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Ce fata cumplita am
2.1. Menta si diluant

Mai intii am ciulit urechile, ochi’-mi erau inca intepeniti.
De cind batrinii au iesit la pensie, diminetile de acasda mi-au dat
si imi vor da aceeasi senzatie - o familie care seamdana intru
citva cu un tort. Un tort care pind in ora opt trebuie sa fie
amenintat de vocea tatdlui meu, fermd, ca orice cutit bine ascutit
si decis sa ne scoatd pe fiecare de sub pdtura de friscd unde
somnul ne sechestreazad. Cu timpul, pe linga zilele de concediu,
in mintea mea ar trebui probabil sd apard si o cofetdrie
imaginard. Nu m-am gindit deloc la bine cunoscuta home sweet,
home. Nicidecum. Dar fiecare evadare spre casd atrage fara voia
mea un gust dulce. Al amintirilor, al copildriei, al celor mai
neobisnuite intimplari.

Cred cd am mai rdmas in pat maximum un sfert de ora,
nefdcind altceva decit sa-mi reamintesc revenirea acasa in vara
anului trecut. Atunci, tata nu putea vopsi acoperisul casei de
unul sigur, asa cd a trebuit sa-1 asigur de ajutorul meu, ceea ce a

)
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What an Ugly Mug I've Got

2.1. Mint and Paint Thinner

My eyes still stuck closed, I pricked up my ears. Since my
folks have retired, mornings spent at home give me the feeling
that my family somehow resembles a cake. The cake must be
shaken by eight o’clock by my father’s firm voice like a well-
sharpened knife, determined to get each of us out of our
whipped cream coats where sleep imprisons us. As time goes
on, beyond thinking about days off, an imaginary sweet shop
would flash through my mind. I did not think at all about the
well-known phrase home, sweet home. Not at all. Against my will
every escape to home brings about a sweet taste. A taste of
memories, of childhood, and of the most unexpected events.

I think I stayed in bed for at most a quarter of an hour,
doing nothing but remembering my return home last summer.
At that time father could not paint the roof by himself so I had
to assure him of my help. Through the phone I could hear the
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adus o usurare vocii de la telefon, care a mai apucat sad spuna:

— Bine, atunci te asteptam!

Venisem chiar in ziua aceea. De citiva ani imi propusesem
sd le fac astfel de surprize. Nu agream ideea unei pregatiri
speciale pentru sosirea mea. In felul ista, absentele mele de
doua, trei luni, gindeam eu, se estompau, ca si cum ultima

revedere s-ar fi produs cu doar doud saptdmini in urma.

Vara trecutd imi fusesera necesare cinci zile, plus week-
end-ul. Urcam pe acoperis dimineata devreme si pe inserat,
singurele intervale care nu-mi puneau probleme. In rest,
caldura se transforma intr-o otrava ucigatoare, muriserd doi
oameni, aproape alti zece lesinaserd. Am vopsit cind de unul
singur, prima zi, cind ajutat de Sarpe, un tip cu noud ani mai
mic, dar mai bine dezvoltat si hirsit in multe aventuri
savuroase. Md inhdmam legindu-méa de horn si cdlcam pe tabla
acoperisului ca o pisicd, ldsind in urma un luciu perfect. Sarpe
brava, refuzind masurile de sigurantd, si defila pe streasind la
sapte metri indltime. Printre dungile de bronz ldsate de pensule,
Sarpe imi povestea aventurile avute cu un an in urmad, cit

)
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relief in his voice. All he managed to say was:

“Very well, we'll be waiting for you!”

I had come that very day. For some years, I had vowed my
visits would take them by surprise. I did not like the idea of the
lengthy preparations they would go to for my visit. With this in
mind I kept my visits unscheduled, arriving every two or three
months and hoping the absence would seem to them as if [ had
been there only two weeks before.

The roof took a week to paint. This included my weekend.
I could go up only early in the morning and in the evenings.
During the rest of the day, the heat would turn into deadly
poison. Two people had died and at least ten had fainted. I
painted the roof by myself, on the first day. After that I had
help from Sarpe!. He was nine years younger than me, stronger
and also hardened by many savoury adventures. I would
harness myself to the chimney and step down the tin roof like a
cat, leaving a perfect polish behind. Sarpe acted all brave,
denying any of the safety measures. He marched up the eaves
seven metres above. Between the bronze brushstrokes, Sarpe
told me about his adventures the previous year when he had
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hamadlise la citeva bilciuri. Era un bun partener de discutie si
nu-mi ldsa senzatia cd vorbele ni se topesc intr-o paldvrageald
indiferentd amindurora. Cu siguranta avea ce povesti. Mama si
bunica i muriserd intr-un incendiu, stdteau chiar pe strada
noastra si se spunea cd fuseserd dintre acele femei care umbla
cu vrdji. In marturisirile de pe acoperis, Sarpe nu pomenise
nimic despre birfele care-i distribuiau mama si bunica in
diverse scenarii horror, mai toate sfirsind cu cite-un blestem
decretat de fiecare purtdtor al povestii.

In ultima seard - pentru vopsitul acoperisului nu fusese
nevoie decit de patru zile -, Sarpe ma privise un pic mirat, apoi
mad intrebase:

— Augzi, tie nu-ti pute a ceva?

Mi se pdruse si mie cd mirosul teiului din curtea vecinului
fusese aspru combadtut de un alt iz, insa mi-am zis cad poate fi si
din cauza vopselelor:

— Nu stiu. Parca e ceva, dar nu-mi dau seama, i-am zis.
Nu stiu.

Dupd vreo doudzeci de minute, citiva barbati hotdriti au
patruns in curtea vecinului, ii vdzusem doar eu, stiteam pe
coama casei si admiram echilibristica lui Sarpe, pe care l-am si

)
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slaved away at the fairground. I had good conversations with
him and I was not under the impression that our words were
turning into indifferent chatter to either of us. Undoubtedly, he
had a lot of stories to tell. His mother and grandmother had
died in a house fire. They were living just on our street and it
was said that they were witches. Sarpe’s stories did not include
the gossip which cast his mother and grandmother in all sorts
of horror screen plays, most of them ending with a curse put by
each of the story bearers.

On the last evening - I had needed just four days to paint
the roof - Sarpe looked at me in surprise, then he asked:

“Can you smell that stench?”

It seemed to me that the smell of the neighbour’s linden
tree had been suppressed by another reek but I thought it must
be the paint:

“I don’t know. It seems that there is something but I can’t
tell what it is, I said to him. I don’t know.”

After about twenty minutes, some men entered my
neighbour’s yard and I was the only one who saw them,
because I was on the ridge of the roof, admiring Sarpe’s poise
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anuntat, un fel de bonus pentru ticdneala lui de a defila pe
jgheab neasigurat:

— Uite, vad cd au intrat unii la Gicd. Ce naiba o fi? Sd nu
iasd naibii vreun scandal.

— Eiscandal... de unde... Gicd e prea moale sd se bage la
scandal... ce crezi tu...

N-a trecut mult, mai putin de zece minute, pind cind tata
ne-a strigat de jos:

— Ma bdieti... Sarpe, tu esti... md, a murit Gicd... cicd-i
mort de-o sdptamind... coboriti si voi... nu coboriti?

Am rdamas pe acoperis, cind vopsind, dar vopseaua mi se
pdrea mai cleioasd, mai greu de intins, cind aruncindu-ne
privirea in curtea mortului - si a trebuit sa i se deschida
ferestrele pentru ca supravietuirea in continuare pe acoperis sa
ni se para o chestie imposibila si sd ajungem la vorbele lui tata
cu coboritul. Mirosul navilise in toate directiile, lumea se
adunase pe stradd, o adevdratd armatd de gurd-cascd, si nu
reusea sd gdseascd o solutie elegantd pentru a-si feri ndrile si a
se plimba in voie prin fata curtii lui Gicd. Noi, cu bidoanele de
vopsea botezatd cu diluant apropiate din ce in ce mai mult de

)
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whom I informed, as a bonus for his imprudent march on the
gutter:

“Look, some guys entered Gicd’s yard. Who could they
be? I hope they won't start a fight or something.”

“No way... Gicd's too mild for that... don't you worry...”

Soon after that, in less than ten minutes, my father called
us from dowstairs:

“Guys... Is that you, Sarpe? Gicad's dead... they say he's
been dead for a week now... Come down... Won't you come
down?”

We stayed on the roof, now painting - but it seemed to me
that the paint was stickier, harder to spread - then glancing
down the dead man’s yard; and they had to open the windows
so that our stay on the roof could seem impossible and we
finally came down as my father suggested. That smell was all
over the place, people gathered in the street, an entire group of
gapers, and could not find an elegant way to keep their noses
from the smell and drive past Gicd’s courtyard at will. We
stayed a little longer on the roof in order to have a general view
of the street and courtyard which were abandoned by the late
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ndri, ca niste pungi pentru probabila vomd, de parcd eram in
avion, nu altceva, am rdmas pe acoperis mai mult pentru a avea
o privire de ansamblu asupra strazii si curtii lasate in paragina
de raposatul Gica.

Mi-am dat seama, zic acum, ca imi facea bine rolul unui
regizor incepdtor care avea la botul calului scena netrucatd,
puteam decupa ce voiam, fard insa a putea da vreun ordin. Nu
foarte tirziu, rolul acesta inchipuit capdta un rdaspuns de toata
minunea, pentru cd Vlad, bdiatul vecinului, avusese ideea
geniald de a imparti pe stradd frunze de mentd din propria-i
curte. Aproape cad se facuse coada la poarta lui, ma miram cum
de nu-i ddduse prin cap vreun pret, cit de mic, macar pentru
amuzamentul trecdtorilor, ceva simbolic, o mie, doud pe frunzs,
dar mi-am zis cd Vlad era oricum genial, un geniu curat,
nicidecum bintuit de inginerii financiare, si m-am multumit cu
mirosul de diluant care ma tortura de sub barbie pind-n creieri.
Vlad facuse spectacolul cit putuse de accesibil, insd mai era
nevoie de lumind pentru cd becul din dreptul portii lui fusese
spart la o sdptamind de la instalare, ceea ce insemna ca scenele
trebuiau descifrate in semiintuneric, asa cum 1i sta bine oricarei

)
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Gica, with the cans of diluted paint close to our noses like some
bags for the possible puke, as if we were literally on a plane.

I figured out just now that I could have used the part of a
novice director for whom the unstaged scene was at hand, and I
could cut whatever I wanted but I could not give any direction.
Soon enough, this imaginary part got a wonderful answer,
because Vlad, my neighbour’s son had the great idea to give
mint leaves from his own yard to the people in the street. A
queue was almost building up in front of his gate and I was
wondering why it did not occur to him to charge even the
smallest price, a symbolic one, one thousand or two thousand
lei per leaf but I thought to myself that Vlad was clearly a
genius and showed no interest in financial matters, and I made
shift with the pungent smell of the paint thinner which invaded
my nose. Vlad had staged a show as accessible as he could but
light was needed, because the street lamp at the front of his gate
had been broken a week after its installation which meant that
the scenes had to be distinguished in semi-darkness just as in
the case of any death.
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De la intimplarea asta, menta devenise foarte populard pe
strada noastra si i se gdsise o intrebuintare chiar si la fripturd,
desi initiativa unuia dintre vecinii nostri mi se pdruse totusi o
excentricitate, e-adevdrat, buna de-ncercat cind plictiseala ne-ar
fi cuprins cea mai mare parte a zilelor. Foindu-ma lenes, mi-am
facut in scurt o socoteald: miine - nunta de la Ploiesti, poimiine
- acasd, asta da week-end.

)

9

Since that happening, mint had become very popular in
our street and people started to use it even for roast meat,
although, to be honest, the initiative of one of our neighbours
seemed eccentric to me and only worth trying when boredom
might have arisen during the day. Wriggling around lazily, I
made a quick judgement: tomorrow was the wedding in
Ploiesti, the day after tomorrow I was going home - now this
was a weekend!
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2.2. Gioni

Era cam noud ceasul. Acelasi traseu, dupd ce cobor din
tramvai. Siruri de magazine, o piatd, o groaza de tonete, oglinzi
si geamuri, iar spre colt, o vulcanizare. Zile multiplicate de
obisnuinta orbitoare a drumului spre serviciu. Zici asa pina intr-
0 zi - vreau sd spun cd nici nu-mi trecea prin cap vreo
schimbare. Md rog, daca pot sa numesc asa ceea ce asteptam de
o bucatd de vreme. Pind sd ajung in dreptul pietei, m-am
intersectat cu un tip serios, cu diplomat, costum de functionar
de bancd, iar in mind tinind un pahar de unica folosintd, din
care ieseau aburii cafelei. E-adevarat cd zona este mai bund, nu
ma pot plinge cd lucrez la marginea orasului. De aceea aproape
cd m-a socat individul. La citeva secunde, in urma lui, un altul.
La fel. Apoi, altii, nu neapdrat functionari, veneau spre mine cu
paharele lor aburinde.

N-am facut altceva decit sa ma mir. Ma-ndoiesc de
existenta unui alt tip de reactie, ca sd fiu sincer. Si am tinut
inainte tot mirindu-mad, apoi la unii dintre ei am zadrit, atirnind
ca un servet de ospatar, ziarul de sport cdruia in ultima

)
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2.2. Gioni

It was about nine o’clock. After I got off the tram I took the
same route. Lines of shops, a market, a lot of news stands,
mirrors and windows, and a vulcanization station next to the
corner. The blinding routine of heading to work. One can think
like that until one day - I mean, it did not even occur to me that
things would change, if I could call like that what I had
expected to happen for a while. By the time I got near the
market, I came across a grave man wearing a bank clerk-like
suit, a briefcase in one hand, and a paper cup of steaming coffee
in the other. I must admit, that neighbourhood was more
affluent, I could not complain that I worked on the outskirts of
the city. Therefore, I was almost taken aback by that man. After
a few seconds, other man followed. And another. And again,
other men, not necessarily clerks, their steaming paper cups in
their hands, were coming towards me.

I could not help but wonder. To be honest, I doubt I could
have reacted otherwise. I kept walking in surprise, and then I
noticed that some of those men were carrying like a waiter’s
napkin the sports newspaper whose sales had dropped
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sdptamind 1i scdzuserd drastic vinzdrilee M-am gindit ca
patrulez intr-un cosmar suficient de bine controlat, probabil la
indemina unei minti cinice. Oare am ajuns atit de cinic, m-am
intrebat, dar mi-am dat seama ca intrebarea trebuia inlocuita.
Inlocuitd cu ce? Habar n-am, dar stiu cd, vdzind lumea cu
paharele de cafea, ProSport si cirese, nu ti-ai fi dorit decit sa te
trezesti si-atit. Partea proastd era totusi un fapt atit de simplu ca
mersul pina la serviciu.

Lucrurile s-au mai lamurit, daca pot spune asa, cind in
dreptul citorva tonete am observat cozile care se formasera.
Aparatul de cafea mugea, se sforta din rdsputeri sa-si scurga
picdturile maronii. Tinarului cu sapca ProSport si vestd
publicitard asemenea aproape cad-i tremurau miinile tot
impartind ziare. Era o nebunie intre cele doud cozi. Mai in
spate, cred cd abia asezatd, era o femeie intre doua virste, cu un
cos mare, plin cu cirese.

— De sufletul lui Gioni!

— Dumnezeu sa-l ierte!

La un moment dat mi s-a parut cd aud un zumzet de Gioni,
Gioni, Gioni care mi se-nsuruba in urechi mai rapid decit

)
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dramatically in the past week. I thought I was wandering in a
nightmare which was kept under enough control and probably
at hand for a cynical individual. Have I become that cynical, I
wondered but I realized that question should have been
replaced. Replaced by what? I have no idea but I know that, at
the sight of those people with their coffee cups, ProSport
newspaper and cherries, all one could wish for was to wake up.
However, the downside was as simple as going to work.

Things cleared up a little, if I may say so, when I noticed
the queues which had been built up near some news stands.
The coffee machine was humming in a mighty effort to let out
its brown drops. The young man’s hands in a ProSport cap and
waistcoat were almost shaking for he kept on distributing
newspapers. There was such a fuss between the two queues.
Towards the back of the queues, there was a middle-aged
woman, who probably had just lined up, with a basketful of
cherries.

“In Gioni’s memory!”

“God rest his soul!”

At one time I seemed to hear a buzz that said “Gioni,
Gioni, Gioni” and turned into an earworm faster than the
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numele meu strigat cu dragoste sau ura. Totul gratis, de parca
am fi fost in plin rdzboi, la coadd cu gamela pentru ciorba. Am
reusit cu greu sa depdsesc invdlmadseala si deodata mi s-a luat
pata de pe ochi. In dreptul unui stilp, lingd rigold, se odihnea
trupul lovit de masina al ciinelui care pazea zi si noapte tonetele
din jurul pietei. Firisoarele de singe se uscasera fard a mai apuca
sd se scurgd in rigold. L-am recunoscut - cine nu-l stie pe
Gioni?... M-am intors si eu si m-am asezat la una din cozi. Imi
ardea buza de-o cafea si abia asteptam sa citesc stirile sportive,
chiar dacd in urma cu o saptdmind renuntasem sa mai cumpar
ProSportul. Sincer, ciresele m-au ldsat indiferent, dar le-am luat
si pe-astea. De sufletul lui Gioni.

)
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whisper calling my name dearly or hatefully. Everything was
for free as if we were at war, lining up with our mess tins to get
some soup. I could hardly overtake the crowd and suddenly it
became clear to me. The dead body of the dog that used to
guard the news stands around the market day and night was
lying in front of a lamp post, near the gutter, after it had been
hit by a car. Its blood streaks dried up before draining into the
gutter. I recognized him - who doesn’t know Gioni? I came
back and waited in one of the queues. I was burning to drink
some coffee and I was looking forward to reading the sports
pages even if I had stopped buying the ProSport two weeks
before. To be honest, I was not interested in the cherries at all
but I took them anyway. In Gioni’s memory.
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2.3. Magazinul din colt

De fiecare datd cind revin acasd ma pregdtesc pentru
micile noastre confruntari. Fiecare isi aminteste te miri ce,
cuvintele curg, atmosfera creste pind cind apare gluma, bancul
de care unul sau altul nu poate trece nici in ruptul capului, apoi
dam fiecare inapoi, ne cercetdm propriul teren, vedem ce mai
avem de zis, dar renuntdm, si o jumatate de zi se scurge iardsi
in tatondri, cdutindu-ne alte cdpdtiie de care sd ne legam ceva
mai trainic.

Trebuia sd facd zgomot ca sd ne anunte cd luase carne,
hamsie, doua ziare si, pe deasupra, descoperise in cutia postala
un mesaj de la Whiskas care, de pe coperta visinie a pliantului,
ne dorea nici mai mult, nici mai putin decit noud vieti delicioase!,
dar tot prin vocea taioasd a lui tata. Sincer, am coborit din pat
mai mult pentru ciuddtenia asta.

Intr-o vreme, cind inca mai aveam un pisoi, sord-mea
completase un formular, apoi, ca si cum s-ar fi inregimentat
intr-o bisericd noud, primise dovezi de apreciere a gestului din
partea producdtorului de hrand pentru pisici. Nu stiu ce pdrere

)

.
Calé

13

2.3. The Shop Around the Corner

Every time I come back home I get ready for our tiffs. Each
of us remembers all sorts of things, conversation flows, tension
mounts until jokes come into being. No one can get over any
joke for the world. Then we all draw back, we feel out our own
situation, we figure out what is left to say but we give up. This
way, half a day wherein we take the pulse of the family goes by
again in search of other ideas to cling to.

He had to make noise so as to let us know that he had
bought meat, anchovies, two newspapers and, moreover, that
he had discovered a message from Whiskas in the letter box.
Judging by the cherry-coloured cover of the leaflet, Whiskas
wished us neither more nor less than nine delicious lives in my
father’s sharp voice. To be honest, I got out of bed mainly
because of that curious thing.

At a time when we still had a kitten, my sister had filled in
a form. Then the cat food producer showed its appreciation for
her gesture as if she had joined a new church. I do not know
what she thought about this relationship but I was under the
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avea sord-mea despre legdtura asta, dar mie imi ldsa senzatia ca
particip la o sedinta spiritista cu pisici trecute serios prin cite
nouad vieti fiecare. Am pdsit pe hol, apoi am iesit in curte si l-am
intrebat:

— De fapt care-i faza cu astia de la Whiskas?

— Vezisi tu la plicul dla de pe masa!

Mi se parea incredibil sa toci atitia bani pentru o scrisoare
stupidd care, dupa gusturile mele, incepea cit se poate de
telenovelistic:

Dragi pisicd,

Inci un an, inci o petrecere! Ai reusit si iei tot ce trebuia? Daci
nu, e un magazin special dupd colt. Dar lumindri si confetti? Bun, pe
astea le ai. Baloane? Bine. Ce-ai zice de ceva gustos?

Ma distram imaginindu-mi ca Whiskas a comis gestul,
Whiskas, cel care loveste numai noaptea. Apoi, intr-un limbaj
care te mai aducea cu picioarele pe pamint, urma oferta,
incredintindu-te cd mai intii n-au vrut decit sa faca o gluma, o
deschidere pentru nevoia pisicii tale. Pisicile sord-mii nu prea
au avut noroc. Abia ce incepeau sd se ingrase, se obisnuiau in
casd, se cocotau pe gard si-si unduiau spatele spre admiratia

)

14

impression that I was taking part in a séance with cats which
got to live their nine lives. I walked down the hallway, I went
out in the courtyard and asked him:

“What's the catch with Whiskas?”

“See for yourself in that envelope on the table!”

I could not understand why one should waste so much
money on a stupid letter whose beginning was too similar to a
soap opera for my liking;:

Dear cat,

Another year, another party! Did you manage to buy all that
you needed? If not, there’s a special shop round the corner. What
about the candles and confetti? Alright, you ve got those. What about
the balloons? Good. Now how about something yummy?

I amused myself at the thought that Whiskas, which acted
only at night, did it. Then, in a more realistic language, there
followed the offer which assured you they only wanted to crack
a joke in the first place, as an introduction for your cat’s need.
My sister’s cats were not that lucky. No sooner had they started
to get fat, get used to staying inside, climb the fence and swing
their backs to the passers-by admiration than they were stolen.
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trecitorilor, cd imediat erau furate. Sord-mea rdminea cu
fidelitatea lui Whiskas, o relatie pur postald, nu stiu cum i-as
putea spune altfel, dar ma amuzam inchipuindu-mi ca Whiskas
putea juca rolul unui logodnic plecat de ani de zile pe front, ea
neavind altceva de facut decit sda astepte cu nerdbdare
intoarcerea lui din lumea de dincolo.

— Astia nu mai termind cu propaganda lor de doi lei? am
intrebat-o incd somnoros si in aceeasi mdsurd rautdcios, de
parcd mi-ar fi fost lezatd libertatea de a sterge una dintre vietile
pisicii destinatare.

Gindeam cd, la ce slogan aveau tipii dstia, merita sd iei
rdsuflarea unei patrupede madcar c-o injuraturd zdravand. Ce
chestie, cum te invaluiau parsivii, ziceau asa, ei bine, cind e vorba
si alegi cea mai delicioasd hrand, stii cd poti coma pe prietenul tiu
biped, asa cd bdietii te clasau si md simteam... hai sd nu zic
material reciclabil, dar la profilul unui consumator abonat pe
viatd la bomboanele urit mirositoare ale patrupedului sdu tot
ma ducea mintea. Auzi, prietenul tdu biped!

Am aruncat plientelul pe masa, scutindu-1 de privirea
mea incdrcatd de sild, privire pe care o afisez destul de rar. Nu

)
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My sister had to make do with the loyalty of Whiskas. Their
relationship worked only by post, for I cannot put it otherwise.
I amused myself picturing Whiskas as a fiancé who had been
away to the front for years while she had no choice but to wait
impatiently for him to come back from the afterworld.

“Is there no end to their ridiculous propaganda?” I asked
her still sleepily and at the same time maliciously as if my
freedom to take one of the nine lives of the addressee had been
endangered.

I figured that, with their type of slogan, it was worth
scaring the life out of a quadruped by swearing like a trooper.
Hmm, those lousy guys from Whiskas had an interesting way of
cloaking people in. Their advertisement went on as follows:
when it comes to choosing the most delicious food, you know you can
count on your bipedal friend, so they labelled you. I did not really
feel like a “recyclable material” but at least I thought of a
consumer who had a life subscription to his quadruped’s
stinking dry food. What a phrase: “your bipedal friend"!

I threw the small leaflet down on the table, sparing it from
my disgust-filled look which I rarely display. It was not worth
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merita si asteptam reactia sord-mii care stiu cd la inceput se
bucura de mesajele Whiskas ca atunci cind primea scrisori de la
prietena ei frantuzoaica.

Faza aia cu magazinul special aflat dupd colt era oricum
haioasd. Lingd noi chiar este un magazin, pe colt. Noi stam
chiar la intersectie. Magazinul si-a schimbat proprietarul de
vreo doud sdptamini si salahorii topdie de colo-colo.
Amenajdrile au inceput acum o sdptamind, vdruit, vopsit, tot
dichisul. Cind am iesit sd iau ziarul, mi-am amintit de anuntul
lui Whiskas. Noaptea trecutd, concurenta, in apropiere mai sint
vreo trei magazine, le minjise peretii cu motorind. Nu tu
Whiskas, nu tu piine, nu tu tigdri... Si-mi veni in minte imaginea
pisicului proaspadt adus, deja cocotat pe gard, iar apropiindu-se
de el, sord-mea - o fata bétring, strigind sa vind inapoi.
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it. I was waiting for my sister’s reaction who was pleased with
her messages from Whiskas at first in the same way as she did
when she got letters from her French friend.

However, that part about the special shop round the
corner was funny. There is a corner shop next to our house. We
live just at the crossroads. The shop had a new owner for about
two weeks. It is teeming with contractors. They started to
refurbish the shop a week ago. They whitewashed it, they
painted it and everything. When I went out to take the
newspaper I remembered about the Whiskas advertisement.
Last night one of the three competing shops which are close by
plastered its walls in diesel oil. There was no Whiskas, no bread,
not even cigarettes...Then I had a mental image of the newly
brought kitten sitting on the fence while my sister, an old maid,
would come closer, calling for it to come back.
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2.4. Racoarea diminetii

De fapt, venisem acasa cu un scop precis. Din citi sintem in
familie, numai eu puteam obtine un credit bancar cit sa facem
reparatii capitale la sistemul de incdlzire. Trebuia sd semnez
acte, sa depun cereri, sd astept validarea dosarului. A, poate
asteptarea il determina pe tata sa-si faca de lucru prin curte
pina la ora zece, cind trebuia sa ne prezentam curétei, proaspeti
si cu pofta de viatd vizibil afisatd pe chipuri. Dupa micul dejun,
am ajuns - eu pe jos, tata cocotat pe o rabld de bicicletd care nu
se potrivea deloc cu prezenta lui la bancd. O datd ajuns, am
vazut instalatia cu roti blinda, legata de un gard solid, iar tata
scruta bulevardul cu miinile incrucisate la piept. Eram asteptat.
Am urcat nu foarte grabiti, ca-n filmele in care doi presedinti de
stat se pregdtesc sd semneze cine stie ce acord. Eram mare, o,
Doamne. In clidirea bincii, cind eram mic, fusese un magazin
cu marfd pentru femei, i se spunea Femina. Atunci visam sd-mi
duc nevasta in acel magazin, s-o imbrac, sa-i fac toate poftele,
iar acum tata depindea de mine si mad insotea grav, extrem de
serios.

17

2.4. Morning Chill

I had actually come home with a clear purpose. I was the
only family member who could get a credit just enough to carry
out the essential repair work to the heating system. I had to sign
documents, file applications and wait for the validation of the
tile. Maybe the long wait made father work in the yard until ten
o’clock when we had to go there, clean and fresh, radiating joie
de vivre. After we had breakfast, we arrived - I on foot, and my
father riding a rickety bike which was in contrast with his
presence at the bank. Once there, I saw the gentle two-wheeled
contraption tied to a strong fence, and my father was
scrutinizing the boulevard, his arms crossed over his chest. I
was being waited for. We went up in a rather slow pace as if we
had been in those films where two presidents are getting ready
to sign a very important agreement. My God, [ was a grown-up.
When I was little there was a women’s shop called Femina in the
building of the bank. At that time I was dreaming of taking my
wife to that shop where I would buy her clothes and pamper
her. And now, my father depended on me, accompanied me,
and he was very serious.
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N-a durat mult, apoi ne-am despadrtit. Tata a incalecat pe
jaful lui de bicicletd, iar eu am intrat intr-o fosta cofetarie, acum
un local unde dimineata poti bea o cafea avind privire la strada,
iar in urechi loviturile de biliard, plus senzatia ca duci o viatd
boemad. Urma o intilnire cu barosanii, altfel nu pot sa le spun.
Barosani pe naiba. Adevidratii ies abia seara si impinzesc singura
terasda valabild, bdieti cu buzunarul zgomotos, nu jucdrie.
Barosanii mei sint o gascd pestritd, o mind de tineri cdrora, cu
doi ani in urma, le venise ideea sd se grupeze intr-o asociatie
destul de ciudata. Initial voiau s-o numeasca Sacru si Profan,
numai cd la inregistrarea juridicd avuseserd probleme si le-a
mai trebuit o sdptamind sa refaca dosarul, noroc cd unul dintre
ei stia pe la cine si cu ce trebuie sa apeleze. Noul nume era ceva
mai acrosabil, ca sd zic asa. De data asta se numeau Spatiu si
Timp. La fel de ciudat, numai cd, luati la intrebari, au fost pe
faza.

— Deci, o datd Spatiu, pentru cd o sd ne ocupam de
decoratiuni interioare, stiti, si apoi Timp, pentru ca o sa facem si
niste excursii, un fel de activitate de turism, mergem pe la

)
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It did not take long, and then we parted ways. My father
got on his rickety bike, and I entered a former sweet shop
which was now a pub where you could have a coffee in the
morning while looking down the street. You could also hear the
game of pool sounds and feel as if you lived a bohemian life.
The meeting with the silk-stocking gentry, I could not call them
otherwise, was about to take place. Nonsense, they did not
belong to the gentry. The real ones go out in the evening and
take over the only available pub. These guys are indeed rich.
My gentry are a mixed group, a few young people that two
years ago had the idea to form a rather eccentric association.
Initially, they wanted to name it Holy and Profane but they had
some problems during the legal registration and they needed
another week to set up the file again. It was a lucky chance that
one of them knew where to go to and what was needed there.
The new name was more approachable, so to say. Now they
were called Space and Time. It was just as strange as the other
only that this time they were ready to answer some questions.

“So, first of all, we call it Space, because we will go in for
interior design, you know. And then Time, because we will take
some trips, a sort of tourist activity, we visit monasteries, and
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manadstiri, chestii din-astea dacd ma-ntelegeti, sd ne cunoastem
frumusetile patriei, chiar dacd sund ca pe vremea comunistilor...
oricum, aveti acolo in dosar toatd documentatia, spusese Sisi
Geometrie cu grumazul spinzurat de cravata portocalie,
incercind sa lamureascd o individa care pdrea ca n-are nimic in
comun cu realitatea. Trebuie sa-ntelegeti, nu-i mare filosofie,
plusase intr-un asa-zis misto pe care nu-l pricepea decit el.

De fapt, Sisi o0 cam dadduse-n bara. Rica, seful gastii o tot
tinea pe-a lui, cu Heidegger, numai cd dosarul pornise spre
Registrul Comertului cind el se afla in armatd, inainte de
jurdmintul militar. Asta insemna ca le trebuia un delegat care sa
aranjeze cit se poate de repede in hatisul formalitdtilor - si l-au
ales pe Sisi. Optiunea lui Rica fusese clard. Denumirea trebuia
sa fie Fiinfd si Timp, dar Sisi, cu obsesia lui pentru geometrie,
incurcase treburile. Cele citeva luni de armatd, Ricd il tot
injurase pe matematician. Chiar si acum trei saptamini, cind s-a
intors, i-a zis una la gard, unde venisera sa-1 preia.

Gagiii erau atit de diferiti, incit te puteai astepta ca a doua

)

% The word “geometrie” means “geometry”.

19

things like that, you know, in order to discover the beauties of
our country, even if this sounds very communist... Anyway,
you can find all the necessary documentation in the file”, said
Sisi Geometrie?, an orange tie around his neck, trying to
enlighten a woman who seemed that she has nothing to do with
reality. “You have to understand, it's not that hard”. He
insisted on a so-called joke that only he could understand.
Actually, Sisi had made a bad shot in a way. Ricd, the
group’s leader, insisted on his ideas about Heidegger but their
file was on its way to the Trade Register when he was in the
army, before taking the oath. This meant that they needed a
proxy that would
navigating the intricate red tape paths. They chose Sisi. Ricd’s

successfully settle everything while
option had been clear. The name had to be Being and Time but
Sisi, with his obsession with geometry, had complicated
everything. The few months he was in the army, Ricd kept on
calling the mathematician names. Just three weeks before, when
he came back, he cursed him in the railway station where they
had come to greet him.

These guys were so different that the second day you
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zi sa-i regdsesti pe holul aceleiasi institutii pentru declaratia de
desfiintare a asociatiei. In fine, nu vreau sa fiu riu, tipii oricum
imi sint simpatici, doar citiva dintre ei mi-au fost colegi. Se
adunau, si o fac si-acum, in localul pe care patronul, sub
influenta barosanilor, il denumise Rdcoarea diminetii, dupa ce
Ricéa le explicase celorlalti cd, in apropierea Sighisoarei, trecuse
pe linga un local numit Blindetea noptii - dupa Fitzgerald, zisese
afectat, apoi incheiase:

— Pe bune ca trebuie si fie un nume asa, mai kiki, ceva
din doud-trei cuvinte, ca sd atraga.

Pind la urma, patronul se alesese, e-adevarat, cu un numadr
constant de clienjci, vreo paispe, erau cei inscrisi in asociatie, iar
ce pica pe lingd era bafta lui de patron cu riscu-n pantaloni.
Oricum, localul avea reputatia de punct de intilnire al tinerilor
intelectuali, asta era clar. O patd de culoare in mijlocul lor era
fostul profesor de istorie, Ramses lordache, ajuns la virsta de
saptezeci si patru ani, mare ca un baschetbalist si incredibil de
mobil, bintuit incd de visul de a scrie 0 monografie a orasului.
Barosanii erau tineri profesori si se tot chinuiau sd puna pe
picioare o grupare politicd locald care sa darime galeria de
personaje de pe urma carora aparusera Societatea de Gospoddrire

)
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could find them on the hallway of the same institution for the
dissolution of the association. Anyway, I do not intend to be
evil-minded, I like them, a few of them were my colleagues.
They gathered as they still do in the pub which the owner
named Morning Chill, under the gentry’s influence, after Rica
explained the others that he went past a pub near Sighisoara
which was called Tender Is the Night - after Fitzgerald, he said
affectedly, then he concluded:

“Really, it has to be a fancy name, a two or three word
name, so as to be appealing”.

Eventually, the owner had got a constant number of
clients, around fourteen, the members of the association; the
rest of the clients were due to his success in this risky business.
However, the place was known as a meeting point for young
intellectuals, that is for sure. The former history teacher, Rames
Iordache, was a distinguished member of the association. He
was seventy-four years old, as tall as a basketball player, very
mobile, and he was still dreaming about writing the
monograph of the town. The gentry were young teachers who
were struggling to found a local political group that would stop
the multitude of characters that caused The Management Society
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a Orasului Chicago-Mizil si noul cartier de toti botezat Dallas,
apoi desfiintarea cinematografului si ivirea din neant a
discotecii Albert. Apoi voiau sa readucd echipa de fotbal in
divizia a doua, unde timp de zece ani incurcase aspirantele la
promovare. Dar pentru un astfel de obiectiv trebuia ca Rica si ai
lui sd uneascd investitorii strdini din oras intr-un mediu de
afaceri care sa sprijine ridicarea fostei echipe de fotbal si, daca s-
ar putea, si cultura. Md rog, pentru ca toatd treaba e in curs de
derulare, barosanii ar cam avea de a face cu un turc anglizat
care transformase filatura intr-o fabrica de confectii, un englez
oenolog care isi trdsese si el casa la noi in oras pentru ca
achizitionase fabrica de otet, o treaba asemanatoare i se
intimplase si italianului, macaronarul evacuase autogara pentru
atelierele lui de confectii care deocamdatd produceau chiloti,
peste drum de fabrica de otet, si, in sfirsit, grecul, o treabd mai
de fason, pentru cd individul cumpdrase fostul complex
comercial si o daduse tot pe confectii, dar la soseaua principald,
vizavi de discoteca unui politician liberal. Ricd preda filosofia si
gindea cd toatd ameteala asta putea fi descilcita, asa ca le
propusese celorlalti ca, ingemanindu-1 pe Heidegger cu
decoratiunile interioare si turismul religios, sa ia fata tuturor

)
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of the Chicago-Mizil City and the new neighbourhood that
everyone called Dallas to appear, and had to do with the close
down of the cinema and the sudden open up of the Albert disco.
Then, they wanted to move down the football team in the
second division, because for ten years it had been getting in the
way of the teams that were aspiring to a promotion. But in
order to achieve such a goal, Ricd and his men had to unite the
foreign investors in the town into a single business
environment that would support the ascension of the football
team, and of culture, if possible. Anyway, because it is an
ongoing process, the gentry would have to do with an
Anglified Turk who turned the spinning mill into a ready-made
garment factory, an English enologist who also built himself a
house in our town, because he had bought the vinegar factory.
A similar thing had happened to the Italian, the wop had
cleared off the railway station for his clothing workrooms that
were producing only pants for the time being, across the street
from the vinegar factory. And finally, the Greek, who made
such a fuss, because he had bought the former commercial
building and also turned it in a clothing station but it was on

the main road, across the street from a liberal politician’s disco.
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amatorilor de politicd, pentru ca din umbra sa rasard salvatoare
gasca lor ce avea sd instaureze o viatd mai buna. De la bun
inceput hotariserd ca fiecare membru sa poarte titulaturd de
barosan pentru ca oricine ar fi banuit, cit de vag, in afacerea lor o
chestie subversivd sd treacd repede la genul acela de ironie
oarba care, incet, incet, te-ndeparteaza de adevar.

La un sfert de ord dupa ce mi-a sosit cafeaua, s-a produs si
aparitia barosanilor.

— Ia uite, frate, ce barosan ne-a calcat pragul! Ce naiba
faci, mad, prin oras? Nu poti sa semnalizezi si tu? Cind naiba ai
venit? ma luase Rica.

Era insotit de Englezu’, adica David English, profesor de
englezd, evident, si mare amator de jocuri pe calculator, fan
Liverpool si Beatles, apoi Sisi Geometrie, cred cd se-ntelege mai
departe despre ocupatie, si dsta innebunit de calculator si

)
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Ricad taught philosophy and he thought that all this confusion
could be cleared up so he had suggested the others that they
should prevail against the political amateurs by blending
Heidegger with interior design and religious tourism, so as
their group would be the heroes who instituted a better living.
From the very beginning, they had decided that every member
should bear a gentry name so that they could turn it into that
kind of irony that could hide the truth from anyone who would
have suspected that there is something strange about their
association.

A quarter of an hour after my coffee arrived, the gentry
made their appearance as well.

“Look who’s here! What the heck are you doing in town?
Can’t you tell a thing? When did you come?” Rica asked me.

He was accompanied by Englezu’3, namely David English,
a former English teacher, obviously, who was also fond of
computer games, a Liverpool and Beatles fan. Then there was
Sisi Geometrie, I think that his occupation was implicit, who was
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vindtoare, iar mai la urma Spin Doctor, prof de comunicare, iar
in asociatie, responsabil cu puciuri, diversiuni si campanii
electorale, fost rocker periculos, pe vremuri la cutite cu Englezu’
pe motiv cd bitdlsii lui erau prea moi pe linga grupdrile
radicale, unele chiar cu evaziuni sataniste, gen Morbid Angel,
Slayer sau Napalm Death. De fapt, Aurel, David, Silviu si Edi

pe numele lor, evident valabile numai pentru pdrinti.

— Aseara, dar parca-s deja in a doua sdptdmina de
concediu.

— Hai, ma/De ce?

— Eee... Se-ntimpld tot felul de lucruri cdcacioase. Ce
naiba, parcd nu stii cum e aici!

— Auzi, ma... Nu vii diseard la meci ? Avem meci. Pe
bune.

— Si ce echipd aveti? Care sinteti, dstia?

— Thi. Avem si-un nume. Mizil Bulls. Pe bune.
— V-ati sonat la cap. Si te pomenesti ca jucati cu... Cosmos

)
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also passionate about computers and hunting. And finally,
there was Spin Doctor, a communication teacher, whose
responsibilities in the association included putsch, diversion
and political campaigns, and a former hard core rock fan who
used to be at daggers drawn with Englezu’, because his Beatles
were too soft compared with radical groups, and some of them
had even satanist tendencies, such as Angel, Slayer or Napalm
Death. Their real names were Aurel, David, Silviu and Edi, and
only their parents used them.

“Last night but it feels like 'm already in my second leave
week”.

“Come on, why?”

“Well... there are some nasty things that keep happening.
You know very well how things work here.”

“Wanna come tonight to see our game? We have a game.
I'm not joking.”

“What's your team? Who plays, all of you?”

“Yeah. We also have a name. Mizil Bulls. I'm not joking.”
“You're insane. Don’t tell me you're gonna play with
those...how are they called, umm, Cosmos New York?”
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— Hai, nu mai fa biza. Avem meci cu tiganii din cartier. “Cut it out. We're gonna play with the Gypsies in the
Vasco da Gama. Uite, fraierul, nu ma crede, zise cdtre Spin neighbourhood, Vasco da Gama. This idiot doesn’t believe me”,
Doctor. Uite, m4, n-ai trecut prin centru? Asta a ficut si-un afis. he said, turning towards Spin Doctor. “Have you been

downtown? This guy made a poster.”
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2.5. Solitaire

Acasd. Daca-i noapte si cheia nu e agdatata intr-un cui pe
dosul portii, trebuie sa escaladez, asta e clar. E groaznic. in
primul rind pentru cd pe strada becurile au fost sparte de copii,
apoi pentru ca este foarte posibil sa aterizez pe oasele lui Roco.
Norocul lui e cd mad simte. Nu-1 vad miscindu-si coada. E-
adevdrat, ne simtim unul pe altul foarte bine, numai cd la orele
alea tirzii nu prea-mi vine sd-i dau atentie. Trec repede in
verandd, se produce descaltarea, trintesc rucsacul si inaintez in

prima camerd. Asa-i acasa, la sosire.

Vreau sd spun cd asa s-a intimplat si aseard. Roco s-a
gudurat, apoi s-a retras resemnat sub cazanul cu gunoi. E un
ciine care deseori ne scoate din sdrite. Daca aude zgomotul de
tacim in farfurie, trebuie s3 fie semnalul unui concert. Unul din
aproape zece pe zi. Asta pentru cd Sebastian curatd frigiderul ca
un dromader. Baga in el ca un spart, asta e explicatia deselor
concerte la care ne supune Roco. De doud luni  n-am mai dat
pe-acasa, timp in care profilul lui Sebastian a suferit modificari

serioase. Pare unul dintre cei care sint proiectati sa creascd la

)
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2.5. Solitaire

At home. If it is night and the key is not hung on a peg on
the back of the gate, I have to climb over the fence, no doubt. It
is terrible. First of all, because the street lamps have been
broken by some children. Secondly, because I might land on
Roco’s bones. It is a lucky chance for him that he can hear me. I
cannot see him moving his tail. To be honest, we can hear each
other very well, but I do not really feel like paying attention to
him that late in the night. I quickly enter the porch, take off my
shoes, throw my knapsack down and enter the first room. This
is how it feels coming home.

What I mean is that this is what also happened last night.
Rocco wagged his tail, then he meekly took refuge under the
garbage bin. He is a dog that often gets on our nerves. If he
hears the sound of cutlery clinking against a plate, it must be
the sign of a concert, one of the almost ten concerts which take
place daily. The reason is that Sebastian eats like a horse. He
raids the fridge and gorges himself on the stuff. This explains
the repeated concerts that Roco makes us go through. I have not
been home for two months. During that time, Sebastian’s shape
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nesfirsit pentru show-uri de televiziune cu lupte regizate.
Sincer, nu stiu ce se va alege de capul lui. Cind se pune pe

mincat, o face de unul singur. Tata 1i mai zice:

— Cit naiba poti sd bagi in matu-ala? Parca ai intrat in
anul mortii.

Familia noastra pare divizatd. Nu stiu ce s-a intimplat intre
timp. Prostata mea, nici mdcar ea nu poate sa le ridice moralul,
de fapt, sa-i faca mai deschisi spre vorbe bune. Nu. lar sord-mea
s-a lansat in ultimele zile intr-o cursd de urmadrire a biletelor
pentru Litoral printr-un sindicat, o chestie obscura din care ar
trebui sa profite vreo sase fete nemdritate. {i privesc pe toti,
unul cite unul, apoi md uit si la mine. Adevarul e destul de trist.
Ne cam paste singurdtatea. Asta-i o boald destul de puturoasa.
Si aratd si ciudat. Mama, chiar si ea se retrage in lumea
personajelor livrate fara oboseald de un televizor neadormit. E
cam nasol. Iar asta o stiu si ei, la fel ca mine.

Azi-dimineata, dupa formalitatile de la banca si cafeaua
din Rdcoarea diminetii, de fapt spre prinz, Dumnezeule, cad in
provincie totul e pe dos, am sosit acasd cu oarece chef de

)
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has severely changed. He seems to be one of those people who
are designed to get fatter and fatter so as to take part in staged
wrestling shows. I honestly do not know what will become of
him. When he starts eating, he eats by himself. My father often
tells him:

“How can you stuff your belly like that? You eat as if you
had one year left to live.”

Our family seems to be divided. I do not know what
happened to it in the meantime. Not even my prostate can raise
their spirits, or make them more open to nicer words, after all.
Not at all. Lately, my sister has started to chase the seaside
tickets through the syndicate; it is one of these dubious things
for six single women. I look at them, one by one, and then I look
at me. The truth is quite sad. Loneliness somehow lies in wait
for us. This is quite an ugly affliction and it also seems strange.
Even my mother finds refuge in the characters” world that the
sleepless television presents her tirelessly. It is sad. And they
know it, just as I do.

This in the
countryside the cart draws the horse, following the bank

morning, actually towards noon for

formalities and the coffee in Morning Chill, when I came home 1
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muncd. Nu stiu cum s-a intimplat. Tata, fie spus, are diverse
talente, dintre care unul este de-a dreptul strdlucitor. Te
coopteazd intr-o treabd, un lucru care trebuie sa te bucure,
pentru cd participi la ceva. Si ne-apucam de treabd, nu? Da, si el
conduce ostilitdtile, iar tu te uiti la el, apoi te uscheste in fel de
fel de alte treburi, de obicei marunte. Asa s-a intimplat cind am
scos scindurile pentru slefuit. Nu a durat mult timp si i-a venit
ideea geniald de a stropi bolta cu struguri. O treabd necesara,
dar m-am intrebat: de cind anume incepusem eu sa fiu pasionat
de oarece procedee de timplarie? N-am inteles, asa ca am ramas
cu intrebarea cocotatd in crestet, lasind-o sda scruteze un

moment mai potrivit.

Si uite-1 pe tata infiintat in fata mea cu un aspirator.

— Gata! Putem sd ne apucdm de treaba!

Momentele in care, vrind-nevrind, tata trebuie si treaca
drept un tip practic nu sint putine. Pind la urma chiar este, dsta-

i adevarul, numai cd, de foarte multe ori, in plan secund mai
apare un personaj asupra caruia trebuie sd se concentreze un

)
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was in the mood for work in a way. I do not know how it
happened. My father, truth be told, has various aptitudes and
one of them is simply brilliant. He co-opts you for a task, a
thing which you should be pleased by, because you take part in
something. So we set to work, don’t we? Yes, and he is in the
front line, you look at him, then he charges you with all sorts of
tasks, which are usually petty. This is exactly what happened
when we got ready our polish boards. It did not take long
before he came up with the brilliant idea to water the vine
arbour. We had to do it but I wondered: since when did I start
being interested in woodwork? I did not understand why so I
left the question hanging, waiting for a right moment to answer
it.

And there was my father with a vacuum cleaner before

“We are ready. We can set to work now!”

There are not few moments when, willy-nilly, my father
has to pass for a skilled man. To be honest, he really is but most
of the times there is a second person who becomes the object of
ridicule. That is me. This happened to me constantly during my
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procent ridicat de ridicol. Acela sint eu. Asa mi s-a tot intimplat
din copildrie. A luat furtunul si 1-a insurubat la celalalt orificiu
al aspiratorului. Curentul electric facea ca aerul sa fie azvirlit,
nicidecum aspirat. Mai trebuia montat un recipient special care
continea solutia distrugatoare de boli viticole. Aspiratorului nu-
i functioneaza butonul, asa cd pentru a-1 opri trebuie sa umbli
direct la stecher. Stecherul intrd in priza unui prelungitor de
vreo sapte-opt metri. Tata vrea sd stropeasca doar butucii
altoiti, dar oricum trebuie sa urce si pe balcon. Asta inseamna
printre altele si cd peisajul este superb. Se vdd gara si
intersectia. Dar peisajul devine dintr-o datd interesant cind
perspectiva este schimbatd. Din gara si din intersectie se vad
doi tipi, tatal si fiul, care plimba pe balcon un aspirator.
Probabil este vorba de un dans contemporan, pot gindi
trecdtorii cu oarece culturd vizuald. La faze de genul dsta, esti
obligat sa-ti fie rusine, n-ai incotro. Dacd nu se intimpld sa-ti
incolteascd macar o urma de rusine, atunci trebuie si te ia
cineva la rost si sd ti-o spund pe sleau: Bdi nene, chiar nu-ti e
rusine!

Sincer, mie chiar mi-a fost. Mai ales cind am iesit in strada
pentru a stropi bolta si din exterior. Tata era cocotat pe gard
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childhood. He took the hose and screwed it into the other
orifice of the vacuum cleaner. The electric current pumped out
the air instead of sucking it up. We still needed to set up a
special container for the solution that could destroy grapevine
diseases. The power button of the vacuum cleaner is broken so
you have to operate the plug in order to switch it off. The plug
goes in the socket of a seven or eight metres extension lead. My
father wants to water only the grafted grapevines but he still
has to go to the balcony. This also means that the scenery is
magnificent. The railway station and the crossroads can be
seen. But all of a sudden the scenery becomes interesting when
the perspective is changed. From the railway station and the
crossroads you can see two guys, the father and the son, who
run a vacuum cleaner down the balcony. The passers-by with a
certain visual culture might think that this has to do with a
contemporary dance. In situations like these you are forced to
be ashamed, there is no escape. In case you are not in the least
ashamed then someone must take you to task and say it to you
face: Aren’t you a bit ashamed of yourself?

Honestly, I really was, especially when I went out the
street to water the exterior vine arbour. My father was up on

Transla+tion
Calé

February 2019



Translation Café, Issue 195
Fragments of prose by Cosmin Manolache
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Gabriela Focsaneanu

precum pisoii fugari ai sord-mii. Tineam aspiratorul intr-o
mind, iar cu cealaltd ii trdgeam trena conectatd la reteaua
electricd. Rivna este una dintre calitdtile care-1 transfigureaza
pe tata. Dintr-o datd, n-a mai deosebit in marea patd de verde.
Am observat tirziu ca vitei-de-vie i-au urmat trei meri pitici,
doua straturi de rosii lungi de doispe metri si doi metri de
patrunjel, marar si leustean. Nu stiu prea bine dacd tata are
probleme cu vederea, daca a confundat vreodatd verdele cu alta
culoare. Probabil cd suferd in vreun fel de a stropit si ochii rosii
de furie ai lui Roco, stirnind un concert ceva mai involburat. A
schelaldit toatd dupd-amiaza si se pregatea sa intre in noapte pe
aceleasi note furioase. As zice ca Roco este un patimas, dar
poate cd e o prostie.

Cind un cline latra de nebun, te enervezi, insi in curte era
Roco, nu o cotarla. lar plingerile lui aveau un rost. Probabil sa
ne stirneasca mila. Habar n-am. Fiecare i-a tras injurdturi
zdravene. Se innoptase si tot mai scincea. Cind am iesit sa
vopsesc scindurile cu bait, l-am vazut chircit tot acolo, sub
cazanul cu gunoi. Nu stiu daca mild a fost ceea ce mi s-a pdrut
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the fence like my sister’s fugitive kittens. I was holding the
vacuum cleaner in one hand, bearing along its train that was
connected to the power supply in the other. One of the qualities
which transfigure my father is zeal. All of a sudden, he could
not distinguish anything in the huge patch of green. I noticed
afterwards that the grapevine was followed by three dwarf
apple trees, two rows of tomatoes of twelve metres each and
two metres of parsley, dill and lovage. I do not know very well
whether my father has vision problems, whether he has ever
mistaken green for other colour. He must have a problem,
because he also watered Roco’s eyes that turned red with rage,
stirring up a more tempestuous concert. He yelped all
afternoon and he was getting ready to spend the entire night on
the same angry notes. I might say that Roco is a passionate
being but maybe that is nonsense.

When a dog barks for no reason, you get angry but there
was Roco in our yard, not a cur. His complaints were pointless.
He probably wanted to arouse our compassion. I have no idea.
Everyone called him names. It started to get dark and he was
still yelping. When I went out to paint the boards in stain, he
was still there, crouching under the garbage bin. I do not know
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cd simt. Poate sint un idiot, dar ih momentul dla am crezut cd
sint mai om decit fusesem pind atunci. Mai avusesem ciini si
cind ne plictiseam de ei i ficeam ceferisti. Ii aruncam intr-un
sac pe care-l legam si asteptam in gard acceleratul de zece.
Stateam la coada trenului unde nu prea se ocupd locurile.
Urcam cele douad trepte si azvirleam sacul in toaleta vagonului,
dupa care incercam sd cred cd abia coborisem din tren.
Sabastian propusese sd facem acelasi lucru, dar cind s-a
apropiat si el de cazanul cu gunoi a fost cuprins de o mare mila.
Asa a declarat. Era sleit de oboseald dupa antrenamentul de
seard pe care obisnuia sa-1 facad pe stadion.

— Ma3i tatd, mie mi-e mild sa-1 duc la tren. Du-l tu, eu nu
pot.

Apoi s-a dus dus in camerd sa-si verifice incd o data
bagajele. Sebastian era un alt om. Mama astepta in fata
televizorului ca el sd vina si s-o roage ceva, cit de putin ar fi
insemnat. Claudia inrosea telefonul in aceeasi campanie de
cucerire a Litoralului. Tata, un contabil desavirsit, isi storcea
plictiseala in fata calculatorului, jucind pokerul Solitaire, lipsit
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if what I felt was pity or not. Maybe I am an idiot but that
moment I thought I was more human than ever. We had had
other dogs and when we got bored with them we sent them to
the railway station. I would threw them in a sack which I
would tie up and waited for the ten o’clock express train in the
station. I would go at the back of the train where seats are
rarely taken. I would climb the two steps and threw the sack
away in the tolilet of the carriage. Then I would give the
impression that I just got off the train. Sebastian suggested we
did the same but when he drew near the garbage bin pity
seized him. That is what he said. He was exhausted after the
evening training that he used to go to in the stadium.

“Father, I take pity on him. I cannot take him to the
railway station. Go take him.”

Then he went to his room to check his luggage once more.
Sebastian was a different person. Mother was in front of the TV,
waiting for him to come and ask her anything, no matter how
small it was. Claudia was continuously on the phone, still
trying to win those tickets to the seaside. Father, an outright
accountant, spent his time playing the Solitaire card game, with
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de hazard si pasiune. Mi s-a pdrut o seard insuportabild. Cum
naiba se poate intimpla asa ceva? Nu-mi pot inchipui! Trebuia
sd fac ceva.

Am trecut pe la bucdtdria impovizatd in veranda de la
stradd si am luat cutitul. Furtunul era la indemind, asa ca am
spdlat repede orice urma de singe. Totul s-a consumat fara
zgomot. Innebunisem si nu-mi parea rau. Era o nebunie de un
sfert de ord, un amoc scuzabil. Noaptea am dormit fara nici o
remuscare. Nici macar nu am visat. Nu mai avusesem de mult o
asemenea noapte golitd de ginduri si imagini.

M-am trezit dimineatd. De fapt, toti ne-am trezit
dimineatd. Sebastian acceptase sa ne luam ramas-bun de la el.
Macar la plecare, si-o fi dat si el seama, sd fi fost ceva mai
permeabil. Trenul care avea sd-1 conducd primii kilometri spre
Legiunea strdind intirzia o ord. Dintr-o datd si-a adus aminte de
Roco si s-a dus spre cazanul de gunoi ca sa-si ia rdmas-bun. A
apucat s-o-ntrebe pe mama:

— Auzi... unde-a disparut Roco?

N-a mai primit nici un rdspuns pentru ca tata a intrat in
mare graba pe poartd si-a apucat bagajele lui Sebastian in
vreme ce-ncerca sa-1 zoreascd, asa cum o facea cind eram mici:
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no interest or chance. It was an impossible evening. How the
hell could something like this happen? I could not conceive it. I
had to do something!

From the improvised kitchen I entered the porch and took
the knife. The hose was at hand so I quickly washed away any
trace of blood. The act was silent. I was going mad and I was
not sorry. It was a half an hour madness, a pardonable frenzy. I
could sleep at night without any remorse. I did not even dream.
I had not had a night like that in a long time. A night devoid of
thoughts and images.

I woke up in the morning. Actually, we all got up in the
morning. Sebastian had let us say goodbye to him. He must
have figured out that at least when he left he could have been
softer. The train that would take him to the Foreign Legion on
the first kilometres was an hour late. All of a sudden, he
remembered Roco and went to the garbage bin to say goodbye
to him. He managed to ask mother:

“Where is Roco?”

He did not get any answer, because father entered the gate
in a big hurry, and grabbed Sebastian’s luggage while trying to
hurry him just like he did when we were little.
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— Acum v-ati apucat sa vorbiti! Hai cd pleaca trenul. “So you decided to have a chat right now! Hurry up, the
Acceleratul de Buzau era trenul intirziat. train is leaving. The Buzdu fast train was the one that was late.”
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2.6. Sub pamint

De doi ani n-am mai circulat regulat cu metroul, vreau sa
spun pe-acelasi traseu. Dar acum, cd tot m-am mutat, a trebuit
sa-mi fac din nou abonament. Si s ma obisnuiesc cu fete noi.
Presupun cd in citeva luni imi vor fi atit de familiare, incit, pret
de sapte statii, cite trebuie sa parcurg dimineata si seara, ma voi
apuca din nou de citit.

Este a doua sdptdmind si incd ma mir. La trenul de sapte si
zece dau de un grup de trei femei cu rochii lungi si baticuri.
Sint foarte evlavioase. Nu le-am intilnit si la alte trenuri. Doar la
cel de sapte si zece. Abia a treia zi mi-au sdrit in ochi. Sint citeva
puncte pe traseul liniei de metrou unde incep sa se inchine ca la
liturghie. Prima oard am crezut cd se roaga in sinea lor, apoi m-
am gindit la vreo grupare aparte in sinul bisericii. A treia zi mi-
am dat seama ca dupd a patra statie si dupad a sasea incepe
spectacolul miinilor, care tine aproape un minut. Mi-am propus
sd cronometrez, sd vad la cit timp dupa ce pleaca trenul evlavia
incepe sd spumege. Intervale egale. Am crezut cd fac o
descoperire.

33

2.6. Underground

I have not travelled regularly by metro for two years - on
the same route, I mean. But now that I moved house I had to
renew my monthly pass and get used to new faces. I suppose
that they will become so familiar to me in a few months that I
will start reading again during the seven stops which I have to
cover in the morning and in the evening.

It is the second week and I still wonder. I come across a
group of three women in long skirts and kerchiefs at the ten
past seven train. They are very pious. I have not met them on
other trains, only at the ten past seven train. I only noticed them
on the third day. There are a few points in the route of the
metro line where they start crossing themselves as if they were
taking part in a liturgy. At first I thought they are praying
silently. But then I figured they must be some peculiar church
group. On the third day I realized that the hands scene, which
lasts almost one minute, starts after the fourth and the sixth
stop. I intended to time how long after the train leaves the piety
starts to reach its peak. The intervals were the same. I thought I
made a discovery.
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Ieri, cind am iesit de la metrou la a patra statie, aveam o
treaba urgentd, mi-am amintit de cele trei femei. Am tinut-o
drept inainte si-am inceput sd numadr secundele. Cind m-am
oprit, am zdrit in dreapta mea o biserica. Am mers mai departe,
uitind cd trebuie sa ajung undeva — am tinut-o tot inainte. Am
trecut de a sasea statie si-am inceput din nou sa numar.
Secundele s-au oprit din nou in fata unei biserici. S mi se faca

rdu. Nu stiu daca trebuia sa mi se para ceva tulburator.

De azi insa am hotdrit sa iau trenul de sapte doudzeci si
cinci. Oricum, unul care pleacd un pic mai tirziu.

Ceva mai mult somn nu stricd niciodata.

34

Yesterday, when I got out the metro at the fourth stop,
because I had some urgent business to attend to, I remembered
the three women. I walked straight on and I began to count the
seconds. When [ stopped I saw a church to my right. I kept
going, overlooking the fact that I had to be someplace, and I
walked straight ahead. I went past the sixth stop and I started
counting again. The seconds stopped in front of a church again.
I could not believe my eyes. I did not know if that should
trouble me.

Starting today, I have decided to take the twenty-five past
seven train or one that leaves a little later, anyway.

A few more minutes of sleep never come amiss.
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2.7. Gifiiala

Cind liftul urca, ochii imi ramasesera pironiti in oglinda,
ca de fiecare data.

Apoi, liftul s-a oprit, am deschis usa si am dat nas in nas
cu Nora, care m-a oprit, zice vreau sa te intreb ceva, iar eu zic
da, si ea 1i dd drumul, Sorin al meu are parul blond, vad ca si tu
ai parul blond, tot blond ai fost cind erai mic, cd, ma gindesc, el
are doar doi ani si poate cd se-nchide la culoare cind s-o face
mare, dar ma uit la tine, tu ai si ochii albastri, as fi vrut ca si
Sorin sd aiba ochii la fel, dar nu are decit parul, iar eu zic da,
eram si mai blond, un blond dintr-dla, ca de aur, mai blond
decit aurul daca-ti poti inchipui, i-am zis, iar ea, mi-am
inchipuit eu, dar voiam sa te-ntreb dacd pdrintii tdi sint tot
blonzi, nu stiu daca Sorin al meu o sd ramind blond ca tine, uite,
tie iti std bine, si eu, si Paul, sotul meu, sintem bruneti, eu mai
spre saten, dar ma gindeam la Sorin, si era cit pe ce sd ma
inrosesc, i-am zis nu, pdrintii mei sint bruneti de-a binelea si
nici unul dintre ei nu are ochii albastri ca mine, eu ii am de la
bunici, la fel si parul, m-am gindit eu, imi zisese cineva, a spus
Nora, de-asta md tot gindesc dacd Sorin o rdmina cu parul
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2.7. The Gasp

When the lift went up, my eyes were riveted on the mirror
as usual.

Then the lift stopped. I opened the door and I ran into
Nora who stopped me. “I want to ask you something” she said.
And I said “Yes”. Then she went on and on: “Sorin, my son, has
a blond hair. You have a blond hair too. You were also blond
when you were little, because I've been thinking that he is only
two years old and maybe his hair will become darker when he
grows up. But I can see you have blue eyes as well. I wish Sorin
had blue eyes too but he is only blond-haired. “Yes but I was
blonder, a gold-like blond, even blonder than gold itself, if you
can imagine” I said. “I suspected it. But I wanted to ask you if
your parents are blond too. I don’t know if Sorin will always be
blond like you. Look, it suits you. I and Paul, my husband, are
both dark-haired, my hair is more brownish”. And I was
thinking about Sorin and I almost blushed. I said “No, my
parents are completely dark-haired. None of them is blue-eyed,
as I am. I have them from my grandparents, just like my hair.”
“I thought so. Someone had told me” said Nora. “That’s why I
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blond, cam asa cum il ai tu, era blond deschis, nu-i asa, parca
asa ziceai, da, i-am spus, dorind sd-i ardt cumva ca sunt grabit,
ca sirul ei de cuvinte care treceau de la o idee la alta intr-o fraza
cirnat ma exaspera si nu intelegeam decit o obsesie, incet, incet
ma indepartam, ea o tot tinea pe-a ei, dar in ecouri slabe,
intraserd in joc barba sumard, perciunii, ochelarii, sprincenele,
Sorin exista cu-adevarat, o vazusem pe Nora plimbindu-1 in
carucior prin Drumul Taberei, da, Sorin exista, era clar, dar
aveam senzatia ca existenta lui mi se datoreaza intru citva, ori
ca este intr-o dependentd de naturd oculta fatd de persoana
mea, de felul cum ardt, vreau sd spun, si m-am tot indepartat,
Nora intrase in lift, insd vocea ei incd razbdtea, mergeam cu
spatele si m-am impiedicat, era sd cad, m-am dezechilibrat, iar
Simona, bibliotecara, m-a vazut si m-a intrebat ce-i cu mine, i-
am spus cd nimic, si mi-am dat seama cd sint mai usor, mai
straveziu, mai blond sau mai putin blond, ochii mai albastri sau
mai putin albastri, toate asa, mai sau mai putin, deloc asa cum
sint in fiecare zi si mi-a fost clar, Nora ma fixase cu o fidelitate
bolndvicioasd, inspdimintdtoare, nu-mi puteam inchipui asa
ceva, si-am luat hotdrirea sd nu mai urc cu liftul acela,
indiferent de cite etaje este vorba, o oglinda intr-un lift este al
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keep thinking whether Sorin will still have a blond hair just like
yours. But I think you said your hair was fairer”. “Yes” I told
her, in an attempt to show her that I am in a hurry, that her
words, which jumped about from one idea to another into a
freight train sentence, drove me out of my senses. I could only
see an obsession. And little by little, I started to draw back. She
kept on talking faintly. The stubble, the whiskers, the glasses
and the eyebrows had come into play. Sorin was indeed real; I
had seen Nora pushing him along in a pram in the Drumul
Taberei neighbourhood. Yes, it was clear that Sorin was real but
I was under the impression that his existence was somehow
due to me or that it depended on me in an occult way, on the
way I looked - I mean. And I kept drawing back. Nora had
entered the lift but her voice still pierced through. I was
walking backwards and I stumbled. I almost fell, I lost my
balance, and Simona, the librarian, saw me and asked me what
was wrong with me. I said it was nothing. And I realized I was
lighter, more transparent, blonder or less blond, blue-eyed or
less blue-eyed, altogether, more or less, completely different
from the everyday me. And it was clear to me. Nora had this
unhealthy and unnerving fixation with me. I could not imagine
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naibii de periculoasd, te poate urmadri pas cu pas daca te-a prins, such a thing. I decided never to use that lift again, regardless of

si-acum nu fac decit sa gifii, am ajuns. the number of the floors I had to climb up. A lift mirror is very
dangerous, it can follow you step by step once it catches you.
And now, all I do is gasp. I reached my destination.
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2. 8. Crampoane

Simbdta, sapte prieteni ne stringem pe un teren al
Ministerului Apdrdrii Nationale pentru a juca fotbal. De doi ani
se intimpld sa ne tot adundm pentru a ne rupe gleznele de
dragul unor goluri antologice. Cind termindm, ne transportam
aproape beatificati spre statia tramvaiului cinci si comentam
toate fazele, convinsi ca de data asta a fost cea mai tare zi de fotbal
din toate cele sacrifcate pe acest teren.

Ieri a fost una dintre zilele de neuitat. Aveam o pauzd de
trei sdptdmini dupd ce md alesesem cu o entorsa la glezna
dreaptd si simteam cum muschii imi zvicneau dupa un meci
adevdrat. Trebuia sd-mi bandajez piciorul si sd joc in tenisi,
contrar poftei mele de a simti iarba pe talpa descultd. La teren
am ajuns primii, eu si Liviu, iar la scurtd vreme au sosit si
ceilalti. Impachetati in tricourile echipei nationale, dar purtind
pe spate numele noastre, ne-am dezlantuit in fata unei echipe
care pdrea a fi cu un picior in groapd. Eram galactici, schemele
functionau impecabil, iar adversarii vorbeau intre ei cd trebuie

)

sd ne ascunda telecomanda.

38

2.8. Studs

On Saturdays, we, a group of seven friends, gather
together to play football on a field belonging to the Ministry of
National Defence. We have been gathering for two years in
order to break our ankles for the sake of some noteworthy
goals. Once we finish, somehow beatific, we take ourselves to
the tram number five stop and comment upon every scene,
convinced that, this time, this was the best football day of all those
sacrificed on this field.

Yesterday was one of those memorable days. I had been
on a break for three weeks after I went down with a right ankle
sprain. My muscles were eager for a real game. I had to
bandage up my foot and play in my trainers, despite my desire
to feel the grass with my bare feet. I and Liviu were the first to
arrive on the field, and shortly afterwards the rest of our friends
arrived as well. We were dressed in the T-shirts of the national
team but we had our names written on the back. We played
against a team that seemed to be on the verge of loss. We were
brilliant and our opponents were talking among themselves
about hiding our remote control.

Transla+tion
Calé

February 2019



Translation Café, Issue 195
Fragments of prose by Cosmin Manolache
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Gabriela Focsaneanu

Nu trecuse decit o jumadtate de ord, scorul era sase la unu
pentru noi, iar eu ratam incredibil dintr-o pozitie din care nu-ti
puteai permite mila. Piciorul meu drept asigurase spectacolul
dupa care incepi sa-ti pui miinile in cap, incercind sa intelegi
cum de s-a putut intimpla asa ceva. Eu insd eram ingrijorat de
glezna mea. Le-am zis bdietilor cd lipsesc zece minute si m-am
dus spre terasa unde se servesc mici, fripturi si bere, pentru a
incerca o ameliorare. Am cerut unui militar-bucatar un cutit si,
asezat in iarbd, aldaturi de foste sau actuale cadre militare
insotite de familiile lor, am inceput sa retez de pe talpi
crampoanele de cauciuc. Ele erau cauza echilibrului fragil cu
care trebuia sa md impac atunci cind eram in situatia de a suta
ori de a face un dribling.

Operatiunea nu era grea, dar dura pentru ca fiecare talpa
avea vreo paispe crampoane. Cind am ajuns la al doilea bocanc,
m-am pomenit cu un bdietel lingd mine.

— Ce faci?

M-am uitat la el fara sa stiu ce sa-i raspund.

— Tai crampoane, nu vezi?

— Da...

Pdrea unul dintre acele dialoguri despre vreme, despre
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Only half an hour had passed, and we were leading six to
one. Incredibly, I was not able to shoot from the simplest
position. My right foot had put on a show that made it hard to
understand how such a thing was possible. However, my main
concern was my ankle. I told the guys I would be gone for ten
minutes. In search of improvement, I went to the pub where
they served grilled minced meat rolls, steak and beer. I asked a
military cook for a knife. Lying in the grass next to past or
present army officials who were accompanied by their family
members, | started to cut off the rubber studs on my soles. They
were the cause for the poor balance I had to get used to
whenever I needed to shoot or dribble.

The operation was not difficult but it took some time,
because there were fourteen studs on each sole. When I got to
the second trainer, there was a little boy sitting next to me.

“What are you doing?”

I looked at him without knowing what to answer.

“I'm cutting off some studs, can’t you see?”

“Yes...”

It seemed to be one of those dialogues about the weather,
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rdazboiul din Irak, md rog, o chestie care nu ma inspira deloc,
desi as fi vrut sd ii spun copilului ceva interesant si sa rida.

— De ce le tai?

— Pai... nu pot sd joc fotbal cu ele. Md dezechilibrez. Stii
ce-iaia?

Eram un timpit, asta-i clar. Cum puteam sa-1 intreb o
asemenea chestie pe un copil de patru, cinci ani? Nu stia, mi-am
dat seama, si nici eu nu ma simteam in stare sa-i explic. Ce-i aia
dezechilibru? Daca m-ar fi luat luat la bani marunti, habar n-

aveam.

— Crampoanele...

S-a uitat la mine intrebator si am simtit cd trebuie sa-1
incurajez.

— Da, astea sint Crampoanele. ..

— Sunt ca niste... unghii...

Apoi m-a privit iardsi intrebator.

— Da, sint ca niste unghii.

Noroc ci l-a strigat maicd-sa. In cinci minute aveam s&
termin si eu si sa reintru in joc. Cred cd am mai jucat o ord, apoi
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about the Iraq War. Anyway, it was something that did not
inspire me, although I wish I could have told something
interesting to the little boy so as to make him laugh.

“Why are you cutting them off?”

“Well, I can’t play football because of them. I lose my
balance. Do you know what balance is?”

I was being an idiot, that was for sure. How could I ask a
four or five-year-old child such a thing? I realized he did not
know the answer and I felt I was unable to give him an
explanation either. What does lack of balance mean? If he had
put me through my paces, I would not have had the slightest
idea.

“The studs...”

He looked at me enquiringly and I felt I had to encourage
him.

“Yes, these are the studs...”

“They are like some kind of... nails...”

Then he shot me another questioning glance.

“Yes, they are like some kind of nails.”

Fortunately, his mother called him. I was going to finish
my operation in five minutes and play again. I think we played

Transla+tion
Calé

February 2019



Translation Café, Issue 195
Fragments of prose by Cosmin Manolache
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Gabriela Focsaneanu

am luat o pauzd, pentru cd adversarii nostri renuntaserd la
luptd. Cum stateam intinsi pe iarba, am vdzut-o pe Laura, sotia
lui Tibi-Zen. Venea cu baietelul lor. Se intimpla in timp ce Tibi-
Zen ne povestea cum, in drum spre teren, in tramvai, vdzuse un
onanist in exercitiul functiunii. $i printre episoadele povestii
lansa si citeva gesturi specifice, pentru a ne amuza. Inc4 era in
verva cind Laura ajunsese la sapte metri de noi, fara ca Tibi sa o
vada. S-a ridicat si s-a-ndreptat spre ei:

— Le povesteam o faza cu un onanist... L-am intilnit in
tramvai cind veneam incoace...
— Ce-iala?

Eram mirat cd Laura habar n-avea de cuvintul asta.

— Un labagiu.

Apoi, Laura si cu Marius s-au indreptat spre terasa, iar noi
ne-am gdsit o altd trupd, niste adversari cu care ne mai
intilneam din cind in cind. A urmat un meci scurt. In timp ce
jucam, gindeam ca Marius auzise pentru prima datd cuvintul
labagiu si avea doar trei ani. Stiam cd de la virsta asta copiii
incep sd imite, copiaza tot. Laura s-a intors la gasca noastrd la
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for another hour, then we took a break, because our opponents
had given up the fight. Lying in the grass, we saw Laura, Tibi-
Zen’s wife, coming. She was coming with their little boy while
Tibi-Zen was telling us how he saw an onanist in action in the
tram, on his way to the field. He was making some specific
gestures between the episodes of the story to amuse us. He was
still in capital form when Laura was seven metres from us
without being seen by Tibi. He stood up and made his way
towards them:

“I was telling them a scene with an onanist... I met him in
the tram on my way here...”

“What's that?”

I was surprised that Laura had not the faintest notion of
the word.

“A wanker.”

Then Laura and Marius made their way to the pub. We
found another team, some opponents whom we would meet
from time to time. There followed a short game. While I was
playing, I figured that Marius had heard the word wanker for
the first time, and he was only three years old. I knew that was
the age when children started to imitate, to copy everything.
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un sfert de ord dupa ce cistigaseram si al doilea meci. Si ne-a Laura came back to our group a quarter of an hour after we had
povestit cum un bdietel luase o forfecutd din trusa de unghii a won our second game as well. She told us how a little boy took
mamei lui, apoi tdiase gherutele unui pui de vrabie care nu a pair of nail scissors from his mother’s nail case. Then he cut
putea sa zboare. Si cd bdietelul acela fusese urecheat de off a sparrow chick’s claws that could not fly. They had boxed
impuiase urechile tuturor strigind ceva despre crampoane. his ears and he had stretched everybody’s ears yelling

something about studs.
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2.9. Marilyn a mai imbatrinit

Lucruri ciudate mi s-au intimplat dintotdeauna. Primul a
fost nasterea mea intr-o zi de marti. Si cind inceputul e asa,
restul vine de la sine. Bine este cd de un timp incoace chiar ma
amuz cind se iveste cine stie ce intimplare care pe altii ar putea
sd-1 arunce in viltoarea gindurilor si a semnelor zodiacale. Urit
lucru, parerea mea.

Nu mai departe de sdptdmina trecutd, intrasem la un
cinematograf. Stateam aldturi de Rolex, intr-o sald nu foarte
mare. Nici spectatorii nu se inghesuiau la filmul spaniol care cu
un an in urmd avusese succes de casd. Sala era tapetatd cu un
fel de mocheta roz si avea citeva motive florale din furtunase
subtiri, care contineau beculete pilpiitoare. Aveam senzatia ca
sunt intr-o casa de turta dulce, intr-o poveste, si ca lupul cel rau
ne va pune filmul cdderii noastre in stomacul lui. Un diplomat
mexican statea pe rindul din fatd si mai spre margine. Rontdia
popcorn, sorbea Coca-Cola si-mi inchipui ca plutea in gindurile
altei povesti de celuloid. Altfel, in fata si in spatele nostru, citeva
perechi care-si ciuguleau buzele cu nesat. Impreuns cu Rolex
am comentat cadrul povestii acesteia si am decis ca filmul va fi

)

43

2.9. Marilyn Has Got a Bit Older

Strange things have always happened to me. The first one
was my birth on a Tuesday. When the beginning is like that, the
rest will take care of itself. The good thing is that for some time
past I amuse myself when an event that would make others get
caught in the whirl of thoughts and of the signs of the zodiac
takes place. That is a bad thing, I think.

No later than last week, I had gone to the cinema. I was
sitting next to Rolex in a not so big room. There were not many
spectators for the Spanish film which had been a huge box-
office success a year before. The room was hung with a sort of
pink moquette and had a floral motif made of thin little hoses
containing tiny twinkling lights. I was under the impression
that I was in a ginger bread house, in a tale, and that the evil
wolf would play us the film of our fall into his stomach. A
Mexican diplomat was sitting in the front row towards the end.
He was crunching some popcorn and sipping at his Coca-Cola.
I could imagine that he was thinking about other celluloid
stories. Otherwise, in front and behind us, some couples were
kissing insatiably. I commented on the setting of this story with
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incintator. Tot asteptind sda-nceapd, din spate a apdrut individul
care trebuia sd dea drumul proiectiei si l-a rugat pe Rolex sa
vind sa-l ajute. Raspunsul a fost o privire astigmaticd, din care
individul acela n-a putut sd extragad nimic folositor, asa ca si-a
indreptat privirea spre mine si m-am ridicat. Am mers in
cdmdruta lui, am dat jos de pe instalatie rola cu filmul care se
terminase cu un sfert de ora inainte si m-am pomenit cu
intrebare pe care am pus-o in ordinea lucrurilor stranii din
ultima vreme. Adevdrul este cd ma pusese un pic pe ginduri.

— Nu te supdra, ce film urmeaza?

Lupul nu exista, diplomatul mexican fusese pdrasit de
iubitd si-si cdrase disperarea pind in sala aceea trdsnitd, iar
individul care proiecta filmul era plictisit de munca lui si in
ziua aceea tocmai voia sd-si dea demisia. N-a trebuit sa-nteleg
mare lucru. Oricum, nimic mai mult de-atit. lar filmul a fost

minunat.

Dupd doud zile insd, impingindu-mi plictiseala spre
Operd, m-am trezit in fata unei aglomeratii care bloca trotuarul.
Masini de pompieri si de politie. Ca un iepuras scrintit, un
pompier mi-a sdrit in fata si a scos de un stiu unde o mapa in
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Rolex and I decided that the film would be delightful. While we
were waiting for the film to start, the guy who had to play the
film appeared from the back of the room and asked Rolex to
come help him. His answer was an astigmatic look that the guy
did not find useful. So he directed his eyes to me and I stood
up. I went to his small room, got the roll of the film, which
ended a quarter of an hour before, off its installation, and he
asked me a question which I included in the recent strange
things I witnessed. The truth was that he alarmed me a bit.

“Excuse me, what's the next film?”

The wolf did not exist, the Mexican diplomat had been left
by his lover and he had taken his desperation in that crazy
room. The guy who projected the film was tired of his work and
that very day he wanted to quit. I did not need to understand
much, nothing more, anyway. And the film was great.

However, after two days, in order to get rid of boredom I
went to the opera house, and I found myself in the middle of a
crowd that was obstructing the pavement. There were
tirefighters” and police cars there. A firefighter came before me
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care trebuia sa-mi scrie numele. Apoi, semndtura mea. Nici
unul dintre trecatori, din fricd de autoritdti, nu-si ldsase
semndtura pe hirtiile pompierului. lar lui nu-i trebuia decit un
martor. Dintr-o Skoda veche iesea un nor de fum, iar Opera
incepea sd se piarda dincolo de el. Dupad ce am semnat, alti
pompieri s-au repezit cu rangile asupra dosului de Skoda. Au
mutilat-o, apoi un altul i-a umplut motorul cu apd. Furtunul
gros tremura de mamd-mamad... Parcd scormoneau intr-un
acvariu dupa pestisorul auriu. Apoi mi-am vazut mai departe
de drum.

Si ca sdptdmina sd se termine in plind glorie, dupa sfinta
liturghie am luat autobuzul care ma duce acasa la Nico si Sonia.
Nico era linga mine si ne minunam cd amindoi avem ochelari
cu lentile care pind in jurul prinzului se albdstresc. Deodata,
autobuzul s-a oprit in mijlocul intersectiei si soferul a inaintat
spre mijlocul autobuzului pentru a salta cele doua trape din
podea. Am putut vedea cu totii cum aratd madtdraia unui
autobuz. Un furtunas iesise de pe o tevuscd si presiunea aerului
pompat ddadea in gol. Soferul a scos un briceag si a aplicat o
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like a hurt bunny and suddenly took out a clipboard on whose
papers I had to write down my name. Then I had to sign.
Fearing the authorities, none of the passers-by wanted to sign
the firefighter’s papers. He needed just one witness. There was
a black smoke coming out from an old Skoda, and the opera
house began to be walled by it. After I signed the papers, other
tirefighters dashed upon the rear part of the Skoda with their
crowbars. They crippled it, and then another firefighter filled its
engine with water. The thick hose was awfully shaking... It
looked as if they were rummaging for the golden fish in a water
tank. Then I went my way.

In order to put a glorious end to this week, after the holy
liturgy, I took the bus that went to Nico and Sonia’s place. Nico
was sitting next to me and we were amazed at the fact that we
both had glasses whose lenses turned blue until around
afternoon. Suddenly, the bus stopped in the middle of the
crossroads. The driver made way towards the middle of the bus
to lift up the two floor traps. We could all see the wiring inside
a bus. A small hose got out of a small pipe and the pumped air
pressure went sideways. The driver took out a penknife and
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corectie furtunasului, apoi a vrut sa umble si la tevuscad. Nu stiu
cum a putut fi asa de neatent. Cum de si-a potrivit furtunasul in
miinile-i butucanoase. Presiunea aerului i-a ridicat fusta unei
doamne de cincizeci si ceva de ani. O doamna blonda. Gestul ei
a fost firesc. A dat sd-si acopere poalele, apoi remarcele au
inceput sd curgd de la un capat la celdlalt al autobuzului. lar eu
mi-am dat seama ca Marilyn nu a murit si nu va muri niciodata.
Doar a imbatrinit. Asa cum si Gioni inca mai da din coada in
Piata 1 Mai.
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made a small cut to the hose, then he wanted to take a look at
the small pipe as well. I do not know how he could be so
careless. How he could fit the small hose in his gnarled hands.
The air pressure lifted the skirt of a fifty years or so woman. A
blond woman. Her gesture was natural. She tried to cover up
her hem. Then the remarks could be heard in the bus, from one
end to the other. And I realized that Marilyn did not die and
would never die. She just got old, the same way as Gioni is still
his wagging his tail in “1 Mai” Square.
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Interviu cu Cosmin Manolache

1. De ce ati inceput sd scriefi?

E greu, daci nu imposibil, si dai un raspuns exact. In ceea
ce ma priveste, impulsul scrisului m-a testat cu intermitente. In
primul rind, cred ca scrisul inseamna ocuparea unui timp si a
unui spatiu. In plus, apar diversele gesturi si tehnici. O parte
din lucrurile astea le-am vazut la tatdl meu, care era revizor
contabil. 11 observam cu citd meticulozitate se pregitea pentru
operatiunile lui contabile: isi fidcea dosare, un fel de caiete
manufacturate; avea o trusd cu fel de fel de ustensile de scris -
ascutea creioanele ca un maestru; lucra migaﬂos, atent, cit sa
poatd sterge la nevoie, dar in stersaturd sd nu se vadad urma; imi
pldcea enorm scrisul lui, chiar dacéa in ceea ce fdcea nu era nici o
mizd literard. Dar, sd stai ore intregi pe scaun cu un creion in
mind era un exemplu.

Au mai fost povestile bunicului, tatal tatalui meu. Tatdl era
cu forma, bunicul cu fondul. Apoi, am inceput sa visez la
propriile mele povesti. Copildrind intre stadion si gara orasului,
aveam o pozitie de observator. Nu mai inregistram carti intr-un
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Interview with Cosmin Manolache

1. Why did you start writing?

It is hard, if not impossible, to give a precise answer. As
far as I am concerned, the impulse to write was intermittent.
First of all, I think that writing is an activity that takes a certain
time and space. Moreover, there are the different techniques
and gestures. I had seen part of these things in my father who
was a chartered accountant. I used to watch how minutely he
prepared himself for his accounting operations: he would make
up his own files, they were some kind of handmade notebooks;
he had a case with some kind of writing implements - he
would sharpen the pencils like a craftsman; he would work
carefully so he could erase when needed in a way that none
could tell that corrections were made; I liked his writing a lot,
even if there was not any literary activity. But watching him sit
on his chair with his pencil in his hand was an example.

Then there were also my grandfather’s stories, my father’s
father. My father had to do with the form and my grandfather
with the content. Then I started to dream about my own stories.
Spending my childhood either on the stadium or in the railway
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caiet studentesc - selectam povestile celor ce se perindau
continuu prin preajma mea. In acelasi timp, eram intr-un
exercitiu zinic de patrulare prin oras. Desi ne-am mutat de la
bloc la casd, dintr-un colt in altul al orasului, n-am vrut sa
renunt la scoala la care incepusem, asa ca vreme de cinci ani, de
fapt trei trimestre pe an, am mers zilnic in jur de trei kilometri.
A fost iardsi un exercitiu de observatie.

Prin clasa a sasea, eram hotdrit impreund cu un coleg sa
scriem o carte de aventuri. Am renuntat repede, dupd ce nu
ne-am inteles al cui nume sa apard primul pe copertd. Era prin
1985, cred.

Asta ar fi o istorie pe care am refiacut-o in urma unei
regresii limitate. Daca ar fi sa psihanalizez, in chipul cel mai
neprofesionist fireste, as spune cd se trage de la strd-bunicul
meu, care era vatman pe tramvai in Bucurestii inceputului de
secol XX. Avea un scris frumos si stia sa intocmeasca diverse
jalbe pentru cei din sat, atunci cind venea, o data la o
saptdmind, cred. Si cind se intorcea incdrcat cu minunile
capitalei, aduce si ziare. Rimdsese in urma lui un pod plin cu
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station of the town, I had the observer’s point of view. I did not
keep a record of books in a school notebook - I picked out the
stories of those who I came in contact with. At the same time, 1
was in a continuous march down the town. Although we
moved from a block of flats to a cottage, from an end of the
town to the other, I did not want to give up the school I started
to study at so for five years, actually three terms a year, I
walked nearly three kilometres daily. This was also an
observation act.

Around the sixth grade, I decided to write an adventure
book with a friend. We quickly gave up on the idea after we
could not agree on whose name should be written first on the
cover. This was in 1985, I think.

This would be a history which I remade after a limited
regression. If I were to make psychoanalysis, in the most
unprofessional way, of course, I would say that writing comes
from my great-grandfather who was a tram driver in Bucharest
at the beginning of the twentieth century. He had a beautiful
handwriting and he knew how to write different types of
complaints for the villagers when he came home once in a
week, I think. When he came with all those wonderful things
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hirtiile unei epoci puse la zid. Tatdl meu, copil fiind, cind a
prins ocazia sd facd primul drum in pod, a albit curtea. A luat
bédtaie de la tatal lui cind l-a vazut in gura podului cu foarfeca
in mind. Lucrurile s-au repetat. Cu mine. Tatdl meu era rebusist.
Avea o colectie impresionanta de reviste, plus corespondenta cu
alti rebusisti din tara. Tatdl lui, de data asta, nu pentru a se
rdzbuna, cit pentru a scdpa mai repede de nelinistea mea, imi
vira zilnic reviste prin zdbrelele pdtutului, pind cind l-am
deposedat si dezvatat de rebus. Altfel spus, cuvintele au ramas
la mine.

2. Care este rolul scrisului in viata dumneavoastra?

Scrisul e o formad a plécerii, a unei satisfactii fizice chiar.
Pldcerea de a face ceva la intensitate maximd. Apoi este o
constructie care poate tine exclusiv de propriul tdu efort. Apoi,
este o confirmare ca poti lua lumea in stdpinire, cad o poti rescrie.
Scrisul este putere.
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from the capital city, he also brought newspapers. He had left a
lot of papers of a bygone era in the attic. When my father was
little he had the chance to go up in the attic for the first time,
then he filled up the courtyard with white papers. He took a
beating from his father when he saw him with a pair of scissors
in his hand in the door of the attic. These things recurred when
I was little. My father was a puzzler. He had an impressive
collection of magazines, and also the letters from other puzzlers
in the country. This time, his father, not as a vengeful act but to
get rid of my anxiety faster, would stick magazines through the
bars of my crib daily until I dispossessed him of and got him
out of his habit of puzzle solving. To put it another way, words
were left in my care.

2. What part does writing play in your life?

Writing is a form of pleasure, even of a physical
satisfaction. It is the pleasure of doing something at maximum
intensity. Then, it is a construction than can depend exclusively
on your own effort. Then, it is an acknowledgement of the fact
that you can conquer the world, that you can rewrite it. Writing
is power.

Transla+tion
Calé

February 2019



Translation Café, Issue 195
Fragments of prose by Cosmin Manolache
Translated into English by MTTLC graduate Gabriela Focsaneanu

3. Ce opere literare v-au marcat parcursul scriitoricesc sau
chiar existenta?

Ce am citit nu a cintdrit mai mult decit ce am vazut.
Intimplarile lumii te pot marca uneori mai mult decit o carte. La
fel, un film poate avea o intensitate mai mare, ori o expozitie.
Eu glisez intre forme de experientd si expresie. Intensitdtile pot
fi intilnite oriunde, chiar si in desert. Formele pe care le imbraca
sunt mai mult sau mai putin intimpldtoare. Pur si simplu ma

bucur cind le intilnesc.

4. Din moment ce suntefi si scenarist, v-ati gandit vreodatd la
posibilitatea ecranizirii romanului ,,Ce fatd cumplitd am”?

Nu m-am gindit. Acolo m-am folosit de imagini si
parcursuri narative care se pot apropia de film. Dar, in fond,
aceea este o carte de prozd, nu un roman. Chiar dacd acele
proze au in comun un spatiu, personaje, comportamente. Dar
pe vreme aceea nu aveam experienta lucrului de echipd pentru
un proiect cinematografic. Abia apoi am inceput sd-mi
construiesc unele texte mult mai constient de potentialul lor
vizual si dramaturgic. Oricum, un scenariu are alte legi ale

)
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3. What are the literary works which marked your writing career
or even you existence?

The books I read were not more important than what I
saw. The world events can mark you more than a book. The
same way, a film or an exhibition can have a bigger intensity. I
switch between experience and expression forms. Intensity can
be found anywhere, even in the desert. The forms it takes are
more or less accidental. I simply rejoice when I find them.

4. Since you are also a screenwriter, have you ever thought
about making a film version of the novel “What an Ugly Mug 1've
Got”?

I have never thought of it. In that book I made use of
images and narrative developments that can resemble a film.
But after all, that is a prose book, not a novel, even if those
prose episodes have a common space, characters and
behaviour. Back then, I did not have the team work experience
for a film project. Only afterwards I started to write some texts
paying more attention to their visual and dramatic potential.

Anyway, a script has different laws of writing than a prose text.
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scrierii decit un text de proza.

5. Vi amintiti un alt episod memorabil din universul mizilean
care ar putea constitui o sursd de inspiratie pentru o viitoare carte?

Am scris deja o povestire care sper sd apara anul acesta in
volum. Povestirea a fost punctul de plecare pentru scenariul
filmului ,Ultima zi”, scris impreund cu regizorul Gabriel
Achim, tot un mizilean. La fel, tot o proza din acelasi volum in
curs de finalizare a fost punctul de plecare pentru scurtmetrajul

,Carne de iepure”, realizat de asemenea cu regizorul Gabriel
Achim.

6. Considerati utild colaborarea intre un traducdtor in devenire
si un autor roman contemporan? Dacd da, in ce mdsurdi?

In general consider benefice colabordrile. Am participat la
scrierea unor cdrti in mai multe formule (,Povestiri mici si

mijlocii”, ,Cartea cu euri”, , Ingeri, zmei si joimarite”, , Etalonul

* “The Last Day”
® “Rabbit Meat”
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5. Do you remember another memorable episode in your
hometown, Mizil, that might become a source of inspiration for a
future book?

I have already written a story which I hope to be
published this year. This story was the starting point for the
script of the film “Ultima zi”4 which I wrote with director
Gabriel Achim who also comes from Mizil. And also a prose
from the same volume I am about to finish was the starting
point for the short film “Carne de iepure”?, which is made with
director Gabriel Achim as well.

6. Do you think that the collaboration between a would-be
translator and a contemporary Romanian author is useful? If yes, to
what extent?

Generally speaking, I think collaborations are useful. I
took part in the writing of books in different forms (“Povestiri
mici si mijlocii”, “Cartea cu euri”, ”ingeri, zmei si joimdrite”,
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Mizil”), am fost co-scenarist, am lucrat in echipe pentru
conceptul si montarea unor expozitii si am avut confirmarea nu
utilitdtii, care este un accent poate cam subtirel, cit a greutdtii

acestei experiente de a fi impreund cu cineva pentru a face ceva.

7. Reintoarcerile in Mizil mai au acelasi farmec de odinioard?

Si odinioard puteai invoca farmecul de odinioard. Cu alte
cuvinte, si odinioard, adica acum 30 de ani, dar si acum 50 sau
90, puteai sd arunci un cirlig peste un alt trecut, facind
observatia, poate dezarmantd, a diludrii lumii. De fapt, in orice
timp prezent, depinde din ce an alegi sad privesti inapoi, iti poti
exersa nostalgia, critica, cinismul etc. Importanti imi par a fi
oamenii. Ei coloreazd un spatiu, fie cd i spunem Mizil sau
altcumva. Si, da, au farmec reintoarcerile in Mizil pentru cd am
pentru ce si pentru cine sd ma intorc. Cind acei oameni prin
care sint legat de Mizil nu vor mai fi, reintoarcerile acolo vor fi
probabil altfel.
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“Etalonul Mizil”®). I was a co-screenwriter, I worked in teams
for the concept and the making up of some exhibitions and I
received confirmation not of the usefulness, which does not
really stress the real importance of collaborations, but of this
experience of being with someone to make something.

7. When you come back to Mizil, do you feel the same
fascination you used to feel?

In the old times you could also talk about the fascination
of the old times. In other words, in the old times, meaning 30
years ago but also 50 or 90 years ago, you could also look back
on another past, making this observation, which can be
disarming, that the world is diluting. In fact, in any present
time, it depends on the year you start looking back, you can
practise your nostalgia, your critics, your cynicism, etc. I think
that people are the most important. They give colour to a space,
whether we call it Mizil or otherwise. And yes, coming back to
Mizil gives me the same fascination, because I have things and
persons to come back to. When the people that connect me to
Mizil are gone, my return there will probably be different.

® «“Small and Middle-Sized Stories”, “The Book of Selves”, “Angels, Ogres and Old Maids”, “The Mizil Standard”
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8. Ce sfaturi i-ati da unui scriitor aflat la inceput de drum?

E greu sd dai sfaturi. Pot spune ce consider a fi fost valabil
in parcursul meu. Asta nu inseamnd cd se poate aplica oricui.
Trebuie sd vrei, sa crezi ca daca muncesti poti face ceva care sa
stea in picioare, sd indrdznesti dar si sda ai rabdare, sd nu ai
ranchiung, sa fii sincer cu tine insuti, sd fii deschis si spre alte
domenii/arte, s fii curios, sd te pui cit mai des in pielea altuia,
sd nu-ti refuzi unele experiente (dar limita si-o poate pune
fiecare).

9. Ce proiecte literare aveti in derulare?

Am o carte terminatd, scrisa impreund cu Cdlin Torsan,
dar mai greu publicabild, si incd una tot cu el coautor, un
proiect la fel de greu de propus unei edituri. Apoi am o carte de
proza aproape gata si alte doud din care as spune cd as mai avea
30% ca s le duc spre o forma finali. In continuare documentez
domeniul Mizil, in care intrd si un proiect de muzeul local, la
care lucrez iardsi in echipd. $i mai este filmul: un scenariu este
gata, ,Crud si gdtit”, dar am avut dificultdti in obtinerea

)

"“Raw and Cooked”
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8. What are the pieces of advice you would give to a beginner
writer?

It is hard to give pieces of advice. I can tell you about the
things that applied to my path. This does not mean that they
can apply to anyone. You have to wish for it, to believe that by
hard work you can create something that lasts, to dare but also
to be patient, to bear no hard feelings, to be honest with
yourself, to be open to other fields/arts, to be curious, to put
yourself in somebody’s shoes as many times as possible and to
allow yourself some experiences (but the limit is up to you).

9. What are your ongoing literary projects?

I have finished a book that I wrote with Calin Torsan. This
book is harder to publish. And there is another, Calin Torsan is
also the co-author, a project that is harder to propose to a
publishing house as well. Then I have a prose book which is
almost ready and other two books that are 70% finished. I keep
working on my research on Mizil that includes a local museum
project which is a team work as well. There is also the film: a
script is ready, “Crud si gatit”” but we encountered some
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finantarii pentru productia filmului, iar altul este in curs de
definitivare, se numeste ,Noapte”, si sperdam sa-1 putem filma
anul viitor. Dar asa cum s-a mai intimplat, nu stii cind se poate

ivi ocazia realizdrii unui scurtmetraj.

10.Credeti cd in postmodernism existd posibilitatea de a obtine
un evantai inepuizabil de variante literare, de a crea noi modele care
ar surprinde publicul?

Era o vreme in care eram fascinat de termenul
postmodernism. Am inteles cu timpul cd unii termeni sint
proprii unor perioade de timp si unor spatii culturale. Am
indoieli in privinta existentei unui postmodernism romanesc. In
revista Secolul XX, la inceputul anilor '70 exista o rubrica:
Postmodernismul american. Apdreau traduse fragmente din
cartile unor autori precum Donald Barthelme, John Coover,
John Barth sau Richard Brautigan. Am tot vinat textele, cartile
acestor autori, dar am inteles cu timpul ca ei puteau fi cit mai

corect developati doar in raport cu un spatiu cultural si cu o

8 “Night”
® “The Twentieth Century”
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difficulties with getting the money for the production of the
film, and another is almost ready, it is called “Noapte”® and we
hope to be able to film it next year. But as it happened before,
you can never know when the possibility of making a short film
arises.

10. Do you think that postmodernism provides fertile ground for
inexhaustible literary versions, for new patterns that might surprise
the readers?

There was a time when I was fascinated by the term
postmodernism. In time, I understood that some terms are
more adequate for some periods of time and cultural spaces. 1
have some doubts regarding the existence of a Romanian
postmodernism. In the “Secolul XX”° magazine, at the
beginning of the 70’s, there was the American postmodernism
column. There were published some fragments of the books of
authors like Donald Barthelme, John Coover, John Barth or
Richard Brautigan there. I kept on waiting to lay my hands on
those texts but in time I understood that they could be
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epocd in care activau sau fatd de care reactionau. In Romania
termenul a fost preluat intr-o cu totul alta perioada si, mai ales,
intr-un spatiu cultural si politic extrem de diferit. As spune cd a
fost cumva cu voie de la Partid. In revista ,Caiete critice”,
primul numar din 1986 era intitulat ,Post-modernismul”. Eram
cam in urmd, nu? Dar, totusi, nu erau niste semnale incd din
anii 72-74 in revista Secolul XX? Post-modernismul, cum altfel
decit american, isi avea inceputurile cu alti cel putin 10 ani in
urmd. Ce s-a intimplat la noi in acest interval? Au scris autori
saizecisti, saptezecisti, nu? Apoi, in anii ‘80, permisiunea de a fi
practicat si discutat teoretic post-modernismul. Pot fi puse niste
procedee literare, decontextualizate si defazate, in cimpul
semantic al aceluiasi termen? Este post-modernism ce au scris
scriitorii din generatia zisa optzecistd? Eu am unele indoieli.
Cred cd scriitorii, oriunde si oricind ar scrie, pot institui
tendinte, curente, traditii, indiferent de plasarea mai mult sau
mai putin vizibild in oricare orizont cultural. Autenticitatea
relatiei lor cu scrisul dd o formad literard sau alta, care poate fi
numitd in fel si chip. Cu alte cuvinte, scrisul in sine, pe care il

1% The Romanian Communist Party
! «“Critical Notes”
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developed as accurately as possible only in relation to a cultural
space and time when they were active or to which they reacted
to. In Romania, the term was adopted in a completely different
time, and especially, in a very different cultural and political
context. I would say that the Party'® somehow allowed it. In the
“Caiete critice”!! magazine, the first number of 1986 was called
“the Postmodernism”. We were a bit late, weren’t we? But still,
weren’t there some signs even since the 72'-74’s in the “Secolul
XX” magazine? Postmodernism, the American one, started at
least 10 years before. What happened during that time? The
authors of the 70’s and the 80s’s wrote, didn’t they? Then in the
80’s, there was the consent to have practised and discussed
postmodernism in a theoretical way. Can some literary
techniques that are decontextualized and delayed be placed in
the semantic area of the same term? Is it postmodernism in the
so-called 80’s writers” works? I have some doubts. I think that
writers, wherever and whenever they write, can create trends,
currents, traditions, regardless of their more or less visible
placement in any cultural level. The authenticity of their
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consider o forma reald de putere, pune lumina potrivitd asupra relationship with the writing gives a literary form or another

a ceea ce numim literaturd. Contextele culturale, universitare that can be called anyhow. In other words, writing by itself, that

sint adiacente scrisului pentru ca, din punctul meu de vedere, I consider to be a true form of power, sheds the adequate light

sint contexte politice. Sint o altd formd de putere, concurenta on what we call literature. The cultural and academic contexts

scrisului real. Sint un joc de pen-umbre. are adjacent to writing, because they are political contexts in my
view. They are a different type of power, opposing the real
writing. They are a penumbrae play.
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