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Translation Cafe started in the year 2007, as the magazine of the MA Programme for the Translation of the
Contemporary Literary Text (MTTLC), at the University of Bucharest.

The eZINE consists of translations by graduate students of MTTLC, as a prolongation of their activity in
class. They are meant to give the graduates a taste of their future profession, and also to increase their sense of
responsibility for a translation they sign under their own name.

The texts are translated from or into English, and belong to all literary genres - fiction, poetry, literary
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21st centuries: Romanian, British, and American among others.
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Note biografice

DOINA RUGSTI este una dintre cele mai apreciate voci feminine
ale literaturii contemporane. Tradusd in 9 limbi, invitatd la
numeroase targuri si evenimente internationale, s-a impus in
special prin romanele cu tematica diversa si constructie solida,
cele mai multe apdrute la Polirom. Dintre romanele sale
amintim Fantoma din moard (2008), roman amplu despre
comunismul romadnesc, distins cu Premiul pentru Proza al
USR., Zogru (2006), reeditat in colectia Top 10+, si Lizoanca la 11
ani (2009), recompensat cu Premiul ,Ion Creangad” al Academiei
Romane.

Doina Rusti trdieste in Bucuresti, este profesor universitar si
scenarist.

Pagina web: http:/ /doinarusti.ro
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Biographical Notes

DOINA RUSTI is one of the most appreciated female voices of
contemporary literature. Translated into 9 languages, invited to
numerous book fairs and international events. She became
famous mainly due to her well-written novels, covering a wide
variety of topics, most of which are published by Polirom. Some
of her novels are: The Ghost at the Mill (2008), an ample novel
about Romanian communism, awarded the Prize for Prose of
The Romanian Writers' Union, Zogru (2006), republished in
Top10+ Collection, and, Lizoanca at the Age of 11 (2009), awarded
The Ion Creangi Prize of The Romanian Academy.

Doina Rusti lives in Bucharest, she is a University Professor and
a script writer.

Web page: http:/ /doinarusti.ro

Translated by Aureliana Grama
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Fragmente din Manuscrisul fanariot

Prolog

Nicio poveste nu incepe pe prima pagind a unei carti. lar
manuscrisul fanariot nu face exceptie. Un posibil inceput ar
putea fi in biblioteca Saraiului, unde sultanul Selim al IlI-lea a
dat peste niste partituri, scrise atat de prudent, incat notele
muzicale ardtau ca niste tantari inecati in cafea.

Selim a laldit dupa obicei melodia. Era ceva vesel.
Incepea cu niste rapdieli scurte si continua amplu, incat era
imposibil sd nu-ti dai seama catd lume isi pusese sufletul in acel
cantec. Pipdi hartia, ignorand semnatura maruntica din colturi.
Aceeasi mana scrisese sub note, intr-o limbd aleasa, pusa acolo
parca special pentru a-i aduce in minte figura de margica fara
fisurd a primului sdu invatator. Melodia se lega de cuvinte.
Erau trei strofe care laudau un oras al tuturor fericirilor.

Cantecul ii intrd in suflet, iar pana seara il invata tot

palatul, de unde se raspandi pe strdzi si mai ales prin taverne,
in primul rand pentru cd venea din gura marelui Selim, dar si

Q
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Excerpts from The Phanariot Manuscript

Prologue

No story begins on the first page of a book. The
Phanariot Manuscript is no exception. A possible beginning
could be in the Sarai’s library, where Sultan Selim III came
across some scores, written so cautiously that the musical notes
looked like mosquitos drowning in coffee.

Selim hummed the tune, as usual. It was something
cheerful. It started off with some short pattering and continued
in an ample manner, which made it impossible not to realise
how many had put their heart into that song. He felt the paper,
ignoring the tiny signature found in the corners. The same hand
had written under the notes, in a fine language, as if especially
to remind him of the flawless bead-like figure of his first
teacher. The tune flowed with the words. There were three
stanzas that praised a city of all types of happiness.

The song went to his heart and by evening the entire
palace had learned it and from there it spread to the streets and,
moreover, to the taverns. Firstly, because it came from the great
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pentru ca avea o melodie saltareatd, care facea sa-ti falfaie inima
incd de la primele mdsuri. Orasul din cantec era ca suspinul
ascuns in floarea de tei. Intre zidurile lui se topea orice
suferinta, stearsd din Cartea Destinului ori din alte cdrti copiate
dupa aceasta. lar orasul, acel oras al inimilor usoare, nu era
altul decat Bucurestiul.

Apoi incepurd sd circule zvonurile, intretinute de
soaptele sasdite ale grecilor din Fanar, singurii care bdtusera
drumurile pana dincolo de Dundre, unde se afla orasul valah.
Toata lumea stia de pildd, cd de cum treci podul, care e si
singura intrare in oras, iti dai seama ca toatd viata ta de pana
atunci nu mai face doi bani. Pe strazile pavate cu lemn de stejar
se rdsucesc aburii cdlddruselor argintii, in care fierb fara oprire
elixirele, parfumurile si alifiile, cdci orasul nu trdieste nici din
munca pamantului, nici de pe urma numeroaselor lui pravalii,
ci dintr-o aroma innoitd continuu, din acea rasuflare calduta
care invadeaza toti porii si care face ca orice nou venit sd uite
tot ce-a trdit, transformat pe loc in emir cu ochi de safir, in
nabab cu trdsuri si palate, in guvernator, polcovnic sau macar
intr-un contopist din alaiul domnesc.

Q
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Selim, but also because it was a lively tune, which made your
heart flutter from its very first bars. The city from the song was
like the hidden whisper in the linden flower. Between its walls
all suffering melted away, erased from the Book of Destiny or
from other books copied after that. And the city, that city of
light hearts, was none other than Bucharest.

Then the rumours began to spread, supported by the
hissed whispers of the Greeks of Phanar, the only ones who had
travelled the roads beyond the Danube, where the Wallachian
city lay. For instance, everyone knew that, as soon as you cross
the bridge, which is also the only entrance to the city, you
realise that your whole life up to that point is worth nothing.
On the streets paved with oak wood, steam swirls around from
the silver stoups in which elixirs, perfumes and ointments boil
all the time, for the city doesn’t live off the labour of the land,
nor off its numerous shops, but off a continuously renewed
aroma, off that warm breath which invades all pores and makes
any newcomer forget everything they’ve lived before as they
are instantly transformed into an emir with sapphire eyes, into
a nabob with carriages and palaces, into a governor, a
polkovnik or at least into a clear of the lordly suite.
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Dar erau si unele guri care povesteau cd unii umbld
nauci pe strazi, imbatati de iubire ori imbuibati cu bunatatile la
care au visat, torturati de propriile dorinte care le rod cea mai
fragild parte a carnii, invatdndu-i sd se bucure de durerile
patimii si de otrava unui suspin.

Dar oricare ar fi schimbarile, nu existi absolut nimeni
care s& nu cad3 intr-o lungd euforie. In Bucuresti nu exista griji
si nici tristeti lungi, ceea ce explicd insusi numele acestui oras

vesel, ca un clopotel in zapezile iernii.

Grecii din Fanar, care cunosteau bine drumul, fisi
scoaserd aurul de prin beciuri, din temeliile caselor, de sub
gramezile de vechituri si din gunoaiele care acopereau cartierul,
incercand sa-1 convingd pe sultan sa le dea tronul Bucurestiului
pentru o perioadd oricat de scurtd. Faima orasului se intinse de
la un capat la altul al Imperiului Otoman, incat nu mai ramase
nimeni care sa nu stie cd Bucurestiul este orasul unde se
implinesc visele. In cafenelele Istanbulului se dezvoltd un
adevdrat comert elitist, cdci aici isi licitau marfa cei mai stilati
negustori, la mare pret ajungand ogarii de Moldova, soimii de
Bucuresti si copiii valahi.

Q
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But there were also many who spoke of people walking
dazed around the street, drunk in love or stuffed with the
goodies that they dreamed of, tortured by their own desires
which eat through their flesh’s most fragile part, teaching them
to enjoy the pains of passion and the poison of a sigh.

But no matter the changes they go through, there is no-
one who can resist falling into a prolonged euphoria. In
Bucharest there are no worries, nor any lengthy melancholia,
which explains even the name of this happy town, like a bell in
winter snows. [n.t. Bucuresti - from bucurie = joy]

The Greeks of Phanar, which knew the way well, took
out their gold from the cellars, from the foundations of their
homes, from under heaps of old things and junk which covered
the neighbourhood, trying to convince the Sultan to give them
the throne of Bucharest for any period of time, no matter how
short. The fame of the city spread from one end of the Ottoman
Empire to the other, so that there was no person left who didn’t
know that Bucharest was the city where dreams come true. In the
coffee houses of Istanbul a true elitist trade developed because it
was here that the most stylish merchants auctioned their goods,
with greyhounds from Moldova, falcons from Bucharest and
Wallachian children reaching very high prices.
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I. BUCURESTI

1. Cea mai bund zi a lui a fost a intalnirii din brutarie. Se
intdmplasera multe intre timp si intrase deja in perioada in care
voia s-o uite. Era vara tunicii de barchet turungiu, una dintre
hainele lui iubite.

In coasta Hanului Rosu se deschisese o brutirie cu
clopotel, unde lumea intra in primul rdnd ca sa asculte
clinchetul usii. Prin fereastra deschisd venea miros de jimbla si
de susan copt. Intrase doar sd arunce un ochi si rdmadsese
incremenit. Langd tejghea se insirau cinci persoane. Plamanii lui
facurd o pauzd lungs. In fatd, la nici un deget distants, Maiorca
respira linistit. Ar fi putut s-o atingd, insd sangele, inca
nerafinat de intamplarile vietii, il transformase intr-un rac fiert.
In timpane 1i pulsa timpul, cu cele peste trei sute de aripi, iar
ceafa Maiorcii scotea aburi. Ii putea privi in voie umerii drepti,
zecile de codite rdsucite in carpe si urechile cu cerceii facuti din
atd rosie, pe care tremurau trei nasturei de sidef.

Q
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I. BUCHAREST

1. His best day was that of the meeting in the bakery.
Many things had happened in the meantime and he was
already in the period when he wanted to forget her. It was the
summer of the tunic made out of ochreous fustian, one of his
beloved coats.

A bakery with bell had opened beside the Red Inn,
where people went in primarily to listen to the clinking of the
door. A smell of bloomer and baked sesame was coming from
the open window. He had only gone in to look around and he
had remained transfixed. Five persons were filed next to the
counter. His lungs made a long pause. In front of him, not even
at a finger’s distance, Maiorca breathed quietly. He could have
touched her, but his blood, not yet refined by the events of life,
had turned him as red as a lobster. Time with its three hundred
wings pulsed in his eardrums and Maiorca’s nape was
steaming. He could look at will at her straight shoulders, her
tens of braids twisted up in rags and her ears with earrings
made of red thread, on which three little nacre buttons
shivered.
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Maiorca il vazu abia dupda ce umpluse cosul cu
painisoare. Intr-un prim moment cei doi se privird ca doi
oameni necunoscuti. Maiorca lasd buza, scotand oftatul pe care
el aproape-1 uitase.

Cat brutarul scrise in catastif, arunca doi bani pe tejghea
si inhdtd cu sigurantd chifla pe care pusese ochii.

In strads viata se animase. Maiorca vru s-o0 ia cdtre casd,
insd, sub un impuls de moment, ii apuca bratul care tinea cosul,
fira s-o slabeascd din ochi, cu toate cd nu era in stare s-o vada.
Prin retind i se derulau in viteza toate fetele ei, care il
torturasera. Primele cuvinte i iesirda la intamplare. Cand
sufletul fierbe, gura scoate cele mai false fraze, melodii fara
flacdra, fara valoare. De-aia se si zice cd numai oamenii cu
simtiri mediocre sunt in stare sa faureascd discursuri de mare
emotie. Cu toate ca in sufletul lui se zvarcolea o declaratie
ampld, buzele o intrebara ce face, ca si cum s-ar fi despartit ieri.
Fata surase, iar zgomotul strazii intrd in pamant. Din cosul cu
padine se revarsa o chemare discretd. Maiorca spuse ceva, o
propozitie scurtd, iar narile lui se umflara.

Q
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Maiorca saw him only after filling her basket with buns.
At first, they looked at each other as two strangers. Maiorca
lowered her lip, letting out the sigh he had almost forgotten.

While the baker wrote in his roll, he threw two coins
onto the counter and confidently grasped the bun he had his
eyes on.

Back on the street, he had come to life. Maiorca wanted
to go home but, under the impulse of the moment, he grabbed
her by the arm that was holding the basket without letting her
out of his sight, even though he wasn’t capable of seeing her.
Through his retina he could see a fast-forward of all her faces
which had tortured him. His first words came out randomly.
When the soul simmers, the mouth speaks the fakest words,
songs without flame, without value. That’s why it is said that
only people of mediocre feelings are capable of forging
speeches of great emotion. Although an ample declaration was
writhing in his soul, his lips asked her how she was, as if they
had only parted yesterday. The girl smiled and the noise of the
street melted into thin air. From the bread basket a discreet
calling effused. Maiorca said something, a short phrase and his
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Prin multimea care se invartea pe la poduri, cele doua
siluete ardtau ca niste fdclii. Ea mergea inainte, cu bratul
incoldcit pe cos, iar el bdtea caldaramul cu varful bastonului,
trei pasi in urma fustelor ei. Dincolo de pod era Bozdria, iar
deasupra ardea soarele ridicand valuri de crudaciuni otravite.

Niciun grec nu intrase in Bozdrie. Ca si el, orice sudit
ajuns in oras, afla chiar din primele clipe cd Bozdria trebuia
evitatd. Fa si bibitimea bucuresteand erau cele doud rele. In
plus, el mai avusese parte si de povestea unui valet, pe care
Bozdria il mancase de viu. lar inainte de valet, se insirau podul,
orasul si pravalia lui Mustafa, unde credea ca se afla inceputul,
cu toate cd nu niciun inceput nu poate fi demonstrat.

Pand in ziua intilnirii din brutdrie, mai sunt multe de
spus si toate se leagd de ochii ei, ca doud lutre iesite de sub
zdpezi. Prima oard a vdzut-o in curtea Mitropoliei, unde
ajunsese luat pe sus, in chiar ziua intrdrii lui in orasul la care
visase ca un nebun. Si cit mai visase!

Q
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nostrils flared.

Through the crowd that was circling the bridges, the two
silhouettes looked like torches. She was walking in front of him,
with her arm around the basket and he was hitting the
cobblestone with the tip of his walking stick, three steps behind
her skirts. Beyond the bridge lay Bozdria and above them the
sun was burning, raising waves of poisoned raw foods.

No Greek had entered Bozdria. Just like him, any
southerner who made it to the city found out from the very first
moments that Bozdria had to be avoided. It and the old folk of
Bucharest were the two evils present. Moreover, he had also
heard the story of a valet that Bozaria had eaten alive. And
before the valet lay the bridge, the city and Mustafa’s shop,
wherein the beginning was believed to lay, although no
beginning can be proven.

Until the day of the meeting in the bakery there remain
lots more to be said and all are about her eyes, like two otter
coming out from under the snow. He first saw her in the yard
of the Metropolitan church, where he had been taken to by
surprise on the very day that he had entered the city he had
dreamed of like a madman. And how he had dreamed!
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2. Pentru prima datd auzise de Bucuresti in pravalia
prietenului sdu Mustafa si, ascultindu-i doar muzica, i se
paruse ca un pamatuf trecut peste dinti. In mod inexplicabil,
toatd ziua aceea nu mai putu sd si-l scoatd din cap. Un cuvant e
un mic vierme, facut sa se inmulteasca peste masura. ijci intrd in
labirintul urechii cu harta in buzunar si nu-l intereseaza niciun
popas, nicio aliantd, iar in cazul de fata nu s-a oprit decat in
talamus, intr-o zond umbritd, unde se spune ca ar fi un fel de
lac bantuit de fantome. Dar loanis nu cunostea aceasta fateta
perversda a cuvintelor. Avea 16 ani, toti scursi in marginea
cartierului Catol, printre cosurile de peste, mai intai pe langa
taraba mamei sale, apoi carand la greu sarsanalele cu scrumbie
albastra, chefalii argintii, guvizii morocdnosi si calcanul randuit
bucatd cu bucatd in panerele de rachitd, intrate pentru
totdeauna in memoria, alaturi de fata tatdlui sau, profilata pe
cer, ca o mare paldrie de floarea soarelui, uscatd si innegrita de
ploi.

Pe parintele sdu il chema Bradu Milikopu, un nume
onorabil, cunoscut in tot cartierul, nu atat pentru niste fapte
eroice, cat pentru fata ciugulitd si pentru ochii infldcarati,

Q

11

2. He had first heard of Bucharest in his friend Mustafa’s
shop and just by listening to its music he had felt it like a
feather duster going over his teeth. Inexplicably, all through
that day he couldn’t get it out of his head. A word is like a little
worm, made to multiply incessantly. It goes into the ear’s
labyrinth, map in pocket, and doesn’t care about any stops or
alliances, and in this case it only stopped in the thalamus, in a
shaded area, which is said to be a sort of place haunted by
ghosts. But loanis did not know this perverted face of words.
He was 16 and he had spent all these years at the edge of the
Cétol neighbourhood, among baskets of fish, first next to his
mother’s stall, then constantly carrying all sorts of bags with
blue herring, silver mullet, grumpy goby and ray all lined up
piece by piece in wicker baskets. These all remained forever
engraved in his memory alongside his father’s face, embossed
against the sky as a big sunflower hat, dried and blackened by
rain.

His parent’s name was Bradu Milikopu, an honourable
name, well-known in the whole neighbourhood, not necessarily
for some heroic deeds, but for his face full of small holes and
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dincolo de care ardea un singur vis, cu numele de Lambros
Katsonis.

in dimineata de aprilie, dupa ce si ultimul cos fu asezat
sub tarabd, loanis o rupse la fugd, dupa obicei. Pravalia lui
Mustafa era in cealaltd parte a orasului, o afacere micsd,
inghesuitd intr-o singurd camerd cu tavanul de barne. Aici, in
aceastd incdpere captusita cu stofe si saluri, intra zilnic Ioanis,
doar ca sd atinga baloturile uriase de postav, sa cantdreascd din
ochi sulurile de lastra si sa pipdie matasea de Mosul, céci putine
lucruri se pot compara cu moliciunea textilei furisate, ca un
strop de ceai cdldut, printre ardtator si degetul mare. Uneori,
trecea pe la Mustafa numai ca sa simtd sub podul palmei
pachetul de serasir ori ca sa sugd in ochi culorile pastelate ale
muslinului. Iar cand avea bani cumpara resturi, bucati ramase
de la altii, chiar petece mici de panza, pe care nu le voia nimeni.
Facea garnituri de turbane, mdnusi, pungi impodobite cu
margele, cingdtori din zeci de petecute, batiste ori fete de
papuci, lucrusoare pentru surorile sau pentru matusile lui.

Cum intrd, 1i sdri in ochii o bucata de bengalind, aproape
ascunsa intre valurile de tesdturi. Era o panzisoard moale, in
care matasea parea sd se fi ridicat oglinda la suprafatd, in timp

Q
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his blazing eyes that hid a single burning desire by the name of
Lambros Katsonis.

On that April morning, after the last basket was laid
under the stall, Ioanis rushed off as usual. Mustafa’s shop was
on the other side of town, a small business, crammed into one
room with a wooden ceiling. Into this room, lined with fabrics
and shawls, Ioanis went daily just to touch the huge ballots of
cloth, to weigh the Indian satin rolls and to feel the Mosul silk,
because few things can compare to the softness of textiles that
slip between the index finger and the thumb like a drop of
warm tea. Sometimes, he would go by Mustafa’s just to feel
under the palm of his hand a pack of brocade or to absorb the
pastel colours of muslin with his eyes. And when he had some
money, he would buy scraps, leftovers from others, even small
patches of cloth that no-one wanted. He would make
decorations for turbans, gloves, bags embellished with beads,
belts with tens of small patches, handkerchiefs or slipper fronts,
trinkets for his sisters or his aunts.

As soon as he went in, a piece of silk wool caught his
eye, almost hidden between the waves of weaving. It was a soft
little fabric, in which the silk seemed to have risen like a mirror
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ce grosul, un amestec de bumbac si de 1and, ramadsese la baza.
Avea culoarea argintului inverzit.

Mustata lui Mustafa se trase intr-o parte: stofa nu era
ieftind si nici nu se putea face cine stie ce din ea, in niciun caz o
pereche de salvari. Ar fi mers pentru pldtci ori pentru niste
poale apoase. Poate pentru mansete. Dar pentru pantaloni...!

— Nici vorba, tinere Milikopu, isi dddu cu pdrerea
Mustafa, chiar in momentul in care in usa pravaliei se ivi fesul
de salim al invatatorului Okimon. Dupa ochii luminati sub
arcade, era evident cd trecuse pe la posta din port.

— Se pare cd prea milostivul Selim si-a aplecat ochii si
asupra bietului nostru Thessaloniki, spuse invatdtorul, cu
oarecare emfaza, si, cu toate ca pentru Mustafa ,bietul
Thessaloniki” era Eyalet-i Selanik, iar pentru orice vlas, Saruna,
niciunul dintre ei nu avea vreo problem4 de intelegere. In oras,
toatd lumea vorbea greceste, de dimineatd pana seara. Doar in
casele albe, sub coroanele zburlite ale pinilor ori in grupurile de
pietari, turcii se certau intre ei pe turceste, evreii sopteau in
limba lor, pe care n-o intelegea nimeni, iar de cum intrai in
cartierul Cdtol, se auzeau cuvintele impotmolite in miere,
cdrora numai vlasii le cunosteau miezul.

Q
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to the surface, while the rest, a mixture of cotton and wool, had
remained at the base. It had the colour of silver turned green.

Mustafa’s moustache went to one side: the fabric wasn’t
cheap and you couldn’t make much from it either, not a pair of
salwars, anyway. It would work for yokes or for some watery
shirt tails. Perhaps for cuffs. But for pants...!

“No way, young Milikopu,” opined Mustafa just as
teacher Okimon’s shalim fez appeared in the doorstep of the
shop. You could see by the light under the arches of his eye that
he had obviously been by the postoffice in the port.

“It appears that the very generous Selim has turned his
eye upon our poor Thessaloniki,” said the teacher with some
emphasis and although “poor Thessaloniki” was Eyalet-i
Selanik to Mustafa and Saruna for any Wallachian, neither had
problems in understanding. In town, everybody spoke Greek
from dawn till dusk. Only in the white houses, under the bristly
crowns of pines or in the market groups, Turks argued amongst
them in Turkish, Jews whispered in their own language, which
no one understood, and as soon as you entered the Catol
neighbourhood you could hear the words covered in honey,
whose core only the Wallachians knew.
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Timp de cateva minute, invatatorul facu elogiul
sultanului Selim, care implinea exact un an de cand urcase pe
tron.

— Un grec, prieten de-al meu, se simti dator Mustafa sa
completeze, mi-a spus c-au crescut de doud ori lefurile
galiongiilor. Fratele prietenului meu a fost in slujba lui Gazi
Hasan.

Pentru ca invé’;étorul privea insistent, Mustafa continua:

— Unii au primit si ranguri!

Prin fereastra pravaliei se vedeau acoperisurile cenusii,
iar in zare clipocea apa marii, ceea ce il fdcu pe loanis sad se
simtd dintr-odatda legat strans de locul acesta, de pravailia
cdptusita cu matasuri si de cei doi barbati, care ii erau cei mai
dragi oameni din toata Sdruna. lar atunci, in momentul cadldut,
ca un rac bun de pus pe masa, in viata lui Ioanis, in creierul lui
tandr si in inima doritoare, se furisda lama cuvantului Bucuresti.

— Fratele prietenului meu, se lauda Mustafa, a ajuns

stapan peste un oras in care toatd lumea danseaza!
Invatdtorul se indoi c-ar exista un astfel de loc, insd
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For a few minutes the teacher praised Sultan Selim, who
was celebrating exactly one year since coming to the throne.

“A Greek, a friend of mine,” Mustafa felt the need to
add, “told me that wages have gone up twice for sailors. My
friend’s brother worked for Gazi Hasan.”

As the teacher continued to stare at him intently,
Mustafa added:

“Some even got ranks!”

Through the shop’s window you could see the grey roofs
and further away the sea sparkling, which made Ioanis
suddenly feel a tight bond to the place, to the shop lined with
silks and to the two men who were the two dearest people to
him in all of Saruna. And then, in that warm moment, like a
crayfish fit to be laid on the table, the blade of the word
Bucharest crept into Ioanis” life, into his young brain and his
lustful heart.

“My friend’s brother” boasted Mustafa, “has become
master over a city in which everyone dances!”

The teacher doubted such a place existed, but the Turk
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turcul turui mai departe, in timp ce loanis incd mai méangaia
bucata de stofa.

Dansatorii despre care povestea Mustafa nu vorbeau
turceste si nici greceste.

— N-o sd ma credeti, isi dadu el ochii peste cap, oamenii
dia vorbesc vlasa!

— Aha, se lumina invatdtorul. Poate e vorba despre
Bucuresti!

Numele orasului aduse cu el un moment de tacere.

— Un bunic de-al meu a fost la Bucuresti, continua
Okimon.

Pe Ioanis il incdlzi gandul cd in imensitatea Imperiului
mai existau niste oameni care vorbeau limba lui. Nici mécar nu-
si dadu seama ca odatd cu aceasta constatare banalg, il invadase
si boarea cuvantului Bucuresti, care de altfel nici nu sunase
exotic.

Acesta a fost inceputul, dilatat pe mdsura ce timpul
trecea. Gura lui Mustafa miscandu-se sub mustatd, invatatorul
clarificand cu ochii senini. Fratele prietenului meu, spusese
Mustafa. Un bunic de-al meu, completase Okimon. Acesti
temerari i-au deschis poarta. Fratele prietenului era un marinar
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kept chatting on, while Ioanis continued to caress the piece of
fabric.

The dancers that Mustafa told of spoke neither Turkish,
nor Greek.

“You won’t believe me,” he said while rolling his eyes,
“but these people speak Wallachian!”

“Aha,” the teacher understood at last. “Perhaps you're
speaking of Bucharest!”

The city’s name brought about a moment of silence.

“One of my grandparents went to Bucharest,” Okimon
went on.

The mere thought that in the vastness of the Empire
there were other people who spoke his language made loanis
feel warm. He didn’t even realise that this ordinary finding
brought along with it the invading breeze of the word
Bucharest, that hadn’t even sounded exotic.

This was the beginning, expanded as time went by.
Mustafa’s mouth moving under his moustache, the teacher
clarifying things with bright eyes. “My friend’s brother,”
Mustafa said. “One of my grandparents,” Okimon had added.
These darers had opened the gate. The friend’s brother was a

Transla+tion
Calé

July 2015



Translation Café, Issue 147
Excerpts from a novel by Doina Rusti
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

cu barba incleiata de tutun. Bunicul invatatorului vindea
masline si licurini afumati.

Mangaind incd panza, loanis continud sd stea nemiscat.
In geamul pravaliei i se reflecta profilul, din care nasul iesea
puternic, ca spinarea unui caras.

Okimon era de pdrere ca insisi vlasii din Sdaruna venisera
de-acolo. Prin mintea lui Ioanis trecu fara motiv fata tatalui sau,

gduritad ca nisipul in care s-au intiparit stropii ploii.

— In tot cazul, preciza turcul, vlasii dia nu sunt prea
destepti! Fratele grecului meu s-a facut marinar pentru ca n-a
reusit sd vanda in viata lui un petec de carpa! N-are minte nici
cat o gdind persand! Totusi, acum e guvernatorul vlasilor
dansatori!

Invatatorul aduse in discutie inca vreo cativa tampiti din
Sdruna care se capdtuiserd la fel, incheind cu un precept pe
aceastd temd, pe care, dintr-un motiv numai lui cunoscut, il
spuse in vlasa.

Ochelarii invatatorului ii trimisera un jet de lumind, iar
mustata lui Mustafa se miscd binevoitor. Cuprins in mod
neasteptat de euforie, loanis se hotdri sa cumpere bengalina cu

Q

16

sailor with a tobacco-glued beard. The teacher’s grandparent
sold olives and smoked mullet.

Still caressing the cloth, Ioanis continued to stay still. His
profile reflected against the shop window, with his nose
protruding as if it were the back of a crucian.

Okimon thought that the Wallachians from Sdruna
themselves had come from there. Without any particular
reason, loanis saw his father’s face before his eyes, with its
holes resembling a patch of sand spattered with rain drops.

“Anyway,” the Turk specified, “these Wallachians aren’t
too bright! My Greek friend’s brother became a sailor because
he couldn’t sell a patch of cloth all his life! His brain is smaller
than that of a Persian hen! However, he is now the governor of
the dancing Wallachians!”

The teacher talked about a few more simpletons from
Saruna who had settled down likewise, ending his speech with
a precept on the theme that, from some reason known only to
him, he said in Wallachian.

The teacher’s glasses sent out a streak of light and
Mustafa’s moustache moved benevolently. Suddenly engulfed
by euphoria, Ioanis decided to buy the silk wool with the
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banii pentru macelar, ignorand cu totul pranzul de care il money for the butcher, thus totally ignoring the lunch which
desparteau doar cateva ore. was only a few hours away.

)
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3. Fard carne nu era chiar o catastrofd, ins3 toatd familia
sdri cu gura pe el. Bineinteles, nu putea sa spunad ca a cheltuit
banii. Pierduti suna mult mai bine, dar nu suficient, asa ca in
cele din urma optd pentru furati.

— Cine? se interesa tatdl, iar prin minte ii trecura fugitiv
toti verii Milikopu, inarmati cu pumnale si boxuri, tdindu-i pe
loc pofta pentru detalii.

Masa se umplu cu chiftele de spanac si peste cele 11
capete se lasa linistea. Obrazul ars de soare al tatdlui sdu ii
daddea intotdeauna fiori. Existd in mod traditional un numar
important de tati nemultumiti de copii, insa in cazul de fata
nemultumirea era ca o rana. Bradu Milikopu era un martir, iar
pentru martiri nu existd alternative. Se scula cu noaptea in cap
si-o lua direct spre debarcader. Scotea peste din apele marii
pand cand incepeau sd-1 usture ochii, sa-i tremure falca, sa-1 lase
genunchii, iar toti banii se duceau pe jizia, cdci trebuia sa
pldteasca impozit pentru exact 11 capete. Unul dintre acestea
era a lui Ioanis, care, privindu-si tatal, se simtea de fiecare data
mic si prost. lar cand tristetile de acest fel coborau peste el,
nasul i se umfla, transformdndu-se intr-un plisc de cioarad
batrana.
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3. A meal without meat wasn’t a catastrophe; however,
the entire family scolded him. Of course, he couldn’t say that he
had spent the money. Lost sounded better, but not enough, so
he decided to go for stolen.

“By whom?” asked the father, rapidly going through the
list of all the Milikopu cousins, armed with daggers and brass
knuckles, making him instantly not want to know any details.

The table was laid with spinach cakes and silence fell
over the 11 people present. The father’s sunburnt cheek always
gave him chills. Traditionally, there are numerous fathers who
are unhappy with their children, but in this case the displeasure
was like a wound. Bradu Milikopu was a martyr and there are
no alternatives for martyrs. He would wake up in the middle of
the night and head straight for the pier. He’d fish until his eyes
started itching, his jaw started trembling, his knees started
failing him and all his money went to the jizya because he had
to pay annual taxes for exactly 11 people. One of these was
Ioanis who always felt small and stupid when looking at his
father. And when such sadness descended upon him, his nose
would flare, transforming into an old crow’s beak.
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Pentru tatal sdu nu conta nici invatatura pe care o
cdpdtase de la invatdtorul Okimon, nici cd se spetea carand
cosurile cu peste. lar despre pasiunea sa pentru croitorie nici nu
voia sd auda. Stii tu sd faci un rand de haine ca lumea?! Nu!
Atunci ce fel de croitor esti? Hainele din visele sale nu erau
pentru onorabilul cartier Catol si nici atat pentru orasul Saruna.
Ii pldceau buzunarele, cat mai multe, camuflate de nasturi si de
broderii complicate, pe care putini stiau sd le aprecieze. lar in
afard de asta pretuia si uleiurile de pdr, care faceau ca buclele
lui negre sa arate grele si suple, ca matasea de Brusa.

Toate acestea insd erau tdmpenii. Singurul lucru demn
pentru un fiu de pescar din Saruna ar fi fost s-o taie fara
intarziere in largul marii si sd se inroleze in flota lui Lambros
Katsonis.

De 20 de ani cordbiile lui atacau fdrd crutare armata
marelui Gazi Hasan, sldbind Imperiul si dand sperante grecilor
si celorlalte neamuri, printre care se numadrau si vlasii din
orasul Saruna. Doua lucruri s-ar fi rezolvat daca ar fi fost un fiu
cumsecade: jizia s-ar fi micsorat cu un cap de om, iar ziua

eliberdrii de sub turci ar fi fost mai aproape.
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To his father neither the knowledge he’d gained from
teacher Okimon, nor the fact that he slaved about carrying
baskets of fish mattered. As for his passion for tailoring, he
wouldn’t even hear of it. Can you make a decent set of clothes?!
No! So what kind of tailor are you? The clothes in his dreams
weren’t for the honourable neighbourhood of Catol, nor for the
city of Saruna. He liked pockets, as many as possible,
camouflaged by buttons and complicated embroidery, which
few could appreciate. And besides this, he also cherished hair
oils that made his black curls look heavy and supple like Brusa
silk.

Nevertheless, all these were moonshine. The only
worthy action for a fisherman’s son from Saruna would have
been to go straight out to sea and enrol in Lambros Katsonis’
fleet.

For 20 years, his ships had relentlessly attacked the army
of the great Gazi Hasan, weakening the Empire and giving
hope to the Greeks and all the other peoples, the Wallachians of
the city of Sdruna included. Two things would have been
solved if he had behaved like a decent son: the jizya would have
decreased by one person and the day of liberation from under
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the Turks would have been closer.

Ioanis iubea libertatea si-i ura pe turci ca orice om Ioanis loved freedom and hated the Turks like any
normal din Sdruna, dar viata sub comanda cuiva, pe o corabie normal man in Saruna, but life under somebody’s command, on
amenintatd de tunuri, ii taia orice interes patriotic. El voia ca a ship threatened by cannons made him lose all patriotic
toti grecii sa fie liberi, dar si mai mult iubea libertatea sa, care in interest. He wanted all Greeks to be free but he loved his
momentul acela era facutd din parfumuri si haine frumoase. freedom more and that meant perfumes and beautiful clothes.
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4. Pe la Paste, situatia din familia lui Bradu Milikopu se
imputi rdu de tot. Dupd ce mama asezd pe masa margheriza,
Bradu ii dddu vestea de care se temea cel mai mult: ii venise
randul s plece. Impreuna cu doi veri, tatdl siu cumpérase o
barcd la mana a doua. O epavad. Oricine stia cd nu vor prinde
peste cu ea. Barca asta rablagitd o sd se izbeasca de stanci, la un
kilometru de port. Atat. Asta era rolul ei. Ioanis si verii lui de-al
doilea aveau sa fie deja pe galionul lui Lambros, imbracati cu
fustaneld si incaltati cu tsarouhia. Toti trei, aliniati, nas langa
nas, acelasi care era nasul inconfundabil al neamului Milikopu,
uneori intins ca o lamd de iatagan, iar alteori umflat pe
neasteptate cat ocarina. Dintre mostenirile care nu-i pldceau,
nasul era pe locul intai. Mai ales cand era suparat i se scurgea in
nas tot ndduful, faicAndu-I sd arate ca un croncan.

Perspectiva de rdzboinic era cat se poate de sumbrd,
intunecandu-i viitorul, pe care in momentul acela il vedea inca
laptos.

Framantat de apropiata plecare, batu in usa dascdlului

Okimon il invatase sd scrie. El fi pusese in mand
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4. Around Easter, things in the Bradu Milikopu family
got really bad. After the mother put the vegetable soup on the
table, Bradu gave her the news she feared most; his time had
come to leave. His father had bought a second-hand boat with
two of his cousins. A wreak. Anyone could tell that they
wouldn’t catch fish in it. This ruin of a boat would crash into
the rocks one kilometre off the port. That was it. That was its
part. Ioanis and his second cousins would already be aboard
Lambros’s galley, dressed in fustanellas and wearing tsarouhia
on their feet. All three in a row, nose by nose, that unmistakable
nose of the Milikopus, sometimes broad like the blade of a
scimitar and other times suddenly flared like an ocarina. Of the
heirlooms that he didn’t like, the nose was the very first.
Especially when he was upset, all his anger went into his nose,
making him look like a raven.

The perspective of becoming a warrior was dire,
clouding his future, which up to that point was all milk and
honey.

Careworn by the upcoming departure, he went to his
teacher’s doorstep.

Okimon had taught him to write. He had given him The
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Balavarani, cu povestea lui Varlaam si loasaf. Nu era grec get-
beget, ci pe jumatate sefard, iar acest lucru ii era de foarte mare
folos. Stia pe de rost versuri din Iliada, dar citea si pilde din Me'
am' lo" ez. De la el astepta cel mai bun sfat.

Okimon era de pdrere cd hotdrarea tatdlui trebuia
respectata. Nici o alta actiune n-ar fi fost mai buna si mai
demnd ca inrolarea in flota lui Lambros. Pentru cd dezamagirea
ii umflase deja nasul, invatdtorul i marturisi deschis cd nu avea
niciun pic de incredere in potentialul sdu civic.

— Ce-ai sd faci, tinere Milikopu? Ai sd iei drumul
Stambului?

— De ce nu? Nu spuneai domnia ta cd dincolo de
Stambul sunt niste vlasi condusi de un marinar grec?

Desi fusese doar o intrebare de formd, prin sange ii trecu
o vibratie de coarda subtire. Cuvantul, acel cuvant perfid ca un
brici, isi mari populatia. Bineinteles, nu reflecta nicio clipa la
sonoritatile acute ale Bucurestiului. Pentru el in momentul acela
nu conta chiar deloc muzica, ci doar stralucirea unui oras de
mari dansatori.
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Balavarani, with the story of Barlaam and Josaphat. He wasn’t a
true Greek, but half Sephardi, and this helped him greatly. He
knew by heart stanzas from the Iliad but he also read parables
from Me' am' lo' ez. loanis expected the best advice from this
man.

Okimon believed that the father’s decision should be
respected. No other action would have been better or more
dignified than enrolling in Lambros’s fleet. As disappointment
was already beginning to flare his nose, the teacher openly
confessed that he didn’t have the least bit of confidence in his
civic potential.

“What will you do, young Milikopu? Will you take the
road to Istanbul?”

“Why not? Was it not you who said that beyond
Istanbul there are some Wallachians led by a Greek sailor?”

Although it had only been a superficial question, he felt
the subtle vibration of a thin cord in his blood. The word, that
treacherous word similar to a razor, grew in population. Of
course, he didn’t reflect for one moment upon the acute
resonance of Bucharest. The music didn’t count at all for him
right then, it was all about the glamour of a city of great

Transla+tion
Calé

July 2015



Translation Café, Issue 147
Excerpts from a novel by Doina Rusti
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

— Nu crede toate balivernele lui Mustafa, se supdra
Okimon. In primul rand cd Valahia este la dracu-n praznic! Cu
cati bani ar costa o astfel de calatorie, ti-ai putea ridica o casa in
mijlocul cartierului Catol!

Sfaturile lui Okimon pdreau juste. Dar Ioanis implinea in
curand 17 ani, varstd consacratd armelor, pentru orice barbat al
clanului Milikopu.

Pus pe ganduri de cuvintele lui Okimon, se apuca de
croit. Bengalina, care costase pranzul familiei, incepu sa capete
forma de pantaloni, ce-i drept, cam scurti, chiar si prelungiti cu
un bumbdcel, de acelasi verde apos. In schimb le facu buzunare,
unele mari, la vedere, altele ascunse in cdptuseald, buzundrele
pentru o monedd, puse unele peste altele, mici fante in pliurile
de langa slit, buzunare de betelie si de tiv, buzunare in
interiorul buzunarelor, pecetluite de nasturi ori de petece

uuuuu

ornamentale, brodate cu métasica, in total 18 buzunare.
lar in timp ce rdsucea ata si-si sugea buzele, pe fereastra

deschisd, printre gratiile vopsite, vanticelul viclean al lunii
aprilie, 1i aduse Cantecul lui Selim. $i, vijelios, mintea i se umplu
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dancers.

“Don’t believe all of Mustafa’s nonsense,” Okimon said
upset. “Firstly, Wallachia is at the end of the world! With the
money spent on a journey there, you could build a house in the
middle of the Céatol neighbourhood!”

Okimon’s advice seemed right. After all, Ioanis would
soon turn 17, the dedicated age for taking up weapons for any
man of the Milikopu clan.

As he brooded over Okimon’s words, he began sewing.
The silk wool which had cost his family’s lunch began to take
the shape of some trousers, somewhat short, to be frank, even
after being extended with some cotton of the same watery
green. Instead he made them pockets, some big visible ones,
others hidden in the lining, small pockets for single coins, one
on top of the other, small slits in the plaits next to the fly,
pockets for the waistband and the hem, pockets within pockets,
sealed by buttons or ornaments, embroidered with silk, a total
of 18 pockets.

And as he twisted the thread and sucked in his lips,
through the open window, between the painted bars, the sly
April breeze brought in the Song of Selim. And suddenly his
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de dansatori, care topdiau condusi de un grec, prieten al
negustorului Mustafa, dansatori cu degetele impletite, ridicati
pe varfuri, gata sa zboare. Numele Bucurestiului vibrd, facand
sd-i tremure nadrile.

lIoanis ldsa acul si alerga dupa cantdret, care isi vedea
mai departe de treabad, ridicand glasul subtiat, ca de flaut, ori de
cate ori ajungea la numele orasului de vis - Bucuresti.

loanis rdmase cu gura cdscatd auzind cd Insusi
macariotatos Selim compusese acel cantec, iar toatd seara si zilele
urmadtoare il cAntd de atatea ori incat nu mai rdmase nimeni in
familia Milikopu care sa nu-i stie versurile pe de rost.

Prima persoand cdreia ii ardtd noii pantaloni fu Mustafa.
Spre deosebire de invatator, acesta se ardtd destul de optimist in
privinta plecdrii. El se oferi sa-i faca rost de o recomandare,
direct de la negustorul care era frate cu insusi guvernatorul
vlagilor dansatori. $i chiar se tinu de cuvant. O zi mai tarziu
Ioanis ii aduse un banut de argint, pe care il avea de la bunica
lui, iar Mustafa ii inmand scrisoarea, care era in greceste:
,Dragd frate, ai grijd de tanarul acesta, care este prieten cu
negustorul Mustafa din Thessaloniki.”
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mind was full of dancers hopping led by a Greek, friend of the
merchant Mustafa, dancers with interwoven fingers, on tiptoe,
ready to take flight. The name of Bucharest was vibrating,
making his nostrils tremble.

lIoanis dropped the needle and ran after the singer who
was minding his own business, raising his thin flute-like voice
anytime he mentioned the dream city’s name - Bucharest.
heard that
Macariotatos Selim himself had composed this song and he sung

Ioanis was dumbfounded when he
it so many times that evening and during the following days
that there was no one left in the Milikopu family who did not
know its lyrics.

Mustafa was the first person to see the new trousers.
Unlike the teacher, he was pretty optimistic about the
departure. He offered to get Ioanis a recommendation directly
from the merchant who was the brother of the very governor of
the dancing Wallachians. And he kept his word. One day later,
Ioanis brought him a silver coin which he had from his
grandmother and Mustafa gave him the letter, which was
written in Greek: “Dear brother, take care of this young man,

who is a friend of Mustafa, the merchant from Thessaloniki.”
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Un val de multumire ii scuturd obrajii, apoi un altul de
ingrijorare il facu sd intrebe daca nu cumva cunostea si numele
acelui frate tampit, care devenise regele vlasilor dansatori.

— Cum sa nu, ii rdspunse Mustafa, il cheama Nikos
Mavros si inca un nume.

Cum iesi din pravalia lui Mustafa, i se zgudui pamantul
de sub picioare si, dupa cum afld mai tarziu, tot Imperiul fu
zgaltait de cutremur. La Stambul cdzurd casele si chiar baile
imperiale, iar in Thessaloniki se facura praf pravaliile din Piata
de Peste.

In confuzia generald de dupa cutremur, loanis isi aduna
o boccea cu haine si cu alte lucruri folositoare si lua, nu fara
remuscari, cele 10 drahme din cufdrul mamei lui. Tnvéjcétorul ii
ddrui un top de hartie venetiand si adresa unui tip din Stambul.

— Este imposibil sd te ratdcesti, ii spuse el, cdci e chiar
starostele mahalalei Eiub!

Si intr-adevdr nu se rdtdcise. Dupd aproape doud luni a
ajuns in Bucurestiul in care il asteptau doi oameni: Maiorca si
Doicescu, doi bucuresteni care 1i schimbasera viata.
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A wave of gratitude shook his cheek, then one of concern
made him ask if he knew the name of that simpleton of a
brother who had become king of the dancing Wallachians.

“Of course,” answered Mustafa, “his name is Nikos
Mavros and another name.”

As soon as he stepped out of Mustafa’s shop, the earth
shook under his feet and, as he later learned, the entire Empire
was shaken by an earthquake. Houses and even imperial baths
fell in Istanbul and the shops in the Easter Market of
Thessaloniki collapsed.

In the general confusion after the earthquake, Ioanis
packed a few clothes and other useful things and took, not
without remorse, the 10 drachmas from his mother’s chest. The
teacher gave him a ream of Venetian paper and the address of
someone in Istanbul.

“You can’t get lost,” he said, “for he is the very head of
the Eiub slum!”

And indeed, he didn’t get lost. After almost two months
he reached Bucharest, where two people were waiting for him:
Maiorca and Doicescu, two people who had changed his life.
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5. Pe cand vlasul pornea spre taramul fagaduintei, la
Bucuresti, Dan Brasoveanu Doicescu tocmai se ridicase din pat.
Iar in mahalaua Coltea, peste care Doicescu era stapan, toata
suflarea stia cd se sculase boierul, al cdrui glas tanar razbdtea
peste toate casele dimprejur. Limonagiul Ali, cu tablaua
atdrnata de gat si cazanul de limonada in spinare, era primul
care afla. El ii anunta pe zarzavagii din Piata Cucului, care o
luau la fugd spre poarta din dos, impovarati de trufandale
pentru micul dejun. Pazarghideanul din Turnul Coltei ii vedea
tropaind ca pe-o trupa de ganddcei si anunta mai departe, peste
curtile Hanului Sf. Gheorghe, de unde tasneau pravaliasii cu
bdcaniile, intre care nelipsite erau madslinele rosii, urda si
cafeaua prdjitd pe pat de susan. Abia dupa aceea, o luau la
picior mdjerii, cu icrele de morun, urmati de macelari si de
restul pulimii care colora mahalaua Coltei cu taclite, fesuri si
testemene de un verde stralucitor.

In acea dimineata tihnitd Doicescu implinea 27 de ani, iar
cadoul lui principal, pe care Manda Doicescu avusese grija sa-1
pund acolo in timp ce el incd dormea, se afla intr-o caseta de
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5. As the Wallachian set off on his journey to the
promised land of Bucharest, Dan Brasoveanu Doicescu was just
getting out of bed. And in the Coltea slum where Doicescu was
ruler, everyone knew that the boyar had awoken as his young
voice carried over all the surrounding houses. Ali, the
lemonade seller, with his little tray hanging from his neck and
the lemonade cauldron on his back, was the first to know. He
was the one who let the grocers of Cucului (Cuckoo) Market
know, who then ran for the back door, burdened by the early
fruits for breakfast. The middleman from Coltea Tower saw
them thumping about like a squad of bugs and spread the word
further, over the yards of St. George Inn, whence the shop
keepers leapt with groceries, never missing out on red olives,
soft cottage cheese and roasted coffee on a bed of sesame. Only
afterwards did the fishermen start off with beluga caviar,
followed by the butchers and the rest of the nobodies who gave
colour to the Coltea slum with taklits, fezzes and scarves of a
brilliant green.

On that quiet morning, Doicescu was turning 27 and his
main gift, which Manda Doicescu had carefully placed within
reach while he was still sleeping, could be found in a silver
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argint. Una dintre bucuriile mari, mostenite de la primii
Doicesti, era sa cumpere lucruri de o raritate totald. Tabachere,
pdpusi mecanice, cutii muzicale, fructe de care nu auzise
nimeni. Tot ce era neobisnuit ii producea o mancdrime in suflet.
Cea mai noud achizitie era o lampa cu gaz, in forma de barbat,
un ndsos, dezbrdacat, cu paldrioard galbend si cu o sculd cat un
deget normal, pe care se vedea scris, cu litere aurite, Ami
Argand. Prin urmare, se astepta ca in casetd sa fie un obiect care
sd-1 surprinda total. Seara trecutd menzilul adusese un cufar de
la Brasov, cu sticlele lui de Frontignac si niste mdnusi de
mitase. Insd cutia de argint cu siguranta nu fusese acolo.

Cativa pasi usurei lipdird in dreapta, iar Doicescu intinse
mana fard sd priveasca spre femeia care i adusese ciubucul.
Trase primul fum si deschise cutia. Pe un pat de catifea dormea
o fasie de par.

In Bucurestiul cantat de Selim, in acel Bucuresti pe care
pariaserd grecii din Fanar, pe primul loc erau pldcerile capilare.
Iar intre acestea, aveau cdutare niste mici extensii, intotdeauna
insotite de agrafe si clame luxoase. Bucurestiul era plin de
mese. Chiar si barbatii care nu chelisera inca, preferau sa le
poarte. Oriunde ti-ai fi aruncat ochii vedeai numai cefe rase, dar
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case. Of the great joys inherited from the first Doicescus was
buying extremely rare things. Cigarette boxes, big mechanical
dolls or fruit that nobody had heard of. Everything unusual
made his soul itch. His newest acquisition was a gas lamp in the
shape of a naked big-nosed man with a small yellow hat and a
dick the size of a normal finger, on which you could see
written, in golden letters, Ami Argand. Therefore, he expected
the object in the case to completely surprise him. The previous
evening, the postman had brought a chest from Brasov, with his
bottles of Frontignac and some silk gloves. But the silver case
surely hadn’t been there.

He heard some light steps to his right and Doicescu
reached out without even looking at the woman who had
brought his hookah. After his first smoke he opened the case. A
strand of hair lay on a bed of velvet.

In the Bucharest sung by Selim, in that Bucharest on
which the Greeks of Phanar had placed their bets, capillary
pleasures took first place. And amongst these, small extensions
were very sought-after, always accompanied by luxurious hair
pins and clips. Bucharest was full of hairpieces. Even men who
hadn’t gone bald yet preferred to wear these. Wherever you
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sub fesuri, sub islice ori sub salurile vargate se aflau

intotdeauna mesele care bdgasera boala in barbati si
schimbaserd gusturile femeilor.

Negustorimea si marghiolimea de rand le cumpadra din
pravdliile turcilor, iar cei cu dare de mand le comandau la
Brasov. Doicescu, insd, avea gusturi fine, de barbat mofturos.
Ale lui era facute de insusi Fabio, florentinul, ramas in istorie
doar pentru mesele lui Doicescu. Manda comandase mesa din
timp.

Lasd deoparte ciubucul si sorbi din cafeaua care se
rdcorise, exact cum fi pldcea lui. Fard grabd, reveni la scalp, si-1
trecu printre degete, constatand, ca in fiecare zi, cat era de firav.
Apoi isi potrivi mesa pe el, avand grijd sa acopere bine agrafa.
Pielea capului era aproape albd, rasd de o zi, punandu-i si mai
bine in evidenta fasia de par, care se asezase de la crestet pana
la frunte, ca o lipitoare de smoald. Nu era propriu-zis un breton,
ci doar o dunga ingustd, ca si cum o pensuld de zugrav ar fi
trecut o singurd datd. Firele de pdr stdteau aliniate deasupra
celor doud dungi care ii traversau fruntea. Privitd dintr-o parte
si din alta, mica suvita pdrea un cap de sarpe toldnit pe chelia
de nea.
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looked, you would only see shaved napes, but under fezzes, fur
hats or striped shawls there were always the hairpieces that had
driven men mad and had changed women’s tastes.

The merchants and the common folk bought them from
the Turks” shops and the wealthy folk ordered them in from
Brasov. Doicescu, however, had fine tastes, those of a picky
man. His were made by Fabio the Florentine himself, who went
down in history only for Doicescu’s hairpieces. Manda had
ordered this headpiece on time.

He left the hookah aside and sipped from the coffee
which had cooled down, just as he liked it. Without rushing, he
went back to his scalp and felt it with his fingers to notice, as he
did every day, how frail it was. Then he fixed his hairpiece with
special care to cover the hairpin properly. The skin on his head
was almost white, freshly shaved, better bringing out the strand
of hair that had fixed itself from the top of his head to the
forehead, like a leech onto tar. You couldn’t say those were
proper bangs, but rather a thin band, as if a painter’s
paintbrush had passed over once. The hairs stood aligned over
the two stripes that crossed his forehead. If you looked at it
from the side, the small lock seemed like a snake’s head resting
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Doicescu suspind de placere. i ficu semn perdelegiului
cd voia sa se-mbrace, iar acesta repezi o voce rdgusita spre
altcineva, incat strigdtul initial se departd in viteza pand in
fundul casei, purtat dintr-o gurd in alta. Prin perdea, profilul
usierului ardta ca o roata zimtata.

Dupd mai multe rdazgandiri, isi alese niste salvari
galbeni, care i se pdrura racorosi, cu toate ca erau din cei noi,
care se stramtau aproape de glezna.

Mainile femeii ii atinserd coapsa, in timp ce-i trdgea
pantalonii, iar Doicescu se simti dator s-o priveascd. Era una
dintre cameristele lui obisnuite, pe care o alesese pentru sanii
robusti.

Pe divan se lafdiau insirate cinci anterie, insd nu statu
foarte multa vreme pe ganduri, ci intinse bdrbia spre cel cu
dungi verzi. Acesta era dintr-un bumbac fin si-avea doua
buzunare moi si incdpdtoare. Apoi ceru un sal, iar cuvantul
traversd casa din gurd in gurd, incat toate ferestrele tresdrira
sub sonoritatea lui, facandu-1 pe limonagiul de la Coltea sa-si
incordeze urechea si pe madcelarii de vizavi sa inchidd gurile
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on the snowy bald head.

Doicescu sighed with pleasure. He signalled the usher
that he wished to get dressed and the latter turned his hoarse
voice toward someone else so that the initial cry quickly made
its way to the back of the house carried from mouth to mouth.
Through the curtain, the usher’s profile looked like a jagged
wheel.

After changing his mind several times, he picked some
yellow salwars which seemed refreshing, although they were of
the new sort that get tighter near the ankle.

The woman’s hands touched his thigh while pulling on
his pants and Doicescu felt obliged to look at her. She was one
of his regular chambermaids whom he had chosen for her
robust breasts.

On the divan lay five surplices, but he didn’t brood over
them much. Instead he pointed with his chin towards the one
with green stripes of fine cotton and with two soft and spacious
pockets. Then he asked for a shawl and the word went through
the house from mouth to mouth so that all the windows
trembled under its resonance, making the lemonade seller from
Coltea strain his ear and the butchers across the street close
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fermecati. Din casa Doicescu se auzi porunca boierului repetata
de cateva guri:

— Salul de ghermesit, anuntd perdelegiul cu vocea lui de
70 ani, care ruginise intr-atata, incat suna ca un lant gros.

— Salul de ghermesit, tuna cheldreasa, aflata prin zona
intamplator.

Apoi cateva voci mai tinerele gangurira la randul lor:
Salul de ghermesit. In sfarsit, porunca ajunsese la rufireass, o
femeie cu buzele tuguiate ca un plisc de cocos. lar aceasta isi
raspandi glasul de trompetd domneascd, panda in urechea
perdelegiului:

— Salul de ghermesit s-a ars la cdlcat!

Vocile reluarad povestea care, revenita in iatac, sund ca o
catastrofd. Doicescu bombani, evocandu-si de doud-trei ori
barbdtia, apoi lansd o noua poruncd, ajunsd de data aceasta
direct la rufdreasa cu bot ascutit:

— Salul de Malta!

Dupad ce camerista ii lega salul, innoddndu-l aproape de
sold, Doicescu isi strecurd in el pumnalul batut cu smaralde si
punga de piele cu siret aurit. Prin gliturile laterale i se vedea
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their mouths in awe. From the Doicescu house, the boyar’s
order could be heard repeated by several voices:

“The Alep satin shawl,” announced the usher with his
70-year-old voice, so rusty that it sounded like a thick chain.

“The Alep satin shawl,” barked the cellar woman who
just happened to be in the area.

Then a few younger voices cooed: The Alep satin shawl.
Finally, the order had reached the woman in charge of the
laundry, whose lips were pursed like the beak of a rooster. And
she spread her lordly trumpet-like voice back into the ear of the
usher:

“The Alep satin shawl was burned when ironing!”

All voices repeated the story that sounded like a
catastrophe once it arrived back in the alcove. Doicescu
grumbled, conjuring his manhood two or three times, then sent
a new order that reached the sharp-nosed woman in charge of
the laundry:

“The Malta shawl!”

After the chambermaid tied his shawl close to his hip,
Doicescu slipped inside his emerald-encrusted dagger and the
leather bag with golden string. Through the side slits his calf
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pulpa infasurata in salvarii din care ieseau labele mici. Mainile
pricepute ale femeii rulara ciorapii. Pareau de matase, cu toate
cd erau doar din bumbac, un bumbac nou, care abia iesise,
matdsos si unduitor ca o ramd. Papucii galbeni alunecara
imediat, moi, ca si cum n-ar fi fost din piele, ci dintr-o carpa
pudrata.

Desi era cald, nu putea totusi sd iasa in anteriu. Dupa
mai multe incercari, isi lud o mantilutd scurta, din matase, care i
se pdru elegantd, si cum avea din acelasi material si-un potcap,
il ceru cu insistenta, pana cand fu gasit si trecut prin mai multe
maini, de la camera hainelor, prin doud holuri si, in fine, prin
mica incdpere in care isi facea veacul perdelegiul batran. Era un
potcap nu prea inalt, de un verde inchis, insa partea lui eleganta
o constituia marginea cdrdmizie, usor ridicatd in fatd, ca o
coroand regala.

Doicescu urmadri in oglinda cum disparea mesa sub
micul cauc si-si examind incd o datd ceafa ca un cartof decojit. O
esarfd subtire in jurul gatului, alba ca un fulg de géansac, - si era
gata.

Pe fereastrd se vedeau crengile zarzarului. O frunza de
gheats 1i intr in artere. In viata lui Dan Brasoveanu Doicescu
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could be seen wrapped in the salwars whence his small feet
protruded. The woman’s able hands rolled up the stockings.
These seemed to be made of silk, although they were only made
of cotton, a new cotton which had just come out, silky and
squiggly like a grub. The yellow slippers slid on easily, soft, as
if not made of leather but of powdered rags.

Although it was hot, he couldn’t just go out in his
surplice. After several attempts he took a short silk mantle,
which seemed elegant, and as he also had a kamelaukion of the
same fabric, he insisted on having it until it was found and
passed from hand to hand, from the clothes room, through two
hallways and, finally, through the small room where the old
usher lived out his days. It was a dark green kamelaukion, not
too tall, but its elegance was in the brick-coloured edge, slightly
lifted up like a royal crown.

Doicescu looked into the mirror to see the hairpiece
disappear under the small hat and he examined his nape that
looked like a peeled potato. A thin scarf placed around his
neck, white like the fluff of a ganger - and he was good to go.

Out the window one could see the branches of the
ungrafted apricot tree. A leaf of ice entered his arteries. There
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nu exista in momentul acela decat o tristete. lar aceasta urca in was but one sadness in the life of Dan Brasoveanu Doicescu at
vitezd, din mahalaua Serban Vodd, pentru a poposi langa that point. And it was fast coming up from the Serban Voda
Biserica Coltea, la fereastra dormitorului sau. slum to halt by the Coltea Church, at his bedroom window.

Translated by Aureliana Grama
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Opinia criticului

Manuscrisul ~ fanariot este o carte fastuoasa, de o
senzualitate molipsitoare. Este un poem inchinat Bucurestiului
fanariot, o urbe, sau mai bine-zis o incropeald urband, care se
leagana zi si noapte in ritmul molesitor al manelelor, cufundata
in fumul ciubucelor, in superstitii, zvonuri si magice arome
orientale, si care se lasa asaltatd in rastimpuri de frenezii

endemice si fara obiect, de tristeti grele si melancolii fara nume.

Daca ar fi atat si tot ar fi de-ajuns.

Dar povestea despre o iubire imposibila si care sfarama
cutumele, pe care ne-o spune, sprijinitd pe documente si cu
talentu-i binecunoscut, Doina Rusti, ridicd perdeaua de pe o
lume cu obiceiuri, relatii private nemiloase, comportamente
surprinzdtoare si habitudini stranii care il arunca in perplexitate
chiar si pe criticul cu bune cunostinte istorice.

Eugen Negrici
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Critical Reception

The Phanariot Manuscript is a pompous book of a
contagious sensuality. It's a poem dedicated to the Phanariot
Bucharest, a city, or better said an urban bricolage, which is
cradled day and night on the drowsing rhythms of manele,
submersed in the smoke of chibouks, in superstitions, rumours
and magical oriental flavours and which from time to time
allows itself to be besieged by obscure, endemic frenzies, by
deep sorrows and nameless despondencies.

If that was all, it would still be enough.

But the story of an impossible love which breaks free
from tradition, told by Doina Rusti and backed up by
documents and her renowned talent, lifts the veil off a world
with customs, merciless private relationships, surprising
behaviours and strange habits which perplex even a critic with
an advanced knowledge of history.

Eugen Negrici

Translated by Bianca Zbarcea
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Interviu - Bianca Zbarcea si Doina Rusti

1. Cel mai recent roman al dvs, Manuscrisul fanariot, are o
tematica foarte bine ancorata in istorie, cu precddere in cea
romaneasca. Ce v-a determinat sd abordati o asemenea tema?

O pasiune veche pentru secolul al 18-lea.
2. Care este premiza cartii?

In anul 1790 sultanul Selim al IlI-lea a compus un cantec despre
un oras al tuturor fericirilor, pe nume Bucuresti. Oamenii din
toate colturile Imperiului Otoman au luat-o la picior, in
cautarea acestui tdram, iar printre ei s-a aflat si Leun, un
adolescent de 17 ani. Odatd ajuns la Bucuresti, acesta descopera
cu perplexitate o lume de parfumuri si de bucurii, cu haine
fosnitoare si case albe, cu lautari, femei frumoase dar si cu
sclavi. In orasul vesel (cum ii zice si numele) libertatea este un
concept aflat in permanentd transformare, exact ca si vremea
capricioasd a acestui tinut. Aceasta este intriga romanului.
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Interview - Bianca Zbarcea and Doina Rusti

1. Your most recent novel, The Phanariot Manuscript, touches on
a theme with deep historical roots, especially Romanian. What
made you choose this theme?

An old passion of mine for the 18t century.
2. What is the premise of the book?

In the year 1790, the sultan Selim III wrote a song about a city of
all pleasures, named Bucharest. People from all around the
Ottoman Empire started searching for this land, amongst them
a 17 year old teenager, Leun. Once he arrived in Bucharest, he
was amazed to discover a world of perfumes and bliss, with
rustling clothes and white houses, with fiddlers, beautiful
women, but also slaves. In this joyful city (as the name informs
us) freedom is an always-changing concept, just as the
capricious weather of this land. That is the storyline of the

novel.
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3. A existat o sursa de inspiratie a acestui roman?

Am pornit de la un “nizam”, adica un ordin domnesc, prin care
principele Alexandru Moruzi poruncea sa fie gasit un valet
fugar. Era anul 1794. Acest document m-a incitat mai ales
pentru faptul ca valetului nu i se aducea nicio invinuire. El
plecase in miez de noapte, fard sd ia ceva, doar cu hainele sale
verzi, descrise cu minutiozitate in mai multe documente ale
politiei. Bineinteles am inceput sa-mi pun intrebari: daca nu
omordse pe nimeni si nici nu se facea vinovat de vreun furt
pentru ce era cautat cu atata insistentd? Cativa ani am cautat
documente care sd vorbeascd despre Leun, un valet aflat la
varsta adolescentei, dupa toate probabilitdtile, un francez,
judecand dupd nume si dupd hainele occidentale. Iar intr-o zi
am dat peste ceva cu mult mai interesant, peste un manuscris
scurt, in care era consemnatd in cel mai prozaic mod viata
rascolitoare a unui tandr. Iar povestea lui se lega subtil de fuga
valetului Leun. De aici porneste romanul meu.

4. 54 inteleg ca tema principald este calatoria?
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3. What was the source of inspiration for your novel?

It all started from a "nizam", an order given by prince
Alexandru Moruzi, who wanted a fugitive valet found. It was
from the year 1794. This document whetted my appetite,
especially considering the fact that he wasn’t being blamed for
anything. All he had done was leave in the middle of the night,
without stealing anything, taking with him nothing but his
green clothes, which had been carefully described in many
police documents. Of course, I started asking myself lots of
questions: if he hadn’t killed anyone and hadn’t stolen
anything, why did they look for him so unremittingly? For a
few years after, I searched for documents that mentioned Leun,
an adolescent valet, most probably French, judging by the name
and his Western clothes. And then one day I stumbled upon
something much more interesting, a short manuscript which
registered in the most prosaic way the tormented life of a
young man. And his story was subtly connected to the flight of
the valet Leun. That inspired my novel.

4. So the main theme of the novel is travelling?
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O, nu! Este un roman de dragoste, o poveste despre doi
adolescenti care se iubesc pe viatd si pe moarte. lar mai multe n-

am sa spun despre subiect!

5. Fiind un roman de atmosferd, mi-ar placea sa vorbiti putin
despre epoca din roman. Cum ati descrie Epoca Fanariota?

In primul rand trebuie spus ci ne aflim in plin iluminism, adic3
in acel secol al baloanelor zburdtoare, al jucdriilor mecanice, al
primelor experimente legate de electricitate. Este epoca lui
Frankenstein si a Enciclopediei Franceze. Iar Tarile Romane nu
faceau exceptie de la aceste idealuri. Din anul 1714 pana in anul
1821 se intinde ceea ce numim astazi Epoca Fanariota.

Romanul meu isi fixeazd actiunea in ultimii ani ai secolului. In
1790 apare un hiatus in sirul fanariotilor. Bucurestiul era sub

w7

ocupatia austriacd, a “nemtilor cu coadd”, armata rusa, aliatd cu
ei, umplea carciumile, iar Imperiul Otoman nu se grabea sa
trimita trupe intr-un tinut care oricum isi pldtea la timp si

scrupulos taxa de protectie. Asa cd incep petrecerile: in
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Oh, no! It's a romance, a story about two teenagers who love
each other and share a love-and-death bond. I won’t say
anything else on the subject!

5. As it is a historical novel, I would like you to talk a bit about
the period presented in the book. How would you describe the
Phanariot Age?

First of all, it must be mentioned that the action of the novel is
placed in the Age of Enlightenment - that century of aerostats,
mechanical toys, first experiments concerning electricity. It's the
age of Frankenstein and the French Encyclopaedia. And the
Romanian Lands were no exception. What we now call the
Phanariot Age lasted from 1714 to 1821.

The plot of my novel is set in the last years of the century. In the
1790s a hiatus appears in the Phanariot line. Bucharest was
under Austrian occupation, “the Germans with tails”; the
soldiers from the Russian army, their ally, were spending all
their time in bars, and the Ottoman Empire was not eager to
send troops to a land that paid its protection racket
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Bucuresti este adus primul pian si patrund marfurile vieneze, in
special dulciuri si haine.

Un an mai tarziu, turcii intrd in oras, inscaunand iardsi un
domn fanariot, un grec fidel sultanului. De aici incolo principii
din Fanar se succed cu regularitate, aducand cu ei moda
vestimentard a Istanbului, cdrti grecesti si mai cu seama
idealurile eliberarii de sub turci. Dar secolul al 18-lea roméanesc
este mai mult decat atat.

6. Mi-ati mdrturisit la un moment dat ca nu va apucati de scris o
carte fard sa aveti deja planul acesteia bine stabilit in minte.
Exista, in acest moment, un plan sau o schemd in mintea
dumneavoastrd care va prinde viatd candva in viitorul
apropiat? Ne puteti dezvalui, in mod exclusiv, cateva idei pe
care ati dori poate sd le puneti la lucru?

Este adevarat, Bianca, niciodata nu incep sd scriu pand nu am in

minte toate amdnuntele povestii. Acum nu sunt incd in faza

asta. Deocamdatad visez fara planuri.

Q
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scrupulously and always on time. So that is how the parties
started: the first piano is brought to Bucharest during that time
and also the Viennese goods, especially sweets and clothes.

One year later, the Turks came into town, throning once more a
Phanariot prince, a Greek who was loyal to the sultan. From
that moment on, the princes from Phanar succeeded one
another constantly, bringing with them Istanbul’s fashion,
Greek books and most importantly, the ideals of freedom from
the Turks. But the Romanian 18t century is much more than
that.

6. You once told me that you never start writing a new book
without having in mind its plan. Have you already thought of a
new novel or project that might come to life in the near future?
Could you reveal to us, exclusively, any ideas that you might
consider using in the new book?

It's true, Bianca, I never start writing until I've established in my
mind all the details of the story. I haven’t yet reached that stage
though. For now, I'm simply dreaming, without making plans.

Transla+tion
Calé

July 2015



Translation Café, Issue 147
Excerpts from a novel by Doina Rusti
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate students

7. Care este cel mai frumos lucru pe care vi l-a spus vreodatad un
cititor?

Cititorii mei sunt oameni generosi: mi-au spus multe lucruri
placute! Iar dintre ele imi amintesc o intdmplare legatd de
romanul Omuleful rosu, in care aparea un numar de telefon, la
care mai multe persoane au incercat sa sune. Acest lucru mi s-a
pdrut un compliment. Bineinteles, era numdrul meu de telefon,
dar un numar la care stiam ca voi renunta curand. Nu mi-am
imaginat ca va fi redistribuit altcuiva. Sau nu atat de repede,
stiut fiind cat de greu se misca lucrurile in lumea bucuresteana.
Totusi s-a intamplat. Noul proprietar al fostului meu numar era
o0 doamnd in varstd, cu mult chef de vorbd. Pe tema acestor
conversatii am primit mai multe scrisori. Delicioase. Dar faptul
cd au existat oameni care au sunat la un telefon mentionat intr-o
operd de fictiune mi s-a parut cel mai formidabil si ametitor
lucru: m-au crezut si chiar mai mult - au intrat in jocul meu.

Q
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7. What is the nicest thing a reader has ever told you?

My readers are generous people; they’'ve told me many nice
things along the years! Amongst them, I recall an episode about
the novel The Little Red Man, where a phone number was
written, which many people tried calling. I took that as a
compliment. Of course, that really was my phone number, but
it was a number that I planned on cancelling soon. I didn’t
think it would be reassigned to someone else. Or not that fast,
anyway, knowing how things worked in Bucharest. However,
it did happen. The new owner of my former phone number was
an old and very talkative lady. I've received many letters on the
subject of these conversations. Savoury ones. But the fact that
there were people who actually called a number mentioned in a
work of fiction was the most amazing and jaw-dropping thing;
they believed me and what's more important - they played
along.

Interview taken and translated by Bianca Zbarcea
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