobii, sau ´mi ghicea ´n cafea. Asta explica 

paloarea ´nt©mplńrilor ĺi lipsa lor de chef. Dar mai ales, 

mediocritatea zilelor, incapaci tatea de a comunica... 

 

 In heaven, something wrong was going on: the acts 

didnõt fit, unimportant things slowed everything down, 

moments when my aunt p redicted the future in coffee dregs. 

All these things accounted for the wanness of events and their 

lack of willingness, but especially the mediocre days, the 

inability to communicateé 

 

 

 Iatń o astfel de zi: duminicń, douńzeci ĺi trei mai: Tata mń 

plimbń de m©nń pe aleile parcului. 

 Take for example such a day: Sunday, the 23rd of May: 

Father is walking wi th me on the park alleys. 

 Eu sughiŤ, el mń bate pe spate. Anii ĺi poticnelile sar din 

gurń ca niĺte guĺteri verzi. 

 I hiccup, father claps me on the back. Years and stumbles 

drop from our mouths like green lizards.  

 Un vid g©tuit vorbeĺte: ă´ncń nu e momentul, primul lui 

infarct.ó 

 A strangled void is the one talking: òthe timeõs not 

proper, it is his first heart attack.ó 

 La un pocnet pufos, porumbeii se aruncń ´ntr-o scrobealń 

albastrń. Cel mai ieftin dezinfectant folosit ca apret. 

 And after a soft crack, pigeons launch themselves into a 

blue starch, the cheapest disinfectant used as a coating. 

 Spermatozoizii cu sufletul lipit de cerĺafurile unitńŤilor 

militare miros a vag ĺi a clor. 

 

 

 

 The spermatozoa, their souls attached to the linen of the 

military troops , smell of vague and of chlorine. 
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 Harababurń ´n debarale: mi-am pus ´n piept o inimń 

greĺitń, parcń de pe vremea c©nd eram recrut ð inima de 

´mprumut e mai rezistentń. 

 Thereõs a mess in the closets: I placed a wrong heart in 

my chest, I think it was from the time I was a conscript ð a 

borrowed heart is much more powerful.  

 Mai vorbesc din când în când cu bunicii prin mirosuri. 

Cele mai frecvente: naftalinń sau gutuie. 

 I speak from time to time with my grandparents through 

smells, among which the most frequent are naphthalene or 

quinces. 

 Mń ´nt©lnesc uneori cu colegii de invidii: trecem pe 

celńlalt trotuar. 

 I sometimes meet the ones who envy me and we avoid 

one another. 

 Chipuri fac semne ĺi strigń: ăUltimul care moare are 

dreptateó.  

 

 There are faces which make signs and shout: òThe last to 

die is right.ó 

 

 

 Doamne, asta era: participam la o ´ntrecere pe viaŤń ĺi pe 

moartea ð cel mai tare mń jenau foĺtii colegi de liceu. 

 God, that was it: I was taking part in a life and death race 

- and those who bothered me the most were my former high -

school classmates. 

 Chiar azi am avut o satisfacŤie deosebitń: ´n timp ce 

cńutam cu un aer uĺor neatent, ceva strńlucitor ce-mi atrńsese 

atenŤia ´n containerul de gunoi, am gńsit un ziar ´ngńlbenit, 

poate chiar murdar de rahat, nu mi -am dat seama, cńci ´ndatń 

ce l-am prins ´ntre degete a devenit sfńr©micios. Frec©ndu-mi 

´nsń degetele cu salivń, ele miroseau ´ntr-adevńr uĺor a fecale. 

 Just today I experienced a wonderful satisfaction: while 

searching in a slightly careless way something bright which had 

caught my attention in the waste container, I stumbled upon a 

faded newspaper, maybe it was even full of shit, I didnõt 

actually realize what it was, because as soon as I caught it in my 

hands, it crumbled. Yet as I rubbed saliva between my fingers, I 
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Un parfum afrodisiac irezistibil.  realized they had the faint smell of shit. An irresistible 

aphrodisiac perfume.  

 Ei bine, am vńzut ´n acel ziar, care poate fusese folosit ca 

h©rtie igienicń, fotografia unuia dintre foĺtii mei camarazi, 

acum deputat ĺi am ĺtiut cń va muri ´naintea mea! 

 Well, what I saw in that newspaper, which maybe had 

been used as toilet paper, was the photo of one of my former 

classmates, now a deputy and I knew he was to die before me! 

 O fericire fńrń nume m-a cuprins ĺi parcń un izvor de apń 

groasń a Ť©ĺnit cu putere din piept, ca ĺi cum ar fi fost acoperit 

de-o lespede grea - mń jenez sń spun cń toate acestea au fost 

´nsoŤite de-o spontanń, inexplicabilń erecŤie. Totul a fost 

suficient de puternic sń mń ridice fńrń menjamente în sus. Nici 

Isus nu ar fi cerut altfel. 

 

 I 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 boulder ð and I 

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. 

 

 

 Nici tata nu mi -a solicitat altceva dec©t sń mń las dus.  Not even father asked for anything other than I let 

myself be taken away. 

 Dar cum sń fac asta, c©nd el era mai tot timpul absent?  But how was I supposed to do this, since he was absent 

most of the times? 

 De cele mai multe ori nu ne asculta, nu ne bńga ´n seamń: 

´nŤelegeam cń era preocupat, era vorba de ceva subtil, o rigoare 

care ne Ťinea pe noi toŤi ca ´ntr-o Ťesńturń. 

 Most often he didnõt listen or pay attention to us: we 

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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 Aĺa ne preda matematicile bl©ndul profesor Nistorescu, 

cel cu un ochi ĺasiu. (DicŤionarul explicativ al limbii rom©ne 

oferea, pentru aceastń nefericitń disfuncŤie a vederii, o mulŤime 

de sinonime de origine turceascń: chior©ĺ, ´ncruciĺat, ceac©r, 

bazaochi.) ċn momentele sale de mare concentrare, disfuncŤia 

vederii i se accentua. 

 This is the manner in which the gentle cock-eyed 

professor Nistorescu taught us mathematics. (The Romanian 

explicatory dictionary offered a lot of other synonyms for this 

unhappy dysfunction of the eyesight: squint, askance, asquint, 

awry.) In his moments of maximum concentration, the 

dysfunction  worsened. 

 Profesorul cńdea ´ntr-un fel de tńceri geometrizante, ca o 

catedralń de gheaŤń. Degeaba strigam, cńci un soi de muŤenie se 

´ntindea ca un cauciuc peste colŤurile feŤei. (Nu rare sunt 

ocaziile c©nd spaima paralizeazń, lńs©ndu-te cu gura str©mbń.) 

 The professor adopted a silence which was geometrized, 

just like an ice cathedral. We shouted in vain, a sort of muteness 

spread like a rubber over the corners of his face. (More often 

than not fright paralyses, leaving one with a distorted mouth.)  

 La inteligenŤa tatei, bńtr©neŤea era o chestie de neatenŤie. 

Nu aveam nici o ´ndoialń, dar nu mai puteam accepta asta ĺi 

dupń moartea sa. 

 To my fatherõs mind, old age was a matter of 

inattentiveness. I had no doubts about this, but I couldnõt accept 

it after his death, too. 

 Fńrń trup, nu mai exista nici o scuzń. ċn astfel de situaŤii 

nu se mai trece nimic cu vederea. ţi se spune: ăHei, tu cel de 

colo! Ai trup?ó ăN-amó, rńspunzi ruĺinat. 

 Without body, there were no more excuses either. 

During such moment s nothing is forgiven. You are asked: 

òHey, you there! Do you have a body?õ òI donõt,ó you answer 

shamefully.  

 ăAtunci ce scuzń mai ai tu dacń nu ai fost ´n stare sń Ťii 

nici de amńr©tul tńu de trup?ó ăPńi nu am ĺtiut cń trebuia sń vin 

cu el la examenó, spuneai. 

  òThen what other excuse can you have other than not 

being able to take care of your wretched body?ó And then you 

said òWell, I had no idea I had to present it at the exam.ó 

 ăEi, neĺtiinŤa nu scuzń ´ncńlcarea legii. E un principiu de   òWell, lack of knowledge is not an excuse for breaking 
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dreptó. 

 

* 

the law. This is a legal principle.ó 

 

* 

 

 Eram cu tata pe un c©mp de floarea soarelui. Urmńream 

un roi de albine care plecaserń de la stupul lor. 

 Once I was with dad in a field of sunflowers. We were 

looking at a swarm of bees which had flown away from their 

beehive. 

 Urma sń verific experimental bńnuiala cń ceva nu e ´n 

regulń cu carnea. Era prea rarń pentru atenŤia mea. 

 I was about to see whether there was something wrong 

with the meat. I saw it too seldom for it to catch my attention.  

 Creĺterea ei necontrolatń fńcea prezentul spongios ĺi 

vulnerabil. Iar tatńl meu nu a ĺtiut sń se fereascń la timp de 

aceastń rńrire imprudentń. 

 Its uncontrolled growth turned the present into 

something spongy and vulnerable. And my father didnõt know 

how to be on his guard in time against this imprudent dilution.  

 Înainte de toate, peisajul era inadecvat. Stupii erau 

paralelipipedici ĺi multicolori. 

 First of all, the landscape was unfitting. The beehives 

were parallelepipedal and many -coloured. 

 Geometria lor era o întâmplare stranie în acea lume a 

´nmulŤirilor fractale, ´n care eu ´nsumi, prin necontenita ĺi 

inutila mea producŤie de g©nduri, pńream un corp strńiné 

 Their geometrical shape was a strange matter in that 

world of fractal multiplications, in which I myself seemed an 

intruder because of my continuous and useless thought 

productioné 

 Apoi, multiplicitatea. Nici lanul nu era ´n regulń. 

Altminteri paĺnice ca niĺte mńtuĺe blajine, plantele de floarea 

soarelui ´ĺi dezvńluiau forŤa ´nmulŤirii ´ntr-un mod 

 Secondly, multiplicity. Not even the field was all right. 

Otherwise peaceful like gentle aunts, the sunflowers 

threateningly revealed the force of their multiplication. If I 
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ameninŤńtor. Dacń ´ntorceam spatele, conturul lanului creĺtea. 

Putea sń mń ´nghitń cu g©ndurile mele ca pe un cristal inutil. 

happened to turn my back on them, the margins of the field 

grew and they could swallow me, together with my thoughts, 

as if I were a useless crystal. 

 Mń Ťineam deoparte, ´n celńlalt capńt al cerului-lentilń. 

Un borcan ´nchis de aer condensat, ´n care cńdeau cu braŤele 

depńrtate, siluete plate. Lumina se condensa fin ´n polen. (Asta 

era de fapt compoziŤia esenŤelor.) 

 I was keeping away from it, at the ot her corner of the 

glass-sky. It was a closed jar full of condensed air, into which 

flat figures were falling with widespread arms. The light was 

gently condensing into pollen. (That was in fact the 

composition of essences.) 

 Mń culcasem cu spatele pe pńm©ntul care avea puls viu 

(tresńlta). 

 I had lain on my back on the earth which had a lively 

pulse (it was startling).  

 Prin genele ´ntredeschise, filtram lumina ĺi priveam 

miĺcarea cinematicń a tatei ce arńta ca un cosmonaut ´n 

costumul lui de apicultor. ( O astfel de percepŤie discontinuń am 

avut-o mai târziu, când mi -am cumpńrat o camerń video pe care 

am ataĺat-o la computer. Succesiunea tńiatń a siluetelor dńdea 

miĺcńrii un aer fantomatic. 

 I was filtering the light with half -open eyes and was 

watching dadõs cinematic movement, while dad resembled an 

astronaut in his beekeeper costume. (I had such a discontinuous 

perception later, when buying a video camera which I attached 

to the computer. The broken succession of figures gave a 

ghostly impression to the movement. 

 ăBine aŤi venit ´n mileniul stroboscopicó, ´ncepea actorul 

speache-ul sńu. ăNe aflńm ´n marea salń a conspiraŤiei ´mpotriva 

continuitńŤii. Trebuie sń spunem cń suntem abia la ´nceput...ó) 

  òWelcome to the stroboscopic millennium,ó the actor 

began his speech. òWe are here, in the great room of the 

conspiracy against continuity. We must admit we are hardly at 

the beginningéó) 

 Sub costumul de apicultor, spatele cńrnos al tatei era  Under the beehiver suit, dadõs fleshy back was touching 
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´nduioĺńtor ĺi vulnerabil. and vulnerable. 

 ċi simŤeam slńbiciunea: cuantele de luminń ´l strńbńteau 

ca pe o plasń rarń. Accepta sń fie neatent ĺi, din aceastń pricinń, 

grńunŤii clipei ´l ucideau. 

 I felt his weakness: the quanta of light were circulating 

through him as though he were a rare net. He agreed to be 

careless and because of this, the units of time were killing him. 

 Un cosmonaut sinucigaĺ, aflat ´n misiunea unei morŤi 

corozive, ca sń ne facń nouń loc.  

 

 

 A suicidal astronaut, on a mission to a grisly death, just 

to make room for us. 

 

 Amintire de la orele de fizicń: dacń nucleul cel dens al 

atomului ar fi de pildń c©t pńm©ntul, atunci rńtńcitorii electroni 

s-ar roti pe o orbitń amplasatń la distanŤa lunii. 

 A recollection from my physics class: if the dense 

nucleus of the atom were as large as the Earth, for instance, the 

wandering electrons would spin on an orbit lying as far as the 

Moon. 

 Iar substanŤa, formatń din atomi puĺi unul l©ngń altul, ca 

un zid de apńrare la foot-ball, este de fapt o barierń compusń 

´nt©i din gńuri. 

 And the substance, which is made of atoms sitting one 

next to the other, like a defensive wall in a football game, is in 

fact a barrier whose main composition consists in holes. 

 Gńuri exasperante, prin care se scurge toatń agoniseala 

noastrń de rigoare ĺi securitate ĺi, uneori, chiar ce e mai drag...  

 

 

 

 

 Exasperating holes, through which all our savings of 

rigour and security, and sometimes even the closest things to 

our heart are leaking...  
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 Pe c©mpul acela de floarea soarelui, aveam o stupinń 

care trebuia neapńrat vńzutń de ochi de zeu. (Aĺa eram noi 

pentru albine)  

 On that sunflower field, we had a bee garden that had to 

be seen by the eyes of a god. (This is how the bees saw us) 

 De at©ta ´nghesuialń, bunele insecte dńduserń ´n nebunie, 

ajung©nd sń nu ´ĺi mai recunoascń regina, cńzuserń ´n doaga 

revoluŤiilor. 

 Because they were so crowded, the poor insects had 

gone crazy, to the point of no longer recognizing their own 

queen, they had become revolutionary.  

 ăIatń ´n ce hal poate fi adusń specia de ´nmulŤirea 

neautorizatńó, ´mi spunea tatńl meu cu un aer profesoral dat de 

ochelarii ce ´i cńlńreau doct v©rful nasului, ´nainte de a dormi 

pe fotoliul din sufragerie.  

 òLook to wha t degree a species can decay because of 

unauthorised multiplication,ó my father used to tell me in a 

teacher-like manner, thanks to the glasses scholarly riding the 

tip of his nose, before he fell asleep on the armchair in the living 

room. 

 Mie îmi veneau ´n minte miĺcńrile acelea spasmodice ale 

împerecherilor, sexul pe întuneric, picioarele cu elitre ale 

insectelor, miĺcarea cinematicń ĺi o ´naintare fojgńitń care nu 

putea sń aducń, prin dezordinea ei, nimic bun...  

 I could only think of the spasmodic ma ting moves, of sex 

in the dark, of an insectõs elytra legs, the cinematic move and a 

bustling continuance whose disorder could not have any good 

result... 

 ċn plus, amnezia: apńruserń generaŤii pe care nu le 

interesa nimic din ce fusese înaintea lor. Le auzeam spunând: 

ăċmi bag picioareleó. Chiar trńgeam ĺuturi ´n gardurile liceului. 

Dńdeam pumni ´n dinŤi p©nń ne zdreleam pielea ĺi apńreau 

broboniŤe de s©nge. Scuipam salivń printre incisivii sparŤi cu 

gust de rńdńcinń dentarń stricatń ĺi tutun. 

 Besides, there was the amnesia: generations had been 

born that did not care about anything before them. I could hear 

them say: òI couldnõt care less.ó We would really kick very hard 

the high-school fence. We would punch our teeth until we 

scratched our skin and blood beads came out. We would spit 

saliva through our broken incisors that tasted like sick dental 
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root and tobacco. 

 Era c©t se poate de gravń ´nmulŤirea, ultimii nńscuŤi nu 

fuseserń vńzuŤi de ochi, de niciun fel de ochi, ĺi de aceea nu mai 

ĺtiau nici ei cine sunt. Fiul meu cel mic venea tot mai des sń ´mi 

arate ce face, avea nevoie de urgente confirmńri, eu adormeam 

obosit. Mń zg©lŤ©ia fńrń milń, trezindu-mń din somn, cńci ĺtia cń 

dacń ´ntrerupeam povestea, el ´nsuĺi urma sń fie lipsit de orice 

ĺansń. Dacń ´ncercam sń fug de consecinŤe, trebuia sń ĺtiu cń nu 

e posibil, cń fii ucid... 

 

 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, I would 

fall asleep with exhaustion.  He would shake me mercilessly, 

waking me up, for he knew that if I cut out the story, he himself 

would be left with no hope whatsoever. If I tried to escape the 

consequences, I had to know that it was impossible, that sons 

are likely to kill...  

 

 

 Devenise insuportabil! Singura soluŤie pńrea sń pleci, sń 

´Ťi iei lumea ´n cap, sń pleci cu ea cu tot, ´nchisń ´n capul tńu. Sń 

´nchizi ´n cap toate ferestrele ĺi, uit©nd lumea acolo, sń nu o mai 

priveĺti niciodatń, sń nu ´i mai dai drumul. 

 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 worl d 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.  

 Iar ea sń se dea cu capul de pereŤi, sń ´ĺi ´mprńĺtie creierii 

pe pereŤi. Sń punń m©na pe o mitralierń ĺi sń iasń ´n stradń, sń 

mai ´mpuŤineze din numńrul celor care ´Ťi mńn©ncń gńlbenuĺul 

 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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vieŤii, care te fac sń nu mai ´nŤelegi nimic. are eating from the yolk of your life, who cause you not to 

grasp the meaning of anything.  

(Cum se face mierea: albina ia ´ntre periĺorii de la picioare, 

polenul, praful acela al ´nmulŤirii. Un fel de ouń vegetale 

microscopice, mici. Polenul e scuipat de albinń ĺi luat de alta. 

Un fel de flegmń reluatń, ´ntńritń de anticorpii roiului. De-aia e 

at©t de antisepticń. Flegma e apoi scuipatń ĺi regurgitatń iar. 

Rezultatul este mierea: de salcâm, de tei, de mai...) 

 

(How to make honey : the bee holds the pollen, that multiplying 

dust, between the tiny hairs on its legs. The pollen looks like 

some kind of tiny, microscopic eggs. One bee spits it and 

another one takes it. Itõs like phlegm passed over, strengthened 

by the swarmõs anti-bodies. This is why it is so antiseptic. The 

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 ´nv©rtea l©ngń stupi cu un costum de protecŤie 

alcńtuit dintr-o pelerinń ĺi o cascń protectoare, ce-i dńdea aerul 

unui cosmonaut. De altfel, chiar ´n acea perioadń doi americani 

pńĺiserń pentru prima datń pe lunń. Imaginile paĺilor lor lenŤi, 

cinematici, parcń ar fi fost filmaŤi cu ´ncetinitorul, fńcuserń deja 

înconjurul televizoarelor alb -negru de pe Pńm©nt. 

 My father would bustle around the beehive in a safety 

suit made of a cloak and a safety helmet, which made him look 

like a spaceman. As a matter of fact, it was just about then that 

two Americans had walked on the Moon for the first time. The 

images of their low -speed, cinematic steps, as if shot in slow 

motion, had already been watched on the black-and-white -

screen television sets all over the Earth. 

 Albinele erau isterice. N imeni nu le gustase mierea, ceea 

ce le fńcea sń se ´ndoiascń de propria lor existenŤń. Poate de 

 The bees were hysterical. No one had tasted their honey, 

which made them doubt that they even existed. Maybe this is 
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aceea aproprierea de ele devenise un lucru riscant. Bunele 

insecte se comportau ca niĺte femei sńlbatice, amazoane gata sń 

omoare tot ceea ce se ´nvńluia ´n insuportabilul miros de 

mascul. 

why coming closer to them had become risky. The kind -hearted 

insects behaved like wild women, like amazons wh o were 

ready to kill anything that could spread the intolerable smell of 

a male. 

 Dar ĺi tata se arńta expert, ca un adevńrat patriarh: le 

Ťinea la respect, ´n ignoranŤa f©nt©nii pńrńsite, ´n faguri captivi, 

nepriviŤi. 

 But my father behaved like an expert as well, resembling 

a real patriarch: he marginalised them, pretending he had 

forsaken them in the old well, in captive beehives that he 

ignored. 

 Progeniturile lor, larvele de albine erau niĺte mici 

monĺtri: avortoni fńrń gurń, sau cu despicńtura gurii str©mbń, 

acoperitń de pieliŤe de netrecut. Bebeluĺi cu ochii captivi de 

albeaŤń. Cu mii de ochi (ce le-or fi trebuind at©Ťia), ca tot at©tea 

hexagoane ale disperńrii, de parcń doi nu erau de ajuns. 

 

 Their offspring, bee larvae, were little monsters: runt s 

without mouths, or whose mouth holes were oblique and 

covered by insurmountable skin layers. Small babies whose 

eyes were imprisoned by leucoma-like white spots with 

thousands of eyes (only God knows why they needed so many), 

like as many hexagons of despair, as if two had not been 

enough.  

 

 

 Am pus un astfel de fagure cu lńptiĺor de matcń la 

borcan ĺi i l-am dus soŤiei la maternitate. Din hexagoane abia 

cńpńcite, c©Ťiva copilaĺi ´ĺi scoseserń guriŤele Ťuguiate, 

pl©ng©nd. Buzele lor de trompetń semńnau cu peŤiolul unei flori 

 I put such a honey comb full of royal jelly in a jar and 

brought it to my wife at the maternity ward. The pursed little 

mouths of a few crying babies had come out of barely covered 

hexagons. Their trumpeting lips looked like the petiole of a 
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destul de criptice prin aroma ei: se numeĺte Regina nopŤii ĺi 

petala sa e ca trompeta trandafirie a unor amoraĺi. 

flower whose fragrance was quite cryptic: it is called Nicotiana 

affinis and its petals are like the rosy trumpets of Cupids.  

 ċn taxiul cu care am venit sń ridicńm de la maternitatea 

spitalului primul nepot al familiei, totul era periculos. Ĺoferul 

nu avea chip, ca roiul de albine fńrń faŤń. De fapt avea pe faŤń 

un cauciuc cu colŤurile strigńtului str©mbate ð nu ĺtiu cum 

respira prin el.  

 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 

grin ð I donõt know how he could breathe through it. 

 Cerul era o miere fńrń gurń: noaptea secatń de umori 

cerea degrabń un botez, altminteri devenea disperarea perfectń. 

O disperare vinovatń a dulcelui complet, trńind virtuos ´n cerul 

gustativ. (Colegul meu de ski de la Borĺa imi povestea aventura 

lui eroticń de-o searń cu o fatń ăcomplet lipsitń de secreŤii ĺi 

umorió. ċn contrast cu ea, iubitei mele i se destupau imediat 

lńcaĺurile gurii: un fel de ploaie sublingualń cńdea ca din cer 

c©nd o sńrutam) 

 

 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 Borĺa was telling me about his one-night erotic 

affair with a girl that had òno secretions or humours at all.ó 

Unlike her, my girlfriendõs mouth chambers would unlock at 

once: there was a kind of sublingual rain that seemed to fall 

from heaven when I kissed her) 

 

 

 I-am cerut ĺoferului sń treacń pe dreapta, cuprins brusc 

de-o crizń de astm. 

 I asked the driver to pull over, because of a sudden 

asthma attack. 

 Maternitatea pe care tocmai o lńsam ´n urmń era mai  The maternity ward we were just leaving behind was 
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´nspńim©ntńtare dec©t o fiinŤń larvarń care nu a fost niciodatń 

privitń. Avortonii ´ĺi consumau existenŤa ´ntr-un deplin care nu 

mai lńsa loc la nimic, nici mńcar la speranŤa cń cerul papilar va 

fi atins... (Brusc mi-am amintit de orele când eram asistentul 

apicultor al lui Tata: rńzuia cu o racletń ceara de pe rame ĺi 

dezvelea rânduri de larve  dormind ´n lńptiĺorul lor de matcń, 

fńrń chip, aĺezate cuminŤi ´n ferestrele lor hexagonale, ca la 

bloc.) 

 

scarier than a larva-being that no one has ever looked at. The 

runts went on living in a wholeness that did not leave room for 

anything else, not even for hoping to touch the roof of the 

mouth... (All of a sudden, I remembered the hours I had spent 

as my dadõs beekeeping assistant: he would scratch the wax off 

the frames with a paddle and reveal rows of larvae sleeping in 

their royal jelly, faceless, sitting quietly in  their hexagonal 

windows, like  in a block of flats.) 

 

 

 Lucrurile nu mai puteau fi ascunse: roiul eram de fapt 

eu, panicat cń ´mi uitasem casa, ultimul loc unde g©ndul putea 

reveni ca ĺi cum nimic nu s-ar fi întâmplat. Dar întâmplarea 

deja avusese loc... 

 I could no longer pretend not to understand: the swarm 

was actually me, panicking because I had forgotten my home, 

the very place where I could come to my senses as if nothing 

had happened. But it had already happened... 

 Mń neliniĺteau ´nsń celulele Tatńlui ce pńreau cń ´ncep sń 

nu mai asculte de centru. Deja miĺcńrile pńreau necoordonate: 

ceva din deplasarea sa pe lungime sńrea din logica cinematicń. 

ċl vedeam cum ´mbńtr©nea, de parcń zilele nu ar mai fi fost una 

c©te una, ci ar fi curs ca un fluid Ťiuind. 

 Nevertheless, I was worried about Fatherõs cells, which 

no longer seemed to obey the core. His moves already looked 

like they were not coordinated: something in his progress on 

track escaped cinematic logic. I could see him grow old, as if the 

days no longer came one by one, but flowed like a whirring 

fluid.  

 Rńm©neam perplex, ceea ce ´mi str©mbase gura. Auzeam  I would stay perplexed, and this had distorted my 
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ĺoaptele mńtuĺilor care se agitau ´n jurul patului de spital. mouth. I could hear the whispering of my aunts bustling 

around the hospital bed. 

 ăA fńcut congestieó, spunea cu voce tare sora medicalń 

care termina garda. Sunetul vocii ei lovea tavanul cu cruzime: 

ar fi putut vorbi ´n ĺoaptń, sń nu ´l deranjeze pe mort. ăBa 

infarctó, replica asistenta care ´ĺi trńgea halatul pe trupul gol, ´n 

mica chicinetń a salonului de spital. Carnea ei ´ncń mirosea a 

dragostea pe care o fńcuse cu soŤul, ´nainte sń intre ´n schimb.  

 

 òHe had a congestion,ó the nurse that was about to finish 

her shift said out loud. The sound of her voice hit the ceiling 

cruelly: she might have whispered, so that she would not 

bother the dead man. òIt was a heart attack,ó answered the 

nurse who was putti ng the smock on her naked body in the 

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 faŤń de Tata (chiar dacń el murise ĺi ´i 

puseserń pe pleoape o monedń rece) ca fetele acelea sń ´ĺi 

expunń astfel nuditatea ca un afront. 

 It was unfair to my Dad (even though he was dead and 

they had put a cold coin on his eyelids) that those young 

women exhibited their nudity so insolently, like an insult.  

 Am spus asta sunând într-o tr©mbiŤń de aramń ĺi 

umflându -mi obrajii ca ´ngerii de ipsos ai spitalului cu faŤada 

uzatń de obraz fardat. Eram conĺtient cń fetele erau pregńtite sń 

sarń pe mine sńlbńticite de sexualitate, ca ĺi cum moartea tatńlui 

le-ar fi declanĺat deodatń revelaŤia prezenŤei mele sńnńtoase, a 

miriadelor de spermatozoizi care trebuiau ´ncercuiŤi. 

 I said that blowing a brass trumpet and inflating my 

cheeks like the plaster angels in the hospital whose facade was 

worn out like a cheek wearing make -up. I was fully aware that 

the girls were ready to jump on me as wild as their excessive 

sexuality could drive them, as if my fatherõs death had 

suddenly awakened in them the revelation of my healthy being, 




