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Synopsis

We find ourselves in 1973, somewhere near Brasov in Romania, in a family that comprises
Germans, people from the Oltenia region, from Transylvania, and from Bucharest. Sometime
before the First World War, the great-grandparents left for work in America; now their descend-
ants have to emigrate to a Germany (the FRG) that became a Promised Land for those remaining
in Communist Romania.

If the scene set is of an ethnic melting pot, the spotlight that underlines the foreground belongs
to a young boy, whose monologue (interspersed with numerous dialogues of the adults) carves
out destinies, physiognomies, beliefs and attitudes with a soul-binding comprehension, admi-
rably unfolded on the page. It captures, filters, analyses and diagnoses in the name of the fasci-
nation exerted by the ,language of understanding.”

Weaving in and out of the boy’s story are his maternal and paternal grandparents, Germans,
Oltenians or Wallachians, relatives living in Germany, parents divided between Bucharest and
lasi, uncles, aunts, neighbours, people of various ages, professions and beliefs, The German
Tower and The Hungarian Church, the Dragdsans, the hypnosis caused by the sour cherry trees
in the orchard, the Free Europe broadcasts, Willy Brandt and Nicolae Ceausescu, the history
being learned through the fate of the people, and the world through the carousel of the family’s
destinies.



Varstele jocului. Strada Cetdtil.
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Noi suntem aici. Insd nu suntem singuri - si aici nu e sin-
gurul loc pe lume. Cerul, e adevarat, se termina in padurile
dindaratul cetdtii si dincolo de vale, iar la stanga si la dreapta
in zare, printre dealuri, insd tot ce acopera aici nu e la randu-i
decat o parte a lui de-mai-multe-feluri. Pentru ca locuri pe
lume exista cel putin incd doua. Sau trei.

Unul e Jibert, unde trdieste Otata, strabunicul. De sus de
pe cetate se vad doar crestele dealurilor dimprejur, iar pana
acolo se ajunge doar cu autobuzul. Acolo se vorbeste tot
timpul saseste, limba pe care unii de pe aici n-o pricep deloc,
si se umbld mai mult pe pamant si cu pamantul, pentru ca
acolo strazile sunt pdméantoase toate, pavate doar in dreptul
caselor cu piatra de rau, iar pe cdmpuri inca inainte de intra-
rea in sat, oamenii se apleaca preocupati asupra pamantului
si il ciupesc sau il framantd cu uneltele lor cu coada lunga.
Zilnic cédtre pamantul jibertean pleacd huruind un autobuz
plin cu oameni, depune acolo pe cétiva, pentru ca apoi, dupa
citeva ceasuri, sa treaca din nou, din sens opus, spre a aduna
si aduce inapoi pe cate unii, din cand in cand pe aceiasi de la
dus, anume pe Bunica si pe mine. Ne poartd pana acolo, la
numeroasele rubedenii si neamuri ce locuiesc laolaltd in sat,
si ne aduce inapoi, la Bunicul cel razlet.

Pe urmad existd Dacia. Satul se gaseste intre locul nostru si
Jibert, si de sus de pe cetate se poate vedea, cu varful ascutit
al turlei bisericii, alaturi de cateva acoperisuri tuguiate, itite
printre dealuri. Si acolo coboara de fiecare data cate unii
din autobuz, iar altii urcda. Dacia e abia mai mult decat o
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statie vremelnicd, un scurt popas pe drumul dintre cerul de
la noi si pamantul jibertean, cu cativa oameni vesnic stand
si asteptand.

Si apoi mai exista Ingermania. Un loc deopotrivi binestiut
si de neatins: undeva el este, insd totodatd nu existd. Inger-
mania nu se zareste de nicdieri, nici macar de sus, de pe
cetate. Cu toate astea despre el pare sa stie lumea intreaga.
De acolo isi fac aparifia din cand in cand figuri familiare.
Prin venirea lor iscd discutii si vioiciune, pentru ca pe urma
sa dispara grabnic. Dar sd pleci acolo tu insuti, intocmai ca
la Jibert, la Otata in vizitd, nu se poate. Intr-acolo nu duce
nici un autobuz huruind, {ara aceea exista doar in povestile
care se spun despre ea, si ele, aceste prea rare, auzite, stinse
si mereu rendscute vechi istorioare, o fac sd fie o tard din
povesti. Putinii oameni care pleaca si ei de la o vreme de aici
pleacd in tara inchipuirii si pe urma nu mai exista nici ei. Unii
isi mai fac din vreme in vreme aparitia, devin pentru cateva
zile cei ce au fost si insira la randul lor noi istorioare. Pe urma
se fac iarasi nevazuti, undeva in capatul strazii principale, si
patrund in povestile celor ramasi. Ingermania pare a fi un
loc destul de jalnic: pe toti care vin de acolo pentru scurta
vreme, cat si pe toti acei ce pleacd intr-acolo pentru totdeauna
ii podideste la plecare plansul. Unii plang si la sosire.

Undeva pare sd se mai afle unloc care, privit astfel, de aseme-
nea nu ar exista: Bucuresti. Nu e un tardm de basm, desi adesea
rasare si acela in tot felul de istorioare. De acolo figuri capti-
vante nu sosesc, nici la plecare intr-acolo nu plange nimeni. In
zarea lui nici turn al bisericii nu se vede si nici statie de autobuz
plind de oameni. Nici un Otata nu traieste acolo - si nici sub
cerul de aici nu are loc. Bucuresti se poate spune cu usurinta ce
nu este, insd nu-mi dau seama ce oare ar putea fi. Acolo exista
chipurile doi oameni care si-ar avea de asemenea rostul aici,
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care ar avea ceva de a face cu locul acesta si cu noi toti, care insd
arareori trec de se aratd. Pdrinti ar fi ei, parinti adevarati. Un
cuvant neobisnuit, ca o taina intr-o sticld ratacind pe mare.

Bunica si Bunicul e vorba ca nici n-ar fi adevarata mea
mama si adevdratul meu tatd. Cu rabdare incearca fiecare de
la 0 vreme sa ma faca sa pricep. Tatal si mama ar fi, chipurile,
cei doi oameni veseli care ne viziteaza din cand in cind si
care de fiecare data se simt aici ca acasa.

Traiesc in acel Bucuresti care se afla pesemne dincolo de
Dacia si de Jibert si care de acolo sus, de pe cetate, nu e de
vazut. Pentru ca de fiecare datd cand trec pe aici, se cheama
ca amandoi ar veni de la Bucuresti.

Sus, in camera-din-fata, deasupra televizorului, intre
fereastra catre cetate si bufetul verde, care, impins in limba
germana, se cheama Kredenz si caruia, readus in romaneste, i
se mai spune si kredentu, atarna pe perete, intr-o rama aurie
subtire, o picturda cu mult albastru. Deschis, albastrul, cu unele
nuante mai inchise. La un mal friméantat de mare, intre cer si
pamant, sade pe o stancd solitara o tandra fata intr-o rochie
turcoaz ca din spuma, cu o bonetd din dantela de culoarea
norilor, tinand pe umeri o mica umbrela deschisa. Privirea
ei blanda se pierde visator in zare, deasupra marii, undeva
inspre cetate. Pentru ca sade cu spatele la kredentu verde, iar
umbrela o fereste uneori in timpul zilei de potopul razelor
fierbinti ce navalesc prin fereastra. Culorile marii, ale cerului,
ale rochiei si ale umbrelei se intrepatrund. Doar chipul ei,
dimpreuna cu soarele - cel din tablou, si cu stancile, sunt
altfel, de culoarea deschisa a nisipului. Aprinse la randu-le, in
unele dupa-amiezi, de soarele adevérat de afara.

Cand am intrebat-o cine ar fi fata din tablou, Bunica a sus-
pinat si a spus incet:
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— E mama ta.

Nu am fost lamurit: e prin urmare ea insasi, Bunica? Ei
ii spun eu ,Mama”. De ce, atunci, nu a spus pur si simplu:
,sunt eu”? Insd nu - nu este ea. Pe ea am vizut-o mai des,
ce-i drept, privind visator si azuriu, insa niciodata spre mare.
Aici nu exista mare. Doar padurile, campiile, pajistile de pe
coline, cetatea. Prin urmare va fi fiind altcineva. De undeva
departe, unde exista si mare. Cineva care-mi aparfine. O
mama, zice-se, ar apartine si ea cuiva. Atunci de ce nu mie?

%

Bunica se pricepe cel mai bine sa desluseasca tonurile de
mai multe feluri din Turnul Sasilor. Auzul meu nu ia seama
la rostul lor, iar Bunicul pare chitit mai degraba pe sunetul
mai indepartat al bisericii celei mici. Catre iesirea din loca-
litate inspre hill, cum numesc unii dealul din zare crestat de
sosea, indaratul caselor aliniate umadr la umar vegheazd o a
doua biserica, al cédrei turn cu clopot sta lipit de cladire, cu
mult mai mic, insa, decat Turnul Sasilor. I se spune ,,Biserica
Roménilor”, pesemne pentru ca sunetul firav al clopotului il
face de asta data pe Bunicul sa tresara si sa-si dea socoteald,
de fiecare data cand ecoul sdu patrunde pe strizi, in curti si
in cugete. Indeobste Bunicul urmeaza chemarea clopotului
acelei mici biserici — duminica mereu se primeneste cu apa
rece, se imbraca frumos si pleaca in oras. Fie si numai, uneori,
ca sa afle pentru ce a tras clopotul pe neasteptate.

La cracana drumului catre strada din sus, unde incepe
promenada de sub castani, inddratul unei gradini pe creasta
dealului se ridicd de asemenea un turn, cu tot cu biserica. I se
spune ,,Biserica Ungurilor” pentru cd in ea intrd ungurii. Pe
unul din cei doi stalpi ai portii e zugravita un fel de ghinda
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mare, cu trei coroane una peste alta, in vreme ce de pe var-
furile améandurora privesc in gol doud chipuri stranii, din
piatrd. Nici Bunica, nici Bunicul nu tresar la bataia ocazio-
nala a clopotelor ei, desi amandoi ii pot deslusi glasul rasu-
nator. Cu toate ca Biserica Ungurilor se afla cel mai aproape
de casa noastrd, fiecare merge, atunci cdnd merge, doar la
Biserica Romanilor, mai indepartatd, sau la biserica de langa
Turnul Sasilor.

Ecourile celor trei turnuri nu sunt nicidecum usor de deo-
sebit, rasunetul lor fiind pentru mine aproape acelasi, doar
departarea dangdtului lasandu-ma sa aflu care dintre biserici
isi leagdnd clopotul. Sunt si ceasuri cand rasuna toate laolalta,
ceea ce, cu toatd fraimantarea pe care o starnesc in aer, le sim-
plifica jocul, de la nelamuritul de-mai-multe-feluri la odihni-
torul de-un-singur-fel.

Mai pufin asemanatoare si confundabile decét glasurile
de-mai-multe-feluri de clopot sunt mai-multe-felurile limbi-
lor. Cu Bunicul nu vorbesc in aceeasi limba in care vorbesc
cu Bunica, si nici el insusi nu vorbeste cu ea cum vorbeste cu
mine. El nu vorbeste decat romaneste. Insd prin el aflaim cu
totii limba intelegerii. Bunica vorbeste cu mine, cand suntem
doar noi doi, numai in germana - si prin urmare iarasi altfel
decat cu vecinii sau cu neamurile sasesti. Daca germana ei cu
mine se simte ca un covor zburétor, aspru, insd cu margini
drepte si fara franjuri, saseasca ei cu ceilalti se simte precum
niste franjuri zburatori, fard covor. Spre deosebire de a ei,
limba Bunicului e limba doctorului Voicu, a omuletilor din
televizorul brun-roscat si a celor din emisiunile cdutate si
chemate intr-adins din adancimile radioului celui negru. De
asemenea e limba lui ,,O, brad frumos”, a Tovardsului, a lui
nenea Suciu si a altor frati de pahar. Intr-o anumiti vecinatate
se vorbeste si ungureste.
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In primul rand alituri, la Paula-Tante, bunica lui Emerich,
care se pricepe insa, cand vine pe la noi, sd treaca detasat in
germand, cu Bunica, pe romaneste, cu Bunicul, sau la verzi
si uscate cu mine. Faptul ca ungureste sund cat se poate de
neobisnuit, si sdseste de asemenea, nu e motiv sa nu te intelegi
de indata, intrucat cei care vorbesc intre ei in aceste limbi se
pricep, la fel ca noi toti, ciAnd ne aflim in tovardsie straind, sa
salte una-doua pe tricicleta comuna a limbii romane, disponi-
bila oricand. Limbile ce se intalnesc aici nu lasa pe nimeni sa
plece nelamurit. Fiece scurtd oprire pe strada si fiecare intam-
pinare intr-o limba comund adauga noi cunostin{e despre
felul in care se gaseste celdlalt. Nu toti vorbesc germana, nici
saseste si nici ungureste, insa cu totii vorbesc roména. E limba
pamantului, care nu lasa pe nimeni sd plece nestiutor. Chiar
daca tonurile sale se rostogolesc in chip diferit in beregate, pe
varfuri de limbad sau printre dinti.

In televizorul brun-roscat e de asemenea ceva de sirbito-
rit in seara asta. Insi fird brad si fird luméanari. Cu cantece
da, insd nu despre brad, cetina verde si Créaciun, ci despre
tara si partid. Si fira prajituri sau cadouri. In schimb, exista
sumedenie de imagini cu santiere si fabrici si cu mul{i, multi
oameni care fac infrigurat cu mana sau il aplauda pe Tova-
rasul, fie de pe trotuar, in picioare, in timp ce el trece incet
prin dreptul lor intr-o masind lata si neagra, fara acoperis,
fie intr-o sala mare cét o sura, unde stau cu totii asezati, mici
de tot, pe siruri intinse si dese de scaune si il au drept in fata
lor, in picioare, la mijlocul unei mese lungi si inguste, vorbind
la doua maciulii de microfoane, inddratul unui dulapior tesit
precum acoperisul casutei din varful cetatii. De multa vreme
vreau sa aflu cum reuseste Tovarasul sa fie atat de repede,
iarnd-vard, in atatea locuri. Pare si fie peste tot.
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In televizor se sirbitoreste sfarsitul unui an deosebit, in
care se spune ca patria noastra socialistd a facut noi si impor-
tanti pasi pe calea independentei, progresului si recunoaste-
rii in lume. Pe urma se spune ceva despre recenta calatorie
a Tovarasului si a Tovarasei — pe care o cheama la fel ca pe
el, doar ca Elena, o tanti la fel de mica, cu parul umflat - in
niste state care ar fi unite si care s-ar gasi in America. Despre
intelegere si prietenie si despre o declaratie comuna care ar
fi fost semnatd cu acest prilej. Intr-adevar, sunt aritati doi
nenea, unul din ei Tovardsul, sezind la o masd si desenand
ceva, avand in spate, in picioare, pe alti citiva asteptandu-i sd
termine. Apoi se povesteste despre convorbiri si noi contacte
cu organizatii importante, despre acorduri, intreprinderi
romane si corporatii americane — prilej pentru povestito-
rul nevazut sa vorbeasca iar si iar despre interesele patriei si
despre maretele infiptuiri si semne ale timpului nostru.

Nu e prima oard cand in televizorul brun-roscat se vor-
beste in romaneste fara sa inteleg ce se spune, ca si cum ar
fi o limb4 cu totul striini. In cuvinte la fel de nedeslusite se
povesteste despre Fond Monetar si despre Helsinki, despre o
recentd vizita la Moscova, despre colaborare intre térile soci-
aliste si despre hotdrarea recent adoptatd de a se construi la
Cernavoda, pe langa Dundre, o centralda nucleara, o mare
cetate a energiei. Insd tot ce se vede in televizor, castelele
ciudate, povestile neobisnuite, muzica sarbatoreascd, totul
arata altfel si suna altfel decat aici la noi. Bunica si Bunicul
privesc doar fugar inspre el si-1 dau mai incet si tot mai incet.

Hotarat lucru, sarbatoarea omuletilor din cutia televizoru-
lui brun-roscat nu seamana de fel cu sarbatoarea de acasd de
la noi.
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The Ages of the Game — Citadel Street
Claudiu M. Florian

Translated from the Romanian by Mihnea Gafita

We are here. But we are not alone - and here is not the only
place in the world. Indeed, the sky ends up in the woods
behind the citadel, beyond the valley and far away, among the
hills to the left and the right, but everything it covers here is
itself just a part of several ways-to-be. Because there are at
least another two places in the world. Or maybe three.

One is Jibert, where great-grandfather Otata lives. From
the top of the citadel, only the peaks of the surrounding hills
can be seen, and one gets there only by bus. People there
speak Saxon all the time, a language that some cannot under-
stand here, and they walk mostly on the earth and take the
earth along, because the streets are all earthen there, paved
with cobblestones only in front of the houses, while in the
fields preceding the village outskirts they lean broodily over
the earth and either pinch it, or knead it with their long-han-
dled tools. A bus full of people rattles off towards the earth
in Jibert every day, eases out a couple of them when it gets
there, and then, after several hours, it drives back from the
opposite direction to gather up and bring back some others,
who every now and then are the same ones from the outgo-
ing trip, namely Grandma and me. The bus takes us there, to
the many relatives and kinsfolk living together in that village,
then brings us back to Grandpa.

Then there is Dacia. The village lies between our own place
and Jibert, and it can be seen from the top of the citadel, with
the nib of the church belfry looking down over a handful of
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high-pitched rooftops showing from among the hills. There,
too, some people always get off the bus, while others get on.
Dacia is hardly more than a sojourn, a brief stopover on the
road between the sky up here and the earth down in Jibert,
with a few people always standing and waiting.

And then there is Ingermany, a place both well-known and
untouchable: it lies somewhere, yet it doesn’t exist. Ingermany
cannot be caught a glimpse of from anywhere, not even from
the top of the citadel. However, the whole world seems to
know about it. Once in a while, familiar faces show up from
there. By simply coming, they give rise to gossip and liveli-
ness, but afterwards they hastily vanish. And yet, if you chose
to go there yourself, like going to Jibert to pay Otata a visit,
you couldn’t. No rattling bus gets you there, to that country
existing only in the stories told about it, and those all-too-sel-
dom heard, forgotten, but always reborn old stories that make
it seem like a fairy tale country. The few people who leave
here every once in a while, they too go to that dreamland, and
then there’s no more of them either. Some show up again from
time to time, they become the same ones they used to be, for
a couple of days, and start reeling off their own small stories.
Then they get out of sight again, somewhere towards the end
of the main street, and become the subject matter of stories
told by the ones who stay behind. Ingermany seems to be a
rather dismal place: all who come therefrom for a short while,
as well as all who leave thereto for good burst into tears upon
leaving. Some also weep upon arrival.

There seems to be another place somewhere, which also
looks like it doesn’t exist at all, when looked upon in this same
manner: Bucharest. It’s no fairy tale realm, although it often
comes up in all sorts of small stories as well. No intriguing
figures come therefrom, and no one weeps upon departing
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thereto. No church belfry takes shape and no crowded bus
stop is in sight towards its horizon. No Otata lives there —
and that particular place has nothing to do under this here
sky. One can easily say what Bucharest is not, but I, for one,
cannot figure out what exactly it might be. There are, indeed,
two faces living there, of people whose place might be here
as well, who might have something in common with this
here place and with us all, but who seldom make the scene.
Allegedly, they are parents, genuine parents. An odd word,
like a mystery bottled up and roaming the sea.

Grandma and Grandpa, they say, might not in fact be
my real mother and my real father. Each has been trying
patiently, for some time now, to make me understand. Father
and mother, so it seems, were the two merry people who drop
by from time to time and feel at home here every time they do.

They live in that Bucharest, lying, so I hear, beyond Dacia
and Jibert, and impossible to see from even the top of the
citadel. Because every time they show up here, it’s like they
both came from Bucharest.

In the front room upstairs, above the TV, between the
window facing the citadel and the green cupboard called
either Kredenz, when exiled to the German language, or else
kredenfu, when brought back to Romanian, there is a picture
with a lot of blue in it, hanging from the wall in a slim golden
frame. The blue is pale, with some deeper shades. On a bat-
tered seashore, between sky and earth, a young woman sits
on a solitary piece of rock, wearing a turquoise-blue dress
which looks like it is made of foam, with a cloud-coloured
lace bonnet, and holding a small open umbrella on her shoul-
der. Her mild eyes wander dreamily across the sea, towards
the horizon and the citadel. Because she turns her back to the
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green kredentu, the umbrella sometimes shelters her, during
daytime, from the hot sunshine flooding in. The colours of
the sea, the sky, the dress, and the umbrella get intertwined.
Only her complexion, the sun (the one in the picture), and the
rocks are different, they are the light colour of sand. Those
too get lit up by the real sun outside on certain afternoons.

When I asked Grandma who the girl in the picture might
be, she heaved a deep sigh and said slowly:

“She’s your mother.”

I was puzzled: did she mean it was herself in that picture,
Grandma, that is? I call her “Mother.” Why, then, did she not
say, simply: “It’s me”? And yet, it is definitely not Grandma. I
have seen her often looking dreamily, but never towards the sea.
We have no sea here. Only the woods, the fields, the pastures
on the hills, the citadel. It follows that the girl in the picture
must be someone else. From somewhere far away, where there
is also a sea. Someone belonging to me. A mother is likely, so
they say, to belong to someone. Why not to me, then?

g e

Grandma knows best how to distinguish between the different
tones coming down from the Saxons’ Steeple. My own hearing
takes no notice of their sequences, while Grandpa seems to be
drawn to the more distant sound coming from the smaller
church. On the outskirts of the village, towards the mount
- as some call the rise on the horizon that is furrowed by
the road, behind the houses lined up shoulder to shoulder -
a second church keeps watch, whose belfry appears glued to
the building, but is much smaller than the Saxons’ Steeple. It
is called ‘the Romanians’ Church,” and its bells’ frail sound
makes Grandpa startled and take notice every time they echo
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down the streets, across the people’s yards and through their
minds. Grandpa generally answers the call of that smaller
church bell - on Sundays, he always freshens up with cold
water, dresses nicely, and goes out. Even if it were only, at
times, to find out why the bell has tolled unexpectedly.

At the road junction leading to the upper-side street, where
the promenade from under the chestnut trees begin, a similar
belfry stands, church and all, behind a garden perched up on
the hill crest. It is called ‘the Hungarians’ Church,” because only
Hungarians go to it. One of the two gate pillars has a kind of big
acorn painted on it, with three crowns on top of each other, while
two strange stone figures stare blankly from the tops of both.
Neither Grandma nor Grandpa get startled by its bells” occa-
sional toll, even though both can discern that echoing sound.
The Hungarians’ Church may be the closest to our home, yet
the family goes, when they go, only to the Romanians’ Church,
which is farther away, or to the church by the Saxons’ Steeple.

The echoes of the three belfries are not in the least easy
to tell apart, their sounds being almost one-and-the-same to
me; it is only the distance whence the toll is being heard that
lets me know which of the three churches is pealing its bells.
There are times too when all of them sound together, which,
despite the turmoil they stir up in the air, also simplifies their
play, from the puzzling several-ways-to-be to the soothing
one-way-only.

Less confusing than the several-ways-to-be of the bells’
tolls are the several-ways-to-be of the tongues. I don’t talk
to Grandpa in the same language I talk to Grandma, and he
doesn’t talk to her as he talks to me. Grandpa only speaks
Romanian. But we all come to learn the language of under-
standing through him. Grandma talks to me, when it is just
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the two of us, in German alone - in a different way again
than to our neighbours or Saxon relatives. While Grandma’s
German spoken to me feels like a flying carpet, rough, yet
having straight edges and no tassels, her Saxon spoken to
the rest feels like flying tassels with no carpet. Unlike hers,
Grandpa’s language is also Doctor Voicu’s, and that of the
manikins inside the brown-reddish TV, and of those voices
in the shows especially sought for in the depths of the black
radio and snatched out of there. It is also the language of O
Tannenbaum in the Comrade’s version ‘Oh, Handsome Fir-
Tree’, of Uncle Suciu and other drinking buddies. There is
also a certain vicinity where they speak Hungarian.

Next door, Emerich’s grandmother is particularly skilled
whenever she drops by, promptly turning to German with
Grandma, to Romanian with Grandpa, and to fiddling-fad-
dling with me. The fact that Hungarian sounds as awkward
as can be — the same goes for Saxon - is no reason why people
shouldn’t get on together immediately, since everyone speak-
ing all those tongues is equally apt, as are we all whenever we
find ourselves in foreign company, to jump without respite
up the common tricycle of Romanian, always at hand. The
languages that come together here let no one go away unen-
lightened. Any brief encounter in the street and any welcom-
ing in a shared language brings up fresh knowledge as to the
other person’s how-and-why. Not everybody speaks German,
nor Saxon, nor Hungarian, yet they all speak Romanian. It
is the tongue of the earth that lets nobody go away unknow-
ing, irrespective of the various ways its tones roll up in the
throats, on the tongues’ tips or between teeth.

Inside the brown-reddish TV, there is something to
celebrate as well, tonight. No fir-tree and candles, however.
There are songs, yes, but not about the fir-tree, its evergreen
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foliage, and Christmas; about country and party instead. And
without cookies or presents. There are, in exchange, a great
many images of building sites and factories, and many, many
people waving their hands feverishly or clapping them for the
Comrade, either standing on the pavement — while he slowly
passes in front of them in a broad, black, convertible car - or
else in a meeting hall as huge as a barn, where they all sit tight
and look tiny, in rows after long dense rows of seats, while he
stands in front of them, at the middle of a long narrow table
and speaks into a pair of microphones, partially covered by a
slanting sort of a cabinet, like the roof of the small lodge on
top of the citadel. For a long time I have wondered how the
Comrade manages to get so quickly to so many places, be it
winter or summer. He seems to be everywhere.

What is being celebrated inside the TV is the end of a
special year, during which, they say, our socialist homeland
has taken fresh and major steps towards its independence,
progress, and worldwide recognition. Then something is
being said about the recent voyage of the Comrade and his
Comrade-wife — whose name is just like his own, only the
other name is Elena, and she’s an auntie just as small, with a
swollen hairstyle - to some states said to be united and to be
found in America. About understanding and friendship and
about some mutual declaration they are said to have signed
on that occasion. Two uncles are shown, indeed, one being
the Comrade, sitting at a table and drawing something, while
a few others stand behind them and watch, waiting for them
to finish. Then the story turns to talks and new contacts with
important organisations, to deals, to Romanian enterprises
and American corporations — an opportunity for the unseen
teller to speak time and again about the homeland’s interests
and about the great achievements and signs of our times.
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It is not for the first time that Romanian is being spoken
inside the brown-reddish TV, and I still cannot grasp what
is being said, as if it were an entirely foreign tongue. Equally
incomprehensible words refer to the Monetary Fund and
Helsinki, about a recent visit to Moscow, about cooperation
between the socialist countries, and about a recently taken
decision of having a nuclear plant - that is a great strong-
hold of energy - built in Cernavoda, somewhere along the
Danube. And yet, everything shown inside the TV, the weird
castles, the unusual stories, the festive music - they all look
different and sound different than down here, where we live.
Grandma and Grandpa only furtively glance towards it and
turn it down, lower and lower.

Make no mistake, the celebration of the manikins inside
the brown-reddish box of a TV has nothing to do with our
celebration here, at home.
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