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O carte neaos romaneasca A Genuinely Romanian Book,
ne soseste din America Freshly Sent from America

Doris Plantus s-a ndscut la Detroit dintr-un tata Doris Plantus was born and bred in Detroit. Her father
bucovinean si 0 mama din Banat. In anul 2013, cand came from Bucovina and her mother is from Banat. Doris
autoarea implineste 56 de ani, Contemporary Literature will be 56 this year. While living in America, she has written
Press 1i publicd, iatd, in premierd, o carte scrisd intr-o and sent us a book in the Romanian language. Her style is
limba roména splendida — cu care foarte putini romani, superb and her words are very well chosen.
nascuti si crescuti in Romania, se pot cu adevdrat She is a teacher of literature: to us, she introduced
mandri. herself as ‘a modestly published translator and bilingual

In Statele Unite, Doris Plantus este profesoara writer of Romanian and English.” Her book which we are
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universitard de literatura. Ea insdsi se descrie ca
“traducdtoare si scriitoare bilingvd, publicatd in masura
modestd.” Indreptam aceasts stare de lucruri, publicand
in limbile romand si engleza, chiar in traducerea
autoarei, o povestire despre Facerea Lumii, sau, mai
bine zis, o sumda de povestiri despre facerea lumilor,
legate la un loc intr-un text care aduce cu “Luceafdrul”
si cu “Mesterul Manole” in acelasi timp.

Sihastrul parcurge aventurile limbii roméne de la
Biblie la The Big Bang. In egald masura, el imbina tonul
grav al caderii si indltdrii cu zambetul zeflemitor al lui
Anton Pann. In plus, Doris Plantus rdstoarnd mitul lui
Satan, care, in The Hermit, este Lucifer in persoana —
mesagerul luminii, respectat de Divinitatea insdsi.

Povestirile se intrepdtrund, cdderile anticipeaza
ridicarile repetate spre lumind, ingerul intrd in trupul
omenesc al eroilor, si toate intamplarile curg cat se
poate de spontan. Pestera Sihastrului este cosmosul, iar
naratiunea nu are nici inceput, nici sfarsit.

Meditatia cosmogonica nu este un subiect nou: ea
revine tot mereu, de la Biblie la contemporanul nostru,
Julian Barnes, in cartea lui intitulata Lumea in 10 capitole
si ¥2. Acest mic volum despre o obsesie fara limite a
mintii omenesti are meritul de a face din nesfarsire
povestea spiritualitdtii romanesti. Este o poveste scrisa

publishing now in a bilingual edition will certainly change
that description to a great extent.

The Hermit is a story about Genesis, or, rather, a
sequence of stories about the repeated birth of the universe.
Its roots go deep into poems Romanians everywhere know
only too well, such as ‘Luceafdrul’—who is Lucifer, or the
Morning Star, and ‘Mesterul Manole” — a Master Builder of
churches for our kings. The author intended it as a history of
the Romanian language between the words of the Bible and
The Big Bang.

The Ascent and Fall are described in a style whose
philosophical turn is tempered by the well-meant irony of a
Balkanic Anton Pann — classical Romanian humanist,
musician, lexicographer, and a teacher himself. In The
Hermit, Doris Plantus gives us Satan as Lucifer, the
messenger of light, and God’s equal. She builds a number of
stories that melt into each other. Repeated falls anticipate the
rising into light again and again. The angel is slipping into
human bodies. All the incidents imagined in the book flow
naturally. The Hermit's cave is the universe: the narrative
that is taking place inside it has no beginning and no end.

Cosmogonic meditation is nothing new, from the
Bible, where there is a lot of it in The Genesis, to our
contemporary writer Julian Barnes, who takes it up in his
novel A History of the World in 10%2 Chapters. But this book
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intr-o limba romana de mare forta expresiva, intr-un stil about an overwhelming obsession of the human mind

cum nu se poate mai elegant, si cu reale valente chooses the Romanian sense of ‘vesnicie’ — translated
filosofice. Sd nu uitdm cd autoarea s-a ocupat indelung ‘eternity’ — as a central topic. Its remarkably forceful
nu numai de Lucian Blaga, ci si de Ionel Teodoreanu. Romanian style is both elegant and breathtakingly abstract.

By translating writers as far apart as the philosopher Lucian
Blaga and the novelist Ionel Teodoreanu, Doris Plantus has
practically covered the whole territory of Romanian prose.

C. George Sandulescu & Lidia Vianu

If you want to have all the information you need about Finnegans
Wake, including the full text of Finnegans Wake, line-numbered, go to the
personal site Sandulescu Online, at the following internet address:

http:/ /sandulescu.perso.monaco.mc/
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‘Undo the End.’

James Joyce FW361.29:8

Doris Plantus is one of those Americans who never let go of their
origins... She exists in two places, and two cultural times at once, even
though Romania is to her a place rarely visited. It is my suspicion that she
has written this book in order to propitiate her imagination. She is here
looking for roots. She finds them in the country that gave birth to her
artistic sensibility.

Her Hermit flows immaterially in and out of eternity, in and out of a
cave that is both Romania and the Universe. She weaves her story out of
mythical leitmotifs which she twists and turns: Lucifer falls. God allows
the corridor of light, the communication with the human world precisely
because ‘He’ (Lucifer) needs it to return to heaven. Lucifer (Satan) is the
cause of many unfortunate births. Or near births. But there is no final fall
in Plantus’s world. Her heroes rise, too. Lucifer is the bringer of light and
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change. No sooner has he been forgiven for one fall that he plans the next.
He keeps the xoopog going.

Doris Plantus has a lot to do with Mihai Eminescu, Romanian
national poet who wrote ‘Luceafdrul’. She uses her Romanian dowry in
order to create a cosmogonic poem, in which the world is born over and
over again. As T.S. Eliot would have put it, ‘In my end is my beginning.’
(East Coker, 1940) As Joyce concluded, ‘on the postface in that multimirror
megaron of returningties, whirled without end to end.” (FW582.12, 1939).
Both writers are quoted in her text, needless to say.

What Doris Plantus does in this little book is, after all, an attempt to
make amends for mortality, and (Joyce again) ‘undo the end” (FW361.29:8).
She does it in Romanian, with a remarkable blend of irony and lyricism, a
unique sense of style. Her Romanian words are in good hands: if
cosmogonic meditation is no news, her use of the Romanian language is.

18 April 2013, Bucharest
Lidia Vianu
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Doris Plantus s-a ndscut in Detroit, Michigan, fiica
mijlocie a unui tdmplar din Bucovina, si a unei mame a
carei familie are originea in Banat, Roménia. S-a bucurat
de o viatd in doud limbi de la nastere, mai ales de acel
amestec pretios de dialecte de la graiul dulce de Stanesti
de Jos, la antipodul satului Fibis, ambele neatinse de
trecerea timpului. Nu a avut prilejul unei educatii de limba
si literatura romanad; a trdit in mod vibrant, insa, cu cultura
si traditiile romanesti intr-o comunitate stransa si
gospodara de imigranti si americani din prima generatie.
Totodatd era crescutda sub ocrotirea bisericii romane-
ortodoxe, unde tatdl ei fusese diacon. Pentru Plantus,
limba romana era potirul mosternirii intregi.

Printre activitatile sale diverse, de la picturd si
sculpturd, pand la muzica si jocurile populare romanesti,

Doris Plantus, in her own words:

Doris Plantus was born in Detroit, Michigan the middle
daughter of a carpenter from Bucovina, and a mother whose
family originated in Banat, Romania.

She has enjoyed living in two languages from birth, all
the more for the precious blend of dialects from the sweet speech
of Stanesti de Jos, to the antipodes of Fibis, untouched by the
passing of time. She had no formal education in Romanian
language or literature, but instead experienced Romanian
culture and tradition in a close-knit community of immigrants
and first generation Americans. In addition, she was raised in
the Romanian Orthodox church, where her father was an
ordained deacon.

For Plantus, the Romanian language was the chalice that
held her entire heritage. Among her diverse activities,
including painting and sculpture, along with Romanian folk
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Plantus se ocupd si de iconografie si arta tdrdaneascd,
inspirata si indrumata doar de suflet.

Intr-un moment neprevizut, a rdmas divortata sa-si
creascd doi fii singurd. S-a reinscris la facultate, iar in
acelasi timp lucra doud serviciuri ca sd-si ingrijeasca
familia.

Mai tarziu, urmand masteratul la universitatea
Wayne State din Detroit, a publicat prima traducere,
Zamolxe, a lui Blaga. De curdnd aceasta operd a avut
premiera mondiald la Georgetown University din
Washington DC, interpretatd ca piesa modernd de catre
Dr. Cristina Bejan. In 2005, Plantus a terminat doctoratul in
Literaturd, cu specializare in traducere si transpunere
cinematrograficd. Disertatia avea ca subiect romanul
Lorelei, a lui Teodoreanu — tocmai cartea pe care i-o facuse
cadou un fecior in gard la Suceava, la prima caldtorie in
Romania la 16 ani.

Astazi preda literaturd la Oakland University. Pe
langa activitdtile sale ca profesoard, Plantus este si
traducatoare si scriitoare bilingva, publicatd in masura
modestd. Stilul sdu caracteristic in limba roménd, cu
arhaisme si regionalisme atat in prozd, cat si in poezie,
rdmane o mandrie legatd de dragostea sa profunda pentru
acea limba mostenitd, dar si ddruitd copiilor sai.

Locuieste in Troy, Michigan.

dance and music, Plantus also works in iconography and folk
art. She is also an avid gardener and stargazer.

After an unexpected divorce left her alone to raise her
two sons, she returned to school while working and looking
after her family.

In 2001 she published her first translation of Lucian
Blaga’s Zamolxe into English while still a student. Recently, her
translation had its world premiere at Georgetown University in
a play performance directed by Dr. Cristina Bejan.

In 2005 she successfully defended her dissertation on the
translation and adaptation of Ionel Teodoreanu’s Lorelei, the
very book she received as a gift on her first visit to Romania at
age 16. She still hopes to produce Lorelei as a feature film.

Currently she teaches a variety of literature courses in
the English Department of Oakland University. Besides her
academic work, Plantus is a modestly published translator and
bilingual writer of Romanian and English. Her characteristic
archaic and regionalist style in Romanian prose and poetry is a
point of pride for her devoted preservation of the language she
inherited and passed on to her own children.

She lives in Troy, Michigan.
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Sihastrul a fost conceput si compus initial in

limba romana si-apoi tradus de autoarea insdsi in limba
englezd, ceea ce este o incercare rard pentru un scriitor
American-Roman. Nuvela cerceteaza esenta limbii si a
congtiintei in miscare intre mit si real si iard inapoi.
Caracterizat intr-un fel apocrif in sensul referintelor
privind religie, istorie, filosofie, si mit, povestea fisi
combind subiectul, stilul, si structura compozitd, in
proportii Heraclitiene - fluid dar si ciclic, si introduce o
fiintd misterioasd a carei origine, ca si forta creativd a
limbii sporeste intr-un ciclu sustinut de metamorfoza.
Pentru Plantus, cuvintele au puterea de a face inchipuirea
reald si realitatea o dimensiune magica unde totul este
posibil. Compactd, dar imbelsugatd in aluzii biblice si
naratiuni interpolate, Sihastrul exploreaza limba la un nivel
aproape molecular, in cercetarea primului Cuvant,
bucurandu-se de straturile semnificatiei create de
miscarea—dar si cdldtoria cuvintelor in functie de
deplasarea in si afard din sfera metaforei. Deci pentru
Sihastrul, eroul povestii, mitul este metamorfoza realitatii,
si realitatea, metafora mitului.

The Hermit was conceived and composed in

Romanian, and then self-translated into English, making it a
unique literary endeavor for an American-Romanian writer.
The novella addresses the very essence of language and
consciousness as it moves between myth and reality and back
again. Characteristically apocryphal in terms of its references to
religion, history, philosophy, and myth, the story blends its
subject, style, and composite structure, in Heraclitian
proportions; fluid yet cyclical, and features a mysterious being
whose origins, like the creative force of language, thrive in a
sustained cycle of metamorphosis. For Plantus, words have the
power to make the imagined real, and reality a magical
dimension where all things are possible. Rich in biblical
allusion and narrative interpolation, Sihastrul explores
language on a molecular level in search of the first Word and
rejoices at the layers of meaning words create as they move in
and out of metaphor. For Sihastrul, the hero of the story, myth
is the metamorphosis of reality, and reality, the metaphor of
myth.

Cosremronany

LIIXF\ILNR I)Vl“

T

o

httpc/leditura.mttic.ro Bucuregti 2013



Doris Plantus: Sihastrul. The Hermit. 7 Contemporary Literature Press 2013

Lucian Blaga

— o
/C/.z.-\[ MOXI|

CINEMATIC TRANSLATION
OF 1oNEL TEODOREANT'S LORELET

CREATING A Fios Scrir
FROM A CLASSIC ROMANIAN NOVEd
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Ihe Center Tor Romantan Studics
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Cartea I

Am inceput sd scriu povestea aceasta cu mii si mii de
ani in urmda din mai multe perspective temporale, dar nu in
mod obisnuit, nici in sensul scrierii, nici in sensul timpului.
De fapt, nu am scris-o, cat mai degraba am slobozit cuvintele
din ziduri de piatra dintr-o pesterd unde eu tot trudesc,
nevoit, si totusi, nesilit, poate chiar linistit. Poate nu am
scris-o eu deloc, mai stii? Poate cuvintele m-au scris pe mine
mai intdi, iar acum povestea, pusa astfel in miscare, continud
sd md scrie si sd mad rescrie. S-ar putea si una ca asta.

Intru inceput era limba si limba era cu Sine, inainte de
toate. A asteptat sa fie eliberata din materia ce o ingropase in
haos. De multe ori m-am intrebat daca a fost la inceput un
cuvant in centrul acestei planete in jurul caruia s-au adunat
toate celelalte cate existd. Lumea era tdnara si adunaturad
nestivuitd. Cu cat s-au indepdrtat de centru, cu atat s-au
asezat mai mult, straturi, straturi, cuvintele impaturite,
fiecare derivat din cel anterior, unele suprapuse, ingramadite,
randuite, altele imbinate, amestecate, compresate, sau
zdrobite, dizolvate. Apoi sunt si cateva metamorfozate,
transformate, schimbate cumva, candva. Ca amintiri nepatite,
dar previzibile, izvodite din acel cuvant premergator.

Book I

I began writing this tale any thousands of years ago
from most orientations in time, but not in the usual way, not
in the usual way of writing and not in the usual way of time.
I didn’t so much write it as free the words from rock walls in
a cave where I work silently, even now. Maybe I didn’t write
it at all; maybe the words wrote me first, and now the tale set
in motion continues to write and rewrite me. Now there’s a
thought.

Language was first. It waited to be released from
matter that had buried it in chaos. I often wonder(ed) if there
is (was) a word at the very center of this planet around which
everything else has gathered; the further out from the center
the more the words are layered, each one derived of the
other, some melded, stacked, others blended, swirled,
compressed, crushed, dissolved like memories proceeding
from that one word.
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Lucrez incet, aproape atemporal, in smerita mea
pesterd, cioplind cuvinte din cdptuseald pietroasd si umeds,
acordand sunetul literilor care apar cu fiecare trosnet de
ciocan. S...i...h....a... Din cand in cadnd tresar din cauza
scanteilor ce tasnesc din loviturile rasundtoare de daltd ce-mi
inteapad fata toatda — bratele, pieptul — pizzicato. Le sting in
contra-ciupire ca si cand ar fi niste fitilute vrand a lua foc,
pana se sloiesc peste obraji si imi pateaza fata cu subtilitati
filigranate (de aia o zicald spune ca se poate citi in fatd
viitorul); intotdeauna se pierde ceva cand cuvintele sunt
metamutate de la un loc la altul, dar, ma rog. Ca orice mutare,
lasd urme, in cazul meu, care mai de care licarind obstinat cu
cate o sdriturad usturatoare pe infatisarea mea. Le frec in piele-
mi spre a initia o traditie obscurd. Ghici.

Nu-mi inchipui cd cineva mi-ar citi vreodata povestea,
dacd nu cumva a fost cititd deja, si totusi, singurul lucru care
conteazd este doar ca aceste cuvinte sj fie excavate, scépate
din piatra. Imi place ideea ci eu le scot din min&; imi dau un
sens al posesiei, un drept la istorie. Oricum, povestea devine
reald, ajunge adevdrata numai atunci cand este scrisda —
dealtfel, nimic nu poate fi rezolvat, nimic dezbatut, nimic
incheiat, nimic implinit. Unde nu este nevoie de a vorbi sau
de a scrie limbd, nici timp nu poate fi. Povara mortalitatii se
afld In mdsura cuvintelor care trebuie cheltuite pdnda nu

Silently, I work, almost tenseless, in my humble cave
chipping words from the damp stone lining, sounding out the
letters that emerge with each hammer strike. S..i..h..a... Now
and then I wince from where the ringing chisel-sparks prick
my face. I brushsting them away, they smear across my cheeks
and stain my face with subtleties; always something is lost
when words are moved from one place to another. I rub the

marks into my skin to initiate an obscure tradition.

I cannot imagine someone will read my story, or if it’s
already been read, and yet, it matters only that the words be
excavated, their meaning freed from the stone. I like the idea
that I mine the words; it gives me a sense of possession, a
claim on history. Besides, the tale is real only if it is written,
otherwise, nothing can be resolved, and nothing debated,
nothing concluded, nothing fulfilled. Where there is no need
to speak or write language, there can be no time either. The
weight of mortality is the words we must spend before we
die. Think about it.
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murim. Gandeste-te.

Deci nu exista nici o legaturd cu timpul pana in
momentul cand punem limbd in traiul sdu propriu, prin
poporul ei de cuvinte scris. Limba este ceea ce ne face a trdi in
timp si ceea ce ne imbdtraneste, ceea ce ne face sd ne
amintim.

Urmeaza cd nu este limba fara ofrandd. Nu este viata
fara povestirea sa, nicicum vreo posibilitate sa dovedesti ca ai
trdit-o dacd nu o statornicesti in scris. Altfel viata nu-ti este
decat un vis prost, fard sens, lepadat de altcineva, ca niste
bucidtele diafane de aripi de fluture. Nimeni nu se prea
gandeste la asta. Dar acele lacrimi multe pe care le-am stors
eu din gandul acesta aluneca pe peretii reci si curg din cerul
pesterei In tepuse prismastice care se atarn ca turturi
impietriti. Dar acea tepusa singurd, colea, si mare, ce se inalta
din pamant, de jos, remarcabild in sine, in energie, in istorie
— ceoficuea?

Mai sunt fel de fel de ghimpi pietrosi, care socotesc a fi
lacrimile proprii fapturii stancii imense; sigur ca plange si ea,
insa nu stiu de ce oare. Incd nu am aflat. Dar ele contureazi,
in parte, umbrele netede de culoare neagra de carbune si se
lipesc de toate. Cand umbrele se ating de tepuse, isi lasa
amprentele colorate in urma lor ca si cum s-ar vedea.
Umbrele. Se balbaie in timp ce lucrez. Ele aleg cuvintele pe
care le cioplesc. SH...ie.. .hr...am.. si...

There is no relationship to time until events are set
down. Language is what makes us live in time, and makes us
old, makes us remember.

So it follows there is no language without sacrifice.
There is no life without the telling of it, no way to prove
you've lived it unless you establish it in writing. Otherwise,
your life is nothing more than a bad dream that makes no
sense, cast off by someone else like wisps of delicate butterfly
wings. Nobody thinks very much about that. But the many
tears that have escaped me over this, slide down the cool
walls, and drip from the ceiling into prismatic spikes that
hang like icicles from the cave ceiling. One large spike rises
from the floor, remarkable in essence, energy, history. There
are still other spikes, ones that hang from the ceiling, which
belong, I think, to the rock; it weeps too, though I don’t know
why. Not yet. But they define, in part, the flat coal-color
shadows that stick to everything. When the shadows touch
the spikes they leave colored prints behind, like sight. The
shadows. They mumble as I work. They choose the words I
carve out. S".i¢.h".am..si...
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Nu le cunosc, umbrele astea netede de culoare neagra
de carbune. Nu stiu nici cine sunt eu insami, numai ca nu
atarn din cerul pesterii si nici nu ma inalt din pamant, si apoi
nu ma lipesc de nimic. Altd fapturd sunt. Am bagat eu bine
de seamd, considerdnd de cate ori am trdit tot aceeasi
poveste, mereu de la inceput, cu fiecare inceput cuibdrit in
alte inceputuri. Nu stiam nici cine nu sunt pana ce intr-un
inceput n-am scris cuvantulm-a scris pe mine, i 3 durat mult timp
ca sd eliberez toate literile, una cite una. Vezi, fiecare litera
este Inndditd cu ceea ce std in spatele ei. Mai mult decat atat,
literile sunt lacome, si nu se satisfac niciodatsd, tot vor mai
mult, ba sd fie alte cuvinte noi, ba sa zicd mai mult, mai nu
stiu cum, sa marturiseasca mai mult, sd dovedeasca mai mult.
Etosteleocapodopera Asa cd nu exista vreo poveste simpld, nu,
intrucat literile se intrec pentru cuvinte, iar cuvintele pentru
semnificatie, si in curand, chiar si sfarmaturile si aschiutele
care se supun unghiului daltii sau fortei ciocanului ar fi putut
da alt sens dacd eram mai atentd cum trosneam cu unealta.
Uneori se poate citi barem atata pe fata mea, cum zisei, iar
dacd nu, usor se aratd in ochii mei sensul pentru oricine s-ar
interesa. Cateodatd pdsdrile le confunda cu semintele, adica
aceste sfarmaturi de pietre, si le furd in cioc. Apoi izbucnesc
in zbor imprdstiind fragmentele literilor pretutindenea. Mi se
pare cd acele fragmente de litere raspandite de pdsari pot da
rdddacind acolo unde cad, si apoi pot creste in cuvinte ai caror

I don’t know who they are, the flat coal-color shapes.
And I don’t even know who I am, except that I don’t hang
from the ceiling or rise from the floor or stick to anything. But
it feels as though it doesn’t matter anyway for as many times
as I've lived this same tale, always from the beginning, and
yet each beginning nested in other beginnings. I never even
knew what I wasn’t until I wrote the wordwroteme, and it took a
long time to liberate the letters, one by one. Each one is
involved with what lays behind it; the letters are greedy and
never satisfied, always wanting to be new words and say
more, witness more, prove more. So there’s no such thing as a
simple story, for the letters compete for words, and words for
meaning, and soon, even the shards and crumbs that
succumb to the angle of the chisel, or the force of the hammer
might have inflected something else, had I struck with greater
care. Sometimes you can read as much in my face, or see it in
my eyes. Sometimes the birds mistake them for seeds — the
rock crumbs, and snatch them in their beaks, then break into
flight only to scatter fragments of letters. I have an idea that
those fragments of letters dispersed by the birds can
sometimes take root where they fall, and grow into words
that make stories blossom at the tips of their stems, but not
because they are really seeds. I think it is because the birds
think they are seeds, and it is enough after all, if the birds
believe it.
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muguri plesnesc mai departe in povesti, dar nu pentru ca
sunt seminte adevarate. Zic eu cd este destul daca pasdrile le
cred seminte; atat este de ajuns ca sd inmugureasca.

S...i..h...a...s...t.r.u. Inseamna “cel ce este legat de
primul cuvant” sau poate chiar “cel ce este slobozit de primul
cuvant”. Am scos din mina multe cuvinte care deslusesc
amintirile pe care le creaserd, insd unele m-au eludat. Cele pe
care nu le-am putut elibera, sau acelea care s-au sfiramat sau
s-au despicat in fragmente inefabile sunt taine pe care multi
cautd sa le descopere, pana si in timpurile tale.

De fapt, exista numai o singurd altd forma
asemdndtoare cu a mea, cu toate cd nu iese afarda de loc din
baltutd. Cred uneori ca eu ii sunt umbra, numai ca nu sunt eu
neteda nicidecum; baltuta insd, este. Netedd, adicd. De aia,
rar ma duc intre strdini care sunt altfel decat mine, in afard de
timpul cand stelele iuti coboara ca niste licurici-haiduci ce-au
furat lumina de la scantei razlete. Imi place s& ma uit si eu,
dar m-ascund bine, sd nu ma vadad. Strdinii. Presupun ca la
randul lor ei m-ar vedea strdina pe mine, si asta ne-ar deranja
si pe unii si pe altii. Probabil cd asta se intampld din cauza ca
ei nu si-au dat inca un nume, deci habar n-au ce insemnam
unul pentru altul. Nu-i bai.

Dar astdzi fusescested fostg,eeva i 0 zi mare, asa de mare
incat, intr-adevdr, umbrele care de obicei se necdjesc mereu,
astdzi se dezlipesc usor de cuvinte aflandu-si formele cu

Sh.ie.hr.am.si.t.r.u. It means “the one who is
connected to the first word”, or maybe, “the one who is free
of the first word”. I've mined many words that explain the
memories that created them, but some have eluded me. Those
that I couldn’t free, or the ones that crumbled or chipped in
ineffable fragments are secrets that many seek to discover,
even in your times.

In all, there is only one other form that resembles mine
though it never leaves the water. I think sometimes I am its
shadow, except that I am not flat; it is. That's why, in part, I
seldom venture out among the others who are different than
me, except on nights where hot stars fall like fireflies that
have stolen their light from stray sparks. I suppose they
would think I am different from them, and that would make
everyone uncomfortable. This is probably because they have
not yet been named so they do not know what we mean to
each other. No matter.

But today iswas willbe 3 great day, so great, indeed that
the fretting shadows easily peel away from the words that
find their form, serendipity for them, fate, for me. The story
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vigoare. Asa este la fiecare inceput binecunoscut;
serendipitate pentru ele, iar in cazul meu — soartd.
Povestea incepe, de data aceasta, astfel.

Atunci cand cuvintele au fost in sfarsit cioplite si
povestea revelata, sosise momentul in care biata mea maica,
singuricd si pierdutd, sa fi aflat pesteruta aceasta (ii zic
pesterutd cd mi-e dragd). Nu-mi amintesc trdsaturile mamei
— nici nu putea fi vorba — insa umbrele ziserd ca in timp ce
se chinuia dansa, piatra se intinse si se constranse cu o putere
nemaistiutd, cd pand la urma ispravisem a iesi, lipicios si
ciudat. Cand era sd trag prima mea rasuflare ca urmas al
unui destin capricios ce se impreunase cu o identitate
necunoscutd, s-a si intamplat cd un inger stangaci incepuse sa
cada din ceruri. Sd vezi. Era un tip ciudat in toate masurile
supranaturale; da” el, ce facu? Aluneca pe o pand smulsa din
coasta sa In timp ce zbura pe deasupra vdzduhului.
inchipuie—;i.

Adeseori flirtase cu marginea universului dar, in fine,
sedus cumplit de atractia pamantului (o tinea intr-una ca
simtea o atractie intensa), si-a prins dosul aripii de un simplu
colt de stancd. Dintr-odatd penajul lui frumos din cale afard
ce sclipea de la un mir eteric cunoscut numai de soiul sdu,
incepuse a se acoperi cu un ger dureros, tocmai inainte de a
se intari de tot. Una cate una, penele se prefaceau in solzi
luciosi de placute inghetate si rabufneau in seminte granulate

begins this way, this time.

When the words had at last been carved, and the tale
revealed, the moment came for my poor wandering mother to
happen on this cave, alone and lost. I don’t recall her features
— how could I —but the shadows say that as she laboured,
the rock stretched and heaved until at last I was away,
slippery and strange. Then, in the instant I was to draw my
tirst worldly breath as the offspring of a most capricious
destiny that coupled with an unknown identity, it happened
that an awkward angel began falling from the heavens. He
was an intriguing character, by all measure of netherness; he
slipped on a feather plucked from his side as he’d swept the
horizon. Imagine that.

He often flirted with the edge of his universe, but at
last, seduced by the earth’s pull (for he claimed an intense
attraction), he snagged the underside of his wing, close to his
body, on some trivial crag. At once his beautiful feathers that
glistened with an ethereal unction known only to his kind
started to glaze over with frost before quickly freezing
altogether. One by one they turned to icy scales and burst into
slurry-seeds hurled in all directions. Those below had said
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de mazariche azvarlite in toate directiile. Cei de jos, adica
pdmantenii, strdini incad de pe-atunci, ziceau cd in ziua in care
cdzuse burnita misterioasa, parca rasuna o melodie stranie, ca
Era de fapt, o burdcantare

pldcutd, gingasd, si in locurile unde se adunau picuri de

o trdsurd de sticld spartamuzca,

mazdriche, se facusera multe forme interesante, unele cam
mari. [ac-asa.

Tngerul isi pierduse echilibrul, si tot atat de
instantaneu, scopul lui desemnat. Se arcuise intr-o cddere
liberd si nemiloasd, rugandu-se pdtimas sa-si recupereze
inaltarea. Nici acum nu este sigur daca era mild sau pedeapsa
ceea ce-i insotise rugdciunea grabitd, deoarece oftatul lui
mahnit, care era sd fie ultimul — incd plin de remuscare si de
viatd vesnicd, iesise cu repeziciune din trupul sdu,
compresandu-se de prabuseald iminentd: drept in plapanzii
mei pldmani s-a refugiat oftatul Ingerului, tocmai in clipa in
care imi trageam prima rasuflarecredinfd,

Strigamzbieram tare, cu inimd, pentru ca eram o faptura
robustd, incdrcata de viatd nou-noutd, pe cand Tngerul, fiind
inghitit-oropsit asa adanc in mine pe célcaile oftatului sau
disperat, zbierastis® intr-un arpegiu curios de emotii cu atatea
octave, incat nici o notd in plus — nici una — nu putea sd mai
incapa.

Pdi, de-abia era loc in fiinta mea micutd din cauza
dinamicii stdrii sufletului antipacdtos, ca sd mai si gdzduiesc

that on that day when the mysterious rain fell it made queer
melodious sounds like broken brittle glassmusic. It was,
however, a gentle, pleasant rains°"g, and in places where the
slurry collected, it formed interesting shapes, some quite
large.

Well, the Angel lost his equilibrium, and just as
suddenly, his appointed purpose. He arced in an unforgiving
free fall, praying fervently for grace to recover his climb.
Even now it isn’t certain if it was mercy or punishment that
attended his hasty prayer, because the sorrowful sigh that
should have been his last, still full with everlasting life and
compunction, rushed from his compressing body into my

tender new lungs, precisely in the moment I gasped my first
breathfaith,

Thus at my first cry I wailedhowled heartily, for I was a
robust creature new with life while the Angel, pulled deep
into me on the heels of his own desperate sigh, howledwailed in
a curious arpeggio of emotion of so many octaves, that not
one more note — not one — could ever be added. Why, there
was scarcely enough room in my tiny being to host such a
powerful form, so the angel groaned with discomfort at being
squeezed into my soul.
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asa o antiforma formidabild; normal ca Tngerul, simtindu-se
asa de incomod din mai multe privinte, rdcnise de cat era de
stramtorat in aceastd incdpere ciudata.

Zdup!

Asa ni-era sunetul nostru comun de ah-uri basicate si
de bocete strapungdtoare, incat cei ce auziserd au remarcat,
“pruncul acesta trebuie sd fie foarte deochiat ca sa scoatd asa
un plans groaznic.”

Pe vremea aceea nici ursitoarea nu indrdznea sa
prezica ce soartd suspectd ma astepta. Unii chiar ziceau ca si
marele Dumnezeu se scarpinase dupd ureche zicand, “mai,
da’ una ca asta n-am mai vazut.”

Sdracd maica mea seamd nu-si daduse (si nici
musafirul meu urias) cd in timp ce-mi dddea sd sug aldptase
pe soptite Ingerul, dar cu atata pofts (bine, era compromis,
asa cum era, din cauza ca se *nascuse sub circumstante cam
fantastice, dar, ma rog), incat ii supsese viata-i toatd. Cand
mama a murit in sfarsit — cd nu avea incotro — nu ramase
nimicd de dansa decat lapte uscat pe buzele mele
tremuratoare, fiilndcad nu bdusem destul.

Am strigaturlat,

Ingerul a strigatzbierat,

$i cacofonia ce produceam noi doi rdsunase in toatd pestera
pand cand rdmadsitele maicii mele se dizolvaserd in baltuta
facutd din lacrimile noastre.

Pop!

Such was our collective sound of blistered sobs and
piercing screams that those who heard, remarked, “the babe
must be bewitched to make this strange a cry.”

In those days not even the soothsayer dared speak the
weird fate that awaited me, and some say that even God
scratched his head just behind his ear saying he’d “...never
seen anything like this before”.

My poor mother never realized (nor did my
companion) that all the time she suckled me the angel drank
with such intensity —compromised as he was by being
bornreborn this way — that he sucked the very life out of her.
When my mother finally died, all that was left was dried milk
on my trembling lips, for I had not drunk nearly enough. I
criedhowled, The Angel howlederied. And the sounds we made,

the two of us, so saturated the cave that my mother’s
shrivelled shape dissolved into a small pool of our mutual
sobs and whimpers.

The Angel’s form surrounded my frail skeleton, and
integrated itself into every vacuous place, increasing my mass
considerably, and provided my tender muscles with radiant
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Fiinta-esentd a Ingerului imi cuprinse scheletul subred
si se integrase in intreaga mea fire; intr-un cuvant, imi
insufletise oasele, muschii, celulele, ddaruindu-mi o energie
radiantd. Efectul? Ma tarasem fard prea mult efort pana la
marginea badltutei si limpdisem apa rdcoritoare pe care o
incdlzisem cu o limba proaspatd. Efectul? M-a facut sa adorm
pand cand am putut sta in picioare, iar intre timp, Ingerul
visa mereuti.

La trezire am aflat niste aripioare miniscule
inmugurite in fruntisoara mea — semn de zbor intrerupt,
probabil, nu vreo adeverire de asa-zisa blestemare. Poate mai
mult de-atat. Am socotit, pe cat puteam cd sigur n-as fi fost
recunoscut vreodatd ca ceea ce sunt. Deci cu altd ocazie, la o
altadata candva savarsitd (ca sa nu zic mai tarziu, sau mai
incolo, pentru cd timpul nu este linear — o sa vezi) am
invatat cuvantul “sihastru” si mi-am lamurit rudenia mea cu
timpul, cu pestera, cu umbrele si in sfarsit, cu ingerul.

Cand m-am facut mai marisor, evident ca si sufletelul
mi-a sporit, pentru ci am observat ci si Ingerul urla mai
domol (harul lui incarcerat avand parcd mai mult loc sa se
intindd). $i intr-adevdr, se intinse tocmai ca un om desprins
dintr-odatad din visul prost al altuia. Pe urma ne-am inteles
mai binisor, cu toate ca tot se mai vdita ca il deranja vremea
de fiecare datd cand stdtea sa ploud. Gemea si md intreba
“oare ploud?” Si rdpdiala cerului, pe langd picaturile ude de

energy; I crawled without practice — a bit wobbly at first —
to the edge of the pool, and lapped the cool water I warmed
with my tongue. It made me sleep until I could stand, but all
the while the Angel dreamed.

Eventually, I awoke to delicate, diminutive wings
sprouted from my forehead — a sign of interrupted flight
perhaps, and not so much a curse. Maybe more than this. I
reasoned, such as I was able, that I would not be known for
what I was, so by the time I learned the word hermit, 1
understood my relationship to time, the cave, the shadows,
and the angel besides.

By the time that I had grown bigger, my soul must
have grown too, because the Angel howled less powerfully,
being that his trapped grace now had room to stretch. And
stretch he did, like a man who had been released from
someone else’s bad dream. Afterwards we got along a bit
better, although he still complained of discomfort every time
rain was imminent. He would moan and ask, “is it raining?”
And the sound of the sky and wet drops on my face made me
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pe fata mea, imi dddeau sd inteleg ce insemna durerea si
intristarea Ingerului. Aceste premetafore mi-au si marturisit
unele taine care ramasesera inca inefabile sau sparte, desi nu
puteam deslusi nici literele, nici cuvintele din ele. Inca.
Asadar am trdit impreund in felul acesta, impartind acelasi
spatiu molecular ca si mila cu pedeapsa, sau zborul si
cdderea, afurisirea si binecuvantarea, dar totusi uniti in
metamorfoza nechibzuitd a sufletelor impinse unul peste
altul.

Desigur ne-am invatat nevoile, naravurile sau, mai stii
— poate le creaseram. De pildd, eu invdtasem cum sd mulg
pe furis razele lunii care purtau hrana imparatiei sale
pierdute, pe cand dansul imi ardtase unde sa gdsesc roua cea
pura ce se adund in frunzisoare somnoroase (cu ea mi-am
redobandit imunitatea pierdutd cand el mi-a urzurpat laptele
mamei mele). Cd asa era frumos. Zicea cdtre mine, “Esti prea
mic. Bea din asta si te faci tare.” Imi si ardtase cum si prind
fulgerul de coada fara sa ma ard la degetute. Ma gandisem ca
practic era o indemanare bund si folositoare, dealtfel ce rost
ar mai fi avut fulgerul pana la urmda? Sa vezi, odatd mi-a
venit ideea sd ascund un fulger invins in pesterd, dar cu
consecinte neasteptate. Fulgerul parjolise un zacamant de fier
si a ricosat peste tot. Ma arsese si pe mine ici-colo, usturandu-
mad rau in pofida bucuriei mele mari, cand deodatd am zarit
un ciocan si o dalta susuind si lucind cand alb, cind

understand the meaning of the Angel’s pain and sorrow.
Such metaphors gave me to understand secrets that remained
trapped, or shattered, although I could not make letters or
words from them, yet. So we lived together in this fashion,
sharing the same molecular space like mercy and
punishment, or flying and falling; misfit and misbegotten, yet
united in this spiteful metamorphosis of souls imposed one
upon the other.

Of course, we learned each other’s needs, and habits,
or maybe we actually created them; I, how to steal away at
night and milk the strands of moonlight that delivered the
silver sustenance of his former paradise, and he, revealing
where to find the purest dew that gathers in napping leaves.
This replenished the immunity I had lost when he usurped
my mother’s milk, although I didn’t know this until I sipped
those first drops from the hollows of still leaves. He would
say, “You're too little. Drink this, it will make you strong.”
Also he told me how to catch a lightning bolt by the tail
without burning my fingers. I took it to be a useful skill, or
else why would the lightning strike at all? Once I contrived
to hide a lightening bolt in the cave with unexpected
consequences. The lightning seared a vein of ore, and
ricocheted everywhere. It scorched my body in a few places,
and smarted despite my excitement, but immediately after, I
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portocaliu, cand albastru lucios. Inimioara mi-o luase la
goand. Efectul? Ficea niste cutremurari profunde in Inger,
care, la randul lui, ramase asa uimit de forta batdilor voinice,
incat m-a iertat pan’ la urmd pentru judecata mea profund
copildreasca. Addugase dupd o clipd, “Sa nu mai faci asa
ceva.”

Devenise mai tolerant oricum de-atunci cu soiulversiunea
meumea omeneascd gi erau momente cand voiam sa cred cd poate
ii pldcea de mine. Oleacd. Precis ii placea cum bdteau
aripioarele mele din frunte. Md intreba “Tu, copile, ce vrei sa
spui cu asta?”

Cand Ingerul dormea, aveam multe aventuri in visele
lui. Cateodata le schimbam sfarsiturile pentru ca ma incanta
sd-1 simt zambind. Vezi, visele lui erau pastise apocrife care
imparteau lucrurile inaintea confirmadrii numelor, iar eu, cu
putine alte preocupari, le luam in seamd ca pe niste jucarii.
Ele ma amuzau, dar ma si invatau cu revelatiile lor. Ce vedea
el cu fostii lui ochi, gustam eu in schimb, si ce simtea el,
auzeam eu; miroseam aievea ceea ce atingea el — senzatii
exotice care se impotriveau oricdrui nume cu care cdutam sd
le cuceresc.

Dar se si plangea din ce in ce mai mult. “Of, ce n-as da
sd imi mai despletesc aripile incd o datd, sa mai stiu si eu cum
e libertatea zborului!”

Pe mine md necdjea fiindcd, vrand-nevrand, eram

spied a hammer and chisel glowing and hissing now white,
now orange, now shiny blue. My racing heart rumbled
through the angel, who was overwhelmed at the force, and
thus persuaded to forgive me my poor judgment. He said, as
an afterthought, “Don’t ever do that again.”

He grew more tolerant of my sortversions, and there were
even moments when I thought he liked me a little.

I know he liked the way my tiny wings beat on my
forehead. He would ask, “What's that supposed to mean?”

Whenever the Angel slept, I had great adventures in
his dreams; once or twice I changed the endings, because
when he smiled it gave me such a nice feeling. His dreams,
you see, were apocryphal pastiches that revealed things
before their naming, and I, with little else to bide my time
took them for toys and amusement, instruction and
revelation. I could taste what he saw, and feel what he heard;
I smelled what he touched and touched what he felt — exotic
sensations that resisted every feeble name I sought to conquer
them with.

But he lamented, too, and of late, more and more. “Oh,
what I wouldn’t give to unfold my wings again and know the
freedom of flight!”

I don’t know why it should have begun to bother me
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constient de supadrdrile lui. Constiinta, vezi, trdieste in voia
sa; nu te intreaba ce pdrere ai avea. Dar sincer sd fiu, poate
zborul era atat de spectaculos ca orice altd propunere n-ar fi
fost pe mdsurd. Vazusem multe pdsdri zburdnd, dar nu le
apreciasem zborul ca acum — mai ales al sticletelui. Acum le
priveam cu dor si cu invidie.

Fruntea-mi incepuse a-si bate joc de mine¢! din cauza
aripioarelor proaste ce nu aveau putere nici macar sd ma fi
inaltat cat de putin. Ce mare lucru ar fi fost si asta, ma
intrebam? Asa cd intr-o zi cdzu peste mine o intristare
enormd care se revarsd prin interiorul meu asa de intens si de
plin, incat si pe Inger il umpluse pe de-a-ntregul pana iesise
din noi doi un parfum nemaipomenit, de nerecunoscut.

Imbatator.

Aripioarele de pe frunte incepurd a bate cu dusmanie,
imprastiind parfumul intristarii mele in toate directiile.
Peisajul devenise neclar si aromat, frunzele din jur se
vestejeau ca si cand se topeau de patimd invizibild, iar
aripioarele bateau mereu si mai tare, tot mai repede. Ma
gandesc acum de-ar fi fost cornute...

Gata. Le smulsesem din cap si pe foc (focul era o alta
consecintd in urma scandalului cu fulgerul din pesterd),
le-am aruncat. Pocneau crispate pentru o clipd si schimbau
culoarea focului, in timp ce curgea din fruntea mea un nectar
de o limpezime orbitoare, care se prefdcuse in madrgele

so, to be aware of his discontent; perhaps flying was just that
spectacular that anything less would be worse than never
having flown at all. I had seen many birds but never did I
envy the way they soared so freely, especially the red bird.
Not until now.

My brow began to mock mehim on account of those
silly wings that could not lift me way up high. And one day
so a great sadness came over me, and filled me so thoroughly
that it filled the angel too until a strange perfume emanated
from me. The tiny wings on my forehead began at once to
beat furiously, spreading the perfume of my sorrow in all

directions.

The landscape became blurred and aromatic, the
leaves drooped as though they were melting and still the
wings beat stronger and faster. I wonder now, had they been
horns...

Suddenly I tore them out and threw them into the fire
that I had started and had burned daily in a curious
arrangement of rocks—neither circle nor square, but
asymmetrical — since I first caught the lightning. They
crackled for an instant, and changed the color of the flames,
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rotunde ca un suc din struguri copti, traci.

Era vreme de confuzie mare, insd acuma vad sensul
tuturor lucrurilor. Aripioarele nu erau ale mele, cu toate cd
din mine fdceau parte, iar dacd le-am smulssfidat, m-am si
amestecat in ceva ineluctabil. Pornisem in fuga spre gura
pesterii sda ma spadl pe frunte si pe fatd de lacrimirusire si de
sange si de nectar, dar fard sa fi anticipat cd as fi putut
aluneca. Tocmai pe piatra cea prismaticd, mandrd, ma
intepasem. {ti inchipui?

Varful tarusului gros pietros tintise exact in mijlocul
burtii, infierdndu-si sigiliul mortalitatii in locul cel mai
vulnerabil al corpului meu. N-ai cum sa stii cate durerisecole
trecuserd prin mine. Apoi rdcnisembocisem asa zdravan fiindca
Tngerul, mai istet cu ani de-a randul, candva condamnat la o
inghesuiald co-corporald profitase de ocazie. Indati s-a
revarsat®liPerat din tainicul lui lacas cu acelasi elan cu care intrase
la nasterea mea atatia anisecunde mai fnainte.

Moartea pandea cu ldcomie mai palpitantd acolo, in
acel loc sfant, unde rugaciunea si pedeapsa negociaza ca doi
mosnegi, dar in momentul cand mila si invingerea incetard,
sufletelul meu, descurcdret si precupet dacd nu istet, apucase,
la randul lui, calcaiul Ingerului. Ingerul, cum se inaltase sus-
sus-sus, mereu incd mai sus din adancul fiintei mele spre

while from the wounds in my forehead clear nectar oozed
into swollen beads, like the juice from plump, ripe Thracian
grapes.

It was a time of confusion, but it makes perfect sense
now. The wings were not mine though they were clearly
attached to me, and having torndefied them, I had interfered
with something ineluctable. So I ran toward the cave to wash
my forehead and faceshame of tears and blood and nectar but I
slipped without warning, and fell precisely upon the
prismatic rock that spiked upwards from the cave floor.
Imagine this.

The tip of the spike plunged precisely into the softsignet
raised mark in my belly, the most vulnerable spot on my
body.

How could anyone know the paincenturies that riveted
through me, (I remember thinking for instant), and then I let
out such a crywail that the Angel was expelled freed just as
resourcefully as he had entered at my delivery all those
yearsseconds ago,

Death lusted in that sacred space where prayer and
punishment negotiate, but in that slow quickening of mercy
and defeat my soul had seized the heel of the Angel. As he
soared upward from the depths of my being bound for the
heavens once irrecoverable, he pulled behind him my own
soul. At first I dared not let go, and then I laughed because I
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impadrdtia alta datd nerecuperabild, imi trase dupad el — farad a
baga de seamd — chiar si sufletelu-mi. Eu, cuprins astfel de
mirare, nu era nici vorba de a mai renunta. Ci rddeam din
belsug de faptul cd nu mai era vorba de nici o grijd trupeasca
intrucat maini, fatd, ochi, oase, piele, nu mai faceau parte din
ansamblul fiintei mele. Si totusi imi intinsesem sufletelul
peste fiinta-esentd a Ingerului ca o mama ce-si acoperi
copilul cand ii frig. Cu cat mai sus se urca, insd, cu atat mai
tare tremura, pentru ca isi pierduse penajul lui pufos la prima
ploaie mistica de mai demult. Asa cd md asternusem peste el
cat mi-era cu putintd (parea masiv). Incepuse a se incilzi un
pic deoarece tremura mai rar si mai putin, dar zicea cdtre
mine “Acuma tie ti-e frig, asa-i? Ce-ai crezut? Ca ma poti
acoperi de tot, tu, care esti prea mic? Nu ti-am mai spus eu
tie?”

Intr-adevir, zborul dsta e uimitor, pe cuvant. Insd mai
incolo si mai sus si mai nu stiu de ce, mi s-a parut c& Ingerul
se chinuia, asa, treptat. Avea dreptate cd nu l-am putut
imbraca total si totusi, parcd nu asta era hiba. Ci amintirile
impartdsite in popasul nostru comun devenisera o povara
brutd amenintdndu-i inaltarea. Oricum, recunoscusem ca
putea sa moard de frig. Latimea mea saraca de-abia ajunsese
pana la varfurile aripilor lui puternice, dar totusi mai tare ma
insinuasem in cruda lui structurd cu fiecare quark lenes si

muon ursuz.

had no such corporeal concerns — no hands, no face, no eyes,
no bone, no skin, and yet I crept over the Angel as he rejoiced
in his ascent. The higher he climbed, however, the more he
shivered, for he had lost his down with that first mystical
rain. So I spread myself over him as best I could (he seemed

massive).

His trembling subsided a bit, but he said, “You're not very
warm, now, are you. And I doubt you can cover the whole of
me. You're too little.”

Indeed it is a wondrous thing to fly.

But later, and higher, and farther out the Angel
seemed to struggle. It was true that I scarcely covered him
entirely, and yet the memories of all our time together
seemed to impede his climb. The breadth of my soul barely
reached the tips of his mighty wings, and still I insinuated
myself into his bare structure with every lazy quark and surly
muon.
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Deodata m-am prins cd tocmai asta cufundase zborul
Ingerului atunci cand naviga cu toate penele sus prea
aproape de vazduh. Pand la urmd, tragerea in jos a
destinului, impreuna cu greutatea profana a sufletelului meu
raspandit prin el, in sfarsit, il invinse. Asa am cdazut amandoi.

Cat despre mine — cea care inca lucreazd, cioplind
mereu din piatra aceasta ciudatd si nestematd in pestera
bund, blestemata — poftim, o explicatie:

Biltuta de lacrimi si de chin — al Ingerului si al meu,
in care maica-mi se dizolvase, ramase o mlastinutd vie, desi
pierise mama. Cand m-am prabusit peste tepusa cea
prismaticd, tocmai aceea care ma strapunse parca dinadins,
sangele meu, amestecat cu intriga esentei Ingerului cursese
pe tdrusul de piatrd, despicindu-se in filoane tocite. Apoi s-a
prelins mai departe pana in mlastinutd. Ceea ce nu poate
invia, se recombina in firute licaritoare de posibilitati.

ingerul a oftat si a zis, “Parca std sd ploud...”

Then I understood what had confounded the Angel’s
fight when he had sailed too low to earth. The draw of
destiny from below and the profane weight of my soul
throughout him had overcome him at last, and thus hewe fell.

But what of myself that chips away at the dense damp
rock in this cave at the urging of shadows?

The pool of sobs and whimpers — the Angel’s and
mine — into which my mother dissolved had remained a
living pool, though my mother was gone. When I fell upon
the prismatic rock, the very one that pierced me through, my
blood, mingled with the intrigue of the angel’s essence, ran
down the spike, splitting into curvingjasged veins, and trickled
further into the pool. What cannot be resurrected, you see,
recombines in shimmering strands of possibilities.

And the Angel sighed, and said, “It feels like rain.”
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Cartea II

Dupd ce Adam si Eva au mancat din poama interzisa,
marul a scapatssit din mainele lor fard sa fi bagat de seama, si
s-a rostogolit un pic pana s-a oprit la o distantd micd de locul
blestemat. Mdrul s-ar fi rostogolit la infinit insd dintr-o data
devenise constient de situatia sa proprie prin lovitura
abruptd cu un fluturas nou-ndscut ce iesise din gogoasa.
Fluturasul, normal, se nducise, fiind asa gingas la cap din

Book IT

After Adam and Eve ate from the forbidden fruit, the
apple slipped !eaped from their hands unobserved and rolled a
bit, until it stopped a short distance from the accursed spot.
The apple would have rolled on to infinity except that
suddenly it became aware of its situation in the abrupt
collision with a newly-born butterfly emerging from its
cocoon. The butterfly, naturally, was stunned, being tender
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nastere, dar dupd cateva veacuri si-a revenit, insa habar nu
avea de timpul pierdut si nici de intdmplarea strasnicd cu
madrul. Cand si-a venit in fire, marul disparuse de mult.
Fluturasul sclipea, inchegand momentul de evolutie
care il saltase peste somnul lui inconstient, moment ce-1
compensa pe adormitul fluturas in felul acesta misterios,
adicd, prin manifestarea asa-zisului déja-vu. Timpul este ca
un ghetar, se aduna in mod palpitant, exista intr-o forma
uriasd, si totusi, existd si ca orele topite in oceanele gigantice.
Mersul lui rareori se cunoaste, se simte ori pe loc, ori
mergator, purtat pe valuri peregrine. Cand dormim, timpul
scapa din noi si isi vede de treburi, iar cdnd ne trezim, timpul
ne adund din nou cu prisosintd ca un talaz prabusindu-se
peste  constiinta  noastrd, imprastiind  evenimentele,
intampldarile, senzatiile petrecute fara implicarea noastra
directd, si de aia avem presimtirea cd am mai patit unele
lucruri. Deci asa cum timpul este ghetar si ocean, fenomenele
numite déja-vu, sunt sloiurile timpului care isi imparte
existenta intre ghetar si ocean. Cu alte cuvinte, eternitatea
este trezire fard osandd, deci déja-vu, doar soaptele eternitatii
sunt sloiuri razlete. In fine, revenind la poveste, fluturasul se
trezise din coma lui cosmica cu presimtirea ca si-a trdit acest
eveniment mai inainte. Desigur era confuz din cauza faptului
ca nu vazuse in jur nici mdrul, nici coconul, dar incet-incet,

confuzia lui dispdruse si ea, lasand o roud curioasd pe luna.

with birth, but after a few ages he came around, though
unaware of the time lost and the uncanny event besides.
When he came to his senses, the apple had long vanished.

The butterfly blinked as if to freeze moments of
evolution that had skipped over his unconscious slumber and
compensated the comatose butterfly in the following mystical
way: such an example of punctuated events would much
later be called deja vous. Thus he re-emerged from a cosmic
coma with the sense that he had lived this event before. True,
he was unsettled because the cocoon and the apple were
nowhere in sight. But by and by his confusion dispersed,
nevertheless, and misted the moon with strange dew.
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Dupa cateva clipe fluturasul incepu sd suie si el liber in aer,
cu un elan plin de entuziasm, de parcd numai ieri se nascuse
intr-o pesterutd de matase. Mai incolo si-a gasit si perechea
(foarte evoluatd deja) si, la randul ei, fusese fermecatd de
mireasma imbadtdtoare a marului afurisit, ce se inaltase din
bétaia aripioarelor fluturasului deochiat.

La timpul potrivit, dupa datind cereascd, un alt prunc-
fluturas iesise din gogoasa lui, insd acesta era ddruit cu
aripioare de frunzisoare de madr, in loc de varietatea diafand a
soiului fluturesc.

Aceastd creatura in miniatura a fost incantatsd, daca nu
si surprinsd atunci cand, la primul lui zbor, auzise o melodie
armonioasd produsd de bdtaia aripioarelor sale. Dupad un
timp, chiar si marele Dumnezeu se interesase de el si il
chemase inaintea Sa.

“Zi, copile, de unde stii sa canti asa?”

“Adicd, Maria Ta?” Rdspunse mititelul, batand
incetisor din aripioare, agatandu-se de o crenguta care se
legana usor.

“Aripioarele astea — de unde le ai? intrebase mai
precis Dumnezeu.

“Din gogoasd, Maria Ta.”

Dumnezeu isi mangaie barba alba ca laptele, si se
mira, soptind in sine,

“Mai, una ca asta n-am mai auzit.”

Soon he managed to climb freely in the air with nervous ease,
as if only yesterday he was born in a tiny silk cave. Later on
he found his mate (significantly advanced by now), and in
her turn, she was charmed by the fragrance of the apple that
rose from the beating wings of the bewitched butterfly.

At the appointed time, according to heavenly custom, another
infant butterfly emerged from his cocoon, only this one was
fitted with little wings of apple leaves, rather than the
diaphanous variety of his kind.

The curious little creature was delighted —if surprised
— when on his first flight he had heard a harmonious melody
produced by his beating wings. In a little while even the great
God took interest and called the little butterfly before Him for
a word

“Say, kid, where did you learn to play like that?”

“What do you mean, my Lord?” he answered, playing
his wings softly and clinging to a small branch that bobbed
lightly so that he would not lift off in unexpected flight.

“These wings of yours — where did you get them?”
God asked more precisely.

“From my cocoon, Your Highness.”

And God, stroking his beard as white as milk,
marveled and whispered to Himself:

“Why, I've never heard of such a thing.”
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“Te superi, Doamne?”

“Dimpotriva,” zise El, zambind. “Chiar imi place. Hai,
mai zi.”

Apoi fluturasul cantase cantecul din trecutul viitorului
si Dumnezeu l-a intrebat,

“Da” spune, Taticule, cum se numeste cantarea
aceasta?”

“Gugulan cu car cu mere,” raspunse mititicul cantaret.

Si atunci Dumnezeu a oftat cu atita melancolie divina
ca rasuflarea Lui coplesitad cu tot ce poate fi cuprins in cer si
pe pamant l-a doborat pe fluturas, rostogolindu-l pana in
fundul gradinii.

“Vai de mine!” se tdngui Dumnezeu cand l-a gasit pe
mititelul fluturas ascuns in niste tufe, cu aripioarele incélcite
in toate directiile.

“larta-ma, puiul Tatii, am uitat si eu ce puternica este
nostalgia.”

“Nu-i bai,” remarca fluturasul ametit.

Si a netezit cu tandrete aripioarele botite ale
scumpului verzisor, indreptandu-le cu sfantul Lui deget,
indemnéandu-1 duhovniceste pe micul lautaret sa se urce pe
el.

Si a vazut Dumnezeu ca era bine.

Se spune cd de multe ori de-atunci Dumnezeu a cdutat
dupd micutul artist cu un dor imens si neprevazut si l-a

“Are you angry, Master?”

“On the contrary,” said He, smiling, “I kind of like it.
Play some more.”

And the little butterfly reprised the song from long ago
in the future. Then God asked,

“What is the name of this tune, little one?”

“Gugulan cu car cu mere,” replied the tiny performer.

And then God sighed with such divine melancholy,
that his sated breath sent the butterfly tumbling all the way to
the back of the garden.

“Oh my goodness!” said God when he found the tiny
butterfly hidden in some bushes, with his wee little wings
tangled this way and that.

“Forgive me, Father’s little one, I had forgotten how
powerful nostalgia is.”

And he straightened the so-small wrinkled green wings with
His holy finger, and urged him there to perch.

And God saw that it was good.
They say that many times since then He sought out the
little artist and with a pure, immense longing, would say to
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rugat: him,
“Ia mai zi, Tdticule, cAntarea aceea ce-mi place mie — “Play that song that I like — you know the one.”
stii tu care-i.” In sweet obedience the little butterfly complied while all of
Cu cumintenie desavarsita mititelul s-a supus in timp ce raiul heaven paused.
a stat pe loc. And God sang.

Si Dumnezeu a cantat.
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Cartea III Book III

In fundul gradinii dormea un Inger batran, intins in In the back of the garden an old Angel slept, stretched
largul lui pe iarba dulce si moale ca un puf. Visa visul lui out in his entirety on the grass that was as sweet and soft as
preferat unde zboara fara frica pe linia orizontului, cum fédcea down. He was dreaming his favorite dream where he flies
cand era fldcdu. De fapt era cel mai batran inger, din cauza ca fearlessly along the edge of the horizon, like he used to when
il provocase pe Dumnezeu tocmai in felul dsta de mai multe he was very, very young. In fact, he was the oldest angel
ori, deci fiecare mustrare l-a costat o buna parte din tineretea precisely because he had challenged God in this way on more
sa, potrivit legilor fizicii divine (desigur, aceastd bransa este than one occasion, and every reprimand cost him an
mult mai avansatd decat eleganta crudd a variantei advancement in years, according to divine physics, that is
pamantene). In plus, orizontul era miezul tainic al timpului, (which is, of course, light years beyond the crude elegance of
panglica seducdtoare ce separd domeniul muritor de cel earthly physics); also the horizon was the very mystery of
imparatesc. time, that seductive ribbon that separated the mortal realm

from the heavenly. Nevertheless.
In orice caz, de fiestecare datd cand mos inger isi visa Every time the old-man-Angel dreamed his dream, the
visul, Dumnezeu graia astfel cu dansul: Lord spoke to him,
“Vezi-ti de treabd, oare nu stii bine ca n-ai voie sa zbori “Mind your business — you know very well you are
colea!” not allowed to fly there.”

Si ca mdsurd bund de bagare de seamd, Domnul And for good measure the great God would let an
strengar a ldsat sd-i cadd cate un mar in cap ca sa-l trezeasca apple or two fall on the Angel’s head in divine sport, to wake
din ispitd. Apoi radea in Sinea lui divind si se ascundea ca sa him from his temptation. Then He would chuckle to Himself
nu se poatd prinde mosnegutul de poanta. and hide before the Angel could figure it out.

De data asta, insa, Mos Tnger s-a frecat la cap lenes, si This one time, however, the angel rubbed his head
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si-a desfacut pleoapele mari cand, pe neasteptate, a aflat
tocmai pe nasul lui un prichindel de fluturas. Si-a strans
ochii, asa, circumspect, si-apoi isi unghise spranceana
mofturos si maraia:

“Ce cauti tu la mine, mdi copile?”

“Mosule,” rostise el delicat, “nu mad iei si pe mine
acolo unde zbori matale cand visezi?”

Ingerul batran a pocnit fluturasul de pe nas ca pe un
fleac si-apoi s-a uitat mai lung si mai bine la chipul pitic,
plutind in aer in puterea batdilor de aripioare cantdtoare.

“Si tu cum stii la ce visez eu, moas’ ta pe gheata?”

“Vezi matale, “a replicat fluturasul, “Cand zic doina
aceea care-I place Taticului nost’, atipeste, si-apoi adoarme de
tot, iar cand doarme, mai si graieste in somn. Uneori.”

“Hai lasd-md si tu cu prostiille. Cu cine crezi ca
discuti?” raspunse Ingerul.

“Pe cuvantul meu de onoare.”

“I-auzi.”

“Zdu dacd nu.”

“Nu mai spune?” Si tusea Tngerul ca sa ascunda
surasul ce-i intinse mustata in ciuda lui.

“Ei, si?” zise, stapanindu-se de ras.

“Ei, si Tata nu intelege de ce faci matale asa ceva cand
stii regulamentul. Cicd matale te balbai cand dormi, pe cand
ceilalti ingeri se odihnesc linistiti, si nu-I place. Zice cd s-a

lazily, and drew open his mighty eyelids to discover there, on
hisnose, the tiny butterfly. He squinted, then focused, then
spiked one eyebrow to an annoyed pitch,

“Hey, what do you think you're doing, kid?”

“Old man,” the butterfly said softly, “won’t you take
me with you where you fly when you dream your dream?

The Angel dusted the butterfly from his nose and
assessed him more closely, as he hovered gently in the air.

“And how do you know what I dream, anyway?”

“Well,” explained the little butterfly, “When I play that
doina our Father likes, he nods off, naturally, and then He
talks in His sleep. Sometimes.”

“Aw, who are you kidding?” replied the old-man-
Angel.

“Honest. Word of honor.”

The Angel coughed so as to hide the smile that
stretched his mustache, in spite of himself.

IISO?II

“So, He can’t figure out why you do this. He mumbles
that you dream while all the other angels rest quietly, and our
Father doesn’t like it. He says that it happened once before
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intamplat si altddatd cand mirarea s-a amestecat cu
curiozitatea si vai de capul lor — stii matale toatd povestea.”

“Ce poveste?” a intrebat Ingerul.

“Aia cu Tanti Eva.”

Acuma a bufnit Ingerul in hohote de felul cum fluturasul
dezvadluia asa serios intamplarea.

“Tatdl nostru zice cd in loc sd se mire de gradina
intreagd, s-a ldsat singurd prinsa de curiozitate dupd un mar
afurisit, vai de capul ei, si iacd asa.”

“lac” asa,” a afirmat Mos inger, “da’ tu ce crezi ca faci
de ma intrebi de visul meu? Vorba ta — curiozitate!”

“Cine, eu? Pai, eu nu sunt curios deloc. Dimpotriva,
ma mir si atdit — adica ma mir referitor la vis, adicd, oare nu
stiu sa zbor si eu? Deci nu-i vorba de curiozitate. Nu te
supara.”

Mos Inger era, intr-adevir, impresionat de fluturasul
minuscul si de cat era de destept, asa cd a fost de acord ca
zborul nu era nicicum un motiv de curiozitate, care insasi era
neam cu ispita, intrucat amandoi puteau zbura.

“Hai sa te aud si eu. Zi!”

La asta fluturasul s-a scuturat din cap pand-n picioare
— pe rand — asa brusc, vibratia s-a strecurat asa corect, a
terminat cu o pocnitura in gamd de fa la varful antenei.

where wonder was confused with curiosity, and woe is them
— well, you know the story.”

“What story is that?” asked the Angel.

“The one with Aunt Eva.”

Now the angel laughed without restraint at how the little
butterfly could explain the matter so seriously.

“Our Father says that instead of marveling at the whole
garden, she let herself grow curious about one forsaken
apple, woe is her, and, well, there you have it.”

“There you have it,” echoed the old-man-Angel, “but
what do you think you are doing when you ask me to share
my dream with you? I mean, you said it — curiosity.

“Who, me? Why, I'm not curious at all. On the
contrary, I marvel at it, is all — the dreaming part, I mean.
Besides, I already know how to fly, so what’s the mystery?”

The Angel was indeed impressed with the tiny little
creature, how clever he was. And he agreed that flight, is in
no way a manifestation of so-called curiosity, or other words
after that fashion (like temptation), since it was true that they
could both fly.

“Let me hear you play something,” said the Angel, and
the butterfly shook his every part so briskly in his solemn
preparation, that the vibration coursing through him ended
in a pop in the key of “fa” at the end of his antennae. The
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Ingerul 1-a privit induplecat si a zis:

“Ce vrei sd spui cu asta?”

lar fluturasul nu l-a bagat in seama si cu solemnitate si
tinutd gratioasd a cantat cu pasiune multd, cd la un moment
dat si Mos Tngera@ incepuse a fluiera domol cu el,
sprancenele lui de astrahan albisor se unduiau armonios in
voia cantecului pana la sfarsit.

“Sa trdiesti sd mai canti, copile,” zise Tngerul smerit,

“tu ai un talent mare in aripioarele tale micute.”

(Cica de aia multe cantece incep cu expresia “foaie
verde...”)

“Bun,” a anuntat Ingerul, “Sa mergem.”

Apoi fluturasul asa s-a bucurat, cd a inceput sd
fredoneze din aripioare de fericire. “Insi tu si te urci pe
spatele meu si sd fii cuminte pand dam de o pajiste mai
linistitda. Hai. Urca-te.”

Fluturasul era mai degraba indraznet decat cuminte si
repede s-a bdgat in mustata Ingerasului batran, impletindu-si
piciorutele in firicelele netede si matisoase. Apoi Ingerasul
zise:

“Ce faci mai tu, copile?”

um—voiam—s.au...ci. S-a balbait el, ca si cand argumentul
lui ar fi fost convingdtor chiar dacd ar fi inteles Ingerasul

Angel looked at him with circumspection and said:

“What's that supposed to mean?”

The butterfly paid him no mind and with daring poise
he played so artfully that in a moment the old-man-Angel
joined in whistling leisurely, his eyebrows of silky astrakhan,
undulating harmoniously at the will of the song until the very
end of it.

“May you live long play and play as long as you live,”
said the humbled Angel, “you have a great talent in those
tiny little wings of yours.”

(They say that this is why so many Romanian folk
songs begin with the words “green leaf...”).

“Very well,” announced the Angel, “let us go.”

The little butterfly was so happy that his wings
hummed with joy. “But you will climb on me first and behave
yourself until we come upon one of those calm meadows. Get
on my back.”

Only the little butterfly was more daring than
mindful, and scurried quickly into the old-man-Angel’s
mustache, weaving his tiny legs into the smooth silvery
strands, and the Angel said,

“Hey--what do you think you're doing, kid?”

um—I—ws—ch.ch,” mumbled the butterfly, as if his
argument might be compelling even if the Angel had
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vreun cuvant din el. I-a rdspuns fluturasului ascuns:

“Hai, nu fi prost. Esti prea mic.”

Dar fluturasul curajos se infipse si mai addnc in
mustata amenintatoare. “Auleu!” a tipat Ingerasul piscat.

“lertare,”  rdspunse fluturasul care, intre timp, se
instalase binisor in mijlocul dintre cele doud dungi verticale
dintre nas si buza de sus, care n-au nici o denumire, si ecoul
cuvantului de scuzd a dat buzna in nara nasului rasunand
panad in ureche. Cea din stanga.

“Placerea ta, dragutul meu,” veni o butadd din partea
Ingerului, ce-si zvarcoli nasul viguros. Atunci se lansi in
stramtoarea  celestd panda cand simti  bubuitura
firmamentului. Ca intr-adevar bubui!

Cica Mos Tnger si cu ucenicul lui au pornit intr-un
zbor asa de neasteptat, cum nici Dumnezeu nu-si inchipuise,
si se mai spune ca I-a pdrut mai rdu sd le pedepseascd pe
cele douad fiinte decat atunci cand i-a expulzat pe Adam si pe
Eva.

*E%x

Asa ca Mos Tngera@ impreund cu mititelul lui prieten
s-au indepdrtat de Dumnezeu spre poiana strdlucitoare cand,
dintr-odata, s-au apropiat prea mult de orizont...

Ghinion.

...si pe o pana albisoard ce s-a agatat de un banal colt

understood a word of it. Still he answered back,

“Don’t be silly. You're too little.”

But the little butterfly clung tightly to the angel’s
brows, provoking a mention of discomfort:

“Hey! That smarts.”

“sorry,” replied the butterfly who, by this time had
wedged himself firmly in those two vertical lines between the
lips and the nose that have yet to be named, so the sound
bounced into the Angel’s nostril and echoed back into his ear.
The left one.

“Suit yourself,” the old-man-Angel quipped as he
wriggled his nose, and launched into the celestial straits
before he could feel the firmament rumble, for rumble it did.

They say that the old Angel and his tiny disciple took
off in such a flight that even God could not imagine it, and
they also say that He felt worse about punishing those two
beings than He did when He banished Adam and Eve.

*k%

And so the old-man-Angel, together with his young
friend departed from God toward the brilliant meadow
when, suddenly, they had gotten too close to the horizon...

Bad luck.
...and on a white-white feather that had snagged itself
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de stanca Tngeragul a alunecat si...
*h%

N-a zvacnit de durere, ci de sistarea divind ce l-a
parasit. Intre timp, fluturasul, fira putinta de a rezista fortei
cdderii, a fost manat in nasul Ingerasului, unde s-a raticit
prin cavernele inguste pand a ajuns la o structurd ovala cu
doi lobi. Cazusera.

Si Dumnezeu a plans.

on the burr of the forbidden line, the Angel slipped and...

He did not call out from pain but from the cessation of
divine that abandoned him. Meanwhile, the little butterfly,
who could not withstand the force of the fall, was driven into
the Angel’s nose, where he vanished into narrow cavities and

plunged into a small oval structure with two lobes. They fell.
And God cried.
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Cartea IV

Oricine ti-ar spune cd tocul penei, proaspat smulse,
ascunde cel mai plapand sigiliu al vietii in cea mai pura
pdrticicd primordiald. De asemenea, este bine cunoscut ca
marul poartd reteta felului sdu de saméntd. Cand poama
afurisitd s-a ciocnit cu fluturasul cel dintai, abia iesind din
gogoasd, mdrul s-a oprit tocmai cu partea muscaturii ce
lipsea din suprafata lui poleitd, jos, pe pamantul imparatesc.
Rana pricinuitd de curiozitea lui Adam si a Evei, a expusSeliberat
acea samantd a pacatului care, ingreunatd cum fusese cu
stiintd, scobise o gaura in firmament si cizuse la randul ei jos-
jos-jos si oleacd mai jos spre a se inrdddcina in locul ei potrivit
din univers. Pe dincolo, mdrul afectat, de asemenea greoi, cu
regrete si promisiunerddeide profitase de gaura deschisd de
sdmantd fnaintea lui si coborase ca sa-si stabileasca si el locul
in marele univers ca o neinsufletitd insd mutabild si
carismaticd lund. Scopul? Sa provoace sufletele pamantului
cu imaginatie si cu starea semintei sale.

Si mai incolo, pand sa fie smulsa din coasta mosului
ingerag, pana se legdna plutind, incolo si incoace,
dezmierdandu-se intr-o miscare duioasa pana cand se infipse
in sdmdnta de madr. Madrul, desteptindu-se de piscdtura

Book IV

Anyone could tell you that the quill of the feather,
newly plucked, hides the most delicate signature of life in its
most pure, primordial particles. Similarly, it is common
knowledge that the apple carries the recipe of its kind in its
seed. When the forsaken fruit had collided with the tiny
butterfly as it emerged from its cocoon, it had come to rest on
the side with the chunk of flesh missing from its smooth
surface against the floor of Heaven. The wound inflicted by
Adam and Eve’s curiosity, exposedsreed the very seed of sin
which, heavy as it was with knowledge, burrowed through
the firmament and fell in turn to root its place in the universe.
The affected apple, likewise, weighted with regret and
promisehore, profited from the hole bored by the seed ahead
of it. It too assumed its place in the universe as a lifeless but
mutable and charismatic moon, to provoke the after-souls of
earth with the imagination and mood of its seed.

Later still, the feather torn from the side of the old-man-
Angel drifted, floated, rocked in lamenting motion until it
urged itself in the apple seed which, stunned by the prick of
the quill was moved to spin and grow by accretion of all the
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penei, incepu a se invarti si a creste adunand toate tainele ce
odata fuseserd una cu Ingerul si cu tot ce acesta stiuse despre
Dumnezeu si despre Rai si inca altele. Cum se invartea
sdmanta, pana patrunse din ce in mai adanc pana la mijlocul
tainelor. Apoi, o rabufnire de impardtia pierduta a fost
cuprinsd; in jurul ei se torceau fdrame ale eternului regret
divin, culminand in forte nevazute si misterioase care vor
modela pamantul de-aici incolo (da, nu era vre-un big-bang
sau alta galdgie galactica; mai degraba o singurd si unica
pocniturd). Pac. Pana, deci, a devenit axa ascunsd prin
ingropare care se strdduia sd ajunga tot la rai, la spargerea
cojii pamantului, tocmai la varful lumii. Pe vremea aceea era
nu nord, ci est.

Varful penei ingera@ului se impingea nainte, incet si
ferm si, in singurdtatea ei depling, stralucea de la atata truda
si dor. In cele din urm4 a inflorit un mugur mic in forma de
lacrima incandescenta si a sarat Pamantul cu oceane de
intelepciune si de remuscari. Indata un puf nou-nout acoperi
mugurele abia plesnit si inflori o singura floare ca o
adevdratd consolare. Floarea se desficea pe madsurd ce
crestea, incuviintatd, plecindu-se spre veacurile ce o priveau
din mers, dar ea nu se ofilea, nici atunci cand se apleca tot
mai jos spre pamant. Cand floarea in sfarsit se apleca si
sdrutd pamantul ca plopii lui Virgil, pana infiptd ii dadu
drumul ei si noii vietiseminfei ce-o purtase in pantece. Va

secrets that once mingled with the Angel and all he knew of
God and Heaven, and then some. As the seed spun, the quill
sank deeper and deeper into the center of its secrets; a burst
of the lost kingdom was now trapped; around it swirled bits
of the divine, and perpetualregret, culminating in mysterious
unseen forces that would determine and define the earth
(that’s right; there was no big noise, bang or otherwise. More
like a pop). The quill, therefore, became the axis, but even as
it would be buried from sight, the feather strove toward
heaven lost until it broke through at the top of the world,
which at that time was not north, but east.

The tip of the Angel’s feather pushed forth, slowly,
firmly and sprouted in its unanimous solitude, glistening
with toil and longing. Eventually, a tiny bud broke in the
figure of an incandescent tear and salted the Earth with
oceans of wisdom and remorse. Quickly new down gathered
around the broken bud and there a single flower blossomed
in consolation. The flower unfolded as it grew and grew,
nodding to the eons that regarded it in passing, but did not
wither, not even when it bent the feather clear to the ground.
When the flower finally bowed and kissed the earth at last,
like Virgil’s poplars, so too did the feather release it and the
new lifeseed she carried. She would wandermap the earth for
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cutreieradesera pamantul timp de multe veacuri in cdutarea
unei anumite pesteri.

Oriunde fdcea popas, un izvor izvora in urma ei, si
oriunde inseta, o urmau muntii incarcati de zapada. Cand i se
facea foame, graul rdsdrea din urmele pasilor, iar cand
adormea, pdmantul se rotea si el mai incet. Din cand in cand
se lasa purtatdfuratd de vis si sudoarea curgea de pe ea ca un
praf de sticla. Stia ca nu trebuie sa se uite inapoi.

“Ce sd facem cu samanta si cu pana?”

“I se apropie timpul, Mdria Ta.”

“Vezi de ea.”

“Imediat, Mdria Ta. Iar gaura din cer s-o umplem?”

La intrebarea asta Dumnezeu s-a pus pe ganduri.

“Nu tned.”

many histories in search of one particular cave.

Wherever she rested, she left behind a spring, and
wherever she thirsted, snow-mantled mountains. When she
hungered, wheat sprang from her footprints, and when she
slept, the world slowed in its turning. Now and again she was
giventtken to dreaming and sweat-sand ran off her like
powdered glass. She knew enough not to look back.

“What of the feather and the seed?”

“Her time is near, Master.”

“See to it.”

Yes, Master. Shall we fill the hole?”

And this gave the great God pause; he laid His finger
upon His lips.

“Not yet.”
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Cartea V

ORICINE CREDE CA OMUL ESTE MAI MARE CA
PAMANTUL ESTE PROST. DAR CEL CE STA INAINTEA
NATURII CU SMERENIE VA INTELEGE IERTAREA, vizu
ea scris pe zidul de piatrd de unde privea gura pesterii. O
mireasmd dulce se indlta dintr-un foc ce ardea intre niste
pietre aranjate ciudat. Forme netede, negre, se miscau si
sdreau peste aburii reci care se incdlzeau si se raspandeau in
toate partile pe masurd ce ea inainta in pestera. Lepadda
mantaua de pene usurel de pe umeri si o intinse pe jos. Apoi
se culcd pe ea si adormi. Muntele ofta cu un suspin sinaitic.

Imi amintesc cd eram foare inghesuit, eram cald si
umed acolo si md tineam cu toate puterile de sfoara aceea
alunecoasd, fibroasa. Fruntea imi pulsa; ceva md impingea
cand incolo, cand incoace, din ce in ce mai tare, strivindu-mi
oasele si muschii si organele nedezvoltate. Era o tacere
asurzitoare, invelind cartilajul gingas al urechii intr-o o
greutate insuportabild. Voiam sd iau o gura de aer salvatoare
insd md ineca o substanta lipicioasd si vascoasd. O masa
amorfd ma indbusea pand cand devenii atat de compact incat
atomii mei se contopeau apoi se despicau aproape simultan.
Ma apucaserd friguri de gheata si fiori de foc, trupul meu isi

Book V

ANYONE WHO THINKS THAT MAN IS GREATER THAN THE
EARTH IS A FOOL. BUT HE WHO IS HUMBLED BY NATURE SHALL
UNDERSTAND FORGIVENESS. She saw this carved into the wall
of the cave when she stood on the threshold. A sweet
fragrance rose from a fire that burned inside a curious
arrangement of rocks; flat black shapes flitted across the cold
steam that warmed with every step she took further into the
cave and fled in all directions. She slipped her feather cloak
from around her and spread it on the cave floor, then she lay
down upon it and fell asleep. The mountain sighraied.

I remember being pressed from all sides; it was warm
and wet, I held the firm and slippery rope with all my might.
My head throbbed, something turned me this way and that,
pushing me harder and harder, squeezing my soft bones and
muscle against my organs. The silence was loud, shrouding
the delicate cartilage of my ears with heaviness; I wanted to
gasp but a sticky viscous substance made me choke. Raw
pulp suffocated me, stifled me until I was so compact, my
atoms fused and then split. I burned with ice and shivered
with fire, my body scarping the gelatinous walls of a tunnel
engorged purple as I succumbed for a moment to an
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croi drum printre peretii gelatinosi ai unui tunel purpuriu in
timp ce eu fusei supus pentru o clipa unei presiuni
coplesitoare care imi contracta trupul ducdndu-mi celulele
intr-o stare de extaz.

Am simtit cd lesin, cand o adiere rdcoroasd mi-a atins
fruntea; si totusi ceva ma tinea tnapoi. Sfoara mi se incoldcise
in jurul gatului.

Ghinion.

In timp ce simteam cum m4 strange sfoara fiind pe
punctul de a ma naste, am avut un moment de epifanie greu
de inchipuit. Eram prins intre doud lumi, fiecare cu termenii
si conditiile ei, intre o realitate si cea urmadtoare, intr-un
spatiu interstitial numit neant. Ca in folclorul multor culturi
unde se crede cd un om care se ineacd isi vede intreaga viatd
trecandu-i pe dinainte, creaturii prinse intre doud lumi fi
trecu toatd viata prin fata ochilor, adicd acea viatd care il
astepta. Aici si numai aici se poate accepta sau se poate
respinge propriul destin. Daca te predai, esti aici; daca refuzi
ceea ce soarta iti propune, aici existd singura circumstanta
unde nimic nu se pierde prin confiscare. Nu este vorba atat
de o viatd netrditd, cat de a rezista propunerii de fata pentru o
alta. Problema este insa ca trebuie sa sacrifici tot-tot-tot ce stii
in acel moment. Asadar, in acest univers de asa-zis minunat
intermezzo, ai multi tovardsi de joacd, cum ar fi prietenia
dintre déja-vu si intuitie, adica ai daruri cu tot arsenalul lor

overwhelming surge of pressure that contracted my form
toward an exaltation of cells.

My mind swooned when I felt the rush of cool air on my
brow, and yet, something held me back.

The rope had coiled itself around my neck.

Bad luck.

As I felt the pull of the cord and the deliverance that
seemed so willing to receive me, I had a clarity of mind that
defies your science. I was in between one place and another,
one set of terms and a different set of conditions, one reality
and the next, an interstitial place called neant. And like the
folklore of so many cultures that claim a drowning man sees
his whole life flash before his eyes, a creature in the between
realm also sees his whole life flash before him, that is, the life
that awaits him. This is the only place one can accept or deny
destiny; if one gives up, it is here; if one refuses what fate
proposes, here is the only circumstance where nothing is
forfeited. It is not so much a question of a life not lived, as it is
holding out for a different proposal. The catch is one must
give up all one knows in that moment, to varying degrees,
that is. So in this universe of the wondrous between, the self
has many playmates, like déja-vous and intuition, what you
call gifts in all their miraculous range.
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miraculos.

Era nevoie de o solutie mai inteleaptd decat lovitura
unei sabii ambitioase — si asa, cine oare ar manui o astfel de
sabie? Nu, problema era in primul rand cine facuse nodul.
fnapoi nu ma puteam intoarce si nici nu puteam s fac apel la
procesele biologice care isi fdceau treaba bine, rdu sau
indiferent cum. Oare n-am legat eu nodul? Fiindca eu
opusesem rezistentd, eu ma zvarcoleam cu spaimd si cu
incdpdtanare. Eu mi-am permis sd ma joc cu necunoscutul, in
loc sd-mi ascult instinctul de a ma dezvolta. Puteam sa rup
organul care md hrdnise timp de noud luni si apoi sd-1 trag
dupa mine, punand-o astfel pe maica mea in pericol si
lasdand-o pe ea sa-mi rezolve dilema... ori... puteam sd ma
eliberez prin rdsucire cind mana mea micutd incd se mai
tinea de sfoard. Stiam cd am craniul moale si lunecos; poate
capul ar putea iesi fird probleme. Nu. Nu, mai bine nu. Imi
dddeam seama cd viata ce se strecurase in mine ca un fulger
md considera tare si voinic, capabil sd ma descurc, sda mad
sacrific si sd md adaptez. Nu. Era clar cd nu voiam sa pier. Nu
voi pieri, nu aici si nu acum. Dar pur si simplu nu era loc de
negocieri; trebuia sd merg inainte, atata tot. Mi-am strecurat
usurel mai intdi mana, apoi bratul, apoi umarul in latul alb si
gros si am ldsat contractia pantecelui mamei mele sda ma
impinga afara. Consecinta ironica a acestei miscari era ca
snurul hranitor s-a innodat inainte sd fie tdiat, asa ca prima

The Gordian knot that held me fast demanded a more
clever resolution than the strike of an ambitious sword —
who would wield it anyway? The problem was who tied the
knot in the first place. I could not turn back, nor could I
appeal to the entitlements of biological processes that
asserted their duties, right, wrong or indifferent. I had tied
the knot because I resisted, because I twisted with fear and
stubbornness, I let myself be distracted by the unknown,
when I should have embraced my instinct to thrive, no matter
what. No matter. I could tear the organ that had sustained me
and drag it after me, put my mother in peril and let her see to
my dilemma, or I could wriggle free as my tiny hand still
clung to the rope. I knew my skull was soft and altogether
slippery, perhaps I could pull my head out; better I don’t. I
knew that the life that flashed before me saw me strong and
resourceful, capable of sacrifice and adaptation; I would not
perish, I will not perish, not here, I shall not perish, not here,
not now. But there was simply no room to negotiate; I had to
go forward and so, I slipped my hand, then forearm, then
shoulder into the white fibrous noose and let my mother’s
contraction propel me through the rest of the way. The ironic
consequence of this move was that the cord was tied off
before it was cut, therefore, the timing of my first gasp of air
was perfectly synchronized to what happened next. The
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mea rdsuflare s-a sincronizat cu intamplarea ce avea sa
urmeze — sosirea Ingerului. Influenta Ingerului a fost asa de
profundd incat a rupt sfoara sfanta cu care fusesem legat,
rupand impreund cu ea si o bucatica de piele. Mdicuta mea
s-a ridicat putin ostenitd, a intins mana si a apdsat cu degetul
pe gaura din burta mea, care emana o lumind strasnicd, si a
sigilat portita. Ultimul lucru pe care mi-l amintesc despre
aceasta nastere este o bufnitura in gama fa si un glas zicand
“Ma3i, una ca asta n-am maiyizut.”

Angel’s investment was so forceful, that it ruptured the cord
to which I was still attached, tearing a bit of my tissue out
with it. My worn and weary mother raised herself, stretched
out her hand and pressed her finger to the hole in my belly
that wheezed a strange light, and sealed the spot shut. The
last thing I remembered of this particular birth was the pop in
the key of “fa” and a voice saying

“Well, I've never seen thisbefore”
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Cartea VI

E o figurd, asta este. Imi fluierd ca si cand ar intelege
intocmai ce zic eu doar prin faptul ca fluiera cantecul dupa
mine. Uneori se crede ea insdsi o pasare mistica si scapd cate
o notd sau doud din ce-am fluierat eu, numai ca sa vada daca
0 voi imita si eu. Asa-s oamenii. Isi inchipuie ca sunt legati de
naturd si cd-i inteleg cele mai de pret taine. Ce tupeu! Odata
m-a studiat cum stateam ascuns in vita de vie care se
incoldcise pe niste pini. A si scris un poem despre asta, ca si
cand era un fel de martor cu intelepciune privilegiata despre
lumea naturald si mistica. Stiu eu. O pandeam de pe gard
unde ciuguleam boabe de iedera otrdavitoare. Cand pdrea
total adancita in studiul ei, i-am fluierat si a tresarit. Da, a fost
rdutdcios din partea mea s-o sperii astfel, insa asa suntem noi
pasdrile — rautdcioase cateodatd, desi cantam frumos. Ei, si?
Ce crezi — mi-a rdspuns totusi. Ce prostuta.

Si probabil cd si eu sunt la fel de vreme ce-mi pierd
timpul urmarind-o in felul dsta. Ea crede cd sunt un semn cd
tatdl ei raposat e prin preajma. Nu-i bai. Nu-i nimic in
nereguld cu asta, e doar nevoia oamenilor de semne si de
sigurantd cd cea mai buna parte a lor e credinta. De fapt, asa
si este. Crede-md, ma trag dintr-un soi profetic de pasdri

Book VI

She is a funny girl, that one. She whistles to me as if
she understands what I am saying by simply repeating my
song. Sometimes she fancies she is a bird mystic and drops
one or two notes from what I have whistled, to see if I will
copy her. Humans are like that. They presume to be in touch
with nature and understand its most precious secrets. How
rude. Once she studied the grape vines that got tangled up
with the pine trees and even wrote a poem about it, as if she
was some kind of initiate with privileged insight into the
natural, mystical world. I know, I watched her from the fence
where I was munching on poison ivy berries. When she
seemed totally enthralled in her study (and it was probably
mean of me to distract her, but birds are mean, afterall), I
whistled and she whistled right back. Silly human.

And I must be a silly red bird to waste so much time
keeping track of her the way I do. She thinks I am a sign that
her father is near — and that's all right. Nothing
disingenuous about that, just the human need for signs and
surety that their faith is the best part of them, because
actually, it is. Trust me. I come from a long line of portentous
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rosii, asa incat chiar daca nu inteleg de ce tot fluiera, stiu ca
trebuie sa-i ies adesea in cale si sa-i cant chiar si cAnd nu ma
vede. De fapt, amdndouad stim cd ceea ce sdavarsim este foarte
foarte important, desi nu stim ce anume. Ganditi-va voi de ce.

Astazi este foarte nervoasd, are emotii mari — uite
cum pdseste incolo si incoace prin curte, intrand si iesind din
casi. Imi zAdmbeste. Nu fluierd de data asta, nu-i nevoie.
Astdzi ma priveste doar. Ma umflu in pene, zbor repede din
loc in loc, ciugulind crengutele si jucandu-ma prin frunzis.
Apoi md asez pe gard, sd md vadd mai usor. Ma priveste, dar
mi priveste adinc, si dintr-odata imi dau seama ca md inrosesc
si mai tare—ma fac mai rosie decat sunt. Pentru o secunda
ciudata doresc sd ma pot vedea asa cum ma vede ea pe mine.
Pentru o secundd luminatd, renunt la tot ce am zis impotriva
ei; este ceva foarte intim si binecunoscut in persoana ei, dar
nu pot ardta cu ciocul ce-o fi.

In cuibul meu stramosesc sunt comori. Noi, adici soiul
nostru, trdim vreo 15 de ani, insd durata vietii noastre
depinde de felul in care trdim. Daca nu facem vreun lucru
deosebit, ceasul merge normal, iar dacd ispravim ceva
important, ceasul vietii porneste in ritmul primordial, adica
rar de tot. Succesele noastre sunt remarcabile, chiar si dupa
standardele voastre, insd ceea ce vreau sa zic este asta: in
cuibul nostru stramosesc sunt comori. Eu vreau sa-i daruiesc

red birds, so even if I don’t understand what she’s up to with
all this whistling, I know I am supposed to cross her path
frequently and whistle to her even when she cannot see me.
The funny thing is, we both know that what we are doing is
important, only we don’t know what it is. Figure that one out.

Today she is very nervous, anxious, pacing around the
yard and going in and out of the house. I let her see me
without whistling to her; instead I just make the color speak
its brilliant red. She smiles at me. She doesn’t whistle either,
she doesn’t have to. Today it’s just about seeing. I show off a
little and dart from here to there, rousting the branches and
cajoling the leaves. Then I perch on the fence in full view. She
gazes, really gazes deeply and I realize she makes me redder
than I actually am. For a strange second I wish I could see
myself the way she sees me. For an enlightened second, I take
back what I said about this one; there is something very
familiar about her, though I can’t quite put my beak on it.

In my ancestral nest there are treasures. We live only
around fifteen years, but our life spans are relative to the life
we live. Our achievements are remarkable, even by your
reckoning, but the point of my story is that in my ancestral
nest there are treasures. I will give one to her because she
made me more red than I could have ever imagined, so red
that I was red even at night.
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ei una dintre comori pentru cd m-a fdcut mai rosie decat
mi-as fi putut inchipui — asa de rosie incat si noaptea ma vad
tot rosie.

Asadar, am zburat pand la gradina ancestrald si am
scormonit prin bucdti de istorie, cand impletite cand tesute,
pand am gdsit simanta unei pietre nestemate din veacuri
trecute. O patd de aur o fdacea sd scanteieze intr-o parte —
intr-adevdr, i-ar face pldcere, stiam sigur. Stiam cd ea ar face
din piatra aceasta ceva mai mult decéat este. Si poate asta ar fi
de ajuns.

Pand m-am intors, imbatranise tare, fiindca a trebuit sa
cdldtoresc prin degenerare, adicd sd ma intorc in generatiile
anterioare, ca si retransmit obiectul mesajul in cazul nostru
piatra pe care o cautam. A durat si mai mult pentru ca
trebuia sd md programez in asa fel incat sd ajung inapoi exact
de unde plecasem. Eram uimitd sd o vad asa de imbatranita
— oare ma va recunoaste? Toate pdsdrile din soiul meu erau
parcad mai rosii decat imi aminteam eu. Dacd nu ma mai stie?

Dar m-a zarit si iute m-a inrosit cu privirea de
altddatd. Cand am vdzut-o mai de aproape, era mai mult
decat batranete: s-a inviitorat.

Sarea dupd mine, urmdrindu-ma cum zburam, si
zambea luminoasd, fluierand cantecul acela care-i pldcuse

I flew to the sacred rookery and hunted through the
bits and strands of history, woven here, packed there, until I
saw the seed of a rock from millennia past; a speck of ore
made a glint on one side — she would marvel at it, I knew it;
she would make it more than it was. And that might be
enough.

She had aged by the time I had returned, because I had
to make the journey by way of degeneration, which is cycling
back through previous generations in order to relay the object
or message — in this case, the speck of ore — I was after in
the first place. And it took longer still because I had to be sure
I would re-arrive exactly where I had left off. I wasn’t sure
even then, you see, because many red birds seemed so much
redder than I had recalled. But one look from her and my
appointment was confirmed; I was still the reddest when she
saw me cross her path. I honestly believe she knew it was me
and not some other fool bird, though I had to admit that she
herself had futured in ways I cannot describe. It was more
than age, more than anything I could see. It was mysterious.
She whirled around, following me as I flew over head,
smiling and whistling that song she liked, and I, moved by
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dintotdeauna, iar eu, asa de emotionatd de aceastd fiinta
omeneascd, i-am raspuns, uitdnd ca purtam in cioc samanta
scumpad de piatrd si am scapat-o fard sa vreau.

lar ea incepu sd adune pietre de peste tot, rugandu-i
pe cei care cdldtoreau sa-i aduca si ei.

“Ce fel de piatra sa-ti aducem?” o intrebau, iar ea
raspundea:

“De orice fel. O veti sti atunci cand o veti afla.”

A adunat pietre de la oricine. Parcd ii dadeau
diamante, nu pietre, asa era de bucuroasa cand le primea de
la caldtori. O priveam prin fereastrd cum le pipdia pe toate,
dusd pe ganduri cine stie unde. Le aseza cuminte pe pervaz
sau pe masa de scris, pe fiecare raft, ca pe niste pietre din
desert, spre vesnica pomenire a cine stie cui. Atatea pietre —
vai — ce sd insemne oare?

incepuse a le cladi intr-un zid in curte, de la un capat
la altul. Dar nu avea suficiente ca sd-l construiascd in
intregime, asa ca isi tnalta zidul in jurul unui artar. Cateodata
ma asez pe el, de fapt, de multe ori, deoarece ma nelinisteste
acest zid de piatrd din mijlocul curtii. Da, e o figura tipa asta.

Intr-o zi a adus acasa o piatrd mare cat un dovleac.
Statuse mult timp pe ganduri, asezata pe prispd, mangaind
piatra aceea, ca si cand citea cu varful degetelor un mesaj pe

this silly human, whistled back without thinking and let the
rock seed fall from my beak unintentionally. She hardly
coughed at all.

But she began collecting stones and rocks from
everywhere after that, and even asked people who traveled
places to bring her back stones.

“What kind of stone?” they would ask, and she would
answer, “Any kind will do — you’ll know it when you see it.

You'd think they gave her rubies and diamonds the
way she fawned over those stones. I'd see her through the
window, taking them from her pockets and fingering each
one thoughtfully. Then she would stack them in on the
window sill, or on her desk — they were in every window, on
every shelf, like standing stones in the desert. So many
stones —what could it mean?

She even took to building a wall of rocks in the yard
from one end to the other, but didn’t have enough to make it
to the end. Instead she wound the wall around a maple tree. I
perch there often because it perplexes me. Yes, she’s a funny
girl alright.

Then one day she brought home a rock the size of a
melon. For a long time she sat on the back steps running her
fingertips over it as though she were reading it, or trying to
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care piatra dorea sd i-l comunice doar ei. Avea ea ceva de
gand cu piatra aceea. Saptamani de-a randul a cioplit piatra
intr-o parte, scobind o gaurd asa de adanca incat parea sa iasa
pe partea cealaltd. I-au cdzut flori de mar in pdr, albe-albe ca
si piatra si degetele deveniserd uscate si pline de bataturi;
incheieturile i se umflaserd ca ramurile de plopi, cu noduri
tocite. Pirea foarte obositd si uneori tusea. {i fluieram, dar nu
mai raspundea. In schimb lui piatra scobitd intr-o parte si o
asezd pe iarbd unde era puful mai verde (din cauza felului ei
de a privi). Se culca in fata scobiturii si disparu.

tell it something. For weeks she chipped away at one side of
it, gouging out a hole so deep that it almost came out the
other side. Her hair was a grey white like the color of that
rock, and her fingers calloused and dry, her knuckles like the
joints of poplar branches, swollen and gnarled. She looked
tired and once or twice she coughed. I whistled to her but she
didn’t answer back; instead she took the rock with the hole in
it and set it down in the middle of the yard where the grass
was greenest on account of the way she looked at it. She lay
down beside it and in a moment, vanished from sight.
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Visul

Am visat cd md aflam pe un taram strdin I dreamed 1 was on a strange shore that was
rumenit de soare si de vint beaten to a blush by sun and wind,

si in acea singurdtate and in this invention of
ndscocitd loneliness was I barely discernible
abia dacid md vedeam on a beach so indifferent to
pe tarmul cdruia nu-i pdsa de mine me
de soare si de vant and to the sun

and to the wind.

era o ord cenusie
cu clipe reflectate It was in a grey hour
pe chipul meu opundndu-se whose moment marked itself

trecerii timpului against my profile in opposition to the passing
nu mai stiu precis cand of time;
mi-am dat seama cd-mi lipsegte
umbra, dar I don’t know anymore
pipdind cu mana, precisely when I realized that

langd mine my shadow had been missing

am simtit nisipul rece unde but as I felt with my hand
statuse ea ultima oard. the sand was cold at her last sojourn.
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Toatd nidejdea apoi s-a
surpat in graunti de
nisipuri migcitoare
in care
mi-a alunecat sufletul
greu de patimid
si am inteles ce mic este omul
si ce mare este ticerea cand
auzi scrasnetul propriilor oase.

M-am trezit in sfarsit
infasuratd in giulgiu tesut parcd din fusul
uitdrii
de pdianjen milos
constientd cu fiecare clipire a ochilor mei
arzand de somn
si de vint, si de soare,
cd orice miscare m-ar
transforma in scrum gi sare;
simteam cum respir putin
prin panza
ce se ridica si se ldsa
gata sd se rupd
in aceastd dezlegare profundd.

All hope then crumbled into
grains of quicksand
into which my soul, heavy with
passion slipped away,
and 1 understood how small is man
and how great is silence when you
can hear the rattling of your own bones.

I awoke, finally, swaddled in a
shroud woven as though by a
merciful spider, from the spindle of
forgetting
conscious with every blink of my eyes
that burned with sleep
and wind
and sun that any movement would collapse me
into salt and ash.
I felt my frail breaths through the
tightening and loosening of the
cloth that began to tear from this profound release;
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M-am simtit lipitd de sanul neantului, I sensed myself so close against the
incit spatiul pe care breast of neant that the space I began to fill

il umpleam cu forma mea jalnicd si secatd, with my pathetic, withered form

nu se contopea cu planul molecular al scurgerii timpului ; was not part of the molecular plane of time’s movement.
eram cuprinsd si totugi neintegratd in I was embraced and yet not integrated

acest loc blestemat de soare, de vint si de in this place damned by

sufletul-mi prizonier pe acest tirm the sun and

uitat de lume. the wind and

my soul sequestered in this forgotten beach.

Unde odatd mi-a fost ciudd pe Where once I was spiteful of tears that
lacrimile care cddeau parcd fird rost, fell as though for no reason,
unde odatd mi-a fost ciudd pe where I was once spiteful of all the love
toatd dragostea de langd fiinta mea, that was contiguous with my body and being when 1
de langd trupul meu loved you,
cand te iubeam, mi-e ciudd acum pe I am now spiteful of this forsaken spot
acest loc care md sfideazi that mocks me with the contradiction of my
contrazicandu-mi existenta. existence.
Am adormit. I fell asleep.
Am adormit fard luptd si fard remuscdri, I fell asleep without struggle or remorse,
leginatd de oasele mele care bateau ca rocked by my bones that beat like the
toaca sound of the toacd towards midnight,
la miezul noptii, and I dreamed I wrote your name in the sand
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st am visat cd

ti-am scris numele
pe nisip.
Si vantul a incetat, and the wind slowed,
si soarele s-a ldsat, si fasa s-a topit in and the sun left off,

muschii and the swaddling began to melt in
si in carnea i in pielea mea, ca un cifru viu. muscle and meat and nerves upon me like a
Valurile imi veneau ca niste pdreri de riu, living

cdatre tarmul strdin, inviat de soare, si de vant cipher.

The waves approached this strange shore

si am infeles ce micd este durerea si ce mare este resurrected by the sun

nevoia and the wind,
de a plange si dincolo de moarte like regrets,

atunci am vdrsat o singurd lacrima and 1 understood how small is the pain
fierbinte of sorrow, and how great
si unde a picat a ficut o sticld din nisip, si mi-am is need, when you can still cry beyond death.
turnat in ea somnul And it was then I wept a tear —
si visul a single, hot tear that turned the sand to
si moartea acestui a glass bottle where it fell; and into it I poured
tarm ce nu-i pdsa de the sleep
mine de soare si de vant, and the dream

si am azvdrlit-o and the death of this
in zare, spre tine, spre apus; shore,
si cu cat o ducea marea mai departe, this shore so indifferent to me

cu atdt mai mult the sun
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se micgora spatiul acesta blestemat.

Pand si sufletu-mi
de mult ingropat,
s-a indltat spre soare.

M-am trezit apoi lin pe un tirm strdin

si rumenit

de soare

si de vint, si am gasit numele

tau scris pe nisip. M-am agezat lingd el,
st am adormit,

si am visat cd m-ai iubit

odatad.

and the wind.

I hurled it toward the horizon, toward you,
toward the west,

and the farther the sea carried it, the smaller this
cursed space became, until my soul

long buried, rose toward the sun.
After, I awoke on a strange shore,
beaten to a blush by

the sun and

the wind,

and 1 found your name written in the sand.

I sat down beside it, and fell asleep
and dreamed that you once loved
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Stateam pe o corabie uriasd. Nuantele maslinii si We stood on the deck of the mighty ship, the copper
ardmii ale pielii noastre contrastau cu albastrul prezent and olive tones of our skin resonating against the ubiquitous
pretutindeni. Se spune cd aici se pot gdsi toate nuantele de blue scale that surrounded us. They say that all the possible
albastru din univers, in apele pe care am navigat impreuna shades of blue in the humanverse can be found here, which is
de data aceasta. Natura expeditiei noastre era simpld; trebuia to say, along the route we sailed this time. The nature of our
sd catalogam fiecare nuanta de albastru existenta. Aveam o expedition was simple: we must catalog each species of blue
hartd putin cunoscutd, veche, cu fel de fel de simboluri in the realm of color. We had an obscure map with crude but
grosolane insa fermecdtoare si cu alte delimitdri de charming symbols and amorphous land masses that lacked
pdmanturi amorfe fard linii clare de demarcare, ingramadite sharp clear lines, crowded together on the softfriable
pe un palimpsest moale, greoi si inclinat ca un aluat palimpsest, heavy and given to crumbling like pastry dough
sfaramicios cand e intins. Cdlatoream spre stramtoarea when we unrolled it. We were making for the straits of
vestitd a albastrului de Voronet de unde izvorase uimitoarea Voronet blue — that breathtaking 14t century generation of
nuantd de albastru ultramarin din secolul al XIV-lea, care ultramarine, heir to lapis lazuli of certain dynasties who knew
mostenea albastrul din regatul lapisului-lazuli a unor dinastii how to mine colors, tap their roots, draw them from the earth,
care se pricepeau la extragerea culorilor din zdcdminte deep in the center from the kingdom trapped ages and ages
adanci, din centrul pamantului, tocmai din miezul impadratiei agohence,
ingropate acolo de veacuri intregi din trecutviitor,

Véntul poleia cerul pand ce linia orizontului se unea The wind buffed the sky until the horizon line
din toate padrtile cu marile zburdalnice. Acolo unde suffused with the sprawling seas in all reaches; where we
strabateam intinderi de apa cu nava noastra care scartaia si se broke the water’s plains with our ship that squeaked and
legdna in duioasd conversatie cu incheieturile de smoald ale rocked in soothing repartee with the pitch-strained seams of
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burtii cordbiei, gemand din adanc, tdlpile noastre erau bine
ancorate pe bord. Navigam tot inainte prin albastrul lumii de
sus, de jos si de pretutindenea, dar aerul pe care il respiram,
apropiindu-ne de Marea Fasie, era acum albastru de Voronet.
$i marea, pentru noi, devenise o mandstire de minuni si de
intelepciuni, iar sarea era intristare.

M-am aplecat pe marginea corabiei si am vazut liniile
care se intindeau pe fundul apelor ca pe o palma a lumii
ardtand trecutul, prezentul si viitorul. Aceastd cale albastra
este unicul loc unde se mai pot vedea aceste linii gratie razei
de lumina ce radiaza din centru si asta numai pentru cd exista
un orificiu in coaja calcaroasa ce inconjoara imparatia captiva
de origine mistica (atat imparatia, cat si orificiul). Apa avea o
culoare atat de purd, incat se vedeau si cele mai fine nuante,
ca o plasd de ie uriasa si diafand tesuta din centrul tuturor
momentelor globului pamantesc peste care transversaserdm
noi cu corabia ca un pdaianjen de apd, lipindu-ne de firele
elastice de matase si lasdnd o spuma argintie in urma noastra.

Tocmai cadnd traversam Marea Féasie am fost
zdruncinati dintr-odatd ca si cand ancora se agatase de
pamant, oprindu-ne mersul intr-o tarie neiertatoare. Am citit
disperarea pe fata tatdlui meu care mi-a spus:

“Am pierdut longitudine.”

Implicatiile erau inspaimantatoare si nu se rezumau
doar la simpla pierdere a directiei, ci si a sigurantei navigarii.

its groaning hull, we felt our soles anchored firmly to the
planking. We sailed on periwinkle oceans beneath a cerulean
sky, but the very air we breathed as we neared the Great
Band was now Voronet blue. And the sea for us became a
monastery of wonder and wisdom, and the salt was sorrow.

I leaned over the side, and saw the gridlines that lay
deep in the water. The blue route is one of the few places left
where one can still see the lines by virtue of the beam of light
that radiates out from the center, and this, only because there
is a tiny hole there in the shell that surrounds the trapped
kingdom, with very mystical origins (both the kingdom and
the hole). The water was so pure in its color, that the finest
gradations of the lines were visible, a vast gossamer net
projected from the earth’s center of moments over which we
ran like a spider, sticking to the spring-loaded silken strands
of its web, our sail-prints rising like silver foam in our wake.

Just as we crossed the Great Band a powerful jerk
seized our ship as though we had run aground or suddenly
dropped anchor, dragging us to a thrashing crawl. A desolate
expression overtook my father’s face and he said,

“We've lost the longitude.”

The implications were horrifying beyond the mere loss
of position, making navigation dangerous if not deadly. More
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Era o situatie periculoasd, dacd nu chiar mortald. Mai mult, se
prabusiserd liniile de demarcatie, acelea care sustineau
campurile energetice ale pamantului si, in special pentru noi,
forta aceea oarecum poetica a gravitatiei relative.

Era imposibil sd ne ddam seama cum de pierdusem
longitudine cand, pe neasteptate, am fost surprinsi de o noua
miscare — eram impinsi din nou in partea de jos a lumii si ne
invarteam ca o barcd de jucdrie la scurgere. Ce sd fie? Aceasta
senzatie de contra-mers era cdderea noastrd iminenta spre
punctul polar de sud. Singurul lucru pe care il mai zise tata
fu:

“Neapadrat trebuie sa recuperam longitudinea.” Adica
voia sa zicd Eu trebuie sa recuperez longitudinea.

Nevoia mea de sperantd se amesteca cu disperarea
mea de om tandr si intr-o clipd m-am indepadrtat asa de mult
de situatia in care ma aflam incat am vazut planeta Pamant
de undeva de sus, dintr-un punct nemiscat din spatiu. Am
vdzut corabia — pe care incd stiteam langd tatdl meu pe
punte — cum se indrepta plina de gratie spre fundul
pamantului, iar Pdmantul nu se mai invartea, doar corabia se
scurgea in jos cu oceanele curgand siroaie intr-o cascada
neiertdtoare, tot mai jos pand la caderea finald de pe varful
axei polare, ca o picdturd in care se cuibdrea toatd omenirea.
Vom cddea si noi si intreaga lume ca renumitul scancet al lui
Eliot. Eram pe punte din nou, teama mea devenind acum

than this was the collapse of the gridlines that sustained the
force fields of earth and, particularly relevant to this
accounting, the rather poetic force of relative gravity.

How we lost the longitude was impossible to
conjecture; rather we were presently distracted by a resumed
movement, a laborious thrust with the most dire of sensations
— we were circling the lower half of the world like a toy boat
circling a drain. The only other thing my father said to me
was this:

“We must find the longitude.” What he really meant
was [ must find it.

My eagerness to hope mingled with my youthful
desperation and in an instant I was so removed from our
present circumstance that I saw the Earth from a vantage
point in space. I saw the ship — upon which I was still
standing next to my father — spiraling down gracefully,
steadily, to the bottom of the world, where I knew we would
simply fall off. I could see it in stunning detail. On deck once
more, my fear was ironically casual by now, muted by the
omnipotent force of relative gravity pulling us downward,
ever downward, and the further down we circled, the faster
we descended.
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nediferentiata, usoard, indbusitd de forta atotputernica a
gravitatiei relative tragdndu-ne pururea in jos; si cu cat mai
jos alunecam, cu atat mai repede coboram.

Insi parci dura o eternitate. Vizusem istoria
albastrului trecand prin fata ochilor si caldtoria infricosata ce
ma purtase de pe puntea cordbiei in spatiul de dincolo si
iardsi inapoi. Esse est percipi...

Voi stiti a masura si a calcula toate cele cu numere si
va lasati ingelati de tembeli piosi si de arhitecti ai societatii
care isi clddesc lumea lor rationald in jurul unui sistem de
cifre care isi laudd neutralitatea si universalitatea. Acestia isi
contopesc logica cu infinitul pentru ca mintea noastra sa se
sdldsluiascd intr-un paradis cerebral din care multi sunt
exclusi, mai putin oamenii de stiintd bine pregatiti. Au facut
din noi o rasd de cuantificatori, propovdduind evanghelia
matematicii. Insa aceasta e o farsd ce provine din mandrie,
caci numerele, precum cuvintele si culorile, ne preced.

Oamenii de stiinta ingana doar limba numerelor fara a
intelege cu adevarat cum suna si fard a le pricepe sensul.
Dacd v-as spune acum cé locul de unde privisem corabia din
departarea spatiului era sfarsitul lui pi, ati intelege ca acesta
era si inceputul, asa cd atunci cand ma intorsesem din spatiu
pe punte, adusesem cu mine ultimul numadr din sirul lor
infinit. Era suficient sd opreascd vasul din mers sau poate
chiar si pamantul din rotatia lui eternd, ingenunchindu-I. lar

Yet it seemed to take forever. I saw the history of blue
flash before my eyes, and the veritable journey of fear that
took me from the deck of our vessel into deep nether-space
and back again. Esse est percipi...

You have learned to measure all things by numbers
and let yourselves be misled by pious buffoons and social
architects who build their world of reason around the
premise of a system of number writing that boasts neutrality
and universality. They fuse logic and infinity so that we may
establish the mind in a cerebral paradise where many are
excluded, save the seasoned scientist. They have made us a
race of quantifiers, imposing mathematics on everything. But
this is a ruse whose invention proceeds from vanity, for
numbers, like words and colors precede us.

Scientists merely mimic numbers without truly
understanding what they sound like, or what they really
mean. If I told you now, that the very spot from which I
perceived our mighty ship was the end of pi you would
understand that it was also the beginning, so I when I had
returned to my place on deck, I brought with me the last
number in the infinite span of integers; it was enough to
arrest the ship, or maybe even the earth as it turned, and
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in momentul suprem cand privirea mea s-a intalnit cu cea a
tatdlui meu, pamantul a inceput a se invarti invers,
ridicindu-ne corabia in arcuri circumferentiale din ce in ce
mai mari si mai gratioase, inapoi spre Marea Fasie, crosetand
in urma noastra longitudinea desfacuta.

Dacd la inceput se citea disperarea pe fata tatalui meu,
acum sentimentul mantuirii o ficea strilucitoare. Imi aduc
aminte acum cd n-am mai grdit dupd aceea, si nici dupa ce
am ajuns in port si am debarcat pentru a simti paméantul sub
picioare. Fdcusem cativa pasi ca sd md conving cd stau cu
adevadrat cu picioarele pe pamant. lar de unde ma privea tata,
de pe punte, a vdzut ca e bine.

grind it to a halt. In the instant my father’s eyes and mine
locked the earth began to spin the other way and raise our
ship in greater rings of circumference, back toward the Great
Band, knitting the frayed longitude after us.

If my father’s expression was consumed by desolation
it now shone with redemption. I remember now that we
didn’t speak anymore after that, nor after we made port and I
scrambled to shore to feel the ground beneath my feet. I took
a few steps besides, to feel the certainty of the earth upon
which I stood. And from where my father watched on deck,
he saw that it was good.
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Cartea IX Book IX

Priveam pruncul meu nou-ndscut frematand zglobiu, I looked upon my newborn babe, squirming and
licarind de viatd. I-am sters trupusorul cu mantaua mea de fretting, shining with life. I wiped the tiny body with my
pene si l-am alaptat, fiindcad avea poftd mare. Locul pe care il feather cloak and suckled my infant whose appetite was
sigilasem cu degetul era acum neted si gingas, era pecetea great. The ruptured spot that I had sealed with my finger was
virtutii desprinse din simanta de mar inainte ca integritatea smooth and delicate, a signet, slightly raised but healed, a
sa sa fi fost atinsa. Dupa trei zile de supt fard intrerupere, am stamp of virtue culled from the husk of the apple seed before
infasat pruncul care adormise linistit intr-un cuib de pene its integrity was breeched. After three days of vigorous
smulse si impletite din mantaud. Obiectul curios ce iesise din feeding, I swaddled my child who now slumbered in a nest of
mine dupd nasterea fdatului, zdcea aldturi, incd legat de feathers I wove from my cloak. The curious object expelled
cordonul ombilical cu nod la capat. Am sdpat o borta mica in from inside me after the babe was delivered, lay motionless,
podeaua pesterii, ca nodul sa prindd radacini. still attached to the white fibrous cord with a knot at the far

end. So I dug a hole in the floor of the cave and buried it, as if
the knotted cord would take root.

Réaddcina a crescut chiar in ultimele momente ale vietii But take root it did, for in my final moments, when my
mele, cdnd am vdzut o pata intinzdndu-se peste o groapa life flashed before my eyes, I saw a stain spread over the spot
mica ce incd purta amprenta palmei mele, asa cum nivelasem that still bore my handprint when I pressed the damp earth
pdamantul peste adanciturd. Bulbul innodat se infipsese tot over the hole. The knotted bulb burrowed deeper and deeper,
mai adanc, cand fortd de neoprit, cand avatar ciutandu-se pe now a juggernaut, now an avatar seeking out itself. And the
sine. Paroxismul tectonic inlocuise scoarta pamantului si displacement of bedrock and mantle churned behind it,
ddduse drumul la o spuza iute si izbitoare, miscand geosfera disrupting the geosphere, but the strangest thing of all was
cu o energie aproape poeticd, insa lucrul cel mai ciudat dintre the stirring of my handprint and the raising up of one finger
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toate era miscarea amprentei mainii mele si ridicarea unui
deget cu pecete imprimata pe varf. Mi-am strigat copilul si
am soptit o rugdciune de multumire, pentru apdrare si mild,
pentru curaj si compadtimire, pentru iertare... da si pentru
asta. Si glasul meu a rdsunat ca un ecou in pestera tainicd
rostind fiecare litera a fiecdrui cuvant care imi compusese
viata si istoria ca pret al mortii mele.

from the print, with a signet branded on its tip. I called out to
my child and whispered a prayer of mercy and thanksgiving,
protection and humility, courage and compassion,
forgiveness... yes, that too. And my voice remanded every
letter of every word that gave the sum of my life and history
in purchase of my death to the secret cave.
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Cartea X

Rafael zdbovise adeseori langd gaura din bolta
cereasca. Uneori se uita atent prin ea, maturdnd cu mana
boarea minunata ce se adunase in jur, deoarece un astfel de
abur fusese necesar ca sda o ascundd. Alteori isi aplecase
urechea.

lard s-a apucat, Doamne. Ti-am spus cd trebuia s-o umplem
de mult.

Dumnezeul cel mare se plimba, fredonand cu mainile
la spate. Incetini, fard sa se opreasca si zise:

Fii linistit, Mihail, totul este in ordine.

Nu-i el de unul singur, stii.

Da, stiu.

Atunci?

Dumnezeu ii facu lui Mihail un semn sd se apropie si
Mihail s-a apropiat.

I-am spus sd fie cu ochii in patru si cu urechile ciulite.

Mihail dadu din cap si zdmbi putin ironic si zise:

Da’ putem si fird gaurd, Doamne. Rafael parci e fermecat
— pe cuvint. E gi periculos, ziu dacd nu. Pdi, alaltdieri m-am
impiedecat gi era sd cad in eq.

Book X

Raphael lingered often by the hole in the firmament.
Sometimes he peered thoughtfully through it, pushing aside
the silver mist with his hand, for such a mist was necessary to
conceal the hole, other times, he pressed his ear to it.

He’s at it again, Master. I told you we should have filled it
long ago.

The great God was taking a stroll, humming a tune
with his hands clasped behind his back. He slowed a bit but
kept strolling, and said,

Calm yourself, Michael, all is as it should be.

He’s not the only one, you know.

Oh, I know.

Then?

God gestured to Michael to come closer and Michael drew
near in earnest.

I told him to keep an eye out, and an ear open...

Michael shook his head and smiled in a slightly
insolent way, and said,

But we can do that without the hole, Master. Raphael seems
bewitched by it — truly he does. It's dangerous besides. Why, just
the other day I tripped and nearly fell.
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M tdticule, ce vorbesti! Tu nu vei cddea niciodatd, asta e
imposibil, nu-i asa? Dar ai dreptate, nu avem noi nevoie de gaurd.

Tocmai. Atunci?

Are EL nevoie de ea.

Mihail facu o mutrd mica de neincredere si bufni in réas.

Doar nu vorbesti serios, Doamne! EL?

Nu imi place tonul tau, Mihail.

lartd-md, Doamne, nu vreau sd par necuviincios — dar vrei
sd spui cd mai e posibil? Dupd atita timp?

Dragul meu, orice e posibil.

Intre timp Rafael se uita asa intens prin gaurd ci nu
observase cd marginea din jurul bortii se sfarama sub
greutatea genunchiului sdu indoit. Pand sd-si dea seama ce
pusese in miscare, cu toatd buna intentie, Dumnezeu si
Mihail sosisera si pdrea cd au venit cu ganduri mari intiparite
pe fetele lor. Zise Dumnezeu:

Vai.

La asta Mihail si Rafael au luat pozitie de lupta. Mana
lui Mihail era gata sd apuce sabia, iar Rafael isi scosese
pieptul in afard gata de a sdavarsi o misiune dreaptd, nobila si
sfanta.

Am glumit! madrturisi Dumnezeu cu o sclipire
dezarmants in ochii sii adanci si senini. Il bitu usor pe brat
pe Mihail care strangea sabia, iar pe Rafael, il lud de barbie

si-1 zise:

Oh, come now, Michael, you will never fall, you cannot fall.
You are right, though, we do not need the hole.

Then?

HE needs it.

Michael was incredulous and laughed outloud.

You can’t be serious — him?

I don’t like your tone, Michael.

Forgive me, Master, I mean no offense, but really now, you
don’t actually believe it is possible after all this time?

Oh, dear Michael, all things are possible —and then some.

Meanwhile Raphael was peering so intently that he
did not notice the edge around the hole giving way beneath
his knee. Before he could fully appreciate what he had set
into motion, all of good intention, God and Michael had
arrived and appeared consternated. And God said:

Uh-oh.

At this Michael and Raphael were struck with rigid
reckoning, Michael’s hand was set to draw his mighty sword,
while Raphael smartly assumed the posture of a noble
volunteer for a deadly mission.

Just kidding, said God with a disarming twinkle in His
eye. Then he patted Michael’s hand till he let go of the hilt,
and promptly boxed Raphael on the chin.
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Firmamentul care s-a sfiramat in wurma implinirilor
datinilor tale divine, printre care si ascultarea rugdciunilor, este
dovada rdspunsului pe care il voi da, cdci vor fi multe zile
intunecate cand lumea va plange si atunci, ceea ce ai sfiramat tu
din boltd cu compitimire va cddea ca o mand din cer.

Peste hotarul mosiei impadrdtesti un cer purpuriu-
posomorat se cobordse peste umerii ei, impletitura de stele
toarse se ghemuira la sanul sdu cat timp ramase déansa la
poartd. Se gandea la copilul ce-1 pdrdsise in pestera aceea, in
timp ce iarba de pe meleagurile sdlasului ei singuraticsac
incepuse a fremdta sub roua amurgului. O rapsodie hoinara
tesuse fiecare firicel verzui cu atatea variatii intr-aceastd seara
de august incat umpleau pand si vesnicele sfere ceresti ale
raiului. Din acest prag studia ea miscdrile si mersul copilului,
toate trasdturile lui, fiecare gest, pe cAnd lumina ochilor ei vii,
umezi si cercetdtori respirau puful alb si rdcoritor ce se
intindea peste fata schimbatd a pruncului sihastru. O data
sau de douad ori copilul se oprise, ca si cand si-ar fi dat seama
cd mdicuta sa era in preajma— poate zambetul ei ce ii inaripa
privirea ca o danteld aromats, plutise fard si-1 fi atins. 1l
privea cu dor amestecat, urmarand trdsaturile tanarului
Sihastru, tanjind sad-i mangaie buclele aramii ale parului care
incadrau fruntea latd si asudatd, unde mai béateau usor
aripioarele racorindu-i fata pe cand lovea cu ciocanul. Se
aplecd inspre umbra sa ca sda nu mai tremure iar para

The firmament you loosed in the exercise of your divine
duties, namely and principally, listening to prayers, is evidence of
the answer I shall give, for there are dark days ahead where the
people will call out, and by then, what you have loosed with
compassionate "attention, will fall like manna from heaven.

On the outskirts of heaven a sky of brooding violet
came down around her shoulders, star-dappled folds
crowded her breast as she hovered in the doorway. She
thought of the child she’d left behind in that cave and the
grass beyond her stoop began to fret beneath the evening
dew. A wandering rhapsody wove each blade with such
variations on an august night in her memory that it ran along
the rings of heavenly spheres. From this threshold she
studied her child’s movements, gestures, limb-lines, her
soaked and anxious pupils breathing the cool white down
that spread over that altered but handsome face. Once or
twice the child paused, as if sensing she were near, perhaps
her smile, winging on the wake of her gaze like aromatic lace
falling just out of reach. She watched with mixed longing
tracing the features of the youthful hermit, aching to stroke
the ripe curls that framed the taut forehead, from which
fanned the tiny wings a sweat that sprayed aloft the brow as
the hammer struck. And struck. She leaned into her shadow
to ease its trembling and the summer pear she held in her
hand transpired, dispersing its fragrance. She wept and
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varateca pe care o tinea in mand se inmuiase, imprastindu-si
mireasma peste tot. Planse. Apoi se retrase in schitul unde
pasdrile rosii cresteau si se inmulteau si isi pastrau comorile.

“Nu mai plange, maicd,” zise duios Gabriel, insd ea nu-1
auzi si 14s4 para sd-i cadd din mana. i era mils de ea, care
colindase veac dupa veac, cutezdtoare, simpld, nici blanda,
nici rdzbunatoare, ci hotdrata si cuminte.

Se auzi apoi un zgomot la fereastrd care o desteptd din
preocuparea ei maternd si gasi acolo o pietricicd pe pervaz.
Nu era cu nimic deosebita, de fapt, parea cam uratd, cu
semne multe si totusi simpld, asa i se paru ei. Atunci pipadi in
palma ei plina de batdturi ceea ce Sappho isi amintise c-a
visat.

Lumina lunii crescu asa cum creste foamea, aratand
coastele miezului noptii cu amar.

“Nu-mi spui tu mie nimic, pietricicd micd, sa-mi
cuceresti inima? Din pdcate nu pot pleca din schitul meu
pand nu umplu toate oddile,” zise maica intristata.

Pietricica tdcu, dar maica presimtea o energie in ea, asa
cd isi pregdti baiaPotezul si isi legd parul cdarunt. Se scufunda
linistitd. Apa aburea si cddea ca o ploaie arctica pe pieptul ei,
iar pietricica o apdsa.

Atunci se inaltd in jurul ei o ceata care se prelungise
asa adanc in ea incat bdtaia inimii sale fragede propulsa de pe

retreated into her Rookery, for this was the place where red
birds bred and nested and kept their treasures.

“Do not weep so,” Gabriel spoke to her, but she heard
him not and let the pear fall from her fingers. And Gabriel
took pity on the calloused hands of the woman who had
wandered for ages and ages, sturdy and plain, not soft, not
fierce, but resolute and obedient after her kind.

Then a sound at the casement distracted her from
grief and there she found a pebble on her sill.
It was an unremarkable little pebble, scarred, pitted and
unpretentious it seemed to her; she fingered in her palm what
Sappho recounted having dreamed.

The light of the moon grew like hunger baring the ribs
of midnight in anguish:

“Will you speak to me, my precious pebble and earn
my gentle heart? For I cannot leave my Rookery until I've
tilled its every room,” said the mournful woman.

The pebble was steadfast silent though she sensed an
energy there, so she drew her private bath and tied her
sparrow-grey brown hair. The water steamed by starlight
sizzling like arctic rain in the hollow of her chest, against such
dancing beads of longing the tiny stone she pressed.

Now a mist rose all around her and seeped into her so
that the beating of her tender heart pumped throughout her
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intregul sau trup, sufletul micutei pietricele. Cerceii se
prefadcurd in sipote de apd, iar la gat, pletele pdrului se
imprastiau ca un papuris. In sfarsit, ultimul strop stors din
pietricicd dispdru la pieptul ei, ldsand o urma purpurie.
Aerul noptii o infdsurd brusc. Afara din schitul de piatrd,
orizontul brdzdat de fulgere transformase luna in piatrd
cdlduzitoare, asa ca simti in san o desteptare la viata. Luna se
urcase si mai sus si-i atrdgea inima cu indrdzneald cand,
dintr-o datd, umbra ei, propria umbrd, izbucni si se involbura
si se prefacu in spuma fierbinte si in minerale pretioase.

In sfarsit, gingasa ei inima se sparse in firame ale
sinelui si ale dorului; cat despre piatrd —o intristare de mult
uitatd se imprdstie la picioarele Sihastrului.

Zise el, in momentul in care observa faramele ca de
ceramicd amestecate printre sfarmdturile de piatrd adunate
pe jos:

“Pdi, ar fi dintr-o vaza spartd... pare-mi-se,” si le
pipdia cu varful degetului, “si totusi, ce parfum interesant,
aproape cunoscut; poate a fost un blid in care a stat odata o

~

para.

the pebble’s soul. Her earring turned to whispers, at her neck
locks splayed like bulrush and the last drop of stone released
at her shoulder, left behind a purple blush. The pippin stone
thus vanished, the night air rushed about her. But outside her
rocky keep a lightning drenched horizon made a lodestone of
the moon, and so too a quickening spread beneath her breast.
The moon climbed higher still and pulled resolutely at her
heart, that her shadow — her very shadow churned and
sprayed hot foam and minerals.

At last her gentle heart burst into shards of self, and
longing, and of the pebble a lost forgotten sorrow scattered at
the Hermit's feet.

“Why, it’s only broken pottery,” said the Hermit, who
noticed the fragments among the grains of chiseled stone on
the cave floor, “and yet how strangely fragrant; perhaps a
common vessel, that one time held a pear.”
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Cartea XI

De fiecare dati cand Ingerul si Sihastrul cideau
impreund, enigma lor sporea in diferite si subtile feluri. De
data aceasta, la primul curcubeu, zburard ca un sir inefabil pe
un cer de un albastru marin uluitor, imprastiind fasii de
culori care apoi s-au regrupat ca o fagdduinta facutd cu
patimd. Se prdbusird intr-o mare minunatd de un albastru
abstract si sclipitor, atat de tamadduitoare, incat sufletul
Sihastrului (intepenit intr-un exoschelet ce aproape ca

Book XI

Each time they fell together, the Angel and the hermit,
the puzzle was magnified in slightly altered ways. This time
they streamed across the sky of resplendent ultramarine on
the occasion of the very first rainbow, diverting the colored
bands into a trajectory that included part of one very
important promise. They splashed down into a marvelous sea
of such brilliant blue and intense curative properties, that the
Hermit’s soul, previously stiffened into an exoskeleton that
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acoperise pe Inger pe de-a-ntregul), fu desprins cu totul, ca o
peliculd translucidd, plutind apoi pe suprafata apelor.
Sihastrul, avid dupa o gurd de aer ca un marinar naufragiat,
isi fdcu si isi desfiacu sufletul mutilat de mii de ori,
formandu-l, impletindu-l in zeci de feluri, pand cand briza
sdrata ii mangaie fruntea neinaripata si trupul Sihastrului fu
realcatuit. Privind de jur-imprejur dupa Inger, Sihastrul se
scufundd rapid in ciutarea vechiului siu prieten. In zadar.
Dintr-o data insd, zari la mica distantd o corabie uriasd, ce se
legdna fard noimd, cu panzele dezumflate, de parc-ar fi fost
izbita de forte neinchipuite.

Sihastrul inotd mai intai spre vas, dar renunta fiindca i
se paru ca vasul din zare, care se cldtina in fatd si-n spate
scufundandu-se, in curand avea sa se piardd complet sub apa
sclipitoare a marii neexplorate. Pand sa smulga el obiectul din
valuri, corabia nu se mai vedea nicdieri. Sihastrul se lasd
multe zile plutind in voia apelor, si in cele din urmad, isi
pierdu cunostinta, dar tot timpul tinand obiectul aproape de
el. Pentru ca apoi valurile sa caste domol, iar dupa un timp
sd-1 arunce pe Sihastru pe nisipul ce-l astepta.

Cateva zile, Sihastrul ramase cu fata in jos, pe o plaja
strding, inrosita de razele soarelui si de vant; atat de mare era
tacerea incat isi auzea propriile oase trosnind. O pasdre rosie
zburd pe deasupra ca o sdrutare aruncata de pe peronul unei

nearly covered the Angel entirely, was lifted from every
bonding point like a translucent film and promptly floated
toward the surface. The Hermit, starved for air like a
shipwrecked mariner folded and unfolded the stunned soul a
thousand times, reefing it this way and that until the rush of
cool air soothed the wingless brow and the hermit’s body was
restored. Looking in all directions for the some sign of the
Angel, the Hermit quickly dove several times in search of the
old companion, but to no avail. An object then appeared in
sudden view near a mighty ship that listed despairingly as
though having been heaved and battered by unimaginable
forces.

The Hermit swam first toward the ship but then
decided that the object, nodding as it sank, would soon slip
beneath the shimmering surface of the anonymous sea. By the
time the object was plucked from the folds of the water,
however, the ship was now nowhere in sight. The Hermit
drifted for many days, and eventually lost consciousness, but
held fast to the object even so. The waves yawned gently at
first before buffeting the Hermit to the waiting sand.

For several more days the Hermit lay face down on a
strange shore that was beaten to a blush by sun and wind,
and the silence was so great the hermit could hear the very
rattling of bones. A red bird aloft sailed like a kiss thrown
from a railway platform, carrying a stray morsel of
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gari, ducand in ciocul ei o faramitura razleatd de hrana. Cand
se intoarse pe spate, gafaind la fel ca intotdeauna, pasarea
scapa farama iar Sihastrul tusi usor, avand inca obiectul
strans in pumnul alb, incordat, ce nu voia sd-i dea drumul.

Ce era obiectul? O punga de piele.

Continutul?

Cinci aschiute si doua pietricele.

Semnificatia lor?

O imparatie.

Cum asa?

Ei, cum asa...

Sihastrul era tandr, in putere, dar si cu o ambitie
uimitoare, priceput in a manui cele mai primitive unelte,
inzestrat din nastere cu arta imaginatiei si a desenului. Cele
doua semne pe frunte se prelungeau mereu, iar nectarul
fermecdtor picura ca zeama boabelor de struguri de soi in
mainile lui tinute-n cupa, pline de bataturi de-atata munca. O
sticla adusd pe creasta valurilor se rostogolise pe tarm,
azvarlitd parca din visul cuiva, si in ea varsd el nectarul cu
multd grijd, pand o umplu. Trasd in nisip cu o aschie planul
cetatii si le infipse pe celelate patru in colturile ce indicau
palatul principal. Apoi sorbi din sticld si adormi. Cand se
trezi, cele patru aschii se tranformasera intr-un ansamblu de
cladiri, turnuri, biserici si mandastiri — o structura vasta si
nemaipomenitd, foarte complicata, totusi simpld, formand un

sustenance in its beak. When the Hermit rolled over and
gasped in such a familiar way by now, the red bird dropped
the morsel and the hermit barely coughed, the object, still
secure in the white-knuckled hand that would not let go.

The object? A leather pouch.

The contents?

Five small sticks and two stones.

The meaning?

To build a kingdom.

But how?

How indeed.

The Hermit was strong, supple of limb, sturdy and
plain but radiant in purpose, skilful with the most primitive
of tools, gifted with the art of invention and design. The two
marks on the forehead continued to weep the peculiar nectar
that oozed like the robust juice of plump ripe Thracian grapes
into cupped and steady hands, though calloused from toil. A
bottle had washed ashore as though tossed from someone
else’s dream and into it the nectar was poured carefully until
the bottle was full. The Hermit drew the plan of a fortress in
the sand with one stick, and placed the remaining four in the
corners that marked the main palace, then sipped from the
bottle and fell asleep. After the Hermit awoke the four sticks
had become now a framework of buildings and towers,
churches and monasteries — a structure beyond
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plan triunghiular cu gradini si cu strdzi. Apoi aseza pietrele
ce le avea in doud colturi opuse si bau din sticla ce era la fel
de plind ca la prima sorbiturd si adormi din nou. De data
asta, cand se trezi, cele doud pietre se prefacusera in ziduri
inalte, de culoarea mierii, si umpluserd pe de-a-ntregul
cadrul de lemn al cetdtii. Apoi Sihastrul turnd nectarul din
sticld in nisip si amesteca bine, addugand si apd din mare, ca
sa faca tigld pentru acoperisuri. Nisipul se facu albastru din
cauza apei; Sihastrul il framanta bine, apoi forma pdtrate, pe
care le framanta si le modeld dupa forma coapsei sale. Le ldsa
sd se coacd la soare.

Cand termind, lud prima aschie cu care desenase in
nisip si scrise pe malul izolat si nemaivazut urmadtoarele
cuvinte:

Fiecare bataie de inimd,
un bob de strugure,
fiecare strugure, un pahar de vin,
iar fiecare pahar de vin,
o mare-n care stelele se scaldd.

Patru picdturi de ploaie,
fac zece cuie de aramd,
zece cuie, 0 impdrdtie unde
impdratul isi pagste oile.

comprehension, intricate yet simple, lying in a triangular
plane with gardens and streets. Then the Hermit set the
stones in two opposing diagonal corners, drank from the
bottle which was still full as at first, and slept once more. This
time when the Hermit came to the two stones had
transformed into vast high honey-colored walls that filled in
the wooden framework. After this the Hermit poured the
bottle of nectar into the sand and added sea water to make
tiles for the roof. The sand turned blue from the water, was
kneaded properly and then formed into squares, and after,
pressed and shaped around the top of the hermit’s thigh, then
left to bake in the sun.

When it was finished the Hermit took the first stick
that scribed the plan in the sand and wrote these lines on the
strange shore:

Every heartbeat,

a grape blossom,

every grape, a glass of wine and
every glass of wine, a sea in which the stars bathe.

Four drops of rain make
ten brass nails, and ten brass nails,
a kingdom where the
king tends sheep.

(w‘\: EMPORARY

Livexatune Puress
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A twinkle of the eye, a secret

O sclipire-a ochiului, o taind slipped like unstrung beads;
scapatd ca margelele neinsirate, every bead, a moon forever full
fiecare margea, o lund mereu plind beneath whose light I sleep in
sub lumina cireia dorm in Your arms once more.

bratele tale incd o datd. and then walked into the sea.

Apoi intrd in mare.

Conremronany
Livearune Puess
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Cartea XII

In clipa cand am intrat in bucitarie am observat ci
disparuse. El incercd sd-si ascunda fapta ldaudand curdtenia
din bucatdrie, si intr-adevdr, era curata, dar de o curdtenie
anormald, adicd goald, atdt si nimic mai mult. Nu eram
impresionatd, oricum.

M-am dus cu sufletul spre masd, langad chiuvetd,
pentru a vedea mai bine lucrurile. Da. Disparuse, era clar. Si
alte lucruri dispdruserda — un duldpior pentru mirodenii de
la mama, sticlute cu fel de fel de seminte pulbere, rozmarin
pisat, cimbru-garfunkelzit, frunze de dafin uscate, tari si fara
margini, si rddacind uscata de patrunjel, mai mult galben
decat verde. Niste frunzulite aspre. Totusi, erau cadou de la
mama. Lipseau. Si cutia pentru paine care era, drept sa spun,
prea micd pentru o paine normald, si-n plus se si deschidea
cu greu. Pusesem in cutie tot felul de prostioare — pungi pe
care le impdturisem frumos in caz c-as avea nevoie de ele,
desi nu se ivise o astfel de ocazie. Lipsea si asta. Da,
e-adevdrat cd nu-mi aminteam cate unelte stiteau intr-un
borcan ca un buchet cu tulpini de lemn si de otel, usor
inclinate, ca un manuchi de flori intr-o vaza taraneasca. Nici
una nu mai era. Imi parea riu mai ales dupa lingurile de

Book XII

I noticed she was missingstolen the minute I walked into
the kitchen. He tried to hide the deed by bragging about how
clean it was, the kitchen, indeed it was, but the empty kind,
so I wasn’t impressed.

My heart walked over to the counter next to the sink to
have a better look. Yes, she was gone, alright. Other things
were missing too — a spice rack from my mother, with full
bottles of pulverized seeds and slivered rosemary and
garfunkeled-thyme, stiff warped bay leaves with missing
pieces and faded stubble of parsley, more yellow than green.
Spiky cloves. But even so, it was a gift from my mother.
Gone. And the bread box that was too small for serious bread,
whose door stuck besides. I used to put silly things in there
like tiny brown bags I had folded neatly in the event that I
would need such a bag, but never actually did. Also gone. It's
true I couldn’t remember just how many utensils stood like a
slanted bouquet with wood and stainless steel stems in a
stout ceramic vase, but the spoons — those worn wooden
spoons, the smooth handles that loved the touch of my
grandmother’s fingers when she wrote stew, or scribbled
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lemn — cu cozile lor netede de-atata folosire; ele cunoscusera
cu mare drag atingerea bunicii mele cind amesteca ea in
tocdnitd, de parc-ar fi scris cu lingura de lemn, compunand
versuri aromatice din fdind imprdstiatd in untdelemn incins,
cu usturoi tocat mdrunt; linguri care se rezemau una de
cealaltd in vaza aceea de ceramicd. Dispdruserd toate. Ochii
mei mutau din cale un burete galben, pdtrat la fel ca si
chiuveta, cu suprafata ei mata. Peretele lucea sub privirea
mea. Mai mult decét evident cd ea nu mai era.

“Ungurii sunt curati,” se mandri el pe un ton
impundtor.

Nu-mi aduceam aminte sd fi fost vreodatd mai cald
de-atat in iulie ca atunci. Aerul era apos, plin de molecule ca
icrele, fdcandu-mi pielea grea de sudoare.

“Undee—"

“Nu stiu. E curat. Am facut totul curat, nu vezi?”

“Dar unde e—"“

“Ungurii sunt curati. Cand eram copil, mereu faceam
curdtenie si tocmai mama mea, ea insdsi curatd, ma credea un
ciudat fiindcd tot timpul faceam curat. Vezi tu ce frumos
arata? E curat.”

Avea dreptate mama lui.

Se intoarse cu spatele. Nu rdspunse. Nu vdzuse ca
sufletul mi-era pe masd, in fata lui nu observase nici ochii mei
plimbandu-se pe pereti. Mi-am luat restul fiintei si-am plecat

sifted flour into hot oil with minced garlic, propped one
against the other in that ceramic pot — not there. I moved
aside with my eyes the indifferent square sponge and the sink
with the dull blameless finish; the wall shined as my eyes
rolled across it, so now it was obvious that she was simply
not there.

“Hungarians are clean,” he said with magnificent tone.

I can’t remember a more oppressive heat in July. The
air was mushy, the molecules like invisible fish eggs
clumping against my skin, making me heavy with
despairsweat,

“Where is—"

“I don’t know. It’s clean. I made it clean, see?”

“But where—"

“Hungarians are clean. When I was a child, I was
always cleaning and even my mother, who was also very
clean, thought I was strange because I was always cleaning.
See how nice it looks? Clean.”

His mother was right.

He turned away. He did not answer. He did not see
my heart on the counter, or my eyes on the wall. I took the
rest of me and went looking in a loud sort of way.
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sd o caut mai departe.

“Am pus-o pe acolo pe undeva,” zise el de parca
spunea un lucru mare, ardtdnd cu degetele lui cdrnoase
aiurea, citre o camaruta micd, dincolo de bucatarie.

Am zdrit dulapiorul cu mirodenii, ascuns aldturi de o
cutie de lemn pentru paine, amandoud rasturnate intr-un
carton. Ea, insd, nu era printre ele.

“Poate am aruncat-o,” adaugd cu un glas atat de gol
incat produse un ecou in pieptul si-n orbitele ochiilor mei.
Tocmai pe aceea o aruncase. Un miros de acrd blasfemie facu
mici rotocoale putrede in aer.

Era intr-o marti dupd-amiaza, semn ca tot gunoiul ce
fusese dus in strada cam la 30 de metri de casa clocotise sub
soarele fierbinte toatd ziua. Urdsc enorm gunoiul pentru ca
ratonii umbld mereu prin el, si culeg avizi mizeriile,
facandu-ma sa-mi pierd vremea sa-1 greblez de pe jos, sd
adun mereu resturile de ambalaje murdare si cojile de
legume azvarlite ici-colo la loc in containerul mare. Iar
mirosul....

De data asta era si mai nepldcut. Temperaturd
indbusitoare, umezeald groaznica. Auzeam camionul de
gunoi la micd distantd asa cd nu aveam prea mult timp la
dispozitie. Imi simteam inima si ochii uitindu-se inapoia mea
prin geamul de la bucatarie. I-am ldsat in urma ca pe niste
copii ce trebuie protejati cand le spui, “Stati acolo.”

“I put it over there. Somewhere,” he said, as if giving a
grand speech, pointing his thick fingers in the direction of a
tiny room off the kitchen.

I saw the spice rack and bread box huddled together in
a cardboard box but she wasn’t with them.

“Maybe I threw it out,” he added with such hollow
intonation that it echoed in my chest and eye sockets. It. And
a smell like blasphemy made rancid curls in the air.

It was Tuesday afternoon, which meant the garbage
that had been hauled to the street some 400 feet away had
been simmering in the hot sun all day. I hate garbage with an
unusual zeal because the raccoons routinely get into it,
gleaning the sordid contents with wild abandon, which
means I am forced to spend time with it — the garbage,
raking it, flicking the far flung particles of stained wrappers
and dead vegetable peelings back into the can. And the
smell...

This was different, however. It was 96 degrees and
muggy. I could hear the garbage truck a short distance away
so I hadn’t much time. I could feel my heart and my eyes
looking after me from the kitchen window. I left them behind
the way you do children who need to be protected when you
say “Wait here.”
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Fuseserd patru containere mari de plastic aliniate la
marginea drumului. Cand am deschis primul capac ars de
soare, m-a izbit in fatd un miros ranced, cald.

Am inceput sd respir pe gurd ca sa-mi salvez plamanii,
si mirosul s-a dus tocmai in burtd, ca si cum puteam pdcali
mintea sd creadd ca mirosul urat nu exista, tocmai prin faptul
ca evitasem sd-1 inhalez. Am scormonit la repezeald prin
putoarea fructelor borsite ce fermentau acolo impreuna cu
ramasite de rosii stricate. Nu avusesem timp nici sd-mi iau
manusi sau cel putin o lopatd —orice, ca sda nu trebuiasca sa
dau la o parte mizeria cu mana. Dar nu aveam decat mainile
la dispozitie. Bun.

Nu am gasit-o.

Am deschis al doilea container care era oricum mai
uscat, dar la fel de scarbos. L-am golit pe jumadtate in primul,
scormonind gunoiul ca ratonii ce md enervau. Din nou nimic.

Al treilea container era umed si dezgustator, coji moi
de pepene, seminte vestejite (aveam si o porumbitd, Noabh,
de-aceea atatea seminte), care se lipeau de degete, hartii
nacldite intr-o substantd vascoasd. Trebuia sd fie in ultimul.
Ea.

Oare la ce naiba se gandise el? Cine-ar mai face asa
ceva? Eram neincrezadtoare, dar si jignitd, insd mai mult trista
decat jenatd, mai degrabd jignitd decat suparatd. Am

There they were, four large rubbish cans in a neat row
along the side of the road. When I lifted the flaccid plastic lid
off the first one a burst of stagnant warm putrid air hit my
face.

My nose diverted the function of breathing to my mouth
as if to spare my lungs the sickening odor, so the noxious
fumes dove straight to my stomach, as if I could fool my own
brain into thinking the stench didn’t exist, simply because I
had bypassed the olfactory. Quickly I hunted through the
smelly foam gurgling from sagging fruit and rotting tomatoes
scraps. I hadn’t had time to bother with gloves or even a
shovel —anything but my fingers. Fingers it was. I didn’t find
her. I opened the second can and it was drier, but no less
disgusting.

Half I emptied into the first, sifting through the refuse
like the raccoons that vex me. Nothing.

The third can of garbage was wet and ugly, soft
deformed rinds of melon, withered seeds (I had a dove
named Noah), sticking to my hands, papers damp with
condensed swill of mingled juice and slime. She must be in
the last one. She.

What was he thinking? Who does this kind of thing? I
was incredulous, but I was hurt too, yet more sad than hurt,
more hurt than angry. I rummaged through the fourth can of
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scormonit al patrulea container, iscandu-mi greata si frisoane
in tot trupul.

Acolo, jos, la fund, sub niste oase de gdini storcite, se
afla iconita cu Maica Precistd pe un lantisor cu un peste mic.
Ar trebui sa explic ce e cu pestele. Cand fiii mei erau mici am
avut un acvariu si pusesem nume fiecarui peste. Eu alesem
Lucky. Mai tarziu, dupd ziua mea, bdietii mi-au cumparat o
momeald pentru pescuit, spundndu-mi cd era “un peste
norocos”. Asa cd am scos carligul si o purtam la chei. De-a
lungul anilor am primit la fiecare zi de nastere sau la vreun
alt eveniment important, un pestisor la fel, asa ca in scurt
timp au ajuns peste tot, agatati de diverse lucruri mai mult
sau mai putin valoroase. Intdmplarea a ficut s& am un
lantisor mai lung si inca un pestisor tot asa, mai lung. Stdtea
atarnat intr-un cui pe peretele din bucdtdrie fara nici o
semnificatie deosebita, pana cand i-am pus si o iconitd de
argint. L-am mutat la geamul de la chiuvetd fiindca
petreceam multa vreme spdland vase. Icoana cu Maica
Precistd, Pruncul Sfant si pestisorul norocos au stat multi ani
in acel cui. Sa explic ce era cu iconita.

Icoanele sunt unice pentru crestinii ortodocsi, care,
spre deosebire de catolici, nu permit statuile ca obiecte de
cult (sunt si alte deosebiri, insa nu au vreo relevanta pentru
povestirea de fatd). In schimb, ortodocsii venereaza icoanele,
care sunt chipuri sfinte sau reprezentdri intr-un spatiu dublu

garbage, feeling nausea in my mind and a burning in my
bones; there, at the very bottom beneath some gnarled
chicken bones was my icon of the Virgin Mary on a long key
chain with a fish. I should explain the fish. When my sons
were young we had a little aquarium, and gave names to all
the fish. I chose Lucky. For my next birthday they bought me
a fishing lure and said it was a “lucky” fish. So I removed the
hooks and wore it on my key chain. Over the years I received
many more lucky fish so that in a while they were
everywhere, attached to things of importance, or not. It
happened that I had a very long key chain, and a very long
lucky fish that I put on it. It used to hang on a nail on the wall
in the kitchen, important unto itself, until one day I put a
silver icon on it too. Then I hung it on the kitchen window
over the sink, because I spent so much time there. She had
been there for years, the Madonna, with the Child, and the
lucky fish. I should explain the icon.

Icons are particular to Orthodox Christians who,
unlike the Catholics, do not permit statues as objects of
veneration. Instead they venerate icons, which are sacred
images or representations in two-dimensional space. They are
flat. Like paintings or pictures. They are holy and as
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dimensionat. Sunt plate, ca tablourile. Sunt sfinte si apar atat
in casele credinciosilor cat si in biserici. Icoanele sunt scrise,
nu desenate. Scrise. Primele au fost descoperite in catacombe
unde s-au ascuns primii crestini persecutati, in secolul 1. In
pofida a doud perioade istorice de iconoclasm, a cdror
intentie a fost sa distruga dinadins toate icoanele, ca si cand
erau idoli pdgani, aceste lucrdri magnifice au jucat un rol de
seamd in credinta ortodoxd; unii zic ca aceste icoane sunt
ferestre inspre rai, chipuri tdcute prin care credinciosii pot
veni in legdturd cu divinul. O legenda frumoasa despre
originea icoanelor apare in povestea Veronicdi, femeia care a
sters fata lui Hristos cu basmaua ei in timp ce El ducea crucea
in spate. Amprenta fetei lui Hristos a ramas imprimata pe
basma. Altd istorie povesteste despre Printul Avgar, suferind
de lepra, Care 1l rugase pe Hristos s& vina la el si-1 vindece
de boala, insa se apropiau patimile Lui si nu mai putea pleca;
astfel, Hristos si-a sters fata cu o bucata de panza si i-a
trimis-o bolnavului. Aceastd panza a devenit vestitul
Mandilion, adicd icoana nefacutd de maéini omenesti. Mai
mult, Sfantul Apostol Luca era medic si pictor, iar primele
icoane cu Fecioara Maria au fost atribuite lui. Un calugar pe
nume Sofronie a descoperit doud icoane ale Sfantului Apostol
Luca intr-o pesterd la Soumela. Desigur, nenumadrate
miracole sunt atribuie icoanelor de-a lungul istoriei, in lumea
intreagd, insd fiecare icoand este la fel de importanta ca si

commonplace in Orthodox homes as they are in churches.
Icons, regardless of the medium — are “written”, not painted
or drawn. Written. The first ones appeared in catacombs
where persecuted Christians hid in the 1st century. Despite
two periods of iconoclasm which moved to destroy icons as if
they were idols, these magnificent works have an important
role in the Eastern Orthodox faith; they are, some say,
windows to heaven, silent images through which the faithful
can connect to the divine. One legendary origin for the icon is
the story of Veronica, a woman who reputedly wiped the face
of Jesus with her veil as he carried his cross. The image of
Christ’s face was left in the cloth. Another story tells of Prince
Avgar who suffered from leprosy. He had begged Jesus to
visit him and heal his infirmity, but the Passion was at hand,
so Jesus wiped his face with a cloth and sent it to the prince.
This became the celebrated Mandylion — the icon not made
by human hands. Besides this, St Luke was a physician and a
painter, and the first icons of the Virgin Mary were attributed
to him. A monk named Sophronios discovered the two icons
painted by Luke in a cave at Soumela. Of course countless
miracles are attributed to icons spanning history and the
world over, but each icon is no less than another. They are
not, however, aesthetic works of art —they are more than this.
St. Veronica’s Veil and the Mandylion were lost and the
prospect of losing my little icon loomed as devastating to me.
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celelalte. Totodatd ele nu sunt numai lucrdri estetice de artd
— sunt mai mult de-atat. Valul Sfintei Veronica si Madilionul
s-au pierdut si ideea de a-mi pierde acum iconita mi se pdrea
la fel de ingrozitoare.

O scosesem din gunoi exact cum ai smulge un copil
din apa in care se ineacd. Daca vreodata mi-am inchipuit ca
Fecioara mi-a vorbit, atunci a fost, numai cd m-am temut de
reprosurile Ei. “Cum ai putut sa-i lasi sa-mi facd una ca asta,
copile?” (Si, pret de o secundd, mi-am inchipuit si cd mi se
adreseazd cu un apelativ plin de candoare, apoi insd mi-am
dat seama cd probabil se referea la Fiul ei). Se mai intampla,
din cand in cand, ca o icoana sd plangd, dar n-am mai auzit sa
si vorbeascd. De-aceea gurile sfintilor sunt intotdeauna
inchise. Si de aceea oamenii nu sunt sfinti.

Cand m-am intors in casd, mi-am linistit sufletul si
ochii ce pand atunci fusesera atat de ingrijorati si plansi de
emotii incat de-abia si-au revenit.

El era altundeva.

Au trecut ore intregi pand ce-am putut sda dau ochii cu
el. Am pus-o pe Fecioara cu Pruncul Sfant si pestisorul cel
norocos inapoi la locul lor la fereastra si dupd aceea am facut
o baie fierbinte.

“Cum de-ai fost capabil de una ca asta?” l1-am intrebat
cand l-am vazut mai tarziu in aceeasi seara.

Glasul mi-era grav. A stat in fata mea, fard a schita

I pulled her from the rubbish the way one would pull a
drowning child from the water. If ever I thought the Virgin
would speak to me, it was then, but then I feared her
reproach: “How could you let him do this to me, my child?”
(And for a split second I imagined she was adding a tender
appellation to me, before I realized she was probably
referring to her son). Icons have been known to weep, but
they never, ever speak. This is why the mouths of figures in
icons are always closed.

When I got back to the house I collected my heart and
eyes that were by now so anxious and swollen with emotion
they scarcely fit back in their usual places.

He was elsewhere.

Hours passed before I could even bear to look at him. I
restored her to her place by the window and took a long
shower. When I saw him later that evening, I said,

“How could you do such a thing?”

My voice was hard. He stood before me absent of
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vreun gest familiar. Parea complet gol inlduntrul lui si ciudat
din cale-afara. L-a simtit pe Dumnezeu tremurand in adancul
meu si dintr-o data un nor de praf s-a ldsat, ca un blestem,
peste ungurul iconoclast.

Dupad cateva luni am aflat ca mi s-a facut dreptate si ca
ungurului i se refuzase azilul politic si fusese deportat la
Miercurea-Ciuc — asta dupa ce pierdusem 10 ani cu avocati
si prin procese la tribunale. Totusi, aproape ca un ritual
practicat mai mult din nevoie, aruncam zilnic cu sdgeti in
fotografia lui pe care o aveam pe tabla de darts. Era o poza
micd pe care nu o pusesem drept in mijloc, ci tocmai in zona
unde tinteam eu de obicei. Avea o multime de gauri mici,
pretutindeni. $i totusi, parca nu erau destule.

Dupad doi ani, intr-o noapte rece, am primit un telefon
cu totul neasteptat.

“Janos e mort,” spuse omul.

M-am uitat la iconita.

“Cum?”

“Tu l-ai trimis la moarte,” zise omul acum mai tare, cu
dusmanie.

“Ce s-a-ntamplat?”

“S-a spanzurat. L-a gdsit mama lui in grajd.”

Era cu trei zile inainte de ziua lui.

Ce tembel, Doamne iartd-ma!

Cand i-am povestit fiului meu cd Janos murise, el a

anything familiar. He seemed abundantly vacant and queer. I
felt God shudder and a dust settled upon the obsessively
clean Hungarian iconoclast like a curse.

I felt a wee bit vindicated only months later when I
heard he had been deported, this, after a ten-year dalliance
with immigration and appeals lawyers. Still, I continued to
throw slender pointed missiles at his picture on my dart
board. It was a small picture that I offset intentionally from
the bull’s-eye on account of the small target and my inferior
aim. Plenty of holes, though. There weren’t enough holes

even So.

Two years later on a cold-cold night I got a most
unexpected phone call.

“Janos is dead,” said the man’s voice.

I looked at the icon.

“What?”

“You sent him to his death,” the man said with a thick
angry voice.

I looked at the dart board.

“How?”

“He hanged himself. His mother found him.”

He was three days shy of his birthday. What a pathetic
jerk. When I told my son that Janos was dead, he said, after
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rdspuns dupad cateva clipe de gandire:

“Ce-ar fi fost daca o sageata uriasa l-ar fi strapuns
intr-o zi, pe cand se plimba pe stradd? Ar fi fost o chestie, nu
crezi?”

Amuzant. Adicd nu prea. De fapt, da, amuzant, ca un
desen comic. Incercam s4 regret faptul c4 tintisem cu sigeti in
fotografia lui in fiecare zi, timp de un an de zile. Intr-un final,
am scos poza gduritd si am aruncat-o in foc cu toate celelalte
poze cu el pe care le-am gasit. In fine, nu puteam si ma
impac cu ce se intamplase. Niciodatd nu am putut suferi
sinuciderea, mai ales cd este o formd lasd de a transpune
povara ta altcuiva. Cinci ani aveau sa treaca pana sa visez ca
el isi infigea degetele in pieptul meu, parcd sa-mi scoatd
inima cu totul. M-am trezit gafdind dupa o gura de aer.

Si tuseam putin.

Am iesit afard asa cum mi-e obiceiul ca s&d-mi
improspdtez mintea si sd ma uit la luna. La inceput am fost
atat de tulburata de vis incat colindam constelatiile, una cate
una, confuzd. Dar cerul pdrea ciudat. Un ansamblu asimetric
de stele lucea intens in jurul Stelei Polare, cum nu mai
vdzusem niciodatd. Ca sd vezi. Apoi luna se scurse intr-o
ceatd deasd, ca o gustare, inainte de-a fi inghititd de-un nor
cenusiu. Constelatia fulgerad formidabil direct in centru, apoi
se fdcu nevazuta.

collecting his thoughts,

“Wouldn’t that be something if it a big giant dart just
happened to run him through as he was walking down the
street? Wouldn't it?”

Funny. Well, maybe not so much. Actually, it was.
Funny, I mean, like a Farside comic. I tried to make myself
feel guilty that I had thrown darts at his picture every day for
a year. I simply took his picture down and burned it in a
roaring fire, with every other picture I could find of him. Still
I could not reconcile the matter in my conscious mind. I never
could abide suicide especially because it's such a cowardly
way of passing on your burden to someone else. Five years
would pass before I would dream he was digging his fingers
into my chest and I woke up gasping.

I coughed a little too.

I went outdoors as I frequently do to clear my head
and gaze at the moon. At first I thought I was so shaken from
my dream that I was confused as I visited the constellations,
one by one. But something was disconcerting about the sky.
An asymmetrical cluster of stars shone brightly near the
North star, resembling nothing I'd ever seen on a sky chart.
Imagine that. Then the moon melted into a haze like an
aperitif before being swallowed completely by a bone-grey
cloud. The strange constellation blazed with light at its center,
then vanished into the darkness.
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Al naibii ungur. Se distra pe seama mea cd nu ma
sdturam niciodatd sd privesc luna.

“Nu inteleg la ce te uiti, zicea el, dispretuitor. Nu stii
cd e aceeasi luna ca intotdeauna? Nimic nou. E-aceeasi.”

Bineinteles cd in roméand suna mai injositor; pentru ca
vorbise in romand, limba pe care o vorbisem noi doi intrucat
eu nu stiam maghiara (de fapt am incercat s-o invat, am si
scris o poezie in ungureste pe care am pus intr-o sticld goald
ca el s-o gdseascd; vai, ce proastd eram). Cat despre
ungureste, culmea evangheliei lui Janos cere sa fii ungur ca sa
meriti privilegiul de a vorbi ungureste. In fine, nimeni nu
doreste sd fie ungur, in afarda de unguri, asa cd am renuntat
complet la limba lor. Se ndscuse in Transilvania, deci era
foarte amarat din cauza traiului de care avusese parte ca
minoritate, in loc sa fi fost mare mostenitor al Imperiului
Austro-Ungar (care la randul lui impusese limba maghiard
romanilor). Asa se cucereste un popor; prin limba.

Damned Hungarian. He used to make fun of me
because I never tired of looking at the moon. He would say in
that offhand way,

“I don’t know why you find the moon so interesting. It
is the same thing, the same moon, all the time, nothing new
about it. The same.”

Of course it sounded even more deprecating in
Romanian, which is what we spoke to each other since
Hungarian was inaccessible to me (oh, I tried to learn it, I
even wrote a poem in Hungarian that I had slipped into an
empty bottle for him to find, but as far as languages go, it is
exclusive to the point that to speak it, you must also be
Hungarian. Let’s just say that the rules of grammar, the
sound of the words, the complexity of all the nuances
reserved for initiates is simply not worth the trouble. Nobody
wants to be Hungarian, except Hungarians). But he hailed
from Transylvania (after it had been returned to Romania
from the Austro-Hungarian Empire); this meant he was a
bitter Hungarian, displaced by post-World War II allied
powers and cartographers, so Romanian was now
compulsory (just as Hungarian had been for Romanians
once). My grandparents used to speak Hungarian because
they had to; their names were changed, the names of their
towns and villages were changed — that is, afterall, how one
conquers. By language.
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Bunicul meu, losif Panti, a murit thainte ca eu sd ma
nasc, dar mi-1 amintesc perfect. Il vizusem intr-o zi in grajd,
imbrdcat in costum inchis, stand langa masina rosie de tuns
iarbd. Masina era veche, fard motor, cu lame arcuite pe
orizontald, indoite si rasucite elegant in jurul unei axe. Cand

“"_J7

o impingeai, lamele se invarteau scotand un “r” pronuntat.
Bunicul statea linistit, tacut. Nu aveam decat vreo patru ani,
dar fard indoiald, era el. Nu stiam ce inseamna faptul ca el
stdtea tocmai langa masina de tuns iarbd. Dar in timp ce ma
privea in tdcere, stiteam ghemuitd si curdtam iarba moale si
unsuroasd de pe lame. Mai facusem o astfel de prostie cand
sora mea mai mare mergea cu o bicicletd cu rotite de sprijin
in spate (roata din spate era sprijinitd de inca doud mai mici
in ambele parti ca sa nu-si piardd balansul. Sora-mea ddduse
peste o micd groapad direct sub roata principald, iar pamantul
de sub rotile de sprijin era putin mai ridicat. Efectul a fost ca
rotile de sprijin tineau bicicleta in mers, numai cd roata
principald putea totusi sa se invirta liberd. Eu, intrigata de
bicicleta imobild, mi-am badgat degetul intre spite ca sa curat
uleiul moale si negru de pe ele. N-am nici o explicatie. Fireste
cd sora mea s-a pornit sd dea din pedale, ciopartindu-mi
degetul, incat am avut nevoie de sapte copci. Probabil ca m-
as fi tdiat si mai rau atunci pe lama de masina de tdiat iarba,
dacd nu era bdtranul sa ma apere de-o prostie asemdndtoare
cu nenorocirea cu bicicleta. Oricum, cAnd m-am maturizat,

My grandfather, Iosif Panti, died before I was born but
I remember him vividly. I saw him in the garage one day
dressed in a dark suit, standing by the red lawnmower, the
old-fashioned kind without motors and pull cords. It had
gently bent blades, whose ends were offset in opposite ends
of the horizontal carousel between two rubber wheels that cut
the grass off at the knees. It whirred like subtle rolling r
sounds off the tongue, and there he stood, my grandfather. I
couldn’t have been more than four — but it was him alright.
He didn’t say anything, probably because he didn’t want to
frighten me, so he just stood there, watching me as I ran my
little finger along the edge of the lawnmower blade to clean
the oily green gunk off of it. I did the same thing on a bicycle
spoke one time. My sister was riding her bicycle with training
wheels, and a depression in the pavement, straddled by the
training wheels, prevented the back wheel from touching the
ground. This allowed my sister to peddle madly while
remaining stationary. When she had stopped pedaling, I
noticed the oily black gunk on the spokes so naturally, I ran
my little finger over the spoke when the wheel had come to a
stop. All of a sudden my sister resumed her cycling and
mangled my finger seven stitches worth. Most likely I would
have cut myself deeper on the lawnmower blade too had my
grandfather not been standing there, looking at me as though
I were about to do something stupid, which I did. When I
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am fdcut rost de o magina de taiat iarba in speranta ca poate
batranul ar veni din nou. {i simteam lipsa nespus de mult
fiindcd 1-am vazut doar o data.

Eu cu ungurul, in orice caz, comunicam pe roméneste,
cu toate cd pentru el era o limba artificiald. Oricum, el n-a
primit pretioasa si mult dorita permisiune de sedere in
America.

Insa constelatia aceea era interesantd — lucru cum nu
se poate mai ciudat... Ce-a putut sa insemne? Si dacd as
spune ca stiu ce insemna? Deocamdatd ramane de aflat, dar o
ceatd deasd se asternuse peste lund, ca o patd ingrozitoare.
Bunica mea zicea adesori ca ceata pe luna prezice ploaie. De
fapt, daca nu ma-nsel, in noaptea aceea chiar a stat sa ploua.

grew up I acquired such a lawnmower in the hopes that my
grandfather would show up again. I missed him terribly,
having seen him just the one time.

The Hungarian and I, in any event, communicated in
Romanian, and that meant very little, because it was an
artificial language for him, while I was quite at home in it.
Anyway, he didn’t get the green card he was after.

But the strange constellation — that was perfectly
weird. What could it mean? What would you say if I told you
that I know what it means? Anyway, a thick haze spread like
a stain over the moon. My grandmother would say that
whenever the moon is hazy it means rain. Come to think of it,
on that particular night, it did feel like rain.
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Cartea XIII

Pe maésurd ce se indlta tot mai sus, demential, Tngerul
tremura tot mai tare, pe cand eu, neavand o forma corporala,
ca sa zic asa, aveam senzatia ca sufletul-mi se dezlipea de pe
golul lui intreg, rostogolindu-se inapoi cdtre esentele
originare, intorcandu-se impotriva vantului fenomenal de
puternic din spatiu. El se indreptd spre gaura din bolta
cereascd, cu sufletul meu prins in pene ca o danteld captiva
intre scaieti. Cand sd intre pe gaurd, isi stranse aripile pe
langa trupul lui ars de zborul mantuirii si insfdcd puternic o
parte din sufletul meu rupt si plat care, din fericire, era cam
tot miezul sufletului, adicd partea cea mai purd si mai densa.
Restul sufletului imi fusese abandonat si imprastiat ca un puf
de papddie prin largul universului.

Intr-o izbucnire mantuitoare Ingerul intrd pe gaurd in
vitezd, incetinit doar de ramasitele mele pamantesti atarnand
dupd el ca o parasutd zdrentuita. Se tavali, se rostogoli, se
diddu peste cap scrijelind firmamentul cu o gratie
nebuneascd, inlocuind tihna de mult inrdd&dcinatd acolo cu o
pulbere albastra si cu fel de fel de particule mistice,
oprindu-se impundtor tocmai la picioarele marelui

Book XIII

The Angel shivered as he sped higher and higher like
a madman, while I, having no corporeal form to speak of, felt
my soul peeling away from his immense and naked form,
rolling backward on my essence, turning my soul inside out
against the phenomenal wind shear of space. He made for
the hole in the floor of Heaven with my soul caught on
shoots of featherless quills like chiffon snared by nettles. On
his final approach he pulled his wings taut against his body
now singed with fiery flight and clasped over part of my torn
and matted soul which, fortunately, totaled the center of my
soul, the purest, densest part. The rest of it was forsaken and
dispersed like dandelion fluff across the universe.

In a burst of redemption the Angel plowed through
the hole, slowed by my ragged remains billowing behind
him like a forlorn parachute. He rolled, somersaulted; he
tumbled, furrowing the firmament with reckless grace,
displacing a long established serenity with blue-white dust
and tufts of mystical particles, skidding to a magnificent halt
at the very feet of the great God. He lay there in a tangled
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Dumnezeu. Aseza in fata Lui, intr-o panza incalcita de fire si
fibre, fasii din sufletul sihastrului, intinse de la aripile lui
impestritate pana la intrare, pe mii de cioturi de pene.

“Arati ca vai de capul tdu,” zise El intr-un final, pe un
ton foarte cumsecade. “Sincer sa fiu, m-am asteptat la o
intrare ceva mai eleganta dupd atatea incercari.”

£

“Tartd-md, Doamne, “ se balbai ingerul, tremurand si
cercetandu-si penajul retezat si incd fumegand de la intrarea
facutd, tragand usor de ici, de colo firele razlete ale sufletului
Sihastrului, care emiteau note muzicale precum corzile
harpei rupandu-se cdnd sunt prea incordate. “Gaura aceea
parca tot mai micd si mai stramta se face.”

“Ei, si?”

Ingerul se jend. Dumnezeu era tulburat. Din nou. Se
Mihail
obignuite. Rafael, insd, pleca ochii adanci ca intotdeauna si

uitd amenintdtor la anticipAndu-i reprosurile
zise incet:

“Aduc fusul.”

Fusul uitdrii era o solutie binecuvantata pentru starea
tragica a Sihastrului. Fiecare fir ce putu fi recuperat din
sufletul lui fu adunat cu mare grija pe fus pana se facu
precum un fuior mare si alb strapuns de un bat. Apoi
Dumnezeu a rostit o rugdciune peste sufletul Sihastrului tors
ca nou, scuipand asupra lui ca sd nu-1 deoache nimeni si ca sa

fie vindecat de orice boala si scdpat de orice sabie sau foc sau

web of filament and fiber, strands of the Hermit's soul
stretched from a thousand crushed and splintered quill stalks
on his mottled wings back to the point of entry.

“You look like hell,” He said, finally, in a matter of
fact sort of way. “Honestly, I expected a more triumphant
entrance after so many, many times.”

“Forgive me, Lord,” stammered the Angel, shivering
and inspecting the embarrassing stubble that was still
smoking, pulling gently at the strands of the Hermit’s soul
that popped in different tones like harp strings that snapped
when they are wound too tightly. “That hole seems to get
smaller and smaller”.

“Indeed.”

The Angel was humiliated. God was annoyed. Again.
He anticipated Michael’s rebuke and squinted ever so
slightly in his direction. Raphael bent his head in his
generous fashion and said quietly,

“I'll get the spindle.”

The spindle of forgetting was a merciful solution to
the Hermit's tragic state. Each recoverable strand was
carefully wound around the spindle until it looked like a
brilliant white cocoon with a stick running through it. Then
God spoke a prayer of enchantment over the Hermit’s newly
spun soul followed by the traditional ptui-ptui (ritual
spitting), to keep evil at bay and heal the Hermit of all
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potop. Zise apoi cdtre Rafael:

“Vezi sa aibd unde sd se odihneasca in pace, unde nu
este nici intristare, nici suspin.”

Rafael il duse pe Sihastrul invelit ca intr-un giulgiu pe
o coastd izolata cu foarte putind vegetatie si un promontoriu
care privea inspre marea linistitd. Urca foarte sus pe stanca si
culcd fusul cu grija, ca sa nu se vadd. Apoi picurd peste
sufletul Sihastrului mir si balsam, aprinse o luménare si o
puse langa el. De deasupra sufletului invelit mai smulse
cateva suvite si le freca intre degete deasupra flacarii iar
acestea se aprinsera intr-un smoc de fum, raspandind in jurul
Sihastrului un parfum pldcut.

“Asta iti va pecetlui sederea tainicd pana-ti va veni

ceasul Invierii. Nimic nu te va atinge pand atunci. Dormi.”

Mai tarziu fusul se prefdcu intr-o coastd de lemn, iar
coasta in membre, iar membrele in picioare si maini lungi,
inguste. Sihastrul incd dormea. Dar in timp ce organismul i
se dezvolta adanc in sufletul tors, cochilia sclipitoare se
incorporad in interiorul pieptului si al spatelui Sihastrului, ca o
armura de fildes peste cdmasa de zale. Cand se trezi
Sihastrul, lumea era in razboi.

Un razboi cu-adevarat ingrozitor. O cetate puternica
cu ziduri de culoarea mierii, si 370 de turnuri se inaltasera
deasupra unei madri de marmurd, in varful unui triunghi care

manner of affliction. He said to Raphael,
“See that the Hermit has a quiet place to rest.”

Raphael took the Hermit to a secluded coast with sparse
vegetation and a peaceful promontory that overlooked a
tranquil sea. He climbed high onto the rocky outcroppings
and laid the spindle out of sight, out of curiosity’s reach. He
drizzled oil and balsam over the Hermit's soul then lit a
candle, which he set beside it. At the very top of the wrapped
and bundled soul he twisted a few strands loose and rubbed
them between his fingers over the flame so they made a
crisping noise that further produced a fine wisp of smoke
that dispersed a wondrous fragrance all around the Hermit.

“This will seal your sojourn until the appointed time.
No harm will come to you.”

The spindle slowly gave way to a wooden spine, and
the spine to limbs and limbs to long slender hands and feet
and all the while the Hermit slumbered. But as the organism
formed and developed inside the spun soul, the brilliant
white shell merged into the contours of the Hermit’s back
and chest, like ivory armor over ivory chainmail. When the
Hermit awoke, the world was at war.

And a bloody war it was indeed. A mighty fortress
with honey-colored walls and 370 towers rose above a
marble sea at the apex of a great triangle that defined a city
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demarca un oras sub asediu. Batdlia fu inspdimadtoare, cu
distrugeri inimaginabile, cumplite — madcel, surpare, chin si
sacrificiu. Tradare. Praddciune. Si pe madsurd ce batdlia se
intetea, sangele se revdrsa in siroaie de rosu-aprins,
varsandu-se in parduri si mai aprinse, iar pardurile se
deschideau in lacuri cinabrii. Sihastrul straluci mai intai alb,
apoi argintiu; misiunea fusese clard, dar si purd: sa adune
toate cuvintele cate pot fi adunate intr-o singura privire.
Rdmaserd doar doud cuvinte pline, intregi, in toata lumea —
credintd si intristare — impreund cu multe alte fragmente
care umplurd o punguta mica de piele. Prin aerul plin de fum
usturdtor, ca acela cutremurdtor care se iscd prin anihilarea
fiintelor scumpe, a papirusurilor antice si a relicvelor,
Sihastrul o zdri pe ea: Viahernitissa si o apdsa pe pieptul lui de
fildes, transportand-o acolo, dupé care o desprinse. Repede,
fard sa mai arunce vreo privire peste umdr, se indepartd spre
zidul de culoarea mierii, care cobora drept in jos pana la apa,
pentru ca apoi sd tasneascd in marea de marmurd ca o stea

cazatoare.

under siege. The battle was fearsome, devastating, replete
with carnage and spoil, valiant strife and sacrifice. Betrayal.
And plunder. As the battle throbbed, blood ran like scarlet
rivulets into crimson rivers, and crimson rivers into cinnabar
lakes. The Hermit gleamed white then silver, the quest,
specific and pure; gather as many words as could be born
away in the blink of an eye. There were but two left whole:
faith and sorrow, and many fragments which filled a small
leather pouch. Through the blistering air of smoke — the
feverish kind that comes of annihilation of precious beings,
ancient manuscripts and reliquaries, the Hermit saw her, the
Blachernitissa, and pressed her to the ivory breastplate,
translated her there, then released her, and departed for the
honey-colored wall that ran straight down to the water
before plunging into the marble sea like a falling star.
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Cartea XIV Book XIV

Te-ntinzi in mintea mea You stretch out in my mind like a dock over the sea
ca puntea peste mare, you whisper to me, “come here,” and
imi soptesti “vino-ncoace’ gi I climb onto the wooden boards
md urc linistitd pe scandurile strung together with your voice,
insirate de glasul tau calm si sigur so calm and certain.
calcand lin, strangdndu-ti cuvintele Lightly I walk, gathering your words with
cu fiecare pas mut, Every furtive footstep,
atentd la ingustimea potecii suspendate aware of the narrowness of the path
de harul divin, adus la viatd de dorul tau suspended
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m-asez cuminte unde se termind voia ta.

Arunc o privire spre malul apei
care se vede ca pragul infinitului
iar marea, de pretuntindeni, md priveste
intineritd, se-ngand cu orizontul primordial.
Tmi las picioarele goale si atdrne peste marginea
puntii, suple in leginarea lor
mangdind fard de grijd,
luciul apelor, cu degetele
muiate in valurile care
izbucnesc in surdsuri aprinse.
Mii las apoi pe spate
si te aud suspinand din lemn
sub greutatea mea usoard,
adierile stelelor ascunse
in cerul de-un albastru-ngrosat
aleargd in gingasa lor ravnd sd m-apuce.
Capul mi-l las intr-o parte;
totul se- opreste brusc
momentul md-nviluie in faldurile timpului oprit
— tresar
cu inima spintecatd,
camaga imi falfdie pe trupu-mi transpirat
de fiori tainici

by grace, animated by your longing.

I sit quietly where your will stops;
I cast a glance back toward the strand —

The shore looks like the threshold of
infinity, while the ubiquitous sea that sees me
now youthful, murmurs to the primordial horizon.
I let my bare legs dangle over the

dock’s edge, supple in their gentle swinging;

my feet skim the water without worry,

my toes dip in ripples that break like

brightening smiles.

Then I lie back and hear you

sigh through the wood beneath my
cautious weight
the breezes of hidden stars in the sky

thickened now blue race to overtake me,

making me turn my head to one side. Everything
stops abruptly,
the moment wraps me in arrested time
I—1 am startled by my heart spurred;

My blouse luffs at my breast transpired
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care se-nmultesc in perle de mir

pe pielea mea.

Mi se desprinde spinarea de punte,
arcuindu-se gratioasd spre

trupul tiu, care m-acoperd ca un val,

marea toatd se revarsd in ochii mei iubitori;

md cufund.

By secret burning emotions that

bead into tiny pearls of sweet oil on my skin;
my spine arcs gracefully off the dock
toward your body that covers me like a wave.

Coxremronany
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Cartea XV

Sihastrul invdtase a umbla moale ori de cate ori
Tngerul dormea intransul, si intr-o noapte anume, un sdtuc
din vecinatate ardea de lumina si de zgomot, chemandu-1 pe
Sihastru afarda din pesterd. Pdmantul era umed, rdcoros,
tufisul tresari cand Sihastrul se strecurd prin intuneric, plin
de nerdbdare. Intr-o pungutd mici de piele care atarna de
cingatoarea multicolora ce-i strangea mijlocul subtire, doud
cuvinte zornaiau lin.

Ingerul se trezi. Sihastrul rdmase impietrit in loc, si
aripile de pe frunte incepurd a ingana un falfait de leagan
pentru a-1 linisti pe nepoftitul musafir angelic, care incepu a
sfordi din nou, rdscolind burta Sihastrului ca o foame. Chiar
in acel moment niste copii aparurd si observara tufisul
scuturandu-se. Imediat, Sihastrul si-a uns aripile cu scuipat si
le-a lipit de fruntea-i transpiratd de fricd. Aripile erau atat de
transparente incat aproape ca nu se mai vedeau. Ce noroc.

“Cine-i acolo?” intreba unul.
“lesi afard sd te putem vedea,” zise altul.
“Arata-te,” porunci al treilea.

Book XV

The Hermit had learned to walk nimbly whenever the
Angel slept within, and on this particular evening a nearby
village glowed with light and noise, drawing the Hermit out
from the cave. The ground was cool, the brush twitched as
the Hermit glided light of foot and full of anticipation. In a
small leather pouched that swung from a many-colored belt
around the Hermit's slender waist, two words jangled
against each other.

The Angel stirred. The Hermit stood stone still, the
tiny wings began beating a fragrant lullaby to soothe the
cumbersome angel who commenced to snoring bye and bye,
rumbling against the Hermit’'s stomach like hunger pangs.
Just then some children happened by and spotted the
rustling leaves that betrayed the Hermit’s presence. Quickly
the Hermit moistened the beating wings with spittle and laid
them flat against a fear-sweat brow. The wings were so
translucent that they nearly disappeared from view. What
luck!

“Who’s there?” came one voice.

“Come out where we can see you,” came another.

“Show yourself,” a third.

Cosremronany
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Si Sihastrul iesi. Copiii se dadura inapoi cativa pasi.

“Ce cauti tu aici?”

Sihastrul se uita la aceste fapturi curioase, fiecare
diferitd de cealaltd; unul era inalt, unul era mai micut, iar
celalalt nu seméana deloc cu ei.

“Cine esti tu — zi-ne ori iti rupem oasele.”

La asta Sihastrul se sperie si o lud la fugd, prinzandu-si
punguta de o creanga.

Ghinion.

Disparu in noaptea de dincolo.

Copilul inalt auzise zorndind si vdzuse punguta
atarnatd. Bucuros, o desfdcu si se uitd induntru, cand, fara
nici o explicatie, o aruncd jos ca si cand s-a fi temut de
continut, si fugi dupa ceilalti doi. Doua cuvinte se rostogolira
afara:

EU SUNT.
Sihastrul sdpa si scormonea preocupat. Ingerul nu se

mai putu stdpani si zise in sfarsit:

“Ei — miselule — pe cine crezi tu ca pdcalesti? Le-ai
pierdut, asa-i?”
“Vezi-ti de treaba, batrane, si dd-mi pace. Nu vezi ca

The Hermit emerged. The children took a few steps
back.

“What are you doing here?”

The Hermit reflected on the curious creatures, each
one different than the next; one tall, one short, one neither of
the two.

“Who are you — speak up or we’ll give you a
beating.”

At this the Hermit bristled and turned to run away,
snagging the small leather pouch on a branch and in an
instant vanishing into the hinter night.

The tall child heard the soft jangling and saw the
pouch dangling. Eagerly he uncinched it and gazed inside
then dropped the pouched as if startled and ran off with the

others. Two words tumbled out:
I AM.

The Hermit mined and quarried with strange verve
and preoccupation. The Angel could bear it no longer and
finally said,

“Who do you think you are kidding, eh? You lost
them, didn’t you.”

“Mind your own business, old man, can’t you see I am

Cosremronany
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lucrez?”

“A, acelea nu se mai pot scoate a doua oara. Gata. i;i
pierzi vremea degeaba.”

“Da? Ce stii tu despre chestiile astea?”

“Pdi, mai stiu si eu cate ceva, si incd pe-atat. Stiu ca
le-ai pierdut, si mai stiu ca ti-e fricd.”

Sihastrul lovi tare in piatrd, inlocuind bucitile de
minerale rascolite care musteau de aur si de fier. Sudoarea
sclipi acuzator; Ingerul asteptd urmarind, asteptd reflectand,
mai asteptd putin si apoi zise:

“Eu stiu unde sunt.”

Atunci Sihastrul a urlat o datd, azvarlind ciocanul si
dalta de-a lungul pesterii, si-atat de plin de jale a zbierat incat
Ingerul chiar vdzu lumina blandd a raiului inconjurand
marginea gaurii din firmament ca un inel.

“O! De ce md chinui atata?”

“Sd nu confuzi tu chinul cu scopul, prietenul meu. Cat
crezi cd ai fi trdit tu fard mine? Oricum, ti-am tinut de urat tot
timpul; cu tine am impadrtit tainele—si te-am mai invatat
cateva lucruri de pret. Ce, imi spui cd preferai sa fi fost
chinuit de singuratate si de ignoranta? Nu cred. Macar tu esti
liber sa trdiesti in lumea ta. Oare asta nu o pui la socoteald?”

“Liber? Cum socotesti tu ca sunt liber? Nu pot sa zbor.

working?”

“You will not mine them a second time. Don’t even
bother.”

“What do you know anyway?”

“Oh, this and that, and then some. I know you lost
them, and I know you are afraid.

The Hermit struck at the rock displacing angry chunks
of mineral that seethed gold and ore. Sweat twinkled in self-
reproach; the Angel waited and perceived, waited and
reflected, waited a bit longer and then said,

“I know where they are.”

At this the Hermit cried out, hurling the hammer and
chisel across the cave, and such was the anguished cry that
the Angel spied for an instant the fair light of heaven ringing
the hole in the firmament.

“Why do you torment me so?”

“Do not mistake torment for purpose, my young
friend. How long do you think you would have lasted
without me? Besides, I have kept you company all this time;
shared mysteries with you—and taught you a thing or two
besides. Why, you would rather have been tormented by
ignorance and loneliness? I think not. You at least are free to
experience the world around you—eh? Does this count for
nothing?”

“Free? How do you suppose that I am free? I cannot

Cosremronany
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Nu pot sd fiu cu altii ca mine. Si ce rost au tainele tale?
Muncesc ca un sclav zi si noapte in pesterda — “

“ —Slujesti.”

“Poftim?”

“Da, slujesti, si trebuie sa slujesti zi si noapte. Insa nu
esti un sclav, copile. Esti un rob, ca si mine.”

“Dar daca-s liber — intr-adevar — n-as putea sa-mi
aleg stapanul?”

“Dar ai facut-o deja, numai ca ai uitat.”

Ingerul si Sihastrul cdzurs amandoi pe ganduri pentru
o vreme, fiecare cu inima impovaérata sub greutatea credintei
si a Intristarii. Afard o pasdre de un rosu-aprins batu aerul cu
elan, coborand cu o precizie desavarsitd tocmai pe acelasi loc
unde amandoud cuvintele se rasturnaserd, si le prinse in
ghiare, iar in cioc ducea punguta de piele. Apoi se inaltd ca o
rachetd pand sus, pe varful muntelui.

Si muntele vui.

Pamantul se cutremura.

O cdldurd imensa radie prin pesterd si Sihastrul,
cuprins de flacari cumplite si coplesit de teama si de confuzie
se cufundd intr-o mare de suspine si de scancete. Multe
necazuri si incercdri indurase Ingerul, insi apa era cel mai
mare pericol pentru el.

Sirugul ardea.

fly, I cannot be with others of my own kind. And your
precious mysteries — to what avail? I must slave day and
night in this cave —*

“ —Serve.”

“Serve?”

“You must serve day and night in this cave. You are
not a slave, child. You are a servant, as am [.”

“If 1 were truly free, then should I not be free to
choose whom I serve?”

“Oh, but you did, only you have forgotten.”

The Hermit and the Angel fell silent for a long while,
each faltering beneath the weight of faith and sorrow.
Outside a brilliant red bird coursed the air and descended
with exquisite precision to the very spot where the two
words had lobbed out of the pouch, and snatched them with
his feet; in his beak he carried the pouch. Then he rose like
rocket and made for the top of the mountain.

And the mountain rumbled.

The earth shook.

An immense heat radiated through the cave and the
Hermit, awash in intense burning and overcome with fear
and confusion, dove into the pool of sobs and whimpers. The
Angel had endured many trials, many sufferings, but water
was most dangerous.

And the bush burned.

Cosremronany
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Cartea XVI

Cerul era prea vast ca sd-1 umple noaptea intreagd asa
ca inima mi se sui usor, dar nu fard rost, pentru cd avea sd
danseze, in sfarsit, printre stele, mdcar odatd. Florile se
inghesuird in invidia lor aromatica atunci cand el isi deschise
bratele cdtre mine. Pdrea asa de cumsecade, aproape
indiferent si totusi hotdrat cu invitatia, incat m-am rusinat un
pic, dar repede am acceptat, in timp ce vedeam cu coada
ochiului cd ardea un foc in burta unei tdrticute scobite.
Momentul era mai scump decat puteam suporta insa totodata

Coxremronany

Book XVI

The sky was too vast for the night to fill and so my
heart climbed in its purpose to dance at last among the stars
this once. The flowers crowded all around in perfumed envy
when he opened his arms to me. So casual he seemed and yet
resigned in his invitation that I demurred at first, but quickly
accepted while in the corner fire churned in the belly of a
hollowed-brick gourd. The moment was more than I could
afford yet too precious to lose; he would have me indeed, by
moonlight and music, and I could no more choose to deny
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prea scump ca sd-1 pierd; m-ar avea, cu lund si muzica — de
ales nu puteam alege decat s& ma bucur de o astfel de
insiruire a evenimentelor interesante. Md prinse aproape,
florile gafaiau copildroase ca tinerele si ca bdtranele, uimite
de grijile acestea dulci pentru ceea ce va urma. Oftasem si imi
intdrisem hotdrarea de a-mi aduce aminte de virtuti
doctrinale care fugeau in goand din centrul sufletului meu ca
niste fluturi nelinistiti, cdutand cuminecdturd in eterul
fermecat dintre cer si pamant.

Desigur Dumnezeu ar intelege cum o femeie creste in
slabiciune atunci cand maéna ei acoperd inima unui barbat
care o leagdnad la piept; sau e multumita de senzatia barbii
tunse si moale lipite de obrazul ei, de mirosul camadsii sale, de
trasdtura fina a urechii, de inrosirea si balansul trupului
uman sau de pasiunea inocentei revelate de clarul de luna si
de muzica.

Una céte una stelele apdrurd si scanteiau aici, sopteau
colea intre ele cu o curiozitate efervescentd despre nevoile
omenesti. Dumnezeu ar sti cu sigurantd ca nu ar fi lacomia
pasiunii, ci gratia pamanteascd a acestei intalniri caste.
Deoarece nu era niciodata vorba de pofta frumusetii sau a
tineretii ce-o incununase pe lund cu compatimire in timp ce-si
invartea farmecul gingas intre surdsul meu feciorelnic si
zambetul lui dezarmant. Nu. Era revelatia izbitoare a
atingerii umane ce ne salveaza de amaraciune si ne confirma

Cosremronany

him that rejoice at such kind serendipity. He caught me close
and the flowers gasped like young girls and old women
baffled by such sweet anxieties as this. And I sighed and
steadied my weakening resolve to remember doctrinal virtues
that fled from the center of my soul like anxious butterflies
seeking communion in the enchanted ether that lies between
heaven and earth.

Surely God would understand how a woman waxes
weak when her hand rests over the heart of a man who
cradles it to his chest; or leaves herself gratified at the
sensation of his soft shorn beard against her cheek, the smell
of his shirt, the delicate design of his ear, the blush and
shudder of human form, or the passion of innocence revealed
by moonlight and music.

One by one the stars appeared and flickered here and
whispered there among themselves with rich and sparkling
curiosity over human need. Surely He would judge that it was
not the greed of desire, but rather the mortal grace of this
chaste encounter. For it was never the lust of beauty or youth
that crowned the moon with compassion as it spun its gentle
guile between my girlish blush and his disarming smile. No.
It was the stunning revelation of human touch that saves us
from bitterness and confirms our humanity.
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umanitatea.

Totusi, nu-mi inchipui la ce s-o fi gandit el in
momentul in care eu, cu pasi apdsati imi masurasem
afectiunea inca plind de neliniste — nu indrdzneam sa ma
gandesc la ce va urma, pentru cd intr-adevdr, mi-era de ajuns
sd pot respira si sd ma legan unduitor impreund cu muzica ce
iesea pe fereastrd. Unii ar comenta ca ar fi fost vorba de pura
seductie. Insd noi am fi de accord — si eu si el — ci era doar
o marturisire simpld a singurdtdtii noastre comune si o
foamete ndscuta din izolare si teamd, o durere pe care numai
inima o cunoaste, si in plus, negarea  nevoii prin
recunoasterea unei puteri sufletesti. Cu siguranta El ar sti ca
era tocmai expresia onestd a comuniunii intime, treimea
omului, — suflet — inimd si minte animate in sange, in os si
in muschi, zidite dupa o gandire divina.

Focul adormise si fereastra se transformase intr-o
icoand care interveni in cugetarile mele despre marea mila a
lui Dumnezeu fatd de oameni. Muzica ma facu sa ma lipesc
mai tare de el pand ce un singur fir a luminii lunii isi tesu
voia sa intre noi, suspendand preludiul intentiei lui de a-mi
comunica ceea ce de mult fusese inteles. Si ca si cand s-ar fi
deocheat spatiul subtil dintre obrazul meu si fata lui, o
sdrutare pe rdsuflarea lui de strugure imprastiat scapa de pe
buzele lui pe ale mele.

Fara vind sau precautie am ramas putin in acea sfanta

Cosremronany

Still I could not imagine the things he thought just then
when with stilted steps I counted the measure of my angst
and affection — I dared not reason what might follow, for in
truth, it was enough that I could breathe and swallow and
sway in time with the music from the window. Some would
argue that it was mere seduction, but we might agree, he and
I, that it was pure confession of mutual loneliness and hunger
born of isolation and fear, heartache and denial in lofty praise
of strength of spirit. Surely He would know it was the honest
expression of intimate community, the trinity of man, after a
fashion — heart, soul and mind animated in blood bone and
muscle, and an essence of the divine.

The fire fell asleep and the window became an icon
that interceded in my search for human affirmation of God’s
great mercy. The music made me press closer yet until a
single strand of moonlight wove its will between us,
suspending the prelude of his intention to convey what had
long been implied. And as if to bewitch the space between his
cheek and my face, there a kiss on his breath of scattered
grape escaped from his lips to mine.

Without guilt or circumspection I lingered in blessed
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certitudine a acelei sdrutdri si cu degete agile ii trasam
caldura rasuflarii, studiind gura lui frumoasa cu rdspunsurile
mele nerdbdatoare, ludnd cu ochii-mi ce nu putusem aduna
cu buzele. Mainile lui colindau incetisor, trezind emotia

adormita pe care o provocaserd mai inainte.

Nu era timpul pentru reprosuri, intrebdri, nu era
timpul pentru regrete, ci era un moment in care sa fi tesut
timpul liniar si cel ciclic intr-o cunund de mirare si de
sustinere a afectiunii profunde. Insa prea abrupt si-au retras
luna si muzica ingemdnarea lor fermecdtoare si ne-au
despartit. Dintr-o datd el paru de neatins si linistit cu toate ca
inima mea si-ar reaminti in mari detalii fiecare nuantd, fiecare
freamdt de plédcere, mirosul camadsii lui de bumbac mistuite
de atingerea mea transpiratd, gustul genelor lui si felul in
care despicase intunericul din sufletul meu in lucitoare
particule ale mantuirii mele. Cand va rasdri din nou luna
plind, oare mi-1 voi aminti artist sau preot?

Si dacd intr-o odihna dulce isi va aminti dansul nostru,
ar mai pune vreo intrebare despre planul lui Dumnezeu in
ceea ce priveste o femeie simpld, dar cu elan, cdreia sa-i fie si
dor de un astfel de barbat cum era el? Inci ceva; daci luna, in
lumina sa gordiand l-ar uimi pe duhovnicul meu cu fantome
iuti, atunci fie ca ingerii sd-i sopteasca intr-un vis felul cum
propun eu sa dezleg nodul acela care il tine departe de mine.

Cosremronany

disambiguation of that kiss and traced with my nimble fingers
the warmth of his breath, vividly studying his beautiful
mouth with my eager replies, taking with my eyes what I
could not gather with my lips. His hands wandered in subtle
provocation, stirring emotion that slumbered in places long
abandoned.

It was not a time for questions or rebuke, not a moment
to be spared for regret or reprisal, but an instant in which to
weave linear and cyclical time into a wreath of the wonder
and relief of earnest affection. But all too suddenly the
moonlight and music withdrew their charming sympathy and
divided us. He appeared composed though my heart would
reflect in great detail every nuance, every quiver of delight,
the smell of his cotton shirt misted with my perspiring touch,
the taste of his eyelashes and the way he split the darkness in
my soul into shimmering particles of my redemption. When
next the full moon rises in the east will I remember an artist or
priest?

And if in silent repose he remembers that dance would
he chance to inquire of God’s plan that a plain and sturdy
woman should long for such a touch a man as he? Still, if the
moon in its Gordian light should perplex my confessor with
anxious phantoms may the angels whisper a dream that
shows the manner in which I propose to untie the knot that
keeps him from me.
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Cartea XVII

Ultimul lucru pe care si-l amintise a fost cd statea
intinsd pe iarba verde-verde in fata pietrei mari cat un
pepene in care deschise o scobiturd, un gol. Cand se trezi era
singura, dar mai mult decat atat, era singurd induntrul unei
pesteri facute din capriciu, ce pdrea aproape divind inspre
artistica. Dacd nu se simtea asa singura poate s-ar fi temut sa
descopere o catacombd de cuvinte minate cu veacuri in urma.
Unele cuvinte stateau mai presus decat celelalte care fusesera
asezate dedesubt. Si se puteau distinge diferite sintagme la
baza unghiului privirii sale. Era minunatd privelistea, fara

Book XVII

The last thing she remembered was lying down in the
green-green grass in front of the rock as big as a melon into
which she scarped out a hollow space. When she awoke, she
was alone, but more than this, she was alone inside the cave
she had fashioned on a whim that seemed nearly divine, but
drifted toward the artistic. Had she not felt so consummately
alone she might have been frightened to discover a veritable
catacomb of words mined many millennia ago; words stood
out over other words that lay beneath; and different
syntagms could be discerned based on the angle of her sight.

Coxremronany
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discutie, cripticd, de neinchipuit, si totusi clard si fireasca.
Acolo, in dreapta sa, un par de piatra se inalta din pamantul
pesterii, gros la baza si ascutit la varf, cu un amestec de
culori, fiecare dintre ele dominadnd pe rand sculptura.
Deasupra parului, fel de fel de spice de piatrda asemanatoare
cu cea prismaticd, fiecare cu o lacrimd de minerale quixotic
inghetate in formarea lor. In stanga sa ardea un foc inconjurat
de un aranjament asimetric de pietre din care se ridica un
fum in filigran, aromatic, placut in toate felurile. Iar dinspre
gura pesterii mai in spate, la capat, o baltuta tristd, limpede
murmura “vino-ncoace.”

Cum se uita ea in apa albastru-verzuie, privirea ii fu
atrasd de o altd pereche de ochi care o priveau. Cu cat mai
adanc privea ea, cu atat mai clari deveneau ochii scufundati
in apd si dupd un timp isi dddu seama ca cineva era prins
tocmai in ochiul stang al celui ce se holba la ea. Mici cldbuci
curgeau din gura Sihastrului, fiecare spargandu-se de fata
neteda a bdltutei, indltindu-se ca niste scantei, unele
intepandu-i fata. li sterse.

Ce-o fi asta? Cine ar putea fi? Bagd usor mana in apad
asa, incet, incet, incat nu facu nici o cutd pe suprafa;a senind a
baltutei. Degetele ei se intinserd catre fiinta aceea care se
chinuia sa respire. Ii intinse si el degetele si in aceeasi clipd
s-au atins, s-au prins. Il scoase la suprafatd pe Sihastru, il
trase la margine, dar simtea o greutate ciudata in pofida

It was wondrous, to be sure, cryptic, incomprehensible and
yet, clear and natural to behold. There, to her right, a spike
struck upward from the cave floor, thick at its base and
tapered to a fine point, with swirls of colors, each one
dominating the sculpture in its turn. Above her, various sizes
and shapes of similar spikes, each with a tear drop of
quixotic minerals frozen in formation. To her left, a fire
burned in an asymmetrical border of rocks whose smoke was
filigree, aromatic, pleasing in every way. And finally, further
back from the mouth of the cave a sad serene pool that
murmured “come closer.”

As she peered into the beryl blue water her gaze was
quickly arrested by another pair of eyes gazing back at her.
The deeper she gazed, the better the sunken eyes came into
view, and not long after, she beheld someone trapped there,
in the left eye of the very one that stared up at her. Small
bubbles streamed from the Hermit’'s mouth, each one
breaking against the still face of the water, rising like sparks,
some stinging her face. She brushed them away.

What could this mean? Who could it be? Slowly she
pushed her hand into the water so quietly that not a ripple
echoed her touch. Her fingers stretched toward the creature
who, deprived of air, was compelled to reach out in turn, and
the instant their fingers touched, they also intertwined; she
pulled the Hermit to the surface, then to the edge of the pool,
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staturii lui fine.

Nu putu sa-l ridice decat pand la cingdtoare la inceput,
intrucat trupul sdu era strasnic de greu, — oare asa i se parea
ei? —, iar dupa cateva ceasuri, il aduse incet-incet cat mai
aproape de foc. Acolo se ldsa trudita si cdzu intr-un somn
adanc.

Se pravali prin nenumadrate amintiri — multe erau ale
altcuiva, amintiri cu care se luptase ca si cand erau draci. Isi
aminti insd de una care era a ei, in jurul cdreia se roteau
celelalte, fiecare cu lucrarea ei unica. Si-anume? Suferise un
avort nevoit la cinci luni. Incepuse cu o patd mica de sange.

“Cat sange?”

“Un strop.”

“Rosu aprins? Sau maro inchis?”

“Rosu aprins.”

“Cat de mare?”

“Cat un ban.”

“Intra.”

De-atunci a fost din ce in ce mai rdu. Pata mica de
sange putea fi cat rauri sangeroase din Constantinopolul
rdpit. Dar se silea sd-si salveze sarcina, pruncul, copilul ei.

feeling a terrific weight contrary to the Hermit’s lithe frame.

She could drag the strange young creature no further
out of the pool than waist high at first, for the body was
strangely heavy, but after many hours, or so it seemed to her,
she drew the Hermit little by little closer to the fire that
burned in an asymmetrical arrangement of rocks. There she
succumbed to fatigue and retreated to a deep sleep.

She tumbled through a myriad of memories — many
of which belonged to someone else, memories she had fought
against as if they were demons. She remembered one,
however, that was truly hers, one around which the others
orbited, each in their own ring of activity. She miscarried at
five months. It started with one spot of blood.

“How much blood?”

“A drop.”

“Red —bright red? Or dark brown?”

“...Bright red.”

“How big is the spot?”

“Like a dime.”

“Better come in.”

It was a steady decline from that moment. The dime-
size spot of bright red blood might just as well have been
rivers of blood that ran in the sack of Constantinople. But she
held fast to her will to save the pregnancy, save the child, her
child.

Cosremronany

LIIXF\ILNR I)Vl“

T

hetpc/ieditura.mitic.ro

o

Bucuregti 2013



Doris Plantus: Sihastrul. The Hermit.

Contemporary Literature Press 2013

“Doctorul vrea sa rdmai in observatie.”

Ea nu voia. Refuza sa mai rdméand in spital,
argumentand ca mai bine ar sta acasd. Stia cum e prin spitale
pentru cd lucrase un timp la patologie. Ura spitalele. Vazuse
prea mult carnea crudd a omului, de la mugurel-fildesel de
fat in tuburile falopiene intortocheate, de la sarcini ectopice
pana la organele neintrupate — ochi, ficat, mate, plamani;
tumori ovariene mari cat o minge de baschet, gloante de
puscd fragmentate printre aschii de oase explodate, voluntar
sau din greseald, creieri intregi, inimi rupte. Patologul batran
ii zicea odatd ca o slujba ca asta o va invdta umilinta. Asa a si
fost.

Asa ca i daduse drumul cu ordine stricte sd stea in pat
fard sd se miste, doar sd mearga la toaletd si atat. Bun.

Prima zi fusese apdsdtoare. Zacuse in pat, nelinistita,
preocupatd, ingrijorata. Sotul ei era indiferent, isi vedea de
treburi ca de obicei, cu toate cd i-a adus cina in odaie, pe care
nu o putu manca. Urmadtoarele trei zile s-au desfasurat la fel,
doar ca era total singurd si cuprinsa de ingrijorare, de regrete
razlete, de intrebdri. Mai primise apeluri ocazionale la
telefon, voci optimiste si vorbe bune spuse la intamplare. Nu
mai era sange rosu-aprins. Acum era sange maro. Mult.

“Doctor wants to keep you for observation.”

But she refused to stay in the hospital. She argued she
would stay in bed at home just as easily as she would in the
hospital under observation. Besides, she knew about
hospitals because she worked in a pathology lab. She hated
them. She had seen too much of human tissue from a
budding fetus in the serpinginous, convoluted fallopian tube
in an ectopic pregnancy, to disembodied organs — eyes,
livers, bowel, lungs; ovarian tumors as big as basketballs,
bird shot scattered among bone fragments blown out by 12
gauge shot gun blasts, whole brains and broken hearts. The
old pathologist told her once that this job would teach her
humility. It did.

So they let her go with strict orders for bed rest and
absolutely no moving around except to use the bathroom.
Fine.

The first day was filled with anguish; she lay there,
restless, preoccupied, worried. Her husband seemed aloof
and went about his business in the usual way, although he
did bring her dinner, which she could not eat. The next three
days unfolded the same way, except that she was totally
alone and at the mercy of every fear, every stray regret, every
question that provoked her to reproach her sad state of mind.
There were occasional phone calls, chipper voices on the
other end, cheerful nonsense to fill the lulls in conversation.
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Intr-a cincea zi, pe la ora doud dup&-amiazs, se aflase
visand un vis ciudat cu o corabie mare andocata intr-un port
aglomerat. Sapte femei micute imbrdcate in halate, in
portocaliu din cap pand-n picioare, debarcaserd, iar patru
dintre ele urcasera din nou. Era constienta ca visa si decisese
sd se trezeascd, insd visul intrase in altd faza curioasa. Tinea
pe degetele ei un martisor, un medalion imprimat cu Sfantul
Gennaro, de la Napoli. Il privea cand, pe neasteptate, o
lumingd inflacdratd porni din mijlocul medalionului, ardtand o
alta fata sub chipul Sfantului Gennaro. Era a Maicii Preciste si
nu mai era un vis pentru cd nu mai dormeam. Fata ei
luminoasa, linistitd, divind, pdrea mai mare ca odaia, in ciuda
proportiilor spatiului, modificand totodatd spatiul si
constiinta ca si cand ar corecta realitatea, punandu-le pe toate
in perspectivd. O cercetd pret de o clipa nedefinitd, apoi

dormitorul reveni la normal.

Gafaia din cauza ambiantei rigide a camerei, o lumina
normald plutea pe geamuri, tic-tacul ceasornicului se auzea
mahnit, vibratia inimii rdsuna in toate celulele trupului ei.
Era tot ora doud. O sund pe mama ei. Mama ei fu miscata,
neincrezitoare, insd intr-un fel credincios, ascultind toata
povestea. Nu indrazni sa-i sugereze cd poate era doar un vis

No more red spot. Lots of dark brown blood though.

On the fifth day around two in the afternoon, she
found herself dreaming a strange dream with a great ship
docked in a busy ancient port. Seven diminutive women in
bright orange robes from head to foot disembarked the ship,
and four re-boarded. She was aware she was dreaming and
decided to awake, but instead the dream took a curious turn.
She was holding in her fingers a faded trinket from a good
friend that bore the patron saint of Naples — St. Gennaro.
She looked at it and suddenly a fiery light burned in the
center of the face, the flames curling back to the edges of the
medallion and revealing another face behind it. It was the
Theotokos, and it was no longer a dream for she was no
longer asleep. The shining, serene face seemed bigger than
the room, defying all sense of space and proportion, yet
manipulating space and consciousness as if to correct reality
and put things in proper perspective. She studied her for an
indefinable moment and then the regular roomscape came
into ordinary view.

She gasped from the starkness of the room, the
ordinary light drifting in through the windows, the soft tick
of the clock on the dresser, the vibration of her heart through
her every cell in her body. It was still two o’clock. She called
her mother. Her mother was moved — incredulous but in a
faithful sort of way. She dared not suggest it might have been
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de consolare... in sfarsit, o viziune de consolare.

fi spuse cd va suna un mos care se pricepea la visuri de
genul acesta — bine, viziune, de genul acesta.

“Te sun dupad aceea.”

Dupad doudzeci de minute suna telefonul si maicd-sa i
comunicd sfatul mosului: Spune-i sd citeasci cartea lui Solomon
si va descoperi semnificatia visului.

Pardon, a viziunii.

Citise cat citise si nu intelese mai nimica. Vreo
revelatie, nu fusese. [luminare — de unde. Doar singe maro,
din ce in ce mai mult.

Se duse singurad la spital si acolo fu primita.

Spitalul Sf. Ion pdrea un addpost bland, cu toate cd ea
nu era catolicd, ci ortodoxa. Sfintii sunt sfinti, se gandi, chiar
dacd apar statui si nu icoane. Sotul ei sosi in sfarsit, dupa ce o
instalasera intr-un pat din coltul salonului cu inca trei femei.
Macar era o draperie intre ele. Dar asa cum nu indrdznise
nimeni sd-i spund cd visase un vis de consolare — bine,
viziune, tot asa nu indraznise nimeni sd-i spund cd va iesi din
spital tot cum intrase. Singurd. La miezul noptii o sord
indiferentd i-a facut o perfuzie ca sda porneascd nastereaaver,
explicdnd pe un ton dezafectat cd ar trebui sd nascd rodul

a dream of consolation... okay, a vision of consolation
maybe.

Her mother said she would call an old man they knew
to inquire as to the meaning of the dream — okay, the
meaning of the vision.

“I'll call you back.”

After twenty minutes or so, the phone rang and her
mother relayed the counsel of the old man. Tell her to read the
book of Solomon and she will discover the meaning of the dream.
Vision.

Well she read and read and understood nothing.
There was no revelation, no illumination, not so much as a
scant suggestion. Just more dark brown blood.

She drove herself to the emergency room and there she was
admitted.

St. John Hospital seemed a gentle place to be, though
she was not Catholic. Saints are saints, she thought, even if
they look like statues and not icons. Her husband finally
arrived after she had been given the corner bed in a ward
with three other women. At least there were curtains. But the
same way no one dared suggest she had had a dream of
consolation — okay, vision — no one found an appropriate
way to warn her that she would leave the hospital the same
way she arrived. Alone. At midnight an indifferent nurse
started an intravenous drip that would induce labor,
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stricat din pantecele sale pentru ca era in a cincea luna de
sarcind. O farsa de nastere. Avort terapeutic, ziceau. Se cazni
toatd noaptea la o nastere de batjocura. Contractii virulente o
strangeau pand la masele. In zorii zilei izbucni un ciorchine
de carne si singe inchegat, os moale si alte bucdti vascoase,
cleioase, care mai de care adunate in grabd, puse intr-un
recipient de plastic si duse la laboratorul de patologie. Acolo
cineva urma sa-1 verse pe o tavd, sa-l fotografieze si sad-i dea
un numdr, dupd care patologul dictad disectia. Dupd aceea, un
exemplar urma sd fie procesat intr-o serie de bdi chimice,
apoi asezat intr-un cub de ceard, din care se va sectiona cu
lam4 foarte ascutitd in siruri fine de imagini palpitante. In
starsit, ceara fu topitd ldsand in urma pelicule, sectiuni lipite
pe o sticld dreptunghiulara, carne-felii — amprenta citologica
ce urma sa fie iardsi scdldatd in alte bai chimice de diferite
culori. Din aceste exemplare astfel pregdtite s-ar face un
raport. Moartea raportata nu-i tot moarte?

Isi aminti de un rand de borcane din laborator unde
invdtase umilinta, in care pluteau fetusi la diferite etape ale
dezvoltarii. Formele lor translucide ardtau anatomia pictata
in rosu si albastru. Ca o hartd. Naluci strigoinici, anti-bebelusi
carora li s-a refuzat un destin ce i-ar fi putut intimpina la o
nastere vie.

Pentru ea, insd, era un moment de dezolare cumplitd,
cu atat mai mult cd era singura.

explaining in a droning tone that because she was already
five months pregnant, she would have to deliver the spoiled
fruit of her womb. Mock labor. Therapeutic abortion they
called it. And labor she did, all night long, strong, virulent
contractions that made her molars feel they were being
pulled from the inside. By dawn a terrifying gush carried a
cluster of tissue and blood and tender cartilage from her,
which was quickly retrieved and carried off to the pathology
lab in a plastic container. Someone there would pour it onto a
tray, give it a number, snap a picture and then attend the
pathologist who dictated the dissection. After, the sample
tissue would be processed through various chemical baths
and then set into a block of wax, from which ultra thin
sections would be sliced and placed on a slide. The wax was
melted off leaving the cytological print behind. The slides
were then stained with other chemicals to reveal the
pathology of the tissue, and a report was rendered.

She recalled a series of jars in which floated
embryonic tissue from the earliest stages of development,
germinating structures that were discerned through the
translucent body by red and blue dye, ghostly apparitions of
tiny beings who chose, or were chosen to refuse the destiny
that could have awaited them.

It was a moment of utter desolation for her, all the
more because she was alone.
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Barbatul sdu era la lucru si n-a putut fi gasit niciunde
inainte de operatie. Au dus-o cu un carucior spre sala de
operatie si au lasat-o pe coridor. Asa. De nu era prezenta unei
statui a Maicii Domnului in coltul opus, care o privea tot in
chip de icoana pe perete, ar fi innebunit precis anticipand
consecintele avortului. Procedura care a urmat fusese una
dintre cele mai urate experiente pe care le-a trdit in viata ei.
I-au spus cd era fetita. Era.

Oricine ti-ar spune ca cele mai tari suflete se impiedica
intr-un mod de neiertat cadnd sunt puse la incercare. Si daca
este adevdrat cd singura pereche a intristarii imense este
credinta, tot atat de adevarat ramane ca jalea este o cetate cu
ziduri de culoarea mierii ce dau drept in jos spre o mare de
marmura.

Nu a descoperit niciodata semnificatia viziunii
fantastice in nici un text, asa cum o sfatuise mosul, si nu a
impartasit intamplarea aceasta cu prea multi oameni. Insa de
atunci incepu s& scrie icoane. In taind sperase cd va mai avea
incd o intdlnire minunatd, dar pand atunci scria icoand dupa
icoand, gdsind o implinire misterioasa in fiecare. Poate asta
era; poate acesta era textul la care se referise mosul, pe care
trebuia sd il citeascd pentru a deslusi intelesul visului in
scrisul ei de icoane. Numai asa putea sd-si inteleaga
visulvizunea, Toti care o cunosteau si insemnau ceva pentru ea

Her husband had gone to work and could not be
located in time to see her before surgery. They wheeled her
down to the O.R. and left her on a gurney in the hallway.
Were it not for a statue of the Virgin Mary in the opposite
corner, which she perceived as a flat image against the wall,
she may well have lost her mind in anticipation of the
aftermath of her miscarriage. The procedure that followed
was one of the ugliest things she would ever recall in her life.
By the way, it was a girl, they told her. It.

Anyone can tell you that the hardiest of souls falters in
unforgiving ways when tested. And if it’s true that the only
compliment to immense sorrow is faith, it is equally true that
grief is a fortress of honey-colored walls that go straight

down into a marble sea.

She never did discover the meaning of that fantastic
visitation in any text as the old man had instructed, and she
shared this memory with precious few people. But she did
begin to write icons from that moment on. Secretly she hoped
she would have another wondrous encounter, but while she
waited, she wrote icon after icon, finding a mysterious
tulfillment in each one. Maybe this was the point, maybe this
was the text she must read in order to discover the meaning
of her dreamvision, She also started to collect rocks and began
building all kinds of castles and fortresses. Everyone who
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aveau o icoana scrisa de ea si o cdsuta de piatrd sculptata de knew her and meant something to her had an icon and a
mana ei. E o figurd, fata aia. stone house from her. She’s a funny girl, that one.

Sotul sau i ddrui mai tarziu doi fii frumosi, sanatosi, Her husband did give her two fine healthy sons before
pand ce acesta sa 1i pardseasca si pe ea si pe bdietasi. Dar ori he abandoned her. But whenever anyone asked her how
de cate ori o intreba cineva cati copii are, prima tendinta era many children she had, her first inclination was to answer
sd zicd trei. three.
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Cartea XVIII

In centrul pamantului imparatia captiva pulseaza ca o
inim4 radianta. Prima dat cand Ingerul si Sihastrul sau, daci
preferi, Sihastrul si Tngerul cazuserd in mare, puterea
imparatiei isi exercitase forta cu atata energie incat erau siliti
sd se predea odiseei extraordinare care se sfarsise exact acolo
unde incepuse primul cuvant. Fusese o cdlatorie periculoasad,
desigur, asa cum sunt majoritatea odiseelor celor care se
straduiesc sd se intoarca acasd, ca de pilda, intoarcerea
calamitoasd a Ingerului in paradis. James Joyce avea dreptate:
drumul cel mai scurt spre casd este cel mai lung. In cazul
nostru, Sihastrul fusese indreptat spre primul cuvant al
creatiei, deci Ingerul nu prea avea ce si-i faci.

Acea samanta din madrul afurisit, care la randul ei
ldsase o gaura in podeaua raiului inainte sa cadd, facuse o
gaurd asemdndtoare si acolo unde se insurubase in primele
cuvinte. Ca o cometd. Si oricine ti-ar spune cd aceste comete
au cozi. Aaa, si samanta de madr. Respectand fizica diving,
care nu se bazeazd pe o teorie ca a voastra, zborul semintei
marului facuse o cdrare, ca sa zicem asa, din bolta cereasca
pana la raiul terestru sau, in cazul de fatd, raiul sub-terestru.
Cu prilejul acestei cdderi, o banda multicolord se arcuise pe

Book XVIII

At the center of the earth the trapped kingdom pulses
like a radiant heart. The first time the Angel and the Hermit,
or Hermit and Angel, if you prefer, fell into the sea the power
of that kingdom exerted its force with such energy that they
had to yield to an extraordinary odyssey that ended where
the first word began. It was a perilous journey to be sure, as
are most journeys that strive homeward, such as the angel’s
calamitous return to paradise. James Joyce was right: the
shortest way home is the longest way ‘round. In this case, the
Hermit was bound for the first word of creation, thus the
Angel had little choice in the matter.

The same seed from the forsaken apple that had left a
hole in the floor of Heaven before falling, made a similar hole
as it burrowed into the first words. Like a comet. And
anyone can tell you that comets have tails. So too the apple
seed. According to divine physics, which is not based largely
in theory as your physics is, the flight of the apple seed
established a kind of trail or path from celestial heaven to
terrestrial heaven, or in this case, sub-terrestrial heaven. On
the occasion of this particular fall, a multi-colored band arced

Cosremronany

LIIXF\ILNR I)Vl“
- _/
———— S

——— E—_v«— e

hetpc/ieditura.mitic.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Doris Plantus: Sihastrul. The Hermit.

Contemporary Literature Press 2013

cer, derutand traiectoria Ingerului si abitandu-1 impreuna cu
pasagerul sdu ascuns, in mare. Si dacd asta nu fusese destul
de spectaculos, il abdtuse tocmai pe cararea primordiald a
unei seminte de mdr enigmatic. Iutimea uimitoare a acestui
eveniment de necrezut il ficuse pe Inger s se destrame ca un
pulover prins in cui, fadcandu-1 pe Sihastru sa se fraimante in
urma ca o panzd treierata in fire.

Primul care alunecase prin gaura impadratiei capturate
fusese fluturasul cel mic (care, dacd va aduceti aminte, era
candva vestitul pasager clandestin), ale carui picioruse
micute erau tesute prin incalcire cu sfarsitul—sau cu
inceputul firului ingeresc.

Exa

“Hai cd aduc fusul.”

Ptiu-ptiu.

Asa se explicd de ce se ridicase mai intai sufletul
Sihastrului, urmat de trup in timp ce Ingerul rdmase inapoi in
impadratia capturati pentru o vreme indelungats, tors pe fusul
uitdrii, cel putin cat construise Sihastrul cetatea langa mare.
Sihastrul avea sa cerceteze zidurile de culoarea mierii mult

mai tarziu in cdutarea cuvintelor care l-ar tdimddui pe Inger.

Ceea ce Sihastrul invatase atunci in ziua cand muntele
se cutremura si pdmantul se scutura, era o altd intrare in
imparatia captivd, o intrare secretd prin adancul baltutei de

across the sky, disrupting the Angel’s trajectory and
diverting him and his passenger into the sea, and if that
wasn’t spectacular enough, establishing him precisely on the
primordial trail of one inscrutable apple seed. The
breathtaking velocity of this unbelievable event caused the
Angel to unravel like a sweater snagged on a nail so that the
Hermit thrashed behind like a threadbare sail. The first to
slip into the hole of the trapped kingdom was the little
butterfly (who, as you might recall, was an acknowledged
stowaway of sorts), whose tiny legs were now woven around
the very end of the end—or the beginning—of the angelic
strand.

“I'll get the spindle.”

Ptui-ptui.

This explains how the soul of the Hermit surfaced
first, followed by the body while the angel remained behind
in the lost kingdom for a longvery long time, spun around the
spindle of forgetting, at least until the Hermit built the
fortress by the sea. The Hermit would visit those honey-
colored walls much later in search of words that would
recover the Angel.

What the Hermit learned the day the mountain
rumbled and the earth shook, was another entrance to the
trapped kingdom, a secret entrance at the bottom of the pool
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suspine si susuri, care era, de fapt, un izvor subteran, o
confluentd misticd a umanului si a divinului si inca ceva in
plus. Si ceea ce privise fata in ochiul stang al Sihastrului cand
il scosese din baltuts, era chipul Ingerului, care explica
greutatea ciudatd cu care se straduise ea sd salveze fiinta

inecatéscufundaté in béltuté

Unii se strdduiesc spre rai, altii, spre centrul
pamantului. Unii cerceteazd inceputul timpului, altii,
infinitul. Unii zic ca sufletul ne indruma, iar altii declara ca
fortele naturii ne hotirdsc soarta. In felul acesta Sihastrul o
privea pe femeia aceea tandra ce stiatea dormind pe pamantul
pesterii.

Cat a dormit ea colea, 1-a visat pe preotul care era si
artist. A visat dansul si muzica de la fereastra si sarutarile si
mangaierile care ii invinserd pe amandoi sub luna de
culoarea unei caise. Visase si ochii lui inchisi, care fusesera
adanci, dar goi. O ingrijorase mult cd nu s-a vorbit despre
acest preot care era si artist, dar in sfarsit, s-o intampla si asta
vreodatd. Asadar, fusese dusd cu gandul la o singura
intrebare: nu intelegea daca sensul intampldrii era in ceea ce
se intamplase si nu fusese spus? Oricum, semnificatia ii
scapa. DPreotul, fard indoiald, ar regreta sdrutdrile
cutreierdtoare; artistul, in schimb, le-ar sdrbatori. Preotul ar
nega patima care il mana, iar artistul i-ar face pofta inca o

of sobs and whimpers, which was really an underground
spring, a mystical confluence of human and divine, and then
some. And what the girl perceived in the left eye of the
Hermit when she drew him from the pool, was the image of
the Angel, which further explained the queer heaviness she
struggled with to rescue the creature from the pool.

Some strive for heaven, others for the center of the
earth; some search for the beginning of time, others for
infinity. Some say the soul guides us, others claim forces of
nature decide our fate. It was in this fashion the Hermit
contemplated the young woman who lay sleeping on the
cave floor.

And as she lay there, she dreamed of the priest, who
was also an artist. She dreamed of the dance and the music
from the window and the kisses and caresses that overtook
them beneath an apricot colored moon. She dreamed too of
his dark eyes that were bottomless but empty. It troubled her
deeply that they never spoke of it —ever. Thus she was left to
wonder if the meaning of the encounter was the actual event,
or the fact that the event was never mentioned. Either way
the meaning of it all eluded her. The priest would no doubt
regret the dance and the meandering kisses; the artist would
celebrate it. The priest would deny the passion that drove
him, the artist would crave it once more. And yet, the man
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data. Si totusi, omul care intrupa si preotul si artistul, alesese
sd taca —nici o scuzd, nici negare, nici afirmare, pe scurt, nici
o explicatie. Acest lucru o nedumerise. Dar cand isi deschise
ochii si vazuse Sihastrul ghemuit la mica distanta, cu spatele
de zidul pesterii, cu genunchii stransi la piept si barbia
rezematd pe bratele incrusiate, simti o solidaritate care ii alina
sufletul ca un balsam caldut si bine primit.

“Cine esti tu?”

“Sunt Sihastrul acestei pesteri.”

“Cum te cheama?”

“Nume n-am.”

“De ce nu?”

“N-ar schimba cu nimic lucrurile.”

“Cum te strigd oamenii?”

“Nu ma strigd nimeni”.

“Ah. Am priceput. Da’ cum de-ai ajuns in aceasta
pestera?”

“M-am ndscut aici.”

“Unde ti-e familia?”

“Familie n-am.”

“Nu e posibil.”

“Iatd-ma-s aici.”

who embodied both priest and artist opted for silence —no
apology, no denial, no affirmation, no explanation. This
confounded her. But when she opened her eyes and saw the
Hermit huddled a short distance away, back against the cave
wall, knees drawn to chest and chin resting on folded arms,
she felt a solidarity soothe her spirit like a warm and
welcomed balm.

“Who are you?”

“I am the Hermit of this cave.”

“What is your name?”

“I have no name.”

“Why not?”

“It would not change things either way.”

“But what do people call you then?”

“No one calls me.”

“I see your point. How did you come to be in this
cave?”

“I was born here.”

“Where is your family?”

“I have none.”

“That is not possible.”

“Yet here I am.”

“Ce faci tu aici?” “What do you do here?”
“Minez cuvinte.” “] mine words.”
“Ce cuvinte?” “What kind of words?”
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“Tot feluri de cuvinte.” “All kinds.”

“Pentru cine?” “For whom?”

“Pentru tine.” “For you.”

“De ce?” “Why?”

“Pentru ca tu cauti semnificatie in toate.” “Because you seek meaning in all things.”
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Cartea XIX

Un fluturas micut se zvarcolise, se rdsucise, tinuse
piept unui cocon de mdtase mai mult argintiu decat alb pana
simtise rdbufnirea aerului racoros pe fruntea lui plapanda.
Aerul era dulce ca matasea cucuruzului si lumina ce purtase
aerul era proaspatd. Cum scdpase de imbracamintea lui de
matasd parca ceva il tragea inapoi; o greutate ciudata il tinea
pe loc. In aceeasi clipd isi vdzuse viata intreags fugind prin
fata sa si fdcu o pauzd. Se mai luptase, se mai agitase,
grohaind si trudind in contra fortei ce-1 apdsa, dar incetul cu
incetul capusorul lui miniatural iesise din varful coconului.
Isi intindea gatul, uitindu-se incoace si incolo ca in scurt timp
sd se curbeze si apoi sd se avante inainte, impingand
impotriva fusului cu toatd puterea pand si-a scos si
aripioarele. $i ce aripioare splendide avea el, isi zise. Nici
diafane, nici infrunzite ca ale madrului, ci asternute cu puf
albisor ca de zapada. Facuse cativa pasi de la cocon, pana ce
varfurile aripioarelor sa se slobozeascd de tot de capcana
toarsd, minunandu-se ce bine arata, si vai, din cate iubite ar
avea de ales. Dar cand incerca sd-si intinda aripioarele, nu le
putu misca nicidecum. Era destul sa umble drept, din cauza
greutdtii teribile a aripioarelor impanate in structura lui

Book XIX

A tiny butterfly wriggled, twisted, strained against a
silken cocoon that was more silver than white until it felt the
rush of cool air on its delicate brow. The air was sweet like
cornsilk and the light that carried the air bright and
refreshing. As he emerged he felt something restrain him, a
cumbersome weight that held him back. In that instant he
saw his whole life flash before him and he paused. He
struggled and fretted, grunted and toiled against the force
that oppressed him, but little by little, his miniature head
cleared the top of the cocoon. He craned his neck this way
and that then hunched himself forward and pushed against
the spindle with all his might until he squeezed his wings out
as well. And what splendid wings they were, he thought.
Neither diaphanous nor apple leafed, but covered with down
as white as snow. He strode several paces out past the
cocoon before the tips of his feathered wings were free of
their spun trappings, marveling to himself how grand he
must look, and oh, how many loves he would have to choose
from. But when he tried to raise his wings he could not
budge them from his side. It was enough he could walk at
all, given the tremendous burden that impinged upon his
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subtirica. O fi o greseald, gandise. Ce rost au aripile astea? se
intrebd el.

Pe neasteptate cdzuse un mar din méana unei fecioare
necunoscute si se rostogoli putin pana il lovi pe fluturasul
nostru cu aripioarele impdanate si uriase. Mai incape vorba?

Marul impdrti bucati si sfaramituri de stiinta
fluturasului cu aripi disproportionat de mari printre care se
afla si o hartd obscurd de pe vremurile caind maica Sihastrului
cutreierase pamantul ca sa-1 defineascd. Albastrul voronetian
aici isi afla originea, in impadratia captivd, intr-o mina tainica
al cdrei zdcamant se intinse tocmai pana la podeaua pesterii
Sihastrului. Formarea baltutei de suspinuri si susuri, nu era,
desigur, o intamplare. Izvorul care legase pestera de
impdrdtia capturatd a stat ascuns pand cand lacrimile
Sihastrului i-au aratat locul. Vezi, ochii Sihastrului fuseserd
pur albastru voronetian, si lacrimile varsate de pruncul nou-
ndscut si-au facut drum pana la sursa lor ancestrald. Asadar,
cand Sihastrul se scufundase in baltuta in ziua cand muntele
se rdzbunase si pamantul zvacnise, zdcamantul ascuns in
taind de la imparatia captivd pana la podeaua pesterii s-a
ardtat in plind vedere.

Insd nici Sihastrul nu incipuse in deschiderea cea
ingustd spre impdratia captiva, nici fluturasul cu aripioarele
uriase. In schimb, priveau unul la altul —fiecare recunoscand

thin architecture. There must be some mistake, he thought. What
is the meaning of these wings? he questioned.

Just then an apple fell from the hand of a young
maiden and rolled a ways before bowling over the
dumbfounded butterfly with enormous feathered wings.
What are the odds?

The apple imparted bits and pieces of knowledge to
the peculiar butterfly with disproportionately large feathered
wings that happened to include an obscure map dating back
to when the Hermit’s mother roamed the earth in order to
define it. The origins of Voronet blue lay here, in the trapped
kingdom, in a secret mine whose vein stretched all the way
to the floor of the Hermit’s cave. The formation of the pool of
sobs and whimpers was, of course, no accident no such thing The
spring that joined the cave to the kingdom was concealed
until the Hermit's tears revealed the spot; the Hermit's eyes,
you see, were pure Voronet blue, and the tears that ran from
the newborn found their way to their ancestral source. So
when the Hermit dove into the pool the day the mountain
rumbled and the earth shook, the secret vein from the cave
floor to the trapped kingdom was in pure sight.

But the Hermit could not fit through the narrow
opening into the trapped kingdom, neither could the
butterfly with his large feathered wings. Instead they gazed
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o parte din sinea pierdutd. Se uitau unul la altul asa, cu atata
dor ingemadnat, incat fluturasul s-a mutat in sfarsit in ochiul
stang al Sihastrului. Si in felul acesta fusese privit Ingerul si
prins deodata.

Cum isi fdcuse Sihastrul drum inapoi spre pestera,
punguta de piele legata la braul multi-color, se agatase de o
itd de longitudine smucindu-i pe toti si pe toate inapoi in
imparatia captiva. Mila si pedeapsa se luptasera pentru
Sihastru si pentru Inger, fiecare revedicAndu-si partea, in
timp ce la o distantd de o lume intreagd, o fatd navigase cu o
corabie mare impreuna cu tatdl ei. Cand se aplecd spre
margine ca sd madsoare liniile ce se vedeau in albastrimea
oceanului si in stralucirea impadratiei pierdute, il vazuse si pe
Sihastru acolo, prins intre o impadrdtie si alta; vdzuse viata
Sihastrului fugind prin fata ochilor — ciudat si de necrezut,
dar adevarat. lar Sihastrul i vdzuse viata fetei fugind prin
fata ochiului siu drept, pe cand Ingerul vizuse inima lui
Dumnezeu scdpand o bataie din ochiul stang al Sihastrului,
unde inotase ca si cand ar fi zburat in iertarea incredibilului
albastru voronetian.

at each other —each recognizing a part of him that had been
lost. They gazed in this fashion for a long moment and with
such mutual, inherent longing, that the butterfly was at last
assumed into the left eye of the Hermit. And thus the Angel
perceived was also captured.

As the Hermit made for the return journey home to
the cave, the leather pouch tied to the multi-colored band
around the Hermit's waist snagged a drifting line of
longitude, pulling all and sundry back to the center of the
trapped kingdom. Mercy and punishment fought over the
Hermit and the Angel, each claiming what was due, while a
world apart a young girl sailed a mighty ship with her father.
When she had leaned over the side to mark the lines that
could be seen against the brilliant blue of the sea and the
glow of the lost kingdom, she had seen the Hermit there too,
torn between one kingdom and another; she saw the
Hermit's life flash before her eyes — strange but true. And
the Hermit saw her life flash before the left eye, while the
Angel saw the heart of God skip a beat from the left eye of
the Hermit, where he swam as if flying, in the incredible
forgiving blue of Voronet.
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Cartea XX

Povesti apocrifice sunt scrise de martori uitati al caror
nume nu sunt suficiente niciodatd. Dar tocmai scrierea
povestii impartaseste adevarul, si dacd nu adevarul cel putin
semnificatia. Uneori in semnificatie sta toata diferenta. Cand
fata inghitise piatra cu scanteiere, facuse mai mult din ea
decat putea sa fie vreodatd. Piatra daduse greutatesemnificatie
sufletului ei fraged care, de altfel, putea sd fie eliberat din ea

Book XX

Apocryphal tales are written by forgotten witnesses
whose names are never enough. But it is the writing of the
tale that gives it truth, and if not truth, then meaning.
Sometimes meaning makes all the difference. When the girl
swallowed a stone with a glint, she made more of it than it
ever was or could be. The stone gave weightmeaning to her
fragile soul that could have otherwise lifted itself free of her
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si suflat spre ceruri tot asa cum un zbor instanteu invinge un
fluturag ce uitd sd se tind bine de crengutd. In acelasi spatiu
sacru unde locuiesc impreund mila si pedeapsa sau zborul si
cdderea, in acelasi plan care gazduieste si straini si fiinte din
flori, intristarea si credinta isi fac si ele casa lor, ca o imparatie
capturata.

Da, fata il recunoscuse pe Sihastru, iar Sihastrul pe
fatd; stiturd multd vreme vorbind unul cu altul in cuvintele
minate din pesterd, plinindu-se cu semnificatii pand cand
doar un singur cuvant ramase intre ei.

Tubire.

Inima Sihastrului incepuse a se umple cu speranta si
cu substantd, crescand, umflandu-se cu primul cuvant din
care toate s-au facut. Si fata vazuse cum se ridica si cum se
lasa pieptul Sihastrului deodata cu al ei.

Si Dumnezeu oftase.

Si muntele adormise.

Si lumea iertase.

Asa ca fata se scufundase in ochiul drept al
Sihastrului, intr-o mare de albastru voronetian mistic si
sustindtor, si forta scufundadrii era asa de mare incat fngerul,
inotand in ochiul stang al Sihastrului ca si cand zbura liber in
vdzduh, bufnea afara si exploda pe ceruri spre devenirea
unei constelatii noi, oglindite in configuratia pietrelor
asimetrice din jurul focului care ardea etern.

and been blown to heaven just as sudden flight overtakes a
butterfly who forgets to cling fast to a branch. In that same
sacred space where mercy and punishment, or flying and
falling dwell, in that same plane that hosts the misfit and
misbegotten, sorrow and faith also have their a home, like a
kingdom trapped.

Yes, the girl had recognized the Hermit, and the
Hermit had recognized the girl; they sat for a very long while
conversing in words mined from the cave, filling themselves
with meaning until only one word was left between them.

Love.

The Hermit's heart began to fill with hope and
substance, swelling with the very first word from which all
other words come. And the girl saw the Hermit’s chest rise
and fall in perfect concert with her own.

And God sighnraied.

And the mountain slept.

And the world forgave.

So the girl dove into the right eye of the Hermit, into a
sea of mystical sustaining Voronet blue, and the force of the
plunge was such that the Angel, swimming as if flying in the
left eye of the Hermit burst out and exploded in the heavens
into a strange new constellation, mirrored in the pattern of
the asymmetrical arrangement of rocks around the fire that
burned for an eternity.
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Ceea ce a ramas din Sihastru si din fata si din Tnger si All that was left of the Hermit and the girl and the
din fluturas era o icoand din ceard si fum pe zidul peretilor Angel and the butterfly was an icon of wax and ash in the
pesterii. In apropiere std un tirus de piatrd prismaticd in cave wall. Near it stands a spike in the form of a woman who
forma unei femei care cutreierase pamantul, iar la pieptul ei wandered, and at her breast glows a heart that beats like the
straluceste o inimd care bate ca aripile unei pdsdri rosii. wings of a red bird.
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Chronology Doris Plantus

1954- s-a ndscut Doris in Detroit, Michigan, fiica mijlocie a lui Aurel Plantus, tdimplar din
Bucovina, si Maria, a cdrei familie are originea in Banat, Roménia. Cu doud luni inainte de

nastere, tatdl a fost hirotonisit diacon. Au trdit impreund cu bunica timp de 7 ani.

1961- familia s-a mutat cateva case de bunica. Doris petrecea mult timp jucandu-se in
atelierul tatdlui, unde a cultivat dragostea pentru tamplarie si muzicd populard, pe care
tatdl ei o asculta mereu. incepuse a studia acordeonul, incurajata de tatd, dar mai mult

canta muzica populard roméneascad si sdrbeascd decat americana.

1963- Doris cu surorile ei au facut parte din fel de fel de activitati romanesti folclorice —
muzicd si jocuri populare, colinde, si corul bisericii.

1966- Sosise (fugise) un tanar si renumit dansator, Mihai David de la Ansamblul Ciocarlia,
si a infiintat un grup de dans din care Doris fdcea parte. Dupa patru ani, cind Mihai a
plecat pe neasteptate in California, a rdmas ea instructoarea echipei, jucand fecioreasca in
costum de bdiat pana si la jocul Célusul. Doris e recunoscutd in comunitatea Roméaneasca
pentru ansamblul ei, Tarancutd, care era activ pana in 1998.

(w‘\: EMPORARY

Livexatune Puress

hetpciieditura.mitic.ro Bucuregti 2013



Doris Plantus: Sihastrul. The Hermit. 117 Contemporary Literature Press 2013

1970- A vizitat la 16 ani pentru prima oard Roméania impreund cu sora ei Mariana, si mama
lor, Maria. Maria urma sd cunoascd pe Raveca, sora pe care n-o vdzuse niciodatd, iar
Mariana sa cunoascd pe viitorul ei sot. Pentru Doris era implinirea unui dor nestiut pana
n-a cutrierat tara, din Bucuresti panad in Moldova, Banat, Ardeal, si Constanta. Tocmai cand
pleca din gard de la Suceava, un tandr ii fdcu un cadou la geamul trenului. Era romanul lui
Teodoreanu, Lorelei. Era sa fie prima carte pe care Doris o citea in roméaneste, cu dictionar.

Dupa 35 de ani, a devenit subiectul disertatiei ei.

1972- A terminat liceul, unde a cunoscut un American-Irlandez, John. Doris s-a inscris la
universitatea Grand Valley State, spre a studia medicina.

1973- S-a inscris la Wayne State University din Detroit, pentru a urma mai departe
genetica. In acelasi timp s-a logodit cu John, si a luat serviciu la un spital la patologie.

1975- S-a cdsatorit cu John, si s-a retras de la universitate. Se ocupa mai mult cu arta,
scrisul, muzica, si folclorul romanesc. Tot in perioada aceasta, incepuse a citi Eminescu,
Cosbuc si Blaga — cdrtile aduse din Romania din 1970.

1979- A pierdut prima sarcina.

1980- S-a nascut la 3 martie primul fiu, Benjamin, dupéd care Doris si-a dat demisia de la
spital.

1981- S-a nascut in 18 noiembrie al doilea fiu, Daniel.
1984- Au vandut casa, si au plecat in alt oras din zona.

1985- Pe neasteptate, tocmai cand se mutase in alta casd, John a pdrdsit familia—ceva ce
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Doris a ascuns de pdrinti timp de sase luni. S-a incheiat divortul inainte de Craciun.

1986- Doris si-a luat o slujbd - monta niste piese de masini, lucrand acasa la ei in garaj - ca
s& se ingrijeascd de copii si casd. In toamna aceluias an, s-a reinscris la universitatea
Oakland la literaturd. In timpul zilei, cand erau bdietii la scoald, mergea la cursuri la
Oakland. In fiecare noapte, dupa ce punea copiii la culcare, lucra la piese si studia.

1987- A luat inca un serviciu ca bucdtareasa particulard la un atelier.

1990- A absolvit literatura si s-a inscris la masterat. S-a lasat de montat piese.

1997- A absolvit masteratul, si s-a angajat ca instructoare la diferite facultdti din zona.
1998- A inceput doctoratul in literatura engleza la Wayne State University, unde si preda.
2000- S-a publicat prima ei traducere —Zamolxe.

2002- A murit iubitul ei tata.

2005- A absolvit doctoratul la 50 de ani. Disertatia—unica la Wayne—avea ca subiect
traducerea si transpunerea cinematografica a romanului Lorelei, cartea primitd in Romania
in 1970. In iunie s-a angajat ca profesor asistent la Oakland University pe un termen de

patru ani.

2006- A castigat o bursd pentru o cdlatorie scurtd in Roménia, pentru a cerceta pe Caragiale,
la Sibiu. A tradus cateva povesti de ale lui, insd nu s-au publicat inca.

2007- S-a publicat disertatia, Lorelei. A inceput a gdsi calea pentru a produce filmul bazat

(w‘\: EMPORARY

Livexatune Puress

hetpciieditura.mitic.ro Bucuregti 2013



Doris Plantus: Sihastrul. The Hermit. 119 Contemporary Literature Press 2013

pe scenariul ei.

2009- S-a terminat pozitia de profesor asistent, si a rdamas ca Lector, tot la Oakland
University.

2012- A castigat premiul pentru Excellence in Teaching.

2013- A fost numitd una dintre cele mai bune 25 profesoare din Michigan.

Drawing by
Constantin Brancusi
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