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Summary  Biography  of  Lucian Blaga  

 

1895  - On May  9th  is born in the village of Lancram , county of Alba 

in  the  region  of Transylvania , Lucian Blaga, the ninth child "and the 

latest ," of priest Izidor  Blaga and of Ana Moga.  

1902  - On September 1, Lucian Blaga is en roll ed in the first grade 

of primary school at Sebes German  School .  

1906  - Graduated primary school classes and is enrolled in 

Brasovõs prestigious Saguna High School.  

1908  - Died  Izidor  Blaga, the poet's father.   

191 0 -The first poems of Lucian Blaga  are published  in òThe 

Tribune ó from  Arad (in the  March  26  1910 edition  the poem 

òShoreó, and in the  May  8 th  edition , the poem òNight ó).  

1911  - Lucian Blaga went in  a study trip through  historical and 

modern Italy with high school students of Saguna.   

1914  - Debut in philosophy : òOn Bergson's Intuition ó published 

under the pseudonym John Albu  in the newspaper  òThe Romania nó 

from  Arad.  In June  L B  passed his baccalaureate.  To evade military 

service, he enrolled  at the Faculty of Theology in Sibiu.   

1916  - LBõs older brother , Professor Liviu Blaga, is killed  in  war .  

1917  - Graduated Theology and enrolls for  Philosophy in Vienna.   

1920  - Received his Ph.D. in P hilosophy at the University of Vienna, 

with thesis Kultur und Erkenntnis (Culture and Knowledge, 

published in Romanian in 1922).  That same year, he married 

Cornelia Brediceanu.  He settled  in Cluj.   

1924 - 1925  - Living  in Lugoj,  articles  in  major Romanian 

magazines and Prag er Presse.  Volumes appear: The Great Passage  

(poetry)  and Philosophy  of Style  (philosophical study) .  
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1926 - 1927  - is named  press  attaché  at the legation in Warsaw 

from 1927 until 1932, at Berne.   

1930  ð A daughter  (and only child) is  born, Dorly.   

1936  - Lucian Blaga named  an active member of the Romanian 

Academy.  

1938  -1948  - Named  Professor of Philosophy of Culture at the   

department created especially for him  at the University of Cluj . . 

1943 - 1944  - Journal of P hilosophy òSaeculumó founded by him in 

Sibiu  

1946  - Trilo gy of Values  appears at the Foundation for Literature 

and Art, Bucharest.  The volume contains: Science and C reati on, 

Magical T hinking and Religion  and Art and V alue .  

1958 - Published  in the translation of Lucian Blaga, two volumes of 

works of Lessing  

1961  - On 6 May  6th  (morning), Lucian Blaga died  in the Clinic of 

Cluj.   

 

Selected works authored by Lucian Blaga:  

Poetry  volumes :  

- Poems of Light  (1919 debut),  

- Prophetõs Footsteps  (1921),  

- The Great Passage  (1924),  

- In  Praise of Sleep  (1929),  

- At Waterõs Divide  (1933),  

- At The Yards of Longing  (1938),  

- The Unsuspected S teps  (1943)  ,  

- Poems (1962).    



Page 5 
 

Poems by Lucian Blaga were translated and published in Finnish, 

German, Italian, Spanish, French, English, Russian, Hungarian, 

Croatian.   

Theater Plays ; 10 total, of which here we mention :  

- Zamolxe, Pagan M ystery  (1921),  

- Daria and The Deed (1925)  

- Craf ter Manole  (1927),   

- Avram Iancu (1934),  

- Noah's Ark  (1944)    

- Anton Pann  (1964).  

Theater plays by Lucian Blaga were translated and published in 

German, Hungarian, Italian and English.   

Collection s of Aphorisms :  

- Stones for My Temple  (1919)   

- The Discobol us  (1945)  

- The Islandõs Impetus  (1946 ð published 19 77) 

Philosophy  writings consist  of four trilogies  that make up his 

original philosophical system and self -standing studies and essays:  

- The Trilogy of K nowledge  - in 19 31 -1934 ,  

- Trilogy of Culture  - in 1936 -1937 ,  

- Trilogy of Values  ð 1939 - 1942  and  

- Cosmological Trilogy  (1940 ð 1943; 2 of 3 parts publ ished ). 

- The Experiment and Mathematical Spirit (1949  ð 1953),   

- Daimonion (1930), etc . 

Novels : 

- The Chronicle and Song of Ages  (196 5)  

- Caronõs Boat (1990)  

 



Page 6 
 

 

Information on the regionõs geography: 
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Summary data on the area in which the novelõs action takes place: 

Transylvania  (tr an"silvƑ'nya), from Romanian (Latin)  òTrans ó meaning through  

and òSylvania ó ð forested land; in 

Romanian:  Transilvania  or  Ardeal,  Hung arian:  Erdély,  in 

German:  Siebenbürgen,  historic region and province (21,292 sq mi/55,146 sq 

km), in central Romania. A high plateau, Transylvania is separated in the S 

from Walachia by the Transylvanian Alps and in the E from Moldavia and 

Bukovina by the Carpathian Mts. (of which the Transylvanian Alps are a 

continuation). In the north and west Transylvania borders on Criĺana-

Maramureĺ and in the SW on the Banat. The Transylvanian plateau, 1,000 to 

1,600 ft (305 ð488 m) high, is drained by the Mureĺul River and other 

tributaries of the Danube.  Cluj -Napoca  is the chief city; other major urban 

centers are  Braĺov, Sibiu, and  Tîrgu -Mureĺ.  

Economically and culturally one of the most advanced regions of 

Romania, Transylvania is rich in mineral resources, notably lignite, iron, lead, 

manganese, gold, copper, natural gas, salt, and sulfur. There are large iron and 
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steel, chemical, and textile ind ustries. Stock raising, agriculture, wine 

production, and fruit growing are important occupations. Timber is another 

valuable resource. Sizable Hungarian and German minorities, as well as 

Gypsies, live in Transylvania.  

 

 

 

Preamble  by editor  

Lucian Blaga is  known to have written many philosophical essays ð he is 

the only Romanian to date who authored a complete philosophical system ð; he 

also wrote many poems, aphorisms, various studies, essays, and quite a few 

theatrical plays, but  he only wrote two novels . Both are autobiographical in 

nature and both were published posthumously.      

The first one - òThe Chronicle and Song of Agesó ð is a rendering of the first 

years of his life up to his adulthood and marriage, shortly after WWI. The last 

one depicts his life after WWII, after Romania and the whole Europe had gone 

through major historical changes. Although finished before the authorõs death in 

1961, it was not published during the years of Ceausescuõs totalitarian regime; 

the first edition of the book was made public in its entirety only in 1990, after the 

authoritarian regime was overthrown and censorship was lessened.  The author 

did not give a title to this last novel of his. The title òCaronõs Boató was agreed 

upon by the authorõs daughter and by the publisher, Humanitas Publishing 

House; it was proposed by the Journal of History and Literary Theory, where the 

first four chapters were published in 1989. The Romanian editions (three so far) 

were published under the supervision of Mrs. Dorli Blaga  ð the authorõs 

daughter, and Mr. Mircea Vasilescu. The novel is predominantly 

autobiographical, based on authorõs own life experiences, and some of the 

Editorõs notes bring information in this regard. 

       In a interview from 1935 LB unveiled his plans towards a novel, a genre he 

had not adventured yet at that time: òI think that after fifty (years old) Iõll write a 

novelé also in the formula of my theater, in that mythical realism which is, I 

believe, organic for me.ó What became of this plan of LB? It turns out that he 

wrote two novels, not one; the first one written between 1945 -46 is probably best 

described by the authorõs own words in a letter to a friend dated July 1946: òThe 

book comprises my past read in my palm by the poet in me. You see then tha t 
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one canõt pretend it is a book of òmemoriesó, this is why this word doesnõt 

appear even in a suspected, but inexistent subtitleó. 

Along the lines of the mythical realism, a  parallel can be drawn between  

LBõs perception of reality and the artistic vision of the Czech painter Alphonse 

Mucha, whose creations depict a reality closely intermingled with a celestial 

existence, that itõs not only evolving in parallel, but also in close relation to 

known reality.  With Blaga we have though the exceptional chance of  watching 

this extraordinary artist grow, know his intimate thoughts, and even be told of 

how he created his poems, plays, what inspired him; essentially he unveils and 

exposes his creative side to the reader ; itõs all there, written in the two novels, 

from which we selected some of the facts and added some comments below.   

 Lucian Blaga attended school in Sebes and Brasov, where he was the 

perennial class valedictorian; he even presented for his high school graduation 

thesis in 1914, Einsteinõs Theory of Relativity. He was an avid reader of most 

modern philosophers most of which he read in original as fluent reader of 

German and Hungarian . An autodidact, he devoured the contents of his fatherõs 

library, then the schoolõs, then friendõs and whatever valuabl e book he could get 

his hands on . He was  a great admirer of Goethe, whose work some said he tried 

to emulate by writing philosophical essays and poetry; even though this 

argument is debatable, it is a fact that he translated Faust in his later years of 

lif e when he wasnõt allowed to publish any personal creations; and also by LBõs 

own admission  it was the lecture of Faust around the age of 13 (1908)  that 

awakened in him the great passion for reading and the wor ld of letters . The year 

of 1908 seems  indeed to have been of extraordinary importance for LB. At the 

age when Jewish boys go through the ceremony of Bar Mitzvah, LB goes through 

a transformation of similar magnitude. The circumstances of this event are 

marked by the severe deterioration of his father õs health, who leaves home for an 

invigorating stay in the mountains , which will not work as expected, and  instead 

he will soon depart his family forever. The physical absence of his parents leaves 

a void in the young LB that makes him restless . However, t his episode of what a 

modern psychiatrist would diagnose as òseparation anxietyó turns out to be the 

setup for an extraordinary òperfect stormó which would bring life -changing and 

defining new threads for the existence and future creative activity of LB. It is 

worth reminding here that LBõs father was the village priest, and as a child he 

was spending hours in fervent prayer each day, getting up at dawn and 

beginning days with thoughts of God  as a deeply rooted devout Christian ð an 

account given in his òChronicle and Song of Agesó.  Although LB doesnõt dig in 

the depths of psychoanalysis,  itõs safe to say that his fatherõs physical absence 
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was a great disappointment for him, and although he never articulates it, it was 

the roadblock that marked his turning from religion towards philosophy. His 

inquisitive spirit knew intuitively that nobody around him could give him the 

answer to the unavoidable òWhy?ó question, so either by accident or by divine 

guidance he found comfort in reading. The material shape of th is spiritual 

comfort was his fatherõs collection of literary magazines, where he was not only 

impressed by a translation of Goetheõs Faust, but more importantly he made a 

connection, a spiritual connection with somebody who was thinking alike. Here 

are LBõs own words on the experience of reading those fragments of Faust: òMy 

blood was reso unding in my ears, elevated by the way I feltó; furthermore, the 

same magazine collection (Literary Conversations) contained philosophical 

studies authored by Vasile Conta, in which he found a dream mentoring: òI was 

not alone anymore. I was meeting somebody. I was confronting my ideas with 

those of fellows who were thinking the same [é] I was envisioning myself 

serving some criteria that were guiding others too.ó Rarely are watershed 

moments like this so clearly recorded and described. For this is  tru ly the moment  

of LBõs departure from The Garden of Eden of childhood. The belief in religion, 

shaken to its core by his fatherõs untimely departure, was being replaced slowly 

but surely by the analytical expanse of a new universe of thinking, one that had 

seduced many other bright minds before and after him (Michael Campbell ð 

author of studies of comparative mythology - is another outstanding example of 

falling out of love  with religion  after a childhood marked by it ). Like Campbell, LB 

keeps a cautious distance from religion, one that allows him to observe and 

analyze it and the whole world around him without getting hurt or disappointed ; 

but at the same time the roots of celestial existence are so deep in him that he 

doesnõt go as far as being a true  atheist. Itõs like the youngster  who breaks 

engagement  vows  with his childhood love after he finds out that her callous 

negligence killed his pet . He needs privacy and distanc e in order for him to try to 

understand òthe female universe ó; this while trying to stay in touch with her  

because his feelings still run deep  (later he realizes that it wasnõt truly her fault 

and thereõs no such thing as a perfect woman or man; in the happy ending 

scenario they meet again in d ifferent circumstances and stay together ).             

In conclusion, the  temporal existence of Lucian Blaga can be squeezed 

between two calendar dates: May 9 th  1895, and May 6 th , 1961, but time is 

surely not the best measure for his existence. As he continues to influence othersõ 

existence long after his exit from this world, it seems that his wish expressed in 

his poem òOh lend me a body, you Mountains!ó (published 1921) was granted to 

him somehow. The letters, words, phrases gathered together like particles of soil, 

minerals and rocks; so that the books he wrote became the mountains he so 
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yearned to embody. He achieved this through a conscious effort while wa lking a 

very fine line. Fully aware of and knowing the value of his works, he titled one of 

his first poem books òStones for my Templeó, (published 1919) as he seemed to 

prefer accusations of being immodest to being falsely modest. Even though this 

may be a controversial aspect of his artistic ways, many arguments can be 

brought in LBõs favor for this choice. Firstly, he has shown plenty of humbleness 

and respect for values and mysteries he considered well above himself (òIõm not 

crushing the worldõs corolla of wondersó he memorably wrote in one of his first 

poems); and this attitude can be seen repeatedly in his works. Secondly, he was 

gifted with a kind of encyclopedic knowledge that made him acutely aware of the 

place and value of his contributions. Besid es the fact that being unclear and 

leaving things to chance is regarded as rather amateurish (and this is not same 

as saying that amateurs cannot give things of extraordinary value), he also 

preferred to stay true ð an essential condition for an artist ð and not lie about 

what he thought was the value of his works and his place in Romanian culture. 

Finally, considering the fact that he was the subject of heavy attacks that used 

fabricated and untrue accusations, that he was clearly persecuted by the 

Romania n regime for different reasons and under different guises, he probably 

felt that stating the truth of his convictions loud and clear was the best way to 

right some wrongs that he was given.      

 

 

Felician Stancioiu  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter I  
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The beginning of  the spring coincided with the start of a 

chaos that was spilling  over on to the country õs landscape. The file 

of the wall calendar showed  for us , the peaceful citizens of a 

country  that has reached a crossroad , the day when  spring and 

chaos started: April 15 th  1944. The alarm sirens sprang  into action  

about every two hours with shrills that were tearing  the soul and 

the ears. We lived in Sibiu  close to its margin  towards The G roove, 

a shady place where for years we felt somehow safe from the many 

shortcomings a nd vicissitudes of the time. In this city relocated 

four years earlier The University of Cluj when an unjust verdict 

cut Transylvania in half. War was taking  now a more tangible look 

for those of us who  until then didnõt have the opportunity to feel it 

close. For some time now t he alarm signals had become 

unbearable  with  their frequency and persistence. We were s till 

alien to  any experience related to  the danger s of air bombing, 

possible  at any time, and  we were looking for sh elter  in The 

Groove,  especia lly under a railway bridge, until we were told that 

such transparent shields were useless and The Groove, with its 

dense thicket and century -old oaks, was like a magnet for an 

aerial bombardment. An almost continuous state of panic , fuel ed 

by uncontrollabl e rumors, has overca me us and got that much 

heavier  after the bombing of the countryõs capital on the horrific 

April  4 th  day when  the flying fortresses grinded the capitalõs 

Northern Railway S tation. Names of friends or acquaintances  who  

were victims of th e bombing begun circulating and increased 

panic. We were told about street corners  in  Bucharest with 

cru shed or split -open  houses which were exposing hilariously 

their cracked -open  rooms ; one could still see a bed or some 

intimate toiletry object as in a theatrical scene suspended at the 

upper floors.  

From the university came one day quite unexpectedly  an 

advice that seemed like an order: terminate courses and spread if 
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we donõt want to be turned into dust and smoke . This meant that  

we needed to move together with the goods that could be saved 

somewhere in the world of scattered villages at the foot of the 

mountains or even through the highlands where, presumably, we 

wouldnõt be as exposed to the  bombings as we were in Sibiu. We 

took faster the deci sion  to go than  we could have imagined a few 

days before when we discussed with cool heads and extensively 

the dispersion problem among family . A student of mine from the 

village of Capalna situated in a beautiful valley on the river Sebes 

invited us to find  refuge in her parentõs house, quite roomy even 

for hosting without a time limit. The student was inviting us with a 

sweet and shy smile,  appearing  to mitigate  the audacity of offer ing  

us a house  by interspers ing in favor a series of landscape  

arguments. But I  didnõt need this kind of proof for I knew from 

childhood the village which was more than a hamlet ; I had passed 

a few times through there with my parents when we were going 

camping  through forest rangersõ cabins at the mouth  of the river.  

The bond s and memories of childhood were no doubt the 

argument that was weighing heavy in the balance for making a 

decision  in this regard . After so many years of war, after so many 

shortcomings to bear, all of this seemed  to us just the prelude for 

a cha os that will befall us;  I was feeling the need to take refuge 

with the family, not only somewhere in space, but way back in 

time. We were lured by the  shelter in the valley of my childhood. 

My native village, named  The Beautiful õs Field, was located  on the  

same river  just downstream , not so far from its  place of flowing 

into the river Mures near the historic fortress of Balgrad .   

We packed in hopes and  bags that we had to take with us in 

a shelter  from which I had the feeling that we wonõt be back soon ð 

and especially not in the same  conditions  in which we have lived 

before.  The Eastern frontline of the war was approaching like a 

giant roll of fire that was razing everything to  the ground. With one 

edge the giant fire roller was getting near the eastern and  
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north western  borders of the country . Judging after all signs from 

the sky above, some seen, and some  only heard, the countryõs blue 

yonder was no longer ours! The Allied bomb ers were flying during 

daylight anyway they wanted, over our heads and amazement. We 

hired some wagons  to carry the boxes and the bags, including 

food, books, manuscripts, utensils from dishes to ink bottles and 

so many other  things  needed in  the rustic ac commodations, where 

we were provided with solely the house with its roof and essential 

furniture. I and the family were traveling behind in a private car 

that was provided by the University Dean, who wanted to facilitate 

the dispersion of the faculty on am iable terms. It was a splendid 

day of a metallic serenity when we drove down the  national road 

from Sibiu to Sebes -Alba. The willows were beginning to spring 

buds, covering themselves like  a green, ethereal stream. I was 

breathing a sigh of relief when we escaped the medieval walls of 

Sibiu to the wide expanses, because we were setting off just in the 

critical hours whence the alarm sirens could have gone off at any 

moment. It seemed that my ears were still wheezing from 

yesterdayõs shrills that were splitt ing  the glacial blue glass above  

us . On the national highway we were meeting flocks of sheep, with 

shepherds somehow caught late in their heavy and wintry coats. 

Donkeys with heads too big, wearing oversized pouches on their 

backs were advancing slowly, mo ving the flocks alongside with 

them. Enclosed by the virtual fences of the watchdogs, the flocks 

were heading towards the mountain sides, coming from the 

faraway plains of Banat and Transylvania. Those days were just 

their usual days of climbing to their n ew grazing grounds. 

However, their slow passage had no connection with the historical 

moment of our human dispersion as my daughter who was born 

and raised abroad was inclining to believe; she was seeing for the 

first time this phenomenon of transhumance. òNo, my darlingó, I 

was trying to enlighten her, òthe shepherds and the flocks donõt 

take refuge from bombings, the way you imagine; it is always 

being done this way for thousands of years in these spring days.  
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Late autumn when leaves turn, shepherds descend again in the 

valleys,  to the  plain s. This is their eternal roam ing  between plain 

and higher ground , after their own cal endar  above the facts and 

happenings of history which  are now banishing us from the city .ó 

From time to time w e were obliged to stop the car on the highway  

to give to the sheep  the respite to handle amidst  the shepherdõs 

shouts and  whistles and the horns of the car,  that were 

disorientating them with their mechanical sounds,  so unexpected 

and  so out of place  into  so much plain field  green.  Surrounded like 

that  by the shepherd õs wor ld on asphalt for a moment I was 

carried away in thought to  the bombers that could make their 

appearance among the skyõs lambs. I was overcome by the acute 

feeling that òhistoryó as embodied by imaginary bombers, was 

rendering us back  to òprehistoryó, to a multi-millenary pre -history, 

symbolized by the shepherds and flocks near us. The shepherds, 

the sheep, donkeys and sheepdogs were gre eting us at every step, 

telling us that we were indeed not on a highway, but on a road 

that took us backwards from history to pre -history . My thoughts 

were wondering in older ages, which somehow tended to reminisce 

below the civilized appearance of the mom ent.  I was also finding 

out in the short meanwhile of a stop that this path to prehistory 

was coinciding with an undated return in the valley of my 

childhood. Su ch a coincidence seemed like a play of destiny. And, 

moving away from the critical areas of the  city, I was slowly 

become serene, like beneath the shield of an old maternal 

presence. Such associations of ideas brought vivid in my mind the 

presence of an old fr iend of mine, Leonte Patrascu, who just a few 

months before was developing with some lyrica l aspect (in a 

philosophy journal) his concept on the repeated withdrawals of the 

Romanian people from history into pre -history. It seemed to me 

that the flock, which seemed to be dispersing like from a slingshot 

around the car, came to reinforce the philo sopherõs concept with a 

nostalgic bleat. I found out just a few hours before that Leonte, 

who was a Phi losophy Professor at Iasi  University, was hiding for 
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the same valid and easy for everyone to understand  reasons in his 

native village, which  happened to also be my birthplace. It 

happened this way: not long ago, The University of Jassy took 

refuge in Transylvania between the confines of the fortress of Alba -

Iulia. But because Alba -Iulia was a city also exposed to 

unexpected bombings from here onwards, Leon te came to the 

conclusion that he couldnõt find anywhere else a more secure 

shelter than in our native village. Childish thought, I was telling 

myself , for  our village was placed in open field and wasnõt offering 

any natural defense. Having arrived in Sebe s-Alba, an old 

Germanic burg gathered around a  church built in ancient times in 

Roman and Gothic styles with a German school in front,  of which I 

was bound by many childhood memories , I found my gaze 

dis turbed by a tear. I attended primary school here at t his Saxon 

school together with Leonte. Turning around my head for a little 

while so that my wife and my daughter couldnõt see, I wiped with 

the palm  of my ha nd the fruit of the soul picked on top of the 

eyelash. We were about to start up the river to Capal na. òLet us 

deviate a littleó I tell my wife òdown the river to The Beautiful õs 

Fieldó. I found out this morning that Leonte has retreated there. I 

would like to see him. Chat a little tog ether. What a strange 

crossroad !ó 

We found Leonte in The Beautiful õs Field . He established 

himself in his parentsõ house. The house has been estranged some 

30-odd  years earlier, after the passing away of his old man , who 

was a priest in the village. 1  He wasnõt expecting us, but he was 

                                                           
1 9ŘƛǘƻǊΩǎ ƴƻǘŜΥ [ŜƻƴǘŜ tŀǘǊŀǎŎǳ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ άŀƴ ŀƭǘŜǊ ŜƎƻέ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘŜǊ ό[.ύΣ he is a part of the 
ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ ǊƛŎƘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅΦ [. ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǎǘŜǇ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅ άǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ǎǇƭƛǘέ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ 
philosopher (LP) and the author (LB) are parts of the same real-life person - himself. These two 
book characters share some elements (childhood, education, etc) while sundering others: the 
parents are described as different, when in fact their descriptions are disparate facts and 
aspects of the same people. Similarly, real-ƭƛŦŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǇƭƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛƴŜ ό[ŜƻƴǘŜΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘŀƭ 
house is indŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƭŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ the death of his father, who was the 
village priest). This may allow the two to evolve differently, more so in concordance with the 
real fact that LB wrote most of his philosophical contributions before the WWII ended 
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staring near the cellarõs entrance as if he was expecting us. I 

havenõt seen in decades neither the house  nor  this courtyard, 

where in early childhood Leonte and I met to play each day. There 

we were both of us, deeply moved by a meeting in such 

circumstances. Here we spent together the seaso ns of childhood. 

Leonte was for me a completing  and integral  part of this 

landscape.  His parents lived in the upper part of the village, mine 

in the lower part, near the community school. Nearby our house 

were the Mill and the rapids, the waterfalls and th e whirlpool in 

which we were cooling off the heat of summer days. The village 

held no secret for us, no hiding place which we didnõt know, and 

no sparrowõs nest in which we didnõt take a peek  to spy for the 

number of spotted eggs. About the same time when Leonte left the 

village with his widowed mother and moved to Sebes -Alba, it 

happened that my parents, not quite ordinary peasants, moved 

their household in a suburb of the same city, to oversee more 

closely the growth and the educa tion they wanted to give me. I 

attended along with Leonte the high school at Brasov, and after 

that the Vienna U niversity. 2 Because we were soul mates , we were 

nicknamed òthe twinsó. We were called like that by everyone who 

followed our development through out the years. We were 

inseparable. Leonte was fascinated by philosophy. He would 

eventually build for himself a reputation as a thinker , having 

published a series of works in the arid field of theory of knowledge  

and  essays in metaphysic s, very bold and long  discussed in the 

timeõs journals .  

Extremely gifted  for  forays  into the kingdom of ultimate mysteries , 

he always discovered new metaphysical veins in the yet 

un threaded  depths of existence. And the mysteries t ook  shape in 

his imagination like in the b eginning of times, when man 

exteriori zed his thinking in mythic al  sounds . In his metaphysical 

                                                           
2 LB attended these institutions in real life; in Vienna he studied philosophy and 
biology  
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visions, Leonte Patrascu was combining alike the vagueness of 

poetry with the precision of mathematics. In parallel  I was 

succeeding to build for myself fame  as a poet. In Leonte I was 

seeing even since adolescence òmy conscienceó; about me he was 

often saying that Iõm his òdemonó, and with this he was often 

sketching somehow an allusion to the unfathomable meaning of 

the positive and creative side of òdemonicó, as this concept was 

understood by some contemporary philosophers. In the first years 

after The Great War, Leonte launched in subtle comments this 

concept of òdemonicó, and the thought achieved a big circulation 

and renown  in Romanian essays.  

At the mom ent we were entering the courtyard, Leonte was 

greeting us with obviously pale cheek s, overcome with emotion. To 

this soulful  move I answered of course with the same emotion, 

with the same pallor.  My wife and my daughter fell into some kind 

of muted admir ation towards this man, on whose power of thought 

they heard so much from me. It happened that my daughter, when 

she was smaller, believe d that Leonte was my only òbrotheró ð so 

much we were talking about him at home. In fact, I didnõt have 

any blood broth er. We went all four of us on the stone steps 

inside. 3 

Here memories ca me to me from even the special smell of the 

rooms, smell that persisted  in the  same way  after decades. 

Invaded through all the pores  by memories , I was talking in a low 

voice, as if I m yself ha d become a shadow among the shadows of 

the past. òAre you going to Capalna?ó Leonte is asking us, to follow 

with: òI came back here, where my life is rooted , to the ground 

where  I made my first steps . If things will go on as unrelenting as 

                                                           
3 Here LB uses another òpoetic licenseó for he had blood brothers, one in the army, one 

lawyer, one professor, etc; instead he invented here LP, a òtwin brotheró by splitting 

his creative persona  
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they see med to go for the past  year, The Darkness  will fall upon 

usó. 

 As for the brief assessment of the general situation we were 

on the same positions. The situation that we were brought into by 

the collision between the worldõs imperial powers that were  in 

alternating expansion  just wasnõt in any way  a reason for smiling 

now. And Leonte , talking to us three guests alike, ponder ed the 

moment even for  a childõs understanding: òA small nation can be 

grinded between the millstones of history. We had until re cently a 

vague hope in the possible regrouping of worldõs forces, a 

regrouping that maybe would have provided us maybe an 

opportunity for  salvation. I donõt know if today the circumstances 

give us the right to any more hopeó. òFor the momentó, I replied, 

we have no choice other than between two evilsó. And turning to 

my daughter who was pursuing with tension and concern the 

exchange of views, I asked her :óAnd you, my dear, having no 

choice other than among two evils, which one do you choose?ó 

òThe smallest oneó was the prompt  answer of the small one . Ioana 

uttere d her answer after a moment  of pondering , but in a natural 

way and with an air as if she had discovered this proverbial 

wisdom ð thing that de-creased for a moment the ph ilosopherõs 

forehead, who kis sed her lovingly  on the top of the head.  And the 

smallest evil between the two that was shaping on  our horizon was 

the resistance in the mountains until a n eventual new  regrouping 

of forces.  

 And if a regrouping will not happen?  I donõt remember which 

one of us sketched the question, me or the philosopher? And I 

donõt remember which one of us babbled the answer, but the 

answer was taking a rather grim shape. òThen it can happen that 

the darkness will fall, to which our people wil l be able to resist  

only  by actually returning to prehistory, until new dawns will truly 

rise. An answer thought  by both of us , but uttered by only one of 

us at the moment the other was also thinking it. I also remember 
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that the philosopher , with his deepe r voice, clarified the answer: 

òDuring the course of almost two thousand years, for us 

Romanians prehistory was a few times the only shield against the 

attempts to impose us the history  from the outside ó. This was  a 

conclusion about which the philosopher and the poet agreed in 

their dialogue, which was much more a dialogue of òtwinsó, of 

some twins still united at the shoulders.  

At separation the philosopher said: òKnow that at Capalna 

has retired also for a few d ays a good friend of mine. Look to meet 

her : Anna, the wife of professor Rares , renowned naturalist from 

Iasi. A person indeed exceptional and charming. I know that Flavia 

is understanding and that from the ten eyes that she has, she 

knows to close nine when it comes to muses that would be able to 

inspire a poetó. Flavia was one of the names of my wife, a name 

that neither me, nor she used. Only Leonte called her like that , 

consider ing this was probably the only name that accentuated the 

classic distinction of a feminine appearance. For all our othe r 

acquaintances  as for us, my wife was Dora. The other three names 

she had were faded names , present only  in the birth certificate. 

The preference for the name Flavia that the philosopher had,  

betrayed his undying habit of being a platonic.  Leonte, who led  a 

solitary life through the sublime regions of thought, was still 

retaining at the  age of forty -three something f rom a  yesteryear 

adolescentõs inclination to idealize women, and he was manifesting 

this inclination especially towards his friendõs wives. He liked 

sometimes to tease Flavia, making smiling allusions to òmy 

passionsó. That Dora was understanding ð was very true, but that 

she would have known to close nine of ten eyes, as many Leonte 

has attributed  her, was exaggerated any way one would look at 

things. More to the fact Dora was never possessed by such an 

inquisitive curiosity, as to multiply so much the eyes as alleged by 

Leonte. Her understanding towards the few òpassions ó that have 

embraced me one after the other and never simultaneous during 
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the years, wasnõt at all equivalent to some kind of jealous ies that 

she would need to overcome. òThe understandingó that Dora 

showed was simply a wise understanding geared not towards òmy 

passionsó, but to the òfruitó they bore. 

I turned the car to Sebes -Alb a, the small town that still 

maintained some of the air of an old medieval fortress. Between 

this cityõs walls I spent my primary school years, a part of my 

adolescence and early youth, meaning the holidays of my school 

years. Passing through the town, I was noticing from the car õs 

racing a mismatch between what it once was and what I was 

seeing. In many places that I knew empty, real groves have grown 

in the meantime. The river, with its riverbed wider than its  water, 

moved its course here and there. I could nõt recognize many of the 

riverõs turns , with grooves and whirlpools. The millõs canal, 

although the same, seemed i ncredibl y narrow, but still line d with 

bushes of elderberries. Here it was, once again, the Saxon school 

with its motto inscribed on the frontispiece Bildung  ist Freiheit  

(Culture is Freedom). Here we have pursued  me and Leonte, our  

apprenticeship in between  culture and freedom.  òDrive sloweró I 

tell the driver, òand turn after the city wall towards Petresti. I want 

to see what is left from the old days.ó On the streets came into 

sight known faces, but aged a quarter century, as if overnight 

under the power of a magic spell. The recognized images became 

emotions and involuntary tears. Here it is the street where during 

the first years as a student I was meeting for walks here and there, 

the exceedingly beautiful daughter of the arch -priest .  In the 

meantime the arch -priest died. T he girl died too.  Seeing the gate 

that I was walking her  to , out of nowhere I am remembered of her 

dreamy smile and the lively eyes.  

 We got out of the city around the medieval wall  to start on 

the road that led up the river. We were arriving to Petresti,  a 

village with a big paper factory. Here I saw as a child how the 

paper is prepared, as if from pancake batter. Here I bought, at the 
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end of The Great War, the paper I neede d to print my first poetry 

book .4  It was about òbusinessó. Paper needed for printing could 

only be obtained with a òpermitó from The Governing Council, the 

provisional government of Transylvania located in Sibiu. Many 

business transactions were done during the time of The Governing 

Council, which supervised the public affairs in  Transy lvania 

immediately after The Great Unification. Following the lead of 

those who got rich overnight on behalf of the òpermitsó, I 

undertook my own òbusinessó. The òpermitó obtained from the 

General Office of Industry I sold to a Saxon bookseller from Sebes -

Alba for a sum that allowed me to pay for the printing of my first 

poetry book. Part of the remaining sum allowed me also to leave 

for a few months abroad, where I needed to finish my university 

studies.  The entire landscape that we were passing through wa s 

imbued with memories, sometimes mellow, burning, tearful, 

shaking  now , given the dramatic circumstances of searching for a 

shelter and a refuge without a time limit.  

From the plain where to the northwestern end we left The 

Beautifulõs Field, we were entering now through  the hills, still near  

the river and afterwards through the mountains which grew on a 

road that was snaking alongside the water more and more 

transparent and noisy. Because the word showed in my voice too 

heavy with feeling, I decided to curb it. I wasnõt talking for a long 

time . Amidst the memories  awakened, sometimes  by a turn in the 

road, sometimes by a house with a blue front washed by the rains, 

sometimes by the vaguely recognized figure of a man at a road õs 

end, my heart and thought turned back again and again to Leonte. 

Itõs been really a quarter of a century since, in the soft air between 

these meridians, we were weaving together juvenile plans for the 

future. I didnõt understand after so many years of efforts and 

                                                           
4  E.n. Published in 1919, most of the poems in LBõs debut book (Poems of Light ) were 

love poems for his future wife.            
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enthusiasm, of disappointments and weariness, from where we got  

then the immeasurable confidence with which we were hatching 

them . And yet then we knew, thanks to a crazy divination, that 

both of us were destined for achievements on high and maj or 

spiritual staves. And it is true that each of us was fulfilled in his 

own way through accomplishments that were somehow similar 

with those anticipated then in spirit. Our works have awakened 

the ardent interest of the intellectuality; at least the most 

advanced one, from all over the country.  The Romanian thinking 

could not be imagined anymore without the concepts that Leonte 

has meanwhile developed in various areas of philosophy. And 

neither  the Romanian poetry could  be quite the same  without my 

poetry .  Our innovations were not predicted by anyone beforehand, 

even though they arose from the perennial depths of the same 

kindred of people. Through them the Romanian spirit evinced 

irreversible mutations. The spiritual world that was built on 

Romanian grou nds between the two World Wars was largely our 

world, the two of us, or at least a world for whose makeup we two 

have collaborated fully. This was a  òworldó in the space  of which 

the historical maturity of a people was being utter ed. And now, in 

the afternoon of this day the two of us got together  after a long 

separation, in the places  from where we once started in  life.  We 

were meeting at origins. From òouró world we were taking refuge in 

ôprehistory õ, among eternal maternal presences. For how long?  

We arrived at Capalna around dusk. Herds of goats, white, 

black, red, were descending on the slopes in the village. The view 

was conveying an  idyllic  silence that was calming my inner 

turmoil. The wagons that we sent off from Sibiu the prior morning 

had ar rived to their destination long before us. The family of priest 

Bunea, not too numerous, was expecting us in the courtyard with 

a rush of joy. Ioana, my daughter, was contaminated by everyoneõs 

happiness and especially by the boys õ her age, sons of the pri est 

Bunea.  And so, despite the grim undertone of my soul, the joy of 
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the moment also made its way inside me, although muted as if 

under a silencer. I managed to breathe a sigh of relief for a 

moment.  

My wife and my daughter integrated immediately into the  

household in which we were settling, and both of them seemed 

hummed by a new meaning. All three of us were trying to so 

suspend in a vacuum any project for the future, and an 

appearance of contentment lain on our faces.   

After we stood for an hour or two  at the table, which was laid 

for us in the porch of the priestly house, we retreated to the rooms 

that were reserved for us in the winter house. Felled by the fatigue 

and the agitation of the last days, we tried to fall asleep. But the 

new circumstances  were not of the kind  favorable for resting. The 

winter house that made up one of the courtyardõs wings, and 

which was entirely dedicated to us, proved to be incredibly 

invaded by mice . A real special night filled with trepidation for the 

mice was unfolding through the attic above the rooms that we 

occupied. From time to time s ome short shriek or the rush of a 

small -bodied crowd could be heard also in the two rooms occupied 

by us. We we re witnessing very awake this to -and -fro of the 

rodents which of course were devouring through the pantries all of 

the priestõs communion bread. To convey their sounds and noises, 

all the onomatopoeia of the Romanian language would have proved 

absolutely h elpless. But the circumstance that sleep refused to 

come to us had also another blessed cause: the multitude of fleas. 

After hours and hours of squirming in the sheets, I gathered 

myself from a nightmare to face the situation head -on, fully awake 

and co ol-headed. Should I let the fleas the respite to get their fill? 

But maybe the fleas belong to the group of beings that can drink 

without a break! I squirmed from one side to the other: o h, when 

will those small knights wearing medieval black armor cease to 

sting me with their spears? I decided in the end to  let them do 

what they wanted, to see the havoc that they will lay upon me. I 
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was patiently counting the sites where the bites, of different 

grades, were sketched: ten, twenty, thirty. Then it came to me th e 

redeeming  thought of leaping out suddenly from the bed with all 

the fleas gathered on the body -field from under my pajamas. I 

undressed as fast as a handclap and the pajama, with the myriad 

of fleas in it, I rolled in a ball and into a suitcase which was  

closing tightly; I took another pajama and I went to sleep thinking 

to repeat carefully and systematically the strategic procedure until 

all fleas were caught. But there was no need for another offensive, 

for I fell soundly asleep until the morning came.  

I woke up very early next  morning. The short but deep sleep 

got me back in to shape. Seized with the excitement of grabbing 

hold of my new landscape in which we would spend an inordinate 

amount of time, I got out in the village. The hamlet was located in 

a splendid valley, protected by magnificent mountain ridges. 

Wandering down  fr om the upper road to the lower, main road of 

the village, I continued onto the river, more precisely  towards an 

old wooden watermill. The morning chill was tapp ing on my 

cheeks. Overnight a hint of frost was brought over the place. Frost 

stains were meltin g at the sight of the sun. The mill went about its 

job with the placidity of a cow, as it could be seen even from a 

distance by the big wheels which were turning with their two 

elbows resting on the chutes. I made a short detour through the 

riverside coppi ce. What a freshness of water under the just -

sprouting willows and beneath the alders that still kept their sap s 

under the ir  scaly crust! Going around the mill on the back side, I 

came close to its entrance. The door was low, so I needed to bend 

a little t o enter. At the entrance a little donkey was loitering. Heavy 

bags filled with wheat for milling were lying  next to him . Relieved 

from his burden, the little donkey was chewing through some 

nearby thistle that was left over from last fall.   

I greeted the miller and the women who had come to the mill. 

The two pairs of millstones were busily working. The axles were 
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spinning faster than it seemed from a distance. Through the 

beams and the boards of the wall I was seeing the crystal -green 

water of the chute an d the light from outside. I was stepping on 

fragments of millstones that seemed like mammothsõ molars . 

òPlease excuse, I entered just so, to see how the wheat is milled in 

the villageó, I explained to those present, who received me smiling, 

thanking me of course for the wishes for prosperity and health. 

The flour flowed on small millraces from under the round stones 

that were spinning with noise, the voices of the people were barely 

heard and we were guessing our words mainly by signs and 

mimic. The flour f lowed and piled up in some wooden box which 

seemed to mime  the shape of coffins. I reached my hand out to 

catch and cut in two the flow of flour.  I havenõt tried for a very 

long time this kind of game and labor. The flour was warm, 

slightly hot like a living body, and smelled nice and archaic. The 

miller looked grizzled  from the flour dust which settled on his hair 

and eyebrows. I completely lost myself in the feeling that was 

becoming alive in the palm of my hand. Somebody suddenly 

uttered inside me  the words: òNoah was a milleró.  

For years I was preoccupied, with interruptions of some other 

years, with  the plan of a theater play that  didnõt want to be 

streamlined in any way. The subject was offered by an old folk 

legend, which needed to be amply enric hed to form the canvas of a 

play. The legend, like a tree, had to grow a crown big and thick 

which should also smell of green leaf.  The popular legend, 

summary and bare bone, was about the biblical Noah, the one 

called to build an ark for The Flood. Unlike  the account  from  The 

Bible, the legend weaves the life and intentions of Noah wit h an 

action staged by the Devil , intended  to thwart the rescuing act. 

The Devil manages at some point to demolish and scatter the ark 

which Noah is building. Victory  in the e nd belongs to Noah, who 
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uses a magic wooden plate  and manages to rebuild the saving 

ark .5  

The legend was rendering itself uncommonly easy for creating a 

sort of theatrical òmysteryó. The preoccupation to write a play 

around this topic, often abandoned and restarted again, didnõt 

succeed  until then to truly congeal  in my imagination. But at the 

instant when I tried in the mill the flow of flour under the 

minuscule millrace, somebody inside me said the words: òNoah 

was a milleró. I got out of the mill, taking again a path through the 

riverside coppice, where I could wander freely and undisturbed. 

òYes, miller, here in this milló, I said to myself. The topic was 

suddenly beginning to spring to life and grow.  The play  was born 

and communicated a state of happy drunkenness, a kind of 

liberation from under the pressure of geographic al and historical 

contingencies. I was c reating up episodes, deepening the 

significations. The details arose from the unknown. The legend 

was trans forming  into a myth that was placing itself, sometimes 

with features of cruelly primitive realism, here in this hamlet. I 

had a foreboding that my topic, in a way cosmic, would absorb 

within itself all the atmosphere of this human settlement, a 

Romanian village with a life older than human history and in 

many regards above any òhistoryó. A thought brought by a simple 

entry into an ancient wooden mill house, by the warm feeling of the 

flowing flour, by the noise of the turning rocks, by the moist, 

abundant moss growing on the axles of the millstones, by the 

image of a little donkey; would chance the quick precipitation of 

some elements that before, for many years , didnõt want at all to 

congeal to give a whole, a vague and overflowing whole and 

afterwards a whole that was organizing and articulating. An 

                                                           
5 E.n. a similar wooden plate όάǘƻŀŎŀέ ƛƴ wƻƳŀƴƛŀƴύ is still used nowadays in some Christian 

Orthodox monasteries throughout Eastern Europe for calling and announcing customs and events; it is 

also thought to repel or even help kill evil spirits; in popular tradition the name of Satan is sometimes 

ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ά¦ŎƛƎŀ-ƭ ǘƻŀŎŀέΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ άaŀȅ ƘŜ ōŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ōȅ άǘƻŀŎŀέ ς the special wooden plate 
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undefined impetus was march ing through me and I was warmed 

by the certainty that my retreat at Capalna will have had at least 

for some time a role. I will begin to write the play as soon as I 

would be  acclimatized to the new circumstances. The seed of a 

world was planted in me, and with this seed in me I was start ing 

again from the riverside coppice towards  the village.  

On the lower road I met Father  Bunea, which was exactly 

what  my heart desired, because we had to plan the future 

organization of our household for as long as we remained in this 

place.  

As a paradox of the circumstance it seemed to me the fact  

that, although surrounded by forests of beech, birch and pine, the 

most difficult and complicated problem appear ed to be the 

procuring of fuel, the wood for heating. Huge clumps of logs  were 

closing from place to place the free flow of water into the bed of the 

savage river.   But the logs were the property of a large timber 

company from Sebes -Alba, and nobody could pick them of their 

own accord and carry them in their yard for the needs of their 

hearths. The watchmen of old man Loga would have uncovered 

and traced the robbery,  and this in less than one hour or two.  

òWe will need to talk to the old manó said the priest. 

 òIs old man Loga still alive?ó, I asked wondering. òI knew him 

some time ago, when I was coming here as a child, towards the 

summer places  from Bistra and Prigoanaó. 

I tried to find out, out o f curiosity, news about the care er of 

this man who, about forty years before, started to put together the 

grounds for the  good life. Loga was a man of classic rustic 

simplicity. He only had four primary  classes. His school knowledge 

was limited not quite to writing skills, but rather to carefully 

drawing letters, which was birthing beads of sweat on his 

forehead. But as a consequence he was also well -behaved  and 
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well -mannered . No human condition has ever  pulled him out from 

the ancestral pattern of our peasant. He never gave up his 

traditional rustic clothes, not ev en when, arrived on the plateau  of 

riches, he could afford the luxury of travelling to Karlsbad to drink 

the therapeutic waters from the bowel s of the earth, next to the 

United States king of fire matches . Loga has become, thanks to his 

efforts alongside an uncommon skill, some kind of economic 

dictator in all The Sebes Valley. And when you think how humble 

his beginnings were! He started as a common  daily worker, who 

was moving logs with a peavey. He was once just a worker among 

hundreds of many other workers who were working hard to move 

the logs which were getting stuck between the rocks with their 

edges sticking out from the riverõs whitewaters. From this raw 

work, he quickly moved to being an organizer. He hired  on his 

account and by his own planning, at first a few and afterwards in 

growing numbers, the workers needed by the most important 

timber company in the land for floating the wood over the eighty 

kilometers (about fifty miles)  of the river. The business proved to 

be very profitable. And all these took place under the old Austro -

Hungarian regime. Then during the Romanian regime, when the 

gates of opportunity were wide open for a man with such skills, he 

stepped up to ventures of all kind and of big proportions. Now, in 

the middle of The Second World War, he was a big factory owner, 

big landlord and owned almost all the shares of the Sebesana 

Bank, which held the keys to t he economic l ife throughout the 

region . And it never crossed his mind for a moment to leave his old 

farmer abode from Capalna to settle himself somewhere else, more 

comfortably, in the middle of his business network. He was tied to 

the mountain. He grew up this way. He  stayed this way. From 

shepherd parents, he was in some way trying to stay also 

òshepherdó, because in the mountains, somewhere beyond the last 

plateau around Tartarau, he had flocks of sheep and sheepfolds 

wherein the shepherds kneaded  the tastiest bag ch eese in  the 

whole country.  
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òBut here he comes himself from the alleywayó, priest Bunea 

brought to my attention, who had unfolded to me all the details 

above about the òmasteró of the county. 

We met. We talked. We found for us in a manner and with 

the appro ximation of a tale, far -away relatives, having probably a 

common ancestor in who -knows -what -century left behind. The old 

man expressed in words rooted in the place the contentment that 

we had put up at this village so well sheltered between the 

mountains a nd also told me the news that in his house found 

refuge just these days, coming from Balgrad, Misses Ana Rares, 

the wife of the òfamousó naturalist from Iasi. The husband of òMrs. 

Annaó, enlightened me the old man speaking in a tone as if he 

realized he wa s telling something unnecessary , òis commuting 

between Capalna si Alba -Iuliaó, where as is known the University 

of Iasi has settled even since last winter, as in times of distress.  

Old man Loga, talking about the fortress near Mures, was 

alternating names , calling it sometimes Balgrad, sometimes Alba -

Iulia. He was showing this way that he was living on two levels of 

public life: one local -rustic, and another of a n intellectual, 

economical and political nature and as wide as the country.  

Father Bunea threw in a question about the firewood that we 

needed. The practical result of the meeting was that Loga agreed 

for us to òhireó a man to gather from the river the remainder of 

logs which couldnõt be used as timber, namely knots, rotten logs, 

chips and small pie ces. After the old man insisted to come by his 

house on one of the following days, we split. Loga took the road 

upwards. The father and I kept walking onto the lower road for the 

sake of the view.  The road would take us also by Logaõs house. 

Next to the house there was a large, almost square garden, 

surrounded not by a fence, but by a wall. One part of the garden 

was planted with grape vines. One could see over the wall if you 

were rising a little o n the toe tips. I thought I could see there Mrs. 

Ana Rares, of whose appearance I had become very curious. But in 
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the garden I saw only grape vines still without buds, varieties 

chosen of course skillfully and suitable for the soil. Near the house 

there wa s also a kiosk.  

Meanwhile it got a little cloudy, so as the sky seemed 

somehow  painted. We heard then, from a direction which could be 

located  only vaguely,  a buzzi ng as if from giant bumble bees  fading 

in the vastness of faraway places. The buzzing, dens e and dull, 

grew louder in time , allowing my hearing to start a search that 

turned me  into a vane . In the beginning it was a felt -like noise, 

barely perceptible, then clarifying and metallic, specific for the 

Anglo -American bombers.  I was guessing through  the painted 

clouds the direction of the flight, even though I was not seeing 

anything. Based on the acoustic ampleness it must have been a 

flock of tens of bombers. Which was their target? By all 

estim ations ð the city of Sibiu. 6  

When we returned into t he village, the pallor of our faces was 

betraying the scare that we experienced. And we didnõt have any 

doubt: in that moment the city of Sibiu could only be a heap of 

ruins, a wasteland of rubble, a cloud of dust. Once returned in 

father Buneaõs courtyard, I was discussing with my wife and my 

daughter about what happened. We were seeing the house near 

The Groove destroyed to the ground, the library especially I 

imagined wasted and it seemed like I was envisioning some flames 

going through the books like sn akes. My daughter seemed to 

thank me that I insisted, against her stated wish, to leave Sibiu 

and that we left just at the last moment. In the afternoon of the 

same day I was finding out that not Sibiu, but the city of Brasov 

was severely bombarded. A few days later a rumor was reinforced 

                                                           
6   There is an interesting theatrical setup here that conveys LBõs mixed feelings 

towards the se aerial bombing s: the òpaintedó clouds unmistakably communicate  an 

idea  of staged play, an  artificia l setup in which the action takes place. This dichotomy 

of natural and man -made relays that even though the bombers were damaging parts 

of the land, it was still a necessary evil, needed to root out the countryõs invaders. 



Page 32 
 

that thousands of people were killed underneath Tampa (part of 

the city of Brasov) during the fierce bombardment. The victims 

were amongst those ignorant of the dangers , who  like us in Sibiu, 

had searched for shelter in the forests from the outskirts of the 

city.  

The news about this disaster made me not getting out 

through the village for a few days. I was locked in the house in a 

state of complete idleness. With Brasov I was  linked by many, 

many memories of adolescence and later on. I wanted to guess 

from afar which parts of the city were grounded. I was self - 

strengthening thinking that in a few days we will receive news 

from friends in this city in which, as a high -school student I 

weaved the proudest dreams for the future. Of this medieval town 

with its Black Church, with its defense towers in ruin, I was tied 

not only by old memories of warm and tormenting puberty, but 

also by very recent happenings, no less warm and tort uring. I was 

repressing my memories, for I didnõt want to be all of a sudden in 

their midst. I was avoiding the hot memories with a tight closing of 

the eyelids; I was only circling them from afar.  

My last visit to Brasov took place a few weeks before. Fri ends 

invited me to hold a conference. Such invitations I usually met 

with refusals, if not grumpy, at least determined. But my friends 

from Brasov knew closely a weakness of my adult life. They knew 

too well that for some time I was looking for every reaso n and 

opportunity to leave for Brasov from anywhere I happened to be. 

This time it was even them who offered me the opportunity, 

shaped as an invitation to hold a conference. The true reason for 

which I was looking for excuses to go anytime and from anywhe re 

to Brasov was not too difficult to guess and I will disclose it.  

Let me say first a few words about the òlectureró that was 

awaken in me for the past few years, the man who was before 

shackled in almost pathological fears of speaking in public.  Since 
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I returned in the country, after my long absence of fifteen years, I 

managed despite my will to gain some fame as òlectureró.  And it 

happened that everywhere I accepted to hold a conference the 

space would prove too small for those who wished to listen to  me 

speaking.  The audience was  queuing for these conferences and for 

the lack of seats people were willing to listen even from the 

hallways or stairs. My conferences were usually works made to be 

read. Talkativeness was not a quality of mine. Improvisatio n 

wasnõt a tool at my disposal. I had in no way the virtues of a 

public speaker. But I still managed somehow to make a path to 

the heart of my audience. I was catching attention for the 

substance, for the carefully carved word, through slowness and 

monoton y of the diction, through balanced ideas who appealed to 

the curious as a result of a long study. I was shying away from 

any rhetorical phrase, from the theatrical gesture, from the 

anecdote and t he joke. I followed once with an understanding 

smile and in an envious way, one of my fellow writers who was 

excelling precisely because of such qualities of a true òlectureró. 

On one occasion  I saw this very likeable fellow  making his 

entrance on the stage with a large jump from the backstage, and 

with a minding s hout as if in a street play, which was making you 

expect at that moment the firing of a revolver. To such spectacular 

lecturers I couldnõt be any competition. And because the genre 

was repugnant to me, I was trying on my own to get the audience 

used with c onferences of a diametrically opposed type. These 

things and others were crossing my mind in those dreary days 

when the news on the bombing of Brasov were taking a more 

precise shape. But the avoided memories were becoming stabs in 

the heart. They were som ehow embodied in life. And the attempts 

to hold them beneath the threshold of consciousness meant just a 

victory for a moment or two.   

    In Brasov lived not far away from the Post Office Orchard, a 

friend to whom , like for a young vestal who was maintaining the 
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fire of poetry alive,  I dedicated during the last years many of my 

poetic lines.  Her spell, verve, and her burning had turned me for 

several seasons into a song. And this song was a new song, even 

compared to  my song until then. I knew that the being that I 

called òthe Friend of Poetry ó was the muse for so many singers, 

young and old. Moreover, in my memory her image was always 

accompanied by that of a swarm of singers. Strangely, in this 

cultic pomp of erot icism, in the middle of which my friend 

ostentatiously complacent, was not bothering me, not disturbing 

me, was not hindering me. A random act, banal in its nature, was 

able though to disturb and hinder me, and even deeply. This 

random act which was able t o deteriorate the image that I had on 

the medieval burg, with its environment and the whole 

atmosphere which tied me to ideal teenage memories , took place 

not long before, precisely in those days when I was holding the 

conference in that city of my high -school passions. I knew that 

among the many who were dedicating poems to the vestal was a 

colonel, who occupied a prominent place in the swarm through his 

lyrical labors. We were returning in a late afternoon from a walk 

beneath  Tampa, the mountain that lend s an air of historical 

nobility to the Saxon fortress , and the Friend of Poetry  told me to 

spend a minute with the colonel, who of course was waiting for us, 

because she rushed to make him some sort of promises in this 

regard, without asking me. The term òsome sort ofó promises is not 

quite adequate, because the Friend of Poetry  had made òpreciseó 

promises.  With a shyness undermined by uncertainty, we entered 

a house like many others. The Friend of Poetry  rang the bell. The 

colonel opened. We entered a room  which was, in a chaos of 

functions, at the same time living room , office and bedroom.  I was 

seated in a n armchair, while the Friend of Poetry  laid  down on the 

large sofa, with massive and fluffy pillows, in which she dipped 

with poetic sensuality. Before making herself comfortable though, 

she removed her shoes without the slightest bending, to  be in  just 

bare socks.  The gesture was, I admit even to day, especially 
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graceful and without doubt very natural. But it was performed 

with a surprising quickness and with ability that did not have the 

slightest hesitation or clumsiness. The gesture was done even with 

her foot. That meant no help from the arms o r the hand. In other 

words I have been following, a set of reflexes conditioned by a 

precise place, like a rehearsed act. The gesture was not improvised 

for this occasion, but was betraying a long experience which was 

repeating for who knows which number o f times!  In that moment 

of clarity the carats of the spell of the one who I have appointed 

Friend of Poetry  were unwillingly extinguished in my eyes, and her 

appearance became that of an heta era , 7 dosing spiritual qualities 

with frivolous  virtues after th e famous models of Antiquity.  

The memory of the gesture was still persisting at the moment 

when the news about the havoc from Braĺov was arriving . The stab  

that  I was f eeling violently  under my left breast  arriv ed in the 

avalanche of news as a painful closing point after a sweet, short, 

bitter story. And still , together  with this stabbing  the  question was 

li ghting  in me : Did the Friend of Poetry  escaped the havoc  from 

Braĺov? 

The following days did n't br ing us any more surprise s. We 

were slowly entering  the encompassing  and natural rhythm of life 

of a mou ntain village. The sun was rising over a tall  ridge, reach ing  

the zenith of his travel and set ting  over another ridge. The moon 

was growing , changing its  place of appearance every night after its 

own law. Something from the  cadence that could not be  broken by 

anything,  of sacred cosmic events, entered  also into the small 

events of the day and night, in the alternation of human wake and 

sleep of the village, in the habits of  man and in those of the trout  

in the water. Here the blood of women was for sure  fully adapted to  

the  movement of the great stars.  

                                                           
7   hetaera ð in the ancient Greece, hetaera was a type of companion, escort or 

courtesan  
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Closely question ed by me, Father Bunea was often disclosing  

to me picturesque  details related to  the village, exceptional in su ch 

a small  place . Thus I was getting to know  rather unusual people, 

out side  of the  social standards , like a deviation from a divine law. 

And the characters, completed and  rounded as required by the 

needs of poetic creation, were entering naturally  into the imaginary  

drama weaved on the legendary theme of Noah. The legend with 

the sharp fight between good and  evil  was of course of Bogomil 8 

origin.  

It happened  that I met  one day, just in the  decisive moment 

of the congeal ing of the drama , a red -haired  bachelor  farmer, 

middle aged, with  an ambiguous history  behind him, accompanied 

by all the suspicions fabricated by the village's  imagination on the 

account of some dev ilish being . He was as if predestined to become 

the model for  Nefartate, the one who was trying to break the 

misunderstood reckonings of the divine Old  Man. I searche d in the 

geography of the village  for places with names that were twisting , 

unusual and  full of humor  sometimes,  and for a suitable place 

where Noah's Ark  could be build. And then  I started to put on 

paper the imagined drama, scene by scene. 9 

Constrained to live in a n era whose conclusion wasnõt 

becoming apparent , in a hamlet hidden at the bottom of a valley 

with mou ntains  that were closing the physical horizon all around 

and were offering the certainty of a shelter  against the historical 

drubb ing w hich was escalating, I was succeeding to widen 

                                                           
8   Bogomil was a Slavonic monk who, around the time of the official conversion of the 

Slavonic world to Christianity (Eastern Europe including The Balkans), has spread 

his own version of The Old Testamentõs Genesis, centered on the contention that God 

and respectively Satan (named òFartateó and òNefartateó in Romanian) were òbrothersó 

originally, with òFartateó representing all that is good in the world and òNefartateó all 

that is bad. This antithesis  was quite popular and is given more attention by the 

author in Chapter XIX of this book  
9 The real -life theater play authored by LB was published in 1944  
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indefinitely the  horizon, at least with my imagination . And I was 

surrounding myself with meanings belong ing  to a universe  of 

legends . I was putting together  the drama without any hurry. Any 

important act was  done  here  slowly . It seemed that everything was 

taking its time . Lessons  were drawn  only from  th e fruit that grows 

slowly and  ripe ns when its time has come . My dramatic "mystery" 

had  to share the same organic rhythm in which  the pears from 

father Bunea's  garden  were to achieve their full  maturity .  

Near the hamlet , on a high slope above the river , Father 

Bunea had a second  garden  under a brow of forest , and nearby  a 

wooden house with a porch  where someone rarely was  dwelling, 

father's relatives from afar coming  sometimes  in visit. With the 

occasion of a  walk the Father showed me the house and the 

garden. In the middle of the garden a wild pear  tree with its  crown 

cut like an umbrella was indulging in the sun. The umbrella of 

greenery looked  impenetrable to  rain and sun. "How useful would 

be a small table grounded under the pear  tree with  a wooden 

bench nearby" I'm saying on a whim  to the father. "I could retire  

here  to  work at my drama peace fully ". The father gave no answer, 

but the third  day, after arriving home  from someplace,  he told me 

that on the slope and under the wild pear tree,  a fir table and a 

benc h are waiting for me . I decided to work at my òmystery" onl y 

there on the porch. I was linking the  image of the table and bench 

like some sort of a  hope of  a saving spel l. 

Early in the morning I started alongside  the windmill's 

coppice , passed the river and urged myself to  climb the footpath  

between hip roses  towa rds the priest 's garden ; mean while the sun 

was scorching my  forehead from which  the winter's pallor  had to  

disappear. With a youthful impetus  I assumed the table and the 

workplace. It was the seventh day of May .10  

                                                           
10 It is also two days before the writerõs real-life birthday, May 9 th   
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The leaves  had grown  in a few weeks throughout the landscape in 

a rush  that was almost heard . The green dosed with strong  light , 

had that fresh transparency that  lasts only for a couple of weeks, 

forming the pastel phase  of spring . Grasshoppers and all kind of 

bugs were filling the air  with their eastern liturgy  accompanied by 

the lectern  song of bumble bees. The i ntense  solidarity was 

balanc ing  an inner  sadness, bitterness and concern that were 

overwhelming me during the night as in the eve of  some sideway s 

apocalyptic events, always postpon ed. At Capalna I  managed to get  

myself togeth er and work. All the events,  seri ous and  historical 

that occupied continents and  seemed the hints of a prophecy , and 

the reassuring ones of a relaxat ion caused by a return in to 

archaic, were subliming  naturally  in to  the "mystery" that I was 

working on.  

Arriving at the table  still gasping due to the uphill walk, I 

immediately  started to work ; this for not allowing to squander and 

lose myself completely in the landscape. I had to muster my 

willpower to get over the critical  moment of being tempted  to melt  

into the song of the locust. For  this first day of poetical toiling  on 

the slope  Iõve managed better than  1 could have hoped  for . I've 

worked for around three hours. After that I was conquered by the  

landscape. The sun's healthy warmth , present everywhere , and the 

light dimmed only by the wild  pear's thick greenery were working 

on me like a spell . I was wasting myself , with the thought  of never 

again putting myself  back  together . From beneath the slope  were 

heard  the garrulous  waters of the valley. From all over the place 

the continuous hum of bees, the short flight of  bumble bees 

immersing in the gypsy's flower 11 , a ripple and a murmur as broad 

as the  valley were building a world of sounds in my ears.  

  

                                                           
11This is the regional name for the Purple deadnettle (Lamium purpureum) ; plant with 

heart -shaped colored flowers and unpleasant smell  
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I have stayed like this  a long time, leaning on my elbows at  

the table. And as I sat cross -legged on the bench absorbed by the  

sight, suddenly I felt something unusual: it was as if a puppy had  

placed its little paws on the tip  of my  boot. But I couldn't see how 

a puppy from the village could get lost here without giving  another 

sign. I was seized with wonderment and  guessing with all my 

senses that the imaginary " little legs" were  still sitting on t he boot's 

ti p. I tried not to move my  legs at all and slowly bent  my head to  

look under the table. It wasn't a puppy. A red -haired squirrel with 

long fluffy tail had raised  its front little paws on the ti p of the boot 

and was sitting in this wondering  position looking  around. The 

squirrel had re gistered my move  and with  one fiery jump 

disappeared into the  nearby forest. One of the most playful and 

witty  spirits of the forest had paid  me a visit. For me this was  a 

sign and an argument. In a moment of ecstasy, calm ly and 

naturally I became one  with  my surroundings . The joy  of the event 

was still multiplying its echoes in my soul when at a certain  

moment I felt through the sole of my foot, which  became an ear, a 

distant r oar  that was  coming from the ground , deep and dull . The 

rumble was felt by  my entire body  which was  reeli ng from  the 

land 's vibrations. It was the usual hour, known for some time, of 

air strikes over  the land of black gold, t he ruthless hour of 

bombing through  Prahova õs Valley .12  The exp losions  were making 

the mass of the Carpathians vibrate on a distance of hundreds of 

kilometers.  Romania õs spine was trembling.  

In the afternoon when I went down to the village , people were  

leaving the yards , gushing out in clusters as at a  signal. From the 

North -West one could  guess the fuzzy , form less noise  of some 

bombers th at seemed to follow into the horizon the flow of Mureĺ 

downstream . People seemed  agitated but the panic was restrained 
                                                           
12   Prahovaõs Valley was the main oilfield in Romania at the time and one of the most 

important for Nazi Germany; it was of strategic importance for supplying its fuel. 

Carpathian Mountains are the main Romanian mountains, crossing from North to 

South and West  to East.  
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by the awareness of the distance from the danger . Towards  

Apuseni M ountains 13 , in the distance were shin ing in sun light 

around fifty  American bombers, a flock of migratory  birds that 

were returning from somewhere after a  devastating deed. The 

metal bodies were floating freely and undaunted, communicating 

the feeling of their aerial safety to the viewers beneath. It was the 

first time wh en I saw the famous flying  fortresses. Some bombers 

got close enough  to be caught in the cone of  precise sight . I was 

admiring them like a booby  for their splendid composi tion. The 

flying fortresses were  bringing death where ver they were passing 

but the vi llagers were breathing with relief  looking at them  and 

didn't seem to hold  any  grudge against them. 14  Long, thin strips of 

tinfoil were  flying aimlessly through  the sky like spider webs  in 

clear autumn days, and falling down  on the hamlet. I didn't quit e 

underst and why the bombers were leaving metal gossamers 

behind.  Someone was giving expla nations, which to this day I don't 

know how valid they are, that the  tin foils  were launched 

intentionally to deceive the targeting d evices of the anti -aircraft  

defens es from beneath. 15   

Among the curious who were watch ing the bombers withdraw 

was the priest's wife  with another young lady whom I suspected to 

be lady Ana Rares, the naturalist's wife from  Iasi. We got 

                                                           
13   Common name for the western part of Carpathians  
14   Even though Romaniaõs leadership decided to enter the WWII alongside Axis 

powers, (after the Germanic King Carol dissolved Parliament , outlawed  political 

par ties and started a dictatorship;  after numerous murders  of public figures, 

politicians  and intellectuals, following the Polish and Czech models of occupation, 

and with the country occupied by Nazi troops preparing to start war against Russia), 

popular sympathies were clearly towards the Allies, seen as liberators and bearers of 

historical justice, attitude that only grew after the Soviet occupation that followed the 

war, when the whole hope of freedom and justice for an entire people was sublimated 

in the words òSa vina americanii!ó (May the Americans come!)  
15   This counter -measure was indeed employed by aviation to help against radar 

detection of airplanes and the radio -based proximity -fuse of anti -aircraft munitions 

rounds.  
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acquainted. Mrs.  Rares scrutinized  me with a short but very 

attentive  look , and then  continued to follow with the hand over  the 

eyes the silver bombers w hich were flashing  sometimes blindingly  

in the horizon. I looked at her from a  side. It seemed to me that 

she was looking farther than the bombers , like she wanted to  see 

with her hand cupped  over the eyes  something in the future's 

horizon . Came to mind a personal  observation I made  in prior 

years . When you meet people whom friendship might  interest you , 

it  happens more than  once that the surrounding  space gains  a 

lyric dimension and transform s itself in to  time. You look into space 

like you look into the future , wishing to guess  what tomorrow 

brings in relation with the people. The group of curious people, 

including the  priest õs wife, cleared away. As  Mrs.Rares was still 

persisting to stare undecided between horizon  and future , I 

approached her "W as it really needed a day with apocalyp tic  sky 

for us to know each  other?" I open the discussion. Mrs. Rares 

answered smiling: "Looks like the  beginning of  what was predicted  

for us . The fortresses are flying over the country." And the word 

came quickly  about Leonte Patrascu , who not far from here, in 

Beautiful 's Field, probably was watching  too in  this moment the 

flight of the fortresses.  

"I consider myself his best friend", tells me Mrs. Rares. "If you 

knew how   often and how  much he talked to me about you!"  

"There were t hree weeks that  have passed since he happened 

to say your name to me and only now I have the joy  to meet you. 

You surrounded  yourself with walls.  Even when you are sitting in 

a garden." My  words were a bit clumsy but I couldn't find others 

more suitable to underline the regrettable  delay that intervened , to 

always postpone something that should have happened a long time  

ago. 

"Professor, if yo u would rise a little bit on the toes I am sure 

that you could see over the  walls. Also, the house where  I am living 
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has  a gate and doors  through which one can enter ." These  were 

the playful  words with which Mrs. Rares  answered me . 

There was a lot of smile  in the voice of Mrs. Ana. In the 

modulations of the voice  I was guessing almost a blame for letting 

the weeks  pass without looking for the opportunity to meet  each 

other and this despite the fact known by both of us that my best 

friend and her best  friend  were one and the same person: the 

philosoph er f rom The Beautifulõ Field.   

The same day  towards evening,  Mrs. Rares presented herself 

into  the yard of Father Bunea  with  the pretense of a household 

reason . She came to find out  some things from the priestõs wife . I 

was also present, my wife and  my daughter  too. A fiery chat 

started in the small summer house which  was in the same 

court yard with  the winter house  where we were living. Mrs. Rares 

was of average height, but with a distinction  that was making her 

taller . Her whole  being  was a smile . I noticed immediately that her 

beauty wasn't  spectacular. Her beauty was showing from time to 

time,  totally unexpectedly, either through  mimic , or in  a 

movement, or in  a complex of neutral lines. She had a movement 

full  of grace that she didn't seem to kno w herself . The eyes , very 

alive and sparkling  with  intelligence were  opening in the cheek of  

rather a soul than a body. And still the body was also among us , to 

express through  every mo vement or gesture a charm dosed fr om 

hard to define  nuanc es. Even her name  seemed to be that of a 

sweet air. This creature  of unostentatious  carats , whose  

appearance like that of a nameless spell  could  of course hide also 

some small feminine  cruel ties, entered  our yard. She was inquiring  

without a clear  purpose about some household  chores: where one 

could  find curdled sheep milk, lovage for soup or l amb meat and 

the smaller things necessary for preparation  of caull . 16  It was a 

                                                           
16

 haggis -like dish prepared especially around Easter from an a nimalõs chopped 
internal organs mixed with condiments  
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poor excuse of a questionnaire for w hich she could have found the 

most precise answers right in the  house were she was living, at the 

Loga family: where she could  have found p lenty of what she was 

pretending  to look  for . She obviously came for something else and 

it was surprising that she  didn't put  any effort in to making up less 

obvious pretens es. Yes, she came with the t hought  of meeting  my 

family. This was the way h er visit was interpreted in by all who 

were present  there. My wife and my daugh ter were looking at her , 

tried to the point of  blushing by the small wond er that  had  both 

such an urban and a rustic air  at the same time . 

Mrs. Rares st ayed for some time and after a discussion that 

took a relaxing and very friendly turn,  she got ready to leave 

through  a hand gesture and the tone of her  voice. I sketched a 

disc reet sign  to  my daughter to stay home and I accompanied Mrs. 

Rares by myself on the two side  lanes,  to the front of the house 

from the main street where she was living. Along the way, Mrs. 

Rares told me that s he misses a lot talking  to  her philosopher; she 

hasnõt seen him since she  came to Capalna. At once I make the 

proposal to go together one day o n a trip by foot to  The Beautiful's 

Field. The b arely ske tched project was gladly accepted , leaving us 

to agree at another  time on the day when we will start going down 

way through  the valley.  

 

                                               * 

Our situation in the small world of the village would come to  

a completely unexpected turn.  Who could have thought possible 

such shortcomings  too?! Even  a life that seems to build itself on 

big lines and in the coordinates of destiny  is sometimes  

complicated  like this , due to  small, petty, unpredictable reasons . 

Because of  some out of the blue reasons , our refuge in  Capalna 
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was about to come to an end, quite a sudden, noisy  and 

spectacular one.   

Few days before living Sibiu, my wife hired a helping  girl, a 

country girl and the only among many  presented to me, willing to 

leave the town and  stay in the village for several  months or 

seasons. Mariuca was eig hteen years old. She was pretty  but  also , 

as we soon realized,  perplex ingly easy. Suffering from a sickly 

curiosity she was entering people sõ homes in  Capalna , poking into 

facts and inquiring into relationships and when sh e could not find 

any, she made the m up with the imagination  of a restless air -

monger . It was like we brought a devil  with us  in the village. She 

found out within  days all the small novels that were weaving 

between the  young people of the hamlet. Seemingly taken by a fire 

against which she had no  power to oppose, the  girl wanted to 

suddenly enrich, enormously  and torrentially, the chronic le of her  

personal adventures.  So it was that  every night s he was drawing 

some l ad in to  the garden behind the house where we were  living. 

The boys of father  Bunea, the two teenagers who wa tched of 

course with interest such ancillary adventures, brought to our 

attention from the beginning the girl's deeds.  

Hoping  that I could put a stop to the fornication  I decided to have 

a word with Mariuca. I point ed with  shy workaround s the things 

that were spoken about her  in the village. Mariuca listen ed to me 

without blushing. While I was talking to her she took, to my 

surprise, a more evincing attitude  towards coquetry and in the end  

answer ed me: "Does the professor th inks that at my age life can be  

lived without a sweethea rt?" For the moment she managed to 

demobilize  me. After a few days the  girl was caught deep in 

quarrelling with several families from the village that she turned 

one against another. Mariuca succeed ed to create tension in the 

village with  intrigue s, gossips and shameless nocturnal initiatives , 

tension which was  about to reflect  as resentments  and suspicions 
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on us. The girl had the air  that she was enjoying our protection for 

it was ignored  the fact  that we ourselves had hired her only a few 

days before embarking on the way of the refuge.   

It happened then  that Mariuca spread in the hamlet various 

stories  about some "rich es" and "treasures" which we supposedly  

brought packed in crates and in carts when we arrived in the  

village. The crates could be seen by a nyone. They contained the 

things  needed for  living. It's true that some crates contained 

something else and right  tho se probably a woke the  girl's 

imagination. Yes indeed, in these were the "tre asure s". It also 

happened about that time that  some travelers, passersby thro ugh 

the  hamlet towards the higher sett lements of Oasa up in the 

mountains,  inquire d with  a few locals about who are the "refugees" 

here in the village. Some guy from Ca palna pronounced  also my 

name : Axente Creanga. A passerby made his  comment s: "Aha, the 

poet! Then you should know that this  is the  guy that  the English  

and American  planes  are looking after !" The comment with lot of 

extra flourishes added before crossing  from one end of t he village 

to the other, quickly took roots. And the result was a big  and  

public concern. In the soul s of a few even fear and panic  was 

ignited . Some village elders suggested to father Bunea who was 

hosting us that we should  go elsewhere. It w as claimed wi th a 

naivety mixed wit h some magic anxiety that our presence would 

expose the village to bombings from English  and  Americans . It 

took father õs Bunea intervention in one of his Sunday sermons,  

weighing  in all of his authority to extinguish such stories that were 

started by the jokes of some wondering strangers. In such an 

atmosphere we could not afford to irritate the hamlet also with 

Mariuca's  deeds and mischievousness . So we sent her back to 

Sib iu and  from there to her parent sõ village. Her  dispa tch ing  to 

origin was done  with such swiftness and a promptitude that 

silenced even the rustic she -devil . So we prevented the hamlet's 

rebellion against us; a fter Mariuca's departure , the  fluster  settled. 
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Still the suspicion that in the narrow and longish crates that we 

stacked in one of the rooms were confined big treasures continued 

amongst the people  for months . The crates were indeed very heavy 

for their "insignificant" size, argument  that  peppered  people's 

imagination. Mariuca , looking to seem important , launched even in  

the last moments before  her expulsion all kinds of tales about the 

"gold" poured into our crates  by The Apuseni Mountains.  

 

                                                  * 

For now the atmosphere in the village settled down but the 

story of the ògoldó would catch up with me  years later , in some 

other circumstances . Facts and stories that appea r to be an  

episode are often linked  by many threads with a man's life. But we 

are st ill in the month of May 1944,  towards t he end. And those of 

time must  be told one after another.   

         I was rarely meeting Mrs. Ana Rares. Once when it suited me 

I remind ed her about the  project sketched but left in suspension , 

of surprising  with a v isit the philosopher from The Beautiful 's 

Field.  

Early in the morning we left on a trip o n the day of The 

Pentecost, the celebration of the Holy Ghost , which was observed  

quite late that year. The day appeared wonderful. On the road , in 

our sprightly conve rsation we touched  the most diverse  issues. 

Mrs. Ana throw s in  a word even from the beginning about the  

disagreeable  atmosphere created about us in the  village, and f or 

whose dissipation  she herself collaborated  as an adviser to whom 

the peasants listened with trust and sympathy. It was only natural 

for the  talk to come  about the narrow and longish crates in w hich 

The Apuseni  Mountains supposedly  spilled their gold en entrails.  
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        "The stra nge thing is that these crates really do exist", I add, 

"and they indeed include something  valuable or more accurately 

something "valuable" for  us  and especially my wife. The  crates, 

around ten, contain old Lusitanian  tiles from XVII and XVIII 

centur ies. And now, Mrs.  Rares, I'm sure you want to hear the 

story about  acquiring th ose tile s." 

        Mrs. Rares turned her head slightly towards me, w hich gave 

me the opportunity to notice how  beautiful she " happen ed" to be in 

that morning of solar cool ness and in to  the air t hat was springing 

seemingly radioactiv e through the spectacular waters of  the river.  

       "Is it worth ?ó Mrs. Ana asked me, teasing me somehow  for the 

question I raised.  "Itõs worth", I answered laughing and I start 

relating. "In 1938 when I found myself  in  Lusitanian  in one 

unbearably hot summer  day I went to the offices  of our legation .17  

There I  found out about a letter that had just arrived. From the 

header the envelope was coming  all the  way from Bucharest, from 

the Palace Minister .18  Two letters were in the envelope, one signed  

by The Palace Minister. I read it. I was invited to  look into the 

situation of a Lusitanian  doctor who was asking the intervention of 

Romania's King in a professional matter, about  which I would  find 

details  in the second letter. The second letter was written in 

French. The signature was  in almost childish calligraphic lettering : 

Dr. Ribeira. It w as the applicant's signature, who  was in dicat ing  

also  his  address. The Lusitanian  doctor was writing  straight to 

Romania's K ing. In the introductory  lines he was asking with bows  

guessed from the allure of the  wording, if The Sovereign King 

remembers the Lusitanian  doctor he once met in Biarritz! The 

                                                           
17

 Between 1938 and 1939 LB headed the Romanian Legation in Lisbon, Portugal, 

appointed as Ambassador of Romanian King Carol to Portugal; in another chapter of 
this book he will describe in detail some a spects of his diplomatic experience . 
18

 Between 1865 and 1947, Romania was functioning as a monarchy, headed by a King 

descending from the Hohenzollern Royal family, one of the European monarchic 
dynasties of German origins. The Palace Minister was the administrative head of the 
Kingõs Palace and Royal business activities  
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doctor  showed in the letter the precarious  situ ation in which he 

wasé Hearing that in Lusitanian  a great oil  company  is being 

founded,  some kind  of branch of Romanian Royal Revenue , the 

doctor  was daring  to ask  for a royal  intervention on his behalf  to 

be named the company õs physician. I kindly asked the le gation 

secretary, a young Lusitanian  woma n of Arabic  kind red, to look in 

the phone index  for the  doctor's name and address and to invite 

him to the legation. Indeed the secretary found the  name and 

address, picked up the phone and dialed a number. A questi on 

asked in the country's  language that  was still bothering my  

hearing with its many shõs and halves of  zõs and hard to 

pronounce  diphthongs , for which they demanded  you set your 

jaws for some kind of bark.  An exchange of words started on the 

phone. The secretary blushes, raises  her voice.  Repeats. Insists  to 

talk to the  doctor. Then silence. After that another voice on the 

phone.  Some clarifications. A few apologies. The doctor had been 

finally found "and he  will come  right away to the  legation". The 

secretary shook with  laughter. The phone was initially answered,  

as suspected , the doctor's wife, who upon hearing a fem inine  voice, 

said a few words on a n insulting tone:  "Romanian Legation? Oh, I 

know exactly what legation is looking for him!" Still the air was 

clear ed. After only a few minutes , the doctor was ringing at the 

door. He was probably straightening his  tie in front of the 

legationõs door . The door was opened for him. He was invited to 

step into my  office. He stop ped in the doorway without greeting, 

saying:  

       "I think  that I committed  a big  mistake and an indecency. Still 

I came. Mister Minister , do what you please with me. Cut off  my 

head!" The Lusitanian  doctor was short, plain looking, but 

likeable. He was speakin g in impeccable  French, which  was 

unexpected for me  after  judging the man by his looks.   
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       Me: "But you haven't made any foolishness, Mr. Ri beira, 

please come in, have a sea t. I would  like to have a little chat , that's 

why I've called you!"  

       He: "Let's leave the foolishness aside as you say, but 

nevertheless I've committed  an indecency.  I wrote a letter to 

Romania's King."  

       "Yes, I know", I answer, without clarifying the detail t hat the 

letter was now in my drawer.  "And just what were you writing 

about to the King? Have you met him sometime ?" 

       "I was requesting his high intervention at the Romanian 

company that is being founded right here in  this town, as I found 

out from newspapers, to be named doctor of the company...You 

know  Mr. Minister, it's rather very difficult for us, doctors...When 

in trouble, the man has the most screwy  ideas". Thus spoke Mr. 

Ribeira.  

       "I have received instructions from Bucharest to take you r 

worries under my shield", I answer  him. «But first let me rectify 

some of your views related to the company in matter. It's not a 

Romanian  company, but an agreement between the Lusitanian  

state and a private French ð Romanian  company. The deal was 

signed  after some adventures. Soon the works will begin. I know 

the  manager of the company which  is financed equally by 

Lusitanian  state and The Royal  Revenue  Company . I  am ready to 

talk to the manager. But I couldn't promise you anything yet. And 

now let's talk  about something else. I'm c urious to find out in what 

circumstances you met the king!»   

        The doctor  started a long story. «I was with my wife in a long 

holiday  at  Biarritz - this was in the years when the Prince 

Successor of Romania was in exile. I  was eating  with my wife right 

at the hotel's restaurant where  we were staying . Right nearby  at 
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another table  were having lunch  a tall and elegant young man and 

a lady. I was  talkin g rather loud with my wife in Lusitanian  

language, like it's usually done w hen you go  abroad and you think 

thereõs nobody around to understand . I noticed that the young  

man was sometimes eavesdropping  in to our conversation. The 

impression was confirmed when  the young man sent the waiter to 

ask us what language we are speaking. I answered:  Lusitanian  

language. The stranger , the elegant gentleman thanked by nodding  

his head discreetly.  His thanks took a more palpa ble shape 

because in that same moment he sent through the waiter a  bottle 

of champagne. Also through the waiter I answere d that I will 

accept it with all my  gratitude  if the pair will acce pt after lunch a 

black coffee prepared in Lusitanian  way. The young  man accepted, 

also sending word through the waiter. After lunch I sent them the 

coffee, which I was preparing  myself  with a special device right on 

the front table. After drinking his coffee , the young  man g ot up and 

headed  towards our table, which forced me to get up also. Full of 

courtesy he  thanked me for the coffee and told me that he bears a 

special interest for Lu sitania . I asked  him what his nationality is . 

He answered simple and sober: Romanian . Upon hearing the name 

of this  nation of people I reacted without control saying: "We, 

Lusitanian s, have a great admiration for  Prince  Carol!" "But how? 

What for?", asked the young man. " You See", I tell him, "a prince 

who  gives up his throne for a woman i t's something that exalts all 

Lusitania ns." And then , a little  perplex ed, the young man said: 

"I'm Prince Carol." You imagine the scene, Mr. Minister. I  was 

looking to see from where and how I w ould gather myself in front 

of the smiling prince. And we  became good friends. After 

luncheons we were visiting,  us with  them and  they with  us.  Having 

coffee had turned in to a ritual that we were always performing 

together. The princ e was closely interested about the situations in 

Lusitania , where things seemed to take a new and good  path . And 

now, look, when I read in the newspapers about the new company, 



Page 51 
 

I mustered  my  courage to write to K ing Carol. A King couldn't have 

forgotten his little friend, that's what I  said to myself.ó 

       "And he hasn't forgotten you", I added. " Though concerning  

your matter you need to have a little  patience."  

       "I got patience and, in fact, that issue does not interest me 

anymore the moment I  see that the king hasn't forgotten me." With 

these words, the doctor left.   

       At once I contacted the company's manager, the petroleum 

engineer Nńluca, inviting him to the legation in a n urgent matter.  

       The agreement re garding  the establishment o f the Franco ð 

Romanian  - Lusitania n company had faced  unimaginable 

difficulties. The Anglo - American oil  own ed without rivalry 

Lusitania n market and was imposing its prices as they wish ed. 

The Anglo - American oil  representatives  were str iv ing to hinder in 

any way the establishment of this so called "R omanian" company,  

because such company in which the Lusitanian  state was an 

associate would have lead to the elimination of the Anglo - 

American oil  from the local market. So the arrogant and powerful 

representatives of this oil  were looking to comp romise, through 

intrigues and all sorts  of slanderous rumors, especially the 

engineer Naluca, the oilman  who was negotiating  in the name of 

the Royalty  Revenue  with the Lusitania n state.  As Minister o f 

Romania in  that country, I had only an observer role, but  every 

time I was asked I stepped  in the  course of the discussions, 

sometimes even in decisive moments, especially to disperse the  

suspicion which  the Lusitania ns were starting to show towards  the  

Romanian oil  representative, who was very close to fall ing  victim to 

some of the  lowest kind of  slander. But on the other hand I knew 

that Lusitania 's dictator wanted  to emancipate from under the 

tutelage of Anglo - American oil , and  therefore he was willi ng to 

reach an agreement with engineer Naluca.  
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And so, my  intervention was more to save the personal prestige of 

Mr. Naluca from the vortex  of gossips . The  Franco ð Romanian  - 

Lusitania n agreement was signed and the company that would 

come into  existence would have to become  by all accounts , the 

most important industrial company  from Lusitania , because that 

country , from an industrial standpoint,  was at the time fifty years  

behind even our Romania . 

     Manager Naluca arrived. I tell him what i tõs about: a letter from 

the Palace with the King's  seal. Naluca decided immediately 

without a momentõs hesitation: "If it's the King's wish then Dr . 

Ribeira can consider himself the company õs doctor." "Slowly, 

slowly", I tell him, "you haven't  started the works, yet. " "Doesn't 

matter. The doctor can come even tom orrow to pick up his salary.  

After a few months he will probably have also some work to do ." 

Naluca was thus a very  exped ient  man.  

       The nex t day I rushed  towards the legation earlier than usual 

to call Dr. Ribeira. I was  eager to give the man the good news. 

When he arrived I told him that starting immediately  he is the 

company doctor and invited him to the headquarters  to pick up his 

salary. The doctor  turned pale. Little was missing for him to start 

leaping through  the office.   

       And then, gathering himself  he started to offer his services 

with the rhetoric of a  Mediterranean : "You know, Mr. Minister, I 

have strong connect ions in all  the ministries . At the  Defense 

Ministry  too. I'm making myself available to you with any 

information  you desire . You know...for  King  Carol I betray even my 

country ." The phrase wasn't badly devi sed, but I smiled. And  

pointing to the  map of Europe which was hanging on the office 

wall I tell him: "You see, doctor,  here is Lusitania , and over there 

at the opposite end , there 's Romania. I don't need any secret  

information about your country. We are Romanians  and 

Lusitania ns . And I think that  Emperor Trajan , the godfather of our 
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language, was also Lusitania n.19  There is  nothing for us to quarrel 

over.  But as for myself , look, I came here only to admire your 

country õs beauties and to  know the glory of a small nation that 

was able to conquer half the globe."   

For as  long I stayed in Lusitania , Dr. Ribeira passed by every 

day with his little car at the legation,  always at the same hour , 

with the precision  of an antique hourglass. And he was inquiring if 

I have any desire . He was putting in his voice an emphasis  and a 

tone that seemed to underline  his consciousness  of a faith ful , 

although only virtual , citizen of a country where he had  never 

walked and will never walk. Once, later on, when it  happened  to 

find me more relaxed  in  my diplomatic situation, asking me like 

usual  if I have any wish, I told him: "I have  no desire . Actually 

yes", I came back, "I have one  though . Actu ally my wife rather 

would have a wish . She gre w very fo nd of and is yearning  the old 

Lusitania n faience ( tile ). We have only one pi ece of corda  seca and I 

don't know how we can get a few more  of them ó. "The easiest 

thing", answers  the doctor.  

A week had passed when, in a sunset reflected red on the 

building roof shingles , the doctor came  with few pieces of tile. The y 

werenõt corda seca,  but it was old and beautiful  too,  from the 17 -th 

century. Then another day at noon he  came with quite a  

mysterious air: " Do come with me, I want to show you something."  

We got in to his car. We drove on a large  avenue at whose  end 

was guarding the white statue of  Don Pedro, king of Lusitan ia and 

Emperor of Brazil . We stopped  on a side street. We got o ut of the 

car . We climbed  by elevator in a building to the fifth floor, similar 

                                                           
19

 Emperor Trajan, who led The Roman Empire between 98 -117 AD, was closely 

associated with the conquest of ancient Dacia, on whose territory modern Romania 
was born after the Roman conq uest in 102 -106  AD. Romanian language is mostly 
Latin, from which it inherits the majority of vocabulary, phonation, and grammar. 
Trajan was born  in The Iberian peninsula, but  in Spanish territory   (modern 
Andalusia, the Eastern province neighboring  Lusita nia)  
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to the way quicksilver  must have climbed  up in the thermometer 

on that hot day. The doctor opened a door with a k ey from his 

pocket - like at his own h ouse. We entered a corridor where 

unknown people were passing , who seemed to be guessing their 

way in broad daylight. The doctor, without greeting the ones 

present, led me into an empty room. |I didnõt quite understand 

where I was. The room was completely covered with òazuleizushó20  

from the 18 th  century.  

 òDo you like this faience?ó the doctor asked me. òYes, I like 

itó, I answered, perplexedly nodding my head. òThen, you can have 

it all. I will take it off the wallsó. òOh, noó, I rush, making a gesture 

meant to stop him somehow. òI canõt make use of so much 

faience.ó 

òThen choose. Please make a sign with the pencil on the 

pieces you like. I will bring them to you packed and sealed in 

adequate boxes. The rest will be th rown out to trash.ó This way the 

doctor, carried away with zeal, was pushing me.  

I chose a few hundred pieces at the momentõs inspiration. 

The faience was depicting on a dull grey background, with blue 

strokes, flowers, birds, citadels, ships. When I walke d out, quite 

confused by the visit we paid into a building somehow strange for 

my antennas, I asked the doctor for some explanations: òWhere 

were we? Whose apartment was that? Whose building? Who were 

the people walking in the hallway?ó 

òDonõt worryó, said the doctor, òweõve been into a institute for 

the blind, where Iõm the doctor. Nobody has seen you and nobody 

will see either tomorrow, or the day after tomorrow, that the 

faience has disappeared from the walls.ó 

                                                           
20 òazuleizushó used here is probably the phonetic correspondent of Hispanic 

òazulejosó, which is a blue enameled faience of Arabic origin. 
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Not even forty -eight hours have passed and I found myself at 

the legation with the faience ordered in about ten fitted cases.  

After another twenty four hours, the doctor came again, this 

time slightly alarmed: òKnow that the owner of the house has 

found out that I took out the faience. And now heõs looking for 

compensation.ó  

òBut how did he find out?ó I ask. To get this answer: òThe 

owner has noticed the pieces thrown out on top of the debris pile 

from the courtyard.  You are to blame, you should have taken them 

all. But donõt worry. I will settle it somehow with the building 

owner.ó 

I couldnõt control my worries about being involved in a 

contravention to the law of the national monuments in a foreign 

country where I represented the king of my country.  

After a few more days, the doctor descended ag ain from his 

little car at the legation, so to tell me: òI settled with the owner.ó 

òBut how?ó 

òVery simple. I told him that I took off the faience because it 

was anyway too old. And I promised him that Iõll paint the room in 

a modern color.ó 

See, Mrs. Anna, this is the story of the cases in which the 

fairies from the Apuseni Mountains have poured the gooses that 

laid the golden eggs. These are the priceless treasures that we 

brought in chaises. But I havenõt finished yet. The story of the 

Lusi tania n doctor, the healer from the institute for the blind, has 

another short, but very interesting addition. No more than two 

years later from the appointment that was attributed to him in 

such a royal way, in our country took place as you know, the 

known  changes in the countryõs leadership. The King from our 
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story got between the millstones of history. Forced to abdicate, he 

left for exile, which he wanted to spend on the western coast of the 

Iberian Peninsula. You remember, Mrs. Anna, how after arriving in 

Spain, he was detained and imprisoned in a castle. General Franco 

did not authorize the further passage of the King. Half a year later 

you certainly read yourself in the newspapers that the King has 

evaded from Spain and that his escape was prepared ver y carefully 

by a Lusitania n doctor. Donõt you think, Mrs. Rares, that I am 

entitled to suspect that the Lusitania n doctor in question was the 

one who declared that for Romaniaõs King he was ready to betray 

even his own country?  

The trip to The Beautifulõs Filed  started by foot in the 

morning by me and Mrs. Rares, was continued later for the most 

part with a bus full of travelers. The snorting vehicle stopped to 

pick us up too, which lessened our travails but at the same time 

the incomparable pleasure of wa lking afoot alongside the water, 

and again near the water which stayed always the same water.  

                                         * 

In Beautifulõs Field we were greeted in the courtyard of the 

parental house by Leonte, with his expression of kindness 

detached from the ephemeral. Mrs. Anna told him even from the 

get go that on the road she was entertained by me with stories 

from the most recent part of countryõs history. The question with 

which the philosopher let in Mrs Anna was: òHow are you, 

daughter  of Paracelsus ?ó I was finding out this way that Leonte 

was granting her this epithet like a garment which fitted well her 

air, but also her preoccupations that placed her in another time, 

around the end of the Middle Age. Guided by the Paracelsian 

princip le that for any disease there is a secret cure found in 

nature, Mrs. Rares specialized a few years before at a University in 

Germany in studying medicinal plants. She was thus seconding 
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with a feminine passion the more ample research of her husband, 

the na turalist.  

Leonte led us through the house in which he was born and 

spent his childhood.  After a restful respite in the chill of the rooms, 

we got out again in the yard. I wanted to see the barn. Entering the 

barn, I was struck just like  years ago by the smell of the dry clover, 

of tools, hay, heavy oil, straws, of stable. Yes, just like the days of 

old, from  years afar. During childhood we often played on the 

stack of wheat sheaves , kept here to dry commencing within 

harvest to threshing . òWe are in 1944, but this smell is from 

1908 21, when I stepped last time over the threshold of the barn.ó I 

notice. We went into the garden. In its midst I was surprised by a 

giant crown of greenery, a magnificent walnut tree which 

encompassed with its sh ade the whole width of the garden. The 

trunk is thick; it canõt be held between  the arms.  

òWait a minute, Leonte, letõs think for a moment . From what I 

remember, you didnõt have any walnut tree in the garden!ó 

òIndeed, when we left the village in 1908, the walnut  wasnõt.ó 

reinforces LeonteéóIt has grown by itself from some nut dropped 

by the crow , the way auntie Safta, the current owner of the garden, 

is telling it.ó 

We couldnõt be enough in awe of this view. The giant walnut 

with its dense green, with its  bitter aroma, ceased to be a walnut 

and became time, palpable time, embodied before us. And the 

same tremor shook all three of us, a metaphysical earthquake of 

the soul facing unexpectedly the embodied time.   

Going back we arrived again, passing through t he barn  in the 

courtyard, where in the corner of the house was once raising a 

                                                           
21 In 1908, following his fatherõs death, the house where he was born and spend his 
childhood in Lancram was sold ; nowadays the house, yard, barn are a museum  
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huge chestnut tree which now wasnõt. Here it  is again , time , made 

once more palpable ð this time through an  omission.  

We were trying to head the conversation elsewhere. We talk 

about these years of refuge, about the mutilation of the borders, 

about the horror of the outside invaders.  

òOur souls are grinded day by day and night by night 

between the millstones of imperialismó, I say, òbut we try to forget. 

If somebody would have to ld me beforehand the trials and 

tribulations that will befall us , I would have  thought that such 

suffering cannot be endured by a  wake ful  conscience.  And yet we 

are enduring.  And every now and then a smile  flourishes, and 

between tears some moment of joy.  How come that in 

circumstances and situations like these, when we should keep our 

head down or shout our bitterness into the four winds, for a 

moment the miracle of forgetting still happens?ó 

òThe miracle of oblivionó completes Leonte, òhappens the 

same w ay in a situation much more serious and permanent: when 

facing death.ó   

 We decided to take a short walk through the village. I was 

showing to Mrs. Anna Rares so many of the òtwinsó playgrounds. 

There is the mill with the whirlpool in which sometimes were  

drowning children our age, caught into vortices. There is the 

village school. Nearby ð my natal house, from which I started my 

way into the light. In front of the hous es, on both sides of the 

street  two streams rush rippling, from which an agreeable chill  

emanates and seems to invite me to undress stark -naked. The 

smell of this water originating from the river awakens in me the 

memory of a whole era which has gone by, gone by.  

òWhen as a child, I was walking barefoot and I was splashing 

through creeks of l iving water, I did not foresee this day, chosen to 
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bring you into my villageó, I tell Mrs. Anna in a momentõs respite 

when Leonte, leaving us alone, entered to the villageõs priest to ask 

about a hermitage to sleep overnight. Then I followed:óIf I would 

foresee then this day, I would have surely fallen asleep at that very 

moment, like in a long fairytale sleep, only to wake up now with 

my eyes on you.ó I was mixing into my words, which were picked 

effortlessly, the rhythm of verses. Mrs. Annaõs upper lip lifted on 

one side, slightly uncovering a line of teeth without blemish 

underneath the rosy cheek of a spell.  

That night I slept in a room from my natal house, long ago 

deserted by those who in another time I used to call my own, and 

who were all now under the ground. Misses Anna found nest in the 

priestõs house. In the afternoon of the second day we got back with 

a bus to Capalna. Mrs. Annaõs husband arrived in the village even 

before noon to take his wife to Alba -Iulia. The weekly commute 

between the city on Mures and the mountain village had become 

very uncomfortable for Professor Rares.  

 

 

                           Chapter II  

 

After the unexpected and completely outside of the norms 

departure of Mrs. Ana Rares to Alba -Iulia, the village in which we 

were l iving seemed to have diminished its horizon, so much so that 

I could only call it  a  hamlet. Talking about norms  I am alluding to 

the fact that Mrs. Ana was leaving without announcing and 

without saying goodbye, about an hour or two after we arrived 

together from The Beautifulõs Field. What? She disappeared 

without a word? She didnõt have the respite to pass by our place 

even for a moment? It was clear to me that her departure took 
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place at her husbandõs request, but how was it possible that she 

wasnõt able to make up a reason for a farewell visit?  The way of 

the vanishing was raising suspicions, and for days my spi rits were 

down. The breeze which raided the hamlet after dusk fluttering all 

the leaves will from now on have an empty sound. Strange was the 

fact that just a few weeks earlier, the village didnõt seem deserted 

at all. But a few meetings and the daylong tr ip together had filled 

the landscape with Mrs. Anaõs smile. Her departure had left an 

empty place in the landscape, a painful nothingness. But I didnõt 

show my fretting  to anybody. I told myself: I must work.  

I was going every day especially before noon  in  the garden 

from the slope  in which the squirrel helped me integ rate with 

elementary simplicity . My theater play was advancing. I 

acquainted myself with the wicked ness of the hamlet which was all 

revealing itself to me  according to ancestral patterns. It  had 

nothing to do with Noahõs Ark, but w as polarizing by itself  around 

the conflict between the moral forces of the world  in the way that 

the legend showed. The fictional play  was developing in 

unexpected  ways , drawing in its web household details, celestial -

suave or of a grotesque realism. All these details were to be 

organized into a big picture that should be ideal and of cosmic 

significance. A mystical air was to float over everything. And for the 

ensemble to gain a note of plausibi lity, the f ict ion had to be 

imbued with a fine humor , which should entertain in the spectator 

following the action a certain skepticism regarding the repeated 

intervention of the miraculou s, an intervention which occurs  with  

const ernation for the healthy mind  at every step. The theater play 

was conceived on a play of nuances;  it demanded from the 

beginning to the end  simple, primary means, but at the same time 

refinement, both in its substance and in its expression. The 

fantastic w ould get entirely natural virtues  and the dull and daily 

had to get an imponderable magical aura.  This way I was feeling 

my play  which  was growing vertiginously, like  from an initial seed 
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in which until recently were quivering just latencies. With such 

tho ughts I was spending my time on the slope. And from time to 

time I was discern ing the sound  of the trout leaping out of from 

the creekõs water down below, and often about the same time, the 

vague underground boom with which the bombardments from 

Prahova Va lley seemed to reverberate under the soles of my feet.  

I had firmly placed the shield of a few mountains between 

myself and the history which was being made with so much 

bloodshed and fire in  as many expanses as encompassed on the 

earth õs crust. The events , at least the most significant ones, were 

sending their echoes o n different path s to my ear. More than rarely  

I was thus pulled from Noahõs drama and drawn into the other 

drama, of the historical life. The advance of my play was 

sometimes demanding new détentes which needed to be prepared 

through introspection. Those times I  was taking a walk up the 

river  and  to the fortress.  On a round mountaintop not far away, it 

had come to light in recent years, from under  earnest  picks, the 

remains of an ancient for tress belonging to the central defense 

system of our Dacian ancestors. Stepping on shards of burned clay 

pots, I was driven by my  imagination  in slipping against time and 

into another dra ma about turning points,  which was about to 

begin. It was about the d estiny of the people.  I was worried by the 

question of whether we were somehow approaching a crossroad 

similar to that which left its vestiges under the soles of my feet? 

Sometimes I was tel ling myself though that  in the past the 

circumstances were differe nt from today. Our people managed for 

a few times in the past to retreat into prehistory. There were on the 

mountains and in the forests enough places where the process of 

recoiling could be consumed in full carelessness towards the 

òhistoryõsó great òto and froó which crowded our plains. But today? 

Will the forms of civilization and the modern technique allow  such 

places to remain? And if not, what will happen then? Questions of 

this sort were many and amplifying, stirring a panic in my soul 
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which forced m e to descend from the fortress almost in leaps. I 

was followed by the avalanche of the stones unleashed by myself 

while jumping downwards from one stone to another. I was 

arriving home downcast and for hours I was be coming morose and 

monosyllabic. This great bitterness in which I was mixing worries 

about the nation was increased by so many personal upsets which  

only could be soothed by the smile of Mrs. Ana . But Mrs. Ana 

probably reckoned that she had accomplished her mi ssion: she 

had spread  her smile through the landscape and returned at her 

husbandõs wish to Alba-Iulia . 

On June 7 th  I received a telegram from Cluj, from Mrs. 

Octavia Olteanu. She was congratulating me on my birthday, 

which passed unnoticed by those around  me. But my birthday was 

for Mrs. Olteanu, probably, more of a pretext to give me a sign that 

she òwas aliveó and she didnõt fell victim to the bombardment to 

which Cluj was subjected on the day when I was watching at 

Capalna, among the strips of tinfoil, the massive retreat of the 

Anglo -American bombers. Mrs. Olteanu was the young wife of a 

theology professor. The couple remained in 1940 at Cluj, 

determined to endure the Magyar occupation about which 

everybody had a foreboding of being ephemer al . In the fa ll of 1943,  

Mrs. Olteanu  crossed clandestinely the border through Cuckooõs 

Custom and through a forest on Feleacuõs Hill. She wanted to visit 

her mother in a place not far from Sibiu, but at the same time also 

wanted to mollify her somehow romantic longing  for the Romanian 

world, which was then seized by a resurgence of hearty  patriotism 

because of the mutilation of the countryõs borders. Mrs. Olteanu 

was dabbling in to writing  poetry  of a certain stylistic lability which 

was placing her between òThe Seedsteró22  movement and òModernó 

                                                           
22

 ¢ƘŜ ά{ŜŜŘǎǘŜǊέ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ wƻƳŀƴƛŀƴ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
XIXth and early XXth centuries, simultaneous with the wave of nationalist movements throughout Europe, and 
with  major contributions to the foundations of modern Romanian national identity. It transcended art and 
influenced political and social ideology, with a pronounced nationalist character which was mostly constructive 
and based on historical roots: promoting the Latin roots of the Romanian people, emphasizing accomplishments of 
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poetry.  From the occupied Cluj she was sending her poems to 

Sibiu, to journals which appeared there. I didnõt meet her during 

my stay at Cluj which  took place  before the refuge. Her verses were 

showing the brilliances of tal ent. With the occasion of her 

escapade in which she had clandestinely adventured to Sibiu, I 

found myself one day with her visiting at the residence which I was 

having not far from The Groove.  Mrs. Olteanu knew how to incite 

interest through conversations in which  she managed to maintain 

a note of improvisation. She was recently licensed in theology. She 

undertook her studies at Cluj somehow late, but with real passion.    

Women with theological studies were a novelty in our land, 

and the occurrence was int eresting to  me for  what it could 

illustrate. As instigation  to a reply  I uttered an opinion on the 

relationship between poetry and theology: òThe education through 

theology may be very fertile for a poet, on the condition that the 

poet will not remain into it.ó And I added: òTheology may be a great 

source of inspiration if the poet maintains towards it the necessary 

distance and creative freedo m.ó My opinions, as I understood right 

away, were for Mrs. Olteanu the equivalent of a blasphemy. This 

was also reflected in the re tort  which she threw my way: òIn 

relation  to the divine revelation we have no right to creative 

freedom.ó I was seeing in thi s reply that she was embracing the 

whole doctrinal body of Orthodoxy with the faithfulness of a bigo t. 

Her high intellectual level had something òprovincialó in it. When 

she was about to leave, persuaded by her pleasant feminine 

appearance, I told her that  I also intended to go out and thus I 

wanted to accompany her into the town. I was going under the 

pretense that I had some work to do at the University. Mrs. 

Olteanu, unencumbered  in her movements and  possessing a 

freshness of the figure which  theology co uldnõt manage to break , 

appeared especially pleased by the short walk which we were 

                                                                                                                                                                                           
historical figures, and especially links to nature ς both the rural landscape and its workers the peasants ς idealized 
as the originator of pure and positive energies.  
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about to pursue together.  I accompanied her to the residence 

where she was staying, at a friendly family from Sibiu.  

On the way she confessed, getting over some inhibitions and 

alluding combatively to our previous conversation, that in my 

poetic works she has found many theological elements. This 

discovery has transformed her into a secret òadmireró: òOnly this 

admiratio n made me cross the frontier, disguised as a she -

peasant. I came to Sibiu specially to meet you and to take 

guidance in  poetryó. Answering, I clarified my point of view. òIt is 

true that  throughout my poetical works there are some theological 

elements in c irculation, but these I am using in the spirit of 

creative freedom, and not in  a dogmatic spirit. In my aspiration to 

transpose metaphysical experiences into symbols, I am modify ing  

according to poetic necessities all the theological elements which  

happen to be employed at times by meó. I thought w hen we parted 

ways that we wonõt meet a second time. 

The next day though Mrs. Olteanu surprised me with a visit 

in my seminary office from The University. Climbing the stairs, she 

gathered into her cheeks some kin d of pallor. Anyway, she seemed 

unsettled. While seating herself on a chair in front of me, she 

asked forgiveness for abusing the friendship with which I 

encountered her. òI am only staying for a few more days and I donõt 

want to waste any opportunity to t alk to you, even though I will 

continue to hold my dogmatic position regarding theology.ó òMy 

opinionó I answered, òalso stays the same: creation can flourish 

only in freedomó.  

òI brought you some versesó she followed, òon themes from 

your last volume. I wrote them last night after yesterdayõs meeting. 

Do you allow me to write  poems  to you ? I know that you have 

dedicated poetry also to some women. I do not expect you to write 

to me too. I would be delighted to be the first woman who wants 

her  to dedicate p oems to youó. 
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òThis role would somehow be uncomfortable  to meó, I 

answered, òand here is  why!ó I stopped a little because I wasnõt 

daring to properly formulate the puzzling perplexity in which her 

offer was plac ing  me. òYou know, until now I thought that only 

women can inspire poetry. And now I feel very disturbed. Itõs as if 

my sex was changed, an extremely rare possibility of the 

miraculous kind of which until today I never thought aboutó.  

We both laughed in a st accato, in the same rhythm. But in 

the next moment, Mrs. Olteanu went back to her state equivalent 

to the pallor from her cheeks. She was giving her voice a tone that 

almost wasnõt anymore the expression of a normal state of lucidity. 

She was mumbling frag ments of phrases that seemed detached 

from a òtranceó-like state 23 . Th e fact  that she was in a  trance or 

something similar was proved just then by an unpredicted 

coincidence. Into the office would enter my assistant, Simon 

Hatchet. A little surprised by the  presence of the unknown woman 

and almost shocked by the expression of ecstasy of the morning 

visitor , he seated himself at his desk from where he could follow 

the scene at will, pretending that he wasnõt noticing what  was 

going on. Mrs. Olteanu almost didnõt register the entrance of the 

assistant. She continued to speak in a monotone whisper, as in a 

lyrical De Profundis 24 , in fra gmented phrases, as if torn by  

suffering and nostalgia, about the oppressing atmosphere in which 

she is fo rced to breath in  Cluj and about the spiritual freedom 

enveloping her since crossing the green thicket of the frontier: 

òSince yesterday, from the moment I met you, you are for me 

everything, even though I have no intention to capitulate in 

regards to theo logy.ó In the given circumstances, I had to shake 

                                                           
23 Trances, séances and revelations through mediums were popular in Europe after the First World War, 
because of the many people desperately trying to re-connect with relatives who died prematurely (tens 
ƻŦ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴǎ ōȅ мфнлύΦ [.Ωǎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ŜǇƛǎƻde can be simply an attempt to add another 
dimension to his narration, or his trying to portray Mrs. Olteanu as extra-gifted and a special character 
deserving additional recognition 
24

 Latin term with religious roots, literary  ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ άŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘέ 
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her a little. And I did it with the gloves on. I as ked her permission 

to introduce  my assistant  to her . After th e formality of the 

introduction,  which didnõt wake her up, she steeled herself to talk  

as if k idnapped by tongues of The Holy Spirit and without taking 

her eyes off me, she seemed to have tak en control with her sight of 

some treasure which she didnõt want to lose.  I tried in  a cold tone 

to shepherd her towards a topic susceptible to a conversation  in 

contradiction, but the push didnõt work. I changed the strategy 

and labored to get her out of the monologue, touching a sensible 

point of her feminine vanity. Even then the dialogue did not take 

hold solidly, but at least I woke her up:  

òI keep looking at you, Mrs. Octavia, and I have to say that 

you have in your figure some Tahitian lines!ó 

òYou think?ó she answered me; òyou know that you guessed 

something.ó 

òHow come?ó I asked her wondering while telling myself: she 

got it.  

òYou see, I am, humanely speaking, a strange cross -breed. 

My mother is genuine Romanian. My father though, who I wasnõt 

lucky to know, was reall y from Oceania, an officer who travelled 

here with the allied troops towards the e nds of The First World 

War, a N eo-Zealander  who had though true islander blood in him.  

He left the  same way he came, like a languorous  song from a metal 

blade, brought by the wind and carried away by the wind. My 

mother, alone, raised me. My m other is a religious woman who 

maintains even today assi duous correspondence with some of the 

monasteries from The Athos Mountain 25  for which she is  rais ing  

donations from the Christians in the countryside. My heredity is 
                                                           
25

 Athos Mountain became a center of the Orthodox Christian faith around the year 1000 AD, granted 
administrative and political independence  by the Greek State (it is located in NE Greece) and with tens 
of monasteries supported by various  Christian Orthodox communities from Eastern Europe (Greek, 
Russian, Ukrainian, Romanian, Serbian,  Bulgarian, etc.). A few monastic habitats and churches at Athos 
Mountain were financially supported by Romanian princes and Christians beginning with XVth Century 
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double and full of theology and oceanic nostalgias. Yesterday I 

defended, in the name of one of the heredities , theology against 

your lack of understanding, today, driven by the other, I will 

return in the room where I live at my friends from Sibiu. When I 

will be alone in the room, I will take off my clothes and will dance 

my joy of meeting you  in front of the mirror. And tomorrow I will 

bring you more poetry.ó She extended her hand to me and off she 

went. At the time of her departure she gathered herself enough so 

that she stretched  her hand also to the assistant.     

In the following days, Mrs. Olteanu called again at my 

seminar office. She was bringing new poems each time. They were 

largely counterfeited  after some of my poems. Even more, they 

were some kind of òrepliesó, skillful and poetical, but still òrepliesó. 

She was answering to so many of the lyrical appeals addressed to 

the one I was calling òfriend of poetryó. I couldnõt clarify the 

situation  except in the sense that Mrs. Octavia Olteanu, victim of 

rapture of òthe tranceó, wanted to substitute that friend of poetry.  

Mrs. Octavia was fier cely insistent that I should return her 

visits at least once, namely in her native place close to Sibiu, 

where she was going by train every afternoon and from where she 

returned to Sibiu with the first morn ing train. An unclear  curiosity  

more than exotic attraction  drove me there one afternoon. Mrs. 

Olteanu waited for me at the railroad station as we had agreed. On 

the alley going into the place , dried leaves rustled under neath  our 

steps.           

òYou are so young, Mrs. Octavia, and you accept such an 

autumnal visit?ó26          

òYou are outside any ageó, she answered, òI have special 

antennas for people untouched by timeó.  

                                                           
26

 ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƻǊŘǇƭŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΥ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ current season is fall, autumn here refers to the age 
difference between the two poets 
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òYou are attributing me, in other words, aspirations of future 

statue and you want to flatter meó, I tell her somehow melancholic.  

òReally?ó she goes, grabbing me by the arm.  

Our conversation then took the path of the quotidian. We 

entered a courtyard with a house in front and long wings built on 

both sides. There was nobody in the courtyard. In a forwar d room 

from the house I was introduced by Mrs. Octavia to her mother, 

the old lady who kept a pious correspondence with unknown 

monks from lavras 27  suspended above the Aegean Sea, and who 

now was obsessively collect ing donations for Mount Athos.   

   òFrom her I have the gift of writingó, had to clarify Mrs. 

Octavia, òfrom my father I have the nostalgiasó. 

òDo you also have here a mirror in front of which you dance 

your joys?ó I asked, switching to a conversation at singular 28 , after 

her mother left us motiva ting that she had things to straighten out 

at the mayorõs office. 

òI donõt need everywhere a mirror, the main thing is that I can 

undress and be relaxed, like Tahitian  women. When I feel naked  I 

sketch at once the dance, but also w hen I get carried by a gr eat joy  

like the joy Iõm feeling now. You needed a lot of asking!ó Octavia 

slightly arranged her robe  light like a lace  which she was wearing 

and started to dance in front of me, now seated comfortably in an 

armchair. She was tanned by the sun and her appe arance was 

indeed insular and oceanic. Her dance though was reduced to 

summary moves which proved more elasticity than grace and did 

not resemble much Neo -Zealand choreography of the Maori type. I 

was following the dance and I was imposing myself an 

expres sionless face. Octavia was repeating schematically and with 

                                                           
27

 Name given to the Athos Mountain monasteries with their adjacent land and material possessions. 
28

 Romanian language, like French, uses plural for formal address and singular for casual settings; a 
switch denotes more natural interaction, closer connection and of course conveys more warmthΦ  άaǊǎΦ 
hŎǘŀǾƛŀέ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ άhŎǘŀǾƛŀέ ŦǊƻƳ ƴƻǿ ƻƴ 
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abrupt klutziness the little she knew, without being able to extract 

me from òindifferenceó. My detachment surely seemed total, but 

was for the most part an act. After a rush danced through the 

room, Octavia now slightly tired seated herself on a chair in front 

of me.  

òI am wondering how itõs possible to fit in one person so 

much theology and so much nostalgia!ó I tell smiling. òYou should 

know though that you are very pretty!ó 

òAnd very slutty, isnõt it?ó she incited me to talk. And her 

words were passing from me to her and from her to me. She was 

announcing ð yet again ð that soon she will be back to Cluj. To her 

husband, the theology professor, educated man, bigoted  like a 

rabbi and brutal. And she was describing him not with epithets, 

but through facts:  

òHe gets angry every time he catches me writing poetry. Do 

you see on my temple the remains of this scar? He cause d it  some 

time ago , thro wing a metal  inkwell at me!ó 

And again Octavia  was falling into her lyrical trance, 

mumbling fragments of phrases, verses, refrains, with as many 

attempts, feelers, dabbling,  all for the same goal: she wanted, I 

reckon, to find out what were the approximate odds of success if 

she were to offer herself to me:  

òYou know what was I thinking about these days? Soon I will 

leave. I would like to have something from you!ó (She managed at 

last to use the singular  while talking to me )29 . 

I exclaimed: òGod, youõre so crazy!ó 

                                                           
29

 Following etiquette rules, switching from addressing with plural to singular is initiated by the person 
who has higher social rank and followed by the other; however some people wrongly or not consider 
ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŎƭƻǎŜƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎǘŜƳƳŜŘ hŎǘŀǾƛŀΩǎ reluctance 
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For a month, two, Octavia kept delaying her return to C luj. 

She intended to cross back  through the woods of Feleac, disguised 

as peasant. She was postponing her return hoping that òshe will 

have something from meó. I couldnõt say that she wasnõt attractive, 

but every time I saw her burning as if in a  rapture, I was 

uncomfortable  that all th e erotic initiatives were hers. We were 

walking sometimes together through the Sibiuõs Groove, when she 

was reciting the poetry which she had been  writing for  me. 

Wandering between sunsets on many paths, she was pressing 

herself into me like a lyrical aval anche in which I was surprising 

from time to time pieces of my poems. Unfortunately, Octavia who 

was very preoccupied by the development and showing of her 

poetic gifts, did not care to also stimulate m e for a new poem. On 

the contrary, she was often telli ng me:  

òYou donõt have to write anything anymore. You gave your 

everything. Now itõs my turn to sing.ó 

On a gloomy  November day, the moment of departure though 

arrived. From Feleac, Octavia sent me news on a postcard: òIn one 

hour I will start downhill, to wards the Cuckooõs Customs. I will 

immerse myself in the forest like in muddy and wavy water. Maybe 

I will be touched by a Hungarian bullet. I wouldnõt object to being 

eaten by the ants.ó 

Holding in my hand Octaviaõs telegram, I realized how fast 

the track  of her  voice was erased from the disk of wax of memory. I 

couldnõt reconstitute it. More handy to my inner eye was her 

appearance, but this was also fading into  the great shade in which 

everything slips away. The telegram did not manage to move me. 

Only i n the palm of my hand was preserv ing the velvety memory of 

the oceanic epidermis.  

Through the natural association of thoughts, the memory of 

the blond head of my assistant  awoke in me . The fate of Simon 

Hatchet caused me count less worries in the previous months. Mrs. 
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Octavia Olteanu was still at Sibiu when Simon Hatchet, after a 

thorough search at his residence, was detained and taken away by 

agents of State Safety. His arrest stirred a big commotion  

throughout the city, and in volved  also myself in the most 

disjointed rumors. I myself inquired to the Safety Chief about  the 

reasons which  lead to the sensational arrest. Simon Hatchet was 

being accused, no less and no more, of subversive activities 

against the interests of the stat e. I have to admit that I knew 

somehow from some of the friendly conversations that we 

sometimes had, that Simon Hatchet was holding ideological views 

of the extreme left.  

Dedicated with some intermittence to poetry and the adjacent 

problems of literary es thetics, absorbed by the trial s of writing, 

toiling for some rhyme which didnõt want to present itself or the 

cadence of a phrase which didnõt want to fit in the desired pattern, 

I was living at the time more in my imaginary òtoweró than in the 

space of so cial  quotidian  preoccupations. The issues of political 

and party ideology which were solved in brutal and trenchant 

alternatives were finding  me rather  indifferent than fervent. The 

register of the political ideas for which I was opting without 

engaging was quite large, but it excluded extremism. I did not 

believe that bolshevism may be a salvation for us. On the contrary, 

in such eventual ity  I was seein g pure ly and simply  our certain 

extinction. To Simon Hatchet, who was my assistant, a sensational 

trial was staged by the military prosecutor. Wholly outside the 

ideas for which Simon Hatchet pleaded between four eyes, I 

defended him during the trial with full passion and with the risk 

that I myself could be implicated in actions to which I didnõt 

participate in any way and which remained unknown to me. I 

proceeded this way, not because I thought Simon Hatchet was 

completely innocent, but for the friendly l ove that I had for him. I 

was making the apology of an intellect . I was praising with 

superlatives the intellectual preparation of a young man in which I 
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was seeing more a follower  of Hegel than Marx. I was speaking 

with enthusiasm about the future which I  was foreseeing for him. 

Despite the skilful defense  supported by various lawyers who 

adopted my arguments, Simon Hatchet was condemned to eight 

years of hard imprisonment. This sentencing was to be appreciated 

though as a success for the defense, because on the eve of the trial 

the re were  rumors about the capital punishment.     

Receiving the telegram from Mrs. Olteanu (Octavia turned 

again for me into Mrs. Olteanu), I remembered with concern about 

Simon. According to an image which persists in us since ancient 

times, I was imagining Simon in handcuffs and chains, tied to a 

stump, which in turn was held by a millstone, which in turn was 

fitted in the floor of the cellar like a huge filling in a tooth cavity.  

For now though I could not begin any new action  for  easing the 

difficult  situation of Simon Hatchet.  I waited for another five 

weeks, when I found out from a rumor which was growing fro m 

mouth to mouth like folklore that Mrs. Marga Muresanu, a 

member in the Board of Patronage which skillfully initiate d and 

organized so many of the charity activities from all over the 

country, was for a few days in Alba -Iulia 30 . I decided to go for a 

quick  visit to the fortress on the Mures River. An intervention 

through this channel for a review of the trial of Simon Ha tchet 

seemed to have quite some chance to succeed. I confess that my 

hasty decision was helped a lot by the wish that I was carrying  in 

hidden places of my mind to meet again Mrs. Ana Rares. The next 

day I was leaving for Alba -Iulia. In the middle of the hot July the 

smile left by somebody  towards the end of May, was still floating 

everywhere in the landscape at Capalna.  

Naturally, I passed through the Beautifulõs Field. My brother 

Leonte, my  fictional twin in spirit, was not in the village. He had 
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taken by-way roads to Jassi 31  for university matters , I was told. I 

think he wanted to bring home a part of his private library which 

remained there. His absence I was interpreting as a bad omen, as 

if somebody crossed my path with an empty container. 32  

At Alba -Iu lia I reached my target. Mrs. Marga Muresanu 

encountered me with the old friendship. She inquired on Leonteõs 

whereabouts in these days of wasting and dissolution of the 

connections which  make from a large number of human beings a 

human community. She also  inquired about the opinions that I 

had on the general situation. I answered shrugging my shoulders 

that she knows better and closer to the source the terms of the 

situation. I am br inging  about the case of Simon Hatchet. Mrs. 

Marga is assuring  me that she  will try to initiate the trialõs 

reevaluation;  she had the means and the power for it. Because 

Mrs. Marga, as chief of the Board  of Patronage and  the 

representative of a super -department of the government, had open 

doors and people helping her in all depa rtments. She was naming 

and firing cabinet ministers.  She was heading finances and 

commerce. She was leading th e artistic life with her advice , the 

theater and the opera. Mrs. Marga was second degree cousin with 

Leonte and native of the same region. She was bonded to  Leonte 

almost maternally. But she was also closely interested by my 

activities. I can add here that Mrs. Marga Muresanu intervened at 

my request in favor of Simon Hatchet, an exceptionally delicate 

case, even during the debating stage of the tr ial. The fact t hat the 

sentence given to Simon Hatchet wasnõt the capital punishment 

with which the Court Martial threatened was surely in part 

because of Mrs. Margaõs word. 

 While conversing with the illustrious matron of the 

patronage on this topic, a radio station was announcing the 

Munchen murder attempt on the fuehrer. The station was 
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attempting to mitigate the gravity of the moment by giving ample 

information about the òmiracleó because of which  the fuehrer 

remain ed unscat hed. There were consoling allusions regarding the 

occult sense that shields the òprovidentialó leader. But the fact 

that an assassination attempt could take place, plotted by the very 

people from the fuehrer õs closest entourage, was an eloquent 

symptom for  the beginning of the unraveling of the new, 

òmillenaryó order of the Germans and of the third reich.  

We stayed for another day in Alba -Iulia, in the atmosphere of 

òincreased attentionó which was transforming about every hour or 

two into a maelstrom, in  the lugubrious song of the alarm sirens. 

Mrs. Marga was insisting to show me how she organized between 

the walls of the fortress , the Universityõs institutions and the 

student dorms in refuge  from Jassi. Her prescient skill, the 

capacity for effort, the abi lity, the initiatives, snatch ed from me 

new exclamations of admiration: òWhere you place your hand, God 

places graceó, so I told her, uttering in the name of the people of a 

country gratitude and thanksgiving.    

I randomly inquired where was Professor Rar es and his wife, 

expressing my desire to see them if they were in the fortress on the 

Mures river 33 .  Mrs. Marga, harboring a smile as if she was 

thinking about Mrs. Ana, gave me an answer seemingly picked 

from a military map on which the positions were marked by flags: 

òThey are not in the city. They hid somewhere in The Apuseni 

Mountains, in a village  not far from Zlatna, at Fenes.ó Thus, with 

half -baked achievements, I had to return to Capalna. The 

escapade did not quench my desire to see again Mrs. Ana. I 

wondered myself, this time very intrigued, why they chose a place 

from The Apuseni Mountains, wh ich did not even have the 

advantage of being close. I was upset by the fact that Mrs. Ana 
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accepted the exchange without sketching any opposition. I wasnõt 

finding any r easoning  in their reckoning.  

Returning to Capalna, I was trying to forget the grayish 

disappointment of not meeting Mrs. Ana at Alba -Iulia. On the eve 

of the flood I was clinging to her smile as if by life. I was seeing 

with the mindõs eye, closing in evermore , a disaster of national 

proportions and at the level of world history. The vision s of the 

mind, frontlines, tanks, explosions, were though so estranged from 

the patriarchal and idyllic landscape which I was seeing with the 

bodyõs eye around, that, to my heartõs fortune, were vaporizing into 

a problem. But the obsessions were coming bac k, tightening me up  

and suffocating me. Frontlines, tanks, explosions were 

surrounding me closer and closer. I was wondering: is there an 

escape anywhere? Underground -underground -underground, were 

the muted answers of the bangs rebounding under the mountai ns 

from The Prahova Valley. All these, every day, at about the same 

hour! Underground  ð underground  - underground! What an 

onomatopoeic invitation to take my place alongside those who 

arenõt anymore! 

I was alive though and I just couldnõt decide that I donõt want 

to be anymore. The on ly counterweight of the nightmare of day and 

night was the smile, which annihilated all the burdens, of Mrs. 

Ana.  But the smile had moved in The Apuseni Mountains. And no 

news was arriving from that horizon. The squirrel, this trifle, 

fleeting and uncertain event, which brought about a fiery 

relaxation in the tension that was holding me captive, was not 

showing up ei ther on the slope.  

Noahõs Ark though was growing. I was avidly working on it. I 

was feeling imponderable correspondences between the real 
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situation and the situation from the play. The Ark  needed to be 

ready at the moment The Flood would unleash itself. 34     

And after a sustained effort of several weeks, after a feverish 

work night and day, I would finish The Ark . A great peacefulness 

enveloped me. And after the deed of the day came the evening. And 

that night I went to sleep earlier than usual.  

After I fel l asleep, the passage to another world was done in 

great silence. I was asleep for a few hours smooth ly , as if caressed 

by a saving act, when some fist bangs in the door awakened me. 

But it was very difficult for me to break away from the sleeping 

state. I  had been sleeping like a log or better said, like a child. I 

had been sleeping with enthusiasm. Even sleeping has sometimes 

the enthusiasm of its own deed.  But now I was wak ing  up 

forcefully , shaken by bangs in the door. Still asleep I discerned the 

voice of father Bunea, cheerful, way cheerful: òProfessor, it is 

peace! It was announced just now on the radio. The armistice was 

signed!ó 

I did not rise from my bed. I was too bewildered by the news I 

was being given. Afterwards, completely awake, I continued to stay 

between  the bedcovers. I was struggling to reconstruct from the 

little information a situation. The news opened gates and doors, 

going through all the houses. Until midnight it reach ed even the 

shepherdõs lodges from the mountaintops watching all around us. 

People were going out in the streets. They were shrieking. They 

were dancing hoedowns through every courtyard. All night long the 

village, like a single pell -mell, was fierce in its joy. I alone with my 

family stayed in great silence between the  four walls.  

The next day I was finding out details, fitting my suspicions, 

about what happened. A new era was beginning. It was starting 
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 It is probably an allusion to the circumstance that LB, sensing dramatic changes ahead in his own life 
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with unconditional surrender and a regrouping of forces next to 

the new òalliesó. And the new allies were asking for our blood as 

protectors of our suicide. At least that was the way I was seeing 

things at that time. The most burning wish of mine was to be 

wrong on the assessment of the momentõs big picture. I wished I 

would have reasons to regret my lack of participation  to the rush 

of joy of the Romanian people from the night of August 23 rd .35  One 

of our foremost politicians, the only one who between the two 

world wars knew how to assert himself in the public conscience 

through nothing more than his messianic charisma, th e man who 

was assuming responsibility for what had happened, was declaring 

in a daily that it is the happiest day of his life this day when he 

can sign at last òthe capitulationó. I listened in amazement the 

declaration reproduced on radio. The conditions of the armistice 

were equivalent with the virtual aboli tion of an ethnic being.  

The turn of things snatched me of course from my ways and 

was extinguishing who knows for how long the creative conditions. 

I was considering an accomplishment the fact that I had finished 

The Ark . Otherwise it would have been fragmented. After the turn 

of events I felt I wo uld nõt be able to put the full stop at the end of a 

phrase arriving to its conclusion. The faces I was encountering 

were harboring a reckless serenity.  This  was the epithet that 

otherwise suited best the state of mind which had enveloped the 

country.  

On one late August morning, I met on the main village street 

the countyõs economic dictator, the old man Loga, who was just 

returning from the mountains and his sheepfolds. He was smiling 

and yet uneasy in some way. He, who during his life has dealt  

many times with the unforeseen, was now at least befuddled. He 

was encouraging himself thinking that everything  would return to 

normal, òé.now that  our people have returned to poweró. Loga, 
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 August 23rd 1944 is the day when Romanian dictator Antonescu was deposed of his official powers and 
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who was a òliberaló, but at the same time a true Transylvanian, 

was especially delighted that he was seeing at last Bratianu and 

Maniu in the same governing arrangement. 36  òIn power, you say?ó I 

ask him with a doubting soul. òBut letõs call it <leadership>. This 

leadership will last about six months, and afterwards somebody 

else will take over.ó In those days I was about to get a nervous tic. I 

felt the need from time to time to look at the sun with one eye only, 

like some of the birds  do. I had a foreboding that we were entering 

a great eclipse of the sun. I was considering my literary works from 

the perspect ive of a future very far away, lea ping a century, during 

which they will be placed between parentheses . As for me 

personally, I w as always taking care at least in my mind, of my 

testamentary actions. Some concerns I was also sharing with my 

wife. The most difficult ones I was keeping for myself.  

Sometimes there was another thought also crossing my mind. 

It was still possible to leav e for the Western World, but the years of 

war, the refuges, the changes, the moving, sometimes taking the 

appearance of wandering  from one place to another, had given me 

the sense of ephemeral  and got me tired. I did not have the 

determination and the stre ngth necessary for an emigration, 

especially because the status of òemigrantó had shaken me to 

shreds so many times during my stay abroad. I had met emigrants 

from The Caucasus region in Warsaw, Russian emigrants in Paris, 

Ukrainian emigrants in Switzerlan d and so many others elsewhere, 

Jewish emigrants in Portugal, and recent Czech emigrants in 

France. Shadows of people were the emigrants, not people.  My 

body refused the idea even when I was weighing it in balance 

against extinction. After so much wanderi ng gathered in my 

memory, I felt that it was preferable to rest in the land of the 
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 I.C. Bratianu and Iuliu Maniu were the leading political figures in Romania, many times at odds during 
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parents. And I didnõt want anything else. A mute desperation was 

taking over me, then a melancholy equivalent with carelessness.  

We considered that it was opportune to rema in in Capalna 

until the frontline would  cross over our place. By all reckoning 

based on the experience of those who were in the army and knew 

closely the geographic conditions, our village should  be passed by 

both the retreating and the advancing armies. òA valiant army will 

not try to cross the mountains in this area.ó All the expertsõ 

opinion was the same: we will be sidestepped by the armies.  

Occupying the country happened diligently , over a fe w weeks. 

And meanwhile there were news coming from the valley. 

Disquieting. Confusing. We were finding out from the radio: the 

commission for signing The Armistice, which long ago should have 

arrived in Moscow, was delayed in other locations. Also by radio  we 

were finding out about the war communiqué s of the armies 

occupying the country. They all had the same stereotypical refrain: 

after heavy combat the so -and -so city was occupied. Such a 

laconic communiqué, not matching the fact, but following reasons 

of diplomatic calculations, was also given after the occupation of 

Sibiu, even though the witnesses were saying that no bullet was 

fired. The Big Lie was starting to unfold its hilarious phraseology 

with the help of which was being prepared under the guise of  

òliberationó the sinking  of a people to the most cruel and tragic 

slavery. After strange delays in receiving the Romanian de legation 

sent to Moscow to sign the Armistice, it was brought to our 

attention that we will be allowed to sign only after the count ry will 

be entirely occupied, òafter fierce battlesó. This was so it couldnõt 

be stated that our armies would have contributed in any way to 

òliberationó. The blood contribution was required in abundance, 

but talk ing  about it  wasnõt allowed.  

The retreatin g German troops could not organize a more 

serious defense except for the North of Transylvania, occupied by 
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the Hungarians. Romaniaõs exit from the German frontline was for 

the Hungarians a somehow desperate occasion but nonetheless 

welcome for the moment,  to try and occupy also Southern 

Transylvania 37 . And indeed, stray Magyar troops from Cluj 

penetrated through multiple points with an improvised plan and 

without  solid consideration and backup  in the territory of 

Southern Transylvania which was ravaged by the ongoing political 

and military events. It was being rumored that around Uioara and 

afterwards near Aiud there were sporadic altercations between the 

Romanian and Magyar troops. Rural carri ages with refugees were 

arriving at Capalna and from here they were going further up on 

the valley of River Sebes. They were coming from Alba Iulia, from 

the villages whereby the Lilliputian train òmocanitaó38  was passing 

towards Zlatna. The exodus was aggr avated by disorientation.  

According to the news reaching us, the Russian armies which 

conquered Sibiu were branching in various directions of which 

among others was towards Alba -Iulia, on the national road. Our 

prediction that we will be sidestepped was be ginning to take shape 

and with this hope we were breathing a sigh of relief. Now was the 

critical moment of our place being crossed by the frontline. How 

will this transition happen? And where from can we get any advice 

on how we should behave in such circ umstances?  

On the morning of September 10 th  a shepherd from the 

mountain arrived in the village in a hurry. He brought the news 

that two Russian divisions are closing in on Capalna, after they 

have crossed on our side of the mountains. The outposts could 

enter the village any moment now.  Still orientated by the military 
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expertsõ opinions, we were pondering with distrust what we were 

hearing. We gathered together in the courtyard though to talk 

about what should be done. For such an eventuality we and 

Fathe r Bunea talked beforehand and have been plann ing  to send 

the girls to the Blidaru mountaintop, the mountain which rises up 

to one thousand meters just at the villageõs edge. I was 

remembering one shepherdõs house isolated up there, in a small 

beech forest. The refuge up top was handy, but also sheltered from 

the eyes of the oriental steppe which may venture itself  over the 

mountains. In a few moments, my daughter and the stud ent, the 

daughter of Father Bunea, were already taking off. Walking up the 

river, at the crossroads from where they needed to take the 

winding path to the Blidaru mountaintop, they are seeing  at an 

arrowõs flight the first carriage with Russian soldiers. The girls 

thus surprised went into hiding  behind some thistle bushes  

wit hout losing their cool too much . The Russian soldiers, these 

ones meek -looking, had spotted them and waved their hands at 

them laughing, as if they were laughing in our language. The 

Russian carriage did not stop, but kept descending and after the 

first turn entered the village. Until the next carriages arrived, the 

girls were out of sight of the ones down below, leaping like deers to 

the house up top. Carriages with Russian soldiers wer e beginning 

to drip from the mountains through the village, still quite 

scattered. From the valley, from Sebes -Alba and Alba -Iulia, were 

arriving in  the opposite sense Romanian carriages retreating from 

the Magyar troops, which were rumored to have gotten not far 

from  Aiud. A big mess was waiting to happen in the village, the 

inhabitants of which were especially worried to save their piglets 

somewhere in the acorn thickets. We seeked advice from Father 

Bunea and other families of intellectuals and we decide d to not 

stand in the way of the expected flood. Where should we go? To the 

shepherdsõ lodges, on the Blidaru plateau. According to most 

calculations, t he bulk of the Russian divisions which were 

descending from the mountains through the Sebes valley were to 
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pass through the village during the night. It wasnõt appropriate in 

any way to stay put. Among the evacuees arriving from Alba -Iulia 

was also Professor Rares and his wife. Our people were thus 

returning to Capalna. They were n ot hosted again in Logaõs house 

because it  was now reserved for a Russian general, the 

commander of the divisions which were descending and 

overturning all of our predictions. Those of us who decided to 

retreat on the Blidaru top were ready to leave. I sent a firm 

message to Profess or Rares and Mrs. Ana for them too to start 

trekking necessarily  and as soon as possible towards the same 

high places. I was implying that staying in the village was not 

advisable.  

Towards dusk we reached our destination. We have gathered 

in all about twenty people  among who was also Mrs. Ana, on the 

hearth from the top of Blidaru. The centerpiece of the shepherdsõ 

settlement was an old wood beam house with an inner courtyard, 

enclosed on all sides. The appearance was that of a primitive 

wooden fortress . The housemaster was doing something near the 

hearth built in the middle of the small courtyard, under clear sky. 

This yard had a patriarchal feel and even though it was open -air, 

was integrating into the ensemble as one room. We all sat down 

near the fir e which was flickering on the hearth. In one of the 

rooms, the forewarned housemaster had laid some straw on the 

floor, like in a barn. Here we would rest, dressed as we were, 

crammed one into another like herrings; those who couldnõt fit 

could sit watch i n the inner court next to the hearthõs fire.  

It was getting dark. And it was cold. There were stories about 

the many things that happened during the day and everyone was 

telling  the chronicle of their adventures.  

I got close to Mrs. Ana and I tell her whi spering: I did not 

envision our meeting in this place, but itõs exciting anyway. More 

exciting than one could have dreamed of: we have returned to The 
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Middle Ages, like during the time of Tatarõs invasion39 . Probably in 

another life before this we would hav e met in similar 

circumstances. The housemaster must be the same. Donõt you 

remember? And the flames. The same as then.ó òThe 

circumstances are holding us breathless, but you are render ing 

poetry even to this timeó, answers to me Mrs. Ana. òThe poetry is 

all that soothesó said I, òpoetry gives these facts Your presenceó. 

Your  absence though, that indeed can hold somebody breathlessó. 

That was my reply. The flickering of the flames was covering our 

whispers.  

Into the valley, just at the edge of Blidaru, th e screaming and 

howling were growing, the bangs with a long shrill of the rifle and 

the short ones of the automatic guns, and the mechanical quail 

sounds of the  machine guns. Everything  seemed fogged by some 

sort of  song coming  out from  thousands of chests . A gargling like 

the waters of a flood was heard, overwhelmed by shouting, 

howling, tramp ling of horses. A primeval , wild whirl was filling the 

whole valley without leaving any room for  echoes. As if the whole of 

Asia was being crammed underneath us. The barbarism of the 

millennium was rising  from below to the l evel of the plateaus, like 

in a  giant lock intended to push the mountains with noise alone 

and overturn them onto the plains.  Hours and hours, all night 

until dawn  and a few hours more had lasted th e monstrous and 

scary flow of the stack. I was following from above through the 

darkness of the valley the writhing of the armies. For seven 

hundred years such echoes had not penetrated up to here, the 

threshold of eternal lands. Based on what I was catchi ng in the 

funnel of my hearing, by the mess of yelling, cries, howling, bangs, 

shrieks, screaming, one could think that in the shadows below 

were happening slaughters, rapes, fires. I was seeing in my 

imagination women crucified to the ground, around which tens of 
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