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At the very beginning of the year 2015, Contemporary
Literature Press is publishing The Complete Works of a writer
who was born almost at the same time as T.S. Eliot and
James Joyce. He wrote about ‘restlessness’, ‘insatiable,
ruthless observation’, ‘foreigners from all over the world’,
‘desire” and “violence’: these words come from Mihail C.
Vlddescu himself. They reveal him as a Modernist in early
20th Century Romania. This is the reason why we are
publishing one of his books in both English and Romanian.

Who exactly was Mihail C. Vladescu? A ‘Former
MP’ (as he signs two of his books) who graduated from
Law School at the University of Bucharest, who fought as
an officer in World War I, was a journalist, a Member of

Incepem anul 2015 cu Operele Complete ale unui scriitor
care s-a ndscut cam in acelasi timp cu T.S. Eliot si James Joyce.
Un scriitor roman care ne vorbeste despre ,neastampar”,
~sete de observatie nemiloasd si cruda”, ,strdini pripdsiti de
prin toate partile”, ,dorinte” si ,violenta”: l-am citat pe
Mihail C. Vlddescu. Expresiile surprind esenta operei lui
moderniste. , Fluxul Constiintei” si ,monologul interior” au
incoltit, asadar, si In Romania anilor 1920. Tocmai pentru
acest motiv, unul dintre volumele pe care le publicim acum
apare bilingv, in limbile romana si engleza.

Cine era Mihail C. Vlddescu? In mod sigur un ,Fost
Deputat” (cum apare pe coperta catorva dintre cartile lui),
absolvent de Drept la Universitatea din Bucuresti, ofiter in



Parliament, a political and military commentator. A
traveller above everything else. Theoretically, he resided in
Bucharest, number 18 Pictor Romano street. He was born
in 1886, and died very young, at only 45 years of age. The
Vlddescu builiding, owned by his family, was just a few
steps away from number 9 Plantelor Street, where the
Romanian national poet Mihail Eminescu died three years
later, in 1889...

The books we are now publishing fall into two
categories: books of reality and books of the imagination.
The writer signed the books in the first group with his real
name. The books in the second category were written
under the pseudonym Alexis V. Drdculea. The
implications of this invented name are hinted at in the
Editors” Introductions.

This writer is not present in any history of literature
so far. The important libraries of the country know little
about him. When you least expect it, you come across one
more of his books in some obscure second-hand bookshop.

Mihail C. Vlddescu, however, was more than just a
writer: he was also a political personality of his time. The
proof of that statement can be found, among others, in his
political discourses in the Romanian Parliament. They
betray an irresistible intelligence, biting irony,
breathtaking presence of mind, and a remarkable
knowledge of international politics during World War I
and after.

Contemporary Literature Press is now launching an
invitation to its readers to join the game and investigate the
case of a writer who travelled the world, fought in the war,

primul rdzboi mondial, gazetar, membru in Parlament si
comentator politic. Dar mai presus de toate, mare iubitor de
calatorii. Teoretic, domiciliat in Bucuresti, pe strada Pictor
Romano numarul 18, s-a ndscut in anul 1886 si a murit foarte
tandr, la numai 45 de ani. Blocul Vlddescu, unde locuia cu
familia lui, era la doi pasi de strada Plantelor numadrul 9, locul
unde a murit Mihail Eminescu cu trei ani dupa nasterea lui
Vladescu, in anul 1889...

Cartile pe care le publicam acum se impart in doua
categorii: cdrtile realitatii si cdrtile imaginate. Pe primele,
scriitorul le semneazad cu numele lui adevarat. Celelalte au
apdrut sub pseudonimul Alexis V. Draculea, ale carui
semnificatii le veti afla citind introducerile la Operele
Complete.

Nu figureaza in Istoria Literaturii a lui George
Calinescu. Marile biblioteci ale tdrii nu stiu mare lucru despre
el si nici nu au toate cartile lui. Atunci cand te astepti mai
putin, mai descoperi printr-o intdimplare incd un volum pe
care il vinde un anticar obscur.

Mihail C. Vldadescu a fost nu numai unul dintre
scriitorii modernisti ai Romaniei: el a fost si om politic.
Dovedesc acest lucru discursurile lui in Parlamentul
Romaniei, ca Deputat de Teleorman. Gdsim in aceste
discursuri o remarcabild inteligentd vie, o ironie muscatoare,
o prezenta de spirit cuceritoare, si o cunoastere impecabild a
situatiei internationale interbelice. O adevaratd personalitate
a anului 1922... Ca sa-l parafrazam pe cronicarul Miron
Costin din veacul al XVII-lea, ,Nasc si la Alexandria oameni.”

Contemporary Literature Press 1si invitd cititorii sd intre
injocul acesta si sda descopere cine a fost scriitorul care a batut



made Modernism in his books, and who is still hiding lumea, a facut razboiul, a scris aproape la aceeasi masa cu
under the enigmatic mantle of the pseudonym Alexis V. marii modernisti, si care incd se ascunde in mantia enigmatica
Dréculea! a pseudonimului Alexis V. Draculea!

Bucharest-Monaco, 2015

George Sandulescu and Lidia Vianu




Mihail C. Vladescu / Alexis V. Draculea



Alexis V. Draculea

in tetf a%et&

Edited by Lidia Vianu and
C. George Sandulescu




Executive Advisor:

CONTEMPOI\ARV L]

Contemporary Literature Press

Editura pentru Studiul Limbii Engleze prin Literaturd
Director: .. BRITISH 1:!—— UNIVERSITATEA \_J/ g\{?{%}ggi ;,\‘g, ?&"ﬁ:::;i?ﬂgsﬁza""

LIDIA VIANU @®® COUNCIL

GEORGE SANDULESCU The only online Literature Publishing House of the University of Bucharest

@ oin sucuresti D@ CUTTURAL (i entumyotiind

ISBN: 978-606-8366-93-7

© C. George Sandulescu
© The University of Bucharest

Acknowledgments

Alexis V. Driculea: In retragere. Schife si nuvele din rasboiu. Bucuresti.
Tipografia profesionald Dim. C. Ionescu. 9-Strada Campineanu-9.

1918.
The present book preserves the original Romanian spelling of the
author.

lustrations, and overall Layout by Lidia Vianu

Typing: Violeta Baroand, Serban Duddu, George Mihaitd, Alexandra Munteanu,
Mihaela Olinescu, Iulia Pislaru, Roxana Ticamucd, Marcela Zorland.
Proofreading: Silvia Bratu, Andrei Scurtu.

IT Expertise: Simona Samulescu.

Publicity: Violeta Baroana.

Logo: Manuela Stancu.

Cover Design: Alexandra Ilina.

This book has been translated into English by Lidia Vianu, Martyn Crucefix,
and MTTLC graduate students Violeta Baroana, Serban Duddu, George Mihaita, Alexandra Munteanu, Mihaela Olinescu,

Tulia Pislaru, Roxana Ticimuca, Marcela Zorland. Our thanks to all the graduate MTTLC students who came up with solutions when some

of the stories were translated in class.

Mihail C. Vladescu sometimes spelt his first name Michail. We find this name on the cover of one of the five books he published at his own expense in the
1920’s, after World War I. Michail has a Biblical resonance, and it comes close to the Archangel Michael as well. He also used the pseudonym Alexis V. Draculea.
Alexis stands for Alexandria, the native town of the whole Noica family; V undoubtedly stands for the patronymic Vlddescu. As for Drdculea, that is the
hardest of them all... I vaguely remember my mother talking about the Driculesti estate, held on lease by her father, Constantin Vladescu, mayor of the town of

Alexandria, quite a while before 1900, during the reign of Carol L
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Lidia Vianu

Oameni din Bucuresti. Bucharesters...

Cine este Mihail C. Vladescu, cel care scrie volume
despre rdzboi cu acest nume, dar proza scurtd si teatru sub
pseudonimul Alexis V. Drdculea? Nascut in 1886, a trdit
numai 45 de ani. Cu doi ani in urmd, in anul 2011, s-au
implinit 125 de ani de la nasterea lui si 80 de la moarte.

Am inclus o listd cu contemporanii lui la sfarsitul
acestui volum. Vladescu a scris pe cand publicau, printre
altii, poetii Tudor Arghezi, Ion Minulescu, George Bacovia,
Vasile Voiculescu, Ion Barbu, George Toparceanu, lon Pillat,
Lucian Blaga. A fost contemporan cu prozatorii Panait Istrati,
Liviu Rebreanu, Mateiu Caragiale, Mihail Sadoveanu, Camil
Petrescu. Dintre critici, au trdit in jurul acelei perioade Eugen
Lovinescu, George Cilinescu si Tudor Vianu. N-ar fi exclus
sa fi dat mdcar o datd mana cu anglistul Dragos
Protopopescu, care era numai cu sase ani mai mic decat el.

Who is Mihail C. Vladescu, author of short stories and
plays signed Alexis V. Draculea? Why does he sign with his
real name only his books about World War I? Born in 1886, he
died when he was 45. Two years ago, 125 years had passed
since his birth and 80 since his death.

At the end of this book we have added a list of his major
contemporaries. When Vlddescu wrote his books, important
Romanian poets were publishing theirs: Tudor Arghezi, Ion
Minulescu, George Bacovia, Vasile Voiculescu, Ion Barbu,
George Toparceanu, Ion Pillat, Lucian Blaga. He was also a
contemporary of the prose-writers Panait Istrati, Liviu
Rebreanu, Mateiu Caragiale, Mihail Sadoveanu, Camil
Petrescu. It was also a time when major Romanian literary
critics emerged: Eugen Lovinescu, George Cilinescu and
Tudor Vianu. The professor of English literature and language
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Dupa cum se prea poate ca Leon Levitchi si Dan Dutescu sa
fi stiut de el pe cand aveau numai 12 ani... Cu mici exceptii,
majoritatea scriitorilor nadscuti cam odata cu el i-au
supravietuit si au trdit o perioadd de timp sub comunism —
lucru firesc avand in vedere ca viata lui Vlddescu a fost atat
de scurta.

Volumul de ,schite si nuvele de rasboiu” in retragere
nu tradeazd nimic din biografia ori personalitatea
autorului—in afard de presupunerea ca autorul a participat
activ la primul rdzboi mondial, dat fiind cd la inceputul lui el
avea 28 de ani. Are de altfel si alte doua carti— Problema
Comandamentului si Generalul Averescu, samandtorul de
ofensive—1in care discutd razboiul ca un profesionist ce se afla.
Pe unele coperte, sub numele autorului, apare scris ,Fost
Deputat”. Cartile nu-i trddeaza biografia mai mult decat atat.
Inchizi cartea si, cum se intampld cu Stendhal, Balzac,
Thomas Hardy, nu stii cine a scris-o. O aplecare cdtre locurile
din Franta si anume turnuri de fraza involuntar frantuzite
dau de banuit cd avem de-a face cu un locuitor al Micului
Paris care viseazd sd se stabileascd in Parisul cel mare. Doar
cd acesta era visul foarte multor roméni in jurul primului
rdazboi mondial...

Dragos Protopopescu may well have met him at some point,
since the difference of age between them is of only six years.
Other two great professors of English, Leon Levitchi and Dan
Dutescu, may have heard about him when they were 12...
With few exceptions, most writers born around the time he
was born survived him and lived under communism for a
while —which is natural, considering that Vladescu’s life was
uncommonly short.

The book of “short stories from the war” entitled In
Retreat does not betray its author in any way —except the fact
that he must have taken active part in World War I, at whose
onset he was 28. He wrote two professional books about the
war. On some covers, under his name we can read “Former
MP”. His books do not reveal his biography. When we finish
reading, we know the author as little as we get to know
Stendhal, Balzac, or Thomas Hardy. Considering the frequent
mention of French places and also very French turns of the
phrase, which were probably involuntary, we may well
suspect that we deal here with an inhabitant of Bucharest at
the time the town was nicknamed “le petit Paris”, someone
who dreams of inhabiting real Paris. But this was the dream
of most Romanians when the war broke...
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Despre ce scrie Alexis V. Drdculea in aceste scurte
povestiri? Despre cine? Despre soldati, avocati, femei seduse
ori seducdtoare, o femeie usoard care intrece ca figura morald
femeile , cinstite”, despre razboi, iubire si bani.

Nu in subiectul istorioarelor sta valoarea acestei carti,
ci in gandirea ei. Se poate sprijini aceastd afirmatie pe
experienta celui ce se incumetd sa traducd textele lui
Vladescu intr-o limbd straind. Abia atunci cand trebuie sa
traducem vorbele aparent atat de simple folosite de prozator
ne dam seama c4 el arde etape in gandire, in exprimarea ei.
Un lucru e cert: nu putem traduce cuvintele asa cum sunt,
pentru ca textul are, pe langd o suprafatd aparent calma,
banald si necomplicata, un subtext care o contrazice brutal.
Simplitatea vorbelor, banalitatea subiectelor ascund de fapt o
gandire caustica. Iti trebuie multa rabdare sa dezgropi de sub
cuvinte ce vrea autorul sa spuna de fapt.

Cand devenim constienti de importanta subtextului,
intelegem concentrarea verbala si narativa, acea ardere de
etape in rationament, o naratiune care pur si simplu
“madnancd” cuvinte. Combinadnd cele doud registre—
afirmatia directd si insinuarea—, prozatorul ajunge la o
sigurantd a frazei iesitd din comun. El conentreaza ce are de

What does Alexis V. Draculea write about in his short
stories? He introduces us to soldiers, lawyers, seduced or
seductive women, a harlot that is morally above many
“honest” women. He writes about war, love and money.

The meaning of this book, however, does not reside in
what it narrates: the thinking behind all these plots is what
really matters. No one sees this better than the translator of
the texts into another language. When he proceeds to translate
the apparently very simple words used, he suddenly realizes
that the Romanian writer literally “burns” stages of his
thought when he writes. The translator knows all the
equivalents of the very simple words used by Vladescu, but
they are of no help at all: the simple sentences have in
Romanian a devilishly complicated subtext. Behind love-
stories we actually find bitter satire.

The fact that the texts “swallow” words, burn bridges
between thoughts, makes their subtlety very complicated. The
sentences are masterful: they combine direct statement with
innuendo. This technique of opposition concentrates the text
to the point where every little sign on the page is meaningful.
It is a concentration that makes for dramatism. His dramatic
bent made Vlddescu choose the tools of drama: monologue
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spus cu o asemenea economie incat nici un semn grafic nu
este de prisos. Concentrarea aceasta duce la dramatism.
Probabil inclinatia dramatica il face pe Vlddescu sa opteze
pentru uneltele teatrului: monologul si dialogul. Textul lui
este unul vorbit.

Ce ne spun aceste personaje va descoperi cititorul
dacd are rdbdare sd parcurgd textul de mai multe ori. Trebuie
cd rdazboinicul din 1918 isi codifica nuvelele dupa o anume
strategie, care nu e strdind de momentul Modernist —anul
1922. Anul nasterii lui Alexis V. Draculea se plaseaza intre
anul nasterii lui James Joyce (1882) si cel al lui T.S. Eliot
(1888). Daca ar fi avut o viata mai lungd, daca razboiul nu
l-ar fi confiscat pentru un numar de ani, cine stie: poate cd
Alexis C. Draculea ar fi scris Oameni din Bucuresti /
Bucharesters...

7 decembrie 2013
Inceputul Créciunului la Bucuresti.

and dialogue. All his stories are spoken texts.

Only the reader who is patient enough to read these
stories several times in a row will find out what the apparently
banal characters have to say. The 1918 warrior must have
encoded his texts in the spirit of the peak Modernist year 1922,
which was round the corner. Actually, Alexis V. Draculea was
born in good company: four years after James Joyce (1882) and
two years before T.S. Eliot (1888). Had he had a longer life,
had the war not weighed so heavily upon him, who knows,
Alexis V. Draculea might have ended up writing
Bucharesters...

7 December 2013
Beginning of Christmas in Bucharest.
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Bucuresel

Palatul Regal
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C. George Sandulescu

Un Noica proaspat revenit din trecut:

Mihail C. Vladescu.
(1886-1931)

De mai bine de jumadtate de veac el se afla
ascuns pe undeva pe rafturile bibliotecii mele.
Mi-aduc aminte cd, atunci cand l-am citit prima oarad,
a trebuit sa tai chiar eu o parte din paginile pieselor,
textele lui cele mai recente.

poniele

A New Noica of Long Ago:

Mihail C. Vladescu.
(1886-1931)

He’s been on my book-shelf for more than half a
century. I remember having to cut some of the pages
of the new plays upon my very first reading...

pooiele
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Un om dat uitarii. Un scriitor roman destul de reusit,
pe care nimeni nu-l mai tine minte. Afard, doar, de
fratii si surorile lui. Si de mine.

2290

Una din putinele personalitdti pe care le readuce la
viatd In mod straniu ceva care se numeste
INTERNET.
/‘V‘V‘\.G N
A IO
Merita, oare? Cititorii vor hotari... Poate va
imboggati literatura romand. Poate nu.
E atat de greu sd-i judeci pe ai tdi!
Cand vine vorba de familie, nu avem detasarea
necesara pentru a percepe obiectiv lucrurile.

AM@

A

10

A forgotten man. A fairly good Romanian writer
never remembered by anybody. Except by his own
brothers and sisters. And by myself.

2299

One of the very rare literary personalities
revived direct by the Net.
%o
Is he worth it ? It’s up to you all to judge... He
may enrich Romanian literature. Or he may not.
One can never properly judge one’s own !

For relatives wusually lack the distancing
required in order to relate in an objective manner.

Mﬂ@

A
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Ce anume a fost? A fost mai multe: soldat
credincios luptei impotriva Dusmanului Natiunii—
lucru greu de gdsit azi, cand Patria—La Patrie—a

disparut aproape cu totul.

Deputat aprins—un député—in luptd cu cei
puternici si de rang inalt—Niculae lorga, de pilda —
incrancenat, pentru o cauza dreapta —sunt convins.
Ce ‘cauzd dreaptd” anume — va intrebati. Sincer sa fiu,
nici eu nu stiu... Dar, ofiter fiind —abia intors din
razboi— e foarte greu de crezut cd ar fi luptat cu atata
indarjire pentru o cauza nedemna.

Trebuie cda Marele Radzboi 1-a marcat profund.
Poate prea profund.

Comentator meticulos al evenimentelor de
rdazboi, din toate unghiurile: acela personal si intim al
jurnalului de rdzboi; unghiul ascutit analitic al

11

What was he? He was many things: a devoted
Soldier in the fight against the Nation’s Enemy —
something quite impossible to find in our days, where
the Homeland —La Patrie—has etherised into near-
total disappearance.

A passionate Member of Parliament—un
député—tighting the high and mighty —Niculae
Iorga, for instance—by the skin of his teeth, for the
right cause—I'm sure. What exactly was that ‘right
cause’, you may ask. I reply, ‘I haven’t the slightest
idea’... But for an officer like him —barely back from
battle —it is quite, quite inconceivable that he would
have stood up so staunchly for the wrong thing.

He must have been far too deeply marked by the
Great War.

A meticulous commentator of war events from
so many angles: the personal and intimate angle of the
war-diarist; the highly analytical angle of the
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eruditului desavarsit in ale rdazboiului, in Problemele

Comandamentului. Nu in ultimul rand, din

persepctiva imaginatiei—mai presus de toate
celelalte—acesta fiind unghiul pur literar, in cele
douasprezece nuvele ale sale, scrise cu mare
economie de efecte si intitulate [n retragere.
poeiele

Care anume au fost profesiile lui? Fiindca
avem atatea dovezi clare cad precis a avut mai mult
decat una...

Studiase Dreptul la Universitatea din Bucuresti
inainte de primul rdzboi mondial, si prin urmare a

devenit ‘avocat’, pledant si nu numai.

Marturisesc cu pdrere de rau ca nu cunosc
direct de la membrii familiei mele nimic despre

12

consummate war scholar, in Problemele
Comandamentului. And last, but not quite, from the
purely fictional angle — from the highest viewpoint of
all—the purely literary one, in his so very
economically written dozen or so of short stories,
entitled In Retragere.

pooiele

What professions did he actually exert? For
there is so much circumstantial evidence that he must
most certainly have had more than one...

Having studied Law at the University of
Bucharest before the First World War, he of course
became ‘un avocat’, that is, in English terms, both a
solicitor and a barrister, wrapped all in one.

I must humbly confess that I do not know

absolutely anything about his achievements from my

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

realizdrile lui. (A murit cu vreo trei ani inainte de a
mad naste eu...)

Avand, insd, in vedere ca ii mersese bine din
punct de vedere financiar—avea o vild eleganta la
Brasov, de care ingrijea o guvernantd nemtoaica (tot
ea a avut grija si de mine o vard intreagd atunci cand
am fnceput sa-i pot tine minte chipul si replicile, de-a
dreptul memorabile), se vorbea despre el cu acel
respect pe care i-1 asigurau automat banii.

Pe deasupra, mai si scria. La gazete, desigur.
Deci a fost si gazetar. La ce gazete? Despre ce anume?

N-am nici cea mai vaga idee. Mi-am petrecut
adolescenta si tineretea timpurie straduindu-ma sa-i
ascund inteligenta, imaginea, existenta, chiar, de
iscoditorul regim comunist care a sugrumat toatd tara
timp de o jumadtate de veac in asa masura ca nici un
membru al familiei noastre n-a indrdznit sa atinga
madcar subiectul, nici méacar in imprejurdrile cele mai

13

own family. (He had died three years or so before I
was born...)

But considering he had been prospering
financially —with an elegant villa at Brasov and even
a German governess to take care of it (she took care of
me too for a whole summer when I was old enough to
remember her face and her memorable statements!),
he was spoken of with the kind of respect that money
almost automatically generated around him.

And then, he wrote. For the newspapers, of
course. So he was also a journalist. Which
newspapers? And what about ?

I have absolutely no idea. For in my later years
of adolescence and early youth I was so frantically
busy hiding his intellect, his image, his very existence
from the over-inquisitive Communist régime that had
for half a century enveloped the whole country that
no member of the family ever dared touch the subject,

not even in the most private circumstances. We had
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intime. Cu cativa ani inainte de 1950 invdtaserdm cu
totii de la o zi la alta cd nu ne servea la nimic sa
vorbim despre trecut, ba din contra, acest lucru putea
sd ne faca foarte mult rdu. Mai ales tinerei generatii.

Prin urmare, o tacere absoluta a invaluit
personalitatea lui Mihail Vladescu pe tot timpul
secolului de dupa el.

Auzeam injur, in soaptd, doar lucruri legate de
viata lui intimd. Aproape cd nimeni nu indrdznea.
Totul era spus in mare taind, atat de fragmentar incat
mi-a fost extrem de greu, aproape imposibil, sa
descifrez eu singur lucrurile, pentru mine macar.

Oamenii inteleg si nu au absolut nimic
impotriva sd-ti ascunzi rudele de ceilalti, in adancul
sufletului tdu. Cu conditia ca aceste rude sd fi fost
raufacatori de vreun fel, sau chiar criminali...

Pentru motivul opus, n-am auzit pe nimeni sa
incuviinteze asa ceva —absolut pe nimeni. Nicaieri in

14

all learned ever so quickly in the late 1940’s that
mentioning the Past was not only perfectly useless,
but could also become extremely dangerous.
Especially for the younger generation.

So, the blanket of total silence enveloped the
personality of Mihail Vladdescu for the rest of the
century.

It was only his private life that was softly
whispered around me. With awe. But it was all so very
low key, and ever so fragmentary that I could, barely
and with difficulty, piece two and two together for my
own secret understanding.

To hide your own relatives in the remotest
corners of your heart the whole and entire world
seems to understand and be in full agreement with.
When your own relatives happen to be evildoers, and
downright criminals...

But for the very opposite reason, I never found
any beginning of

understanding anywhere —
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apus n-am intalnit acest lucru, cu exceptia rarelor
gesturi de compasiune oarecum superficiald, cand
oamenii ddadeau din umeri si, extrem de rar,
adaugau —‘Slava Domnului cd aici asa ceva nu ni s-a
intdmplat noud... nici mie, nici alor mei.’

Lipsa de empatie—de intelegere autentica si
profunda — sautait aux yeux!

Unica forma de compasiune la care a ajuns
lumea apuseand e Caritatea — care ii displdcea atat de
mult lui Oscar Wilde. Chiar inainte s-o simtd pe
pielea lui (intuise doar c4 il astepta si avea s-o simtd
in lunile de dinaintea mortii).

Cea mai cumplitd consecinta a comunismului
institutionalizat vreme de jumadtate de veac peste
jumatate de Europd rdmane aceasta Tacere de

15

absolutely not anywhere. In the whole Western
World, except the occasional embarrassed gesture of
fairly superficial compassion, and the even more
embarrassed shrug of the shoulders, accompanied by
the even rarer statement—‘I'm ever so glad that that
never happened to us here... neither to me, nor to my
family.

The lack of empathy —genuine and complete
empathy —sautait aux yeux!

The only form of compassion The Western
World had developed for itself was Charity —the
charity that Oscar Wilde was so very much against.
Even long before he felt it on his own skin (he merely
intuited that it would be there in the pipeline for him
too in the months before his death).
effect of

institutionalised for a solid half century in half Europe

The worst Communism

remains the irrecoverable Silence: the events, and
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nerecuperat: toate incidentele, trairile si convingerile
ingropate odatd cu cei carora le-au apartinut.

Atatea Atatea
Atatea emotii... Cdzute in ghearele uitarii eterne!

personalitati... incidente...

Cum sunt cel din urmd supravietuitor a doua
familii numeroase, care adunau laolalta peste doua
duzini de persoane, numadrul de intrebdri pe care as
dori sd le pun celor ce au pierit deja din familiile
mamei si tatdlui meu despre viata lor din trecut este
nesfarsit de mare. Cu atat mai mult cu cat e vorba de
Filozofi, Academicieni, Parlamentari de seama.

Vorbim aici de o gaura neagra —a Black Hole—
in istoria Romaniei, care se intinde peste o jumadtate
de secol ce parcd nu se mai termina. Cum a fost oare
cu putinta sd i se ingdduie celui mai crunt Ev Mediu
sd ‘existe’ chiar in miezul civilizatiei secoulului XX,
drept in inima celui mai ‘civilizat’ dintre toate cele
cinci continente?

16

tfeelings and opinions, that all those who lived them
have taken to the grave with them.

So many of them people. So many of them
events. So many of them emotions.

As the very last survivor of two large families
numbering together more than two dozen, the
number of questions I would like to ask the dead
members of my mother’s and my father’s respective
families about their past lives is more than infinite.
More particularly so, when they include outstanding
Philosophers, Academicians, and Parliamentarians.

And that is where Romanian history has a Black
Hole extending over an interminable half century.
How could the darkest Middle Ages be allowed to be
‘made possible’ right in the midst of Twentieth
Century civilization, and right in the heart of the “‘most
civilized” of all the Five Continents ?
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Cu toate cd a incetat din viata cu mai bine de
doisprezece ani inainte de instalarea comunismului
in Romania, Mihail Vladescu, cel care i-a cazut
victimd, e un caz emblematic. E aproape cu neputinta
sd-i reconstruim biografia. Numai o cercetare ce ar
depasi nivelul unei lucrari doctorale ar putea
eventual afla. Efortul de cercetare care s-ar impune ar
coplesi pe oricine.

Aceasta intrucat acest Noica despre care
vorbim a scris intr-o vreme cand Noica-Filozoful abia
dacd avea noud ani, iar Venerabilul Calugdr Noica —
fiul filozofului—n-avea sd se nascd decat cu vreo
cincisprezece ani mai tarziu.

Si nu in ultimul rand, sa ne gandim la o
legdtura literard extrem de puternicd: Cei Trei Crai de
la Rasdrit — toti trei Crai de Curtea Veche —erau de fapt
patru: grupul celor trei prieteni extrem de apropiati
din anii 1930—NOICA + ELIADE + CIORAN-—a

ajuns sd includd, peste ani, un al patrulea, pe Eugen

17

Though having been dead for more than a
dozen years before the advent of Communism in
Romania, the case of Mihail C. Vlddescu remains that
of a victim in point. Constructing his biography is a
near impossibility. Or an achievement at the level of a
super-Doctoral Dissertation. Judging only by the

amount of research involved.

For this particular Noica wrote at a time when
Noica-the-Philosopher was a mere nine-years-old,
and The-Venerable-Monk Noica—the philosopher’s
son —was about fifteen years away from being born.

Last but not least, there is the mighty literary
connection: Cei Trei Crai de la Rasdrit—all of them
Crai de Curtea Veche—were, in fact, four: as the group
of three very close friends in the 1930’s —NOICA +
ELIADE + CIORAN —was over time completed by a
fourth, namely by Eugen IONESCU. Or Ionesco, for
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IONESCU. Pe scurt, Ionesco. Inegalabilul Ionescu. short. The Unique Ionescu. Membre de I’Académie

Membre de I’Académie Francaise! Francaise!
Au avut ei oare afinitati nevazute cu Spiritul in Have there been, I presume to ask, any invisible,
care Vladescu si-a realizat Scrierile Sale? imperceptible, unforeseen links to be established with

the very Spirit in which this Vladescu conceived and
achieved his Writings?

Text tradus din limba engleza de Lidia Vianu.

.

C. George Sandulescu
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Alexandrina Noica, épouse VLADESCU, si familia ei: 12
copii— sase bdieti si sase fete—ndscuti cu totii intre 1885 si
1906. Cate unul pe an: iar in 1889 chiar doi in acelasi an: unul
in ianuarie, celdlalt in decembrie... Fotografie facutd foarte
probabil in 1906 —anul ultimului ndscut.

Alexandrina Noica, épouse VLADESCU, and her family: 12
children—six boys and six girls—all born between 1885 and
1906. One every year: in 1889 two, even: one in January, another
in December... The photo was most likely taken in 1906 — when
the last was born.
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Alexandrina and Constantin Vlddescu’s twelve
children... on their own.

Copiii Familiei Alexandrina si Constantin Vlddescu — cei
doisprezece... fara parintii lor !

Cei 12 copii Vlddescu; primul dintre ei este chiar Mihail C.
Vlddescu, tindnd in brate pe surioara sa cea mai mica.
Fotografia a fost facutd probabil in 1906.
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POST SCRIPTUM. Mihail C. Vliddescu uneori
prefera ortografia Michail, cum se poate confirma pe
coperta uneia din cele cinci carti pe care si le-a
publicat singur in deceniul care a urmat Primului
Razboi Mondial. Michail suna atat de biblic, si atat
de aproape de Arhanghelul Michail! Scria des si sub
pseudonimul Alexis V. Draculea. Unde Alexis
reprezenta Alexandria, orasul de bastind al intregii
familii Noica; initiala V reprezintd, fara indoiala,
patronimul Vlidescu. Dar Driculea? E greu... Imi
aduc aminte vag cd mama vorbea despre o mosie
Drdculesti pe care tatal ei Constantin Vlddescu,
primar al orasului Alexandria, o tinuse in arenda o
bund bucatd de vreme inainte de anul 1900, sub
domnia regelui Carol L.

21

POST SCRIPTUM. Mihail C. Vlddescu sometimes
spelt his first name Michail. We find this name on the
cover of one of the five books he published at his own
expense in the 1920’s, after World War 1. Michail has
a Biblical resonance, and it comes close to the
Archangel Michael as well. He also used the
pseudonym Alexis V. Draculea. Alexis stands for
Alexandria, the native town of the whole Noica
family; V undoubtedly stands for the patronymic
Vladescu. As for Draculea, that is the hardest of them
all... I vaguely remember my mother talking about the
Driculesti estate, held on lease by her father,
of the
Alexandria, quite a while before 1900, during the

Constantin Vlddescu, mayor town of

reign of Carol L.
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In retragere

—Iubirea... ce e iubirea? Stiti voi, ce e iubirea? Ati
simtit-o, ca sd va vorbesc serios? A iubi una si aceeasi femee...
A o iubi pana la moarte, cu disperare. A o avea in sange, in
creer, aici, in tot locul si in tot momentul. Ziua si noaptea... Sd
nu poti sd faci un pas, fard sd n’o vezi... S'o simti langa tine
intr'una... Sd'i auzi respiratia... Sa te ametesti de caldura si

In Retreat

“Love... what is love? Do you know what love is?
Have you ever felt it? Otherwise, how can I tell you? To
love one woman alone... Love her desperately, till the day
you die. To have her in your blood, in your brain, right
here, wherever you go, at all times. Day and night... Not to
be able to take one step without picturing her in your
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parfumul ei... Sa te framanti asa, singur, in nestire, ceasuri
intregi. S'o chemi pe nume... Sa te uiti nduc la tot ce e in jurul
tdu, fara sa intelegi ceva, fara sa-ti pese de ceva... Ce lucru
cumplit si placut e dragostea. Nu e jucdrie, fratilor,
ascultati-ma pe mine. Nu iubesc toti astfel o femee.

Asa vorbea adineaori camaradul nostru Stroja si noi il
ascultam toti uimiti si parcd cuprinsi de un sentiment de
teamd. De fapt el era seful nostru, acum. In luptele din zilele
trecute, pe vaile Buzdului, ne cazuse Capitanul, si el, ca cel
mai vechiu in grad, luase comanda escadronului. Mergeam la
pas, cdldri, tocmai intram in satul Nisipurile din Judetul
Ramnicu-Sarat.

Cuvintele lui aprinse, ma pdtrundeau si-mi ddadeau

nelinistea pe care o ai de obicei, in asteptarea unui eveniment.

Omul acesta vorbea foarte putin. Nu stiam ce sa
credem despre el. Adesea-ori am cautat sa-1 observ si aceea ce
m'a isbit, dela prima vedere, e un contrast miscdtor in toate
actiunile si in tot felul lui de a fi. Avea momente de o

mind... Feeling her beside you all the time... Hear her
breathe... Get drunk on her warmth and perfume...
Thinking of her for hours on end when you're alone.
Calling out her name... Staring in utter bewilderment about
you, understanding nothing, indifferent to it all... What a
dreadful and wonderful thing love is! It’s no child’s play,
brothers, mark my words. Few men can love a woman like
that.”

Our comrade Stroja was saying this while we all
listened, astonished and not a little apprehensive of him, as
he was now our commander. During the previous battle,
down the river Buzdu, our Captain had been killed in
action, and Stroja, as the senior rank, had taken over the
squadron. Now we were riding at a leisurely pace into the
village of Nisipurile in the County of Rdmnicu Sarat.

His passionate words cut through me, stirring the
kind of unease one experiences while waiting for
something to happen.

The man was tight-lipped. We didn’t know what to
make of him. I often tried to observe him, and what struck
me from the very beginning was a kind of deeply touching
contradiction, inherent in everything he did, in his very
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exuberantd si de o veselie asa de dulce si de comunicativd, in
cat il iubeam numai vazandu-l. Din contrd, in aceeasi zi, avea
crize de o tristete acutd, cand era asa de abatut si de zdrobit,

in cat toti eram ingrijati de soarta lui.

Si nu aveam nici o explicatiune. De multe ori am
incercat sa-1 intreb, sd-1 rog sa-mi spue ce are si daca ii pot fi
de folos. Era acum intdia oarda cand ne vorbea astfel. Ne
bucuram cd o sd avem cel putin de astadatd, deslegarea
acestui mister.

Ce om curios era seful nostru, sub-locotenentul Stroja
Nicolae. Bun pana la sldbiciune, de o delicatetd femeiascd,
I'am vdzut in recunoasteri, in lupte, de un curaj si de o
ind&ritnicie, care pe noi subalternii lui ne inspdimanta. In
timpul focului, era fiara deslantuitd, noi ii ziceam , pantera”
si nu exageram deloc, caci dispretul de moarte si furia cu care

se arunca tot inainte, ne facea pe toti sa-1 credem nebun.

Odata pericolul trecut, devenea altul, era absolut de
nerecunoscut, nu se mai interesa de nimic, incapabil sd dea un
ordin, se perdea in lucrurile cele mai mici, nu lua nici o
hotdrare, ii reprosam chiar ca nu-l ascultd soldatii si ca

nature. Sometimes he was so exuberant, so affectionately
cheerful and talkative that we all loved him. But during the
very same day he could suddenly feel such profound
sorrow, he could be so downcast, so crushed, that we all
worried for him.

And there was no explanation for it. I tried many
times to ask him what was wrong and whether I could help
in any way. Now for the first time he was opening up to us
on such matters. We were eager to hear him reveal his
secret at last.

What a strange man, our commander, sub-lieutenant
Stroja Nicolae! Kind-hearted to the point of weakness,
tender like a woman, yet exhibiting such courage and
determination in battle or on reconnaissance that we, his
subordinates, were terrified of him. In open combat, he’d
turn into an untamed beast—we called him ‘the panther’
and it was no exaggeration: the scorn of death and the fury
with which he leapt forwards made us think him insane.

Once the danger had passed, he was a totally
different person—he would not give a damn about
anything, could hardly give any order at all, was unable to
handle the least incident, seemed incapable of decisions.
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diciplina in unitate a scizut mult. Rdimanea nepdsator ; nu era

posibild nici o indreptare.

De ce vorbea acum? Ce l'a decis sd-si spue ce are pe
inimd, n"am putut sa pricep numaidecat.

In orice caz, ndzuinta de a nu-si da tot ce are pe suflet,
pe fatd, am vdzut-o imediat, de oarece s-a oprit, tocmai cand
credeam noi ca o sd inceapa.

—Ramanem la noapte aci, fratilor? Sunteti de parere?...
ni se adreseaza el noud, schimband brusc conversatia.

—Da, da sefule, — rdspundem noi in cor.

Doi gradati pornesc sa gdseascd cantonament pentru
ofiteri si trupa.

—Incepusesi sd ne povestesti ceva palpitant, ii zic eu
dupa o tdcere cam lunga.

El ofteaza. Ezitd. Paloarea si uitdtura lui au ceva
straniu, ce-i sade bine.

—N’o sa md intelegeti. De geaba va vorbesc.

Si ridicandu-se deodata in sea, parca-l vad, facu o
sfortare, voind sa reia firul intrerupt al povestirii.

We all thought he himself was the cause of the men’s
disobedience, of the dramatic weakening of discipline in
the unit. He just didn’t give a damn and none of us could
do a thing about it.

But why was he opening up to us now? I failed to
understand at first the reason why he had now decided to
talk about it.

What I did see straight away was a reluctance to
reveal himself entirely, for he stopped precisely when we
thought he was about begin.

“Shall we spend the night here, brothers? What do
you think?..” he addressed us, swiftly changing the subject.

“Aye, aye, boss,” we replied in chorus.

Two sergeants set about searching for a place to billet
the officers and the men.

“You were telling wus something extremely
interesting,” I said after a longish pause.

He sighed. He wavered. His pallor and the strange
expression on his face looked both uncanny and attractive.

“You can’t understand. No use talking about it.”

All of a sudden, shifting in his saddle, he decided to

go on with his story:

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013

26



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

—$i mie, nenorocitul dsta, mi-a venit ordinul sd plec...
Sd merg la luptd, cu escadronul meu. Ah! in ziua aia am fost
pe semne nebun... M’am pomenit, intr-un vagon cu cai, cu
soldati, plecand cu destinatie necunoscutd. Cum m’am
despadrtit de ea! Cum am lasat-o, nu stiu... Plangea in gard. Am
vrut sd sdr jos din tren, sd alerg, sd desertez...

Si-si trectt mana pe frunte, ca si cum gandul acesta i-ar
fi facut nespus de rdu.

Nu e inca intuneric. Drumul e rau, soseaua desfundata,
din cauza ploii si a numeroaselor coloane, care se scurg de 10
zile spre Moldova. Frigul ne-a patruns la oase si totusi am
vrea sa-1 ascultdm, sd ne spue... Nu ne mai simtim mainile,
picioarele, noi insd nu indemndm caii, mergem la pas,
dinadins.

—Draga Filip... se opreste el deodatd, intorcandu-se
cdtre unul din noi.

—Da, sefule.

—Te-ai mai uitat, frate, la harta? Ce directiune urmam
noi?

—Ne retragem.

“I was drafted... I had to go to war with my squadron.
Oh! I thought I was losing my mind that day... I found
myself on a train with horses and soldiers, heading for an
unknown destination. The way we parted! I simply don’t
know how I left her behind... She wept at the station. I
wanted to leap from the train, to run, to desert...”

He drew his hand across his forehead as if the
thought pained him deeply.

The sun had not yet set. The road was bad. The
highway was almost impassable because of the heavy rain
and because of the number of military columns that had
been marching towards Moldavia for the past ten days. We
were chilled to the bone, but we really wanted to hear what
he had to say. Our limbs were numb with cold, and yet we
refrained from spurring our horses —deliberately, we rode
on at a leisurely pace.

“Filip dear...” he suddenly halted, turning to one of

us.
“Yes, Sir.”
“Have you looked at the map, brother? Where are we
heading?”

“We're retreating.”
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— Ascultd, vorbesti serios?

—Da, sefule. E la mintea omului. D-ta nu vezi ca ne-
am depdrtat de Buzdu? Ne retragem toti. Coloanele astea
unde crezi cd merg?

El avea iluziile lui. Era un ignorant, care te deconcerta
prin totala lui nestiintd de cele mai elementare lucruri.

Adeseori am cdutat sa-i explic pe hartd, miscarea
noastrd. Totdeauna insd refuza cu incdpdtanare. Par’ca ar fi

fost in el, ceva voit, preconceput.

—Suntem in Ramnicu-Sdrat aici. Prin urmare mergem
inapoi.

—Bine! — imi rdspunde pe un ton aproape agresiv.

Un gradat vine sd ne raporteze ca pentru soldati s’au
gasit locuinte; pentru ofiteri nu e decat casa preotului, care e
libera. Restul satului e plin de trupe.

Ne indreptam intr’acolo. In Stroja iar se petrecea ceva,

iar nu spune un cuvant.

—Unde e casa popii? intreb eu.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, Sir. Plain as day. Don’t you see how far we are
from Buzdu now? We are all in retreat. Where did you
think these columns were marching?”

He was deluded. He was ignorant; he bewildered us
with his complete lack of knowledge of the most
fundamental things.

Often I'd tried to explain our manoeuvers to him,
making use of the map. But he always resisted me,
obstinately. It was as if there was something wilful in him,
a hidden, deliberate decision.

“We're here, in Ramnicu-Sdrat. So, we're heading
back.”

“Fine!” he’d answer almost aggressively.

A subordinate came forward to report they’d found
lodgings for the soldiers. As for the officers, only the
priest’s house was still unoccupied. The rest of the village
was crammed with troops.

We set off in that direction. Once again, we felt there
was something the matter with Stroja. He had fallen silent
again.

“Where is the priest’s house?” I asked.
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—Poftiti ceva mai inainte. In adevir, la cativa pasi de
noi, o curte mare, plind de stoguri de fan si pae, stanjeni de
lemne. In spre strad4, casa cu un pridvor imens, pirea ci ne
face cu ochiul sd intrdm, si ne incilzim bietele noastre

madulare, pe care nu le mai simteam de mult.

—E ocupatd casa! —ne spune cineva.

— Cum se poate?

—Da, da, seade un domn general, in cvartir.

E un civil care ne vorbeste, probabil un om in serviciul
preotului.

—Sa trditi, domnule sublocotenent! —s’amestecd niste
soldati, nu e adevdrat! Asa spun Dumnealor, ca sd nu
primeascd pe nimeni.

—Ce general? Cine I'a vazut?

—Nu I’a vazut nimini. Alti soldati din geniu, confirma

in totul siretenia, de care uzase si fata de alti ofiteri, preotul.

—Ne-a dat afard si pe noi dintr'un grajd! se plang in
sfarsit chiar oamenii nostri. Nu vrea sa primeascd parintele pe
nimeni. Nici un ostas. N’avem unde sta la noapte.

“Over there —a little further down.”

And so it was: a little way ahead of us there was a big
courtyard full of straw and haystacks and piles of wood.
Facing the street, the house with its large porch looked
inviting. We were eager to warm our poor limbs so long
numbed by cold.

“The house is full!” somebody yelled at us.

“How can that be?”

“Yes, yes, there’s a General lodging here.”

The man talking to us was a civilian, perhaps
someone who attended on the priest.

'II

“No way, sir!” some soldiers joined in. “That’s not
true! That’s what they always say: they don’t want to let
anybody in.”

“What General? Has anybody seen him?”

“Nobody has seen him.”

Some other soldiers, Engineers I think, confirmed the
deviousness with which this priest had abused other
officers besides themselves.

“He kicked us out of the stable!” our own men
complained. “The priest won’t let anybody in. He wants no

soldier in his house. There’s no place for us to sleep
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Frigul care se lasase era din ce in ce mai iute. O
indignare fara margini simtim in contra acestui individ, care
chiar in niste momente ca astea isi aratd, cu brutalitate,
rdutatea si egoismul.

In timpul acesta Stroja avea un aer absolut indiferent.

A asistat la conversatia noastrd, strdin cu desavarsire
de ce se petrecea, cu mainile la spate, fara sa arate cel mai mic
interes.

Nimeni nu se clintea din casd. Atunci imi iau
indrasneala sa intru in curte si sd bat chiar la o uge din fata.
Apare un barbat nu tocmai tandr, cu ochii stufosi si cu o barba
scurtd; dupad infatisare am inteles ca e preotul, desi nu era in
haina slujitorilor Domnului.

—Buna ziua.

—Ce poftesti?... md interpeleaza prea cuviosul destul
de nepoliticos.

— As vrea sa stiu numele D-lui General, care se afla la
D-ta in gazda.

—D-1 General Ionescu.

tonight.”

The cold was growing bitter. We definitely resented
this man who, even in such times, made a brutal display of
malice and selfishness.

Stroja was absolutely indifferent to what was going
on.

Absent-mindedly, he witnessed our conversation, his
hands clasped behind his back, not in the least interested.

Nobody budged inside the priest’s house. In spite of
the warning, I walked into the courtyard and knocked on
the front door. A middle-aged man with bushy eyebrows
and a short beard answered; his appearance led me to
believe he was the priest, even though he wasn’t wearing
priestly garb.

“Good day, sir. . . ”

“What do you want?..” the holy priest rudely cut me
off.

“I'd like to know the name of the General who is
staying with you.”

“General Ionescu.”
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—Terog sda ma anunti. Vreau sa vorbesc cu aghiotantul
D-lui General.

—Nare aghiotant.

— Chiama te rog ordonanta D-lui General.

—N’are ordonanta. Nu primesc pe nimini. Sa-mi dati
pace D-v!

In timpul acesta, camarazii erau in jurul meu. Stroja si
el. Veniserd sd asiste la aceasta curioasa scend. Bdietii toti
incepusera sa-si piardd rabdarea.

—Parinte, nu esti roman!

—Nu vreau sa primesc militari, domnule. Decat D-v.,
mai bine vie Germanii!

Deodata Stroja, cu un calm, pe care i-l cunosteam din
alte imprejurdri si care prevestea furtuna, intervine, facand un
gest cdtre soldati:

—Sa-i traga cinsprezece tragdtori!

Masinal se apropie trei gradati si fara sa avem timpul
sd spunem ceva, oamenii il apuca viguros de brate, ca sa-l
intoarca in pozitia necesara aplicarii acestei corectiuni.

O scurtd luptd se incinge. Preotul se sbate, urld, insulta.
Stroja e neinduplecat. Muscandu-si nervos buzele, el
comandd, surd la rugamintile noastre, ca alta data la

“Send in my name, please. I'd like to talk to the
General’s adjutant.”

“He doesn’t have one.”

“Please call the General’s batman, in that case.”

“He doesn’t have one. Nobody can come in here. Go
away!”

Meanwhile, my comrades had been gathering round
me. Stroja, too. This strange encounter made them all lose
patience.

“Father, what kind of a Romanian are you?”

“T have no wish to let soldiers in, sir. I’d rather let in
the Germans than have you!”

Stroja suddenly beckoned to the men, then uttered in
a quiet voice whose meaning I knew by now, and which
promised nothing good:

“Give him fifteen lashes!”

Three sergeants automatically approached and,
before any of us could even object, they roughly grabbed
his arms, forcing him into position for the punishment.

A short fight ensued. The priest cursed them, kicking
and screaming. Stroja remained unmoved. Chewing his

lips angrily, deaf to our pleas, he ordered, as he had once
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mitraliera:
i 1
Incepeti!
Am recunoscut indatd , pantera” pe care o vazusem in
lupte. Orice rezistentd era de prisos.
Din nduntru se aud vaete si plansete, care ne fac rau.

Era familia preotului, compusé din sotie si vre-o patru
copii.

Nu voiu uita niciodatd, mania amestecatd cu cruzime
a lui Stroja, in acele clipe. El insusi numadra loviturile.

La a 7-a trdgdtoare, preotul se inmuiase cu totul,
plangea cu hohote si-si cerea ertare. Cu mare greutate 'am
convins pe Stroja, sa renunte de a mai continua pedepsa, fata
cu pocdinta lui sincerd.

— Ajunge! — il aud in sfarsit. $i respir mai linistit.

Popa o ia la fugd, rusinat si inspdimantat, imediat ce a
scdpat din mainile soldatilor. S’a ascuns prin vecini.

Nouad ni se deschid usile dela odai. Stdpana casei, ne
privea cu un aer speriat.

Curand dupa aceea, Stroja s’a culcat. Eram foarte
plictisiti. Vedeam bine cd omul acesta sufera. $i nu stiam ce

done under fire:

“Now!”

I recognized at once ‘the panther’ I had so often seen
in battle. Any attempt at fighting back was useless.

There was weeping and wailing coming from inside
the house now, and it was sickening.

It was the priest’s family, his wife and four children I
think.

I shall never forget Stroja’s ferocious wrath at that
moment. He was counting out the blows himself.

By the seventh blow, the priest had yielded entirely,
sobbing his heart out and begging for forgiveness. We
managed at last to persuade Stroja to stop the punishment
in the face of the priest’s sincere repentance.

“Enough now!” I heard him say at last.

I must say I felt relieved.

Ashamed and terrified, the priest fled as soon as the
soldiers released him. He hid in some neighbouring house.

The mistress of the house let us in and opened the
doors of all the rooms, watching us anxiously.

Soon after, Stroja went to bed. We had all had
enough. It was plain to everyone that the man was
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atitudine s ludm.

Ne asezdam la masid. Ce foame ne era! Preoteasa ne
aduse vin, ordonantele noastre pui fript rece, oud si paine.

—Ce sd fie cu Stroja?, ne intrebam. Eram toti fara chef,
ca si cum ne aflam la cdpataiul unuia din noi grav bolnav.

Tocmai cAnd voiam sa ne sculam dela masd, de odata
apare pe use , seful”.

Bucuria noastra nu mai cunostea margine.

— Cum te simti, sefule?

El se asezd acum langa noi si incepti surizand sd rupa
dintr-o bucatd de paine.

— Bine.

Ce lucru ciudat! Noi eram invatati cu aceste
transformari ale lui. Era sfarsitul crizei si lucrurile aveau
acum sd se petreaca normal. Atmosfera de ghiatd intre noi era
ruptd.

Din ce in ce mai intrigat, am voit sd profit de asta datd,
sd am deslegarea enigmei, care dura de prea mult timp. Stroja

suffering. And we could not make up our minds how we
felt about it.

We sat at the table. We were so hungry! The priest’s
wife brought wine, while our batmen found us cold roast
chicken, eggs, and bread.

“What could the matter be with Stroja?” we
wondered.

We were all mournful as if we were watching at the
bedside of a dying comrade.

Just as we were about to leave the table, the “boss’
suddenly came in.

We were delighted.

“How are you feeling, Sir?”

He sat down with us, smiled and took piece of bread.

“I'm fine.”

Strange indeed! We had got used to his mood swings.
The crisis was over and things would get back to normal.
Our own mood was brightening up.

I was really intrigued, I wanted to make the most out
of the moment, to solve the mystery which had lasted for
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avea poftd de vorba. L’am ldsat sa inceapd si cum se intdampla
de obicei, devenea foarte comunicativ.
—Va cer ertare, scumpii mei, ne zice el cu o timiditate,

care ne cucerea inimile dela primul cuvant.

Nu ma port frumos. Numai niste adevarati camarazi,
au putut sa treacd cu vederea conduita mea zilnicd, care
numai a unui om bine crescut nu putea fi. Va sunt dator o
explicatie. Am vrut de mult sa v'o dau. Nu m’am simtit in
stare. Credeti-md, mad gandesc in fiecare clipa la voi, si mi-e
absolut penibil, cand vad totusi bundtatea sirdabdarea, cu care
ma Inconjurati.

Sunt insd un nenorocit. Mai mult decat atat: un om
perdut. Ati fost prea indulgenti. Dati-mi voe si mie, sa fiu cel
putin sincer.

E cea din urma oard cand mai suntem impreund. Nu
ma intrebati ce am sa fac. Nu insistati de loc, e inutil. Vd spun
ca sunt nenorocit. Ca unor buni camarazi, pe care-i consider
ca pe fratii mei, simt nevoia de a ma destdinui. Oricat mi s’ar
strange inima, cand va vorbesc, fiindca trebue sa va
desvdluesc tot ce am mai intim. Sa va spun curat... Eu am o
femee, pe care o iubesc. O ,amoreza”, cum zicem noi trivial,

so long. Stroja seemed eager to speak. I let him begin and,
as it often happened, he became extremely talkative:

“Forgive me my dear friends,” he addressed us in
that shy voice that never failed to touch us.

“My behaviour is hardly appropriate. Only true
friends could forgive my actions day after day—actions
which hardly befit a well-bred man. I owe you an
explanation. It's long overdue. I just couldn’t bring myself
to give it before. Believe me, there’s not a moment when I
don’t think of you, your kindness and patience: I feel very
guilty.

“I am miserable. More than that: 'm a doomed man.
You have been too good to me. Now, the least I can do is to
be honest with you.

“These are our last moments together. Don’t ask me
what I am going to do. Don’t try to find out—you can’t. I
tell you, I'm miserable. My good comrades, my brothers, I
need to tell you the truth. It's not easy, it hurts to talk about
these very private things, but I must. Let me tell you the
truth... I'm in love with a woman. I have an ‘amoureuse’.
Romanians have a vulgar way of describing this, and it’s
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Romaénii. Ce pacat! Francezii au un cuvant asa de frumos:
,Maitresse”.

Sa nu va mirati, cadnd veti auzi, cd am comis o fapta
uratd in rasboiul dasta pentru ea... E posibil maine chiar, sa
aflati...

Stroja se opreste deodata, cu un gest, ca si cum ar fi
vorbit prea mult.

—Eu am cunoscut-o de aproape, reia el, sunt mai bine
de doi ani. Durasem si eu viata, ca atatia baeti din Bucuresti,
care aveam bani de cheltuit de acasd. Fusesem un alintat al
localurilor elegante de noapte, al cluburilor bune. Nu eram la
prima mea aventura. Intre camarazi treceam drept un tip, care

avusesem succese ,,cotate bine”.

Dar sd vd spun tot. Poate cd am s fiu prea lung. Sd ma
iertati.

Pe vremuri mama mea, mi-aduc aminte in urma unor
discutiuni, pe care le-a avut cu tatd-meu asupra felului cum
administra averea dotald, a avut mai multe procese, despre
care n’am absolut nici o idee, in ce au constat ele. Stiu ca intre
avocatii care vizitau aproape zilnic pe mama mea atunci, era
unul foarte modest, un batran tare cum se cade, care i-a adus

such a pity. The French have a lovely word for it:
‘Maitresse’.

“When you hear that I have done an unworthy deed
for her sake during this war, do not be amazed... You may,
sooner than you think, actually...”

Stroja stopped suddenly, making a gesture as if he'd
said too much.

“T have known her,” he then resumed, “for over two
years. Before her, my life was just like the life of so many
other boys in Bucharest —whose parents back home sent
more than enough money to spend. I had frequented fancy
casinos, respectable clubs. And this wasn’t my first love
affair. I was known to my friends as a man who had always
been successful with women.

“But let me tell you the whole story. Forgive me if it
takes a while.

“Way back, I remember there were arguments
between my parents about the way my father had been
managing my mother’s dowry. Lawsuits were filed by my
mother. I know nothing about them. All I know is that,
among the lawyers who almost daily visited my mother
back then, there was a very kind, modest old man who
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mai mari servicii decat toate celebritétile pe care le consultase.

Mama mea, cu aerul ei de cocoand mare, vorbea de el
cu simpatie, fiind sdrac ii luase familia sub protectie, ii

trimitea regulat tot felul de cadouri si de ajutoare.

Adeseori mi s’a intimplat sd merg cu dansa in biuroul
lui si sa asist cu ceasurile la comentarea a diferite acte din
dosare, care pe mine nu ma interesau. Acolo mi-a fost dat sa
vad pentru prima oard, fiinta pe care era sd o revad mai tarziu
si de care era sa-mi leg viata pentru totdeauna, acum 2 ani.
Era atunci un copil, o fetita dragalase, cu parul negru pe spate,
cu ochii mari intrebdtori si care se juca cu pdpusile. Eu imi
faceam voluntariatul si intepenit in uniforma mea de
cavalerist ireprosabil tdiatd, ma uitam la ea, cu curiozitatea
compatimitoare ce o ai fatd de nevinovatia si naivitatea celor
mici. Au trecut de atunci, 7-8 ani.

S’au terminat si procesele mamei. N'am mai vazut
familia avocatului si nici figura lui de batran muncitor si
simpatic. S’au schimbat multe lucruri in timpul acesta. Eu am
devenit tAnarul ,lansat”, increzut, ,monden”, cheltuitor, cu
prieteni multi, cdruia i se deschideau larg, toate portile aurite,

helped her more than any of the other famous lawyers she
had consulted.

“My mother, who saw herself as a grand lady, liked
him. As they were poor, she took his entire family under
her protection and would send them all kinds of gifts and
money on a regular basis.

“Often I'd go with my mother to his office and listen
for hours to tedious discussions about documents and files
that meant nothing to me. In that place I met for the first
time the girl I was to meet again later on, the woman whom
I almost married two years ago. She was just a child back
then, an adorable little girl with long dark hair down her
back, wide wondering eyes, playing with her dolls. I had
volunteered by that time. Dressed in my stiff, impeccably
cut cavalryman’s uniform, I gazed at her with that
sympathetic curiosity one feels towards the innocence and
naivety of children. That was seven or eight years ago.

“Eventually my mother’s lawsuits came to an end. I
never saw that likeable, hardworking old man or his family
again. In the meantime, many things had changed. I'd
become a “success’, a self-confident young man, a man of
the world: a spendthrift with plenty of friends, spoilt by
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ale petrecerilor de tot felul.

Intr-o zi, pe stradd, intalnesc o domnisoard, o fata de
18 ani, in uniforma unei scoli din capitald, cu o servieta neagra
de piele... Am recunoscut indatd prin unul din acele curioase
fenomene de memorie, copilul de altddatd din biuroul
avocatului, cdruia mama mea ma trimitea sa-i duc papusi,
bomboane si cate un biletel amabil. Era acum asa de
frumoasd, ca eu, care nu md speriam de orice, mi-am zis, de

astd data e serios.

Par’ca am fi fost cine stie ce vechi cunostinte, ne-am
apropiat unul de altul si ne-am vorbit ca si cum ne intalnisem
in ajun. Cand ne-am despartit, nu banuiam nimic... Si nici a
doua zi, cand ne-am intalnit tot intamplator.

Si pe urma am continuat sa ne vedem mai des. M'am
intrebat totdeauna, cum vin lucrurile astea? Nu stiu! Vin
incet, pe nesimtite, in fiecare zi cate putin, pana te simti altul.
Atunci vezi cd nu mai poti, cd de geaba in sufletul tau sufla
un vant nou. E un curent care-ti place si te ameteste.

Intr’o zi a consimtit sa vie la mine. Aveam un mic

parties and a rich life.

“Then one day I saw a young woman in the street.
She was about 18 years old, and wore the uniform of a
school in Bucharest. She carried a black leather suitcase... It
is strange how our memory works: I immediately
recognized in her the child in the lawyer’s office. My
mother frequently asked me to take her dolls and sweets,
with some little note that I always handed her. I wasn’t
easily impressed a as a rule, but she had grown so beautiful
that I had the feeling this was going to be serious.

“We stopped and talked as if we were old
acquaintances, as if we used to meet daily. When we
parted, we suspected nothing... The following day we met
by chance again.

“We saw more of each other with each passing day.
I've always wondered how such things happen. Who
knows? They lurk in the dark, creep up on you little by
little, and one day you suddenly realize you are no longer
the same. At that point you see there’s no turning back —
your very soul has changed. It is a change you wish for
with all your heart, and it is sweeping you off your feet.

“One day she agreed to come to my place. I had a
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apartament cochet aranjat, cu intrare separatd si in aceeasi
casd cu mama mea. [-am spus ce pldcere i-ar face s’o revada...
Bine inteles cd n’a fost nimic din toate astea. Am avut chiar
grije, ca nimeni sa nu patrunda in apartamentul meu si mai
ales mama. Am fost cum se cade. V'’am spus-o, eram altul. Nu
stiti ce e asta, sa fii altul. Sa n’ai armele tale, cu care lupti de
obicei. A mai venit si altddatd. Ne intdlneam chiar regulat in
biuroul meu. Am inceput sa fiu si eu mai indrasnet. Ma
indoiam insa grozav de mine. Totusi nu eram convins ca
poate sa fie ceva serios, desi vedeam bine cd nu se potrivea cu
ce cunoscusem pana atunci. Trecutul meu, experienta mea, de

care fadceam atita caz, nu imi erau de nici un folos.

Cu toate astea, merseserdm amandoi foarte departe,
dar nu atat ca sd compromitem totul.

Intalnirile noastre aveau loc totdeauna dupa amiazi, in
orele cand trebuia sa fie la cursuri. De multe ori absentele ei
au pus-o in mare incurcatura.

In timpul acesta mama, care ma iubea ca pe singurul ei
copil, facea tot felul de planuri pentru viitorul meu. Ea nu visa

little apartment in my mother’s house, stylishly decorated,
with a separate entrance. I told her how pleased mother
would be to meet her again... Of course, there was no such
meeting. I took precautions to prevent anybody from
entering my apartment, particularly my mother. I was a
true gentleman. As I said, I was a changed man. You
haven’t the slightest idea what it means to be a new person.
Not to have the weapons you used to fight with any more.
She came to my apartment on several occasions. We met in
my office on a regular basis. I grew more daring. I seriously
doubted myself, though. I still wasn’t sure whether this
would prove to be the real thing, even though I clearly saw
how it differed from past affairs. My past life, my
experience, which I used to boast of so very often, did not
help in the least.

“We’d gone very far, but we had not yet crossed that
line which compromises everything.

“We met up only in the afternoons, when she was
supposed to have classes. She was often in trouble because
of her absences from school.

“In the meantime, my mother was making all sorts
of plans for my future. I was her only son and she loved
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decat partide stralucite. Receptiunile la noi se tineau lant dela
o vreme. Toti credeau ca si cdsdtoria mea e hotdrata pe
curand. Se faceau pronosticuri. Eu insd md eschivam si de aici
numeroasele scene pe care mi le fdcea mama mea si in care eu
nu reactionam decat foarte apatic. Legdtura mea ma
transformase cu totul. Pentru prieteni, pentru cercurile pe
care le frecventam, devenisem un strain.

Pe de altd parte, eu nu mai aveam nici o liniste. Nu mai
ne ajungeau orele de dupd amiaza. Amandoi eram apucati de
un fel de friguri. Situatiunea aceasta devenise intolerabila.

Intr'o zi am fugit amandoi. Par’cd vad si acum, acea zi
luminoasd de August... Era pe la orele 12. Plouase de
dimineatd. Am iesit in strada. Imi bitea inima... N’am asteptat
mult si deodata zaresc silueta ei. Cand am vazut-o ca se
apropie, n’am mai stiut ce sd fac. M-am repezit si i-am luat
mana, sd i-o sarut cu recunostintd. Emotia mea era asa de
mare, incat trecdtorii in urma noastrd rddeau cu poftd, de
aceastd scend putin banald, in care nu-mi mai dddeam seama
de nimic.

Pe urma ne-am suit intr'un automobil, pe care mi I-a
pus la dispozitie un prieten.

me. She hoped I'd marry a wealthy woman. She was
throwing party after party. Everyone thought I would get
married very soon. Speculation was rife. I avoided the
parties thrown by mother, and that caused her anger, to
which I grew almost insensible. My affair had changed me
utterly. I had become a stranger to my friends and to the
social circles I once used to frequent.

“On the other hand, my heart was in turmoil. Those
afternoon hours always seemed to us too brief. We were
both in the grip of a fever. The situation was becoming
unbearable.

“One day we eloped. Even now I can picture that
sunlit August day... It was about 12 o’clock. It had rained
that morning. I went out into the street. My heart was
pounding... Soon enough I caught sight of her. When I saw
her coming towards me, I could not contain myself any
longer. I rushed towards her and kissed her hand
gratefully. I was so frantic that the people who passed us
laughed heartily at my total oblivion of the rest of the
world.

“Then we climbed into the car I'd borrowed from a
friend and drove away. At first we had no idea where to
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Si am pornit. La inceput nu stiam unde o sa mergem.

Am luat drumul Ploesti-Vilenii de Munte. De acolo
ne-am indreptat spre Suzana-Cheia. Doamne, e greu de spus,
in momentele alea, ce se petrecea in noi.

Era pentru prima oara cand ne simteam liberi, ne
perduseram mintile.

Ajungem la Suzana, o mandstire de maici, asezata
intr’o pozitiune fermecatoare, in mijlocul padurilor de molifti
si de mesteacani.

Am tras la Arhonddrie. Un miros de brad si de apd de
munte ne imbatd. Era incantator.

Am inceput sd ne sdrutam in curte. Perduseram
amandoi orice mdsurd. Maica starita care era de fatd, astepta
sd termindam. Mi-aduc aminte cd, in loc sa se supere, ne-a
sdrutat pe amandoi si ne-a binecuvantat.

Eram acum fericiti. Camera noastra avea vedere peste
Valea Cheii. Din balcon imbrdtisam toatd aceastd splendida
priveliste. Zile intregi ne incuiam in casa, nu ne mai vedea
nimeni, dispdream pentru maici, care veneau ingrijate din

cand in cand, sad ne bata in use, sd vada daca mai traim.

Una din distractiile noastre era vanatoarea de pdstravi

go. We headed for Ploesti-Valenii de Munte. From there,
we drove to Suzana-Cheia. Oh God, how hard it is to find
words for what we felt during those hours.

“For the first time in our lives, we were free and we
were overwhelmed with joy.

“Then we came to Suzana, a nunnery beautifully set
and surrounded by spruce and birch forests.

“We lodged in the Guest Chamber. The smell of the
fir-trees and mountain springs intoxicated us. It was magic.

“We kissed while still in the courtyard. We were
alone in the world. The abbess, who was present, waited
for us to relent. I remember how, instead of getting upset,
she kissed us both and gave us her blessing.

“ At last we were happy. Our room looked across the
Valley of Cheia. From the balcony, our eyes took in the
extraordinary landscape in its entirety. We spent all day in,
day after day, out of everybody’s sight. The sisters never
saw us, they got worried and knocked at our door every
now and then to make sure we were still alive.

“One of our pastimes was fishing for trout or just
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sau sd ne culcdm in iarba si sd ascultdm in tacere sgomotul
isvoarelor dela munte.

Eu o iubeam, o iubeam ca un nebun, din ce in ce mai
mult. in fiecare zi era ceva nou, hici o zi nu se asemdana cu alta.
Fugeam de lume. Nu eram multumiti decat cand eram
singuri. Nu stiu cdnd au trecut trei luni. Nu stiu daca am trdit
pe pamant sau a fost numai un vis.

Ispravisem banii. Trebuia sa plecam de aici. N'aveam
insd nici o grije. Uitam orice langa ea. Nu md puteam gandi la
nimic. Ce-mi pdsa mie! Nu md gandeam decat numai sa-i fac
pldcere.

Mama mea md amenintase. Imi taiase venitul pe care
mi-l servea regulat pand atunci. Cum am sosit i-am trimis
vorbd, cd sau ne primeste impreund sau refuz de a veni sa o
vad. Bine inteles cd mama, o femee autoritara si care nu era
invatata sa vorbesc cu ea asa, nu s’a supus.

In Bucuresti m4 plictiseau toti.

Fel de fel de interventiuni sa-mi viu in fire. Desi nu
facusem nimdnui nici un rdu, pasiunea asta a mea, era
considerata de foarte putini cu simpatie. Pentru cei mai multi,
eram pur si simplu ridicul.

lying in the grass, quietly listening to the murmur of the
mountain brooks.

“Iloved her. Iloved her madly. I loved her more with
each passing day. And each day was different —no day was
like another. We did not want to see anybody. We could
only be happy alone. Three months went by like a mere
instant. I still wonder whether it was real or just a dream.

“Then our money was spent. We had to leave that
place. I still had no care in the world. Nothing mattered as
long as I was with her. I could not think of anything else
but her. What did I care? All I thought of was to tend to her
every need.

“My mother threatened me. She cut me off
financially. As soon as we arrived back in town, I sent word
that she must either agree to see us both or I would not see
her at all. Of course, mother, being authoritarian and not
accustomed to my talking to her that way, did not concede.

“In Bucharest, everybody bored me.

“All sorts of attempts were made to restore me back
to my old self. Though I had never done anybody any
harm, everybody disapproved of me. To most my actions
looked absurd.
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Chestia banilor de care aveam nevoe ma strangea insa
grozav. N'am stat sa mai aleg. N'aveam timp!

Sub imperiul necesitatilor, stiti, ca totdeauna am lucrat.
Pand nu sunt silit, nu ies din ale mele. Atunci m’am hotérat,
desi simteam o repulsiune violentd, sd ma pun in contact cu
oamenii de afaceri, cu samsarii, care sa-mi gdseascd bani.
N’am ezitat. N’am pus conditiuni, n’am discutat. Am acceptat
tot, tot ce mi s’a cerut, fiindcid aveam nevoie. In casa unui
bancher veros, s’a facut targul.

Am semnat pentru niste sume de nimic, politi de o
valoare considerabild, contraficaAnd semndtura mamii mele.
Am luat banii multumit. Peste cateva zile a isbucnit scandalul.
Am fost la parchet... Eu insda am ramas impasibil. Cand sunt
provocat, stiti, cum raspund. Nu inteleg sd mi se reziste.
Rezistenta méa exaspereaza. Mi-am apdrat dreptul meu de a
iubi cu tdrie si am isbutit. Mama mea a platit tot, a platit mai

ales scump, fiindca am inteles la urma eu sa pun conditiunile.

De atunci nici un incident, nimic, nimic fratilor, nimic
n’a turburat viata asta a noastrd, visul pe care-l traiam alaturi
amandoi. Ce faceam? Nu stiu! Ce ne-am spus luni si luni de a
randul tot timpul dsta? Nu stiu. Stiu cd eram singuri, noi

“Our lack of money was very much in the way. I had
to do something. I had no choice and no time to wait!

“You know how I am. When it is absolutely
necessary, I wake up. So I decided, against my better
judgment, to turn for money to businessmen, to go-
betweens. I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t insist on terms. I didn’t
object to anything. I accepted everything I was asked to do
because I was in desperate need of money. The deal was
sealed at a dishonest banker’s house.

“I signed bills of exchange of considerable value in
return for a paltry sum, forging my mother’s signature. I
was happy I had found the money. A few days later, the
scandal broke. I went to court... Nothing moved me. You
know well enough how I respond when provoked. I can’t
bear opposition. Resistance drives me mad. Passionately, I
defended my right to love and I succeeded. Mother paid it
all and she paid dearly as, in the end, I imposed my own
conditions.

“Not one single thing, nothing, nothing at all could
hinder our beautiful dream. What exactly did we do? I
don’t know! What did we talk about all those months? I
don’t know. All I know is that we were alone, just the two
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amandoi si numai amandoi, nedespartiti. Ne uitam unul la
altul, ne bucuram ca suntem impreund, vecinic ametiti, cu
ochii pe jumadtate inchisi, tremurand de atata iubire si
fericire...

Era o viata asta, aveti sd-mi ziceti? Nu stiu. E frumos
un bdrbat sd cadd asa jos..? Nu stiu... Sunt de doud luni pe
front. Si dorul de ea e cumplit... Dorul de a o vedea, de a o
avea iardsi. Ah! fratilor, nu stiti cata tristete e in mine! De
multe ori vreau moartea. Am cautat-o inaintea inamicului.
Filip o stie. Nu m’a vrut niciodata. Am parasit escadronul in
contra ordinelor si m'am dus in randurile infanteriei.
Auzisem si eu cad la infanterie se moare mai lesne. Ei bine, nu
s’a putut. Cu mine a fost o exceptie. In iubire si inaintea
mortii, n’am fost ca toatd lumea. Una m’a vrut prea mult, alta
de loc. Ce sa fac acum? In fiecare zi mai rau, mai riu. Spuneti
si voi ce e de facut?

Aici isi opreste povestea sa sublocotenentul Stroja. Noi
nu l-am intrerupt de loc. L-am ascultat cu o compatimire si cu
un respect aproape religios. Soarta lui era cu adevarat de
plans. Am cdutat sd mai insufletim conversatia, i-am pus
diferite intrebdri, la care s’a grabit sa ne rdspunda foarte

of us, inseparable. We lost ourselves in each other’s eyes,
happy that we were together, intoxicated, our eyes half-
closed, trembling with so much love and happiness...

“You may wonder: what kind of life was that? I
don’t know. Is it right for a man to stoop so low...? I don’t
know... Now I have been at the Front for the last two
months and I miss her unbearably... I miss seeing her,
having her once more. Ah! You can’t possibly imagine how
wretched I feel, brothers! I have looked for death many
times. I have sought it in battle. Filip knows. But death
never finds me. I went AWOL from the squadron to join
the infantry. They said you were more likely to die in the
infantry. But it didn’t happen. I was an exception. In death
as in love, I am different from the rest. Love chose me, but
not death. What can I do now? It gets worse with every day
that goes by. You tell me now, what should I do?”

Sub-lieutenant Stroja had finished telling his story.
No one had interrupted him. We had listened with
sympathy, with almost pious deference. His tale was tragic
indeed. We tried to continue the conversation, we asked
him questions which he readily answered. One of us
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amabil. Unul dintre noi, a voit sa stie numele iubitei sale sau
a ,amorezii”, cum ii zicea el, si i-a raspuns cu o bundvointa
nemadrginitd, desi noi am considerat lucrul acesta ca o , gafa”.

Ne-am luat apoi bund seara si ne-am culcat fiecare in
paturile pe care ni le-a pus gazda la dispozitie. Eram
prapaditi, obositi si murdari. Nedesbracati de mai multe zile,
profitdm de asternuturile albe ale priotesei si adormim cu o
senzatie placutd, pe care o aveam numai acasa in patul nostru.
N’am fost norocosi. In spre dimineats s'a dat alarma. Toate
trupele trebuiau si evacueze in cea mai mare graba satul. In
timp ce trompetul suna in sosea adunarea, noi somnorosi si

sgribuliti de frig, ne fdceam o toaletd sumara.

Escadronul e gata. Isi asteaptd numai ofiterii. Esisem
toti si ne punem in capul lui.

Lipseste Stroja. Trimitem sa-l caute in odaia unde
dormise. Nu e. Aveam parca o presimtire. Punem imediat sa

se cerceteze in toate partile. Nu e.

Trebuia sa plecdm. Suntem extrem de ingrijati.

wanted to know the name of his lover —his “amoureuse”,
as he called her, and he answered the question with infinite
kindness, even though the rest of us considered that
question to have been a “blunder”.

Then we bade good night and fell into the beds our
host had provided. We were broken, exhausted, filthy.
Having lived in the same uniform for days, we took
advantage now of the white bedding and peacefully fell
asleep, as peacefully as we’d sleep at home in the comfort
of our own beds. But luck was not on our side. Before
dawn, the alarm rang. All troops had to evacuate the
village immediately. While the sound of the trumpet was
calling everyone to gather in the street, we managed to
wake ourselves with a splash of cold water.

The squadron was ready. They were awaiting the
officers. We had all come out and took our places in the first
ranks.

Stroja was not with us. Somebody was sent to look
for him in the room he’d occupied. He wasn’t there. We
began to fear something had happened. We sent the men
to look for him everywhere. He had vanished.

We had to be going. We were really concerned about
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Lipseste si ordonanta lui. Totusi nu ne inchipuim nimic,
asteptam dintr’un moment intr’altul, sa-si faca aparitia.

Pe soseaua principald e o imbulzeald de nedescris.
Trdsuri de subsistentd, tunuri, care de baterie, carute cu boi,
abia ne facem loc. Reusim sd iesim din sat. Un noroi grozav,
clisos, pand la genunchi. Toatd lumea asta care e in urma
noastrd, stim bine cd nu se putea salva, va ramane in prada
inamicului. La gandul acesta, sufletul ni se umple de
melancolie si nelinistea care ne-o da lipsa lui Stroja, mareste
si mai mult tristetea sguduitoare, ce o simtim.

Se lumineaza de ziud. Spectacolul ce-l avem inaintea
noastra e unic.

in baltoage de noroi, zac vitele dela vehicule incarcate,
care cad extenuate de foame si de oboseala. Ele se culca si
ochii lor mari parca cer indurare. Cai morti, cu picioarele
tepene si cu pantecele umflate, stau presarati in dreapta si in
stainga drumului, la fiecare cateva sute de metri, ca niste
uriase si macabre pietre chilometrice. Capre numeroase, oi
cdzute pretutindeni, cari mai rumegd incd, dar cari nu se mai
pot scula. Vitei altddatd sburdalnici, rdtdcesc acum de turme,
pentru a se impletici si a cddea in noroiul comun, din care n’au

him. His batman had vanished too. Yet we did not imagine
the worst —we were still expecting him to appear at any
moment.

The hustle and bustle of the main road was hard to
describe. Supply wagons, cannons, cannon carts, carts
pulled by oxen—we could barely make headway. We
finally struggled out of the village. The mud was knee-
high, slimy. We knew well enough that all those left behind
would not escape the enemy. That thought, together with
our uneasiness over Stroja’s disappearance, made for a
mournful departure.

Then day broke. As the curtain of night was drawn
aside, a horrifying scene revealed itself.

Cattle, exhausted by hunger and the heavy loads they
had pulled, were dropping one by one in the mud and
muck. As they knelt, their wide eyes seemed to beg for
mercy. Every few hundred metres, by the side of the road
lay dead horses, their legs stiff, their bellies swollen, like
huge, lugubrious milestones. Dead goats and sheep were
strewn all over the place, horses were chewing but were
unable to get up from the ground. Calves, once lively,
having lost track of their herds, were wandering, slipping
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sd se mai ridice niciodatd. Ceva mai la o parte, ddm peste ldzi
de pesmeti, cutii de conserve, aruncate langa o trasura
rasturnata si cativa rezervisti cu barbile mari, cu privirea
stinsd si mainile inghetate, cautd in culmea desperdrii sd puna

reguld, in ce a mai rdmas.

Suntem mai liberi. Din coada coloanei ni se anunta ca
in urma noastrd, a sosit ordonanta lui Stroja. Oprim imediat

escadronul si chemam soldatul.

Soldatul ordonanta Stanciu se prezinta cdlare, saluta
drept, militdreste. El tine in stinga, de un cdpdstru calul
ofiterului sdu, vioi, plin incd de neastampadr si de spuma.

—Ce e Stanciule? Unde e d-1 sub-locotenent Stroja?

—Sa trditi, d-le sublocotenent! D-1 sublocotenent Stroja
a dezertat.

— Ce vorbesti ma?

— A zis, ca se duce la amoreaza dumnealui...

—Cum?...

—La cocoana dumnealui..., adaoga el crezand cd e

and stumbling in the deadly mud which swallowed
everything coming its way. On the side of the road we came
across boxes filled with dried bread, and tin cans scattered
by a wagon which had overturned. A couple of unshaved
reservists with sullen eyes and frozen hands were
desperately seeking to salvage what they could.

Finally we had clear road ahead. From the end of the
convoy, someone sent word that Stroja’s batman had
caught up with us. We stopped the squadron at once, and
asked to see the man.

The batman, Stanciu, reached us on horseback, took
upright position, and saluted. With his left hand he held
the bridle of his officer’s horse, which was panting, its
mouth agape and foaming.

“What's the matter, Stanciu? Where is sub-lieutenant
Stroja?”

“Sir! Sub-lieutenant Stroja has deserted.”

“Say that again?”

“He said he was going to see his amoureuse...”
“Said what?...”

“To see his mistress...” he added, trying to make
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nevoe s’o indrepte.

Suntem consternati. Un moment nu stim, ce sa-1
intrebam.

— Tu ce ai spus?..

El da din umeri.

—Céd as merge si eu la a mea...

Urmeaza o tdcere. Privim muti, incremeniti, caii si
omul, care ne vorbea. Imposibil sa-1 intelegem.

—Cum am ajuns acolo, sa traiti domnule sub-

locotenent, la avant-posturi, langd o pddure, D-1
sublocotenent a descdlecat si mi-a dat ordin sa astept. ,Ai
grije de iapa mea, de Masa, mi-a zis. Dupa ce a sarutat-o aici,
pe frunte intre ochi, mi-a poruncit: ,Sa dai plicul asta d-lui
sublocotenent Filip”.

Cand ne-am despadrtit, am dat mana amandoi, ca fratii.
Si mi-a spus: ,Stanciule, te las sdndtos. Sa spui la toti baetii
din escadron, cd am plecat la amoreazd, nu la inamic... si
n’aiba grije, c'o sd ma intorc, ca sa-mi fac iar datoria”. Asta
stiu, sa trditi, d-le sublocotenent.

Filip ia plicul in man4, il desface si citeste:

himself understood.

We were baffled. For a moment, we found ourselves
speechless.

“And what did you say to him?...”

He shrugged his shoulders:

“That I'd like to see mine, too...”

Then silence. We stared at the man talking to us, then
at the two horses, in speechless bewilderment. We could
not begin to understand.

“As soon as we got there, sir, to the outpost near the
forest, Sub-lieutenant Stroja dismounted and ordered me
to wait. “Take care of my mare Masa’, he told me. After he
had kissed her here, on the forehead, between the eyes, he
ordered me: ‘Give this envelope to sub-lieutenant Filip’.

“Then he and I parted. We shook hands like
brothers. He told me: ‘Farewell, Stanciu. Tell all the lads in
the squadron that I've run to my amoureuse, not to the
enemy... Tell them not to worry about me. Say that I'll be
back of course and do my duty’. That’s all I know, sir.”

Filip took the envelope, opened it and began to read
aloud:
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,Cétre fostii mei camarazi. Nu incerc sa ma apdr. Prea
e mare rusinea pe care v’'o aduc voud, regimentului nostru si
numelui de ofiter. Dacd mi-e permis o ultima dorintd, atunci
va rog din tot sufletul, interveniti la cei in drept, ca, Masa sa
tie lasatd soldatului meu, pentru credinta ce mi-a ardtat-o. I-o
ddruesc lui in plina proprietate, 'am autorizat sda v'o spue.
Cred cd aceastd dorinta va fi respectata, oricat de lipsit de
onoare e omul, care are curajul sa stea cu voi de vorbd, cand
vd adreseazd aceste randuri”. Stroja.

O lund si jumatate a trecut de atunci! Intr’o zi, Filip
Stanciu si cu mine, suntem chemati ca martori, inaintea Curtii
Martiale la Bacau.

Sub-locotenentul de rezerva Stroja Nicolae e judecat si
condamnat la moarte pentru dezertare la inamic.

Singur Stanciu a protestat, in cat a fost nevoe, sad-1 dea

afara din sald. Noi am primit verdictul cu resemnare.

“To my former comrades. I will not try to defend
myself. There are no excuses for the great shame I bring on
you, on our regiment, on my status as an officer. If I may
be allowed one last wish, I am begging you to see to it that
my batman gets Masa in exchange for the loyalty he has
shown me. I am giving her to him, she will be his to hold. I
have instructed him to tell you this. I believe my wish will
be granted —however ignoble the man who dares speak to
you through these lines.” Stroja.

A month and a half passed since that day. One
morning, Filip, Stanciu and I were called as witnesses
before the Court-Martial in Bacau.

Sub-lieutenant reservist Stroja Nicolae was tried and
sentenced to death for desertion to the enemy.

Stanciu alone objected so strongly that he had to be
ejected from the courtroom. As for the rest of us, we
listened to the verdict with resignation.
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Scoala Sfanta Maria, Pitar Mos
Bucuresti 1908
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Pe pozitie

Am calatorit, am calatorit, cum am iubit, am iubit... Si in
toate cidlatoriile mele, am facut ce am facut totdeauna: am iubit.

Cea din urma e cea mai frumoasa... Cea mai frumoasa a
fost acum un an! A tinut asa de putin incat azi imi face asa de
rdau cind ma gandesc... Si numai eu sunt vinovat cd a tinut asa
de putin... da, numai eu.

50

From the Trenches

I have travelled and loved, travelled and loved... On all my
journeys, I have always loved. More or less.

The love affair that’s closest in time is always the most
beautiful... The most beautiful was a year ago! It really hurts to
remember how brief it was... And I'm the only one to blame for
its short duration... yes, the guilt is all mine.
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In cilitoriile mele eram acelas. Gandul meu era
totdeauna la alta. In striinitate, pe unde, mai ales, mi-am facut
viata, eram asa de cunoscut, incat pretutindeni parca eram
acasd.

Imi facusem un fel al meu de a fi, aveam groazd de
singurdtate, cum as fi murit de frica, sd vad vesnic aceeasi
oameni, sau sa mad intalnesc cu aceleasi figuri.

Nu mad lipeam de nimeni, treceam usor ca un fulg, cu un
suras pe buze si cu nimic in suflet. Asa eram eu. Si totusi, viata
asta ma multumea si pentru nimic in lume n’as fi voit s’o
schimb.

Viata asta de vagabond vesel, de perpetuu turist si client
al Expresurilor, de vizitator asiduu al Plajelor, al Palagurelor,
de oaspete nelipsit al atator centre cosmopolite... Nimic nu ma
putea retine. Nimic nu ma interesa, decat exact atata cat sa am
o placere. Nu m-ar fi legat nimic, n-asi fi aprofundat nimic, tot
ce era efort'mi-era penibil, tot ce era placere, imi destepta
frenezie si imi exalta setea de viata.

Sd nu credeti cd iubeam natura. Frumusetile Alpilor 'mi-
erau tot asa de indiferente, ca si arta cea pura a palatelor din
vechile cetdti italiene, sau panzele Renasterei.

Intr'un muzdu celebru eram un striin; in mijlocul unui
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My travelling never changed who I was. All I could think
of was the next woman I would meet. I have spent my life abroad:
people knew me so well that I practically felt at home
everywhere.

Wherever I went, I had my own rules. I was afraid of two
things: solitude and the prospect of seeing the same faces or
meeting the same people over and over again.

I did not attach myself to anyone; I flew from one woman
to the next, light as a feather, with a smile on my face and nothing
in my heart. That was me. Yet, I was satisfied with the life I led; I
would not have changed it for the world.

Living like a happy vagrant, a permanent tourist, a regular
of express trains, beaches, Palace hotels, and so many
cosmopolitan cities... Nothing could hold me in one place.
Immediate pleasure was my only concern. I had no interests, I
never went beyond the surface of things. I hated the mere idea of
effort; by contrast, anything related to pleasure exalted me, woke
my appetite for life.

Don’t imagine that I was a lover of nature! I felt equally
indifferent to the beauty of the Alps, the exquisite artistry of the
palazzos in old Italian fortresses, or Renaissance paintings.

I never felt at home in a famous museum; beautiful
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peisaj frumos un absent. La teatru antractele aveau un sens,
jocul genial al unui artist, era un prilej ca sa dorm.

Placerea la mine nu imbréaca forme variate, ea nu avea
decat un ideal, dinaintea cdruia se inchina: femeea. O cidutam
pretutindeni si, dacid n-o giseam, o inventam. In jurul ei se
invartea totul.

Deplasarile, cursele mele nebunesti, dealungul atator
orase, pe care le colindam, nu aveau alt scop. Totdeauna o
intrigd amoroasd, o femee! Cum imi era aerul de necesar, tot
asa nu concepeam viata decat sa ma misc intr’acest cerc vitios
si frivol.

Vecinic la pandd, atent, cercetdtor, curios, discret sau
indiscret, dupd imprejurdri, jocul acesta varia la infinit, dupa
cum se prezentau profitul, sansele, cazul. Da, ajunsesem, stiti
cum sunt cainii aceia de vanatoare, admirabil dresati, incat nu
le “rateazd” niciodatd lovitura. O nu-mi lipsea nici “adresa”,
nici experienta, nici indrdsneala, nici prestigiul.

Eram blazat cand trebuia spiritual, cand se cerea amabil
numai sau din potriva sentimental la exces, amuzant,
melancolic, plin de verva sau de morgd, jocul acesta complicat
— intelegeti — comporta o infinitate de nuante si eu il maniam,
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landscapes meant nothing to me. At the theatre only the intervals
made any sense to me, whereas an actor’s brilliant performance
merely provided me with an opportunity to sleep.

For me, pleasure did not come in a variety of forms. I
worshipped one idol alone: woman. I looked for her everywhere
and, if I could not find her, I made her up. It was she who made
the world go round.

All my journeys, my frantic dashing through so many cities
had no other purpose. Always an affair, a woman! I could not live
my life outside this frivolous routine any more than I could have
lived without breathing air.

Always lurking, careful, inquisitive, curious, discreet or
indiscreet, depending on the circumstances, I played this game
in its endless variety, going by profit, luck and opportunity. I had
become an expert, like those hunting dogs which are so perfectly
trained that they never “miss” their target. I had them all:
expertise, experience, boldness, and reputation.

I was blasé when necessary, witty when required. I could
be either
melancholic, full of spirit or arrogance. This complicated game,

distant or excessively sentimental, amusing,

you see, had a myriad shades and, like a virtuoso,  had mastered
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cu arta consumatd a unui virtuoz.

Aveam un ochiu experimentat, stiam in orice situatiune
cat sd risc, nu ma inselam in micile mele prevederi, nu incercam
niciodata imposibilul, fiindca aveam oroare sa fie ridicul.

Toate astea erau pentru mine ca un sport, agreabil,
“antrenant” la culme, aveam micile mele satisfactiuni de amor
propriu si incercam sentimentele intime cele mai variate. Cate
senzatiuni delicioase, cite momente rare, pe care nu le voiu
uita, catd iubire risipitd, in aceastd goand a mea, spre o fericire
pe care am cautat-o, numai in nestatornicie si in artificiu.

N’am simtit adevarata pasiune: dragostea aceia mare,
neconditionatd, in care fiintele ce se iubesc, se topesc in una si
acceas credintd. Iubirea mea n’a cunoscut devotamentul si
sacrificiul, pand la ultimele limite.

A trebuit sd vie rasboiul, pentru ca sa-mi dau seama, ca
in sufletul meu circula ceva nou. Ei bine, clientul Sleepingurilor
si Palacurilor nu cunostea asta. Setea de a iubi profund, cu ochii
inchisi, de a adora, de a te prosterna umilit si de a-i jura, la
picioarele ei, credinta toatd viata, in clipa asta, e mai tare decat
ori si ce.

E o nevoe ,redutabilda”, aproape mistica, care'mi
rastoarnd tot trecutul si nu o pot asemdna decat cu ardoarea
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it to perfection.

I had a trained eye. I always knew how far I could go. I
never went wrong in my modest anticipations; I never attempted
the impossible, because I abhorred ridicule.

All this was a kind of gymnastics to me, both agreeable and
highly challenging. I had my small vanities and my inner life was
far from being monotonous. So many delicious sensations; so
many extraordinary moments that remain unforgettable. So
much wasted love in my fickle, artificial idea of happiness.

I have never known real passion: that deep, unconditional
love when you become one with your beloved. What I called love
had nothing to do with either devotion, or limitless sacrifice.

It took the onset of war to make me see that something had
at last bloomed in my soul. A regular of sleeping cars and Palace
hotels, I had never experienced what I feel now. The need to love
deeply and blindly, to adore, to kneel humbly at her feet and vow
fidelity for life is suddenly showing itself to me.

It is a strong, almost mystical need that contradicts my
whole past, and I can only compare it to the passionate ardour of
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pasionatd a ateului, care imbratiseaza religia.

Am luat parte la cateva batalii. Nu fac niciun caz de asta.
In tot timpul acesta, am vizut moartea de aproape. M’am
invatat s’o privesc cu liniste. Ranile mele m-au intdrit, m-au
invatat sa rabd, fdrd sa strig. Saptamanile petrecute in spital
sunt lucruri care nu se sterg, care raman. Noptile si zilele in sir,
aici, pe pozitie, bombardati furios in dreapta si in stanga, in
urletul infernal al masinelor de luptd, sfarsesc prin a uza, a
sdrobi toate vechile rezorturi ale sufletului. O noua fiintd iese,
o creaturd mai simtitoare, mai bund, mai generoasd, pe ruinile
unui trecut de farse si de placeri. Razboiul ne-a purificat, ne-a
inaltat. In aceste 10-11 luni de privatiuni, de suferinte si
deceptiuni, nu vi se pare ca am devenit mai gravi, mai sfiosi si

mai buni?

In momentele acestea, imi revine imaginea, chipul
incantator al unei femei. Una din acele multe, cdreia fantazia si
egoismul meu, i-au facut de sigur atata rau. Nu pot sa nu simt,
oridecateori mi-aduc aminte, un regret, o dorinta fierbinte, de
a repara aceea-ce inconstienta mea a comis. Sa va povestesc.

Eram in Engadin la Pontresina (Elvetia) in iarna care a
precedat intrarea noastrd in actiune. Mi se spusese cd acolo vin
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an atheist who discovers religion.

I have played my part in a number of battles. I wouldn’t
boast about it. I have been looking death in the face all this time.
I have learned to look at it with serenity. My wounds have made
me stronger, have taught me to suffer without complaining.
Those weeks in hospital cannot be forgotten; they will stay with
me forever. After the nights and days spent here in this outpost,
under furious bombardment from all directions, in the infernal
noise of war machines, my soul will never be the same. I am a
new man: more sensitive, kinder, more generous. I no longer
worship ruses and sheer pleasure. The war has purified and
ennobled us all. During these ten or eleven months of
deprivation, suffering and disappointment, we have become
more serious, shyer, kinder, all of us—1I am sure you see what I
mean.

And it is now that this image, the lovely face of a woman
comes to mind. One of the many who, without doubt, were
harmed by my fantasies, my selfishness. Whenever I recall her, I
repent: I wish I could make amends for my past recklessness. But
let me tell you the whole story.

I was in Engadin, at Pontresina (in Switzerland), in the
winter before our entry into the war. I had been told that English
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Englezoaice si Americane. Era un gen preferat si foarte cautat
de mine. Am ajuns exact... pe la inceputul lui Decembrie, cand
incepe si sezonul in aceasta splendidd localitate de munte,
situatd la vreo 1800 metri indltime, la poalele unui ghetar

imens, de cativa chilometri lungime.

Am descins la Schloss-Hotel. In prima zi nimic. A doua
zi observ si constat aparitia placutd a unei familii. La inceput
am crezut cd e tatdl, mama si fiica. M-am informat la portar si
am aflat cd e d-na Walmsley din Edinbourgh cu fiica sa
Evelyne, insotite de Mr Sharp, fratele d-nei Walmsley, fost
cdpitan de fregata. Nu regretam cd am venit. Imaginatia mea
s'a aprins indata si acel demon, care se ivea in mine,
oridecateori vedeam o femee frumoasa, a aparut. Bineinteles
am facut cunostintd chiar in ziua aceia cu Mr Sharp, prin care
speram sa fiu prezentat d-soarei Walmsley si mamei sale.

Dupad supeu, gdsesc familia instalatd in sala de lecturd,
rasfoind niste reviste ilustrate, in timp ce eu conversam cu un
amic de ocazie.

In momentul cand treceam intr’alt salon, cineva ma bate
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and American women frequented the place. It was exactly the
kind of women I liked. I arrived there, let me see, around... the
beginning of December. It was also the start of the season in that
beautiful mountain resort situated at approximately 1,800 metres
altitude, at the foot of an immense glacier which was several
kilometres long.

I checked in at the Schloss Hotel. Nothing happened on the
first day. The next day a family turned up. I was pleasantly
surprised. At first I took them to be father, mother and daughter.
I asked the doorman and discovered that the ladies were Mrs
Walmsley of Edinburgh and her daughter, Evelyn, and they were
accompanied by Mr Sharp, Mrs Walmsley’s brother, a former
frigate captain. I was glad I had come. My imagination was
suddenly roused, and the demon that materialized inside me
whenever I saw a beautiful woman began to stir. Of course, I
made the acquaintance of Mr Sharp that very same day, in hopes
of being introduced in due course to Miss Walmsley and her
mother.

After supper, while I was talking to a chance acquaintance,
I caught sight of the family sitting in the reading room, leafing
through some illustrated journals.

The moment I was leaving the room, someone tapped me
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pe spate, ma intorc si recunosc pe Mr Sharp. Ma inclin
dinaintea lui, cu o politete exageratd. Mr Sharp ma apucd de
brat si ma aduce cu un aer de triumf, inaintea d-nei si d-soarei
Walmsley.

Nu stiu cine a spus cd cea mai frumoasd femee e o
Englezoaicd, ca si cea mai uratd. Caracterele acestei rase, parca
dinadins se potrivesc unor asemenea contraste.

In toat infdtisarea d-soarei Walmsley se vedea o liniste
nobild, o distinctiune aristocraticd, un aer de detasare si de
absenta oricdrei preocupari meschine. Era o frumusete ideald,
pe care o intdlnesti, numai pe panzele maestrilor si cum rareori
natura, poate concepe ceva mai asemdndtor ca puritate si
perfectiune. Ochii ei albastri deschis, priveau in infinit si aveau
o expresiune ingereascd, dinaintea cdreia omul se simte vrdjit
si invins. Cu o carnatie alba si find, de o gingasie suverand,
Evelyne era asa de frumoasa si de seducdtoare, incat niciodata
n’am avut intuitia mai clara, cd femeea e de esentd divina.

Am stat trei sferturi de ord de vorba, mai mult uitdndu-
ma la ea, in timp ce afectam o curtenie corectd si respectuoasa
care am simtit cd-i impresiona placut.

A douazi de dimineata o intalnesc pe Evelyne in hallul
hotelului. Era in costum de sport, cu ,swetter” alb de land, cu
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on the shoulder; I turned round and saw Mr Sharp. I bowed
before him with exaggerated courtesy. Mr Sharp took my arm
and triumphantly led me to Mrs and Miss Walmsley.

I don’t know who said the most beautiful women, as well
as the ugliest ones are English. The characteristics of that nation
seem to encourage such contrasts deliberately.

Miss Walmsley’s appearance suggested noble peace,
aristocratic dignity, detachment and absence of all mean
preoccupation. She possessed such ideal beauty as encountered
only in the paintings of the great masters, a rare beauty, perfect
and pure. Her pale blue eyes seemed to be contemplating the
infinite; they had an angelic expression that bewitched and made
you feel helpless. With her white, delicate skin, her irresistible
gentleness, Evelyn was so beautiful and seductive that I had the
sudden intuition that women were really divine in nature.

I spent three quarters of an hour talking to them, mostly
gazing at her, actually. I behaved with decent, respectful courtesy
which, I sensed, was making a good impression.

Next morning I met Evelyn in the hotel lobby. She was
dressed for sports, wearing a white woollen jumper, a black cap
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tocd neagra pe cap si cu botfori grosi cu tinte la talpi.

Ma chiamad si md intreabd, ce program am pe ziua de azi.

—Nici unul, ii raspund.

Atunci isi permite sd ma roage in cazul cand imi face
pldcere, s’o insotesc, fiindca vrea sa faca Sky. Ma pun la
dispozitia ei, flegmatic. Afara era un soare stralucitor. Ne-am
suit usori pe un munte aldturi si am inceput sda ne scoboram.
Zapada era mare si alunecoasd, si fie cd Skyurile noastre aveau
un defect, fie cd nu eram destul de antrenati, am cazut
adeseaori. Nu odatd am luat-o in brate. Am ridicat-o de jos.
Aceasta nu insemna nimic, absolut nimic si nu m’am grabit sa
trag nici o consecintd. Din potrivd, am observat acelas ton
corect, rezervat, chiar rece, desi ne cuprinsese o veselie si un
ras, cu accidentele noastre cari se repetau. Am ramas asa de
multumiti si de incantati de aceasta partidd, incat ne-am
promis sa revenim si a doua zi.

Dupd masd am fost iardsi impreund. De astddatd ne-a
insotit si d-na Walmsley. Am facut o micd excursiune prin
imprejurimi. Ne imprietenisem. In cateva zile castigasem
increderea acestei oneste familii, incat in intentiunile mele,
simteam cd se produsese, fard sd vreau, o schimbare.

N’a durat mult acest lucru bun si am inceput atacul meu
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and heavy boots with metal studs in the soles.

She called me over and asked what plans I had for the day.

“No plans,” I replied.

She took the liberty then of asking, if it pleased me, to
accompany her: she intended to go skiing. I declared myself at
her disposal in an indifferent manner. The sun was shining. We
easily climbed up together and then went down the ski slope. The
snow was deep and slippery and, either because there was
something wrong with our skis or because we both lacked
practice, we often fell. I clasped her in my arms more than once.
I helped her to her feet. That meant nothing at all, so I did not
jump to conclusions. On the contrary, I maintained the same
correct, reserved, even cold attitude, though we could not help
laughing wildly as a result of our frequent accidents. We liked
this outing so much that we promised ourselves to return the
following day.

That afternoon we met again. This time we were
accompanied by Mrs Walmsley. We took a short trip nearby. We
had become fast friends. Within a few days,  had earned the trust
of this honest family, and I felt that my intentions had somewhat
changed.

These good intentions were however short-lived: my
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perfid. Ceeace era surprinzator e cd Evelyne ceda jocului meu,
probabil fiindcd nu-l intelegea, sau poate cd imi pastra dela
inceput o simpatie, pe care, in sinceritatea ei, nu avea de ce sd
o ascunda.

Evelyne, in definitiv, era o fatd tadndrd, fara nici o
experientd. Si armele mele erau periculoase. In special dela
lecturile pe cariile recomandam, asteptam foarte mult. Aveam
in valisa mea o colectie de cdrti anume selectionate, pe cari
m’am grdbit sa i le pun la dispozitie. Evelyne citea si, mai ales,
intelegea admirabil...

Flirtul nostru incepuse in secret. fncet, incet insa, pentru
anturajul nostru, nu mai era nici un mister. ,,Oncle” Sharp era
ideal in aceasta privintd. D-na Walmsley, nevoitd sd stea in
casd, nu se ocupa de noi, ne acorda o incredere nelimitata.

Intr’'o zi am mers mai departe ca de obiceiu. Fir4 si ne
parda rdu la nici unul, ne-am sdrutat amandoi, aproape
instinctiv, poate fiindca eram prea aproape unul de altul.
Evelyne am inteles atunci ca ma iubeste.

N’aveam de ce sd mai fiu ,ambalat”. Plicerea acum
pentru mine, era sd mi o atasez cat mai mult, sd o stiu cat mai
in puterea mea, sd sfaram ultima rezistentd, sa o vad cad mi se
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insidious attack had already begun. What surprised me was that
Evelyn surrendered to my game, either because she failed to
understand it, or because her genuine affection had chosen me
from the start, and, honest as she was, she saw no reason to hide
it.

After all, Evelyn was young and inexperienced. My
weapons, on the other hand, were dangerous. I had particularly
high expectations from the books I recommended to her. In my
suitcase I carried a careful selection of books that I would hasten
to offer. Evelyn was reading at my suggestion, and, what is more,
she understood...

Our flirtation had begun in secret. However, those around
us soon knew what was going on. “Oncle” Sharp was perfect in
this respect. Mrs Walmsley, forced to remain at home, did not
watch us: she trusted us without reserve.

One day I went further than usual. Without regret on
either side, we kissed, almost instinctively, perhaps because we
were too close to each other. That was when I understood that
Evelyn was in love with me.

I had little reason to keep pushing. My satisfaction now
came from securing her attachment, from knowing that I had her
more and more in my power, crushing the last shreds of
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abandoneaza cu totul.
Si am reusit. Amandoui iubeam sportul. Cursele de
bobsleigh le-am facut impreunad, aldturi, lipiti, stransi unul de

'//

altul. Porneam de pe munte strigand prelung , Boob!”, cu o
vitezd vertiginoasd, in spre vdile linistite ale Celerinii. Cu
pupilele dilatate, fixe, rosii la fatd, sburam pe sub cracile
inghetate de brad ca niste fantome. Sdngele ei rece, n’o pardsea
o clipd, in situatiile cele mai impresionante, cand ne jucam viata
pentru cate un tur de fortd. La skyjoring era neintrecuta.
Atasati amandoi de cate un cal pe skyurile noastre, ea avea acea
prestantd si stdpanire de sine, ce mi-o comunica si mie,
oridecateori coboram in galop pantele repezi ale drumurilor
acoperite cu ghiata.

Odata intorsi la hotel, Evelyne pierdea acea admirabila
semetie, pe care i-o da practica desdvarsitd a sporturilor in plin
aer. Ea devenea fiinta micd, care iubea intdia oard, pe dinaintea
cdreia-i treceau toate ispitele. Ea sta aiuritd, visdtoare, coplesitd,
in fata mirajului necunoscutului.

Am abuzat. Am fdcut tot ce mi-a stat prin putintd ca sa
exasperez, sd turbez, sa agit aceasta congtiintd nevinovata.

N’am evitat nimic, n"am neglijat nimic din ceeace stiam
cd poate s’o exalteze si s'o0 aducd mai repede in bratele mele.
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resistance and watching her surrender to me completely.
And I succeeded. Both of us loved sports. We went
bobsleigh-racing together and clung closely to each other. We

'II

would set off from the mountain top, yelling “Bob!”, descending
at incredible speed towards the quiet valley of Celerina. Our
pupils dilated and fixed, with flushed faces, we would dart like
ghosts beneath the frozen branches of the fir trees. Never did she
lose her self-control, not even under the most breath-taking
circumstances, when we risked life and limb for the sake of a
speeding tour de force. She had no rival at skijoring. Both of us
were secured behind horses on our skis. She possessed a dignity
and self-confidence that she communicated to me as we galloped
down the steep slopes of the icy roads.

Once back at the hotel, Evelyn would lose that admirable
daring roused by her being so good at sports in the open air. She
turned into a little girl in love for the first time and facing all
kinds of

overwhelmed by the mirage of the unknown.

temptations. She was light-headed, dreamy,
I treated her badly. I did everything in my power to
exasperate, madden and agitate her innocent mind.
I avoided nothing. I resorted to everything that I knew
would excite her and throw her into my arms more quickly. I
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Nu odatd am luat-o pe furis si am dus-o seara in bar. Aci i-am
oferit bauturile cele mai tari. Am ametit-o, pentru ca s’o sarut
in voe prin coridoare, sau sd o tin strans la pieptul meu in vre-
un fotoliu.

Intr’o zi i-am propus si facem o excursiune mai lunga.
Ea a acceptat cu acea bucurie ingereascd, care nu banueste
nimic. Par'cd vad scena ce s’a petrecut la Alp-Grum. E

nedemna, e rusinoasa, nu v'o mai descriu.

Eram intr'o caband, cu incd alti doui visitatori, gasiti
acolo intampldtor. Ne-am fotografiat dupd ce am bdut, bine
inteles, destul.

Al Inocenta, e teribil sd lupti cu inocenta; ea desarmeaza
si pe cei mai rdi. Nu odatda m’am oprit, cind credeam ca totul
mi-era permis.

Pand aci era un flirt, un flirt serios, nepermis... Puteam
insd sd ma opresc. Destul. N'aveam sa-mi reprosez nici ceva
grav, nici ce sd regret in urma. Md amuzasem, cum facusem de
atatea ori si cu alte fete. In sfarsit bine, riu, md amuzasem.

Nu m’am ldsat. Demonul despre care va vorbeam
adineaori, ma impingea sa profit.
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secretly took her to the bar in the evenings, more than once. There
I offered her the strongest drinks. I intoxicated her so as to be able
to kiss her at ease in the hallways, to fold her more tightly in my
arms in some armchair.

One day I suggested we might take a longer trip. She
accepted with the same angelic, unsuspecting delight. I recall
what took place at Alp-Griim as if it had happened yesterday. It
was undignified, shameful even. I cannot bring myself to talk
about it.

We were in a chalet, with two other visitors who
happened to be there. We had our photos taken after we had been
drinking heavily.

Oh! Innocence! It’s terrible to battle against innocence; it
disarms evil itself. I hesitated more than once, even though it was
obvious that everything would be allowed.

Until that moment it had been a mere flirtation —a serious,
forbidden flirtation... but one that I might stop. Enough. I had
nothing serious to blame myself for, nothing to regret later on. I'd
had fun, as I had done so many times with other girls. I had had
a good time, more or less.

I did not stop there, though. The demon I mentioned a
moment ago urged me to take my advantage.
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Se facuse o schimbare in hotel si eu am fost rugat de
directorul casei sd accept o camerd la acelas etaj cu familia
Walmsley. Usile noastre dadeau acum in acelas coridor si eram
aproape vecini.

Acest fapt a constituit inceputul. Vizitele in camera
Evelynei, sub diferite pretexte, se reinoiau aproape in fiecare zi.
Insistentele mele cresteau necontenit. Fanteziile, gusturile
mele, erau din ce in ce mai exigente si mai bizare. Intr'o zi
vorbeam de ordinul englez al Jartierii — eram singuri ca de
obicei — si mi-am permis sa-i ridic jartiera si sd-i sdrut piciorul
destul de sus. O loviturd indrdzneatd, abila, de care m’am
felicitat si in care excelam.

Altadata am surprins-o desbrdcata. Am voit sad viu langa
dansa; ea insa m’a rugat s’o astept... Pentru prima oard am
vdzut-o contrariatd. Am esit imediat din odae, fard sa spun un
cuvant.

Acest incident a fost decisiv. Am profitat de el, ca sa-mi
anunt plecarea. Situatia mea militard cerea sd ma intorc in tara.
Ne gdseam pe la inceputul lui Februarie.

Evelyne era desolatd. Tocmai primisem o telegrama dela
familia mea, m’am grabit sd i-o ardt si sad-i explic urgenta
plecarii.
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Changes had been made at the hotel and I was asked by the
manager to accept a room on the same floor as the Walmsleys.
Our doors were now in the same hallway and we were almost
neighbours.

This was the beginning. My visits to Evelyn’s room, on a
variety of pretexts, were repeated almost every day. I was asking
more and more of her. My fantasies, my tastes were more and
more demanding and strange. One day I was talking about the
Order of the Garter —we were alone, as usual —and I took the
liberty of lifting her garter and kissing her leg rather high up. A
bold, clever move for which I congratulated myself and which
proved my expertise.

One time I caught her in a state of undress. I wanted to
approach her, but she asked me to wait... It was then that I saw
her upset for the first time. I immediately went out of the room,
without a word.

This incident was decisive. I used it to announce I was
leaving. My military situation made it necessary for me to go
back to my country. It was the beginning of February.

Evelyn was desolate. I had just received a telegram from
my family, and I hastened to show it to her as proof of the
urgency of my departure.
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Evelyne era neconsolatd. Fusesem pand atunci pentru ea
un confident, un prieten nedespartit. In viata ei eu insemnam
ceva nou, ii devenisem indispensabil.

Aceasta turnurd neasteptatd o impresionase asa de
profund, incat a pdrdsit brusc masa, fara sa ne spue un cuvant.
Eram ingrijati. A doua zi “Oncle” Sharp imi comunica stirea ca
Evelyne se simte rdu. Am cerut permisiunea s’o vad imediat.
Din fericire era ceva trecidtor. Am consimtit si eu, sa mai aman,
doua zile, plecarea.

In ajun am iesit impreund pe un soare stralucitor, ca in
prima noastra partida de sky. Evelyne suferea, cum am inteles
cd ma iubea, hotararea mea era definitiva si i-am comunicat ca
numai pot sd fac nici o modificare. Seara am achitat nota la
hotel. Mi-am luat rdmas bun dela “Oncle” Sharp, am sdrutat
mana d-nei Walmsley.

Trenul pleca prea de dimineatd la ora 8, asa ca ne
vedeam acum pentru ultima oara.

Evelyne avea o contenentd admirabild. Am vrut sa o
conduc pand in camera ei, m’a rugat insd s’o las un moment
singurd, de oarece va veni la mine, sd-si ia adio mai tarziu.

Pentru un moment nu am inteles ce insemneaza asta si
m’am retras foarte incurcat in odaia mea. Imi facusem bagajele.
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Evelyn was disconsolate. I had been her confidant, an
inseparable friend. I had brought something new into her life and
had become indispensable to her.

The unexpected turn of events affected her so much that
she suddenly left the table without a word. We were concerned.
Next day “Oncle” Sharp let me know that Evelyn was unwell. I
asked for permission to see her at once. Fortunately, it was
nothing serious. I agreed to postpone my departure for another
two days.

On the last day we again went out together; the sun was
shining, just as it had been shining on our first ski outing. Evelyn
was suffering and I could see she loved me, but my decision was
final and I told her nothing could not be changed. That evening I
paid my hotel bill. I bade farewell to “Oncle” Sharp and kissed
Mrs Walmsley’s hand.

The train was to leave very early, at eight in the morning,
so this was to be the last time we spent together.

Evelyn remained perfectly self-possessed. I wanted to
escort her back to her room, but she asked me to leave her for a
moment: she would come later on to bid me goodbye.

At first I did not understand what she was trying to say and
I retired to my room somewhat confused. I had already packed
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Am cercetat sd vad daca am pus tot induntru si le-am incuiat.
Era destul de tarziu. M’am dat jos sd vad daca nu o intalnesc in
hall. Lumea se retrdsese in apartamente fiecare. La o masa unii
mai jucau bridge. In bar doui domni batrani in smoking beau
wisky.

M’am suit furios la etaj, sufeream. Imi reprosam gresala
pe care am comis-o. Nu intelegeam, nu stiam ce sd cred. Am
adormit pe un scaun. Pe la orele 1 m’am desteptat. Ma desbrac.
Sting electricitatea. De odatd usa se deschide.

Era Evelyne in cimasa de noapte. Am vazut-o cand a
intrat. Afard era o noapte luminoasd, o luna, si zapada sclipea
ca o sala de bal iluminata a giorno. Muntii toti, albi; le vedeam
varfurile.

O iau in brate, ea cade in extaz... Evelyne e in asternutul
meu. Corpul ei cald, gol, e al meu. in betia ei, fecioara asta e
sublimad!... Visul era mai frumos de cat il concepusem. Aceastd
intdmplare mi s’a parut asa de extraordinara, in cat am simtit

ca o datorie sd pdstrez aceastd comoara neatinsa.

Am renuntat a doua zi de a pleca de dimineatd. Evelyne
a esit spre ziud, fara sa-si fi revenit inca din nebunia ce o
cuprinsese.
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my luggage. I checked again that I had packed everything, and
locked my suitcases. It was rather late. I went downstairs to see
if I might meet her in the lobby. Everybody had retired to their
rooms. A few guests were still playing bridge at a table. At the
bar two elderly gentlemen wearing dinner jackets drank whisky.

I went back upstairs angrily. I felt hurt. I had made a bad
mistake. I did not understand; I did not know what to believe. I
fell asleep in a chair. At about one o’clock, I woke up. [ undressed.
I turned off the lights. Then suddenly the door opened.

It was Evelyn, in her nightgown. I saw her enter. The night
was lit by the full moon, and the snow spread beneath shone like
a lit up ballroom. The mountains rose white in the distance; I
could see their peaks.

I embraced her and she fell rapturously into my arms...
Evelyn was in my bed. Her warm, naked body was mine.
Abandoning herself to passion, the girl was divine!... The dream
was even more beautiful than I had planned it. The moment was
so extraordinary that I felt it my duty to keep the treasure still
untouched.

I abandoned my decision to leave in the morning. Evelyn
crept from my room towards daybreak, without having fully
recovered from her frenzy.
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La orele 8, afland cd mi-am amanat plecarea, “Oncle”
Sharp a venit sa m viziteze. In timpul cand il conduceam, am
vdzut cd usa dela Camera Evelynei se deschide si ca imi face
semn sd viu la dansa.

M’am inapoiat peste cateva minute. Am gasit-o in
mijlocul odaei, splendida, alba ca o statue, cu bratele intinse
spre mine. Era asa cum 1i spusesem eu cd e mai frumoasd, cum
am vdzut-o azinoapte, cum stia ea cd are sa-mi facd pldcere mai
mare. In privirea ei era nu stiu ce dumnezeesc, nu stiu ce
dorinta fierbinte de sacrificiu si de iubire.

Fructul era copt. L’am mancat...

Si totusi am plecat seara, cu primul tren, ca cel mai
vulgar seducdtor.

Ceeace e mai odios e cd i-am promis cd am sd mai raman
inca cateva zile.

Astazi s’a schimbat ceva in mine. Trecutul acesta, mi se
pare asa de ciudat, incat nu-mi vine sa cred céd e al meu.

Am nostalgia unei iubiri adevarate... Sdrmana Evelyne!

Nu stiam ce e iubirea, ce e adevarata fericire atunci...

Eram un pervers si un cinic; aici, in transee, sunt un om!
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At eight o'clock, learning that I had postponed my
departure, “Oncle” Sharp came to visit me. As I was seeing him
out, I noticed the door of Evelyn’s room open and she beckoned
me to come in.

I went in a few minutes later. I found her standing in the
middle of the room, magnificent, white as a statue, her arms
outstretched towards me. She stood there, exactly as I had told
her last night that I liked her most: she obviously wanted to
please me. Her gaze was absolutely divine, full of her passionate
need to love and sacrifice herself.

The fruit was ripe. I picked it...

And yet I left that evening on the first train, like the most
vulgar seducer.

The most horrible thing of all was thatI'd promised I would
stay with her a few more days.

These days something inside me has changed. That past life
is so strange: I cannot believe it was mine.

I feel the nostalgia of true love... Poor Evelyn!

Back then, I did not know what love meant, what true
happiness was... | was a cynic, a pervert. But here, in the trenches,
I have become a real man!
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Sora Angelica

Sunt invitat la Boureni. Ma duc calare. imi fac iluzii,
stiu!...

Drumul dela Stolniceni la Boureni e splendid. Soseaua
e ideald. Ea se incoldceste ca un sarpe urias alb, printre paduri
nesfarsite de stejari si de aluni. in fatd dai numai decat de valea
incantdtoare a Moldovei, in fund se deschide panorama
Carpatilor. Se vede chiar Ceahldul.

Legdtura mea cu d-na Sofia Varussi, devine din ce in ce
mai serioasa. Trebue sa-i pun capdt. Orice efort, insd, in
aceastd privintd, e inutil. Stiu.

—Bonjour Titi, aud o voce in capul scdrii, cum intrtt pe
poarta.

Descalec. Sdrut mana Sofii. Tdetura costumului meu de
calatorie, pe care l-am pus azi intdia oard, decand am scos
uniforma, o gdseste admirabila. Ii multumesc si-i fac
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Sister Angelica

I was invited to go to the Boureni estate. I rode there on
horseback. I knew I shoudn’t hold my breath, and yet...

The trip from Stolniceni to Boureni was magnificent.
The road was flawless. It wound like a giant white snake
through endless forests of oak and hazelnut. Straight ahead
lay the lovely valley of the Moldova River. The Carpathians
could be seen in the background. You could even descry
Mount Ceahldu.

My affair with Mrs Sofia Varussi was becoming ever
more serious. I thought I must end it. But any effort in that
direction was futile. I was well aware of that.

“Bonjour Titi,” called a voice from the top of the stairs
as soon as I had entered the courtyard.

I dismounted, kissed Sofia’s hand. The cut of my travel
suit—which I had put on for the first time since I had
abandoned my uniform —struck her as admirable. I thanked
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compliment cd e asa de cunoscatoare.
— Ah! Esti nesuferit! Esti asa de nesuferit, cum nu poate
sd-si faca cineva idee. Totdeauna trebue sa te chem?... Hai sus.

Urcam cateva trepte. Terasa are mai multi stalpi grosi
de lemn acoperiti de ederd. Ne ascundem dupa unul din ei si
ne imbratisem.

—Sofio, te iubesc.

— Ah! Ce farsor esti.

—Eram ocupat, de-aia n'am putut veni. Te rog sd ma
crezi.

—Nu te mai apara, e de geaba. De aici inainte, nu mai
e permis sa invoci nici 0 scuzd. Am hotdrat sa vii sd te instalezi
definitiv la noi.

—Bine, rdspund eu, ldsand capul in pamant.

—Sau nu te aranjeaza?

—Din contrd, sunt fericit, draga mea. Sunt foarte fericit.

— Vorbesti serios?
—Numai sd nu te incomodez.
—Te rog nu te ocupa de asta. Am avut eu grije. Ti-am
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her and complimented her on being such a connoisseur.

“Oh! You are obnoxious! You are unspeakably
obnoxious! And why do you always wait for an invitation to
come here? Come upstairs.”

We climbed the few steps. The upper terrace had
several thick wooden pillars cloaked in ivy. We hid ourselves
behind one of them and embraced.

“Ilove you, Sofia!”

“Come on.”

“I have been tied up—that’s why I've not—I've not
been able to come before now. Please, believe me.”

“Stop making excuses. It’s pointless. From now on, you
are no longer allowed to invent excuses. I've decided you
must come and live here permanently.”

“Very well,” 1 answered, hanging my head in
resignation.

“You don’t seem to like the idea.”

“On the contrary, I am happy, my dear. I am very
happy.”

“Are you.”

“I just don’t want to disturb you.”

“Don’t worry about that.  have taken care of everything.
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preparat odaia. Draga Titi, de ce faci capul asta? Nici nu te
gandi. Ai sa fii asa de multumit. Ai sa vezi. Tu nu stii ce vrei.
Nu stiu eu cu cine am deaface? Ne-am inteles, sper. Mai ai de
facut vre o obiectie?

— Nici una.

—Pot sa contez prin urmare.

—De sigur.

— Anunt si pe Angelica. S’a hotdrat. Bravo! Eu mai am
cate ceva. lartd-ma cd trebue sa te las singur. Md intorc indata.
Tu stii cd eu nu stau de geaba. Am atat de lucru. Nu poti sa-ti
faci idee cat muncesc. Cand vei sta aici ai sa-ti dai seama. De

altfel eu nu fac nici un caz de asta. Si vezi ca nici nu exagerez.

Sofia isi trece vremea cu mine. In fond nu mJ iubeste.
Lucrul acesta I'am inteles mai demult, insd acum aveam
certitudinea. Amandoi eram de aceias varsta 27, 28 de ani.

Copildrisem impreund. Ea era o fire voluntara si
ambitioasd de micd. Eram invatat inca de atunci s’o ascult,
pentru-ca azi sa devie amanta mea. Mosia tatdlui meu se
invecina cu a ei si acum in toiul rdzboiului, ne regdseam iar
amandoi, singuri si la cativa kilometri departare. Cu ocazia
evacudrii, sotul ei rdmdsese la Bucuresti, surprins acolo de
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I have already prepared a room. Dear Titi, why such a long
face? Don’t even think about it. You will like it here. You'll see.
You don’t know your own mind. But I know you well. We are
agreed, I hope. Do you have any other objections?”

“None.”

“So I can count on you?”

“Of course.”

“I will let Angelica know. It’s settled then. Good! I still
have so much to do. Forgive me —I'll be back in a minute. You
know I hate to be idle. I'm buried in work up to my eyes. You
cannot even begin to imagine how much I work. When you
have lived here awhile you'll understand. Not that I complain.
I'm not making a big deal of it, really.”

Sofia used me as a pastime. She did not really love me. I
had already figured that out; it had become a certainty lately.
We were both about the same age —27, 28 years old.

We had grown up together. She had been determined
and ambitious since she had been a little girl. I had got used to
obeying her back then: she was now my mistress. My father’s
estate was adjacent to hers and, in the midst of the war, we
found each other again; all by ourselves and just a few miles
apart. When the the evacuation took place, her husband
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evenimente. Pentru ea lucrul acesta n’avea mare importan’,cé,
de oarece gasise mijlocul sa se aranjeze. Maritatd de cati-va
ani, destul de atasatd sotului ei, probabil fiindca era foarte
bogat, era o femee cinstitd, despre care nu s’a vorbit niciodata
absolut nimic. Aici, insd, singurd, la mosia pe care o
administra totd’auna in persoand, cu o pricepere rard,
practicd, fara sa se incurce cu constiinta sa prea mult, s’a
gandit cd are nevoe de un tip discret si m-a ales pe mine.

Intr-o zi primesc la regiment ordinul de a pleca depe
front si a mad prezenta imediat la mosia tatdalui meu, Stolniceni,
pe Siret, unde sunt mobilizat pe loc pentru lucrarile agricole.
Sosit aici am aflat cd Sofia intervenise pentru mine, m’am dus
numai decat la ea, sd-i multumesc, fara sa banuesc un moment
scopul ce urmadrise. Legdtura noastrd a inceput curand, fara
preliminarii multe, am cedat amandoi unei necesitati
irezistibile si reciproce.

Prietena mea, d-na Varussi, avea o educatie aleasd,
calitdti de spirit cu adevarat rare la o femee, era insa o natura
rece si egoistd, pe care ori cat de naiv ai fi fost, o observai
numai decat.

Facea cdldrie la perfectie, tragea admirabil la tintd, avea
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stayed behind in Bucharest and was trapped there. It did not
affect her greatly: she turned things to her advantage. She’d
been married for several years and was quite fond of her
husband, probably because he was so very rich. She was an
honest woman who had never given rise to gossip. She was
now living alone on the estate and she managed it admirably.
However, she felt she needed a discreet man about the house:
without qualms, chose me.

While still at the regiment, I received orders to leave the
Front and report to Stolniceni immediately; it was my father’s
estate, on the Siret River. I was mobilized there in order to
oversee agricultural work. Once I'd arrived, I discovered that
Sofia had interceded on my behalf, so I paid her a visit to thank
her without having the least suspicion about her real motives.
Our affair blossomed soon afterwards: without much ado, we
both gave in to a necessity that seemed as much mutual as
irresistible.

My friend, Mrs Varussi, had an excellent education, her
spirit was truly rare in a woman. She was, however, a cold and
selfish nature: you couldn’t help noticing that, no matter how
naive you were.

She was a consummate horse-rider, an admirable
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o infatisare mandra, o blonda superbd, foarte simpaticd, cu o
gurd micd rdutdcioasd, cu o privire clara si patrunzatoare, cu
miscdri vioaie, in toata persoana ei respira o trebuintd de
activitate deosebita.

Asteptam cu mainile pe genunchi, acolo unde ma
plantase ea. Si regretam cd am acceptat propunerea ei, de a
locui sub acelasi acoperis, fard a ma fi opus mai serios.

Cu toate astea o bucurie imi inunda sufletul, o bucurie
secretd, care mad invaluia si imi dddea o satisfactie
nemarturisita.

Eram distrat tot timpul, eram contrariat, insd gandul
meu avea o directie precisa.

Sofia avea o prietend, o mica refugiata, sotia delicioasa
a unui camarad de regiment pe front. Am vazut-o pentru
prima oard acum cate-va zile si imi era imposibil s’o uit. Sofia
avusese fericita idee s’o invite sd stea cu dansa la tara. Se
intelegeau de minune, desi se potriveau asa de putin.

Era Angelica Valeanu. O brunetd de 20 de ani, cu o talie
~supld”, delicatd, dragalase si frageda, ca o fetitd de pension.

70

markswoman; a handsome blonde, tall and upright: a most
attractive person, with a little mouth betokening malice. She
had clear piercing eyes, a brisk way of moving; she simply
craved activity.

I was still waiting, my hands on my knees, exactly as she
had left me. I already regretted that I had accepted her
proposal to live in her house without putting up a stiffer
resistance.

Even so, joy was flooding my soul, a secret joy which
enveloped me and stirred a clandestine pleasure.

Most of the time I was absent-minded and perplexed,
but now my mind had a precise focus.

Sofia had a friend, a little refugee, the adorable wife of a
regimental comrade of mine from the battlefield. I had seen
her for the first time just a few days before, and I just found it
impossible to forget her. Sofia had had the good idea to invite
her to spend time in the countryside. They were getting along
wonderfully, although they could not have been more
different.

She was Angelica Vileanu, a twenty-year-old brunette
with slender waist, delicate, lovely and fresh, like a boarding-
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Ochii ei mari, aveau ceva strengdresc, ceva de copil rasfdtat, o
scanteere si o dulceata, care te turbura. Si in toata fiinta ei un
parfum, un mister, un aer de melancolie amoroasd si
pasionatd, care te fascina profund. Era o creatura de dragoste,
o fapturd numai pentru iubire, una din acele perle ale naturii,
menitd sa aprinda in sufletele noastre flacdra eterna si ideala.

Sofia nu era geloasd de loc. Mi-a dat chiar toate
detaliile. Si desi ma pusese in curent cu multe, voiam sa o
cunosc eu insu-mi mai de aproape. Situatiunea in care se gasea
imi inspira o compdtimire sincerd. Toti eram niste
desradacinati! Pe toti ne aruncase aici furtuna razboiului, ne
smulsese din locurile noastre, de langd cei scumpi. Mai ales
cat de greu trebue sd-i fie ei!

La toate astea ma gandeam, cidnd deodatd aud langa
mine, glasul strident al Sofii.

—Titi! Titi ce gaga esti. Cautd pe Angelica, mon cher.
Esti extraordinar. Cum poti sd stai asa? Sa nu faci nimic?

—Indata.

— Vezi cd trebue sd fie in camera mea de culcare. Stai.
Asculta. Trebue sd te ocupi de ea serios. Biata fata! E asa de
nenorocitd si mi-e asa de draga! Nu vreau sa se plictiseasca la
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school girl. In her big eyes there was a whimsical glitter that
recalled a spoilt child, a sparkling sweetness that touched you
deeply. She had an aura of mystery, a perfume of her own, an
amorous, passionate, melancholy air which was fascinating.
She was all passion, as if made for love; she was a rare gem of
nature that kindled the eternal and ideal flame in anyone’s
soul.

Sofia was not jealous at all. She even gave me all the
details. Though she had told me a lot, I still wanted to find out
more about the girl. Her situation aroused my sincere
compassion. We were all uprooted! We had all been thrown
there by the war, had been torn from our places and separated
from those we loved. And how hard it must have been for her
of all people!

This was what I was thinking when I suddenly heard
Sofia’s shrill voice next to to me.

“Titi! Titi you're so silly. Go look for Angelica, mon cher.
I can’t believe this! How can you sit like this —so wholly idle?”

“Right away.”

“She must be in my bedroom. Wait. Listen. You must
take good care of her. The poor girl! She is so miserable and I
am so fond of her! I don’t want her to get bored here. I am
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mine. Eu sunt ocupatd. Titi, n"ai absolut nimic de lucru, decat
sd te ocupi de Angelica. Te rog... imi promiti ca ai sa faci asta?
Daca ma iubesti...

—Cu cea mai mare pldcere. Evident cd-mi convenea.
Era un serviciu pe care I'as fi cautat chiar. Voiu desfasura un
zel putin comun. Dacd pentru asta m’a chemat Sofia, apoi
atunci am tot dreptul sa ma felicit. Ma grabesc sa plec, sa-mi
iau rolul ce mi se oferea, in primire. Sofia ma opreste pe un ton
serios, aproape grav.

— A incd ceva foarte important! Titi, te rog sd nu faci
fetii curte. Te previn ca sa stii. Am mare incredere in tactul
tdu... Fii cat se poate de galant cu ea. Sd nu-ti inchipui insd, ca
poti sa speri ceva. O, despre asta iti garantez. De ce faci iar
capul asta? Te poti antrena foarte bine. $i poti face o gafd. Nu
e mai bine sd te previn? Titi, contez pe tine cd ai sd fii rezonabil
si cuminte. Fata e frumoasa. E o splendoare. Nu ma indoesc ca
e foarte greu cuiva sd reziste cdnd o vede in fiecare zi, cum o
sd fie deacum incolo cazul tdu. Dar gandeste-te, cd eu am
chemat-o si sunt enorm de ocupatd... Ca sd nu se plictiseasca,
m’am gandit la tine. Are sa-ti treaca si timpul. Tot nu te ocupi
cu nimic. Suntem intelesi Titi, perfect intelesi... Altfel renunt
la serviciul pe care ti-1 cer. Astea sunt conditiunile mele. S3 stii.
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busy. Titi, all you have to do is take care of Angelica. Please...
will you promise to do this? If you love me...”

“With the greatest pleasure.”

It suited me. She was actually doing me a favour. I was
going to do my best. If this was what Sofia had called me for,
then I had good reason to congratulate myself. I did not
postpone one moment longer the task she had offered me.
Sofia added in a serious, almost solemn voice:

“One more thing! Titi, please —don’t flirt with the girl.
I'm warning you. I trust your tactfulness... Be as gallant as you
can. Just do not imagine that you can hope for more. Trust me.
There you go pulling a long face again! Just don’t get carried
away. You could make a faux pas. I warn you. Titi, I'm
counting on you to be sensible and well behaved. The girl is
beautiful. She’s gorgeous, I know. I've no doubt it’s very hard
for a man to resist her when he sees her every day as you will
from now on. But bear in mind —I have asked her here and I'm
terribly busy... I din’t want her to get bored, so I thought of
you. You can make yourself useful. You do nothing anyway.
Are we understood, Titi? Perfectly understood? Otherwise I
won’t need you. These are my conditions. So you know...”
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—Sofio, eu nu pot sa te iubesc decat pe tine.

— Achita-te constiincios de insarcinarea ce ti-am dat-o
si numai imi face declaratiuni, dragul meu, cand n’am timp sa
te ascult. Trebue sda ma duc sda-mi vad de gospodadrie. E ceva
nemai pomenit lucrul care ‘l-am.

Aiurit de aceste recomandatiuni pardsesc insfirsit
terasa. Traversez antreul si intrt1 in odaia de culcare a Sofii pe
care o gdsesc goald. Calc in varful picioarelor si deschid usa
incet la salon.

In mijlocul oglinzilor, intre mobilele luxoase, vad
miscind o pdpuse frumoasd, in costum de calugdrita.
Credeam cd e un copil care se joacd, cdreia-i place sd se
giteasca... Fra Angelica. M’a auzit. lsi intoarce capul. Vreau
sd-mi cer scuze. Imi intinde mana cu un surés si i-o sirut.

— Bonjour.

— V’am deranjat, d-na?

—De loc, d-le. Ai facut foarte bine. Esti foarte surprins
cd ma gasesti aici? Nu e asa? Ador insd costumul de calugaritd,
de infirmierd. O femee pe vremurile astea teribile, nici nu
trebue sd poarte altul. Te rog sd-mi zici sora Angelica, de azi
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“You are the only one for me, Sofia.”

“Just do what I have asked of you, my dear, and forget
love, I have no time for that. I must attend to business. There
are so many things I must do.”

Rather confused by her words, I left the terrace. I crossed
the entrance hall end entered Sofia’s bedroom, which was
empty. I slipped towards the drawing room door and slowly
opened it.

In the middle of the room, between mirrors, surrounded
by luxurious furniture, I saw a beautiful doll in motion,
wearing a nun’s outfit. I thought it was a child playing, one
who liked to dress up... It was Angelica. She heard me. She
turned her head. I wanted to apologize. Smiling, she reached
her hand out to me and I kissed it.

“Bonjour.”

“Am I disturbing?”

“Not at all. I'm glad you are here. You are surprised,
aren’t you? I adore the nuns’ outfit, the nurses’” outfit. In these
terrible times, a woman ought to wear nothing else. Please, call
me Sister Angelica from now on.”
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inainte.

Sora Angelica! Catd poezie a pus rostind aceste cuvinte.
Fard sa vreau o compar cu Sofia si simt tot contrastul dintre
aceste doud fiinte. In definitiv, nici Sofia nu e rdu, imi zic tot
eu...

Intre noi s’a stabilit repede o apropiere. Eram buni
camarazi dupd o jumadtate de ord. Cat haz a facut ea, de rolul
ce mi l-a dat Sofia!

— Esti un paj. E amuzant! Ne mai trebue un castel..., mi-
a spus visdtoare.

Am vizitat impreund camera pe care mi-o rezervase
mie si am inceput sa aranjam amandoi biblourile. Tot timpul
conversatia noastra a fost animatd, pldcuta, plind de fantezie...
N’ai fi zis cd sora Angelica are o durere mare.

La dejun, Sofia ne-a plictisit oribil. N’'a facut decat sa
povesteasca metoda ei de lucru, programul ei extra-ordinar pe
care-l aplicd, imbunatatirile pe cari le-a adus fermei, etc. etc.
Am suportat cu resemnare. Din potriva, sora Angelica, avea
aerul cd urmareste cu interes toate aceste baliverne, ca le
intelege si are o admiratie sincerd. Dealtfel ea considera pe
Sofia ca pe o fiintd superioard, ca un fenomen si avea pentru
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Sister Angelica! How much poetry she put into those
two words. I caught myself comparing her to Sofia: they were
so very different. And yet, after all, Sofia herself was not that
bad either, I said to myself...

We bonded almost instantly. In half an hour we were
good friends. She was very amused by the fact that Sofia had
asked me to take good care of her.

“You are my page. This is fun! We just need a castle...”
and she smiled, dreamily.

We went together to the room that was going to be mine,
and we started changing the places of the knick-nacks. We
kept talking all the time. Our conversation was so lively, so
agreeable, and so witty... You would not have thought that
Sister Angelica was grieving.

At lunch, Sofia bored us to death. All she did was
describe how she went about her work, her extraordinary
plans, the improvements she had brought to the farm, etc. etc.
I suffered it all in silence. Unlike me, Sister Angelica gave the
impression that she was following all this rubbish with
interest, that she understood and felt sincere admiration. To
her Sofia was a superior creature, a phenomenon, and for that
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ea din aceastd cauzd, un fel de cult.

Sofia in schimb era plind de atentiuni pentru ea, o iubea
ca pe o sord, o ingrijea cu un devotament care te misca. Ce
ciudate sunt femeile astea!

Totusi simteam cd o sd deviu eu favoritul d-nei
Valeanu. Si cat de ridicola e Sofia, o sd vada atunci.

Dupd masd ne-am retras fiecare in apartamentele
noastre. La ora ceaiului am reaparut. Sora Angelica continua
sad fie veseld. Eram incantati unul de altul. Ce surpriza am
avut, cdnd mi-a cantat o chansonettd! Avea o voce mica de
»diseusd chic!”. Pdrea ca se ameteste, cd vrea sd soarba, sa
caute o uitare, in aceste clipe, care pentru mine aveau ceva
nobil, un farmec nespus. Asa ne-a trecut ziua.

Si nici un cuvant, nimic n’a spus de durerea ei. Eram
foarte surprins si intrigat din aceasta cauza.

Adoua zi de dimineatd, mi-a batut in use, nu eram
sculat, cu o desinvolturd de fetitd zglobie. Credeam cd s’a
intamplat ceva. Mi-am facut toaleta in grabd si m’am prezentat
ei, cu un aer ingrijat. Ce haz a facut de alarma mea!
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reason she worshipped her.

In return, Sofia was very affectionate. She loved her like
a sister and looked after her with deep devotion. How strange
women are!

Yet I had the feeling that, between Sofia and me, Mrs
Vidleanu would choose me in the long run. She would at last
understand how ridiculous Sofia was.

After lunch we retired to our own rooms. We came out
at tea-time. Sister Angelica continued to be in a good mood.
We were happy in each other’s company. To my great
surprise, she sang a ,chansonette” to me! She had the faint
voice of a ,diseuse chic”. She was trying to get drunk, it
seemed, to sink into oblivion, and those moments were
delightful to me, unspeakably noble and charming. This is
how we spent the whole day.

She never said a word about her great grief. I was
surprised and intrigued by her silence.

The next morning, even before I had had the chance to
get out of bed, she came knocking at my door with the lively
ease of a little girl. I feared something had happened. I got
myself ready in a hurry and met her with a concerned air. She
took great delight in my false alarm!
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Timpul a fost rdu. Am jucat toatd ziua ecarté besigue si
room. Nu ne-am miscat dela masa verde. Se antrena si punea
atata pasiune la joc, incat o tachinam si o acuzam, cé e vitioasa
si-i plac excesele.

Partidele le incepea cu infrigurare si sfarsau prin a o
obosi si a-i da migrena.

Aceastd inegalitate, aceastd stare de agitatie, de
detracare si epuizare nervoasd, ma surprindeau. Ochii ei mari
nu perdeau insd nimic din acea expresie de duiosie si de iubire
infinita. Ardeam de dorinta de a fi confidentul ei, de a sti ce se
petrece sub aceastd fascinantd si impasibild maica.

Nici o aluzie, nici un cuvant, nimic care mi-ar putea
desvalui misterul. Incepeam si ma indoesc de tot ce-mi
spusese Sofia. Si sd cred cd in fond e o cocheta.

Starea ei de febrilitate insa, observam cum creste, pana
cand coardele intinse prea mult, au plesnit intr’o zi. A isbucnit
intr’o criza de lacrami asa de violenta, din senin, in cit ne-am
speriat toti. Era in timpul mesei. Sofia mi-a facut niste ochi, ca
si cum eu as fi fost vinovat. Eram asa de dezolat de aceasta
intamplare, incat nu-mai puteam spune nici un cuvant. Am
condus-o amandoi in camera de culcare si le-am ldsat singure.
Ceva mai tarziu am intalnit-o pe Sofia si am intrebat-o ce are
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The weather was gloomy. We played ecarté, besigque and
room. We never left the green-baize table. She got so carried
away and put so much passion into the game that I mocked
her, teased her for being a vicious creature who liked excess.

She began these games with such excitement that in the
end she was all worn out and had a migraine.

Her instability, agitation, and weakness, her state of
nervous exhaustion surprised me. Yet her big eyes never lost
their tenderness and infinite love. I coulndn’t wait to be her
confidant, to find out what was going on under the fascinating
and impassive appearance of the nun.

No hint, no word, nothing explained the mystery. I was
beginning to doubt everything Sofia had told me. I was
wondering if she was a coquette after all.

As the days passed by, her feverishness increased, until
one day the tension was too much and she snapped. She burst
into tears so suddenly, so violently that we were frightened. It
happened during lunch. Sofia gave me a look as if it had all
been my fault. I was so saddened by the whole incident that I
could hardly say a word. We escorted her to her bedroom and
I left the two of them alone in there. A little later I met Sofia
and asked what was really wrong with the girl.
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in definitiv.

Ea mi-a rdspuns, pe un ton de repros:

—E o0 inimd, d-le, e un suflet fata asta. Ah! Ti se pare
curios. Nu e toatd lumea ca tine, Titi. Sa-i fie egal toate pe
pamant. Asta s’o stii. Poate gdsesti cd e comic, cd cineva
plange, cd suferd... Se poate. Din partea ta, insensibil cum esti,
nu md mird nimic. O cat suferd mititica, e ingrozitor! Nu poti
sd ma in’;elegi, ori cata bunavoin’;é as avea eu, sa-ti spun. Tu
nu stii drama teribild care se joacd in inima ei — fiindca lucrul
dsta, tie iti lipseste complect, Titi. Tu esti un egoist, o fire rece
si inchisd, cdruia nu i se poate deschide inima insangerata a
unei femei. Mititica e asa de timidd, e asa de drdgdlase si de
buna. Sau poate oi fi vrut sd-ti povesteasca dragostea ei... Cum
vorbesti de amorurile d-tale. Te-ai inselat. Ti-ai facut iluzii. Ai
vrut sd fii indiscret. Barbatul ei e tot... E un lucru prea sfant,
pentru-ca sd pronunte inaintea ta, numele lui. Sa-1 expue
curiozitatei si invidiei tale. Céci eu iti cunosc fondul, Titi.
Ceeace e mai ingrozitor, e cd nu are nici-o stire despre el,
absolut nici una, de atdtea saptamani. A murit poate! Crezi?
Ai vre-o idee in aceastd privintd? Ar trebui sa cercetam noi.
Nu stiu de ce, dar eu am o presimtire cd s’a prapadit. Ce spun
eu —am certitudinea. Intre noi fie zis, e foarte posibil. O sa mai
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She replied in a reproachful voice:

“That girl is all heart. You find that strange. Not
everybody is like you, Titi: to you, whatever happens is fine.
Not to her. Perhaps you find it amusing when someone is
crying or suffering... You may, indeed. Coming from you,
insensitive as you are, it would not surprise me. Oh, it’s awful
how much the poor girl suffers! You cannot understand it, it’s
beoyond words. You do not know the terrible drama in her
heart—because what you are missing is a heart, Titi. You are
selfish, cold and reserved: no woman will ever open up her
pained soul to you. Poor thing, she is so shy, so sweet, so kind.
You must have expected her to share the story of her love...
the same way you'll talk about your own affairs. You were
wrong. You deceived yourself. You must have been indiscreet.
Her husband means everything to her. His name is holy to her,
she can’t possibly utter it when your curiosity and envy watch
her. I know you, Titi. And, worst of all, she has not had news
of him for weeks. He may have died! Has he? Do you know
anything? We should be able to find out. I don’t know —I have
a gut feeling he’s been killed. Gut feeling? No, I'm sure of it.
Come to think of it, it's very likely. We'll talk later... I must
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vorbim... Te las acum. Ai grije de ea, te rog. Du-te s’o vezi.
Faceti o plimbare. Sa va puna caii. Au revoir.

nainte de a ne despdrti, ne-am imbratisat ca in
totdeauna pe ascuns, dupd un dulap. Sora Angelica era aceiasi
ca si tnainte de incidentul care avusese loc si despre care nu
mi-a pomenit nici un cuvant. Aveam impresia cd md cautd
chiar, cu mai multd insistentd, cd-i devenisem aproape
necesar. Simteam cd in compania mea, ea gaseste un balsam,
savureaza nu stiu ce senzatii...

Intr'o Duminecs, m-a rugat s’o insotesc pand la biserica
satului. De obicei mergea singurd. Lucrul acesta mi s’a parut
neasteptat si m-am hotdrat s’o urmaresc deaproape.

In ziua aceea avea ceva straniu in figura. Sustinutd
numai de un efort intern care o consuma, ea mergea grabitd,
sub povara unei sugestiuni.

Eram foarte ingrijat. Pe drum m’a intrebat daca cred in
Dumnezeu, dacd poate trdi cineva fdrd religie. M’am prefacut
cd md retrag. In realitate, m’am furisat si am intrat intr'o
strand, ca s’o observ.

Biserica sardcdcioasd de tard, era inauntru plind de
femei, de copii, in camasi albe cu barisuri negre. M’am asezat
sd nu md vada.
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leave you now. Look out for her, please. Go see her! Take her
out for a walk. I'll have the horses ready. Au revoir.”

Before parting, we embraced hiding behind a wardrobe.
Sister Angelica behaved as if nothing had ever happened —she
never mentioned the incident. I even had the impression that
she wanted me around more than before, that I was necessary
to her now. I sensed that in my company she found some

comfort, enjoyed certain sensations...

One Sunday she asked me to escort her to the village
church. She had used to go there alone. I found her request
surprising, so I decide to watch her closely.

There was something very strange in her appearance
that day. Some inner tension consumed her: she hurried on as
if driven by the weight of an idea that could not be postponed.

She was really worried. On the way there, she asked me
if I believed in God and if one could live without faith. I
pretended to step away from her, but in reality I hid in a pew
in order to observe her better.

The shabby country church was filled with women and
children, all wearing white shirts and black kerchiefs. I sat
down lest she should notice me.
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Era palida. Trasaturile ei pure si fine aveau ceva ceresc.
Ochii ei luminau cu o ardoare mistica.

Cand a inceput sa citeascd Evanghelia, a ingenunchiat
cu toatd lumea. Am vazut buzele ei miscand convulsiv, intr’o
incordare supremd. Am vdzut-o cdzand inertd pe piatra
vanatd a bisericii. A lesinat. Cate-va femei s’au strans in jurul
ei. Incerc si-i dau ajutor. In aerul proaspat al diminetii isi

revine si imi multumeste cu o jena vizibila si cu recunostinta.

Sofia insd a aflat ce s’a petrecut si bine inteles ca m’a
fadcut pe mine rdaspunzator. Sora Angelica, in urma acestui
accident, a trebuit sd stea mai multe zile in pat, dupd
recomandatia unui medic de plasd, fard sa aibd insa ceva grav,
ci numai nevoe de repaos.

posiele

In timpul acesta pe frontul Moldovei se juca partida cea
mare. Luptele dela Madrdsesti si de la Oituz erau in toi.
Tunurile se auzeau pand la noi, in cuibul acesta, unde ecoul
lor, sfarsau agonia inimii unei femei. Niciodata n’a fost mai
enervant si mai blestemat ca astazi mugetul lor sdlbatic care
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She was pale. Her delicate, pure features looked
heavenly. Her eyes were shining with mystical ardour.

When she began to read from the New Testament, she
knelt with everybody else. I watched her lips moving
convulsively as if from great inner strain. I suddenly saw her
drop inertly onto the dark stone floor of the church. She had
fainted. Several women gathered around her. I tried to help
her. In the morning freshness, she recovered and thanked me,
visibly embarrassed and grateful.

Sofia found out what had happened and, of course,
blamed me. After this incident, Sister Angelica was confined
to bed for some days by the local doctor: nothing serious —she
just needed to rest.

poriele

During this time on the Moldovian Front the decisive
confrontation was being played out. The battles of Mardsesti
and Oituz were underway. We could hear the artillery from
our secluded place, and its echo struck agony into a woman’s
heart. The wild thundering died far away, in the radiant
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murea in depdrtdri, intr-un radios asfintit de soare.
Comunicatele au ceva din tristetea si din solemnitatea grava a
unor ,faire-pare”. Sofia merge regulat la primadria din sat, sa
ne aducd vesti. Astazi un soldat a adus bagajele unui ofiter,
dat ca disparut.

Erau ale lui Valeanu.

Eram consternati. Nu ne gandim decat cum sa
ascundem aceastd stire dureroasa sotiei sale.

Seara m’am furisat mai tarziu ca de obicei in odaia Sofii.
Deastddata nu ne mai strangem in brate, ci comentam tragicul
eveniment al zilei.

Deodatd auzim un sgomot ciudat si ne infiordm.
Amandoi ne indreptdm ca manati de acelas gand, spre odaia
Angelichii.

Patul e desfacut. O luméanare arde pe pupitrul de
noapte. Nu e nimeni.

Patrundem in camera de aldturi si de acolo in salon, pe
care-l gasim complect iluminat.

Intre oglinzi un corp de femee, alb ca zdpada, ca
marmura find, zace intins pe parchet neinsufletit. Deasupra
sanurilor avea un brau subtire de petale rosii. Era sangele care
curgea dintr'o rund mici. In mana dreaptd tinea inci un
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sunset, but it had never seemed more exasperating, like a
curse. News reports had the sad, grave solemnity of a “faire-
part”. Sofia went regularly to the village hall in search of news.
That day a soldier brought up an officer’s luggage, a man who
was missing.

It was Vileanu’s suitcase.

We were appalled. All we wanted was to hide such
painful news from his wife.

That evening I made my way to Sofia’s bedroom later
than usual. This time, we did not embrace, but talked about
the tragic event of the day.

Suddenly we were aware of a strange noise that
frightened us both. We ran to Angelica’s bedroom, pushed by
the same thought.

The bed was unmade. A candle still burned on the
nightstand. Nobody was there.

We went to the next room and from there into the
drawing room, which we found brightly lit.

Between mirrors, the body of a woman, white as snow,
like the finest marble, lay breathless on the floor. Over her
breasts, there was a thin girdle of red petals. Blood from a
small wound. In her right hand she was still holding a tiny
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revolver mic, cu lame de sidef...

Sora Angelica s’a sinucis!

Am scos un strigdt de groaza. Ne-am precipitat spre ea.
Era incd caldi. In surasul ei, era aceiasi voluptate, aceiasi
melancolie, aceiasi turburdtoare enigmd pe care o
cunoscusem.

Vrem si reconstituim scena. S3 stim ce a fost. S3 ne
explicam...

A murit iubind, uitdindu-se in oglindd, ca o femee
frumoasd, ca o amantd nefericitd, care a vrut si rdmaée
credincioasa unui vis si unui om.

Nimic nu prevedea acest fatal desnodamant.

Suntem amandoi sguduiti, rusinati; stdm in fata ei ca
niste complici. Sofia md acuza pe mine... Eu insd plang... Plang
misterul acestei morti si acestei vieti.
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revolver with pearl handles...

Sister Angelica had taken her own life!

We gasped in terror and rushed towards her. Her body
was still warm. There was the same voluptuousness in her
smile, the same melancholy, thrilling enigma as before.

We wanted to understand, to find out what had
happened, to find an explanation...

She died loving, died gazing at herself in the mirror, a
beautiful woman, an unfortunate lover whose desire was to
remain faithful to a dream, to a man.

Nobody could have foretold this fatal outcome .

We were, both of us, shocked and ashamed. We sat there
in front of her like a pair of accomplices. Sofia blamed me...

But I was crying... I was grieving over the mystery of this life,
this death.
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Rasboi si iubire

—Nu esti multumit de situatia ta?
— Fireste ca nu.

—latd ceva nou pentru mine. Iti multumesc draga

—Sunt un ,ambuscat”, , Invartit” cum se spune.

—Fi si?
—Oricum e rusinos...

”

am.
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War and Love

“Aren’t you happy with your present situation?”
“Of course not.”
“Well, that’s news to me. Thank you—dear Leon.”

“I'm an ‘embusqué’—a ‘carpet knight’, this is what I

“Well?”
“It's embarrassing...”
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—Fiindca stai cu nevasta ta?

— Lizetto...

—La tine acasa... esti un ,ambuscat”?

— Neaparat.

—De ce vorbesti asa? $i tu iti faci datoria.

—Stiu.

—Da da, ti-o faci foarte bine.

— Asta o stim numai noi...

—Leon, te rog, nu-mi place sda glumesti cu lucrurile
serioase. Vezi eu d’aia nu pot pe tine, sd te conving... Tu n-ai
serviciu aici? Nu ti faci datoria lucrand de dimineata pana
seara?...

—Toti ,ambuscatii” isi fac datoria.

—1In orice caz, eu nu admit sa mergi pe front.

— Bine.

—N’am s4 te las.

— Nici nu incerc.

—Nu esti cuminte de loc.. Cand te vad asa de
nemultumit, imi vine sa plang. Nu pricep ce caz de constiinta
gdsesti tu aici? Nu suntem noi bine? N’avem noi tot? Poate sa
fie ceva mai bine, decat cAnd suntem amandoi, cAnd ne iubim?
Spune, spune Leon. Cum poti numai sd te gandesti la un lucru
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“Because you have chosen to stay with your wife?”

“Lizette...”

“An ‘embusqué’ in your own house... is that it?”

“Precisely.”

“Why would you say that? You are doing your duty.”

“I know that.”

“You're doing it well.”

“We know that...”

“Leon, please, I don’t like it when you joke about serious
matters. Don’t you see—that's why I can’t make you see
straight... Isn’t your job here? Aren’t you doing your duty —
working all day?..”

“All the ‘'embusqués’ are doing the same.”

“Whatever. I won’t have you going to the Front.”

“All right.”

“Ijust won't.”

“I'm not trying to go.”

“You're certainly not being sensible... It drives me crazy
to see you like this. What has conscience have to do with it?
Aren’t we fine? Don’t we have everything we could wish for?
Could anything be better than this? The two of us together?
Making love? Really, Leon. How can you even consider
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asa de ingrozitor? A merge pe front insemneazd a muri, a ma
pierde pe mine, a nu ma iubi. Mi-e asa de necaz, incat nu stii
cat sufer, cand vad cd nu pricepi lucrurile astea simple. Leon,
e o0 nebunie, nu e asa? Ca sa-mi faci mie frica... Nu e serios?
Nu te-ai gandit sa aprobi acest mod de a vedea? Esti convins
ca ai sd ramai! Raspunde.

—Nu depinde de vointa mea. S’ar putea sa fiu trimis
din ordin. Nu pot sa nu execut un ordin.

—S5a nu-l executi.

— Esti o0 mica proasta.

— Ah! Asta e tot ce ai sda-mi spui?

—Tot..

—E monstruos!

— Linisteste-te.

—E oribil! E nemai pomenit! E ultimul tdu cuvant?

— Lizetto ai putina judecats. Iti faci sange rau degeaba.

—S$i tu prea ai sange rece mult.

—Esti extraordinara... De ce te superi acum? De ce
plangi si nu esti cuminte? Tu nu traiesti in realitate. Tu traiesti
visul tdu, care e al nostru. Restul nu te intereseaza. Dar eu care
‘mi dau seama — care trebuie sd-mi dau — am datoria asta,
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something so horrifying? To go to the Front is to die, to lose
me, to stop loving me. I'm really upset. You have no idea how
much it hurts. It’s all so simple, and you just don’t get it. Leon,
all this isn’t true, is it? You wanted to scare me... It's not
serious. You can’t really believe all this. Surely we agree? You
do want to stay! Answer me.”

“It's not up to me. I may be ordered to go. I can’t refuse
to carry out an order.”

“Yes you can.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“Is that all you can tell me?”

“Sure...”

“It’s appalling!”

“Calm down.”

“It’s revolting! Unheard of! Is that your final decision?”

“Lizette, be reasonable. You get all worked up over
nothing.”

“You're so cold-blooded.”

“Come on... Why are you upset now? Why are you
crying? This is so unreasonable. Come back to reality. You live
in your dream—our dream, actually. Nothing else matters to
you. It is my duty to know things... I must have some idea of
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intai si intai fatd de tine... Sa stiu ce fac in orisice moment...
N’am sd provoc nimic ca sd plec. Am sa fac tot posibilul ca sa
ma abtin. Desi ti-am spus cd mi-e foarte greu. Dar pentru tine
am sd continuu sd md ,ambuschez”, cat o fi posibil; cat n’o fi,
atunci, draga mea, trebuie sd ne resemnam, sd ne inclindm si

sd acceptdm inevitabilul.

Acestea si le spuneau intre ei sotii Mircea, dimineata in
pat, in momentul cand isi puneau ciorapii. Inainte de a se da
jos, Lizette nu era incd hotdrata sa abandoneze partida, atat de
rdu inceputd. Esecul ei, departe de a o descuraja, dimpotriva o
indemna sd revie la sarje, in speranta de a obtine un succes, o
concesie, o declaratie care i-ar fi convenit. Ea il ia de gat si-1
aduce intre perne, in dorinta de a face ultima sfortare.

—Mai stai cd mai ai timp. Ascultd, Leon. Promite-mi
ceva.

— Cu placere.

—S54a mad iei cu tine la Regiment.

—Nu se poate. Ordinele sunt stricte. Sotie de ofiter,
dupa unitate, in zona de operatiuni, e exclus cu totul. S’au dat
ordine severe in aceasta privintd, trimise chiar de noi.
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what I am to do next... I owe it to you. I will never do anything
on purpose in order to be sent to the battlefront. I'll refrain
from doing that, I promise. It won’t be easy for me, that I can
tell you. But, for your sake, I'll go on as an “embusqué’ for as
long as I can. When it’s no longer possible, my dear, we’ll have
to resign ourselves to the idea and accept it, accept the
inevitable.”

Mr and Mrs Mircea were having this conversation in bed
one morning. They were putting on their socks before getting
up. Lizette was not sure whether she should give up now: it
didn’t feel as if she had won. Her failure, far from discouraging
her, made her want to try again: she had to get what she
wanted, to make him yield to her and say something more to
her liking. She clasped her arms around his neck and pulled
him down to the pillows in view of a final assault.

“Wait a minute—what’s the hurry? Listen, Leon,
promise me something.”

“Sure.”

“You'll take me to Headquarters with you.”

“No way. We have strict orders. No officer’s wife can
follow the unit or enter the operations area: it’s prohibited.
Orders are orders, and, besides, I'm one of those who made
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—Ba da. Ordinele astea ai sa le poti cédlca. Sunt ordine
si ordine. Vezi asta, sd refuzi de a merge pe front, cum ceream
adineaori, imi dau si eu seama, cd e greu... Dar sd ma iei cu
tine, sd stau mai departe ntr'un sat, e ceva care in definitiv, se
poate foarte bine. Nu e nici un inconvenient... Am dreptate?
Ce zici? Judec bine. Ma cramponez si eu de tine, doar mi-o
reusi ce-va... N'am dreptul?

—Doamne! Lizetto, ce ai azi? Nu; esti nostima! Ce ti-a
cdsunat?.. La serviciu au incd nevoie de mine. Nu e nici vorba
sd md trimeatd. Cel putin, eu n’am auzit pe nimini si in tot
cazul, pe nici unul din sefii mei. Singurii in masura sa stie. Ce

vorbesc ceilalti, intelegi, ca n’are nici o importanta.

— Am o presimtire...
— Mofturi. Ai mai avut de atatea ori si nu s’a realizat.

—De astddata e serios.

— Profet mincinos, care nu lasi sa-mi vad de treburi, ma
intarziezi totd’auna... te somez acum sa-mi dai drumul.

El fuge din bratele ei. Ea ofteaza lung si inainte de a iesi
ii spune:
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them.”

“Come on! You can easily disregard that kind of orders.
There are orders and orders. Refusing to go to the Front, as I
suggested a moment ago, is difficult, I know... But taking me
along? I could live at a distance, in a village somewhere. Why
can’t you do that? I see no impediment... Well? What do you
think? It's feasible. I'm clinging to you, and you know it,
hoping against hope —you know what I mean.”

“Lizette, my dear, what has got into you today? You are
being absurd! What’s the matter?.. For the time being, they
need me at work here. There’s no question of being deployed.
Nobody wants to send me away; not my superiors, in any case.
They’re the only ones in a position to know. What other people
say means nothing at all.”

“I have a premonition...”

“Nonsense. You've had that before and it came to
nothing in the end.”

“It may, this time.”

“You're not a good prophet. I must go about my
business now, stop keeping me back... let go.”

He slipped out of her arms. She let out a long sigh and
added before he had had time to leave the room:

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

—Ah, Ré&sboiul! Cu ce fricd trdaim noi femeile. Voi
sunteti mai fericiti, va dati viata, fard s’o cunoasteti.

La biuroul organizarii, sectia adjutanturii dela Marele
Cartier, azi au avut loc schimbdri importante, nu se stie din ce

motive. Intre cei mutati e si locotenentul Leon Mircea.

Peste 3 zile el a plecat la un regiment de vanatori, unde
fusese repartizat, dupa ce si-a luat ramas bun de la sotia lui.
Despartirea a fost dureroasa. $i oricat parea de necrezut, ea a
avut loc.

II

Era pe la sfarsitul lui Septembrie, dupa cateva luni. Pe
strdzile principale ale Iasului, o lume imensa furnica in toate
partile, ahtiatd dupa stiri. Decand Capitala tdrei s’a stramutat
aici, in refugiu, spectacolul acesta se repetd zilnic. Mai ales se
comenteaza azi de toti cu ingrijorare evenimentele din Rusia.
Se fac tot feluri de pronosticuri, se vorbeste de evacuare, de
rezistentd, etc. E un haos care deconcerteazad spiritele cele mai
ponderate si turbura constiintele cele mai calme.

Pe strada Ldpusneanu, cateva elegante isi fac

88

“Ah, the War! The fear we women live in. You men are
so much happier, giving your life up before ever getting to
know what it is.”

At the staffing division in the executive branch of the
General Headquarters, important changes had taken place
with immediate effect. Nobody knew why. Lieutenant Leon
Mircea was among those who were relocated.

Three days later, after saying goodbye to his wife, he left
for the Ranger regiment to which he had been assigned. The
separation was painful. And, however unlikely it had seemed
earlier, it came to pass.

II

A few months later, in late September, in lasi, people
tilled the main streets, eager to hear the news. The capital of
the country had been moved there, and this was a daily
routine by now. What was going on in Russia was an ominous
topic of particular interest. All sorts of prophecies were being
made, people talked about evacuation, resistance, and so on.
Disarray reigned: even the most balanced minds and the most
peaceful persons were disconcerted.

A few elegant ladies were promenading as usual down
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promenada obisnuitd. Impasibile, frumoase, ele au in coltul
gurii, eternul suris si in privirea lor imperturbabild, linistea
fiintelor fericite. In infrigurarea si desperarea ce o citesti pe
fata fiecdruia, ele trec senine, sprintene, printre atatia curiosi,
cari intorc capul si-ti dau iluzia cd, in mijlocul acestei
catastrofe, ele nu sunt privite ca o sfidare, ci ca un reconfort.
Intr'un ,tailleur” superb, una din ele e oprita de un

tandr, care i sarutd respectos mana. Era Lizetta...
—Ce face Leon? Ce stiti despre el?

— Nimic.

— A fost ranit intr’un spital la Bacdu.

Cu un aer natural ea da din umeri.

—Dar nu va pot spune nimic, domnul meu. M’am
intors eri dela Odessa. Imi pare foarte rau... M4 iertati...

Camaradul de clasd al lui Mircea, incurcat se retrage,
pricepand gafa pe care a comis-o.

La cativa pasi, dintr'un grup se desprinde un ofiter de
cavalerie, bine stilat, care thainteaza svelt, degajat, cu un suras
cuceritor spre dansa.

89

Lapusneanu street. Aloof, beautiful, they smiled discreetly
and in their cool, dispassionate gaze one could guess the peace
of a happy life. Among tense, desperate faces, they passed
with serene nimbleness. Curious eyes watched them, ignoring
their defiance, finding comfort in their presence, which
alleviated catastrophe.

Wearing a superb “tailleur”, one of those women was
approached by a young man, who respectfully kissed her
hand. It was Lizetta...

“How is Leon?” inquired the young man. “Do you have
any news of him?”

“None.”

“He was wounded and was being treated in a hospital
in Bacdu.”

With an unimpressed air, she shrugged her shoulders:

“I don’t know anything about that. I just came back from
Odessa yesterday. I am sorry... Excuse me...”

Mircea’s former schoolmate stepped back in
embarrassment, realizing he had just made a blunder.

A slim, stylish cavalry officer came out of a group of
people, swept forward with a charming smile on his face, and

joined her.
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Pe piept are o decoratie ruseascd. Atasat pe langa o
misiune straind, cdpitanul de rezervd, Zaleanu, e pentru prima
oard cand nu e in automobil pe strada.

—Bonjour Dodo.

—Bonjour Lize..., spune el incet, imperceptibil, discret.

Ei traverseaza si se pierd in multimea anonima.
Neobservati acum, capitanul incepe o conversatie intima, cu
un accent a carui puritate lasd mult de dorit.

—Te-ai repauzat ingerasule? Obositor drum! Nu e asa?
Extraordinar sa voiajezi in asa mizerabile conditiuni. Chiar si
pentru noi, militarii, care orice s’ar zice, suntem invatati sa
invingem greutati, e oribil! Am fost ingrijat de tine in primul
rand ingerasule. Ai dormit bine? Cel putin somnul e
binefdcadtor intotdeauna.

—Da, da... chi multumesc Dodo. Aici o sa ne vedem mai
rar...

—De ce?

—1In tot cazul nu ca la Odesa. Stii ci am vizut aici o
scrisoare care ne da pe fatd: am stat la acelas hotel si aveam
camerile noastre vis-a-vis...

—Ce importantd are, ingerasule? Mentalitate de
mahalagii!

920

He had a Russian medal on his chest. A reservist, captain
Zaleanu was attaché of a foreign mission. It was the first time
for him that he was out in the streets without his car.

“Bonjour, Dodo.”

“Bonjour, Lize...” he whispered, quietly, discreetly.

They crossed the street and lost themselves in the crowd.
Hidden among the other passers by, the captain engaged in an
intimate conversation. His accent betrayed him in many ways.

“Have you rested enough, my angel? What a tiring trip
it has been! It’s disagreeable to have to travel without the least
comfort. It's unbearable even for us, military men, who are
supposed to face difficulties all the time. But I was primarily
concerned for you, my angel. Did you sleep well? Sleep is
always a blessing.”

“I have... thank you, Dodo. We must see less of each
other while we're here...”

“But why?”

“Less than we did in Odessa, anyway. You remember
that letter which exposed us: we stayed at the same hotel and
your room faced mine...”

“So what, my angel? Suburban rumours!”
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—Trebue sa fim prudenti. Si cu tact.

—Evident.

— Chiar acum am intalnit un prietin al lui barbatu-meu,
a fost rdnit grav, stii?

— Bietul bdiat. Ce lucru suparator!

—Da, da... Si eu cand ma gandesc la tot ce am facut...

—Ingerasule, maine vom avea automobilul generalului
toatd ziua la dispozitie. O plimbare la Prut, sau aiurea, in altd
directie... Ce zici Lize de acest proiect? Il gasesti inteligent?

—Minunat! Ah! sa scap de lasi... Sd ies din el. Ma
enerveaza teribil aici. Mi-aminteste atatea lucruri...

—Fard indoiald cd e mai bine pe marginea marii. Stiu si
eu. La Odessa de exemplu...

—Dodo, stii ca Leon a fost decorat cu
,Mihai-Viteazul”?

— Ce importanta are!

—Nu stiu cine a vrut sa-mi faca pldcerea asta: mi-a
trimes ,Monitorul Oficial” in plic!

— Ce mitocanie! El insd e un brav tip.

—Eu trebue sd ma despart.., dupd ce am facut si ce fac...
Ce crezi? Situatia mea e ingrozitoare. Cand am aflat ca e ranit

la Bacdu, am plecat cu tine la Odessa!

91

“We must be cautious. And tactful.”

“But of course.”

“A moment ago I ran into a friend of my husband’s. He
was badly hurt, did you know that?”

“Bother! Poor chap.”

“Well... While I was... you know.”

“Tomorrow we have the general’s car at our disposal,
my angel. We can drive to the banks of the Prut, we can drive
anywhere you wish... Well, Lize? How would you like that?”

“Wonderful! Away from Iasi... Leave it behind. I get
terribly annoyed here. It reminds me of so many things...”

“It’s not like the seaside, I know. It's not Odessa...”

“Dodo, did you know Leon’s been decorated with the
Order ‘Michael the Brave’?”

“So what?”

“Someone meant me to know: I have received the latest
‘Official Gazette” in an envelope!”

“Dreadful manners! He’s a brave fellow, though.”

“I must get a divorce... considering this... us... What do
you think? I'm in a ghastly situation. I learnt he was wounded
and in hospital in Bacau, yet I left with you for Odessa!”
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—Nici o alarma. Nici un gest pripit. A fi calm
insemneaza a avea cu tine cel mai bun consilier.

—Dodo, as vrea diseard sa nu ma lasi singura.

—Niciodatd, ingerasule...

—La ce ora vii?

—De vreme.

Ei au ajuns la Copou. Stau pe bancad acum.

—Ingerasule mic, Lize... Te gdsesc preocupata. Spune
repede, ce ai?

—Sunt putin trista.

—Te rog, ai incredere in mine. Amorul meu e absolut.
Sunt un om de onoare, de ce vrei sd mai repet? Gasesc cd e
inutil... Nici o grije despre viitorul tdu! Vom astepta
evenimentele...

—Da, dar un om care te-a iubit, cAnd te chiama c3 e
ranit, sa-1 abandonezi?

—E, ce vrei, asa e viata, ingerasule. Nu trebue sa
credem ci putem trai fara greseli sau sldbiciuni. Insemneazi a
fi lipsit de tot de filosofie.

—Cand mad gandesc la tot ce ne-am spus, uite nu mai
departe decét pe aceasta banca...

92

“Don’t exaggerate. Take it easy. You need to be calm,
trust me.”

“Dodo, I don’t want to be alone tonight.”

“I will never leave you alone, my angel...”

“When will you come?”

“Early.”

They had arrived at the Copou Park. They were now
sitting on a bench.

“Lize, My little angel... You are brooding. Out with it—
what’s wrong?”

“I'm a little sad.”

“Please, trust me. You are everything to me. I'm a man
of honour. How many times shall I say that? You know it...
Don’t worry about your future! Let’s first see what happens...”

“When the man who once loved me was wounded and
called me to him —I abandoned him, you know.”

“That'’s life, my angel. We all have our weaknesses, we
all make mistakes. Philosophy teaches us precisely that.”

“I remember the things we told each other —on this very
bench...”
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— Atunci, imi dai voe sa ma scol.

—Dodo!

—Fara indoiald. E 15-a oard cand imi vorbesti de el.
Fard indoiala e un brav tip, un om care’si face datoria! Am o
admiratie pentru dansul, dar in definitiv, e destul. Am auzit
pentru azi atata, in cat sper cd nu poti sd ma socotesti ca un om
fara rabdare.

— Ai dreptate... Ce face Baby?

— Ce animal ingrozitor! E o canalie micd. A avut loc o
luptd omericd azi dimineatd. Stii vesnica ceartd: cainele cu
pisica! Nu poate sa suporte el aceste fiinte, e ireductibil in ura
contra lor. Ei bine, dragd Lize, a iesit toatd mahalaua Pacurari
—nu exagerez —si am asistat toti la goana teribild, care s’a dat
in stradd, in plina stradd... E si rdu crescut individul. Tine sa
se faca cunoscut. La Odessa figura asta, nu mi-a facut-o inca
prostul. Sunt asa de multumit de el, incat hotarit am sa-i
schimb numele. Am sd-i zic in loc de Baby, Bolsevik. Nu
gdsesti cd e mai de actualitate?

Amandoirad. Baby e un numar care-i amuzad. Amandoi
fac un haz enorm. Chestia gazdei unde locueste Dodo, numai
putin, trece la rand. Dodo e in verva. $i prietena lui il gaseste
agreabil, spiritual, antrenant.
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“I won’t sit here, then.”

“Dodo!”

“No way! It must be the fifteenth time you mention him.
Heis a brave fellow and does his duty and all that. He deserves
admiration, but enough is enough. I don’t want to seem rude,
but I've had enough for today.”

“True... How is Baby doing?”

“A beast! A little scoundrel. There was a Homeric fight
this morning. You know the eternal feud between cat and dog!
He can’t stand the creatures. He is resolute in his hatred of
them. Well, my dear Lize, the entire Pacurari neighbourhood
was out watching. I am not exaggerating. We all witnessed the
most incredible chase: it took place in the middle of the street...
He’s a bad lot, that one, always wanting to be the star. He
never pulled that one on me in Odessa. I'm so proud of him
that I'm going to change his name. I'll call him Bolshevik,
instead of Baby. Don’t you think that’s more up to date?”

They burst into laughter. Baby was a topic that never
failed to amuse them. They roared with laughter. Dodo’s
landlord was the next topic and almost as much fun. Dodo was
in high spirits. His girlfriend found him very agreeable, witty,

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

— Ce oameni aici in Moldova? E incomprehensibil, cum
stiu toti sd se faca ridicoli. Ce manii!... Ce lucruri!... Ce
meschindrii!... Razboiul a avut si un bine. Ne cunoastem cel
putin tara, oamenii... Ingerasule, stii la ce reduc tot ce am
vazut eu aici? La lipsa de confort si de bun simt. Asta e peste
tot aici.

Lizeta ascultd ganditoare. Ea surade din cand in cand.
Privirea ei distratd, are acum ceva nelinistit. Ea ii cauta, rosie,
cu emotie, mana...

—Cee?

—Nu e nimic. Un prieten al lui Leon...

— Ce copil esti, Lize!

—Dodo, nu putem sa ne intoarcem la Odessa? Aici nu
sunt fericita.

ITI

Intr’o zi s’a intors soldatul. Céapitanul Mircea Leon, isi
facuse datoria catre tard. Demobilizat, el a refuzat sa mearga
in teritoriul ocupat pand la semnarea pacii, preferind cu o
strangere de inimd, sd se intoarcad la Iasi. Inainte de a sosi
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entertaining.

“The people here, in Moldavia! It's incredible —they
make such fools of themselves. What obsessions!... All these —
things!... The pettiness!... There’s a good side to this war after
all. At least we're getting to know our own country and our
people... My angel, do you know what sums up everything we
see around here? Lack of comfort and of manners.
Everywhere.”

Lizetta listened, thoughtfully. She smiled every now and
then, absent-mindedly. Suddenly she was restless. She
blushed and sought his hand...

“What is it?”

“Nothing... A friend of Leon’s...”

“You're such a child, Lize!”

“Dodo, can’t we go back to Odessa? I'm not happy
here.”

ITI

One day, the soldier returned. The captain Leon Mircea
had served his country. When he was discharged, he refused
to enter the occupied territories before a peace treaty had been
signed. Reluctantly he decided to go back to Iasi. On the train,

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

tovarasul lui de griji si de necazuri, ordonanta sa personald, i
spune fiind inca in tren:

—Sa4 traiti, d le capitan, conita trebue s fie in gara.

—Nu e Nicolae. N’are ce sa caute.

—Va asteapta! Ma gandesc eu asa in mine, ce o sa fie,
cand v'o vedea acum? Mi-aduc aminte astd-primavard ce fu
pe dumneaei cand ati plecat.

— Acum ne despdrtim, Niculae.

— Am inteles sd traiti d-le Cépitan.

Soldatul a privit in ochii ofiterului si a tacut.

Se credea vindecat. In bivuac, in mijlocul camarazilor si
a trupei, rana cea mare pricinuitd de nenorocirea lui caznica,
pdrea ca s’a inchis, ca si cea pe care o primise mai inainte in
piciorul drept, in lupte.

Obsesiunea puternica si continud a acelorasi idei, ii dau
un fel de neastampdr si el, care invatase in atatea ceasuri grele,
sd se stapaneasca si sd stea linistit in fata mortii, se simtea aici
cu totul slab. Problema era aceias: sd rezisti si sa invingi si
ofiterul care luptase vitejeste inaintea inamicului, nu se simtea
in posesiunea mijloacelor, pentru a striga ca altidata de
asupra santurilor pustiite de mitralierd: Victorie!
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before arriving, his orderly, who had been his companion
through thick and thin, told to him:

“Sir, your missus will be waiting for you at the station.”

“No, Nicholas. She won’t.”

“She’ll be there, trust me! I'm trying to picture her when
she sees you again. | remember her when you left last spring,
how unhappy she was.”

“We're getting a divorce soon, Nicholas.”

“Yes, Captain.”

The private looked into his officer’s eyes and fell silent.

Leon thought he had come to terms with that. In
bivouac, among his comrades and the rest of the battalion, the
deep wound caused by his conjugal misfortune seemed to
have healed, just like the wound in his right leg, inflicted on
him in battle.

He was haunted by the old thoughts again. He felt
restless. In the difficult times he had been through, he had
learned to keep himself in hand, to stare death in the face. In
this, however, he was utterly helpless. There wasn’'t much
difference between the two: in both you had to hold on and
triumph. Unfortunately, the officer who had fought bravely,
attacking the enemy face to face, felt now that he could no
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Avea tot timpul constiinta mutilatului din razboi. Se
simtea dezarmat si angajat intr’o lupta noua — pentru el —
dupa atatea luni de viatd de camp si de pericole. Isi da seama
cd deciziunea nu venea curdnd si cd nu putea intreprinde

nimic.

Era intr’o dupa amiazd, la cateva zile, dupd sosirea lui.
Pe strada Stefan cel Mare, in fata unei vitrine, stationau trei
persoane. In acest trio strilucit, el a recunoscut pe Lizetta si pe
Dodo Zaleanu, a cdrui descriptie o avea mai de mult.

Erau inca departe. Pentru prima oara a simtit groaza de
a merge inainte si nevoia de a bate cat mai repede indarét. In
clipa cand voia sa dispara din naintea lor si-a adus aminte de
camaradul neleal, care a stat la spatele frontului si i-a furat
femeea. Din naintea lui n’avea dreptul sa fuga.

Ostasul a trecut modest, calm... Ca si cum ar fi fost o
plimbare banald. Grupul I'a privit cu curiozitate.

—Are ,Legiunea de Onoare” ingerasule... Ce tip
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longer shout as he had once shouted on top of a trench
devastated by machine guns: Victory!

War had mutilated him and this he could not forget. At
this point, though, he was engaged in another kind of battle,
which was completely new to him, and he felt disarmed. This
was different from the many months spent on the battlefield,
beset by danger from all sides. He realized a decision was hard
to reach and there was nothing he could do about it.

One afternoon, a few days after he had arrived in town,
down Stephen The Great Street, three people were loitering
before a shop window. Among the three bright figures, he
recognized Lizetta with Dodo Zaleanu; the latter had been
described to him at some point.

They were at some distance. For the first time ever, he
felt horror at the idea of going forward, and a need to retreat
as quickly as he could. Then he told himself the disloyal fellow
had stayed behind the Front and had stolen his woman. It
would be wrong to run away from him.

The soldier walked past them with quiet shyness... as if
he was simply taking a walk. The group stared at him with
some curiosity.

“He has the ‘The Legion of Honour’, my angel... “Isn’t
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»chic”! a exclamat plin de admiratie Dodo.

Se indreapts spre casi. In urma lui pe o strada mici
aude o voce:

— Bonjour, Leon.

El se intoarce; nu poate sd raspundd nimic... Era Lizetta.

—Ce faci? De ce nu vii s ma vezi?

—N’am stiut unde sezi.

— Cum te-ai schimbat de mult... in bine, Leon!

— Lizetto, da-mi voe te rog... sd ma retrag.

Seara a primit un bilet: ,Draga Leon, sunt nenorocita.
Vreau sd te vad. Am sa-ti spun multe. Sunt exageratiuni
toate... Numai pe tine te iubesc. Ard de dorinta de a veni
deseard la tine.” Lizetta

—E vre-un rdspuns, d-le Capitan?

—Nici unul.

El se intoarce agitat. Si scrie pe marginea plicului:
,Vino”.

—Da4 asta Niculae. Glasul lui, pdrea cd comandad un
ordin de luptd. Ordonanta se uita si el, cu ochii lui mari si
supusi, pricepand, cd e o capitulare.
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that chic!” Dodo ejaculated, full of admiration.

He headed home. Down the narrow street, he heard
someone calling behind him:

“Bonjour, Leon.”

He turned round. He could not say a word... It was
Lizetta.

“How are you? Why haven’t you called on me?”

“I didn’t know where you were staying.”

“How much you’ve changed... for the better, Leon!”

“Lizette, please let me... go.”

Later that evening he received a note: “My dear Leon, I
am miserable. I need to see you. I have so much to tell you. It's
all just lies... You're the only man I have ever loved. I am
burning with the desire to come to you tonight.” Lizetta

“Will there be a reply, Captain?”

“No.”

He turned round. He was very troubled. In the margin
of the envelope, he added: “Come.”

“Send this back, Nicholas.”

His words sounded like an order of combat. The orderly
looked at him with big, submissive eyes. He understood: this
was his Captain’s surrender.
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BUCURESCI. Bulevardul Academiei-Universitatea.
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Baia

O afacere importantd il retinuse pe Benedict Antoniade
doua zile la Craiova, in contra prevederii lui si mai ales in
contra cuvantului dat Violetti Petriki, prietena sa, la plecare.

In zadar stiruise ea s’o ia cu dansul, deoarece ii va fi
imposibil sa se intoarca chiar in seara aceia, Benedict
rdmdsese neinduplecat motivand oboseala unei caldtorii
inutile pentru dansa.

Bathing

Important business had kept Benedict Antoniade in
Craiova for two more days. It was unexpected and he realized
he would not be able to keep the promise he’d made to his
girlfriend, Violetta Petriki, when he had left.

In vain had she asked to accompany him, saying he could
not possibly return to her on the same day he left. Benedict had
been adamant, arguing there was no need for her to travel all
that way, and that she would be dreadfully tired by the trip.
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Descinsese la hotel Minerva, si seara a si anuntat
telegrafic cazul de fortd majord, care-l silea sd-si amane
plecarea cu inca doua nopti. Bine-inteles a fost un motiv de
alarma la Milcoveni—resedinta lor—si fel de fel de
presupuneri, au agitat imaginatia aprinsa a amantei ramasa
singurd. Se vedea ingelatd cu certitudine. Cu cine stie ce d-nd
din lumea bund a cetdtii Banilor, sau mai prozaic cu vre-o
chelnarita frumoasa de hotel.

In sfarsit evenimentul acesta era asa de considerabil
pentru Violetta, incat isi vedea fericirea distrusa si o hotdrire
eroicd curagioasd, o rdzbunare clocotea acum in sufletul ei.

Trenul sosea in gara Slatina, cea mai apropiatd statie de
cale ferata de Milcoveni, numai la cativa chilometri. Era pe la
orele 9 dimineata, intr’o zi frumoasa de vara. Nerdbdatoare,
cu o privire nelinistitd, in care se citea un amestec de repros
si de deceptie adancd, Violetta cauta vagonul-restaurant din
care astepta, sa-l1 vadd cobordnd. In adevar, din el sare
Benedict, tandr, simpatic, cu aliurd eleganta pe peronul arhi-
plin de lume.

O vede numai decat si o sarutda pe amandoi obrajii cu o
emotie vizibild. Departe de a o convinge, acest lucru a intdrit-
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He had taken a room at the Minerva hotel. The very
evening of his arrival he had sent a telegram explaining that
urgent matters would force him two stay there for two more
nights. Of course, at home in Milcoveni— their residence, his
mistress panicked: she was alone in the house, and her
suspicious nature ran wild. She told herself he must be cheating
on her. He had certainly found some wealthy woman in
Craiova, or just a pretty hotel waitress.

Violetta was crushed by the incident. She felt it was the end
of her happiness. She was in the process of making the heroic
decision to take revenge.

Benedict finally caught the train back to Slatina, the station
nearest to Milcoveni, only a few kilometers away from the
place. It was about nine o’clock in the morning on a beautiful
summer day. Violetta was anxious, nervously looking for the
dining car, waiting to catch sight of him. There was reproach
and bitter disappointment in her eyes. Benedict jumped out of
the train; he was young, attractive, elegant looking. The
platform was full of people.

He found her at once and kissed her cheeks very
affectionately. She was not taken in by his gesture; it merely
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o in banuelile ei.

In trisurd, au vorbit foarte putin. Acasd iardsi, nimic
care sa-i dea de banuit. Violetta parea chiar cd suportase bine
aceastd scurtd despartire, asa cd el n’a pus nici o insistenta
deosebitd, pentru ca sa justifice o absentd prelungita, de care
nu era vinovat.

Dejunul a fost calm, chiar prea calm, pentru ca Benedict
sd nu priceapd imediat cd in sufletul iubitei sale, se petrecea
ceva grav. Cdtre sfarsitul mesei el a voit o scurtd explicatie,
pentru ca ea, drept raspuns, sd isbucneascd intr'o criza de
lacrimi.

El o iubea de noud luni, de cand traiau impreund. Nici
un nor nu turburase dragostea lor. Niciodatd o discutie cat de
usoard nu venise sa-i desparta. Benedict insa cunostea
gelozia fard margini a prietenei sale, impotriva cdreia era
foarte greu sd se apere, cu toate menajamentele si
precautiunile lui, —desi prin purtarea lui corectd fatd de ea,
nu putea sd-i dea nici-o ocazie. Totusi la intervale destul de
dese, el primea drept avertisment, acestd amenintare
invariabila:

— In ziua cdnd ma vei insela tu, chiar in aceeasi zi, te
voiu insela si eu. Cu oricine.

101

fuelled her suspicions.

They talked very little in the carriage. When they reached
home, everything appeared to be all right. It seemed to him that
Violetta had handled their brief separation quite well; he did
not even attempt to explain why he had been absent longer
than expected, that it had not really been his fault.

The meal was uneventful; perhaps too much so. It began to
dawn on Benedict that something was troubling Violetta
deeply. As the meal ended, he inquired what was wrong and
she suddenly burst into tears.

He had been in love with her for nine months, and they had
been living together all this time. Nothing had threatened their
happiness so far. Not one single argument had come between
them. Nevertheless, Benedict was aware of his girlfriend’s
fierce jealousy. He found it very hard to counter. Cautiously,
he tried to be beyond suspicion: he avoided everything that
might irritate her. In spite of all that, he was warned on a
regular basis:

“The day you cheat on me—on the very same day you
cheat on me —be sure that I'll cheat on you too. With the first
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De asta datd ea era convinsa, ca lucrul se petrecuse.
Douad nopti lipsa... Erau o probd, pentru spiritul ei exaltat.

El astepta cu resemnare inevitabilul.

In odaia lor de culcare, amandoi intr’un avant iresistibil
si dupd imbratisari calduroase, se parea ca lucrurile se mai
aranjasera si cd inimile isi dobandisera linistea lor.

Benedict era optimist. Violetta era ireductibild in
hotdrarea ce luase. Neapdrat el n’avea sd stie nimic. Planul ei
era simplu, il concepuse in noaptea trecutd si avea sa-l
execute in cursul acestei zile.

Aldturi de ei, intr'o comund invecinata se afla familia
Virgil Trancu, unul din fiii marelui arendas din acele parti,
Ionicd Trancu, compusa din sotie tandrd si 3 copii. D-na
Ecaterina Trancu, era nascuta tot Petriki si era vara buna cu
Violetta. Un menaj foarte unit, sobru, care petrecea mai tot
anul la tard. Visul Ecaterinei era ca Violetta sd ia in casatorie
pe Benedict Antoniade si pentru asta facea toate sfortdrile
si-si intrebuinta toate resursele spiritului ei de femee cinstita.

Se vizitau foarte des, mai ales de cidnd se instalase
Benedict cu prietena lui la Milcoveni, pe vard. Familia Petriki
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man I see!”

This time she was certain he had cheated on her. Two
whole nights away from her... to her that was evidence enough.
He was waiting helplessly for the inevitable to happen.

In the bedroom, they abandoned themselves to passionate
embraces and irresistible longing. It felt as if things were all
right again and they had nothing to fear.

Benedict grew hopeful. But Violetta had already made her
decision. He was not supposed to know. She had a simple plan.
She had made it the previous night and she was going to carry
it out that very day.

Virgil Trancu and his family lived in a neighbouring
village, not far away. His father was Ionicd Trancu, a rich
landowner, well known in those parts. Virgil had a young wife
and three children. Ecaterina — his wife, and Violetta were both
of the Petriki family; they were first cousins. Virgil’s marriage
was wonderfully steady. The Trancus spent much of the year
in the country. Ecaterina hoped Violetta would marry Benedict
Antoniade, and did everything in her power to make it happen,
using all the resources available to an honest woman.

The two couples would often meet, especially after
Benedict and his girlfriend had moved to Milcoveni for the
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din Bucuresti, fusese pe vremuri comercianti mari, care
scdpdtasera. Fetele primiserd o educatie ingrijita si se
inrudeau cu toatd burghezia bund din Capitald. Singura
Violetta gresise. Inamorata de un ofiter din escorta regala,
acum doi ani, ea s’a lasat sedusa si in urma abandonata.
Sincer compatimita de vara ei, aceasta nu avea alt ideal decat
sa o ridice de unde cdzuse si sd-i dea o situatie regulata. Era
un lucru la care de altfel se gandea foarte putin Violetta, desi
i-ar fi fost pldcut sd ajunga la acest rezultat, insa fara sfortari.

Incapabild sa facd un calcul si mai ales sd urmareasca un
scop in viatd, ea era sclava impresiunilor ei si acum in urma
a sentimentelor violente ce avea pentru Benedict. Ca de obicei
sotii Trancu, erau asteptati la Milcoveni, astazi fiind
Duminecd, la ceai, care se servea dupd toate regulele unei
case bune.

Una din distractiile cele mai placute, in cursul zilelor
lungi si arzdtoare de vara, era pentru Benedict si Violetta, baia
in Olt. Curtea si casele proprietatii vin pe un deal inalt de
pdamant rosu, la cateva sute de metri, chiar in fata apei. Un
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summer. The members of the Petriki family had once been rich
merchants in Bucharest, but now they had lost almost
everything. Yet the girls in the family had been given a proper
education and were related with the wealthiest families in
Bucharest. Violetta was the only one in the family to pursue a
different path. Falling in love with an officer of the royal escort
a couple of years before, she had been seduced by him and
eventually abandoned. Her cousin was very sorry for her: she
had no other wish than to rescue her from her social misfortune
and see her safely married. Violetta hardly ever thought about
that. She would have been happy to get there, though, if it
could happen without much effort on her part.

Unable to make plans ahead of time or set a goal for herself,
she was ruled by her own impressionable nature and, lately, by
the passionate feelings she had developed for Benedict. It was
Sunday and Mr and Mrs Trancu were expected at Milcoveni
for tea, which was served here by all the rules of high society.

For both Benedict and Violetta, one of the most delightful
amusements during the long, hot summer days was bathing in
the river Olt. The yard and buildings of their property stood on
a high hill of red soil, no higher than a few hundred metres,
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drum bun ai de parcurs din cauza ocolului pe care trebue
sa-1 faci, pana sa te cobori la tarm. Aici paduri nesfarsite de
rachiti, de salcii dese, scorburoase, banci imense de nisip, fac
o impresie de framintare teribild si de distructie a solului, din

cauza revarsarilor puternice si continue ale riului.

Violetta era o inotdtoare de forta. Prietenul ei cadea in
admiratia pentru tot ce facea ea si nu odata invitase pe sotii
Trancu, ca sd ia parte la o scaldare in comun, pentru a-i uimi
si pe ei, cu exercitiile sale de natatie...

De altfel costumul de bae era de rigoare si acest fel de
invitatie nu avea nimic extraordinar. Totusi Violetta evitase
cu incapatanare acest lucru, din motive probabil in legatura
tot cu gelozia ei si pe care n’a voit sd si le explice.

La orele 6 exact, docarul lui Virgil intrd in curte.
Perechea e intdmpinatd la scard. Toatd lumea pdrea
multumita. Se serveste ceaiul. Violetta provoaca abil o
discutie pe chestia bdii si rezultatul a fost ca s’a decis in
unanimitate, aceastd mult asteptata partida.
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facing the river. There was no direct path, and one had to make
a long detour to reach the river bank. Here, endless forests of
osiers, of hollow willow trees growing very close to one
another, and huge sandbars gave the impression of constant
change and erosion, caused by the massive and frequent
flooding of the river.

Violetta was a very good swimmer. Her boyfriend, who
admired her in all respects, had already invited the Trancus
more than once to go bathing, so that she might astonish them
with her prowess in swimming...

Of course, a bathing suit was a requirement for such an
occasion, and such an invitation was nothing out of the
ordinary. And yet Violetta had so far stubbornly avoided to go
bathing with them, possibly because of her jealousy again,
which she could hardly justify to herself, but which was there
all right.

At six o’clock sharp, Virgil's dogcart entered their yard.
The couple were met at the entrance. Everyone seemed to be in
a good mood and tea was soon served. Violetta herself skilfully
brought the conversation round to bathing, and the result was
that they unanimously agreed to go swimming at last.

They were all delighted, particularly Benedict, who would
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Erau toti incantati si mai ales Benedict, care in sfarsit
triumfa, in dorinta de a pune in evidenta talentul iubitei lui.

» Maillot-urile” sunt gata. In special al Violettii e superb.
E un costum care, anul trecut, in timpul sezonului, la o plaja
celebrd, facuse furori. El imbraca corpul perfect si-i scotea in
relief minunat formele.

In acest tinut sdlbatic al Oltului, gratia si eleganta
acestor doud nimfe, contrastau ciudat cu viroagele si cu albia
scormonitd, de furia distrugdtoare a unei naturi neimblanzite.

Ecaterina, departe de a fi mai prejos, era foarte bine, desi
se observa o usoard tendintd de ingrasare. Violetta era insa
impecabild. Si Benedict o privea cu iubire, turburat de dorinte
si de gandul de a o sti a lui. Putin mai palida ca de obicei, ea
avea acum un tic nervos. Cu mana la frunte se inclina usor,

par’cd sa cada.
— Ce ai? Nu te simti bine? Vai, Violetto!...

—Nimic. E ceva trecator.
—Mai bine renuntam...
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now be able to convince the other couple of his girlfriend’s
prowess in the water.

The four of them put on their “maillots”. Violetta’s suit was
exquisite. It was a bathing suit which had caused quite a stir on
a famous beach in high season the year before. It had an
impeccable cut and emphasized her beautiful figure.

In these wild parts on the bank of the Olt, the grace and
elegance of the two nymphs contrasted sharply with the ravine
and the riverbed, whose numberless hollows were clear
evidence of the destructive fury of wild nature.

Ecaterina looked quite as attractive as Violetta, even
though she had a slight tendency to put on weight. Violetta, in
contrast, was flawless. Benedict gazed at her lovingly, aroused
by desire and the thought that she belonged to him. She was
paler than usual and she had something like a nervous tic. With
her hand to her forehead, she leant forward briefly as if about
to fall.

“What's wrong?” Ecaterina asked. “Are you all right? Take
care!...”

“It's nothing. I'm fine.”
“Perhaps we had better postpone...”
“No, no, please. The idea of it! Don’t mention anything to
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—Nu, nu, te rog. Ce idee! Nu-i pomeni nimic lui
Benedict... Te rog. Nici un cuvant despre asta.

Grupul e complect. Se face haz de costumul lui Virgil.
Cu proportiile lui atletice, ras complect, iti face impresia unui
luptdtor temut de circ.

Oltul e linistit in aceasta parte. Ceva mai incolo insd,
curenti puternici agitd suprafata, asa in cat se vede
numaidecat cd locul e periculos.

Violetta se indreapta intr’acolo. Crescut pe marginea
Oltului, Virgil in copildria lui, cu strengarii din sat, facuse
adesea-ori escapade pe aici. Era un cunoscdtor al tutulor
colturilor si gdurilor...Si arta natatiei, incd din anii cei mai
fragezi, nu mai avea pentru el, nici un secret.

La un moment dat Violetta, dispare brusc din ochii lor.
Benedict calm, priveste cu un suras, nelinistea celorlalti.

— Ce copii sunteti! V'am spus ca aveti sa vedeti lucruri
extra-ordinare. O sa apard acum la suprafata! Aveti rabdare,
Virgil. Draga Ecaterino, e inutil, daca-ti spun. Eu le vad astea
in fiecare zi! Da nu se simtea rdu deloc, ma chere! Asi, a
glumit! Mai stati putin, c’o sa reapard. Nu va alarmati...

Trec cateva minute si nici un semn de viata. Virgil crede
cd e momentul sd intervie, indreptandu-se cu hotarare unde
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Benedict... Please! Not a word.”

The group was ready. Virgil’s bathing suit was the cause of
some amusement. With his athletic body shaved all over, he
gave the impression of a fearsome circus fighter.

The Olt was quiet in that particular place. A little further
out, though, strong water currents were visible on the surface.
It was obvious that swimming there would be dangerous.

Violetta was swimming in that direction. Having spent his
childhood years on the banks of the Olt, Virgil had been here
more than once together with friends from the village. He knew
all the nooks and crannies... He had mastered swimming since
he had been no more than a child.

Suddenly, Violetta vanished out of sight. Calmly, a smile
on his face, Benedict watched the other couple’s anxiety.

“Don’t be silly! I told you you'd see something
extraordinary. She’ll come up in a minute! Just wait, Virgil!
This will be worth watching, Ecaterina, believe me. I see this
every day! No, no, she wasn't ill, ma chere! Oh, that was just a
joke! Wait a moment; she’ll come up. No reason to panic...”

Several more moments elapsed and still there was no sign
of her. Virgil felt it was time to do something and struck out
decisively for the side where the current was strongest.
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curentii pareau mai puternici.

Pentru Ecaterina sunt clipe de groaza. Insusi Benedict
pare a-si fi perdut siguranta.

In sfarsit nu e nimic. In luciul apei ies cele doua fiinte
scumpe si in felul cum evoluau, nu mai putea fi vorba de nici
un pericol.

—Ti-am spus eu?

— Trec spre malul celdlalt.

—Se poate. Obiceiul Violettii. Asta intra in program.

Cei doi parteneri mai timizi, isi vad acum linistiti de baia

<7

lor. Ecaterina era o ,fricoasd” si Benedict un incepator.
Lectiile prietenei sale i fusesera de folos si adeseori cand se
simtea in dispozitiuni, fdcea si el tururi interesante si
curagioase.

Pe celalalt mal se petrecea ceva neobisnuit. Violetta era
impreund cu Virgil. Ea afecta o oboseald si o sldbiciune...
Avea aerul cd implora dela el ajutor si ingrijiri, de care de fapt
nu simtea nevoe. Era, bineinteles, un truc, toatd comedia de
adineaori a naufragiului, in vultoarea Oltului, pentru a-l
atrage la ea. Intinsa pe nisipul cald si intre rdchitele stufoase

cu ,maillot-ul” desfdcut, cu o nonchalantd nebdgare de
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Ecaterina was worried to death. Even Benedict was
somewhat discomfited.

Then at last, all was well. Two heads emerged from the
water and it was clear from the way they were swimming that
they were out of danger.

“What did I tell you?”

“They are heading for the other bank.”

“Maybe. Violetta usually does that. It's part of the
performance.”

The two more timid partners now turned to their own
bathing. Ecaterina feared water, while Benedict was a mere
beginner. His girlfriend had been teaching him a number of
things, though, and when he felt like it, he would also boldly
swim out on his own.

On the opposite bank something strange was happening.
Violetta was with Virgil. She pretended to be fatigued and
weak... She wanted him to think she was begging for his help
and attention, which she did not really need. It was a trick, of
course. The whole previous charade—the drowning in the
whirlpool of the Olt—had simply been meant to entice him.
Her “maillot” happened to be unbuttoned, and she lay
indifferently, beautiful and seductive, on the warm sand, under
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seamad, frumoasa si seducatoare, in aerul acesta al zilei care se

sfarsea, ea era ispita insdsi pe pamant.

— Virgil. N'ai inteles Virgil, ca toatd asta am facut-o ca
sd vii dupd mine? Stiam ca stii sd inoti la perfectie. Eram
sigurd cd ai sd Incerci sd md scapi... Dacd ai sd md vezi cd mor.
Virgil sunt o nenorocitd. Sunt foarte nenorocitd... Te rog sa
ma ierti daca vorbesc cu tine asa... De necrezut! Te sperie?
Sunt o nebuna... Ah, ce nenorocitd sunt, Virgil!...

Omul intai surprins, pe urma furat de aceastda muzica
noud, n’a fost greu de invins de loc. Si a cedat.

Erau retrasi sub sdlciile pletoase, pe nisipul fin si uscat,
sub razele melancolice ale amurgului; si Violetta s’a razbunat.

In timpul acesta Benedict, apucat de o teamad instinctiva,
pe care o au toti amantii, cind nu au langa ei pe cea pe care o
iubesc, a avut viziunea scenei care s’a intamplat. El a revazut
totul intr’o clipa decand s’a reintors de azi dimineata. El a
inteles ,trucul”... Si avea in minte prezentd vesinica ei
amenintare. El a inteles cd in momentul &sta, Violetta se
razbuna.

A voit dovada, cum vor s'o aiba toti nefericitii. Si
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the leafy willows, in the light of the declining day. She was the
embodiment of temptation.

“Don’t you see, Virgil? I just wanted you to follow me. I
knew you were a perfect swimmer. I knew you’d want to save
me... if I was in mortal danger. Virgil, I am miserable. I am very
miserable... Please forgive me for talking to you like this... It's
incredible! Am I scaring you? I am going out of my mind... Oh,
I am so miserable, Virgil!...”

At first taken aback, then fascinated by it all, the man was
not hard to persuade. He did what he was expected to do.

They were hidden beneath the shaggy willows on the fine,
dry sand, under the melancholy rays of the setting sun. This is
how Violetta took her revenge.

Meanwhile, Benedict had been seized by that instinctive
fear all lovers feel when the loved person is absent. He had a
vision of what was going on. His mind rehearsed the things
that had happened since he had come back home in the
morning. He finally understood Violetta’s “trick”... Her
reiterated threat haunted him. He had no doubt about it: that
very moment, Violetta was taking her revenge.

He was miserable. He also needed the proof. Avoiding the
dangerous currents of the river, he managed to reach the other
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evitand curentii puternici ai apei, el a isbutit a pune piciorul
pe tarmul celalt, fara greutate, simtind o putere de neinvins.

N’a avut nevoe sd caute mult. In calea lui a dat de corpul
delictului... A gasit ,maillot-urile” amandoud. Un moment a
voit sd le ia cu sine si sd renunte de a cerceta mai departe,
fiind de prisos. Dar o miscare in apropiere i-a atras atentia si
a vdzut, in umbra sélciilor dispdrand corpurile lor goale, care
cdutau, rusinate si de frica, sa se ascunda.

El n’a strigat nimic, n’a amenintat. N'a spus un cuvant.
In durerea pe care o simtea in clipele acelea, a ficut un singur
gest: al renuntdrii. A inteles ca total e sfarsit. Si s’a retras.
Avea insd o impresie bizard, pe care o ai dupda o
inmormantare, dupéd ceasuri intregi de sedere in picioare si
de emotiune... Se simtea obosit.

S’a grdbit sd treacd riul. Prudent si precaut ca
intotdeauna, el a incercat ca si la venire, sd-si facd drum pe
unde apele ii opuneau mai putind rezistenta.

Deastddata insa n’a avut noroc. A gresit. Fortele 1i erau
reduse. $i a cazut pentru ca sa nu se stie de urma lui nimic.

Ecaterina astepta la mal, imbrdcata si se enerva de
aceasta Intarziere, care nu mai avea nici un rost. Noroc ca
Virgil apare cel dintai si se linisteste. Violetta profitd ca sd se
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bank effortlessly. He felt almost invincible.

He did not have to look far. He almost immediately came
across the material evidence... He found the two “maillots”. For
a brief moment, he wanted to take them and stop at that, since
it was obviously more than enough proof. But he heard a rustle
close by and he saw their naked bodies vanishing behind the
willows, hiding in shame and fear.

He did not shout. He did not threaten. He did not utter a
word. His pain was intense. There was only one thing he could
do: give her up. He understood it was all over . He left with the
strange sensation he was coming from a funeral where he had
been standing on his feet for hours, grieving.. He felt
exhausted.

Without any further delay, he went back to the river.
Careful and cautious as he always was, he tried to find a good
place to swim across.

His second crossing was not lucky, though. He made a bad
choice. His strength left him. He went under without trace.

Ecaterina was waiting on the river bank, all dressed by
now. She was waiting impatiently and could not understand
what was going on. Fortunately, she caught sight of Virgil at
last, and that calmed her down. Violetta also sneaked back and
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strecoare si-si ia repede toaleta ei de peste zi.

Dar Benedict nu e nicderi. Preocupati de fapta lor,
asteptand sd isbucneascd scandalul dintr'un moment
intr’altul, ei nu banuiau o nenorocire.

Abia adouazi niste copii, care duceau vitele la pasune,
au gasit cadavrul lui, adus la mal de ape.

Trecuse o luna de zile de atunci. In casele albe batranesti
dela Milcoveni, nu mai era nici iubire si nici viatd... Pluteau
numai umbrele tacute ale trecutului dupa perdelele trase.

Intr"un apartament modest, intr’o casd luminoasd, intr’o
stradd linistitda a Capitalei, Virgil isi instalase destul de
dragut, noua lui prietenda. La fiecare doud-trei zile, el venea
dela mosie, sub pretext de afaceri, ca s’o vada.

Era Violetta care acum iubea pe Virgil, cum iubise
altddatd pe Benedict.
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swiftly put on her clothes.

But there was no trace of Benedict. Troubled by what they
had done and waiting for a scandal to break out any time now,
it simply did not cross their minds that a tragedy had occurred.

It was not until the following day that some children
driving cows to pasture discovered the body which the current
had brought to the river bank.

A month had passed since that day. There was neither love
nor life in the old white house in Milcoveni... Only the silent
shadows of the past lurked behind its drawn curtains.

In a modest apartment in a bright house, on a quiet street
of the Capital, Virgil had lodged his new friend quite
comfortably. Every two or three days he left his estate in order
to come to see her. He invoked the pretext of business.

This friend was Violetta, now in love with Virgil as she had
once been in love with Benedict.
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Mad instalasem intr-un mic apartament in Boulevard
Dubouchage. Coltul acesta linistit si central din Nissa imi era
foarte simpatic. Viata sgomotoasd de hotel, imi devenise
nesuferitd. $i pe urmd eu cu proectele mele de viitor, md
gdseam mai bine in aceastd situatiune retrasa.

Venisem la Nissa intampldtor. Cand am plecat din
Bucuresti, nu visam sa ajung aici. Intentiunea mea era sa ajung
direct la Paris, unde ma astepta o afacere importantd. Eram
asa de grabit, incat abia sosit la Viena, imi schimb itinerariul.
Ce m’a silit sa fac acest lucru, sd las drumul cel drept si sd ma
opresc la Nissa, nu pot bine nici azi sa-mi explic.
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The Inheritance

I had taken lodgings in a small apartment on
Dubouchage Boulevard. I liked that quiet, silent, central part
of Nice a lot. The noisy hotel rooms had become insufferable.
Considering my plans for the future, such a retired place was
more to my taste.

I had come to Nice by accident. When I had left
Bucharest, I had had no intention at all to go to Nice. I was
going to head straight for Paris, where important business
awaited me. I was in such a hurry that when I arrived in
Vienna I changed my itinerary. To this day I have not been
able to understand what exactly prompted me to take a detour
and stop in Nice.
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Eu aveam un proect foarte serios si chiar foarte
inteligent, pentru un tandr care isi are in vedere numai viitorul
lui. Mostenind peste 250.000 lei dela un unchiu al meu, cea-
dintdi problemd care mi-am pus-o, e: ce voiu face cu acesti
bani? Spiritul meu de ordine si de economie mi-a aratat numai
decat adevaratul drum. Am transformat imediat creantele din
cari se compunea legatul, in numerar, in bani lichizi, in hartii
noi de cate o mie. Odatd terminatd aceastd operatiune, am stat
mult sa md gandesc: ce voiu face efectiv cu acesti bani? Cea
mai bund solutie e sd merg la Paris, sd examinez acolo sansele,
sd pipai pulsul, sa-mi plasez capitalul meu in cunostinta de
cauza. Natural ideia care-mi surddea mai mult, era sa cumpar
valori strdine. Valorile strdine, orice s’ar zice, sunt cele mai

bune, cele mai sigure si cele mai cdutate.

Rationamentul meu era excelent, era solid, asa ca eram
incantat eu insumi de el. Am luat deci trei cecuri in valoare
totala de 250.000 lei. Eram cu ele intacte cdnd am descins in
gard la Nissa.

Eram prea serios, pentru ca sd ma gandesc la aventuri.
Eram prea cumpdtat de felul meu, pentru ca sa-mi fie teama
cd am sda-mi cheltuesc aici mostenirea. De altfel eu niciodata
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I had solid plans concerning my future: I was young and
my future was the only thing that mattered to me. Having
inherited over 250,000 lei from an uncle of mine, my first
thought was: what should I do with the money? I wanted
order in my life, and I was also good at saving: these two
inclinations pointed me in the right direction. First of all I
turned all the bills of exchange included in my inheritance to
cash, ready money, new bills of one thousand each. Once this
transaction had been completed, I took a long time before I
made up my mind what that money could buy. The best
solution was to go to Paris, to see for myself, feel the pulse of
things, in order to invest my capital wisely. Naturally, the
most attractive idea was to purchase foreign securities.
Foreign securities were always the best, the safest and the
most in demand.

I was delighted with my decision, which seemed to me
to be excellent and very promising. I took three cheques—a
total amount of 250,000 lei. This is what I had on me when 1
got off the train in Nice.

Love affairs were the last thing on my mind. I was too
thrifty by nature I had no fear in the world that I might
squander my inheritance there. As a matter of fact, I never
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n’am vazut cu ochi buni pe prietenii risipitori. Aveam pentru
ei dispret si-i evitam in mod sistematic si prudent, pentru ca
sd nu md ,tapeze”. Rareori, cand am imprumutat vreun
camarad, cu cate cinci franci sau cu cate un pol, am avut grija
sd-i execut, pentru ca sd nu raman in pierdere.

— Cati imbecili s’au ruinat aici! Toti au trecut pe acest
peron... — a fost prima reflectie pe care am facut-o cind m’am
dat jos din tren.

Dupd 15 zile de sedere in Nissa, ma decid sd-mi iau
acest apartament. L’am ales dupd gustul meu... Se compune
din doua camere si o sald de bae. Bine situat avea vedere la
strada. In stanga o gradini de palmieri si de cactusi.

Eram linistit. Neturburat de nimeni, gustam aici in
tacere, cu degetul pe buze, tot parfumul unei clime delicioase
si admiram cu o emofiune naivd, splendoarea acestei
miraculoase naturi. Azi mai ales am stat ceasuri intregi
dinaintea ferestrei mele. Am respirat mirosul imbatdtor al
lamailor si orhideelor care venea de jos din gradind pana la
mine la etaj.

Ma gdseam asa de bine. $i imi construiam asa de
frumoase planuri. Cand deodata aud soneria la scara si imi zic
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approved of my prodigal friends. I felt contempt for them and
avoided them systematically, cautiously, lest they should try
to take advantage of me. On those rare occasions when I lent
five or twenty lei to a friend, I was always careful to get it back.
I had always hated losing money like that.

“Many fools have lost their fortune here! And they all
got off the train and crossed this platform...” —this was my
tirst thought on reaching Nice.

After I had spent fifteen days in Nice, I decided to take
an apartment. I chose it to my liking... It consisted of two
rooms and a bathroom. It was central and its windows looked
onto the street. To the left there was a garden with palm trees
and cactuses.

I felt at peace. I was perfectly alone, no intrusion
whatever. I could enjoy at ease the comfort of an exquisite
climate, I could admire the beauty of nature in Nice, which, I
must admit, had taken me by surprise. On that particular day,
I had spent hours looking out of the window. I had been taking
in the divine smell of the lemon trees and orchids which grew
in the garden below.

It was heavenly. I was making all sorts of plans. All of a
sudden I heard the doorbell ring and, somewhat confused, I
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cu un aer distrat:
—De sigur cd nu e pentru mine. Cineva cautd pe unul
din locatari. Pe mine n’are cine ma importuna in acest refugiu.
Totusi din conversatia cu femeea de serviciu, prin
fereastra deschisd, am inteles cd s’a pronuntat numele meu.

Intrigat si contrariat, astept sd vad cine se anunta.

Bona apare cu o carte de vizita si inainte de a mi-o arata
imi spune:

— O compatriota.

,, D-na Gabriella Lutzescu.”

Citesc si recitesc aceste trei cuvinte. Nu cunosc. Bona
surprinsd cd ma grdbesc asa de putin, imi spune razand, ca
persoana care asteapta afard, e asa de nostima si de elegantd,
incat barbatii in Romania trebue sa fie foarte fericiti cd au astfel
de femei. O rog atunci s’o introducd induntru. $i eu ma
aranjez.

Oh, ce surprizad! Ce ridicol sunt, sd nu-mi inchipuesc,
cine putea fi.

—lonel!

— Gabriello! Aici... E posibil? Esti de mult? Bonjour!...
Esti singurd?
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thought to myself:

“It can’t be for me. Someone must be looking for one of
my neighbours. No one could possibly know I am here.”

However, through the open window, I heard my name
mentioned in a conversation between a stranger and the
cleaning lady. I was puzzled. I was wondering who could be
looking for me there of all places.

The maid appeared with a visiting card and, before
handing it to me, she said:

“A compatriot.”

I read and reread the three words printed on it: “Miss
Gabriella Lutzescu.” I didn’t know the name. Surprised by my
slow reaction, the maid laughed and added that the person
waiting outside was attractive and elegant: Romanian men
must be very lucky to have women like her. I asked the maid
to show my visitor inside. I ran my hand through my hair.

Then—what a surprise! How stupid of me not to have
guessed.

“Ionel!”

“Gabriella! You? Here? How come? Have you been here
long? Bonjour!.. Are you alone?”
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Sunt miscat pana la lacrami. li ssrut mainile amandoua
cu recunostintd si cu pldcerea care o ai cand intalnesti in tari
strdine pe unul din ai tdi.

Gabriella era cea mai buna prietind a surorilor mele.
Colega de pension la Cdlugarite, ea petrecuse fiecare
Duminecd, la noi in familie mai multi ani. Fiica unui colonel
de artilerie din Targoviste, s’a mdritat cum a iesit din scoald,
cu un mare proprietar din Ialomita. Si de atunci i-am perdut
urma. Stiam de la surorile mele ca era foarte nenorocita in
aceastd casatorie. Fiind sdracd, ea a luat un om inferior ei ca
cultura si educatie si mult mai in varsta. Stiu ca au trait cateva
luni; au divortat sau barbatul ei a murit la o vanatoare, n’as
putea spune exact...

Eu insa o simpatizam si mai ales ca june inca de cand
venea pe la noi in casd, 1i fdcusem un inceput de curte. Acum
gandul la casnicia ei nefericitd, imi inspira un sentiment de
induiosare si o dorintd de a md pune cu totul la dispozitia ei.

—Te-am deranjat... Sunt sigurd. Ai ramas acelas. Serios,
tacticos, cu anume obiceiuri, cu tabeturi... Vai, ce bine imi-
aduc aminte! Cum au trecut toate! Esti tot asa cu planuri, cu
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I was moved to tears. I kissed both her hands; I was
grateful and pleased to meet someone familiar so far away
from home.

Gabriella had been my sisters’ best friend. They had
studied together at the Convent School. She had spent every
Sunday with our family for many years. Her father was an
artillery colonel from Targoviste. The moment she had
finished highschool she had married a rich land-owner from
Ialomita. I'd lost track of her. I knew from my sisters that she
had been miserable in that marriage. Being poor, she had
married a man below her in education and manners, a man
who was also much older than herself. I knew they had lived
together for several months. After that, either they were
divorced, or her husband died in a hunting accident, I didn’t
know for sure...

When she used to visit us, I was very young. I liked her.
I had even tried to court her. At the thought of her unhappy
marriage, I now felt protective and eager to help.

“Iam sorry to disturb you... You have not changed a bit.
The same serious young man, orderly, regular as a clock... I
remember all that so well! How time passes! Are you still
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proiecte, cu combinatii de viitor? Spune drept Ionel. Sunt
convinsa ca nu te-ai schimbat. Nu te-as fi turburat de loc din
linistea in care vdz ca te simti asa de bine in acest apartament
simpatic. Te-am gdsit insa pe ,lista strdinilor” de aici.
N’aveam de loc sigurantd cd esti d-ta Ionel. Fortata de
imprejurdri, am venit sa-ti cer un serviciu si un ajutor.

—Poti sd contezi pe mine, Gabriello, ii raspund eu grav.

—Mi s’a intdmplat ceva asa de extra-ordinar, in cat s’ar
putea sd povestesc cui-va, fard sd mad creadd. Nu, sad vezi—
trebue sa aibd cine-va ghinionul meu, pentru ca sd pateascd
asa ceva. Ah, nu—spun drept, md mir cum poate sa mai fie
cine-va asa de tare...

Cum mai am atéta curaj si nu-mi perd capul de tot. Stii
cd eu eram in proces de divort, cu sotul meu, cand a avut un
accident la o vandtoare si a murit. M’am retras la Targoviste la
biata mama.

Dumnezeule, ce groapa e Targovistea! Ma plictiseam
oribil!l Am stat in situatia asta mai mult timp. Intr’o zi am
crezut ca a venit si salvarea mea. O vara a tatii, careia noi ii
ziceam: ,tanti Anna la folle”, din cauza curiozitatii si
excentricitatilor ei, s’a oferit sa ma ia iarna asta la Nissa, unde
de altfel venea regulat in fiecare an. Intelegi, ce surpriza si ce
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making plans for the future? I know you are! I'm sure you
have not changed. I hope I haven’t disturbed you —you seem
to be so happy and at ease in this cosy place. I found you on
the “list of foreigners’. I couldn’t know for sure you were the
Ionel I once knew. I have come because I need a favour, I need
your help.”

“You can rely on me, Gabriella” I assured her solemnly.

“What has befallen me here is absolutely unbelievable
and totally uncommon. I have been terribly unlucky. After
everything I have been through —I hardly have the strength...

“I can’t keep up appearances any more... I was divorcing
my husband when he had a hunting accident and died —you
may know all that. I had to move back to Targoviste, with my
poor mother.

“But goodness, what a dump Targoviste is! I was bored
to death! I managed to survive there for a while. Then one day,
I thought my rescue had come. A cousin of my father’s, whom
we called ‘tante Anna la folle” because she was bizarre and an
eccentric, offered to take me to Nice this winter: she comes
here every year. I was surprised, I was delighted, I accepted at
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bucurie pe mine, cum am acceptat aceastd propunere, care mi
s’a pdrut din primul moment ca un vis.

Am plecat. Si iatd-ne améandoud puse, intr’o pensiune
modestd, in rue Croix de Marbre.

Din prima zi am vdazut cu cine am de a face. ,Tanti
Anna la folle” isi merita numele ce i 'am dat noi cand eram
copiii. Am suportat, intelegi, ca n’aveam ce face. De o luna de
zile suntem aici si ce am suferit, o! nu-ti mai descriu. Poate ca
ai sd dai din cap si n’ai sa md crezi.

Era o maniacd religioasd. Eu poate cd-ti aduci aminte
numai inclinatiuni de astea, n’am avut. Tnchipueste-;i ii
cdsunase sd ma converteasca si pe mine. Si md tortura cu tot
felul de rugdciuni si de lecturi. Acum vre o 2 ani, trecuse la
catolicism si tinea sa faca din mine o adeptd noud. Am rezistat.
Am rugat-o. Am protestat. Imposibil...

Nu e tot. M3 incuia cu cheia in casd, in cele din urma3.
Ma brusca. Gdsea cd prea sunt cochetd, cd prea mi se face curte
si cd nu pot sd deviu in viitor de cat cocota. In sfarsit, Ionel, ce
am auzit si ce am suferit, nimeni nu poate sa-si facd idee. Eri

s’a intdimplat insd ce am prevdzut mai putin.

Cum poate sd aibd cineva atata ghinion! A plecat...
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once, it was a dream come true.

“We left. We went to a modest boarding house on Rue
Croix de Marbre.

“I came back to my senses on the very first day. ‘Tante
Anna la folle” really deserved the nickname we had devised
for her when we were children. But I had to behave, you see, I
had no choice. We have been here for a month. I've been
through hell, believe me. I am not making it up, you know.

“She was a religious fanatic. You may remember a few
tings about me: I've never been very religious. She had made
up her mind to convert me. She tortured me with prayers and
books. Two years ago she had converted to Catholicism and
had now she decided that I should do the same. I refused. I
begged her. I pleaded with her. No way...

“And that’s not everything. She would lock me up
inside my room. She bullied me. She said I was a flirt,
everyone was courting me —that I was going to be a whore.
The things I've heard from her! I've suffered more than you
could ever begin to imagine! But, then, yesterday, something
happened that I had never expected.

“You won’t believe how unlucky I have been! She left...
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Unde? Nu stiu. A platit pensiunea.

Si-a luat bagajele si pe ale mele. Probabil ca s’a intors in
tard. E ingrozitor!... Altcineva in locul meu, ar fi inebunit in
situatia asta... E absurd. E stupid, nu e asa? Sa ramai cum ma
gdsesc eu acum. N’am nimic, Ionel. Nu mad jenez sa-ti spun.
Trebue sd cersesc. Sa faci ceva, ca sa ma pot intoarce acasa. Te
rog ajutd-ma. la-mi un bilet de tren. Sa pot pleca, cel mai tarziu
poimaine. Ce nesansa sa am. Vai e absurd. E ridicul sa ma lase
cineva asa. Tu nu gdsesti?

Asupra mea intdmplarea aceasta a facut o impresie
profunda. Gabriella insda nu era abdtutd. Natura ei veseld si
expansiva triumfa chiar intr’o imprejurare asa de grea.

—Stii cum sunt eu acum, Ionel? Doamne cum imi mai
vine!... Exact cazul, cdnd pe la spate i se furd cuiva hainele si
rufele in bae, asa ma gdsesc eu acum. Se poate o actiune mai
caraghioasd si mai rdutdcioasd ca asta? Am rdamas aceeasi...
Nu?

Avea dreptate. Gabriella era aceiasi, cum o cunoscusem
eu. Lucrul acesta mi-a facut o enorma pldcere. I-am risipit
indatd ori-ce temere. Am asigurat o de devotamentul si de
concursul meu. Am convins-o chiar sd mai amane cateva zile
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Where to? I don’t know. She just checked out.

“She took her things and she took mine as well. She must
have gone back home. It's awfull.. Anyone in my position
would have gone mad. It's absurd. It’s crazy, don’t you think?
To end up as I am now. I am completely destitute, Ionel. I am
not embarrassed to say it.  must beg. Do something. I want to
go back home. Please, help me. Buy me a train ticket. I must
be out of here the day after tomorrow at the latest. Such bad
luck! This is utterly insane! That she should have left me
behind like this! Don’t you think so?”

Her story impressed me. Gabriella, on the other hand,
was not upset at all. Her cheerful and exuberant disposition
had triumphed even in such an appalling situation.

“Do you know how 1 feel right now, Ionel? Like
someone who has his clothes stolen while bathing. My
situation exactly. What can be more ridiculous, what can be
meaner? [ have not changed a bit... have I?”

Gabriella was right. She was the same girl I had once
known. I was so pleased that she hadn’t changed. I
immediately chased away all her fears. I assured her of my
loyalty and my desire to help. I even managed to convince her
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plecarea.

De altfel, ca argument ii aduceam si ca matusa ei, poate
sd dea semne de viatd. Supdrarea ei e momentand. Poate
oricand sa revie.

Am stat mult de vorba. Ce bine te simti cu Gabriella! In
tovdrdsia ei, descoperi in tine comori noi, nebdnuite, care
asteaptd numai momentul prielnic, pentru a isbucni cu
intensitate.

Toatd noaptea n'am dormit... M’am gandit numai la
Gabriella. Imi reamintea Duminicele si vacantele pe care le
petrecea la noi intr'una, cu atatea detalii placute. O vad
dansdnd Cache-walke. $i noi imprejurul ei transportati,
entusiasmati, o aplaudam de pe o scend micd improvizata. Era
un numar de senzatie in reuniunile noastre de familie. O
iubeam toti; tocmai fiindca era asa de indracita. Mai ales canta
cupletele la modd, romantele si ariile favorite... proaspata,
abia sositd in costumul ei de eleva la Calugarite. Nici nu-si
arunca mantaua si incepea. Era adorabild. Ma vedeam, cand
i-am facut declaratie pentru prima oara, cum a pufnit si m’a
facut de ras, in cat ramdsesem cu o micd ranchiund, pentru

aceastd neasteptatd ofensa...

120

to postpone her departure for a few days.

Besides, I said, her aunt might yet return. Her anger
might be short-lived. Gabriella could hear from her at
anytime.

We talked a lot. How wonderful it felt to be with
Gabriella! She made me feel alive and ready to burst.

I could not sleep all night... I could think of nothing but
Gabriella. I remembered the Sundays and holidays she would
always spend with us, so many delightful moments. I
remembered her dancing the cake-walk on a small,
improvised stage. We gathered round her, elated and excited,
we applauded her. This little number enlivened all our family
reunions. We all loved her — precisely because she was so full
of life. She would sing couplets in vogue, romances and
beautiful arias; she was so fresh in her Convent School
uniform. She came in, and the next moment she was already
singing, before having had time to take off her coat. She was
adorable. I remembered the first time I had told her I loved
her. She burst into laughter and made me look like a fool. I
was embarrassed and resented her for this... Not much, but
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A doua zi, m’am dus la pensiune, in Croix de Marbre.
Si pe urmd, eram brat la brat pe alea singuratecd, spre Cimiez.
Ce ne-am spus? Oh! dacd ai putea sd-ti aduci aminte! In iubire

nu stii nici odatd cand incepe. Stii numai cand te afunzi adanc.

Ne-am logodit peste cate-va zile. Am facut logodna
simplu de tot. Eram de fatd numai noi adica amandoi singuri,
in micul meu apartament din Dubouchage. Nunta era
convenit s’o facem mai tarziu in tara.

Chiar de a doua zi, vantul nebuniei a inceput sa bata cu
atata putere, in cat in spatiu de cateva saptamani cecurile
mele, legatul meu, a ramas numai ca o amintire. Am cheltuit
tot. Am asvarlit tot, razadnd cu iubita mea. Ea adeseaori ma
intreba, de unde am atatia bani si cum pot sa cheltuesc astfel
de sume. Eu insa o linisteam cu cate o gluma. Cand insista o
asiguram, cd posed sume considerabile din speculatii la Bursa
sau am realizat castiguri imense mai inainte la Casino, la
Monte Carlo.

Si se prindea fiindcd n’aveam timp sa reflectdm serios
la lucrurile astea. Eram asa de preocupati si de absorbiti de
alte chestiuni care ne fdceau mai mare pldcere.
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still...

The following day I visited her in Rue Croix de Marbre.
Afterwards, we walked arm in arm down the solitary alley
leading to Cimiez. What did we talk about? I wish I could
remember. One never knows the exact moment when one falls
in love. You only notice it when your are head over heels.

We were engaged within a few days. The ceremony was
very simple. Just the two of us, alone, in my small apartment
in Dubouchage. The wedding, we decided, should take place
later, back home.

We were both carried away. In a few weeks, my cheques,
my bequest, all my money had vanished. We spent
everything. We squandered it all, happy to be in love. She
would often ask where the money came from, those huge
amounts I was spending. I would reassure her with a joke. If
she pressed me further, I'd tell her that I was in possession of
considerable assets from stock market transactions or from
earlier winnings at the Monte Carlo casino.

She believed me: we did not waste time worrying about
trifles. We were busy, we were utterly absorbed by things that
gave much more pleasure.
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Toaletele Gabrielei! Sa ma fi vazut... Devenisem maniac
tot ca si , Tanti Anna la folle”, nu religios insd, ci in chestiuni
mai subtile, in lingerie find de dama bunioard... Aveam
pretentiunea cd ma pricep si cd am gust. Gabriella facea haz,
cand dupa un paravan sau in fata unei oglinde, inaintea unei
maestre a foarfecelui imi dam pdrerea. Aveau de ce sd ma
iubeascd furnizorii. Plicerea mea era toatd ziua sd fiu in
magazine, sd cumpadr, sd cumpadr, sd-i fac cadouri, sa-i aduc tot
ce e mai scump, tot ce e mai rar, tot ce poate incanta o femeee...
Flori, bijuterii, parfumuri, biblouri, dantele. Niciodatd nu mi
se pdrea ca e de ajuns.

Unde nebunia a ajuns complectd si a atins culmea, a fost
atunci cand am inceput sd frecuentdm cercurile si Gabriella,
indemnatd de mine, facea diferente fantastice la joc. Ea se
preta capritiilor mele, cu o gratie, cu un elan dintr’o instinctiva
cochetdrie, mergand chiar de multe ori inaintea dorintelor, pe
care eram prea timid ca sd i le arat.

Pentru mine momentul, cdnd apdream seara tarziu cu
ea, la ,Grand Cercle” sau aiurea, in ,decolté” mare,
strdlucitoare de brilante si de perle, era unic. Vanitatea,
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Gabriella’s toilets! You should have seen me... I had
become a fanatic like ‘tante Anna la Folle’. I wasn't religious,
though. I was interested in more sophisticated matters, such
as fine women'’s underwear... I claimed I was a connoisseur, |
was convinced I had good taste. Gabriella was very amused
when I voiced my opinions while she was trying on clothes
behind a screen or in front of a mirror, witnessed by
professional dressmakers. The shop owners had more than
enough reason to adore me. I delighted in going constantly to
their shops, always buying her gifts, the most expensive, the
rarest things that might enchant a woman... Flowers, jewels,
perfumes, knick-knacks, laces. Nothing ever seemed quite
enough.

The peak of this frenzy of ours was when we began to
attend the casinos and Gabriella, with my encouragement,
risked huge amounts at the games. She embraced my every
whim with such grace, such joy, born from an instinctive
coquetry: she welcomed even those wishes I was still reticent
to name.

I loved it when I made my appearance late at night at the
“Grand Cercle” or elsewhere, with her beside me in an eye-
catching, low-cut dress, wearing pearls and diamonds. I was
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orgoliul, satisfactia mea secretd, nu mai cunostea limite.
Eleganta si frumusetia ei, ficeau senzatie. Avea atata rasd in
cat pdrea o regina. O ldsam sa se aseze la masa verde, cu un
vraf de bancnote. Si eu ca un chibit treceam la spatele ei. Sau
imi pldcea sa ma perd intre curiosi, sa sorb efectul pe care-1
facea, in privirile tutulor atintite spre ea. Sau sa aud soaptele
celor care o admirau, o pofteau in mod tainic...

La inceput in primele zile, mi-aduc aminte, Gabriela
facea joc relativ mic. Un beneficiu de cate-va mii de franci, a
incurajat-o, asa incat la urmd, ne perdeam vremea mai mult
prin salele de joc.

Cum era de asteptat, am cdzut pe seria neagra. Intr'o
singurd seard ne-am curdtat de 100.000 franci.

Pe la orele doud noaptea eram liberi. Un fapt divers. Nu
ne-am emotionat deloc. Lovitura era teribild, insa noi nu ne
dddeam cont.

Conform obiceiului am plecat sa supam la Ernest. Eram
insotiti de doi prietini, de baronul Bianchi de Carcaro, fost
diplomat brasilian, un om respectabil si in varsta. Celalt un
tanar Richietti, italian, un giovine amuzant.

Am luat o masa. Eram toti intr'o verva si intr'o
dispozitie nebund. Baronul povestea calm, corect, cate-va
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infinitely proud, secretly ecstatic. Her elegance and her beauty
drew all the eyes. She was as brilliant as a queen. I would let
her sit down at the green table with a huge heap of bills. And
I would place myself at her back and kibitz. I would then hide
in the crowd and relish the impact she had on them, the look
in those eyes that were all riveted on her. I'd hear the whispers
of those who admired her, secretly desired her...

On the first few days, I remember Gabriella would
gamble relatively small sums. Having won a few thousand
francs once, she grew bold, so we ended up spending most of
our time in the gambling rooms.

As was to be expected, our luck came to an end. During
one single evening we lost 100,000 francs.

At two in the morning, we were penniless. Yet this was
just another evening for us. We were not worried in the least.
The blow was massive, but to us it mattered so little.

As usual we went for supper at Ernest’'s. We were
accompanied by two friends: Baron Bianchi de Caracaro—
who was a former Brazilian diplomat, a respectable elderly
gentleman, and a young, amusing Italian named Richietti.

We sat down at a table, all of us talkative and in very
high spirits. The Baron was narrating in a calm, collected
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anecdote din cariera lui. La un moment dat Gabriela, imi
spune ceva la ureche, rosindu-se toatd. Ea nu vazuse nici odata
un ,,chambre séparée”. I-am denuntat curiozitatea si am facut
toti haz de ignoranta ei. Ne-am mutat. Eram mai bine. Ideia
fusese excelentd.

Am continuat sa petrecem. Sd bem din abondenta
sampanie. Gabriella se simte deodata rdu, are o sincopa... A
trebuit sd i se desfacd corsajul. Sa i se rupa chiar, pentru ca sa
i se poatd da ajutor mai repede.

Richietti s’a scuzat si s’a retras ca un om bine crescut.
Starea mea era deplorabild. Am adormit fara sa pot fi Gabrielei
de nici un folos.

Peste o ord era ziud. M’am desteptat. Baronul facea de
garda langd noi. El pusese colierul de perle pe masa si astepta
ca un prietin credincios. Gabriella era culcatd pe jumdtate
goald, in nesimtire. Se chemase un medic in graba. In camera
mirosea a eter.

M’am alarmat si m’am rusinat de aceasta oribild scena.
Si pentru prima oara am avut impresia dezastrului spre care
merg.

Gabriella s’a facut bine. Si ceeace era invitabil s’a
intamplat. Dupd o saptdmana nu mai aveam un franc.
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manner, several stories from his career. At some point,
blushing, Gabriella whispered something in my ear. She had
never seen a “chambre séparée”. I made her curiosity public
and we all laughed at her ignorance. We changed tables. It felt
much better. It had been an excellent idea.

We continued to enjoy ourselves, drinking a lot of
champagne. Suddenly, Gabriella felt ill, she fainted... Her
bodice had to be loosened, indeed we ripped it open so she
could receive help faster.

Richietti excused himself and withdrew like a
gentleman. I was in a terrible state myself. I fell asleep without
being of any further help to Gabriella.

Within an hour, day broke. I woke up. The Baron was
standing guard over us. He had placed the pearl necklace on
the table and was waiting like a faithful friend. Gabriella was
lying there half naked, unconscious. A doctor had been hastily
called. The room stank of ether.

I was alarmed and felt ashamed of this disgusting scene.
For the first time, I foresaw the disaster towards which I was
heading.

Gabriella recovered. Then the inevitable happened. One
week later, there was no money left.
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Trebuia sda ascund adevarul. Nu-i puteam marturisi
starea in care md gdseam din lipsa de curaj, din lasitate, din
iubire prea mare fatd de ea. Mi-era imposibil. Trebuia sda mint
pana la sfarsit.

Am trecut pe la Cassa Cercului unde am expus situatia
in care ma gaseam si mi s’a dat 2000 de franci. Eram hotarat sa
plec imediat. Motivul pe care-l invocam e cd md reclama

afaceri urgente in tara.

Nu voiu uita niciodatd veselia Gabriellei. Tot drumul
am suferit din cauza asta. Ea nu intelegea nimic. Senindtatea
si lipsa ei de grije, ma exasperau.

Ideia de a ma razbuna imi incoltea in minte. Cu cat ma
apropiam mai mult de patrie, cu atat imi dddeam seama de
ireparabil... Cu atat imi imulteam reprosurile, regretele... Imi
reveneau in minte iluziile, socotelile cu care plecasem...
Vedeam legatul meu distrus in loc sa fie intact, in valori
strdine, in plasamente stralucite...

Aveam o idee fixd. Sda ma debarasez de ea. Desi fapta
nu era a unui gentilom.

Cand am intrat in tard, m’am dat jos din tren, la o statie
micd... dupd ce i-am ldsat o scrisoare pe care o pdstrez in copie:
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I had to hide the truth from her. I could never confess
the situation I was in: I simply lacked the courage, I was a
coward, I loved her too much. I just could not do it. I had to go
on deceiving her to the end.

I returned to the Casino cashier and I managed to
convey something of our situation; they lent me 2,000 francs. I
was determined to leave Nice immediately. The reason I gave
was that urgent matters required immediate attention back
home.

I will never forget Gabriella’s joy. It haunted me during
the entire trip. She had no idea. She was cheerful and carefree,
which exasperated me even more.

I was beginning to think about revenge. The closer we
drew to our own country, the better I realised my loss was
irreparable... I blamed myself, I was desperately sorry... My
initial dreams and plans returned to mind... I saw my
inheritance gone, instead of having turned into foreign stocks,
brilliant investments...

I had my mind set on one thing only: to be rid of her. I
wasn’t going to be a gentleman, and I knew it.

When we crossed the border, I got off the train at a small
station. I left a letter for her, a copy of which I kept for myself:
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»~Ca si ,tanti Anna la folle”, scumpa mea Gabriello, te
»plachez” sieu. E pentru a doua oard cand ti se intAmpla... Vai,
cum sa te mai consolez? Eu te-am iubit ins3, si stii si te iubesc
incd, chiar in momentul &dsta.

M’ai ruinat, e adevdrat. Dar nu din vina ta, ci poate
numai din a dragostei noastre. Eu nu pot sa te iubesc altfel,
decat facandu-ti cadouri si aducand tot la picioarele tale.

Acum cadnd nu mai am nimic, trebue sa renunt si la tine.
Poate ca tu m’ai fi iubit si asa. Cine stie? Eu insa vreau sa fiu
sincer. N’as mai garanta de mine in conditiile astea.

Ai fost cea mai dulce si cea mai nebunad dintre
,maitresse”. Asa ai fost pand la urma si asa vreau sda ma
despart de tine.

In sfarsit, Gabriello, iti urez drum bun. Nu te mai gandi
la ce a fost. Despre legdtura noastra n’am sa vorbesc la nimini.
De acum incolo am sa vegetez in mizerie si in obscuritate. Cu
o amintire luminoasa si cu o singurd recunostintd, pentru tine.

Mai cum se cade ca ,tanti Anna la folle” iti zic cel putin
bonjour. Si te sarut pentru cea din urma oard. Mai ales nu fi
neconsolata. Haide recunoaste ca nu sunt asa rau... ca am fost
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“My dear Gabriella, I am ditching you, just like ‘tante
Anna la folle’. This will be the second time it happens to you.
I am not trying to comfort you. You must know, however, that
I'loved you and still do.

“You have ruined me. It may not have been your fault,
though. Our love alone is to blame. I did my best: I bought you
gifts and laid everything I had at your feet, because I didn’t
know how to love you otherwise.

“Now that I have nothing left to offer, I must give you
up. Perhaps you would have loved me no matter what. Who
knows? As things are, | must be honest with you: I may change
completely under these new circumstances.

“You have been the sweetest, the most enchanting
‘maitresse’ I have ever known. You have been that to the very
end, and that is how I want to remember you.

“My dear Gabriella, go on your way. Do not dwell on
the past. I will tell no one about our affair. I will lead an
obscure life of poverty from now on. I will cling to my
beautiful memory of you, and feel grateful.

“Kinder than ‘tante Anna la folle’, I wanted to say a last
‘Bonjour!” I am kissing you one last time. Most of all, please do
not take it to heart. I do not mean to hurt you, and you know
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credincios dragostii noastre, cind am facut gestul acesta... it. I am doing this as one more proof of my love... If it seems

'II

Poate urat, dar atat de necesar rude to you, I cannot help that.”
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Sarah Sarah

— Ce frumoasa esti Sarah! “Sarah! You are beautiful!”

— Ah, lasa-ma... De cate ori n’am auzit... “Never mind that! I've heard it so many times...”

— Bine, da, eu iti spun, cd esti frumoasa... “I'm telling you, you are beautiful...”

— Eisi? “So what?”

— Ca-mi placi... “I like you...”

— Zdu. “Do you!”

— Mult, asa de mult, in cat... “I like you so much that...”

— Vezi c’0 sd ma rogi ceva... “Now you're going to ask me something...”

— Sigur Sarah. “Sarah, of course.”

— Eisi ce vrei s md rogi? “What do you want to ask me?”

— Sa vii cu mine. Sa vorbim... Uite pe strada asta... “I want you to come with me. We must talk. Look here,

let’s walk along this street...”

— Hai, dacd zici! Numai sd-mi spui repede ce vrei. “All right. But you'll have to talk fast, whatever you have
M’asteaptd mama acasa. to say. My mother will be waiting for me at home.”

— Eu sunt bdiat bun Sarah. S3 ai incredere in mine. Nu “Sarah, I'm a good man. Trust me. There’s more to me
te uitd cd sunt numai cdprar... Iti spun pe cinstea mea: nu than my rank. I know I am just a corporal, but... Honestly, I
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umblu cu mofturi. Am invétat si eu niticd carte. Sunt si eu de mean it. I've had some education. I come from a good family.
neam; sa nu crezi cd sunt asa... Totdeauna mi-a fost dragd o fatd Don’t think so little of me... I've always loved a girl like you.”
ca tine.

— Ai mai cunoscut una ca mine? “Then you've met a girl like me?”
— Fereasca Dumnezeu! “God forbid!”
— Pentru ce nu te duci cu ea? “Why don’t you go with her?”
El o0 apucd de mana. He took her hand.
— Sarah! “Sarah!”
— Ce n’am dreptate? “What? Am I wrong?”
— Nu intelegi. “You don’t understand.”
— Eu nu vreau nimic... Si pentru ce m’ai oprit, daca iti “I'm not sure... Why stop me in the street if you like some
place alta? other girl?”
— Sarah! “Sarah!”
El o apuca acum de mijloc. Ea fard sa se apere, inchide He put his arm round her waist. Without defending
ochii si se lasd in bratele lui, ametita. herself, she closed her eyes and allowed him to hold her, caught
up in the moment.
Ovreica il intreabd incet, abia respirand: The Jewess asked him in a low voice now, hardly
breathing;:
— Cum te chiama? “What’s your name?”
— Gheorghita. “Gheorghita.”
— Gheorghita... fii destept! “Gheorghitd. Don’t be a fool...”
— Sarah... — i murmura el la ureche cu emotiune. “Sarah!” he whispered passionately in her ear.
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— Ce vrei dela mine?

— Sa mergi... La marginea orasului... Am o odditd cu
chirie.

— Bine.

Au plecat. El avea un ordin de serviciu pentru trei zile
la Iasi. Fusese dupd atatea luni de front, clasat la un serviciu
auxiliar, la Centrul de Instructie. Cauta pe strazile , Capitalei”
—o femee si a intdlnit-o pe Sarah. Vorbeau acum améandoi,
cand el deodatd privind in jos are o tresdrire:

— De unde ai pantofii? Cine ti-a facut rost de ei?

— Un Rus.

— M4 mir cum nu ti-e rusine sd vorbesti cu mine!

— $i pentru ce te superi?

— Asculta-ma. Esti o...

— Ce crezi ca a fost ceva?

— Atunci pentru ce ti-a dat Rusul pantofii?

— Imi ceri socoteals? Bine, eu nu ti-o dau.

— Sarabh, ai dreptate... Ce prost sunt!

— Ah, Gheorghita, taci acum... Ea il sdruta si pe strazile
murdare ale Tatdrasilor, nu e nimeni de cat numai Caporalul

131

“What do you want from me?”

“Come with me. To the outskirts... I'm renting a small
room there.”

“All right.”

They walked. He had been commissioned to stay in Iasi
for three days. After so many months spent at the Front, he had
been assigned an auxiliary job at the Training Centre. He was
looking for a woman on the streets of the Capital when he met
Sarah. As they were talking, he looked down and suddenly
shuddered.

“Where did you get those shoes? Who bought them for
you?”

“A Russian.”

“And you're telling me that!”

“What are you so angry about?”

“Listen, you are nothing but a...”

“A what..?”

“Why else would a Russian give you shoes?”

“I don’t owe any explanations to you.”

“You're right, Sarah... I'm a fool!”

“Come on, Gheorghitd, be quiet now...”
She kissed him and there was nobody else on the filthy
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cu fata lui inlantuitd de mijloc.

El are o floare la ureche. $i ea o haind stacojie, pantofi
inalti si un mers leganat si sprinten de caprioard, care se duce
inainte, pe poteci necunoscute... A luat-o la Bacdu. Sarah a facut
cum a zis el. N'a mai dat pe acasd... Avea un inel de valoare
dela acelas Rus, pe care I'a vandut a doua zi, pe cateva sute de
franci.

La Bacdu cine nu stia de ovreica lui Gheorghita!

Ea sta intr'o cdsutd la periferie si il astepta, numai
noaptea, cand fugea dela cazarmd. Era prea credincioasa.
Ofiterii, ca sa se razbune, au voit sd-1 mute si-i faceau tot felul
de mizerii.

— Pentru ce sunt asa de rdi oamenii dstia? —1i spunea ea

cand erau singuri.

— Pentru ca esti tu asa de frumoasa Sarah!
2899

Gheorghitd era perdut. Bolnav de febra tifoidda in
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streets of Tatdrasi besides the Corporal and his girl, his arm
slipping around her waist.

There was a flower behind his ear. She had a scarlet coat,
high heels and a nimble, swaying gait, like a deer that ventures
deeper, pursuing an unfamiliar path... He took her with him to
Bacau. Sarah did just as she was asked. She never went back to
her home... She had a valuable ring from the same Russian
man, and she sold it the very next day for a few hundred lei.

There was barely anyone in Bacdu who had not heard of
Gheorghitd’s Jewess.

She lived in a small house on the outskirts and would
wait for him on those nights when he went AWOL from
barracks. She was too faithful. The commanding officers were
jealous: they tried to transfer him to another camp and made
his life hell.

“Why are these people so mean?” she would ask him
when they were alone.

“Because you are so beautiful, Sarah!”

posiele

Gheorghita was very ill. He was suffering from typhoid
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spitalul ,Obuziere” de vreo doud saptdmani, el era condamnat
definitiv de medici.

Noaptea si cate odatd chiar ziua, Sarah se furisa in spital
printre sentinele, pana la patul lui si nu odata din cauza ei, se
agravase starea bolnavului.

in delir el o striga intr'una: ,Sarah!...”

Ea pandea cand nu era nimeni si apdrea atunci langa el.
il saruta pe gura, pe picioare, il ridica din pat, si-1 stranga la
piept, ii lingea ranile, intepaturile, pe care i-le fdceau doctorii,
ca sa-i introduca serul si morfina.

Totusi Caporalul a scdpat cu viatd si Sarah s'a
imbolnavit.

Intr'o zi el sta prin curtea spitalului la soare, slab, in
convalescentd, cu scufie pe cap si in halat vargat.

Un cosciug trecea pe sosea... El s’a suit pe gard si a

'II

strigat: ,Sarah!”, rostogolindu-se...

In adevir, era Sarah.
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fever. He had been in the Obuziere hospital for about two
weeks and the doctors had given up on him.

At night and sometimes even during the day, Sarah
would sneak into the hospital. She’d make her way past the
sentries to his bed. More than once, the patient’s condition
worsened because of her visits.

He was delirious and kept calling “Sarah!...”

She would wait till nobody was around and then she
would sneak to his bedside. She would kiss him, kiss his feet,
lift him up from the bed in order to hold him close. She would
lick his wounds, the reddening pin pricks inflicted by the
doctors when they injected serum and morphine.

But the Corporal survived. Sarah fell ill.

One day, he was in the hospital yard, warming himself in
the sun. He was all bones, slowly recovering; he wore a skull
cap and a striped dressing gown.

A coffin was being driven to the cemetery... He climbed
the fence, he cried out, “Sarah!” and fell heavily to the ground...

It was Sarah, indeed.
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Pacatoasa

—Ah! cum te vreau!—inganad voluptos Eugenica, la
urechile lui Petre si, intinzdnd bratele-i albe in jurul gatului
lui:

—Cum te iubesc! cat imi esti de scump, Petre! Dar ce e
extraordinar, cum ne potrivim noi! Sunt nebuna... Uite sunt
nebund cateodatd. Am si aerul; nu? Nu-mi raspunzi? Petre,
Petre, nu ai nici o atentiune azi pentru mine? De ce nu esti mai
tandru? Ah! ce barbat posomorit si tdcut am luat. Posacule! Ma

135

Bucurescl. £ Sosea,

The Sinner

“Oh! I want you so much!” Eugenie whispers
voluptuously into Peter’s ear as she wraps her white arms
around his neck:

“I love you so! You are everything to me, Peter! Isn’t it
extraordinary how we belong together? I'm crazy... I just
can’t help myself sometimes. I do sound crazy, don’t I? Say
something! Oh Peter, Peter, you aren’t even listening to what
I'm saying! Couldn’t you be a little bit more loving? Oh! You
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desgusti, vorbeste! Petre, ce sunt mofturile astea? Nu mai
inteleg nimic. Te obosesc? Bine. Am sa te las in pace. Te
plictisesc, sigur, nu poti sd stai numai cu mine. Ah! cunosc

cantecul asta. Asa imi trebuie, asa imi trebuie!..

—Ai ispravit?

—Nu... Saruta-ma!

—O singurd datd, nu e asa?

—Petre, incd odata!

—N’am convenit adineaori asa?

El se executa.

—Suntem amandoi niste caraghiosi, pe onoarea mea!

—Ol esti rau dispus. Din ce in ce ma conving ca esti rau
dispus. Foarte rdu dispus. Ce pdcat! Vream sa-ti fac o surpriza.
Trebuie sd renunt, trebue! Domnul e rdu dispus. Ia intoarce
spatele. Te rog nu te uita. Te rog fii bun si nu te uita, Petre!

El se executa.

—Poftim, ce vrei?

— Asteapta.

Ea isi face o schimbare in toaleta ei, si asa destul de
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are gloomy and quiet. I don’t know why I married you.
Grumpy, indeed! You upset me —say something! Peter, why
on earth are you so moody? I do not understand. Am I boring
you? Very well then. I'll leave you alone. I am boring you, of
course I am. You can’t possibly spend all your time with me.
Oh! I know the tune. Serves me right.”

“ Are you done now?”

“No... give me a kiss!”

“Just one.”

“One more, Peter!”

“But you said one.”

He complies.

“We are both being silly — we really are!”

“Oh! I see. You're in a bad mood. A bad mood,
obviously. In a terribly bad mood. What a pity! I was going
to surprise you. Now I will have to give it up. I have to!
Somebody around here is in a bad mood. Look the other way.
No peeking. Peter! Just don’t look at me for a minute.”

He complies.

“There. What now?”

“Just one moment.”

She was wearing next to nothing before, and now she
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sumard. Aceastd schimbare e asa de radicald si de complecta,
in cat lipsitd de orice complicatiuni, e ultima expresie a
elegantei femenine. Ea apare asa in fata lui, furisdndu-se ca si
cum ar vrea sd se strecoare incet, pe nesimtite, in sufletul, in
inima lui... Cu miscari de pisicd, cu ochi de seductiune
scanteetoare ea se tranteste aladturi de el, ascunzadndu-si fata in
parul ce i s’a despletit.

—Petre, nu stiu ce sd fac, sa-ti plac. Ah! Nu stii cum ma
descurajezi. Eu nu mai pot nimic in fata ta, nimic.. Sunt ca un
sloiu de ghiatd, Petre, sunt femeea cea mai nenorocitd, cea mai
nenorocital...

— Al ispravit?

—Nu! nu! nu!

—Bine, cand vei ispravi sd ma anunti.

—TPosomoratule!

—Eugenico, cel putin asigura-te de usi... poza si toaleta
asta...

—Mi-e tot unal!

— Alaltaeri ai facut acelas lucru. Ai venit exact in acelas
costum in biroul meu, pentru ca un client care era in sala de
asteptare sd te vada...

— Mi-aduc aminte...

137

wears even less. The change is radical, drastic and the
epitome of simplicity: now she stands there as the ultimate
expression of womanly grace. She turns to face him as if
intent on stealing into his soul, his heart... Like a silent cat,
with such glistening enticement in her eyes, she lowers
herself next to him, her ruffled hair falling across his face.

“Peter, I don’t know how to please you any more. You
make me feel lost. I am nothing, nothing to you. I am as cold
as ice, Peter. I couldn’t be more miserable than [ am now...”

“Have you finished?”

“No. No. No!”

“Very well! Let me know when you do.”

“So grumpy!”

“Eugenie, at least make sure the door is closed... look at
you — you’ve hardly a stitch on...”

“I couldn’t care less!”

“You did this the other day. You came through to my
office looking like this and one of my clients was waiting
outside. He must have caught sight of you...”

“It’s true...”
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— E ceva ne mai pomenit!
—Ah! Cum am tipat!...
—Te cred. Dar a fost prea tarziu. Vezi sda nu se repete.

—Mi-e egal! Stii? Mi-e egal!

—A, te-ai supdrat?

—Sarutd-ma si-mi trece.

El se executa. Ea se scoala si inchide usile voioasa, fara
nici o grije, ca si cum n’ar fi avut pand atunci nimic de impadrtit.

Apoi vine si se aseazd langd el.

— Uite asa imi place sd stdm. Sa stam toata ziua, ce-mi
pasa mie!

—De clienteld, de treburile mele... Asta ti-e indiferent!

—Nai fost eri la tribunal?

—Astazi, insd nu ma lasi. Ce folos! M’a cautat un
coleg... Am un proces la Curte si noud ne arde de dragoste.

Ea se scoald si trece in fata unei oglinzi, fredonand:

—Tu nu-mi spui mie niciodatd cd sunt frumoass,
niciodata! Pariez ca de n’as fi sotia ta, de ti-as fi numai amants,
ai fi mai galant cu mine!
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“It's unheard of!”

“He let out a cry!”

“Of course he did. But it was too late. I can’t have that
happening again.”

“I really couldn’t care less! Do you hear me? I couldn’t
care less!”

“Now you are angry.”

“Kiss me then.”

He complies. She gets up and closes both doors, happy
as can be, and as if nothing had happened.

Then she comes and sits next to him.

“This is how I like it. If only we could do this all day
and forget the world!”

“My practise, my business... You want me to forget it?”

“Weren’t you in court yesterday?”

“Not enough. Look at you: you won’t let me go today.
A colleague came looking for me... I have an appearance in
Court and you're in the mood for love.”

She gets up and stands in front of the mirror, humming;:

“You know, you never tell me I'm beautiful. Never! I'm
sure if I were your mistress, not your wife, you would be
more courteous!”
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El da din umeri ca un om care nu e inteles.

—Petre, Petre, destul! Ah! jocul &dsta dureazd, se
eternizeazd. Nu mai pot! ispraveste! Arunca-ti masca!... masca
asta de tip imposibil, de torturator, de nesuferit. Vreau sa
ispravesti! Tntelegi? Vreau sd ispravesti!

—Si eu vreau sd nu ma mai intrerupi dela ocupatiile
mele. Odatd pentru totdeauna!...

—Iti promit.

—Nu mai lucrez nimic...

—Stiu, Petre.

—Cheltuesc numai si petrec!

—Si numai eu sunt de vina...

—Fireste!

— Acum, insa ma ierti!

—Poftim! Sa ne vada cineva. Suntem dupd masd. Abia
am dejunat, si uite, uite ce facem... Uite, cum esti... Hal! In ce
costum... Nu, cd suntem nebuni.. E si de ras. Parole
d’honneur!... Eugenico, Eugenico, nu e serios!... Ispraveste...

—Da, da, nu e serios!

Ei se strang in brate. Au renuntat deocamdata la
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He shrugs his shoulders helplessly: she just does not
understand.

“Stop it, Peter! The game goes on and on, it’s turning
into a habit. I'm tired of it! Stop it now! Put away that mask
of yours!... Stop hiding behind that impossible mask. You are
not a tormentor and you are not obnoxious. Stop it! Do you
hear me? I want you to put an end to it now!”

“And I want you to stop keeping me from work. Once
and for all!...”

“All right, I will.”

“I'm not getting anything done.”

“T know, Peter.”

“I spend and I go out. That’s all I do.”

“And I'm the only one to blame, am I?”

“Yes, you are!”

“Well, you'll forgive me anyway!”

“Look at us! Incredible. We've barely had lunch and
look at us... The way you look... Look at yourself! Walking
about like this. We must be crazy... It's ridiculous.... Eugenie,
it's not responsible!... Let’s have done with it...”

“True, it's not responsible!”

They are in each other’s arms. No need for explanations
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explicatii. El deabia mai poate sd sopteascd un ultim strigdt de
revolta:

—Ce scandal!

Iar ea sa-i raspundd, in culmea fericirei, victorioasa:

—Ce nelegiuire! Nu-i asa, Petre?

Cineva insd, a batut la use. Advocatul se desface din
bratele ei incurcat, zapdcit, jenat, cu varfurile urechilor rosii.

—Vezi, Eugenico, vezi? Eu am stiut c’o sa fim deranjati.
Eu ti-am spus cd nu era momentul. Trebue sa ma cheme la
Curte. Mi-a venit randul.

El intreba:

—Cine e?

—Un client! —rdspunde cineva afara.

— Mad rog, cine e?

—Un prieten.

— A, e generalul! il asigurd Eugenica, fard sa-si schimbe
pozitia.

—Crezi?

— Sigur, ce are aface Petre... Lasd-1 sa astepte!...

—Crezi?

—Da, fereste ca e mosul. El e atat de indiscret. Nu stii

140

now. He barely whispers one last cry of protest:

“Preposterous!”

Ecstatically, triumphantly she blurts out:

“It's outrageous! Isn’t it, Peter?”

A knock at the door. The lawyer pushes her away. He
is confused, embarrassed, ashamed; he blushes to the tips of
his ears.

“See, Eugenie, see? I knew we’d be interrupted. I told
you this was not the moment. It’s time —I'm due in court.”

He calls out:

“Who's there?”

“A client!” a voice outside the room replies.

“Well, what client?”

“A friend.”

“The general!” Eugenie reassures him, as if nothing had
happened.

“You think so?”

“Of course. Never mind him. Let him wait!...

“You think so?”

“Yes, of course, it’s him. Who else would drop by like

”

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

cd el are o specialitate: sa vie totdeauna la momentul
psichologic? De astd datd s’a intrecut. Am sa-i servesc una mai
pe urmd. Ai niste prieteni! E ingrozitor! Nu putem sd stdm un
moment singuri. Oamenii dstia trebue sd stie mereu ce facem.
Ne spioneaza.

—Mon général. d-ta esti?

—Da, drdguta!

—Un moment sd astepti. Sunt ocupat, am o micd
afacere.

—Nu, nu, vezi-ti de treabd. Caut pe d-na; vream sd stiu
dacd e acasa?

—Poftim animalul! Ah! Lasd-ma sa-i raspund.

—Eugenico, o sd stie cd esti aici...

—Lasd-mad!

—Mon général...

Intorcandu-se la ea, care sosise langa use:

—Taci din gura! Esti ridicula! Ce vrei sa faci?.. Mon
général indata!

In timpul acesta se aude soneria telefonului; Eugenica
devine palida.

—Allo! Da, da, eu... Curte, sectia III. Sosesc imediat. A
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this? This is just like the old man: to turn up at the worst
possible moment. It’s the last straw. Leave him to me. The
friends you have! It's dreadful! We hardly have a minute to
ourselves. How do they...? They must be spying on us.”

“Mon général,” he calls. “Is that you?”
“Yes, my dear!”
“Just a moment. I'm busy. I have something to attend

to.”

“Just carry on. I have really come to see your wife; is she
in?”

“See? The brute! I'll give him a piece of my mind.”

“Eugenie, he can’t know you're in here...”

“Just one word!”

“Mon général”...

He is at the door. She comes toward him and he turns
to her:

“Be quiet! You're being ridiculous! What do you want
!I/

to do? Mon général, just one moment
Now the phone is ringing and Eugenie suddenly pales.

“Hello! Yes, speaking... The third section, in Court. I'll
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inceput? Imediat, imediat.
Petre, inchide aparatul:
—Imbraci-te!
El isi aduna servieta.
—Eugenico, imi pare foarte rdu; eu am avut toata buna-
vointa.
O sdrutd pe frunte.
—Nu e nimica; la urma urmei, nu esti tu... Nu e decéat
generalul de vina.
—Radmaneti impreund. Opreste-l diseard la masa.
El a plecat; ea trece printr’o use de siguranta in buduar.
Parul ei bogat cade in unde pe umeri si ridicand ochii spre
tavan ea sopteste:
—Ce nesansa!
Apoi, cu necaz:
—Am sd-i cer socoteala generalului.

II.

Eugenica Colescu e fard indoiald una dintre cele mai
incantdtoare femei din societatea bucuresteand. Maritata
numai de trei ani, mariajul acesta pdrea ideal sub toate
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be there in a minute. Has it begun? Right away.”
Peter hangs up.
“Get dressed!”
He grabs his briefcase.
“Eugenie, I'm very sorry; I did my best.”

He kisses her forehead.

“No harm done; it’s not your fault, after all... It’s really
the general’s.”

“I'll leave him with you. Have him stay for dinner.”

And he’s gone. She goes into her boudoir using the
other door. Her hair still down about her shoulders, she raises
her eyes to the ceiling and whispers:

“Just my luck!”

Then, furiously:

“Well, General, you must pay for this!”

II.

Eugenie Colescu is certainly one of the loveliest women
you could meet in Bucharest’s high society. She has only been
married for three years. She married for love. The marriage
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raporturile; el avea la baza iubirea. Avocat distins, Petre
Colescu, desi foarte tanir inci, ficuse o carierd strilucits... Isi
vedea, cu regret insd, in urmd, activitatea, restransd, din
pricina temperamentului sotiei sale. Printre prietenii ce-i
vizitau si cari, erau destul de numerosi, era totdeauna, un
strigdt de admiratie. Ei o considerau perechea cea mai fericitd
din lume. Nimeni nu banuia ca aceastd unire avea si ea o parte
slabd; era tocmai acest exces de fericire.

Numai generalul, mai filozof, si mai bun observator,
avea alte pdreri, pe care le debita la inceput timid, apoi cu
oarecare energie.

Eugenica era acum gata pentru atac, hotdrata sa-i faca
o primire putin cdlduroasa acestui amic al casei, al cdrui gest
fusese mai adineaori atat de inoportun.

El se instalase confortabil intr'un fotoliu, isi aprinsese
havana, privea vag tapetele, fard sa bdanuiascd teribilele
proecte ce se puneau la cale in camera de alaturi.

Generalul losif Tutunaru, era un om de vreo 54 de ani,
aproape alb, solid, cu o infdtisare de ,bonhomme”, afabil, fara
distinctiune, insa galant cu femeile; era singurul din prietenii
lui Petre care indraznise sa-i faca curte sotiei sale, o curte bine
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looks perfect. Though still young, Peter Colescu has already
made a name for himself as a distinguished lawyer. Just lately
however, he has begun to feel that he is unfortunately not
doing as well as he might, and that his wife is at the bottom
of it. All their many friends that come over to their house
cannot take their eyes off her. They are considered to be the
happiest couple in the world. Nobody suspects that their
relationship has its flaw — which is an excess of happiness.

The general however has seen and understood it all. He
has actually come to a different conclusion. He may have
been uncertain when he first voiced it, but he is much more
confident when he talks about it now.

Eugenie is now good and ready. She is determined to
show this friend of theirs that he is not welcome: he has
arrived at such an inconvenient time.

He is now sitting in a comfortable armchair, has lit a
cigar, and gazes at the wallpaper, completely unaware of the
plans Eugenie is hatching in the adjoining room.

General Joseph Tutunaru is about 54 years of age, grey-
haired, a little overweight, with the look of a “bonhomme”.
He is well mannered, not quite refined, yet always courteous
when women are around. Amongst Peter’s friends, he is the
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inteles foarte discretd, insa staruitoare.

El isi avea in aceastd privintd ideile lui de vechi ofiter
cu experientd, care avusese in vieatd, atatea aventuri, atatea
cuceriri, de necrezut aproape.

—Orice femee la urma trebuie si cadd, — era maxima
lui favoritd, cu care agasa in toate discutiile, pastrand inca un
aer de Don Juan.

—Astdzi am sd stiu ce vrea—1isi spune Eugenica—de ce
ma plictiseste omul dsta asa? O sd fie amuzant, nu? N'o sd ma
jenez deloc. Ba bine cd nu! Dupa ceeace mi-a facut! A, vom

vedea noi, cine va invinge, ilustre general...

Ea isi face ultimele preparative ale toaletei, cu o
minutiositate de cochetd incorigibila.

—Mos losif. A, bietul mos Iosif! Vom vedea noi care din
doi? Voiu face la nevoe si pe M-me Putifar... A, e asa de
batran... Siracul! Nu e pericol. Il voiu umili ins3; il voiu rusina
pentru toatd vieata. Ca sd-mi ajung scopul, nam sa-mi refuz
nimic, nimic!

Ea sund. Apare femeea de serviciu.
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only one to whom the thought has occurred to court his wife,
which he does — discreetly, but persistently.

He has his own ideas in this respect,. They are those of
an old, experienced officer who has had many affairs in his
life, incredibly many conquests.

“Any woman is eventually bound to fall.” This is his
favourite maxim, and one he employs to get on everybody’s
nerves in conversation, since he is rather old to play the Don
Juan.

“Today I need to get to the bottom of this,” Eugenie
thinks to herself. “Why does he never stop coming? It will be
fun, indeed. I'll stop at nothing. Be sure I won’t! Not after he
has done this to me. Well, mon général, Oh, we’ll see who
triumphs in the end. . .

She checks herself in the mirror, determined to look her
best.

“Joseph... old Joseph, you poor old man! It’s either you
or me. I'll be Madam Putifar if I have to. Oh, he is really old...
The poor thing! He is harmless. But I'll teach him a lesson.
One he’ll never forget. Whatever it takes. I'll get there no
matter what it takes!”

She rings the hand bell. The maid comes in.
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—S54 chemi te rog pe Jacques!

Chaufeurul intra cu sapca in mana.

—Sa-ti schimbi cascheta!

—Da, conita!

—Peste o ora sa fii gata!

— Am inteles, conita.

—Ai schimbat anvelopa?

—Da.

—Bine, bdete. Tragi la scard, stii obiceiul; ma anunti.

Eugenica e intr’o robe de chambre, cu pieptul desfacut
putin in fatd, cu bratele goale, in dantele, gura ei mica are o
miscare de neastampadr; in figurd i-se citeste o stare de
supraexcitare ce o transformd, o face de nerecunoscut, si ii da
stralucirea, imaginea expresivd, a unui demon frumos.

Ea suna din nou:
—S5a vie aici, d-1 general.
Elintrd cu o miscare larga si cu un suras de om de lume.

—Bonjour, mon brave, bonjour mon général! In sfarsit,
in sfarsit, te-ai tinut de cuvant. Ai venit mai de vreme ca de
obiceiu la noi. Te rog sd ma ierti ca te-am fdcut sd mad astepti.
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“Get me Jacques!”

The driver comes in cap in hand.

“Get rid of that cap!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“In one hour!”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Have you changed the tyre?”

“I'have.”

“Very good. Bring the car up front, you know the rest.
Let me know.”

Eugenie’s “robe de chambre” is carelessly buttoned; her
naked arms are brushed by its lace. Her little mouth fidgets;
her face betrays a state of excitement which transforms her,
makes her unrecognizable and gives her the bright, eloquent
appearance of a beautiful demon.

She rings again:

“Do let the general in.”

He arrives with his ample gestures and a smile fit for a
man of the world.

“Bonjour, mon brave, bonjour, mon général! At last, at
last you've kept your word. You've come even earlier than
usual. Please forgive me for having kept you waiting. You
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Dar stii ce insuportabile suntem noi, femeile, cu toaleta
noastrd. Stiam cd esti dincolo, insd nu ma puteam decide sd ma
grabesc.

—Doamna, sunteti... zeita Afrodita cand iese... din
spuma madrii.

—Mon général, mon général, sa fim seriosi!

—S3-mi dau osteneala, Doamna!

—Bravo, asa imi place!.. Totdeauna ataci. Totdeauna
inainte, niciodata tnapoi...

—Ce sd fac, Doamna? Asa e meseria mea de militar, in
care am imbatranit...

—E foarte frumos. Ei, succes si de aici inainte!

El nu i-a dat incd drumul mainii pe care a sarutat-o, cu
un respect si cu o curtoazie desdvarsita. Ea n’a facut nimic ca
sd si o ia tnapoi.

Era bine azi generalul. Era ,in forma”. Pdarea mult mai
tanar ca in zilele celelalte. Pentru prima oard ea il gasea
amuzant, pldcut, interesant. Acest ,colos” nu era asa de
antipatic, cum i-se pdrea la inceput.

Acest batran nu era asa de ridicul si de respingator,
cum si-1 inchipuise pana atunci. Era un om, un barbat. In fata
lui se simtea turburata.
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know how long it takes a woman to get properly dressed. I
knew that you were in the other room, but I wanted to look
my best.”

“But you are more beautiful than Aphrodite... rising
from the ocean.”

“Come now, mon général!”

“I mean it, Madam!”

“That’s so like you! Always on the offensive. Will you
never give up?”

“I cannot help it, Madam. I've done it all my life. I am
just an old soldier.

“How very nice. Well, good luck then!”

He is still holding her hand, having kissed it with
courteous deference. She shows no intention of drawing it
back.

The general looks good today. He is “en pleine forme”.
He seems, if anything, younger than his years. For once, she
finds him amusing, agreeable, interesting. Imposing as he is,
he is not so bad after all.

No —the old man is not ridiculous or unlikeable —she
was wrong. He is rather engaging. He is human. And he is a
man. He troubles her.
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Hotaritd sa-1 braveze, sa-i facd o farsd, de care avea si
rada la urma cu poftd, ea ii suferea ascendentul; privirea lui
puternica si clard ii impunea.

Eugenica simtea ceva ciudat, nervos, efectele unei
senzatiuni bizare, pe care nu o mai avusese multd vreme. Cu
o volubilitate in voce, cu o privire intensa ii spune:

—Ia loc, mon général. Nu stii catd placere imi faci. Ah!
fmi esti un bun prieten... Acum vad! Vii s& ma vezi. E foarte
frumos asta din partea dumitale, d-le general... Uite, nu stii cat
sunt de recunoscadtoare... Cit am sd tin de azi inainte la

dumneata.

Aceasta  primire neasteptatd ddramad calmul
generalului:

—0O, doamna!...

Ea ii intinde mana cu o gratie, cu o insistentd deosebita.
—Da, da, sa fim prieteni!... Am nevoe... Imi promiti?
—Vai!

—Eziti?
—Dimpotriva. Nu stiu ce sd cred.
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A minute ago she was determined to outwit him, to
make him look like a fool. But now —he is appealing, there is
something commanding in his eyes: his firm, clear gaze
impresses her against her better judgment.

Eugenie is feeling strangely excited: an odd sensation
she had almost forgotten. Suddenly talkative, gazing at him
affectionately, she says:

“Do have a seat, mon général. It's so good of you to
come. Such a good friend! Now I see! So very thoughtful of
you, mon général. I'm so grateful... I'm very fond of you, I
really am.”

This sudden, warm welcome discomfits the general’s
calm demeanour:

“You are too kind, madam.”

She holds out her hand: such grace, such exquisite
resolve.

“Come now, let’s be friends!.. I need a friend... Do you
promise?”

“Well, I...7”

“Why not?”

“Really? Does this mean...?”
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—Mon général, mon général. Sa-mi dai voe. Ascultd- “Mon général, mon général. May I...? Listen! You'll see
ma. Avem si ne intelegem indata. Intai: am sa fiu indiscreta. what I mean. But first, I must ask you a rather more personal
losif... e un nume greu, de Biblie. Ah, nu zice nimic. Femeea question. Joseph... such an imposing, biblical name. Have you
care te-a iubit, mon général, cum ti-a zis? never been called by a more affectionate name? By the

women who have loved you?”

—In multe feluri. “Plenty of times.”

—Josif, in orice caz, nu. “And it wasn’t Joseph, I'm sure of that.”

—Ai dreptate. “You are right. It wasn’t Joseph.”

—Gif... Sif, mon brave... iti place? Eu asa am sa-ti zic. “Mon brave Seph, then... How do you like it? That’s

what I will call you.”

—Fie. “Very well.”

—Nu esti multumit? “You don’t like it?”

—Conita, razi de mine. “Madam, are you mocking me.”

In ochii ei sunt cate-va lacrami. There are tears in her eyes now.

—E posibil? Cum mai e posibil, sd-ti inchipuesti asta? “Is it possible? How can you possibly say that now?”

—Totusi e de necrezut. “Well, it’s incredible.”

—E adevarat... E adevarat... “It's true... It’s true.”

—Ma iubesti? “That you love me?”

—Cum poti sd te mai indoesti? Ce proba vrei sa-ti dau? “How can you doubt it? What proof do you need? Isn’t
Mai e nevoe de vreuna! Dar e clar... Ah! daca-ti dau tot. Tot... it obvious? Of course it is. Here, I am yours. Look at me.
Sunt gata. Ia, Sif. Pentru numele lui Dumnezeu... Ce faci? Un Yours, Seph. For God’s sake... What are you waiting for?
general e mai intreprinzator. Uite eu inchid usile... am cheia in Seize the opportunity, mon général. There... I'm going to lock
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mand.
Ea se duce si se intoarce.
—Ce zici?
Sif ramane impietrit. El o priveste, 1i surade ca un copil

cuminte, ii sdrutd mainile amandoud. Nu rdaspunde inca nimic.

—Sif, mon brave... vrei o proba? Vrei o proba decisiva,
cd vreau sa fiu a ta? lat-o. lat-o. Grabeste-te panad e timp.

Ea isi desface agrafa din fatd. ,Robe-de-chambrul”
alunecd moale, cu un fosnet usor, de-a lungul corpului jos. Se
apropie, astfel de el si dintr’un salt e la gatul lui.

— Sif, sunt a ta!

Ofiterul se desmeticeste la aceastd atingere dulce,
neobicinuit de dulce. Se simte biruit, invins, ca o jucdrie a ei si
abia i zice:

—0O, mersi.

El o strange cu putere la pieptul sdu lat, pe tunica lui cu
brandenburguri, incat ea e aproape, sa strige.

—Nu visai asta, Sif. Eu insa stiam, o prevedeam demult.
Mi-e indiferent, cum mad judeci. Eu sunt fericitd... Ah! Pot s’o
spun...
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the doors... I have the key.”

She locks the doors and returns.

“What now?”

Seph is utterly at a loss. He looks at her, smiles
obediently like a child, then kisses both her hands. He can’t
find a single word.

“Mon brave Seph... What proof do you want? Do you
want clear proof that I wish to be yours? Here, then. Look!
We don’t have much time.”

With a little gesture she lets her “robe de chambre” slip
all the way down, making a soft rustling sound. The next
moment she has her arms around his neck.

“I am yours, Seph!”

Her passionate embrace moves him to some response
at last. He’s overwhelmed and helpless, a mere plaything in
her hands:

“Oh, merci.”

He embraces her, pressing her to his broad chest clad in
his Brandenburg tunic. He almost makes her cry out .

“Are you surprised, Seph? Well, I knew it. I have seen
it coming. Think of me as you will... I am happy... Yes! I can
say that...”
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Deodata cine-va bate la use. Generalul e in mijlocul
odaii.

—Cine e?

—SGif! Nu te speria. E sofeurul. Mad anunta ca
automobilul e la scara.

Facand cati-va pasi, pe covor, agitat, el ii se adreseaza
cu un tremolo in voce:

—Doamnd, nu e prudent ce facem. Trecutul meu,
prietenia mea pentru Petre, ma face sa fiu cu bagare de seama.
E si o chestiune de constiinta aici...

—Sif, e prea tarziu...

—Regret, dar vedeti, acum mi-am adus aminte. E prea
grav... E inutil.

Din nou bate la use.

—Conita, automobilul.

—Bine, Jacques. Mon général, sa-mi dai voe, sa-ti
spun... Esti un las!

Si se scoald repede din asternutul in care sta ingropata.
Ca si cum nu s’ar fi intdmplat nimic:

—Mon général, am sa te rog, sd treci in odaia cealalts;
ma imbrac.

150

Suddenly there is a knock at the door. The general
jumps to his feet.

“Who’s that?”

“It’s all right, Seph. It's just the chauffeur. He must have
brought the car to the front.”

After taking a few steps back, he addresses her
nervously in a troubled voice:

“Madam, this is very unwise. Peter is my friend, and
besides, I have a reputation to consider. I must be careful. My
conscience, you know...”

“Seph, it’s too late!”

“I regret, madam. Now I realize... This cannot be... It
must not be.”

Another knock at the door.

“The car is here, madam.”

“Very well, Jacques. I must say, mon général... you are
such a coward!”

She was reclining on the bed: now she jumps up in a
hurry. She speaks as if nothing had happened:

“Mon général, if you don’t mind stepping out for just
one moment. I must be getting dressed.”
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II1.

Sunt orele 6. La Sosea echipagele au inceput sa-si faca
aparitia. Miscarea care e de obicei la aceastd ord, nu a atins inca
punctul culminant. Pe aleea pietonilor e lume mai multa si
animatia mai mare. Generalul losif Tutunaru, cu doi tineri,
unul in dreapta si altul in stanga, merg incet de vorba, cu capul
gol, lovind din cand in cand cu bastonul, nisipul de pe alee.
Ceva mai departe ii urmeaza o trasura luxoasa de piata.

—Mon général, fii sincer... Stiu cad-i vezi foarte des... D-
na Colescu e extraordinara. Ah, ce femee! Ce femee!
Bucurestiul tot e amorezat de ea.

— Aveti dreptate, baeti.

—Se pare cd nu e nimic de facut. Adora pe barbatu-sau.
Ce crezi?

Generalul nu rdspunde nimic.

—Pe onoarea mea, mon-cher... Ca sa fii iubit, de o astfel
de femee, trebue sd ai sansa... Colescu a avut-o! Bun bdiat. Nu
es decat impreund. Se tine de el, mon cher, e putin lucru asta?
Are aerul sd fie nebuna dupad el. Ce zici, mon général?
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II.

It's 6 o’clock. The grand carriages are already driving
down the boulevard. It is not yet as crowded as it usually gets
at this hour. There are lots of people on the pavement and
they move in all directions. Bareheaded, General Joseph
Tutunaru walks slowly along with two young men, one to his
right, the other to his left, chatting. From time to time he stirs
the sand of the alley with his cane. An elegant hackney
carriage follows them at some distance.

“Mon général, be honest... I know you are often at their
house... Mrs Colescu is extraordinary. What a woman! What
a woman! All Bucharest is in love with her.”

“True, my boys.”

“Yet it seems there’s nothing to be done about it. She
adores her husband. What do you think?”

The general keeps silent.

“Really, mon cher... To be loved by such a woman
you’d have to have luck on your side... Colescu has it! He’s a
good man. They go out together all the time. She follows him
about, mon cher. Good for him. She seems to be crazy about
him. What do you think, mon Général?”
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—Nu stiu nimic, baeti.
—Uite-o... singura!
—Nu se poate.
—Daca-ti spun...
—Ce incantat sunt, ca e fara Colescu. Semn ca o sa-si ia
un amant.
— S’o mananci! Are ceva femeea asta, de te da gata din
intaia clipa.
—Fie vorba intre noi, mon général, taci ca un motan.
—Dragii mei, sunteti copii. Eu sunt un ramolit. Ce sa
md mai amestec?
—O viatd intreagd ai facut pe modestul. Nu putem
manca o paine depe urma d-tale.
Intr'un , Torpedo” splendid, Eugenica cu Jacques la
,volan”, trece intr’o viteza nebunad, printre teii infloriti, printre
sirurile de trasuri, cari merg potolit pe sosea.

Au ajuns la Minovici.
Opreste.
Jacques stopeaza.
— Jacques, pentru ce ai oprit motorul?
— Conita doreste sd mearga inainte?
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“I really don’t know, my boys.”

“Look... there she is... alone!”

“It can’t be.”

“I'm telling you...”

“I'm so pleased she’s out without Colescu. That’s a sign
that she’s going to take a lover.”

“What charm! She’s got something special, that woman.
She gets to you.”

“Between us, mon Général, you are far too quiet.”

“My dears, you are so young. 'm an old dodderer. Why
talk about such things any more?”

“You're always so damn modest. Nobody can gossip
about you.”

In an elegant Torpedo car, beneath the blooming linden
trees, amongst the lines of coaches rolling quietly along the
avenue, Eugenie drives by at a crazy speed with Jacques
behind the wheel.

They reach the Minovici Villa.

They stop.

Jacques pulls over.

“Jacques, why have you stopped the engine?”

“Does ma’am wish to go on?”
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— Da, baete.

— Am inteles.

Au trecut de Baneasa.

— Jacques, opreste!

—Conita doreste, chiar aici?

—Nu, langa pddurea asta. Treci santul. E un drum de
care, nu? Am putea merge pe el.

—Cum bine-voeste conita.

—Doamne, ce frumos e! Stai te rog aici. Jacques sa ne
ddm jos. Acum poti sa opresti motorul. Nu mi-asi fi putut
inchipui, cd langa Bucuresti poate sd fie un colt asa de poetic.
Oamenii la tara sunt mai fericiti decat noi, imi vine sa cred
cateodata.

—Da, conita.

In stanga e o tarla de porumb. Porumbul a crescut asa
de mare, in cat omul nu se poate vedea calare.

—Jacques, mi-ar fi frica sa trec pe aici.

—De ce conita?

—M’as simti asa de singurd. Si totusi mi-ar place...

—Incercati... Nu e nimeni.

— Jacques. Vino dupd mine.

—Conita nu trebue sa aibd nici o grije.

153

“Yes, of course.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
They have passed Baneasa.
“Jacques, stop!”

“Ma’am wants to stop here?”

“No, next to those woods. Go beyond the ditch. That is
a cart road, isn’t it? We can follow it.”

“As ma’am pleases.”

“God, how beautiful it is here! Stop please, Jacques.
Let’s get out of the car. Now you can switch off the engine. I
would never have imagined that there’d be such a poetic
stretch of land so close to Bucharest. Sometimes I think
country folk are happier than we are.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

To their left there is a corn field. The corn has grown so
tall that even a man on horseback could hide in it.

“I'd be scared to walk here alone, Jacques.”

“Why, ma’am?”

“I'd feel lonely. And yet I'd like to...”

“Go ahead then... There is no one here.”

“Jacques, will you follow me?”

“Ma’am, you needn’t worry.”

C ONTEMPORARY

LiteraTture Press

http:/feditura.mttlc.ro

Bucuregti 2013



Alexis V. Draculea

In Retreat. In retragere.
Schite si nuvele de rasboiu. 1918.

—Sa ma aperi tu. Mai aproape Jacques! Mai aproape.
Ca sa mad aperi.

—Conita crede ca e nevoe?

—Doamne, stiu eu? Jacques.

— Conita...

Ea il apuca intentionat de mana.

— Sunt mai sigurd asa.

Mana asta asprd, brutald, stangace, ea o strange cu un
fel de placere. O trage dupa ea, nu-i opune nici o rezistentd. O
asteaptd puternicd, dureroasd, sd se infiga in spatele ei, in jurul
mijlocului ei, delicat, ca sd tipe... Ea se intoarce cuprinsa de
neliniste, palida si se uitd in ochii lui.

— Jacques, am obosit.

—Conita ar putea sa sada.

— Sa stai si tu langd mine.

—Cum doreste, conita.

—Da, dar cum? Jos, pe pamantul gol... O sa putem?

Jacques e un tandr simpatic, brun, un tip de , buldog”
incapatanat, cu ochi vioi si fata rasd. Sub aerul lui cuviincios,
el ascunde o indrdzneald, fard margine. Miscdrile lui sunt
repezi, pasul decis, tot caracterul lui se acordd cu meseria lui
de sofeur.

154

7

“Protect me. Closer Jacques! Closer. To protect me.”

“Does ma’am think it quite necessary?”

“Well?.. Jacques.”

“Ma’am...”

She takes his hand deliberately.

“I teel safer this way.”

She grasps his coarse, brutal, clumsy hand with a sort
of pleasure. She pulls it closer and it offers no resistance. She
half expects it to clasp her from behind, encircle her delicate
waist, till she cries out... She turns around, pale and anxious,
looking into his eyes.

“Jacques, I'm tired.”

“Ma’am could sit down.”

“Will you sit next to me?”

“As ma’am wishes.”

“Yes, but how? On the bare ground... Can we?”

Jacques is an attractive dark young man, the kind that
resembles a stubborn bulldog, with bright eyes and clean
shaven cheeks. He is deferential, but it’s easy to guess that he
can also be very bold. His movements are swift, his gait self-
assured, his nature is in keeping with his role as chauffeur.
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— Nu ne vede nimeni, Jacques...

—Nu, conita.

— Jacques, Jacques. Ce faci? E cu putinta? Te rog... Te
rog. Ai mild putin de mine. Cat de putin... Jacques. Pentru-ce
faci asta?

— Conitd e pdcat de rochie...

— Jacques, ai rabdare. Vai! Nu pot... Gandeste-te putin
la mine. Jacques! Jacques! Sunt perdutal!..

prgele

M

Automobilul se intoarce. Ea sta in fund si soferul la
locul lui in fata.

El sare acum corect, cu un salut adanc, deschizand usa
stapanii sale in pragul casei.

— Bund seara, Jacques —1i spune ea cu un suris.

—Sdrut mana, conitd —rdaspunde smerit.

—Petre, am avut un accident... Priveste mainile,
spatele, mai ales spatele... sunt vanatd, e o rand. Am cdzut de
pe scara automobilului. Petre e ingrozitor... tot corpul, sufer.
A fost tare, asa de tare!... Toatd viata am sa-mi aduc aminte!

155

“No one will see us, Jacques...”

“No, ma’am.”

“Oh, Jacques. Jacques. What are you doing? Is it
possible? Please... Please. Be good... to me. Jacques. Why are
you doing this?”

“Ma’am, it's a shame to ruin the dress...”

“Jacques, be patient. Oh, dear! I can’t.. What am I

14

doing. Jacques! Jacques! I'm lost!...

9o

M

The automobile returns. She is sitting in the back, the
driver is behind the wheel.

He jumps out respectfully and, with a deep bow, opens
the door of the car to his mistress when they reach the house.

“Good bye, Jacques,” she says with a smile.

“Good bye, ma’am,” he replies humbly.

“Peter, I've had an accident... Look at my hands, my
back, especially my back... I'm so bruised. I'm sore all over. I
fell off the running-board of the car. Peter, it's awful... my
whole body hurts. I fell on hard ground... I'll remember it as
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long as I live!”

—Te ingrijesc eu. “I'll take care of you.”

—Merci, Petre. Nu e nimic grav. Sunt multumita... “Thank you, Peter. But it’s nothing serious. I am

Plimbarea asta mi-a facut asa bine. content... The ride has done me a great deal of good.”

—Stii cd s’a pronuntat Curtea. Am castigat procesul. “The Court has reached the verdict, you know. I have
won the case.”

—Bravo! $i tu esti multumit atunci? “Wonderful! Then you are happy too?”

—Fireste. “Of course.”
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Nu plange, maicd Romanie!

~ Nu plange, maica Romanie,

. C3 am s3 mor neimpdartasit!
F_.Un glont pornit spre pieptul tau,
- Cu pieptul meu eu I-am oprit...

- Nu plange, maicd Romanie!

" E randul nostru s& luptdm
'$i din pdmantul ce ne arde

'I'g._i_‘gi o farama sa nu dam!
"

Nu plénge, maicd Romanie!

Pentru dreptate noi pierim;

' Copiii nostri, peste veacuri,

' Onoare ne vor da, o stim!

g e N

]
4
il SR

_'hé tot ce-i bun sub soare; g 8 w1
!_"‘ heamd si pe noi la praznic, E_E’;‘énﬁlﬁﬁ;rﬁ"aﬁgﬁlﬁgﬁg_
And Romania va fi mare! ~ pemuntele Sorica,
i i i.g dinCarpatiids Curbri i
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Palatul Snagov
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