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Preface to the 
English Edition 

While yet a very young man,  I real ized tha t no matter how captivated I 
might be by oriental studies and the history of religions, I should never be able 
to give up literature. For me, the writing of fiction-sketches, novellas,  
novels-was more than a "via/on d'I11gres"; it  was my only means of preserv
ing my men tal  health,  of avoiding a neurosis.  I shall  never forget my fi rst year 
at the University of Calcutta: from January until the beginning of sum mer, 
1 929, I devoted myself exclusi\dy to the study of Sanskrit. I worked some 
fourteen to fifteen hours per day and d id not al low myself to read in any 
language except Sanskrit, not even afte r  m idnight a page from Divina Com
media or the Bible (I did read the i'\e\\' Testament in a pretentious, pedantic 
Sanskrit translation). r\nd suddenly, at the beginn ing of summer, I sensed I 
had to escape from the pri son in which I had locked myself. I needed 
freedom-that freedom which the writer  knows only in the act of l i te rary 
creation . For several days I tried , in vain,  to resist the temptation to put aside 
the Sanskri t grammar,  the d ictionaries of Mon ier-\Vi l l iams and Apte, and 
Aniruddha's Samkhra-Sutravrtti, and write the novel that was obsessing me. 
In the end I had to write it; I wrote Isabel si apele diavolului ("'sabel and the 
Devil's \Vaters") in a matter of a few weeks, and only after that did I regain the 
desire to work. I returned then with enthusiasm to the study of Sanskrit 
grammar and Samkhya philosophy . 

Twenty years l ater, on June 2 1 ,  1 949, in Paris, at the time I was d rafting 
a chapter of Le Chamanisme, I felt all of a sudden the temptation to begin a 
novel .  This  time too I tried to resist. I said to myself, qui te correctly, that it  
wou ld be of no use to write a l i terary work in the Romanian language�a book 
which could not appear in Romania and for which I should have to find a 
translator and above al l  a publisher. Since I was at that time completely 
unknown as a writer in France, it  would be difficult to persuade an editor to 
publish such a novel .  In my Journal for that summer I noted several desperate 
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efforts I made then to ward off the temptation to begin No(Jtea de Sanziene 
(i.e., Forbidden Forest) .  For some time I hoped I could continue \\·orking on 
Le Chamanisme during the daytime while devoting to the llo\·el only a part of 
the night.� But soon I realized I could not live concomitantly in hm worlds
that of scientific investigation and that of literary imagination-and on July 3 
I interrupted Le Chamanisme in order to be able to concentrate on the nm·el. 
It was to require five years for me to write it, because I did not find suitable 
time or "inspiration" except for two or three months per year. 

I said to myself that my spiritual equilibrium, the condition indispens
able to any creativity, is assured by th is oscillation between research of a 
scientific nature and literary imagination. Like many others, I l i\·e alternately 
in a diurnal spiritual regimen and a nocturnal one. I know, of course, that 
these two categories of spiritual activity are interdependent and express a 
profound unity, because they have to do with the same "subject," man
more precisely, with the mode of existence in the world specific to man and 
his decision to assume this mode of existence. I know likewise from my own 
experience that some of the creations of my literary imagination contributed 
to a more profound understanding on my part of certain religious structures 
and that sometimes, without my being conscious of this fact at the moment I 
was writing fiction, the literary imagination utilized materials or meanings I 
had studied, as if I were repeating formulas under the diurnal regimen of the 
spirit. 

So it was with great joy that I read this observation by J. Bronowski :  '"The 
step by which a new axiom is added cannot itself be mechanized. It is a free 
play of the m ind, an invention outside the logical processes. This is the 
central act of imagination in science, and it is in all respects like any similar 
act in literature. "t This means, however, that literature is, or can be, in its 
own way an instrument of knowledge. Just as a new axiom reveals a previously 
unknown structure of the real (that is, it founds a new world), so also any 
creation of the literary imagination reveals a ne\\. Universe of meanings and 
values. Obviously, these new meanings and values endorse one or more of the 
infinite possibilities open to man for being in the world, that is, for existing. 
And literature consti tutes an instrument of knowledge because the literary 
imagination reveals unknown dimensions or aspects of the human condition. 

In epic literature (novella, story, novel), literary imagination utilizes 
narrative scenarios. They may be as different as the scenarios attested in The 
Quest of the Grail, War and Peace, Carmen, A Ia recherche du temps perdu, 
and Ulysses. But in one way or another, all these creations of epic literature 

•See Fragments d'un journa/(Paris: Gallimard, 1973), pp. 107 ff. 
t J. Bronowski, "The Logic of the �lind," The American Scientist 54. no. I (Spring, 
1966). p. 6. 
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narra te something-more or less dramatica lly, more or less profoundly. Of 
course the forms in which the narratives are presented-from The Golden Ass 
to Pere Goriot, from Dostoevsky to Absolom ,  Absolom !  and Dr. Faustus--<:an 
appear antiquated; in any event, few contemporary writers would dare to 
repeat epic formulas used by the great predecessors. But this does not mean,  as 
has been believed, the "death of the nO\·el";  it  means simply that many of the 
classical forms of the "novel-novel" are superannuated, that consequently we 
must invent new narrative forms. 

This i s  not the place to enter into the recent fervent discussion about the 
decis ive importance (in fact, the tyranny) accorded to language, an impor
tance which, accord ing to some, would j ustify not only "Ia nouvelle-vague" 
but also the other contemporary attempts to write unintell igible (or, at any 
rate, unreadable) prose. I wish ouly to recall that d isco\'eries made recently in 
l inguistics, in the philology and hermeneutics of language, can help revive 
lyrical poetry, but they do not annul the importance and necessity of narrative 
l iterature. I t  would require too many pages for me to analyze the function and 
sign ificance of this l iterature. The specific mode of existence of man i mplies 
the need of his lea rning what happens, and abo\'e al l  what can happen,  in the 
world around him and in his own interior world . That it is a matter of a struc
ture of the human cond ition is shown, inter alia , by the existential necessity of 
l istening to stories and fai ry ta les, e\'en in the most tragic of c i rcumstances. In 
a book about SO\·iet concentration camps in Siberia , Le Septieme ciel, the 
author, J .  Biemel, declares that all  the internees l i\ ·ing in his dormitory
almost a hundred in number-succeeded in surviving (while in other dor
m itories ten or twelve d ied each week) because they l istened every n ight to 
an old woman tel l ing fairy ta les. So imperiously did they feel the need for 
stories that every one of them renounced a part of his  daily food ration to allow 
the old woman not to work during the day so she could conserve her strength 
for her inexhaustible storytell ing. 

Quite as reveal ing in my \ ' iew are the experiments carried out in several 
American universities in con nection with the psychology and physiology of 
sleep. 

One of the four phases of sleep is cal led REM (Rapid Eye Movement); it 
i s  the only phase during which the sleeping person dreams. The fol low
i ng experiments were done: Volunteers were prevented from staying in 
the REM phase, but were permitted to sleep. In other words, they could 
sleep, but it wasn't possible for them to d rea m.  Consequence: the fol
lowing night, the persons deprived of REM tried to dream as much as 
possible, and if they were again prevented from doing so, they proved 
nervous, i rritable, and melancholy during the day. And finally, when 
their sleep was no longer bothered, they gave themselves over to verita-
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ble 'orgies of Rapid Eye Movement sleep, ' as if they were avid to recover 
everything they had lost during the preceding nights.* 

The meaning of these experiments, it  seems to me, is clear: they confirm 
the organic need of man to drea m-in other words, the need for "mythology. " 
At the oneiric level , "mythology" means above all narration,  because it 
consists in the envision ing of a sequence of epic or dramatic episodes. Thus 
man, whether in a waking state or dreaming (the d iurnal or the nocturnal 
regimen of the spirit), has need of attending upon adventures and happenings 
of all sorts, or of l istening to them being narrated, or of reading them. 
Obviously, the possibilities of narratives are inexhaustible, because the adven
tures of the characters can be varied infinitely. Indeed, characters and hap
penings can be manifest on all planes of the i magination, thereby making 
possible reflections of the most "concrete" reality as wel l as the most abstract 
fantasy. 

A closer analysis of this organic need for narration would bring to l ight a 
di mension peculiar to the human condition. It could be said that man is par 
excellence a "historic being, " not necessarily in the sense of the different 
historicist philosophers from Hegel to Croce and Heidegger, but more par
ticularly in the sense that man-any man-is continually fascinated by the 
chronicling of the world, that is, by what happens in his world or in his own 
soul.  He longs to find out how life is conceived, how destiny is manifest-in a 
word , in what c ircumstances the impossible becomes possible, and what are 
the l imits of the possible. On the other hand , he is happy whenever, in this 
endless "history" (events, adventures, meetings, and confrontations with real 
or imaginary personages, etc .)  he recognizes fam il iar scenes, personages, and 
destinies known from his own oneiric and imaginary experiences or learned 
from others. 

These prel iminary observations do not constitute the most suitable intro
duction to reading Forbidden Forest. But they can be useful to the reader in 
the sense that they situate the novel in my whole l iterary production. I am the 
author of several novels which might be classified under the rubric "rea l istic 
and psychological, " but I have written l ikewise a sizeable number of novellas 
and stories of a "fantastic" type. Forbidden Forest presents itself, apparently, as 
a "historical novel" whose action unfolds-in Romania , London, Portugal,  
on the Russian front, at Paris-during twelve years, between 1 936 and 1 948. 
Some episodes, for instance the bombardment of London on the night of 
September 9, 1 940, are as much as possible exact descriptions of real events. 

At other places the reader can guess from the outset that he has to do with 
something other than the historic flux in which the various characters in the 

* Mircea Eliade, No Souvenirs, Fred H .  Johnson, Jr. , trans. (New York: Harper & Row, 
1977), pp. 279-80; entry for 17 April 1966. 

Vlll 



no\·el are being carried along. The principal character, Stefan Viziru, meets 
Ileana, the woman with whom he will fall in love, in a forest on the outskirts 
of Bucharest on the 0!ight of St. John, that is, at the summer solstice, the 
"magic" night par excellence (cf. Shakespeare, A ,vlidsummer Night's Dream;  
Strindberg, Miss Julie, etc.). hen from this first meeting Stefan is obsessed by 
the image of a car which it seems Ileana "ought to have." It is unnecessary to 
comment on the symbolical significance of the Forest (that selva oscura in 
which Dante wandered), of the 0!ight of St. John (when the sun descends 
from the zenith to the nadir), of the "car" (vehicular symbolism-which 
makes possible the passage from one mode of reality to another-is well 
known). Unnecessary is it also to evoke the many other "enigmas" (for exam
ple, that of doamna Zissu, the enigma which finds its solution-that is, the 
role it plays in the economy of the novel--only in the final chapter), and the 
many "coincidences" (for instance, the physical resemblance between Stefan 
and the writer Partenie); or to recall the cosmological significance of the tweh·e 
years which elapse between the first and last meetings of Stefan and Ileana (cf. 
the cycle of the "Great Year" --of 1 2 , 000 terrestrial years--of ancient cos
mologies). E\·en Stefan's longing-so hard to understand-to love two 
women at the same time. invites a reading other than the simplistic 
psychological one: in Stefan's conviction, such a paradoxical experience, 
impossible to realize in a profane existence, would permit him to transcend 
the human condition; above all it would help to liberate him from the burden 
of historic time. 

I must insist, however, that all these symbolic meanings have not been 
camouflaged consciously and deliberately in a narrative of the "historical 
fresco" type of novel. They were imposed upon me by the process of literary 
imagination itself. I believe it is an experience known to the majority of 
writers, no matter to what aesthetic they adhere or the literary method they 
apply. Actually, in even the most commonplace narrative, any event (a meet
ing, a reading, the recollection of an ordinary dialog, etc.) can camouflage a 
meaning or a message which the protagonists and the readers-at least those 
of a certain type--do not discern. There is no more perfect camouflage of 
"transcendent" meanings than the gray banality of everyday realism. 

In reviewing Forbidden Forest. I confess that the hidden meanings of 
many episodes I discovered only after having finished writing the novel. In 
that sense I can say that this book was for me-and I hope it will be for the 
readers-an instrument of knowledge. The long, circuitous journey begun on 
the N'ight of St. John 1936 and concluded, also in a forest, near the Swiss 
border in 1 948 revealed to me meanings of human existence which I had not 
known before finishing the novel; or in some instances I knew them only 
approximately, in such a way that I did not understand their true value. 

But there would be so much to say, and not all in relation to this novel or 
the function and destiny of literary narrative, that it is wiser I stop here. 
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Commentaries by an author about his own works are j ustified only to the 
extent to which he discusses all the problems that confronted him when he 
was writing. That I am not permi tted to do here. Forbidden Forest is in itself a 
sufficiently voluminous book. 

MIRCEA ELIADE 

La Valette , August, 1 977 
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Translators' 
Introduction 

It gin.�s us grc<Jt pleasure to he <Jblc to m<Jkc <Jv<Jil<Jblc to English-speaking 
rc<Jdcrs this epic nmcl of :\1ircca Eliadc, the distinguished h istorian of reli
gions. While <1 few of Eli<Jdc's short stories h<J\'C been published in English 
translations, this is the first of his 11m·cls to appear in th<Jt langu<�ge. In the 
judgment of the translators this novel, so rich in symbolism and resonant with 
themes dr<J\\'11 from the author's store of myth ic<Jl, religious, <Jnd phi losophi
cal lore, is Eliadc's masterwork in fiction and <Js such the novel most deserving 
of being translated first. 

For readers \\·ho arc not famili<Jr \\·ith Professor Eliadc's \\'ork in the 
history of religions, it may be s<Jid th<Jt his rcsc<Jrchcs have had to do \\ith 
topics as \\'idely r<Jngcd as yog<J, <Jlchcmy, sh<Jmanism, myth and symbolism, 
initiation rites, ami Australian religions. He is recognized <Js the foremost 
contcmporuy schol<Jr and theoretician in the field of the history of religions, 
which includes \\'h<Jt is sometimes k11m\·n as "comparative religion." Eli<Jdc 
h<Js given to this discipline a cohesion, m ethodology, \'Oc<Jbulary, and direc

tion \\ h ich it lacked prior to h is appc<Jrancc. His great <Jchicvcmcnt has been 
to dclinc<Jtc ''structures" and "forms" in the In<Jzc of religious expressions and 
to rc\Tal undcrlying univcrs<Jl mcanings in these forms. \Vhilc Eliadc's orien
tation is not psychological, many have seen parallels between his work and 
that of the psychologist Carl C. Jung. Eli<Jdc cannot however be catalogued 
simply <IS a "Jungi<�n": h i s  methodology is unique, combining as it docs 
perspectives g<�ined from a richly diversified education and a phenomenal 
breadth of readings and interests. 

Born in Bucharest in 1 907, Eliade grew up in perhaps the most 
privileged period of Romanian h istory, the years between the World Wars. 
Previous generations had been involved in the struggle for Romanian inde
pendence; the generation destined to live after the Second World War would 
find its creativity stifled by the demands of a socialist state. But the 1920s and 
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'30s were decades of freedom in which the "young generation" was at liberty 
to fol low whatever impulses might move it. I t  was in that favored era that 
El iade emerged and developed. 

Already a contributor to a "popular science" type magazine before his 
fifteenth bi rthday, Eliade manifested from then onward a compell ing drive to 
express himself in the written word. His  earliest published fiction, a story 
called "How I Found the Philosopher's Stone, " written when he was fifteen,  
foreshadows his l ife-long interest in alchemy and fantasy. During his years at 
the University of Bucharest (192 5-28) he contributed on a twice-weekly basis 
to a dai ly newspaper with a religio-philosophical orientation, as well as to 
numerous periodicals. His columns dealt with a variety of topics, reflecting 
the reading he was doing at the time, the ideas that were taking shape in his 
mind,  and his views on current events and personages, especially in fields of 
l iterature, religion, and phi losophy. 

Thus he was already well known in certa in circles when he went to India 
at the end of I 928 to study Indian philosophy under one of its most authorita
tive interpreters, Surendranath Dasgupta at the University of Calcutta. While 
in India he continued to send home occasional reports of his travels and 
experiences which were published in various periodicals. His first novel, 
Isabel si apele diavolului ("Isabel and the Devil's Waters"), publ ished in 
1 930, grew out of his early im pressions of India and the turmoil of his mind at 
that time. A second novel was begun in India, Lumina ce se stinge ("The 
Light that Fails"), and was published in 1934. A third ,  the one which was to 
establish him on the Romanian l iterary scene, Maitreyi ( 193 3 ), is based on 
the author's romance with an Indian girl .  Several other novels and novellas 
fol lowed at a rate of about one per year until I 940. A play of Eliade's, Ifigenia, 
was staged in Bucharest in  I 940. But by that time the war was on and Eliade 
left Romania. 

Because he had already made for h imself a reputation as a writer of 
fiction by 193 3 ,  the year he became an assistant to Professor Nae lonescu at 
the University of Bucharest, it was with difficulty that El iade persuaded his 
col leagues to view him also as a serious scholar of H indu philosophy and the 
history of rel igions generally. His  dissertation on yoga was published in 
French in 1936. There fol lowed studies on alchemy, Babylonian cosmology, 
folklore, and " the myth of reintegration . "  An international journal for "etudes 
rel igiouses,"  Zalmoxis, founded in I 938 by Eliade, fel l  victim to the war after 
three volumes. 

Having spent the war years as cultural attache to Roman ian legations in 
London (1940) and Lisbon, he came in 1945 to Paris to begin a new life 
among the many expatriate Romanians. In the years immediately fol lowing 
the war he lectured in the history of religions at the Sorbonne as well as other 
European universities, and wrote the first books that were to bring him 
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worldwide acclaim as a historian of religions: Traite d'histoire des religions 
( 1 94 5), Le Mythe de l'eternel retour ( 1 949), Le Chamanisme ( 1 95 1 ), Images et 
symboles (1952), and Le Yoga (19 54). Eliade joined the faculty of the Divinity 
School of the University of Chicago in 1 9 57, in  which posi tion he has 
rema ined to the present. H is writings, plus the i mpact of his students-a 
whole generation of them now-have carried his  influence to all parts of the 
world in the past twenty yea rs. 

While he was still l iving in Europe, during the time he was writing some 
of his most significant books in the history of religions, he was working also, 
intermittently, on the novel translated here, originally t itled Noaptea de San
ziene ("The Night of St. John").  El iade has chron icled the creation of this 
novel in Fragments d'un journal (Paris,  1 973) .  Begun in 1 949, i t  was not 
completed until five years later, when i t  was immediately translated i n to 
French by A. Guillermou as Foret interdite and publ ished in 1 9 5 5 .  The 
Romanian edition appeared only in 1 970-71 ( loan Cusa, Paris) in two vol
umes. 

Those who are famil iar wi th El iade's writings in the history of rel igions 
wi l l  recog1iize in Forbidden Forest some of the themes d iscussed in the au
thor's books on myth and symbol .  l\1ost obvious, perhaps, is the emphasis on 
the sacred revea led in  the profane, the conj unction of the otherworldly with 
the secular .  While the sacred is a lways transcendent, eternal ,  ideal ,  it  is 
known to man because i t  does not remain wholly transcendent, but appears in 
ciphered guise with in the world of ti me, space, and history. In Christian 
terms this is the gracious miracle of the Incarnation; but for El iade all rel igion 
rests on a s imi lar kind of divine condescension, for which he has coined the 
term hierophany, the " manifestation of the holy. " Other themes in the novel 
i nclude Time as a terror to be escaped, the meaning of death, and motifs 
derived from mythology and folklore. 

This is not to say that Eliade has "used" the medium of fiction to 
demonstrate his scholarly theses. Rather, for E liade, scholarly study and 
l i terary creativity are two complementary approaches to an understanding of 
the mystery of the sacred. One m ight say that the universe created by a l i terary 
work is, for Eliade, structurally parallel to the universe created by myth, or 
even to that created by a god in a myth. Such worlds have a "reality" qui te 
apart from that of the world of everyday, the world of H istory. In h i s  fiction 
wri ting, Eliade turns from myth-study to myth-making. I t  may be that he is 
such a perceptive interpreter of myth because he has the gift of creating 
mythlike worlds of imaginative l i terature. 

In reading th is novel ,  one should bear in mind the historical situation of 
the Romanian people, for, in large measure, this story is an expression of the 
Romanian historical experience. Throughout virtually all  thei r  recorded exis
tence they have been subjected to control and oppression by conquerors: the 
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Romans, Huns, various Slavs, Ottoman Turks, and now the Russians. As 
Vintila Hora puts it i n  his  essay in Myths and Symbols: Studies in Honor of 
Mircea Eliade: 

Like Stefan Yiziru . . .  the Romanian people l ive a double drama: on 
the traditional plane they are forced to remain outside history in order to 
evade the consequences of historical time . . .  ; another force, however, 
has incited them to participate in h istory si nce the time they were 
integrated into the Western conception of life in 1 848. That fragment of 
the Romaniai1 people which has remained loyal to the traditional con
ception, and, situated on the mystical plane, refuses civil ization (we 
refer to the peasants), has the opportunity of saving itself from any 
di saster, since disasters occur only in historical time. The other frag
ment (the bourgeoisie and the workers), who became entangled in h is
tory, are be ing destroyed by i t. "' 

In Parten ie and Ioana we see the destructive force of history; but Stefan and 
Ileana-and eventually Biris-by their openness toward the transcendent 
world of myth, are able to escape it .  

Perhaps the best term to characterize th is novel is "epic. " In  the twelve
year cycle, 1 936-48, beginning and end ing with the Night of St. John, t the 
hero Stefan pursues through innumerable vicissitudes the hope for im
mortality. This is possibly the oldest l i terary theme in the world, being evi
denced as early as the thi rd mil lennium in the Sumerian epic of Gilgamesh.  
It i s ,  moreover, the theme of one of the best-known Romanian folktales, 
about Fat Frumos (Prince Charming). S ince the quest for immortality is a 
universal one, the fact that the novel is set in Romania is relatively incidental; 
l ike religious phenomena, the universal must of necessity be embodied in  
some particular historical situation.  

Since completing Forbidden Forest Eliade has written no other novels, 
but he continues to produce a stream of short stories and novellas, all written 
in h is mother tongue. The great majority of these stories await translation and 
publ ication in  other languages. This l iterary output is no mere "hobby" for 
the scholar; it is as much a vocation for Eliade as are his researches i nto exotic 
rel igions. He has spoken of his work in the history of religions as involving for 
h im a personal sacrifice-the sacrifice of his l i terary vocation-made in the 
cause of inculcating a new conception of homo religiosus. t This remark 

• Hora, "The Forest as Mandala" in Myths and Symbols: Studies in Honor of Mircea 
Eliade, cd. J. M. Kitagawa and C. H. Long (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 
1969), pp. 390-91. 
tThe evening of June 23 until midnight, observed as the summer solstice. St. John's 
Day is June 24. 
+Sec the quotation in George Uscateascu's essay in Myth and Symbol, p. 398. 
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indicates the high value El iadc places on his work as an author-as well as 
that of a historian of rei igions .  

A few remarks may be in order here about the preservation of certain 
Romanian words in this  transl ation .  The translators felt that  just as monsieur 
and rue or  place in  books with their setting in France serve to remind the 
reader of that setting, so Romanian titles of address and terms for streets, etc . , 
should be reta ined i n  our translation for the same reason .  A footnote is 
provided at the fi rst occurrence of these terms in the text. Si nce these titles are 
not ordinarily capital ized in Romanian,  we have left them uncapitalized in 
the translation .  Certain titles and proper names acquire a final e when used in 
direct address. 

I t  has proved impossible to employ Romanian diacritical marks. Those 
readers who arc not famil iar  with Roman ian will  not m iss them; those who are 
fami l iar  wil l ,  we trust, understa nd . We have not altered the Romanian spel l
ing of names to render them phonetica lly; however, the following may be of 
some interest to readers unfamil iar  with the language: Stefan is pronounced 
approximately Shteff-ahn ,  Ileana Eel-yah-nah, Joana Yoah-ahna, and Biris 
Beer-ish .  

Eliadc has used the technique o f  flashback frequently throughout the 
novel ,  and sometime� there arc flashbacks within flashbacks . For this English 
edition we ha\'c adopted the dc\ 'icc of indentation to ind icate where the 
sequence in time is interrupted . 

The translators arc grateful to the Uni\·crsity of Notre Dame Press and to 
its d i rector, James Langford , for undertaking the pro ject of publ ishing this 
novel .  A special expression of appreciation i s  due to Ann Rice for her 
painstaking editorial work, and for taking a \'cry personal interest in seeing this 
volume through to publication.  

X\' 
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PART ONE 





1 
HE OPENED THE DOOR AS QUIETLY AS HE COULD AND TURNED ON THE LIGHT. 

The room was hot and smelled of dust. The bl inds at the windows were 
lowered . Next to the bed there was a large wooden table laden with books, 
almost a l l  of them new, some with pages still uncut. A set of fl i msy shelves, 
apparently made by an a mateur, leaned against the opposite wal l .  It  too was 
full of books. 

"What would you l ike to be?" He heard the voice of the woman in the 
next roo m .  "Would you l ike to become a deputy?" 

He's with Arethia,  Stefan said to himself and went on tiptoe to the bed . 
Since Spiridon Vadastra had moved i nto the room next door, he never en
tered his own room i n  the hotel without a feel ing of excitement. Almost every 
evening Vadastra had visitors. The walls were thinly plastered and Stefan 
could hear al l  the conversations d istinctly. In just a few weeks he had learned 
many thi ngs . He had found out that Vadastra had recently received his 
doctorate i n  law; that he was the managing director of a newspaper, The 
Students' Progress, which was subsidized by the office of the Police Commis
sioner; that his associate, the business manager of the paper, a certain Voinea, 
had fled to Jassy with the entire subsidy in the amount of 50,000 lei. Above 
al l ,  he had found out that domnisoara " Arethia was in love with Spiridon. 
Several times he had seen them together. Spiridon Vadastra was a scrubby 
youth with bristly hair who wore an opaque black m onocle over his right eye 
and had the arrogant walk of a man who was sure of himself. He was just as 
Stefan had imagined him to be from his manner of speaking. Arethia seemed 
ageless. She was lanky and a ngular, with colorless hair and thin l ips, her 
cheekbones accentuated with rouge. When she smiled she closed her eyes 
coquettishly.  Every time Stefan met her on the sta ir  he surprised her in the act 
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of tugging at her blouse in order to give some contour to her shapeless breasts . 
"I?" responded Vadastra ra ising his voice. "Anyone can become a dep

uty. Even someone l ike Voinea can become a deputy. " 
"Then a minister?" Arethia insisted. 
"Possibly , "  answered Spiridon after a short hesitation. "But what's so 

good about being a min ister? Here today and gone tomorrow. Then you go 
over into the opposition and who knows when your turn will come again . . .  . 
Sti l l ,  it's not bad to be a minister, " he added . "Maybe that's what I ' l l  be . . .  . 
Even so, why be a minister when there are so many other things to do?" 

"What kind of things? 
"Great things !"  exclaimed Spiridon with a strange exal ta tion in his voice. 

"Things that no one else can do. For example, to discover the North Pole! If it 
hadn't already been discovered I 'd set out alone on an expedition and after 
years of struggle I'd d iscover it! . . .  This, yes! I'd be written up in all the 
newspapers. All the kings would invite me to their courts. I 'd become a 
member of al l  the academies in the whole world! And so many other things !"  

He's overwhelmed with regrets, Stefan real ized as he beca me aware of 
the protracted si lence in the next room. It was just l ike that other evening 
when he had recounted his great defeat  in the liceu. * He was playing the 
Sonata Pathetique on the stage of the Na tional Theater at the ceremonies 
celebrating the end of the school year. The curtain fell unexpectedly because 
the address of the h istory teacher had been too lengthy and it was necessary to 
shorten the program by a half hour. "But why cut short my performance?" 
Vadastra had protes ted . "Why do that to me, an honor student, a person of 
co�sequence? I wanted to surprise them. No one knew I had taken up the 
piano except doamna1" Zissu. I practiced with her three or four hours a day 
and I paid fifteen lei an hour . . . .  But they al l  envied me. It irritated tht:m that 
I had learned this too: how to play the piano. I was the best in composi tion 
and in  Latin ,  and now I'd learned to play the piano too!"  

On that evening Stefan had not known that Vadastra wore a glass eye and 
that two fingers were missing from his right hand. I t  was several days la ter that 
he mentioned the accident: A colonel's son had wounded him inadvertently 
while the boy was playing with a shotgun. The colonel had given Spiridon a 
large sum of money. Yet while he was still in the hospital he decided how he 
would take his revenge. He would learn to play the piano and he would show 
the others how unimportant this accident was. No obstacles existed for such a 
man . And it was when he was looking for a piano he could rent by the hour 
that he had met doamna Zissu . . . .  

"Well ,  but what can you do now?" Arethia asked after a moment of 
silence . 
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"\\'hat do you mea n ,  \\ hat can I do? If a man really wants something, 
and wants it with al l  his  m ight, he'l l  succeed . And it 's not necessary to stay in  
Romania .  What does Romania matter? It's a l ittle country. But  i magine being 
in Amer ica and doing something really great! Something that no one has 
done before, that only you can do! Just i magine d iscovering something l ike 
radium or something even a thousand times more important than radium!  I'd 
become the most celebrated man in the world and the m ost powerful and the 
richest, all at once. What would an Edison be then, compared with me? The 
sound of my name would make everyone tremble! I'd be able to do anything I 
wished i n  al l  the world,  even dethrone kings if I wanted to. "  

"Too bad it's been discovered , "  whispered Arethia a moment later. 
"Radium,  I mea n . "  And she repeated with more courage, "It's too bad it's 
been d iscovered. "  

" 'What does that matter!" exclaimed Spiridon.  'There are other things 
yet to be d iscovered! And besides, there are many great th ings I can still do! 
Not just some l i ttle invention that anyone else can make. Something extraor
dinary, something unique that all the world \\· ill talk about. Like d iscovering a 
new continent, for instance ,  or some such thing! Or maybe to discover a 
substance that will transform everyth ing it touches i nto gold ! "  

"That's impossible! It's the story of that king who . . .  you know what I 
mean . . .  but it's not possible . " 

"Why isn't it possible?" cried Spirido n ,  gro\\ ing more i mpetuous. 
"Chemistry can do a nything. It's a question of atoms. You j ust change the 
nu mber of the atoms . And one day somebody will discover how to do it as 
they\·e discm·ered so many other th ings. But what good will i t  do me if 
someone else discovers i t? The wonderful th ing \\ Ould be for me to find it 
myself! A substance that transforms everyth i ng it touches into gold!  For in
stance, I 'd j ust touch th is cha ir  a nd it  would be changed to gold! Do you 
understand \\·hat this would mean? I 'd become the master of the world !  I 'd be 
able to buy anything, all the palaces , all the m useums.  I 'd buy the Louvre and 
bring it  home! And how many other things I could do!  Everybody would 
tremble because of me! If I were walking down the street and someone d idn't 
greet me with sufficient respect I'd call a policeman and order h im arrested on 
the spot! What could he do to me? If I wished I could even ki l l  him!  . . .  But I 
wouldn't kill a nyone. I 'm only tell ing you this so you can see what power I'd 
have and how everyone would be afraid of me. Then they'd know how to 
behave with me. They'd know who Spiridon Vadastra is!  I t  would be enough 
for somebody simply to utter my name to make all heads turn .  Whenever I 
went somewhere, l ike into a restaurant, everyone would stand up . . .  and . . .  
oh, so many other th ings !"  

Vadastra had s topped abruptly and al l  was silent. A lone moth a \vakened and 
began to circle blindly around the l ight globe . So,  when he was looking for a 
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piano he could rent by the hour he had met doamna Zissu. Vadastra would 
have been fifteen or sixteen years old at the time. Perhaps doamna Zissu was 
his first love . He spoke of her constantly but he had never described her, never 
made any allusion to her age. He had not even suggested that she was beauti
ful .  

Stefan was aware that someone was knocking a t  his door but h e  didn't 
answer. It's a mistake, he told h imself. Maybe the l ight in the hall is out and 
he can't see the number of the room. 

" It sounds l ike someone's knocking, " said Arethia. 
" I t's not for us," Vadastra repl ied. " It's next door. " The pounding, louder 

this time, began aga in .  
"Come i n , "  called Stefan.  It  was the porter. He stayed in the doorway 

politely, with an absent air,  h is gaze wandering. A pair  of gloves lay in his 
outstretched hand . 

"The cabdriver brought them just now. He said they belong to the young 
lady who was with you ,  and that he came back from the Bratianu Statue 
especially to bring them to you. I gave him a hundred lei . "  

Stefan took the gloves and looked a t  them a long time, frowning intently. 
The porter spoke again .  "Why don't you open the window? You'll get 

sick . It's very hot i n  here . "  
"What young lady?" asked Stefan.  Then a l l  at once h e  remembered and 

h is face brightened. "Ah, yes, I know, " he sa id. "Wait . . .  " He searched in h is 
wallet and drew out a banknote, handing it to the porter. 

"Thank you. Perhaps you will a lso let me have a book to read?" asked the 
porter, folding the bill carefully.  

Stefan went to the bookcase that stood against the wall and glanced at 
random over the shelves. "But is he sure that the gloves are hers?" he asked 
suddenly. 

" He said that he came back from the Bratianu Statue to bring them. He 
said they belong to the young lady who was with you . . . .  I'd l ike a good 
novel , "  the porter added in a lower tone, with a smile. 

After the man had left holding the book under his arm with extreme 
care, almost fearfully, Stefan stood for a moment in the middle of the floor 
l istening. The voices were silent in the neighboring room. Going to the 
window, he opened it wide. He could smell a garden freshly watered . I have 
plenty of time, he said to himself, leaning over the si l l .  It's not yet mid
night . . . .  

The girl shrugged her shoulders and smiled. In  the evening l ight her 
face seemed more sunburnt and her hair had taken on the dim luster of 
old metal .  

" I  don't understand you , "  she sa id .  "I  don't know if you're joking 
or if you really believe . . . .  " 
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Imperceptibly the sky above them muted its brill iance. A single star 
gleamed in the transparent a ir  o\·er the forest. 

"All kinds of m iracles could happen,"  he continued without looking 
at her. "But someone has to teach you how to look at them so you'll 
know they are miracles. Otherwise you don't even see them . You pass 
right by them and you don't know that they are miracles. You don't see 
them . . . .  " 

' ' I 'm sorry, but I can't follow you , "  she said a moment later. ' ' I 'd 
l ike to be able to understand you . . . .  " 

"Some say that on this night at exactly midnight the heavens open . 
I don't quite understand how they could open but that's what they say: 
that on Midsummer :\fight, the ;-..'ight of St. John, the hea\·ens open.  
But  probably they open only for those who know how to l ook at them . "  

"I don't understand at al l , "  she said . " I  don't  understand . . . .  " 

He gave a start and drew back from the \\·indow, much moved . The gloves lay 
on the bed where he had dropped them. He l ifted them for a moment to his 
face. I don't th ink they're hers, he sa id to h imself, puzzled. It doesn't seem 
like her perfume. 

\\'hen she held the l ighter to her cigarette he noticed that her eyes were 
not as green as he had bel ie\·ed them to be. They had seemed darker 
because her face was tanned, but thei r  color was really a l ight green shot 
with gold .  Her l ips,  \·ery red and slightly parted, permitted the gleaming 
white ness of her smile to i l lumi nate her face. 

' ' I 've been l istening to you all  evening," began I leana, toying ab
sently with the l ighter, "and I don't understand why you insist on 
continuing this joke. \Vhy won't you tell me you're a writer and your 
name is Ciru Partenie?" 

Perplexed , he looked at her and made an effort to return her smile.  
"I  couldn't tel l you this because I 'm not a writer and my name is Stefan 
Viziru . To be exact, Stefan I .  Viziru . "-ly father's name is l oan . " 

Ileana bent her head slightly. The gesture brought to Stefan's mind 
a sudden effortless anS\\·er to the question that he had been asking 
h imself so frequently in the last fe\\" days. Where had he seen before the 
strange color of her hair that was not black nor blue n or si lver? Now he 
knew. It was the hue of a rare species of pansy that he had examined as a 
chil d ,  spellbound, in the park at Cismigiu ,  shortly after his family had 
moved to the capita l .  It pleased him to discover th is. 

"I 've been in Bucharest only a few months, " Ileana resumed .  " I  
know almost n o  one. And I 've read nothing b y  Ciru Partenie. I 'd heard 
about him vaguely ,  but when we entered the restaurant someone 
pointed to you with his eyes, saying 'Look at Partenie. I 'm surprised to 
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see him here. Probably he has a date! '  And the whole evening I 've 
watched all those eyes looking at  you curiously. You've been recog
nized, dear Maestre! No use hiding any longer!" 

Stefan was content to gaze at her in silence. 
"Are you angry? Really?" continued Ileana. "I heard it  quite unin

tentionally at  the door as we came in and it's intimidated me all eve-
" nmg . . . .  

" I  assure you I'm not Ciru Partenie," he interrupted calmly, ear
nestly. "Look, if you l ike I'll  prove it. " He began to search in both 
pockets at once. He found an envelope and held it out, but he took it 
back quickly and handed her a passport. "It  has a photograph, too, "  he 
sa id.  "It's the best piece of identification . "  

She opened i t  and read the name aloud: "Stefan Viziru. Thirty
four years? You don't look it .  . . .  " 

He had approached her without tell ing her his name or who he 
was. "Look,"  he had begun without preface, pointing toward the 
forest. " In  those places there were once marshes . "  She turned her 
head suddenly, startled at seeing him so close to her. S ince there 
had been no sound of footsteps behind her, she hadn't realized 
that he was there. He was a tall  man , sturdy yet slender, al most 
del icate, and the l ight of his smile disturbed her. "In place of 
these woods there were marshes. I came here to swim with the 
boys when I was l i ttle . . . .  " 

He talked continuously, tell ing her of the marshes around 
Bucharest, about the trees that he had seen being planted, and 
especially about his ch ildhood . "When I was in liceu there was a 
hedgehog I made friends with. Whenever I came to see him he 
sensed me from a d istance and ran out to meet me. " 

He stopped and turned his head quickly, running his hand 
through h is hair, steal ing a glance at her with a timid smile.  
"There's something curious ,"  he added, "but I don't quite under
stand what it is .  You have a strange accent, almost foreign . . . .  " 

" I  spent my childhood out of the country, and it was late 
when I learned to speak Romanian. I learned it on the farm with 
the peasants . "  

" I  read a book once , "  h e  continued a s  though h e  had not 
heard her, "a book about a young man who cal led snakes to him 
and talked with them . I'm sure these things are possible, but 
someone has to teach you . . . .  My hedgehog, for instance, would 
roll over for me, h ide his quil ls and let me rub his belly. I'm sure I 
could have learned a lot from him, but I didn't know how to talk 
to h im. " 
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The sun \\'ent do\\ 'n. A scent of freshly mown hay began to 
reach them.  " If you l ike \\ e can stay here awhile, " he told her. 
They sat clown together on the grass, facing the forest. 

" I 'm sorry, "  he began agai n  a l ittle later, "but I have to ask 
you someth ing. " He stopped a moment, embarrassed, and looked 
at her. She felt h is gaze go through her and beyond. He d idn't 
seem to see her. 

"I don't  suppose you have a car. Probably you came to the 
sosea * Jianu by tram or bus. " 

She started to laugh. "By bus. Should I have come by car?" 
"I thought so, "  he murmured. "I d idn't think you had a car. " 

He raised himself to h is knees on the grass and drew closer to her. 
�0\\. he d idn't seem so young, but perhaps he was more hand
some. He had a h igh forehead, pale and smooth, with the ha ir 
receding at the temples. H is mouth \\'as large and tranquil ,  pro
viding a dark contrast to the intense glo\\ of h is eyes and the bright 
gleam of h is teeth . 

"For some time I ha,·e been sure that you didn't have a car , "  
he repeated \\'ithout attempting to hide h i s  regret, "that y o u  came 
by bus or tram as far as the sosea Jianu . . . .  " 

She returned his passport \\'ith a shrug. Stefan looked at her for a 
moment and sm iled . "Aren't you sorry I 'm not Ciru Partenie? Wouldn't 
you have preferred to sit at table \\'ith a famous man ,  a celebrated 
personage, admired by everyone, adored by women? Whispers al l  
around you: Look, that beautiful gir l  is Partenie's latest passion . . . .  " 

Ileana l istened to h i m  with a strained smile.  "All  this is none of my 
business , "  she sa id. "and it doesn't interest me.  But I 'd l ike to point out 
that your name could \·cry well be Viziru , as your passport proves, and 
Ciru Partenie your l i terary pseudonym . Anyway, here in this restaurant, 
and probably every\\'here in Bucharest, you're known under the name 
of Partenie . . . .  But if you \\·ish to continue the game you began in the 
forest, of course I'll go along \\·ith the deception and call you Stefa n . "  

*Avenue. 

"Probably you don't believe i n  these th ings , "  he said to her as they 
sat on the grass. "And yet I was sure that something would hap
pen . When I saw you at a dista nce, I felt my heart begin to pound. 
I \\·as sure a sign had been given me . . . .  It isn't absolutely neces
sary to see the heavens opening.  If only you had really come in tire 
car, as I imagined at first . . .  " 

"I don't understand . . . .  " 

9 



"Look, here's what might have happened: We would have 
wal ked in the forest. We'd have walked a long time and then 
when we returned we'd have found no trace at all of the car. It 
would s imply have disappeared . Exactly at midnigh t it  would 
have disappeared . "  

"Would someone have stolen it?" she asked timidly, bewil
dered . 

"No one could steal it. It was locked. You showed me the 
keys. I saw you show them to me. They were on a ring with many 
other keys, big and little .  And I wouldn't have given them back to 
you again ,  I would have kept them . "  

"I  don't understand a t  al l , "  she had said. "Explain i t  to me, 
please. I don 't understand . . . .  " 

Stefan stuffed his passport in his  pocket, then burst into laughter. But 
now it was not the youthful laugh that Ileana knew, the laugh that 
l ighted his face so mysteriously. This time he laughed as some men do 
when they are alone, confidentially yet harshly, somewhat ridiculously. 

" I  regret I haven't an exact count," he said . "I should have made 
note of how many times a year I've been mistaken for this great man , and 
especially in what circumstances. This above all: in what circum
stances," he repeated, stressing each word. " I  should also have noted the 
reactions of the different people who have done me the honor of taking 
me for the Great Man. Sometimes a terrible disillusionment, at  other 
times doubt, suspicion; or again,  even an uncontrolled outburst of fury: 
How, sir, can you,  an ordinary citizen, allow yourself to pass before our 
eyes looking l ike the Great Man? How can you permit youself to play 
such a trick on us, who only mark Great Men? You shouldn't be 
allowed to go about on the main streets or to places frequented by the 
Master!" 

Ileana l istened to him with increasing confusion . "I don't know 
what to think," she said . "You could be tell ing the truth, but you could 
also be deceiving me. Actually, how do you happen to be walking 
around with your passport on you? It's as though you expected to be 
discovered and had prepared for it in  advance. " 

Stefan shrugged his shoulders with a gesture of resignation. "I can 
see very well how much it costs you to admit that I am not He, the 
Great Man,"  he said. "I understand . It's so pleasant to sit at the table 
with a celebrity, to be stared at by everyone around you, to be en
vied . . .  " 

"But really, what's your connection with h im?" Ileana interrupted. 
"We look very much al ike,"  said Stefan dispass ionately. "We're 
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constan tly being confused with each other. Sometimes it's cxasperat-
" mg. 
" Do you know h im?" 
"Not personally. I know him only by sight. " He paused a moment, 

then continued. "I mean I 've seen him from a d istance quite often .  
Several years ago w e  l ived in the same part of the c ity, but w e  never 
happened to meet on the same sidewalk. From far away one of us would 
always sense the other approaching and cross the street. And yet. . . .  
Although I shouldn't compla in , "  he added with a forced smile.  " I  owe a 
great deal in my l ife to this astonishing resemblance. It was through 
Partenie that I met the woman I love most. She confused me with h im.  
Since then there have been many ties between us  . . . .  " He was silent. 

"To say many ties is perhaps an exaggeratio n , "  he went on.  "But 
there is one important bond. My wife was engaged to him. One day on 
the street she confused me with him and threw her arms around me. 
She rea l ized her m istake immed iately but it was too late. She stayed 
with me. She cla i med I was irresistible, "  added Stefan smil ing. "She 
said that i f  a \\·oman kissed me once, she could n't forget me. But 
probably she was exaggerating . "  

"Probably , "  said Ileana, putting out her cigarette absently. 

For a long time Ioana had observed that when he was with her Stefan behaved 
and talked d ifferently fro m  the way he d id with other people. He always 
seemed to be forcing himself not to take her seriousl y. "We're not the same as 
they arc , "  he told her, " we love each other !"  

One evening they were returning from a performance of Miss Julie" at  the 
National Theater. She had been l istening to him d iscuss the play during the 
intermission and on the way home she had said to h im,  "I never thought that 
Miss Julie could be explained by the magic of the Night of St. Joh n .  You 
never talk to me about these things . "  He had put h is arm around her waist. " I  
l ove you, "  h e  told her. " We love each other. " S h e  knew what h e  meant: he 
th inks that if we talk about Miss Julie I will remember Partenie.  

Ioana was tal l ,  a lmost as ta ll as Stefan.  Her hair was blond, her face l ong 
with sl ightly prominent cheekbones (l ike the German nymphs, Stefan had 
once told her, l ike the Rhine-maidens of the Nibelung), and she had unusu
ally la rge hazel eyes. "You'd expect any other color, but not hazel , "  said 
Stefan .  "A blond of the Scandinavian type l ike you ought to have blue eyes , 
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or green, or even black-but this particular shade you just don't expect. That's 
what is so unusual about you . I think that here is the source of your 
magic . . . .  " 

"The magic of the Night of St. John , "  Joana continued insistently. 
"What happens on that night? What could happen?" 

Stefan came close to her again and tried to kiss her. "We two . . .  " 
" Really, you have a very low opinion of my intell igence, "  Joana inter

rupted. "You th ink I can't understand anything but love stories. When you're 
in Bluebeard's room you imagine . . .  " 

The room that Stefan had rented at the hotel was held in strict secrecy. 
Joana's fa mily d id not know about it ,  nor d id their friends. Before they 
were married Stefan had told her about his private retreat . She hadn't 
understood why he fel t  the need of such a room in a modest hotel 
located in a d istant quarter of the city, a place that she could never 
enter. "Just l ike that forbidden room in the story of Bluebeard , "  he had 
said .  "No woman has entered it, and none ever shall . "  "Alive . . .  " he 
had added on another occasion . She had lacked the courage to object to 
h is indulgence of this whim. " Other couples ,"  Stefan said, "have sepa
rate bedrooms. I need a room of my own to h ide in now and then 
without anyone knowing where I am . "  

" . . .  You imagine that I can't follow you into your secret room, that I suppose 
all you do there is read novels . . . .  " 

When they were alone Stefan avoided bringing up the subject of l itera
ture . He often found her reading when he came home at night. Some
times loan a surprised him in the act of glancing at the cover of the book, 
but he never asked her what she read.  At home with her Stefan did not 
read fiction. Nevertheless Joana was aston ished at the number of things 
he knew about l iterature. This knowledge came quite incidentally as 
they stopped in  front of shop windows, or when she happened to men
tion the title of a book she had run across in a magazine. "That's no 
good, "  he'd say; or "I read it. It's rather interesting. I'll bring it to you , if 
you want it. " He thinks I l ike novels because I was Partenie's fiancee, 
Joana surmised. 

"And yet , "  she continued, "a long time ago I found out what you do there in 
your secret room.  Of course, I don't have to tell you . But, really, you think 
me too naive. I guessed it that evening when you came home with your hands 
smell ing of turpentine. You have a laboratory. It's probably not a room in a 
hotel at al l .  You work in a laboratory!" 
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During the first months of their marriage Ioana sometimes had waited 
for him at the window. She could see him in the d istance a nd assumed 
from his absent air ,  from the way he walked, that he had been to his 
secret room.  I t  seemed to her that Stefan did not really come to until  she 
had held him for a long time in her arms. "Today do I have permission 
to ask you something?" she inquired once. He answered as he always 
d id when she questioned him in th is way, " It's a room two and a half 
meters by four . . .  " " No,  no ,"  she interrupted, sti ll hold ing him in a 
tight embrace. "I want to ask you something else. But I won't ask you 
unless I have your permission . "  Forcing back a smile, she turned a 
profound gaze on Stefan 's face. Her eyes, so large , so unusually l impid, 
overwhelmed him again with their mysterious magic. "\Vhat do you see 
from the window?" she asked . "Just tell me this much: when you stand 
in front of the window, or when you open it  and lean out, what can you 
see?" 

They sat down close together on the sofa .  " First of all , "  he began,  
"this .secret room has a great many windows. One of  them looks out  on 
the park: another opens toward the sea . . . .  " "Stefa n ! "  Ioana chided. He 
corrected himself, " No, I 'm wrong. The secret room has only one 
window. I think i t  overlooks a park. I 've never seen it. When I go there 
the curta ins arc ah,·ays drawn . "  "What are the curtains l ike?" insisted 
Ioana. "Tell me about the curtains, about the furniture, the color of the 
\valls .  So I can imagine them . So I can follow you in my m ind when 
you're there . "  Stefan was silent a moment. "I don't think there are any 
curta ins , "  he said . "I  don't remember seeing them . When I go into the 
room, it 's always dark because the bl inds arc closed. " 

" When we have a child , "  Ioana had said once, lean ing her head 
back against the sofa and closing her eyes, "when we have a child I'll tell 
him what I see in Bluebeard's room and I 'll let you l isten to me. You 
th ink I'm completely lacking in imagination.  So m uch the better. Then 
you'll be surprised at how much I know, how much I've known from 
the first day you told me about your secret room. "  She had opened her 
eyes quickly and l ooked at h im.  He seemed very far away from her, l ost 
in thought. "You still haven't decided to take me seriously, " added 
Ioana.  "You th ink that if you love me . . .  " "Give me another year!" he 
had interrupted, becoming suddenly grave. "Let me try something else. 
Perhaps there's something else sti l l . You know very well what I mea n , "  
he had added, lowering h is voice. 

Now the Big Scene commences, thought Ioana.  Through all her 
being she fel t  a sudden unaccountable exhaustion . Vainly she tried to 
smile,  to reassure herself. Long ago she had prepared each reply.  She 
had l istened mentally to this d ia logue innumerable times. She 
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should n't let it trouble her so much. It would be wise for her to begin by 
suddenly taking him in her arms as she had clone a few days before thei r 
marriage when she declared, "I only admired h im,  and I still admire 
h im.  I think he's a very great writer, but this doesn't mean I love him.  
As soon as  I met you I knew that I d idn't  love him, that you were the 
only one I loved ! "  She had not been able to say much more at that time, 
but during the Big Scene she would confess everything. "Please make an 
effort to listen to me, " she would say. "We torture each other. I've never 
loved him. Why are you afraid of him?  Why are you afraid of my past? 
You must understand me: there is nothing. I have nothing to forget, 
because there's nothi ng there {or me to forget . " 

"You know very well what I mean , "  Stefan repeated. "Perhaps 
something else exists besides love. Perhaps somewhere there's an open 
possibil ity of m iracles, an irreducible mystery, a secret we haven't yet 
been able to decipher. That's what happened to you . "  

"You know very well there's no question of any mystery. I didn't 
love him. I d idn't love anyone but you. From the moment I met you,  I 
only loved you !"  

"This isn't what I was th inking of, " interrupted Stefan. " It's not a 
question of love. I wonder if there isn't something else. Something that 
begins with love but leads somewhere beyond it. It's very difficult to 
explain.  I'm not clear about it myself. There could be a way out, 
though-one we don't see. The fact that you met both of us, Partenie 
and me, could be a sign, it could mean something . . . .  " 

He went on l ike that for a long time as though he were talking to 
h imself. Joana wasn't always able to understand him.  She noticed that 
her thoughts wandered and she found she wasn't attentive. In her m ind 
she repl ied to h im: But what connection does al l  this have with the 
secret room? She would have interrupted, but she had promised never 
to question him. "I won't be curious , "  she had said when they were still 
engaged . "I  trust you .  I 'll not ask you.  If you tell me, fine; but I will 
never ask you . "  

" Probably the secret room doesn't exist," she repeated that night on the street 
as they were returning from the National Theater. "I was sure of it long ago. 
You work in a laboratory . . . .  " 

Sometimes when he came home in the evening he was preoccupied. He 
seemed ti red and yet he looked more youthful, his clothes had a strange odor, 
his hands were stained . "There is no secret room! "  she had exclaimed once, 
triumphantly. "You do experiments in a laboratory. Adela told me that in the 
liceu you l iked chem istry. You searched for the Philosopher's Stone. You're 
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still l ooking for it. It's absurd , now, in the twentieth century, to think that the 
Philosopher's Stone exists . . . .  " From the way he had looked at her and put 
his arm around her shoulders, Ioana could sense h is d istress, his diffidence. 

And then suddenly Vadastra had appeared. " I 've m et an extraord inary 
man-something of a fool ,  but extraordinary, " Stefan said one evening. "He 
moved into the room next to mine at  the hotel .  I 'm sorry you can't l isten to 
h i m  too . "  

Baffl ed,  Ioana stared at h i m .  " You d o  experi ments in  your hotel room? 
Don't you work in a laboratory?" 

There fol l owed then his d iscovery of Voinea ,,·ho had fled to Jassy with 
the subsidy of 50,000 lei ,  his discovery of domnisoara Arethia and of doam na 
Zissu .  " But I can't figure out who this doam na Zissu i s , "  he repeated several 
times at d inner. "I don't understand h is connection with this  so mysterious 
lady . "  And then one day he  took her hand and looked deeply into her eyes . 
"Give me another year! Perhaps there will be some sign. Maybe even doamna 

Zissu . . .  " 
Ioana began to laugh . " Do you really bel ieve \\ hat you're tel l ing me? Do 

you think the
. 
recol lections of a man you scarcely know . . .  " 

" I  don't even know h i m , "  Stefan interrupted . " But I hear h i m  talking all  
the t ime. A couple of ti mes I passed him in  the hall , but I don't know him 
personally. And this  is exactly ,,·hat bothers me:  that I 'm allowed to l isten 
involuntarily to the confessions of a fanatic .  Perhaps it's a sign . . . .  " 

One day he told her, " Here's what happened . Probably a building was 
being torn down near doa mna Zissu's house. Probably they were loading the 
rubbish in a truck j ust as Vadastra passed by. Anyway some dust got i nto his 
eye, under the lid of the glass one.  Vadastra sa id that in the liceu he wore blue 
eyeglasses , pince-nez. \\'hen he raised his  hand qu ickly to his eye, he 
knocked the glasses off. They fell to the ground and broke into bits. The glass 
eye turned around in its socket. He went back to doamna Zissu's, covering h is 
right eye with his hand, and asked her for a bas in  of water. ' I 've broken my 
glasses and hurt myself, '  he told her.  When doamna Zissu tried to see what 
had happened he d idn't want to take his hand away from h is eye. She brought 
h i m  the water and ,,·ent out, leaving him alone. He took out the glass eye , 
,,·ashed it and set it as ide . Then he began to clean the eyel id and the socket. 
But doamna Zissu came back. She d idn't understand what had happened . 
She began to scream when she saw him with his eyel id all red and pulled out. 
'Don't be alarmed ! '  Vadastra told her quickly, picking up the glass eye and 
showing it to her. ' I t's nothing. I've been l ike this since the accident. ' With 
pathetic pride Vadastra continued, 'And then I saw doamna Zissu begin to 
cry , and I real ized how m uch she l oved me. As I watched her crying because 
of me I fel t  I ought to cry too,  and I tried . I kept thinking about my broken 
glasses and I tried hard to make myself cry. But I couldn't. Doamna Zissu 
went on crying and it was very late, so I said,  " Excuse me, I m ust go . . . .  " ' " 
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It was late that n ight when Stefan returned home. He seemed agitated. 
"You're reading? On the Night of St. John?" 

"Is it the Night of St. John? I d idn't know. " 
"It  was. Now it's past m idnight.  Noth ing else can happen. "  He went to 

her and put his arms around her. "Do I seem so old?" he asked. "It's unbe
l ievable how ti me can pass . "  Gently he d isengaged himself from her embrace 
and added, "I hope I won't be tired tomorrow morning at the Ministry. " 

"What happened?" 
"I ran off without tel l ing anyone and went to the forest. The Forest of 

Baneasa . Suddenly I remembered that this was the Night of St. John. I 
telephoned you and left. I felt something drawing me there . . . .  " After a brief 
silence he conti nued, "It made me long suddenly to see the places where I 
spent my childhood with l onel . Am I truly so old? Ioncl and I went there 
every summer to swim. The marshes were broad and deep. And now in their 
place trees have grown. Noth ing but tall  trees everywhere. My heart kept 
pounding constantly . . . .  I remembered my hedgehog . . . .  " 

Absently, l oan a began to undress. "You might have taken me too ,"  she 
sa id without raising her eyes. "When you called I thought you were going to 
ask me to go for a walk with you . "  

Sometimes, especially before the appearance of Vadastra, S tefan would 
phone her from the Ministry and arrange to meet her in town; but 
dur ing the pa5t year they had met only once. Ioana had caught sight of 
him in the d istance. He seemed downcast and she realized he had been 
confused with Partenie aga in .  Someone, some stranger, had greeted him 
on the street. 'Til have to grow a mustache, " he said. "Or maybe it  
would be better if  I shaved my head . "  

"I  wanted you . I really wanted to ask you to go walking with me in  the forest, 
but someth ing prevented me. I felt a need to go back there by myself, to visit 
the places of my childhood alone . . . .  " Then he added quickly, "But I have to 
ask you something, and I want you to tell the truth , whatever your answer 
may be . "  

Ioana turned her head and looked a t  him i n  astonishment. Stefan's voice 
seemed dry, unrecognizable. 

" Do you bel ieve tha t now, in our time, a car can d isappear witho�t 
having been stolen by someone? Just d issolve into th in a ir  withou t leaving any 
trace at all?" He wrenched h is gaze away from Ioana's eyes and conti nued , 
embarrassed, "Arc you sure you've never spoken to me about something l ike 
this? Haven't you read somewhere, i n  some book, such a talc? A securely 
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locked car that d isappears at m idnight without having been stolen? It s imply 
d isappears . . . .  " 

" I  don't remember. " 
' ' I 'm beginning to cal m  down , "  Stefan said ,  wiping h is face with his  

handkerchief. He took off h is coat and sat  down on the carpet, lean i ng h is 
head against the easy chair. "Then that's not where it came from-some book 
I've read or a story I 've heard told, "  he continued, becomi ng more cheerfu l .  
"More than l ikely it's something I imagined . "  

Ioana seated herself o n  the low chair i n  fron t  of the mirror. 
"But anyway, do you believe that such a thing could really happen?" 

Stefan ins isted .  "Do you bel ieve that a car can vanish without a trace?" 
" Why not?" Ioana said, turn i ng around in order to see h im better. 
" Now I know why I l ove you so muc h , "  whispered Stefan ,  his  face 

brightening. 
"But what happened to the car? Why did you ask i f  I truly bel ieve . . . . ?"  
" I  don't know what's the matter with me today. Maybe it's because I was 

reminded of n�y childhood, maybe because I saw those great trees growing on 
the s ite of the marshes . I planted a tree there myself when I was in the 
liceu . . . .  I t  seemed as though I saw a car. And there was somethi ng else: I 
seemed to know what was going to happen to that car. Exactly at m id night i t  
had to  d is appear. I was obsessed a l l  evening by that car  I had seen-although I 
d id n't find it there in the forest-the one that had to d isappear at mid night. I 
knew it would d isappear and I'd never see it aga in  in my whole l ife. And this 
thought made me sad "1 an  incomprehensible way, the thought that I m ight 
never see it  again . . . .  Happily, you exist, " he added, smil ing cheerfully.  
"And on July 1 5  we'l l be at Predeal in  the mounta ins . . . .  " 

loan a remembered Miss Julie as she sl ipped i n to the coolness of the bed. 
Somethi ng happened on the Night of St. John, she thought. "Actually, do you 
really bel ieve in all those th ings? Do you bel ieve in the Philosopher's Stone, 
in  magic and m iracles o n  the Night of St.  John?" 

Because it  happened frequently, she was not surprised when Stefan did 
not answer her. He said suddenly as he got up from the carpet, " I  long for the 
mounta ins . "  

" Perhaps the decisive year will  be repeated . "  She d id n't u nderstand what 
had prompted her to say these words, but she was glad she had said them and 
she smiled.  Stefan stopped bes ide the bed and l ooked down at her. 

"Which year?" he asked . " 1 923 or 1 9 1 9?" 
"The decis ive year, " l oan a repeated, "when you were alone on the 

mounta in .  When you were in the l iceu and you went alone to the 
mounta ins . . .  " She real ized she was confusing two great events in Stefan's 
l ife, bul she d id not amend her words. She expected h i m  to correct her as he 
had been in the habit of doing ever since the first days of thei r  marriage, 
declaring that "This took place i n  1 928, the summer I returned from Paris . I 
was then . . .  " and he would quickly tell her his  age . 
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One day he had shown her his photographs from school days, choosing 
one that revea led a handsome adolescent with large eyes and ha ir  cut in  
bangs across his forehead .  "This i s  in 1 9 1 9,"  he had said. " I  was seven
teen then and in the last class at the liceu. That was when I climbed up 
to the cabin with lone! . . . .  " Joana had held the picture in her hand, 
studying it for a long time. Quite suddenly she recalled the unreality of 
the days preced ing their marriage. Stefan had told her the story of the 
incident at the cabin shortly after they had become engaged. It was 
during the first spring after the end of the war that this adventure had 
taken place, the spring of 1 9 1 9 . Stefan and lone! Paraschivescu and 
three other schoolmates had been too i mpatient to wait for the summer 
vacation to cl imb in  the Bucegi . For several years they had dreamed 
only of seeing the mountains .  But Romania was occupied by the Ger
mans and the war went on year after year. When the Armistice was 
concl uded in November it was too l ate to carry out thei r plans that year. 
Deceived by the premature spring of Bucharest, they attempted the 
cl imb the following March. They could see the peaks still white with 
snow, but at the foot of the mountains it  was warm and serene. The 
storm had come upon them when they reached Pietrele Arse, � and they 
lost their way. It was not unti l  evening that they stumbled upon the 
cabin of a funicular that transported timber. They broke the padlock on 
the door, went in and made a fire. S ince they had plenty of food and 
even a large bottle of rum , their spirits rose rapidly. Then they stretched 
out to sleep in d isarray on the bare board floor. Toward midnight they 
were awakened by the sound of men's voices outside the door. A snow
drift had piled against the door, covering the latch, a nd only by the most 
strenuous efforts did the boys inside succeed in opening it. They were 
afraid at first but the men, who were woodcutters from the valley, 
became ins istent. They were acqua inted with the cabin ,  and were glad 
to find the young folk there. "We have a dead man with us, "  they said. 
"We've been carrying h im since six o'clock th is evening. If we leave 
him on the trail  the wolves will eat him before morning. So we've 
brought him here. And it's good you're here, too . "  After thanking the 
boys, the woodcutters left . They had to be at work in the valley next 
morning .  "We couldn't sleep, and kept watch all  n ight. " Stefa n  told 
Joana . "And in the morning some men came from the village and 
loaded the corpse on a sled. But lone! was afraid.  He wouldn't look 
behind him at al l ,  where he knew the dead man was. He fin ished the 
bottle of rum all by himself. And he kept saying over and over, 'Oh, 
don't leave me alone! No matter what happens, don't leave me alone ! '  
Poor lone!!  He had no way of  knowing then . . . .  " 

• Burnt Rocks. 
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Stefa n  began to undress absen tly.  " \Vhen I was alone on the mounta in , "  he 
said, "I wasn 't in the liceu . That was in 1 9 2 3 . " 

Joana l istened to him with her eyes half-closed, smil ing. The decis ive 
year, she repeated to herself. 

In 1 92 3 ,  when he was twenty-one and preparing for his  degree, Stefan 
had run away from home. He had even found a freighter to take him 
secretly to Constantinople . But before he left he had gone to say good
bye to the Carpathians. On their first tri p  together to the mounta ins,  
immediately after their  marriage, Stefan had pointed out to her the 
footpath he had cl imbed at that time, prior to h is departure. "Time 
seemed not to pass here , "  he had told her. "The rocks, the pines, the 
grass , the sky, were always there, in their places . And now every time I 
evoke such a moment of suspens ion, of cessation,  I feel  an inexpressible 
emotion , almost a beatitude. You can't understand th is , "  he had added . 
" You're s ti l l  too young . "  When he told her this , in 1 9 3 3 ,  Joana was 
twenty-three, eight years you nger than he. 

" I  forgot to tell you something , "  added Stefan ,  becoming suddenly ani mated . 
" In h is own way, Vadastra also bel ieves in the Phi losopher's Stone. He was 
talking with Arethia this evening about a substance that transforms everyth ing 
i t  touches into gold . He regrets he hasn't d iscovered it .  . . .  " 

In the compartment Joana observed that a young man with penetrating dark 
blue eyes and reced ing hair was staring at Stefa n ,  frowning perplexedly. He's 
been con fused with Partenie agai n ,  she thought. She was afraid that Stefan 
would also notice him,  but a man \\· ith a vandyke, who had taken out his  
watch to check the time just  as the trai n  began to move, had claimed her 
husband's attenti on .  He had a profile of astonish ing nobil ity. The flawless 
curve of h is brow, the stra ight nose, the mustache full  and yet without arro
gance, the beard arched sl ightly forward-all these gave h i m  a lordly and 
somewhat old-fashioned air. The rest of h is features , however, created a 
d ifferent impression . H is broad checks with the skin hanging softly over his 
jaws and the few locks of colorless -hair that were stuck a�ross the top of h is 
head were remin iscent of the portraits of doctors and teachers of about 1 900. 

"In forty-five min utes we'l l be at Ploiesti , "  he said, regarding each of his 
neighbors in turn. As if in response to a s ignal everyone began to talk.  The 
gentleman with the beard seemed erudite. He had read the verses of the 
principal Romanian poets several times and even a Latin text. He spoke 
particularly with the young man of the deep blue eyes . But soon the conversa-
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tion became genera l ,  and before getting off at Sinaia he bowed poli tely and 
introduced himself: Professor Iancu Antim. "I hope we shall have the pleasure 
of meeting aga in ,"  he said . 

A week later Stefan allowed himself to be persuaded by Ioana to go off for 
two days alone in the Bucegi. She watched from the window as he van ished in 
the forest, turn i ng back to the bed with an indefinable sadness. She had gwwn 
accustomed lately to returning in her thoughts to the "Great News . "  

That day had been extremely hot and oppressive. Stefan had shed his 
shoes a nd coat at the door and hurried immedia tely i nto the bathroom. 
With a mysterious smile she had followed him, watching patiently as he 
stood in the torrent of water. 

"I don't believe I can climb up to the cabin ,"  she said. And be
cause it seemed to her that Stefan couldn't hear her very clearly with his 
head always under the water, she repeated, almost shouting, "I can't 
climb! I think we're going to have a baby!" 

The next moment Stefan bounded out of the shower as if he had 
been scalded. His long hair was sticking to his face and he brushed i t  
aside with a frightened gesture. H e  regarded her for a moment, bewil
dered. He appeared not to have understood . Then he sprang out of the 
bathroom just as he was and took her in his arms. That face so cool and 
wet seemed to Ioana to be bathed in tears. Half-consciously she l istened 
to the water running in the shower . . .  

When he returned from the Bucegi he asked her, "Can you imagine whom I 
met at the Casa Pesterii?"* 

" Iancu Anti m , "  Ioana answered readily. 
It  wasn't the Professor whom he had encountered, however, but a certa in  

Petre Biris. Ioana had never heard of  h im.  
"He's the greatest authority on the works of  Partenie," said Stefan in a 

voice that seemed to be preparing a multitude of revelations, "but he doesn't 
know him personally. He's only seen him at lectures. And of course he mistook 
me for h im.  So we s tarted talking . . . .  " 

Without giving her time to comment he added, "He was rather cri tical of 
the Master. He even criticized him quite harshly. He said that for some time 
now Partenie has been too hasty. He writes too fast and publishes haphazardly. 
For some time now, " Stefan repeated, emphasizing the words. "What do you 
think he meant  by that, this boy Biris?" 

Ioana shrugged. 
" I  l iked Biris ," continued Stefan,  "but I wonder just wba t  he meant by 

saying that for some time now Partenie hasn't been what he was in  the begin
ning, that he's making almost a mockery of his own work. Have you noticed 

• House of the Grotto. 
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any cha nge?" But without waiting for an a nswer he went on i n  a more serious 
tone in an effort to reproduce Bir is's exact words. 

"He said there's something immoral in Parten ie's recent output. That he 
wants to l ive as well as write in  the same rhythm as earlier, but that th is isn't 
possible, that  anyone who tries to do this is cheating. A writer can l ive before 
and after he has composed a book, he said, but he cannot l ive and create at 
the same time. The act of creation absorbs him entirely and so it  prohibits h im 
from l iving . . . .  But  really, why am I tell i ng you a l l  these things?" He looked 
suddenly at Ioana.  "You must know them and understand them better tha n  I . "  

"Maybe I don't understand them so well , "  I oana vol unteered, feel i ng 
that she had to say something. 

"I only wanted to ask you if you'd noticed too that  Partenie's recent work 
has been written in haste, or, as B iris expressed it, that he wants to enjoy l ife 
without giving up h i s  writing? He said people who know his work well are 
struck by the fact that for some time Partenie has been making a j oke of his 
talent and intell igence. You've never said anything to me about such a th ing . "  

"I haven't been aware of a n y  change. " 
Stefa n  studied her thoughtfully for a long t ime.  "But why did you th ink 

I'd met Iancu Antim?" he asked . 
Ioana smiled.  " I  don't know what made me ask you that. Perhaps it was 

because I dreamed about him last night. " But she didn't tel l  him what she had 
dreamed. Antim had approached the window of their  compartment, and 
standing on tiptoe so that he could see her better, he had rapped a nx iously on 
the glass . "Your husband has met with an accident !"  he called. "He's had an 
accident . . .  an accident . . .  " 

His vacation came to a n  end and Stefan returned to Bucharest on the even ing 
of the fourteenth of August, going directly to the hotel from the ra il road 
station .  Ioana remained at  Predeal for fifteen more days. Without her the 
house on bulevardul Donmitei would have seemed lonely and deserted. 

The room smelled close and h ot, and it was ful l  of moths .  Stefan sprink
led the floor with water, changed, and went downstairs to eat at the tavern on 
the corner. It was quite late when he returned, and s ince he didn't hear 
anyone talking in  the next room he dropped off to sleep very quickly. Some 
time later he was awakened by the sound of Vadastra's strident voice . 

' ' I 'm not l ike other men . I don't l ike to l ie .  I a lways speak directly to a 
man's face. 

"I don't understand what you're driving at, "  Arethia interrupted. "I don't 
understand and I 'm not interested ! "  

"Wait !  I'm not fin ished ! I 've a few more words t o  say to you . . . .  You 
think you know me because . . .  You know why . . . .  Wel l ,  let me tell you 
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something-you don't know me at all ! You think I'm weak because I came to 
your room when Voinea stole my money and asked you to lend me 1 2 , 000 
lei . You think that I needed assistance, that I called for help. Wel l ,  let me tell 
you, you're wrong! I came to you because you've always inspired me with 
confidence and I needed someone to consult for advice. That's a l l .  What 
happened later doesn't matter to me. To tell the truth, I personally didn't 
think . . .  " 

Probably Arethia had started to leave. Stefan heard Spiridon's footsteps as 
he hurried to the door to bar her way. 

"Stop! Why are you angry? I'm not fin ished! You said that men are l iars. 
Let me prove the contrary . . . .  " 

"Wel l ,  thank you !"  exclaimed Arethia .  "Now you're getting impudent 
too!" 

' ' I 'm not impudent at a l l ,"  Spiridon continued with the same earnest
ness. "If I were to tell you I love you with a passion, would you believe me? 
You'd think I was making fun of you, and I don't want to make fun of you.  
You haven't done anything to me. We've always been good friends . . . .  " 

"Please get out of my way!"  cried Arethia. "It's my fault for trusting you, 
a man with no manners. Please let me go im mediately!" 

Someone knocked on the wall then, in Dan iii's room next door. "Fin ish 
it up, you two, right now! I can't sleep!" Daniil  shouted. 

"See what you've done!" murmured Arethia, opening the door a l i ttle 
fearfully. "You've disgraced me!" 

"Let's talk some more tomorrow, " Spiridon said in a whisper. 
For several evenings in success ion Stefan did not hear Arethia's voice 

again .  Only Vadaslra burst out unexpectedly from time to time, talking to 
himself. "Just wa it. My turn will come too! I ' l l  show them then , all of them ! 
I'll teach them a thing or two!" 

One evening Stefan heard someone knocking at  one of the doors in  the 
corridor. That's not for me, he said to himself. The day had been unusually 
hot and he had thrown himself on the bed exhausted, naked, with a towel 
around his neck. The oppressive heat persisted in his room, on the pavement, 
over the housetops, radiating hot odors, l ike furnaces of concrete and metal .  
The knocking became increasingly louder. 

"Come in !"  Vadastra called out suddenly. But no one entered. It's not 
for him either, Stefan said to himself drowsily. It's probably at  Arethia's. 

He woke up and felt a change in the beating of his heart. All at  once he 
was aware again of the presence of Ileana , l ike a strange, innocent obsession. 
It  had been with him constantly until  the moment when Joana had followed 
him into the bathroom and shouted, "I think we're going to have a baby!" He 
remained motionless, with his eyes closed, concentrating. Time turned back. 
Since the "Great News" he had thought of Ileana on a number of occasions, 
although never with the same emotion that had accompanied his previous 

22 



recol lections of her. The meeting i n  the Forest of Baneasa, dinner at the 
restaurant, the other two brief encounters that followed,  had taken on an 
incidental aspect after Ioana's announcement. Now as he returned in  h i s  
mind to  the earlier days those few moments of  companionship came back to 
him charged with longing. He could see the dress she was wearing on their 
last afternoon together. It  was white with a printed design, and i t  emphasized 
the sl im ness of her waist, giving her a you thful look. He didn't  understand 
how she had managed to be so tanned at the beginning of summer. "As long 
as there is any snow on the mountains ,  I stay to ski . And I usually spend the 
spring at our place in the country . "  

"Come i n ! "  Vadastra shouted again,  almost furiously. Stefan said to 
himself, It's not for h im; he's yell ing for noth ing. The knocking sounded 
fai nter now, as though the visi tor were afra id.  

He was sorry he had not had time to find out more about her l ife. All he 
knew was that she had been brought up by Tan te Cecile,  who had an estate in 
Moldavia on the banks of the S iret. I t  was there that she had spent her 
adolescence. But he knew \'ery l i ttle else about her,  except that she had 
returned to Romania recently and that she was l iv ing now with another aunt 
on strada Batistei .  

Slowly, tim idly, the knocking began aga i n .  It seemed very far away at the 
end of the hal l .  Stefan heard Vadastra open his door softly in an attempt to 
catch the intruder off-guard .  "There's no one here ! "  exclaimed Spiridon , 
somewhat disappointed . Stefan said to h imself aga in .  It's not for him . . . .  

As he was accompanying her to her home that evening he enjoyed 
watching her walk .  She moved in a manner that was al most boyish , 
clasping her hands behind her back and shaking her head from time to 
time i n  a brief gesture of someone just waki ng from sleep. \Vhenever 
she felt Stefan's long gaze upon her she turned her head and smiled at 
him with a questioning look. But she also knew how to look at h im i n  
another way, gravely, seriously .  \Vhen she had found out about Ioana 
she had looked at him l ike that, and aga in  when he met her a few days 
later with the question: " What did you do with the suitcases?" She 
hadn't understood. "You couldn't have locked the suitcases if you had 
given me that key ring, " Stefan expla ined. 

"What key ring?" she asked . She had forgotten a nd Stefan looked 
at her for a moment in astonishment. He reminded her. "The car i n  
which you m ight have come to the forest and which m ight have disap
peared . . . .  The keys to your suitcases would have been on the same 
ring, next to the car keys , "  and,  as he had told her then,  he would have 
kept it. But he didn't tell her anyth ing more. 

He didn't tell her the final scene, the scene at midnight as he had 
witnessed it. "That's s trange!" he had heard her exclaim.  "And yet I left 
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it here. My car, I mean . . .  I remember very well that it was here where I 
left it . . .  " "Are you sure you came in a car?" he had asked her jokingly. 
He saw the way she looked at him in some annoyance, as she searched in 
her handbag and held up a key ring. "See, " she said, "Here are the keys!" 
It was a dull metal ring holding a Yale key and several smaller ones, the 
keys to the suitcases. Stefan took it with a strange, secret joy, and looked 
at the keys for a few moments, deeply moved. 

"I seem to see i t , "  he continued. "A dull metal ring holding a 
Yale key and several smaller ones, the keys to the suitcases . . . .  " She 
looked at h im seriously again, then suddenly burst into laughter. "Do 
you know that you're beginning to interest me?" 

"Who's doing all that knocking?" It was Danii l 's  voice. He had opened his 
door suddenly and was shouting from the threshold , facing the end of the 
ha l l .  No one answered. The knocking ceased . 

"Is  someone there?" Danii l  called out again.  "Are you looking for some-
one?" 

"We ought to call the porter, " shouted Vadastra from his room. In the 
darkness, Stefan smiled . 

"Do you know, you're beginning to interest me? If you weren't married 
I might possibly develop a passion for you . But I ' l l  write to the Valkyrie 
about you. The Valkyrie is a former classmate of mine from Lausanne. 
I cal l  her that because she's blond, stout, and she s ings. But you're her 
type. The Valkyrie's a romantic and a spiritualist. You're a l i ttle too 
healthy for her though. If you were thinner, sadder, almost tubercular, 
I 'm sure she'd come to Bucharest to sing for you . "  

She stopped a moment and ran her hand through her hair. "And 
yet you're not very well-bred. I could have been angry. I thought you 
were fl irting with me, but now I understand. You approached me 
because you thought I had a car, and you wanted to see how I'd react if 
my car had disappeared . I ' l l  tell you how I'd react-I'd report it im
mediately to the police !"  

Suddenly he heard Vadastra talking to himself. "But what can she do to me? 
I 've kept all the receipts: once three, once three, and once six-twelve 
thousand lei  in al l .  If she says anything, I ' l l  ruin her! I ' l l  go to the chief and 
he'll fire her i nside of twenty-four hours . . . .  " 

There was no more knocking. Stefan opened his eyes and waited for a 
long time i n  the dark. It was stil l  very hot, but now everyth ing i n  the room was 
different. Everyth ing, even the warm night air  that drifted lazily through the 
window, had changed . 

24 



• • • 

Once long ago he had wanted to ask Joana if she, who had loved the two of 
them at the sa me ti me, had felt  a change in her surroundings then . Or had the 
world remained for her the same as before? But he hadn't dared to ask her. It 
was not often that he spoke to Joana about his pre monitions and reveries, his  
secret longings. �ow and then he talked to her about Time,  and about the 
open possibil ity of m iracles, but he had never dared to tell her that h is deepest 
wish was to become a saint, to be able to l ove everyone with the same 
intensity. 

") have something to confess , "  he had sa id to Ileana in the forest. " I  
don't know you .  I don't know who you are. I don't know what you do. 
With you I can have no secrets. I haven't told this to anyone, but I can 
tell  it to you: everything depends on Time. If you don't resolve this 
problem nO\\ while you're young, l ife \ri l l  catch you and crush you 
inside, and one day you'll real ize �·ou're old and the day after that you 'll  
find yourself on your deathbed and by that time it's too late to try 
anything else. You must search for this now, \\ h i le  you're young. This 
is a problem for youth . . . .  " 

" What must I search for?" I leana had asked. 
"To escape from Ti me, to go out of Time. Look well around you. 

Signs come to you from all sides. Trust the signs. Follow them . . . .  " 

He sprang up suddenly from the bed and in a few steps he was in front of the 
bookshelves. Kneel ing, he began to grope behind the books on the lowest 
shelf and after a few long seconds he found the gloves and pul led them out 
with great care . In the darkness he could feel how dry they were, dirty and full  
of dust.  I 'm al most certa in they're not hers,  he said to himself. Rising to h is 
feet he became aware that he was naked, aware of his hot moist body. 
Quickly, he began to dress . "I think we're going to have a baby! " He heard 
Joana's voice again , but he continued to dress nervously, almost trembl ing. 
Turning on the l ight, he examined the gloves carefully. They were dusty and 
moth-eaten. "They're not hers ,"  he kept repeating, "but I must give them to 
her . "  He picked up h is coat and left the room without putting it on. 

" Did you hear anything?" The porter stopped him when he reached the 
head of the sta i rs .  "There was a man knocking on all the doors. Did you hear 
h

. 
?" Im.  
" H e  didn't knock on mine,"  Stefan answered quickly. 
"If he's the one who was here last winter, I know h i m , "  said the porter. 

"He's an Adventist. Sell ing Bibles. He's been here before and I noticed him 
when he came in .  'Are you looking for someone?' I asked him. He pretended 
not to hear me a nd started to climb the stairs . . . .  " 
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At that very moment I leana could be on the point of leaving. It could be, 
for example, that right now while he was l istening to the porter she was 
locking the front door, traversing the few meters of gravel path in the l i ttle 
garden in front of the house and preparing to cl imb into the taxi that awaited 
her at the gate. Stefan walked faster. Once past the corner of the street he 
began to run ,  holding his coat tightly under his arm. She's probably leaving 
for the country, he reasoned. And he was sti l l  obsessed with that absurd 
question,  "But how could you lock the suitcases?" H is heart began to beat 
faster. He hailed a taxi and gave the address on strada Batistei . "As quickly as 
possible ,"  he added, leaning toward the driver . 

From a distance he saw the house asleep in darkness. When the taxi drew 
up in front of number 27 the scent of cloves struck him.  Just then a cat leaped 
down from the wal l ,  losing itself in the shadows at the back of the courtyard. 
All the bl inds were drawn. Impulsively he tried the latch many times, then 
returned to the cab and called to the driver, "The North Station!" 

He remembered then a gesture of Ileana's that he had not noticed earlier. 
Occasionally she rested her cheek on her fist, incl ining her head sl ightly. It 
was a schoolgirl's pose and Stefan wondered how long she had carried it with 
her through the world. Probably he would fi nd her in this attitude seated at 
the window of the train,  looking straight ahead , waiting for him. But he 
discovered that the express for Moldavia had been gone for two hours. There 
was another passenger train toward midnight. "At exactly 23:4 5 ," he was told 
at the ticket window. He real ized that his  haste had been in va in and he felt 
suddenly ridiculous. Undoubtedly Ileana had left long ago for the country
long ago, at least a week or even a month . It was unl ikely she would have 
stayed in Bucharest until the end of August. . . .  

Whenever he felt ridiculous he tried not to think of anything. Once again he 
shook the gloves and squeezing them into a bundle he stuffed them i nto the 
pocket of h is coat. A hundred le i ,  he remembered. The driver said he had 
come back from the Bratianu Statue just to bring them. "I think we're going to 
have a baby!" Suddenly he quickened his pace. As he crossed bulevardul 
Dinicu Golescu he heard someone call ing from behind and he turned his 
head in  surprise. I t  was Biris. 

"Where to, Maestre?" Biris asked, holding his coat slung over his shoul
der with one finger stuck through the loop. It's going to break, thought Stefan. 
I t  can't possibly hold . . . .  Biris had taken off h is t ie and opened the collar of 
his shirt. He was not very tall and still seemed young, although his hair was 
getting thin  and he had a few wrinkles on his forehead . His eyes were without 
sparkle and lacking in expression. 

"My dear Maestre, " he continued, lowering his voice. "What can I 
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say-you've disappointed me . . . .  " While Biris gesticulated the loop broke, as 
Stefan had foreseen, and the coat fell  to the sidewalk.  Both of them bent down 
to pick it up. 

"But I think I 've already expla ined to you that I'm not Ciru Partenie , "  
said Stefan .  

"I know, I know , "  Biris reassured h im,  patting him familiarly on the 
shoulder. " You're Viziru. I know you very wel l .  But I l ike to talk with you l ike 
this on a different plane, an impersonal one, so to speak. " He emphasized the 
word " impersonal . "  "On the plane of ideas, as you sa id very properly in your 
last article . . . .  " 

"But I just told you, "  Stefan interrupted, "that I 'm not Partenie . "  
"What difference does that make?" Biris exclaimed, a l i ttle vexed . "Let's 

not confuse planes. You are, and you remai n ,  Viziru. But when I'm discuss
ing ideas with you, allow me to occupy the plane of ideas.  Or haven't I 
expressed myself clearly enough?" 

S tefan smiled acquiescently and shrugged his shoulders . Biris gave him a 
long look, then took his arm and urged him toward a bench .  

"Wouldn't you l ike t o  s i t  here a minute? I 've been walking a n  awfully 
long time today, and I feel rather tired . "  

They sat down together and Biris began to search methodicall y  through 
all h is pockets for his cigarettes. He selected one and slowly passed h is hand 
across h is forehead. 

"I th ink maybe I have a touch of sunstroke, " he said somewhat hesi
tantly. "I t  was terribly hot today . . . .  " 

It was impossible for S tefan to u nderstand why he hadn't thought aga in 
of telephoning Ileana . The last time was . . .  "I think we're going to have a 
baby!" That day had been hot and oppressive too,  and he had run straight for 
the shower. 

Biris l i t  h is cigarette, choked on the first puff and began to cough, spitting 
into his handkerchief. "But actually,  don't think for a s ingle moment that I 
confused you with Ciru Partenie .  No,  God forbid!  It's just that I l ike to speak 
directly with a man when I discuss h is ideas. For instance, in your case, when 
I saw you, I remembered Partenie's article-very intel l igent, very amusing, 
but i t  didn't come to any conclusions. As I told you before, that man's in a 
hurry. He seems to be afra id he won' t  have time enough to say what he has to 
say . "  

Biris had told him this i n  the Bucegi a t  Cheile Tatarului .  • The sun set 
very la te on the rock where they rested. " Partenie wants to l ive and to 
write at the same time , "  Biris had said then . "But this isn't possible .  
Writing grips you from within,  i t  prohibits you from l iving. Not every 

"The Pier of Tartarus. 
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kind of work seizes you inwardly. If you load coal on a freight car or sign 
administrative papers your mind can pursue its own course. Your inner 
time, the only time that counts, belongs to you .  You can dream while 
you work, or reminisce or meditate. Only work performed in  the ful
fillment of a vocation-especially writing, because its process is the 
most complex-only this  work possesses you completely. Only the act 
of creation demands of you this sacrifice . . . .  " He had paused, then 
added, "I have to go . The sun sets here too . "  

"He starts from an interesting observation , "  Biris went o n  in a subdued tone, 
"that there are people who behave all their l ives l ike an organ-like a l iver, for 
instance, or a kidney, or a stomach, an organ of sex, or a brain.  What a 
marvelous insight!" he exclaimed, turning suddenly to Stefan.  "One could 
establish a science of character, or even an anthropology, on his premise. 
Take for instance a man who behaves l ike a stomach, who relates himself to 
the world and to history from the stomach's perspective. We might be tempted 
to confuse him at first with a man who l ikes to eat and digest, but this would 
be a mistake. His very existence being identified with the behavior of a 
stomach-he m ight or he might not have the passion for al imentation. But in  
any case his historical existence wi l l  be  reduced to  the act  of  d igesting his own 
universe. This man will  behave with respect to the universe l ike a stomach. 
He will try to digest it, to select the fat and the nutritive materials,  to measure 
out the juices he needs, to el iminate the toxins ,  etc. Now the kidney-man's 
behavior would be entirely different. He'd fil ter the universe. His l ife would 
be reduced only to this function of separating the l iquids, of filtering 
them . . . .  " 

A tram approached noisily. Biris stopped abruptly and turned again  to 
look at Stefan, who had just managed to s l ip his  hand into his coat pocket and 
touch the gloves. Surprised, Stefan nodded. 

They couldn't be hers. He didn't recall having seen her a single time 
with gloves. Tossing her head, she walked boyishly with her hands 
clasped behind her back. Of course she m ight inform the pol ice, but all 
their investigations would be in vain .  I t  was not a case of a theft, a stolen 
car. It was quite different. Something else had happened . . . .  

"What I reproach you for, dear Maestre, " resumed Biris after the tram had 
gone by, "is that you have not examined this intuition thoroughly. You could 
survey the history of the world in the l ight of this science of character based on 
physiological structures. You could fi nd nations and states that  have behaved 
l ike brains or l ivers or especially l ike large intestines. And finally those nations 
and states perished. " 

He stressed that last word with such force that Stefan felt  a sudden surge 
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of excitement. "Why did they perish ?" he asked. "Why do you say that they 
perished?" 

Biris stared at Stefa n .  Taking the butt of his cigarette between two finger
tips he flipped it with a jerk of his forefinger far out into the middle of the 
street. "They perished, "  he began aga in ,  "because the history that these na
tions and these sta tes made was in a certai n  sense a dictatorship of a single 
orga n ,  a spleen for example, or an intestine.  I even wonder if history doesn't 
seem so absurd j ust because of these monstrous confiscations on behalf of a 
single manner of seeing the world, a single behavior that is necessarily  l imited 
and therefore false . . . .  " 

Stefan observed aga in that Biris was fond of emphasizing certa in words, 
sometimes without even changing his voice. He \\ ould simply raise his  eye
brows suddenly or perhaps lower h is eyel ids and squint. 

"You might have called the article ' U niversal History, or the Deplorable 
Dictatorship of the Organs, ' "  Biris went on after a short pause. "But h istory 
doesn't interest you, dear Maestre. You are only concerned with psychology. 
The i ndividual preoccupies you exclusively . . . .  " 

"It's too
.
bad you don't kno\\. h i m , ' '  Stefan said. "Partenie, I mea n .  You 

ought to meet him. " 
Biris began to search for his package of cigarettes. " I  know he doesn't l ike 

pedants , ' '  he said without looking at Stefa n .  "He especial ly  doesn't l ike phi
losophy teachers. Partenie seeks 'experiences'-always with beautiful women, 
in co(etarii* and deluxe restaurants . But I ' l l  look for h im some day. I ' l l  step up 
to him and come straight to the point. 'Listen,  Maestre, ' I ' l l  say, 'wouldn't 
you l ike to have a l i ttle talk? But not here. Come to strada Macelari . "' 
Turning to Stefan he explained in a quieter tone, " ' I  l ive at number 1 0 ,  strada 
Macelari . ' ' 

"I know. You told me once when you confused me with Partenie. No,  
no ,  I wasn't angry , "  Stefan added quickly. "But you ought to  say i t  to  h im 
too, to  Partenie. You'll have to meet h im . "  

" I 'l l  tell him a lot of things , "  continued Biris. 'Til run into him one of 
these days and I ' l l  tell h im . "  

" I  l ive a t  number 1 0 , strada Macelari . . . .  " After he  had visited Biris, Stefan 
reca lled the invitation . He had been somewhat disappointed , almost irritated. 
Biris had given h i m  his address aga i n ,  about ten days fol lowing their en
counter on the bench, when they met by chance in front of the bookstore 
Cartea Romaneasca . t "I invite you to come and talk with me at my place on 

• Pastry shops. 
t The Romanian Book. 
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strada Macelari . "  But when Biris opened the door and saw Stefan he seemed 
surprised , as if he were not expecting h im.  He was in his undershi rt, sti l l  
sleepy and unshaven . With difficulty he suppressed a yawn . 

"I hope I'm not disturbing you, "  Stefan said. 
"I was expecting you , "  answered Biris without enthusiasm. "And we'll go 

directly to the heart of the matter. This is the custom of the house, to go 
directly to the heart of the matter. "  

I t  was a smal l ,  old-fashioned room and sad , al most wretched . Here and 
there the wallpaper had peeled off and cheap colored reproductions of famous 
paintings had been stuck on the bare walls .  Some had already become yel
lowed and the edges had curled up. 

"What are we supposed to talk about?" Biris had asked. "Ah, yes, I 
remember. . . .  " He had begun to speak about Partenie's article. I don't believe 
we can be friends, Stefan real ized as he l istened to him.  We're both too old. 
I'd hoped for a moment we could be friends . . . .  

" I have the impression that I 'm rather boring you, "  he heard Biris say all 
at once, and he felt the other's gaze riveted upon him. Bi ris had stopped 
speaking for a moment in order to open a package of cigarettes and l ight one. 

"No, what you're saying is very interesting, but I happened to think of 
something else. I thought . . .  " 

"If it was interesting how is it that you thought of something else?" Biris 
broke in .  

"I  was thinking that a l l  you're tell ing me would have been fascinating to 
Ionel Paraschivescu. \Ve were friends once. I knew him in the primary 
school . "  

Biris looked a t  Stefan a long time quizzically. "You're a strange man , "  he 
said .  

Just then they heard someone kick the door repeatedly and Biris jumped 
up to open it. There in the entrance stood an old woman,  poorly clad, with a 
kitchen apron over her faded cal ico dress and worn woolen slippers on her 
feet. She had brought a tray of sweets and coffee. 

"Allow me to present you to my aunt, doamna Porumbache , "  sa id Biris 
solemnly, taking the tray. 

Stefan went to her and kissed her hand politely. 
"Thank you, "  said the old lady. She went to the table, walking with tiny 

steps, and sat down on a chair. Looking at Stefan with considerable curiosity 
she asked, "What have you been talk'ing about?" Both of the young men had 
fal len silent. 

"We were talking about our affairs ,"  Biris said in a matter-of-fact tone. 
He l ifted up his cup of coffee without saying anything more. Stefan fixed his 
eyes on a yellowed photograph in a burntwood frame. I t  showed a young 
woman seated by a window. 
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"It's my sister, Aneta, Petrica'so mother, " said doamna Porumbache, 
following his gaze. " 'She wasted away with tuberculosis in her youth, poor 
thing! She'd been to a boarding school, too. at :\'otre Dame. She even played 
the piano! But what was the use of it? She ne,·er got a chance to en joy her life! 
What agony she suffered bringing Petrica into the world! \\'hat a hard time of 
it she had, poor thing! Those days when Petrica was born-they ate her up! 
After that she never was right! And how she lo,·ed him! As she was wasting 
away she kept saying to me, 'Have you seen. little sister , that 1\·e gi,·en you a 
son?' She knew, poor thing, how much I'd longed for a son too! But it wasn't 
God's will. . . . " 

She kept talking like that a long while, drinking her coffee slO\dy and 
smoking three of B iris's cigarettes. He listened to her with unusual interest, as 
though he were hearing all those familiar details now for the first time. 
Sometimes he interrupted her in order to add a short explanation for Stefan's 
benefit. But after doamna Porumbache had taken the tray and left the room, 
he exlaimed in a low confidential tone. "\\'hat a gem of a woman! You'll see 
when you get to know her better." Then he turned abruptly to Stefan and 
asked, "\\'hat did you say is the name of your friend, the one from the primary 
school?" 

" lone! Paraschi\"escu. But he died about fi, e years ago. He was drowned 
at SnagO\·. His boat o\·erturned and he got entangled in the weeds." 

"I remember now, " Biris interrupted. " I read it in the papers. I think his 
sister was also in the boat and she was drowned as well . " 

" I  was with them, too,"  said Stefan. ' ' I t  was an absurd accident." So this 
was why he was on edge. He had mentioned lone! and .\lia. "You see, it was 
like this . . .  " he said, and he began to tell the story. That was what always 
happened. He told strangers about the most private things, the most intimate 
matters. He had ne\"er told Joana, ne,·er admitted to her how afraid he was 
when he felt the grass clutch at his legs,  how he wanted to call for help and 
found it impossible. His neck felt constricted, strangled. · ·You see, it was like 
this . . .  " He had not told Joana that the last time he saw � lia she was trying 
to lift her head, but her face had gone under the water so quickly. She seemed 
to be choking. Once her hands emerged from the surface of the lake groping 
for something, twisting with unnatural, spasmodic mO\·ements. All her fin
gers seemed to be out of joint. "You see, it was like this . . .  " And he told Biris 
how they searched that night by the light of torches until they found them 
quite near the shore, and they dragged the bodies out of the \\eeds with hooks 
fastened to the ends of poles . . . .  

He was startled to feel someone grasp his arm. I t  was doamna Porum
bache. "Listen, maica , t don't you ha,·e a cigarette?" 

• Diminuti,·e of Petre (Biris) . 
t A tenn of endearment. 
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'Tve given up smoking, " said Stefan, embarrassed. 
"There's a tobacco shop close by . . . .  Give me something for a pack. "  
Stefan pulled out his wallet diffidently, then feeling ashamed he offered 

to go to the tobacconist's for her. 
The old woman held him back. "Never mind, don't bother. I'll go later 

and buy some . "  Her eyes sparkled as she took the hundred lei and hid the bill 
in her apron pocket. She sighed deeply. "But what do you say about my 
nephew's fine position? I raised him well with my poor l ittle work, and see 
how he turns out-a pauper! Are you a teacher too?" 

"No, I work for the government, " Stefan answered, looking down . 
"But I see you are well-dressed , "  sa id the woman, examining him from 

head to foot. " Have you done some politicking? Do you get a big salary?" 
"I have enough . " Stefan's embarrassment was increasing. 
"Why don't you get my nephew into politics? I've tried to pound it  into 

his head, but does he l isten to me? I've l ived a while and seen a few things! My 
dear departed husband, God have mercy on him, was in politics on the side of 
the Takists. Who d idn't come to our home in those days! We had those big 
houses on calea Mosilor, but we lost them later because we had a no-good, 
thieving lawyer. He had an understanding with the others and in the court
room he was silent as a fish . A certain Dumitrescu-Mitache, we called him.  
Maybe you've heard of him?" 

"No. " 
"A no-good, a thief, and a drunk besides! What we've suffered on ac

count of him! All my hope, after my husband died, was i n  Petrica. And look 
what he's come to! A teacher, starving to death. And when he gets a penny 
extra he buys books! What'll he do with them? And with these new laws we 
stay poor al) the time! If only you'd known me before the war! Hei, hei ! . . .  
Who else was l ike me in Ferendari? I was beautiful  a nd everyone turned 
around to look when I passed by . And what luxury! I had a cabriolet with a 
gray horse. I even drove it myself. Everyone called me the Princess . When I 
came from Sosea , � nothing but sighs al l  around me! And how many hearts I 
broke! Alas! And what have I come to? Everything's gone! It's as though it had 
never been . . . .  " 

She sighed, paused, then added in a different tone, "But I don't want to 
keep you.  You may be in a hurry . . . .  Thanks, maica, thanks for the ciga
rettes!" 

• A fashionable section of Bucharest. 
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2 
SPIRIDON VADASTRA JUMPED OUT OF BED AND HURRIED TO THE MIRROR ON THE 

wal l .  He began to inspect h imself, probingly, soberly. As usual his one good 
eye burned darkly while the other displayed only a moist, red , collapsed 
eyel id.  Every eveni ng he removed the glass eye for the night, restoring it to i ts 
socket with meticulous care only after he had washed and shaved in the 
morning. When he final ly set the smoked-glass mon ocle in place h is appear
ance changed dramatically. 

"Today I move to a new house!" he excla imed aloud to the image in  the 
mirror. He dressed in haste but with some difficulty because the room was in 
great disorder. An overcoat lay on the sofa , together with a mackintosh , a ra in  
cape, and two summer suits .  Beside them on the floor two cheap su itcases, 
almost new, were lying open , reveal ing the piles of shirts and underwear 
within .  There was a trunk too in which he had placed shoes , boots , books, 
and various miscellaneous i tems . And still everyth ing had not yet been 
packed . 

"Thank God ! "  h e  excla imed when he had finished dressing. "Most of i t's 
done. There's not much left!" 

H e  approached the mirror aga in and deftly replaced his glass eye. Then 
he began to pick up the th ings that were scattered about, trying to squeeze 
them into the trunk. He was attempting to close the l id when the porter 
entered. It was obvious that he brought unpleasant n ews: he \\·ent  to Spiridon 
and whispered in  his ear,  "The old man has come!" 

Spi ridon raised his hands in a gesture of exasperation and weariness. 
"Did you tell him I was in?" he asked . 

"He knows. H e  says he knows too that you're going to mm·e today. "  
A man entered the room then with a heavy, u nsteady tread. H e  was 

rather elderly and dressed somewhat l ike a peasant i n  a tunic closed at the 
neck, a type of garment worn by vil lage schoolteachers. On the back of his 
head ·rested a large round hat. 
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"What do you want, Father?" Spiridon asked, going up to the old man. 
"When d id you come?'' 

His father did not answer. He only stared at Spiridon, shaking his head 
and frowning. "Where's your glass?" he asked presently in a hoarse voice. 
"The glass . . .  your monocle, or whatever you cal l  i t?" 

Spiridon began to laugh , but he was visibly embarrassed . "Better sit 
down ! "  he said indicating a chair .  "Sit down. I can see that you're tired! 
Please excuse me for rushing. I have to pack these things . "  He indicated with 
a wave of his  hand the trunk, the boxes, the desk. However, the old man did 
not sit  but continued to stare at his son, remaining on his feet with difficulty, 
pretending to be perplexed . 

"When did you come?'' asked Spiridon again, paying no attention to his 
father's gaze as it  fol lowed him about the room. "On which train?" 

"What do you care?'' the old man responded. "What difference does it  
make which train I came on? The fact is  I came to see how you are . . . .  To see 
how things are going with you , "  he added as if to h imself, with a crafty smile. 

"Very well ,  thank God . "  
"Bravo!" exclaimed the old man thickly. " I  can say I 'm glad that things 

are going well for you . And things are going well for me, too, "  he l owered his 
voice and smiled, "better knock on wood . . . .  But with pol i tics, how do we 
stand? Did you or did you not become a deputy?" 

Spiridon passed in front of him quickly with several books in his hand, 
his attitude solemn and preoccupied. "What is it  anyway to be a deputy? Any 
idiot can be a deputy . . . .  " 

"Ei, but if you just didn't want to change the world ,"  reflected his father. 
"It's a question of first becoming . . .  " 

'Tve more important things to do, "  Spiridon replied, a l i ttle irritated . 
"You'll  see, later on-" He stopped abruptly when he noticed that Arethia 
had entered the room unexpectedly. Searching nervously for his monocle in 
the upper pocket of his  coat, he approached her with a confident stride and 
asked very coldly, "Do you want something, miss?" 

"I came to see if you'd moved, "  Areth ia said. "I see that you sti l l  
have . . .  " She seemed to be  even th inner and aged before her time with her 
cold spiteful expression. Surprised, she stared at Spiridon's father. The old 
man smoothed his tunic, bowing politely before her. 

"Pardon me, I 'm Gheorghe Vasile, teacher, and father of the gentleman. 
An apostle, you might say-one of the apostles . I carry the l ight to the 
vil lage. " 

Arethia turned to Spiridon, who pretended to be occupied with previous 
business. 

"And we give the country its great men , "  the teacher continued. "This is 
our vocation: to ra ise our nation's great men. The gentleman whom you see 
here, my son, will be a deputy tomorrow or the day after. And who raised 
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him? I ask you , ,,·ho could raise him? He grew up almost at the center of the 
l ight 0 0 . " 

"Father. '' i l l  you please shut up!" i nterrupted Spiridon sharply. Perhaps 
domnisoara Fl orian is in a hurry and isn't interested in such matters . " 

"On the contrary I 'm ,·ery much interested , "  retorted Arethia .  " I didn 't 
know your father was a teacher. " 

"An apostle, lady, an apostle ! "  the old man sa id with an ironic smile and 
a meaningful "·ink. "The gentl eman my son has not perhaps had an occasion 
to speak to you about me. But I too ,  in  my own way, am somebody. I,  my 
dear lady. knew Harct, the great man Spiru Haret. You must have heard of 
him. And in h is honor I christened the gentleman ,  my son, Spiru Gheorghe 
Vasile.  :\'ot Spiridon,  as he ca lled h imsel f later, but Spiru , in honor of the 
great Spiru Haret . . . .  And not Vadastra . He also added that name himself. 
:\ly name is Vasile .  \\'e don't have any Vadastras in our family,  neither I nor 
his mother, who was the daughter of the priest Florea , of Dobresti . . .  " 

"�ow why have you started talking about these things that don't interest 
anyone?" Spiridon interposed aga in ,  quite ob,·iously annoyed . 

" "How can they be of n o  interest to anyone?" barked the old man .  "Just 
what is it that is of no interest to anyone? Your being my son? That, I 'm sure, 
interests me! But who will kno\\ later on that Vasilescu-Vadastra is the son of 
Gheorghe Vasile, the teacher from Dobrcsti?" 

":\ly father regrets that I didn't add to mine the name of the town \\ here 
he has been a teacher, " Spiridon sa id to the girl ,,·ith a smile.  "As you can sec, 
it's purely a family affair . " 

"So-o-o . '' sa id the old man,  bl inking his eyes at Arcthia .  " I t  has always 
pleased me to speak of family affairs.  I l ike them . i\ laybc he's ashamed of me. 
\\'ho knows? :\ laybe he's ashamed that I 'm only a modest teacher i n  Dobrcsti , 
and ha,·e been for the past fifty-three years . "  

"Father, I asked you to shut up!"  sa id Spiridon i n  exasperation. "\\'hy do 
you want to make a scene in front of domnisoara Florian ,  a stranger?" 

"Perhaps the lady isn't paying attention to me,"  the old man mumbled to 
himself. · ·she doesn 't see that I'm a l i ttle tipsy! For the past fifty-three 
years . . . I who knew Spiru Haret am n ow, I can say, a man on the outside of 
society . . . .  But why, pray?" 

"I 'd better go get a cab, "  Spiridon said suddenly. 
"\\'hat do you want a cab for?" asked h is father, surprised . 
'To take these packages with me.  I 'm mO\· ing. Can't you see that I 'm 

mO\·ing? And domnisoara Florian is burn ing  ,,·ith impatience to sec me leave. 
�at that she has any more right than I to live in th is hotel , but that's the way 
she is. She regrets that I ha,·e kept certa in receipts . " 

"Oh , you're so sarcastic ! "  Areth ia shrugged and left the room,  slamming 
the door beh ind her.  

Spiridon l ooked at his father, his face expressing a fury  that he  restra ined 
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wi th difficulty.  The old man dropped into an armchair and began to scratch 
his head thoughtfully.  

"You've made me appear ridiculous!"  the young man hissed through his 
teeth . "\Vhat will everyone th ink about me? I 've asked you I don't know how 
many times not to come here anymore. When you have something to say 
either write to me or make an appointment to meet me in town . "  

His father looked a t  h i m  soberly with a bitter smile and sighed deeply. " I  
want to read a book,"  h e  sa id. "Maybe you have it .  A n  astronomy book, 
Wonders of the Heavens, I th ink it's cal led. " 

"I don't have it but you'l l find it at the bookstores , "  said Spi ridon, pulling 
out his wallet. He selected from the bundle of bills three I 00-lei notes and 
held them out hasti ly.  

"Does i t  cost that much?" asked the old man. 
" I  don't know how much i t  costs , but th is is enough money in any case. "  
"Good. I 'l l  bring you the change . "  
"Forget the change,"  Spiridon interrupted. "Tell m e ,  how much longer 

will you be staying in Bucharest?" 
"About two days. I 've come on business . "  
"That's good. Let me give you some money. " Spiridon searched wearily 

again in his wallet. "But look, finish you r business as quickly as possible . " 
"That depends ! "  remarked Vasile i ronically. " I t  depends on the au

thorities. Good-bye! Good health ! "  He turned around in the doorway and 
inquired , happy to have remembered i t  in time, "I  forgot to ask. Where are 
you moving?" 

"For the present to calea Victoriei 1 1 9. With a friend, "  Spiridon l ied. 
"But I don't know how long I ' l l  be staying there. If you need something write 
me at the same address as before. " 

One evening during the Christmas season Stefan heard strange voices in 
Spiridon's room . He l istened alertly for a few moments but fa iled to recognize 
any of them . An obscure feeling of sadness fil led h is heart when he left later 
that night, and on returning to the hotel the fol lowing morning, the first thing 
he did was to knock at Daniil 's door. They were only sl ightly acquainted , but 
Stefan knew that Danii l  was a man who l iked to talk and would answer his 
questions about Spiridon. 

"He moved, "  Daniil  said ,  inviting Stefan to come in. "He moved 
downtown. He has an apartment there and he's put up a nameplate on his 
door because he's a lawyer now. He shm\"ed me his visiting card too, but he 
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didn't let me keep it because he said he didn't \\·ant h is address to be discm·
ercd." Dan iii chuckled quietly to h imself and added a moment later , "He 
probably has h is reasons. "  

Stefan found h imself thinking , I 'll have to mo\'e too. I'll ha\'e to find 
another hotel. 

"Some young people ha\·e come here l ooking for him," continued 
Daniil. "But since he didn't lea\·e an address they hadn't any \\·ay to find 
him." 

Suddenly Stefan resoh-ed to question Daniil  further. "What do you th ink 
about doamna Z issu? \\'hat \\·as that \\'Oman to him?" 

Daniil's eyes gleamed for a moment. He took his tobacco pouch from h is 
pocket and rolled a cigarette in eloquent silence. "That lady's a great mys
tery, "  he began, lo\\'ering h is \·oice. ":\'o one kno\\'s her, not c\·en Voinea. 
Yet Vadastra talked about her constantly. And whene\·er anyone mentioned 
her name he'd fly into a rage. Once they quarreled 0\'CT her. And because of 
her Vadastra didn't dare to bring charges against Voinca \\·hen he took the 
nC\\·spaper funds. I t  \\'as enough for Voinea to say ,  '0lo\\ the others will find 
out about you and doam na Zissu! '  and Spiridon hushed right up. But what that 
affair might be I ha\'cn't been able to determine. This is a great mystery . . . . " 

"This is a great mystery . . . .  " Those are the words of St. Paul, Stefan 
suddenly remembered, and he \\·as troubled. That's h ow he should ha\'C 
answered Ileana: "This is a great mystery . . . .  " That was \\'hat he should have 
told her before he squeezed her hand and ran off again in the rain. 

He had caught sight of her by chance from the \\·indo\\' of the tram on a 
rainy afternoon to\\'ard the end of October. She \\·as \\·caring a short 
\\'aterproof coat gathered at the \\·aist \\·ith a belt, and she had taken 
refuge under an immense black umbrella. Although the effect should 
ha\·c been ridiculous it only seemed slightly unconventional. Stefan got 
off at the next stop and turning up his collar on h is rain cape he began to 
run \\·ith long strides along the boule\·ard, searching for her. The rain 
gre\\' h ea\·ier. He \\·as soaking wet \\·hen he reached Ileana as she stood 
in front of a je\\·eler's window. Without hesitation he stepped under the 
umbrella and took her arm. ' ' l '\'e been trying to find you for a long 
time, " he said. 

I leana looked at h im, feigning indifference. 
"\Vhcre\'er did you get this umbrella?" 
"It's not mine. It belongs to Tante Alice. She got it at the Exposi

tion. It was patented, and i t's called 'Famille nombreuse . ' But we had to 
cut off part of the handle. It  \\·as much too long for just one person . . . .  " 

"I looked for you at h ome too, " interrupted Stefan, "but no one 
\\'aS there. You'd gone to the estate in the country. "  
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"When were you looking for me?" 
"About two months ago. On an evening in August. The twentieth, 

to be exact. " 
"Please hold the umbrella for a moment, " I leana requested. She 

opened her handbag and took out a handkerchief. Smil ing she stood on 
tiptoe and began to wipe the rain  from Stefan's forehead, from his eyes 
and cheeks. 

"Thanks , "  he said . 
I leana wrung out the handkerchief, put it in the pocket of her 

raincoat, and took back the umbrella.  "What was on August twentieth?" 
she asked. "Some anniversary?" 

"No, nothing special , "  answered Stefan quickly. "Just a day l ike 
any other. But I always remember certain days. I have th is mania of 
never forgetting the days when something happens to me, or when I 
meet someone, or . . .  " 

"What day is th is?" I leana broke in.  She spoke earnestly. 
"October 27 ."  
"Doesn't it  have any significance?" 
Stefan regarded her profoundly, his gaze laden with a naive se

nousness. 
"Don't the heavens open on this night? Couldn't an automobile 

disappear, supposing it had been left somewhere at a street corner?" 
'That's just what I wanted to ask you about. " Stefan's face 

brightened. "I wanted to ask you then, on the twentieth of August when 
I was looking for you, what did you do with the keys to your suitcases? 
Don't you remember? . . .  " 

"I know. That key ring that you kept. . . .  " 
"That I would have kept, " Stefan corrected. "I could have kept 

it. . . .  " 
"It's virtually the same thing. As I told you . . .  " 
"And there was something else, too ,"  Stefan broke in with a smile. 

"There was also the pair of gloves. The taxi driver brought them that 
very night. He said he came back from the Bratianu Statue to bring 
them to me. But in my secret room there are always moths and when I 
came back from the mountains the gloves were ful l  of holes , even 
though I 'd hidden them very well behind a shelf of books so no one 
would find them. And then I caught a cab-! was afraid that you were 
leaving at that very moment for the station-and I brought them to you. 
On August twentieth ! Probably you:d gone to the country long be
fore . . . .  I don't have them anymore!" he exclaimed finally, exhausted. 

"You went to al l  that trouble for noth ing, "  Ileana asserted . "They 
weren't mine. I don't wear gloves . "  
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"I \\ as al most sure you didn't. I looked them over, I held them in 
my hands, and I didn't feel you any nearer. . . .  " 

"But don't you th ink this has some significance?" I leana demanded 
suddenly. "It must ha\"C! As I told Parteni e  . . .  " The l ook of astonish
ment on Stefan's face was unmistakabl e, but she continued as though 
she had noticed nothing. "As I told h i m ,  really you have a creative 
i magination.  Partcni e  is just an observer of people.  He doesn't ha\·e 
your imagination .  It's quite ob\·ious that  he doesn't believe in myths . "  

I t  began to pour aga in ,  and a cold sullen wind started to blow, 
carrying with it a hint of winter. I leana brought the u mbrel la closer over 
their heads and they m o\·cd gradual ly  nearer to the window of the 
jewelry store. 

"He kept asking me if I knew you \"cry wel l ,  if you're really the 
bizarre fel l ow that people say you arc. 'Bizarre, no, '  I answered, 'but he 
has i magination.  For i nstance, be sure not to be with him on the Night 
of St. Joh n ,  because if  you ha\·e a ca r then , i t  will disappear-and if  you 
d on't he'IJ tel l you what might ha\·e happened if you had ! ' " 

Stefan seemed to awaken then from a l ong reverie.  He took her 
head bch\·een his hands and kissed her hungrily on the mouth .  I leana 
tried to pull away but she only managed to bring the umbrel la  down still 
farther m-er them . I t  seemed to her that some stranger \\·as kissing her in 
a dream dreamed l ong ago of \\·hich she could remember nothing 
except th is sudden embrace, unrea l ,  menacing. Final ly she felt that she 
was suffocating and ga\"C a low m oan,  struggl ing to free herself. Stefan 
relaxed his grasp and let her go, supporting her for a moment with a 
timid , embarrassed gesture. He tried to l i ft the u mbrel la .  Breathless, 
I leana ran her hand through her hair, then rested i t  against her forehead 
and looked dmm at the pa\"Cment \\ i thout speaking. 

' 'I 'm \"Cry glad we met today , "  Stefan murmured , drawing nearer. 
" I 'l l  come to \·isit you some e\-cning. " Quickly he sought her hand and 
held it  tightly . prol onging the moment of contact. Then without l ook
ing at her aga i n ,  he stepped from under the u mbrella and ran off 
through the rain . . . .  

"But I should ha\"C said to her,  'This is a great mystery ! ' " he  repeated o\·er and 
m-er to himself as he \\·atched Dani i l  smoking. "That's \\·hat I ought to have 
told her . . . .  " 

I leana had not met Partenie,  as Stefan had surmised when she was talking to 
him. During the summer she had read several of the writer's books, and on 
rehtrning to Bucharest she had tried to make his acquaintance. She had 
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decided impulsively one morning to cal l  him on the telephone. But Partcnie 
was not at home. 

"Who is cal l ing?" a \\·oman's voice queried.  To Ileana she sounded 
somewhat harsh.  

"An admirer . "  
"Try another time . . . .  " 
He's well protected, I leana said to herself as she replaced the receiver, 

although later she recalled that the author was not married , that he was not 
even known to have a mistress. On the contrary she had found out that he was 
almost always seen with a different woman .  "He's looking for the ideal part
ncr ,"  someone had told her once with a smile ful l  of impl ications. That was at 
the Stavropoulos' estate. "We ought to pay them a visit, " Tante Alice had 
proposed. "Their nephew's there, the magistrate, the one who took his docto
rate in Paris . "  

"He's l ooking for his ideal partner, if you know what I mea n , "  the 
magistrate repeated , continuing to smile. 

. 

Who's this Partcnie that everyone talks about?" Tante Alice had asked as 
they were returning home in the car .  

"A Don Juan , "  Ileana had said thoughtfully. "I should l ike terribly to 
meet h i m !" 

"Mais tu es folie! " Tan te Alice had exclaimed, exactly as she had on the 
morning I leana had told her that she had telephoned him and that a woman 
had answered . "Probably his mistress," I leana had said. "I wonder how many 
days he'll keep her? If he gives her up before Christmas, I 'l l  offer myself in her 
place and I' l l  take him with me when I go ski ing. I 'd l ike to have a famous 
man for a lover. I 'd show h i m  off to everybody, but I 'd keep him on a chain all 
the time!" 

"Mais tu es folie!" Tan te Alice had excla imed.  
"Not on a cha in ,"  Ileana went on thoughtfully. " I 'll have to find some

th ing else. But anyway I'll tic h im up and lock h im with a padlock, no matter 
how small ,  and when I go away from home I 'l l  take the l i ttle key with me-a 
tiny key, quite smal l ,  that I 'd carry with me all the time. " She began to laugh 
suddenly because she knew very well that although she spoke about Partcnic, 
she was th inking of Stefan. Even so, I don't th ink I 've lost my head entirely. I 
don't l ove h im.  Perhaps it would be amusing to love a man at first sight; a 
veritable coup de foudre . . . .  But I don't love him. He really is bizarre, not at 
all my type. He's a dreamer. . . .  

And yet sometimes on that evening at Bancasa she had felt tremendously 
disturbed. She was ready to bel ieve that all those th ings he told her could ha\·c 
happened . Like the time at Lausanne when the girls had a seance at examina
tion time and had im·itcd h er to attend. In a way, she had gone as a joke. It 
was hard for her to bel ieve that the dead would approach their table and talk to 
them. Yet in the depths of her soul she was hoping against hope for just such a 
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th ing to happen. \\'hen she had rested her finger on the glass she had thought, 
:'\m, duduca Ralu" will come . . . .  But i nstead they had been visited by a 
teacher, a \\·oman \\·ho had died that winter. The glass had dictated StTcral 
complicated sentences, hesitating briefly from time to time. The \ isitant told 
them to \\ ish \\·ith all their pm,·cr for the good of hu man ity. I leana had been 
sure that one of her classmates , probably the Valkyrie ,  had been mo\'ing the 
glass all the time, but she \\·as sorry it  had turned out that \\·ay. She wished 
that it really had been moved by a dead person ,  e\cn if su ch a th ing did seem 
impossible. 

I n  the same \\·ay, as she l istened to Stefan she \\·anted to bcl i c\c the 
hca\·cns could open in the middle of the night. Stefan was a strange man. H e  
had a \ ir i le handsomeness that \\·as also tender and childlike. I t  troubled her. 
She couldn't explain \"Cr)' wel l ,,·hat it  \\·as that attracted her to him. \\'as it 
perhaps his complete lack of ndgari ty ,  his somewhat mysterious alien natu re? 
There were times \\·hen he looked at her i ntently and sm iled as though he read 
who knows \\ hat thoughts hidden beh ind her brow-thoughts of which she 
herself \\·as not a\\·arc. She felt dra\\11 to him too \\·hen he  was preoccupied 
and silent, betraying an incomprehensible sadness. Stefan \\as different from 
all the men she had knm\11 . She couldn't pred ict \\ hat he would say from one 
moment to the next. Sometimes he \\ ould interrupt her \\ ith an absu rd 
question, as he had done once \\ hen they \\"Cre comi ng out of the restaurant. 
She \\ as tel l ing him about the estate at Zi nca and he broke i n  \\·ith a self
conscious smile ,  " Do you ha\·e an old deep cel lar at Z i nca?" 

All these things-and many m ore-flashed through her mind in a pre
posterous ju mble at the m oment \\ hen Stefan had squeezed her hand quickly 
and abandoned her there u nder the umbrel la . running away l ike a blockhead 
through the ra in .  It \\·as only later, when he \\ as out of sight, that she 
remembered the remark he had made in the res taurant. She blushed. He 
imagines he has only to kiss me and exactly the same thing will happen aga in .  
l 'l l lose my head O\Tr h i m .  He fancies he's i rres istible,  that it's enough for h i m  
j u s t  t o  kiss a woman and she'll ne\Tr b e  able t o  forget h i m !  

S h e  understood then,  too, \\·hy h e  hadn't looked for h e r  anymore, \\·hy 
she had seen no sign of h i m  al l  summer. Perhaps he expects me to look for 
h i m !  He appears no\\ and then on the street and says a few \nnds.  He asks you 
about the cel lar at Z inca and then he \·anishcs. "We'll meet again . . . .  I 'l l  
come by to sec you some e\cning . . . .  Ho\\" could you l ock the sui tcases? 
Those keys \\ere \\ ith me. That ring of keys you sho\\cd me, I mea n .  I kept 
it. " 

"Look where you 're going!" a matronly woman shouted at her. 
"Pardon me!" I leana sa id \\·ith a timid smile .  The ra in had almost 

• �1istress Ralu ,  youngest daughter of loan Gheorge Caragea , founder of the Romanian 
theater. The daughter died at  age six in 1 8 1 8 .  
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stopped. It was now a fine drizzle and the Famille nombreuse umbrella seemed 
to her suddenly absurd , provocative. She stood in the middle of the sidewalk 
for some time, undecided , but finally she shrugged her shoulders and went on 
her way, leaving the umbrella open. 

I t  had begun to snow and J oana fel t  afraid no longer. Gradually a great peace 
surrounded her completely. The fir tree laden with snow, which she could 
easily see without ra ising her head from the pil low, seemed suddenly familiar. 
It was the same fi r that she had known in  the garden of her childhood. 

"How much I love you just the way you are !"  Stefan had whispered to 
her on that evening when he had returned home unexpectedly, surpris
ing her without pO\\ der and paint. "You're so ugly! Ugl ier than I ever 
thought a woman as beautiful as you could become!" 

This was before Christmas and she was in the seventh month of her 
pregnancy. Sometimes J oana found herself looking fearfully in the mir
ror. Her cheeks were covered with big faded red blotches and her l ips 
felt pale  and dry. "You're very ugly ,"  Stefan went on, l ifting her hand 
and giving it a long kiss. "And yet you've never been dearer to me than 
now! Now you're mine alone. Now I'm not afraid of anyone . . . .  " 

He's al ways th inking about him. She had realized however for a 
long time that the two men were not in the least alike. They couldn't be 
confused except from a distance and only by someone who kne\\ neither 
of them very well-as she had not known Ciru at first. She had seen 
him perhaps ten or a dozen times ,  but she knew him better from the 
photographs . When she had attended the "Book Day" with a stack of 
books for him to sign she had brought a photograph too. "I don't 
au tograph these things , "  sa id Partenie, throwing the picture aside indif
ferently. Then without raising his head he had asked, "Doamna or 
domnisoara?" 

"Domnisoara . " 
That was how she met him. He was not as good-looking as his 

photographs. He seemed more surly,  more gloomy. And he lost pa
tience very qu ickly. "Don't you want to discuss something besides l i tera
ture?" he had interrupted her at the beginning of their first date. "I write 
enough l i terature, and what I write is infinitely better than \\·hat  you 
read. "  And at their next meeting, when J oana had mentioned the name 
of a great contemporary writer, he had silenced her with "He doesn't 
exist! I'm very sorry to shatter another i l lusion but this gentleman 
doesn't exist. " "But we studied him in school ,"  Joana had said timidly. 
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"So much the worse for you ! The only Romanian writer at the moment, 
unfortunately ,  i s  myself. I say unfortunately because I 'm second-rate
third-rate even.  Next to Aeschylus ,  Shakespeare, Dante, I don't exist. 
So how can you expect your idol to exist?" 

"My l i terary idol i s  you , "  J oana had sa id with effort. ' ' I 've read 
everyth i ng you've written . I 've kept all your articles , everything the 
critics have wri tten about you . . .  "He regarded h er with amusement. 
"Then you're probably i n  love with me, " he said .  "Yes , "  J oana whis
pered. " I 've l oved you since the fourth class of the liceu * when I read The 
Girlhood of Melania . "  

How did I dare? she had wondered time and again s ince then.  I 
loved Gary Cooper more. Parteni e  I only admired , as I admire h i m  
now. I couldn't confuse h i m  with Stefa n .  S h e  had thrown her arms 
around Stefan-bel ieving that h e  was Partenie-because he smiled at 
her from a distance, as Ciru had never smiled before. Suddenly she had 
seen how handsome h e  \\'as when he smiled and she had \Vanted to 
show hi .m how much she l iked h im that way-as of course Partenic 
never could be. "Pardon me!" she had murmured , embarrassed. "What 
should I say?" Stefan had asked her. "Please forgive me,"  she had 
stammered. " I  confused you . . . . You look l ike someone else . . .  " 
"Wel l , "  he had interrupted , "but what should I say? I ought to say 
something, too , shouldn't I? What will you th ink of me? That I 'm a n  
imbecile? That  I 'm incapable o f  making a s ingle intel l igent reply? You 
can't leave me l ike that! \Ve'll have to find an answer!"  

"Of course I love you too, "  Ciru had told her .  "But how meaning
ful can a love be? Ho\\ durable is i t? Nothing in th is \\'orld lasts .  
E\·eryth ing comes t o  an end , everyth ing is transformed, everythi ng dies 
in order to be born again i n  another way ,  another place, with other 
people . . . .  But \\'hy arc you sad? Did you perhaps expect me to speak to 
you of eternal love? I'm not a poet. U nfortunately ,  I'm noth ing but a 
novel ist and a dramatist. I 've special ized i n  th is commonplace and 
remarkable subject: ord inary man .  Man with a small m. Don't ever let 
me hear you speaking i n  capitals ,  don't write or utter the word man with 
a capital m . . . .  " 

"Each of the Fates will urge upon h i m  the same capital letter, "  Stefan had 
sa id yesterday on th e way to the cl inic .  H olding both of her hands in h is he 
had talked to her all  the t ime i n  the car ,  h is voice ful l  of mystery and 
enchantment. 

"If it's a girl we'll cal l  her Regina , "  he said .  "It's not absolutely necessary 
for h er to have a throne of h er own, to be part of a dynasty, I mea n .  But she'l l 
be queen of someth ing that hasn't existed before-queen of difficult geomct-

• Equtvalcnt to the eighth grade. 

43 



ric spaces, for instance. She'll move in a universe of her own, controlled by 
her, perhaps even founded by her. It will be a universe inaccessible to com
mon mortals l ike us, and one in which revolu tions are impossible except from 
top to bottom, starting from other still more difficult geometric spaces. If 
someone should overthrow her, it  would have to be another queen or a king 
with a more audacious mind . . . .  But if it's a boy he will be a Musician,  a 
Mathematician,  or a Metaphysician. Each of the Fates will urge upon him 
the same capital letter, an M . . . . " After a moment he had added with a hint 
of regret in his eyes, "If not, our son will  be worldly minded . . . .  " 

Ioana's smile persisted. She was not at all  afraid.  The dream about Antim 
seemed l ike somethi ng dreamed in a l ong-distant past-Antim ,  who had 
come once more to the window of the train and rapped, raising himself on 
tiptoe as he had the fi rst time, shouting, "He's had an accident . . .  an acci-
dent! . . .  But it  wasn't your husband. I confused h im with him . . . .  I confused 
him, he confused h im,  we confused h i m  . . . .  We confused h im,  confused 
him . . .  " 

Stefan said to h imself over and over, 1 7  February 1 937 ,  1 7  February 1 937 ,  as 
if he were trying to discover what destiny was hidden in this date. He added up 
the numbers, he divided them arbitrarily, he considered carefully every com
bination. Then he recalled suddenly that he and I oana had not yet agreed 
upon the name, and he made an a ttempt to th ink of one, but a certain 
expression kept hampering him,  coming into his  mind automatically and 
repeatedly: a child of the mascul ine sex, a child of the masculine sex . . . .  He 
would have to state this at  the town hall and sign the paper. And again he felt 
his  responsibil ity, but to whom? For what? 

He was al most home. H ow much he would have l iked to have been in a 
compartment with many other people, to have someone ask h i m-on finding 
out that he had been married for four years-Have you any children? Yes, he 
would answer, a boy. How old is he? Stefan would look carefully at  h is watch 
and answer, after a quick calculati on, three hours and twenty-three minutes! 

But he fel t that he had made a mistake somewhere. As he climbed the 
stairs he computed it again and found that at that moment his son was three 
hours and th irty-eight minutes old. 

The next day when he returned from the cl inic he found Biris waiting for 
h im on the stairs, smoking. "We haven't seen each other for a long time,"  the 
teacher observed. "I thought you were annoyed that evening on account of 
Bursuc . . . .  " 

Stefan had gone into the coffee shop only because he had caught sight 
of Biris through the window, and he thought that Biris had noticed him. 
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But Biris ,,·as l istening to Bursuc and hadn't seen Stefan . The teacher 
promptly made a place for him at the table ,  presenting h im \'agucly to 
the group, "Domnul" \'iz iru . " Then he turned back to the speaker, a fat 
man, rather young, "·ith a shiny round face and th ick, slack l ips .  H is 
l i ttle eyes, deep-set, laughed at them from far back in his head.  "Go on, 
Bursuc ! "  urged Biri s .  "Go on with ,,·hat you were saying. " 

Stefan discm·ered that Bursuc had a degree in theology and \\'as 
tel l ing about his ordination.  His  family had found a \\'ife for h im i n  a 
,·il lage near his O\\ n ,  i n  the , · icinity of Braso,·. 

"I ga,·e it  u p . "  he sa id,  resuming his story. "I don't l ike people who 
don't keep their word . \\'e agreed that in addit ion to the girl 's dowry 
they \\ Ould buy me a motorcycle. Her father \\·as against it at fi rst. 
'\\'hat will the fai thful say \\ hen they sec their priest on a motorcycle?' 
'\\'e're also modernizing ourseh-es , in the Holy Church, '  I told h i m .  
'\\'e'rc motorizing oursch-es ! ' " And with his  eyes half-closed he burst 
out laughing-a short laugh , th ick and coarse. 

"And " hy shouldn't we modernize? You could sen·e the Church 
better "·ith a motorcycle .  A parishioner cal ls you at midnight to confess 
him and administer the last r ites-with a motorcycle you could be there 
in an instant. You'd be sure to find him aJ i,·c , \\'ith plenty of time to 
forgi,·e h im all  his  s ins !"  H e  laughed again_  E,·eryone l istened to h im in 
fascination. Other people at  nearby tables \\De l istening too. 

"And on the last day, the day of the wedding, he told me that he  
hadn't bought the motorcycle ,  that he \\·as ashamed , that he didn't ha\'e 
any money. That in se,·cn su rrounding tmn1s he was kno\\'11 as a just 
and worthy man, ful l  of the fear of God . . . .  I d idn't say anyth ing. A nd 
that e\·cning "·hen the bride was waiting for me at home, I \\·as tending 
to my O\\ n s\\·eet affa i rs! I sha,·ed my beard, changed my clothes , and 
left . After that I don't kno\\· " hat they decided to do . . . .  I didn't send a 
man to take my place!" 

"I wasn't annoyed , "  Stefan sa id,  lead ing Biris into his  study, "but I was in 
something of a hurry. And I wonder no\\ \\·hat you found out about Bursuc 
All I kno\\' is that for a l ong time he's been considered both a genius and a 
de\ i l .  1 \·e e\·en heard about him at the 1\l inistry . "  

Biris stopped for a moment i n  front of the booksheh-es, then went o n  to 
the windo\\' and looked out at the roofs of the h ouses. Here and there in the 
distance he caught a gl impse of church to\\·ers. "This story of Bursuc ,"  he 
began quietly ,  returning to the middle of the room ,  "is  a l ong tale.  We'll talk 
about it  another time. Meanwhi le,  I 'm glad you weren't angry. I d idn't see a 
sign of you , you didn't \\·alk  dmm strada Macelari anymore, and I wondered 
what had happened to you , if perhaps you might ha\'e been angry . "  
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He stopped suddenly. One of the two paintings hanging on the wall 
attracted him. It  depicted a bouquet of wildflowers with a woman's long black 
glove lying nearby. Without comment, Biris contemplated the picture for a 
long time. 

Finally Stefan i nquired , "But why should I have been angry?" 
"I was afraid you were offended by h is talk about motorizing the 

Church, "  said Biris, sitting down in an easy chair.  
Musing, Stefan began to laugh . '' I 'm not an orthodox churchman. But 

even if I were, I shouldn't have fel t  offended by the adventures of a seminarian 
who let h is beard grow for a parish and shaved it off for a motorcycle. One 
meets with th is sort of aberration in all the religions of the world . "  

"Don't talk l ike that, " B iris declared soberly.  "This Bursuc is a much 
more profound person than you realize, much more satanic. You learn to be 
afraid of h im.  Now if I were devout-that is, a true Orthodox Christian-! 
should tremble at the thought that Bursuc exists!" 

"But why?" questioned Stefan,  lean ing on the desk. 
Biris hesitated, inspecting the top of his head with his fingers. He seemed 

perplexed . "I t's a long story. But Bum1c has his star, he'll go a l ong way . . . .  " 
Then with a sudden change of tone he added, "But anyway he's an interesting 
man. He's a fa ilur e  and a one hundred percent nih il ist. He's interesting
from a l i terary point of view, I mean. I 'm even surprised our writers haven't 
already used him in a book. Partenie ought to know h im.  But of course 
Partenie doesn't meet interesting people. H e's always looking for 'experi
ences. ' "  

"Listen , "  Stefan cut i n ,  "I haven't given you the great news. I 'm a father. 
I have a son. S ince yesterday, I have a son . . . .  " 

"My congratulations ,"  said Biris without very much enthusiasm. "My 
congratulations . "  He turned to l ook again at the painti ng hanging above the 
chair. "But don't tell my aunt, " he added. "She thinks you're not married and 
she wants to find you a wife . . . .  But it isn't important, " he continued quickly, 
seeing Stefan start to interrupt him, "it's not important that you have a wife 
and child. It gives her so much pleasure to match you up with a girl . She's 
been making matches for me for several years. Th is is her great joy, so why 
should I spoil it for her?" 

Stefan smiled and said, suddenly cheerful ,  "And I still don't know what 
name to give h im!"  

His face expressionless, Biris stared at Stefan. He looked for his package 
of cigarettes and holding it up he called it to Stefan's attention. "This is your 
pack. She sent me to buy it  and she said to me from the doorway 'And maybe 
you'll go to see how domnul Viziru is . '  She's awfully good-hearted . "  His tone 
changed. "She's never forgotten that last summer you gave her some money 
to buy a pack of c igarettes . "  

• • • 
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Vadastra kept h is secret well . H i s  fa ther was not able to d iscover the new 
location . He and Lieutenant Baleanu had rented the apartment of a d iplomat 
\\ ho had gone abroad . Baleanu was a tal l broad-shouldered man with a 
relatively slender neck, and the expression in h is  eyes was one of childl ike 
happiness.  In the evening he rarely remained at home. "A family has i m·itcd 
me for dinner , "  he \\·ould say. 

These absences had begu n to intrigue Vadastra . They seemed mysterious 
to h i m .  Once when he was bored of staying alone he had taken th e opportu
nity to search Baleanu's room thoroughly. He leafed carefully th rough e\·ery 
book, expecting to ru n across a sensational letter, but he found noth ing. The 
desk dra\\"Crs were all  locked, but he began to pull open the drawers of the 
wardrobe, examining the undercloth ing with great care; and then he in
spected the eau de cologne, the handkerchiefs , and finally th e uniforms. 
Selecting the most elegant one he l ifted i t  out. When he was a child mil i tary 
costumes had fil led h is dreams,  and they sti l l  held a powerful attraction for 
h i m .  He regarded the garment \\·ith great excitement. The one th ing that even 
h is most audac}ous imaginings could not give h i m  was the rank of a mil i tary 
officer. E\-cntually he was no longer able to suppress h is impulse and almost 
trembl ing h e  took off h is coat, replacing i t  \\"ith the l ieutenant's tunic.  Then 
he approached the m irror and gazed at h i mself a\· idly. The tu nic was very 
nearly h is size. The broad shoulders \nmld ha\"C made h i m  look l ike a giant of 
a man had they not dropped a l i ttle ,  gi\·ing h i m  instead the appearance of a 
poorly dressed mannequin.  But Spiridon d id  not tire of adm i ring h imself. H e  
stepped backward a n d  fom·ard in front o f  the mirror, h is neck stiff, martia l .  
He obsen·ed h is face i n  ful l  and then i n  profi le ,  \\·ith and without the 
monocle .  I n  th is uniform with its enormous shoulders cut on such mascul ine 
l ines he found the man h e  had always pictured h imself to be. ;\l m\· he beheld 
in flesh and blood the figure that he had formerly seen only in his fancy. His  
mustache, cl ipped short, and the black monocle added a piquant, imperti nent 
touch to the tremendous mil i tary figure. A moment later he took off the tunic 
sadly, but h is heart was fi l led with a secret j oy.  

The next day h e  \\as startled when Baleanu came to sec h i m .  Maybe he 
noticed someth ing, he said to h i mself. I ndeed the l ieutenant's face held a 
curious expression. H e  seemed to be endeavoring to h ide h i s  nervousness 
under a smile somewhat more insistent than usual .  

"You knm\ ," h e  began ,  after making excuses for disturbing Vadastra , "I 
want to tell you a secret . . . .  " 

Spiridon's one eye brightened instantly. \Vh ilc Balcanu paused, awaiting 
encouragement, the other pulled up a chair and motioned briefly for h i m  to 
sit down. "Now, tell me . . . .  " 

"You sec, I 'm studying Germa n , "  confided Balcanu.  
For a moment Spiridon thought that h is companion was j oking, but  the 

l ieutenant resumed in all  seriousness ,  " 1 \-c been th inking of spending a year 
or two at a German school and it would be well to learn German now. But it's 
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a very difficult language. So many declensions!" he exclaimed in fear and 
admiration. 

Spi ridon felt overwhelmed with pity for this handsome officer who con
sidered the learning of a modern European language a fact that deserved to be 
held in the greatest respect and confidence. "And after you've finished the 
school in Germany what will you do?" Vadastra's voice was sarcastic. 

"What do you mean, what will I do? I 'l l  be a captain then . . . .  " 
"And after that?' " insisted Spiridon relentlessly.  
"What do you mean?'' 
"What will you do after you become a captain?" 
"Why, what all soldiers do . . . .  " 

"Please, where does all  th is lead? U ltimately, what will  you be?" Spiri
don had become agitated. "The road that you follow should have a goal . Well 
then, I 'm asking you , what is this final goal to which you aspire? If everything 
turns out to be eminently successful ,  as I wish it  to turn out for you , what will 
you have accompl ished?" 

"I 'll be a genera l , "  replied Baleanu soberly, somewhat offended. "A 
general--division general , or perhaps even General of the Army. " 

"Would you say that you might even become Minister of War?" 
"No, that's hard . You have to have connections. " 
"Please. Let's j ust suppose however that someday you will be Minister of 

War. So? What have you achieved by that? What does it mean to be Minister 
of War? First of al l ,  Romania is a l i ttle country and our governments change 
often . . . .  " 

The l ieutenant l ooked at h i m  with considerably more attention than 
usual , closing his eyes a l i ttle in his effort to understand better, striving to 
guess the h idden significance of Spiridon's remarks from his gestures, from 
the way he stressed certa in words. But when he heard him talking about the 
contingency and futil ity of the post of Minister of War he could not believe 
his ears. He no l onger understood. "Well then, according to you , what should 
I do?" he inquired, not knowing what else to say. 

"No, I ' m  not suggesting anyth ing,"  declared Spiridon , h is voice becom
i ng more calm. "I don't say that this career you've chosen isn't a fine one. On 
the contrary, I admit that I also dreamed of being an officer, when I was a 
child. I 'm not saying you've done badly in choosing th is career. Only actu
ally, what satisfaction can it give you? What does it  mean to be a general? If 
you had the possibi l i ty of becoming a second Napoleon, then I would under
stand.  By means of a career of arms you would capture for yourself a unique 
position in Europe, and after that you could do as you wish.  I can understand 
th is.  But you see, it's hard for us to become something l ike that. We're a l i ttle 
country . . . .  " 

"I don't understand , "  Baleanu repeated , troubled .  
" I  mean that no matter how far you go, it  doesn't amount t o  much. 
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Don't th ink that I mean to offend you . The majority of careers are l ike that. 
You have the impression they give you something, and on reflection you find 
they han: nothing to offer. . . .  Nm\ when I was a boy in liceu , "  he went on i n  
a different tone, smil ing, "I dreamed of someday becoming the greatest 
Romanian pian ist. The dream of a seventeen-year-old !  \Vhen you consider i t  
well ,  what satisfactions \\·ould I have received? Only  work from morning till 
e\·ening, and as a fi nal reward noth i ng but i ntrigues and slanders . "  

"Then for you what career is worth embracing?" Baleanu asked. "What 
do you want to do with your l ife?" 

With a smile Spiridon repl ied ,  "For the present th is remains my secret. I 
can congratulate myself for discover ing the way toward a goal that merits 
atta inment. I admit it's not an easy th ing. I t's not for everyone. " 

"I know what you're referri ng to, "  ventured the l ieutenant. 'The l egal 
profession . . . .  " 

Vadastra laughed .  H e  smoothed his mustache with the index finger of 
his right hand. Even if only for a few seconds,  it pleased h i m  to prolong th is 
pause, this moment of mystery and suspense. 

"The legal profession is only an i nstru ment," he declared slowly, del ib
erately. "An instrument, or to be more precise, one of the instruments for 
approaching the goal I ha,·c chosen. The legal profession i n  i tself is no m ore 
interesting than any other career. E\uyth ing depends on what you do with 
it. " Vadastra's tone became enigmatic and confidential . "What you do with 
it . . . .  , 

On a ch illy e\·ening early i n  March I leana met Partcnie.  After many tele
phone calls she had succeeded in findi ng h im at  home and had i nvited h i m  to 
tea at the Cofetarie Nestor. Tan te Alice always invited her friends to the 
Cofctarie Nestor, especial ly  foreign ,·isitors , friends of her relatives, and 
friends of her friends. Now and then some stranger telephoned on behalf of 
dom nul Economu of Jassy, or doamna and domnul lfr im of Barlad, whom 
Tan te Alice had met a year or two before on the Cote d'Azur or in I ta ly  or in 
Switzerland. Tante Alice i nvited them that very day to take tea with her at the 
Cofetaric Nestor. Quite frequently her relatives stopped there. Tante Alice 
came by taxi , almost always alone. Either I leana was out, or she found some 
excuse to stay at h ome.  H er aunt l ooked for a table by the window and 
conferred \\·ith the proprietor. Assiduously they selected togeth er the cakes 
and cookies for her guests, whom she then awaited, refreshing herself with her 
fan in summer, or incessantly arranging her fur coat in winter-putting it  on,  
taking it off, putting i t  around her shoulders. Alone, she could never remai n  
sti l l .  S h e  h a d  t o  do something with her hands. S oon the fri ends o f  her 
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Moldavian relatives appeared and Tante Alice immediately began to tell them 
about her travels in Italy if they were I tal ian,  about Lausanne or St. Moritz if 
they were Swiss. In this way she held them with her chatter unti l late evening, 
tempting them with cakes and describing to them their own cou ntry. She cited 
the names of hotels and pensions, reproduced conversations she had heard on 
the tra in ,  recounted events that had been told to her th i rty or forty years 
previously-especially the one about the adventure of taming tigers that Prince 
Moruzov had related to her in I 90 5 .  

When Ileana i nvited acquaintances to the Cofetarie Nestor, Tante Alice 
gave her without hesitation the several thousand lei that otherwise would have 
been refused her. One of I leana's sources of income was her imaginary guests 
at the Cofetarie Nestor. In this way she accumulated money for short skiing 
escapades, tell ing her aunt on those occasions that she was invited to go to the 
mountains with fri ends, or that she didn't have to pay the tra in fare because 
she would go with them to Predeal by car. Actually she almost always went 
alone, third class, choosing cheap l odgings and economizing on her food and 
cigarettes . She would· have l iked to have been able to stay all winter at the ski 
resort, which was in fact what she boasted of to her fri ends: "As long as the 
snow stays on the mountains, I stay to ski . . . .  " But she could ne\·er remain 
more than eight or nine days. And because she didn't l ike to l ive i n  Bucharest, 
she spent weeks and months at a ti me at the country estate at Zinca . 

I leana found a seat at a table i n  the back of the cofetarie. When she saw 
Partenie enter she started. She could have believed he was Stefan.  She 
motioned to him with her hand and he came toward her briskly, but \\·ithout 
haste. As soon as she observed him close at  hand,  however, she could see he 
did not resemble Stefan so much after all. Partenie's neck was somewhat 
shorter and thicker, his face more mature, more intent, his expression a 
curious blend of i rony and resignation. He bowed and kissed her hand. After 
he was seated at the table he took a moment to glance around him. 

During the winter at  Zinca , I leana had often pictured th is meeting with 
Partenie. It  was partly curiosity that  made her want to know him, 
curiosity about an author whose books she had l iked-although some
times ,  she thought, he seems to want to prove how intelligent he is, how 
different from everybody else, and this gives me an antipathy toward 
him.  But above al l  she wanted to revenge herself on Stefan.  His be
havior had begun to i rritate and offend her. 

He had come to see her once before Christmas when she was at 
home alone.  "You know, " he began ,  "I wanted to tell you something 
that evening when we met on the street, but I didn't dare. Now I have to 
tell you . I th ink I 'm going to love you very much . "  His smile i l lumi
nated his entire face. "I th ink I already love you \·ery much . . . .  Don't 
laugh at me. I told you that I love my wife and that soon we're going to 
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have a baby. And C\Cn so, I fcel l lovc you more and more. I wanted to 
tell you this so there would be no ambiguity between us. I'm in love 
\\ ith you , and sometimes I feel as though th is l ove forbids me to l ive. I 
go around l ike a fool , talking to myself, talking in my mind with Va
dastra . I 'd l ike to tel l th is to l oana , but I 'm sure she wouldn't u nderstand 
what's happening inside me. Neither do you u nderstand , and I don't 
understand i t  very well myself. But this love could re\-cal someth ing to 
me. Perhaps I met you and fell  in l ove with you so you could teach me 
someth ing. Teach me, then! Tell me why you've appeared on my path. 
We didn't meet by chance, just so I might fl i rt with you . I don't l ike to 
fl i rt. I 've nc\"Cr deceived my wife .  But when I met you I felt it was a sign. 
Then at that  moment I saw . . .  " 

"I know, I know , "  I leana interrupted him with a gesture of an
noyance. "I  know your story: the car, the keys, the hedgehog, the 
butterfl ies ,  the hcm·cns-I know them, I know them . You don't need to 
repeat them aga in !"  

She l.wd fel t  overwhelmed with indignation and had been unable 
to control her impatience any longer. He speaks to me about fl i rting, he 
repeats that he has never deceived his wife .  He thinks I 'm wai ting to fl i rt 
with him , that I 'm even \\ill ing to go to bed \\'ith h im,  only he hasn't 
decided yet to honor me with th is .  H e  kissed me once on the street and 
nm\· he imagines . . . .  

Al lm\·ing h i m  no time to respond she went on,  "I  kno\\' all these 
th ings , I know them . Only now there arc t\\o new matters you haven't 
told me about before. One, not so interesting: you seem to th ink you 
could be in  love with me. Men have made declarations of this sort to me 
before and I 've paid no attention to them. But you sa id something else. " 
She smiled .  "You mentioned a name . . .  " "Vadastra , "  said Stefan.  
" Exactly . . .  What about him?" 

Stefan looked at her wistfully for a long time with a sorrowful 
smile,  then, profoundly disturbed, he bega n ,  "I came to tell you a great 
secret. You mustn't th ink I 'm joking. Don't th ink i t's so easy knowing 
that you l ove two people,  two women, with a love that's new, beyond 
measure. "  "Who's th is Vadastra?" I leana repeated, interrupting h im.  
"Sometimes I talk with him. I don't know h i m  and yet I feel drawn to 
h im.  Perhaps because he's conceal ing a mystery too. Perhaps because 
he was my neighbor for some time . . .  " "But what sort of man is he?" 
Ileana insisted, l ighting a cigarette. "Tell me about h i m .  He interests 
me. " 

Stefan stared at her agai n  with an intensity that frightened her.  
Suddenly he got up from his chair. "'' l l  tell you . "  H is tone changed and 
he began to pace around the room. " Without h is knowledge I was his 
confidant for almost a year.  NO\v recently he is my confidant, sti l l  
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without his knowledge. I talk with him in my m ind \\ hen I 'm walking 
alone on the street. . . .  " 

All at once as she was l istening to him Ileana felt her heart begin to 
beat more rapidly. I 'm crazy, she said to herself, blushing. I 'm begin
ning to get it  into my head that I love h im.  Tristan and Isolde! She \\·as 
sorry she hadn't let h im say more, hadn't let him tell her how he lm-cd 
her and how much he loved her. Stefan was speaking about Vadastra as 
he walked anxiously around the room,  but she was not l istening to him. 
She did not even look at h im.  Her eyes were fixed on the window. She 
continued to smoke. He told me he's in lm·e with me. He's absurd, 
grotesque, but he told me he's in love with me. Again that interminable 
kiss from which she had awakened struggling! He's in love with me . . . .  

Fortunately Tante Alice had entered at that moment. I leana pre
sented him,  "Domnul Stefan Viziru . "  "Which Viziru arc you?" Tante 
Alice had asked , looking him over from head to toe. "I  also knew a 
Viziru ,  General Vizi ru .  I knew him at Jassy during the war . " "He was 
my grandfather ,"  Stefan sa id.  

A half-hour later when Stefan had risen to leave Ileana detained 
h im.  "I  still haven't found out the end of the story about Vadastra , "  she 
reminded h i m .  

' ' I 'l l  come by again a n d  continue it, " Stefan had remarked. ' ' I 'l l  
come by some day . "  

A t  times I leana thought, He'll come today .  A n d  al l  that day she 
would stay at home. He'll come today . . . .  One e\·eni ng, surprised , she 
caught herself gazing absently at the snmdlakes that fel l  slowly against 
the window. melted , and ran down the glass l ike tears. Suddenly she 
decided to leave the next day for Z inca .  Early in February when she 
returned Tante Alice had said casually, "The grandson of General 
Viziru was here the day before yesterday. He was sorry not to find you , 
but he said he'd come by again . "  

"Have I perhaps come out without m y  tie?" Partenie asked, noticing that 
I leana was staring at h im i nsistently, but with a friendly smile. He put his 
hand to his throat, unconcerned and without haste. 

"You resemble a friend of mine very much , "  Ileana said. "Stefan 
Viziru .  I believe you know h im . "  

" I  haven't had the honor, " sa id Partenie, looking a t  her placidly, almost 
with indifference. "I just knew h is wife casually, the way you might know 
someone to whom you were engaged for sixteen days . . . .  No, thank you , 
without lemon, "  he said raising his hand to cover h is cup of tea. "Are you a 
friend of his or of his wife?" 

' ' I 'm a friend of Stefan's ,"  I leana said, suddenly embarrassed. "I  don't 
know her. " 
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"Ah , I understand , "  Partenie said , and he glanced again around the 
room . He smiled and nodded h is head i n  greeting to a young couple passing 
by on the way out.  "Still i t's del ightful to be invited to Nestor's by such a 
beautiful  admirer , "  he went on.  ' 'I 'll be rated very h ighly after th is !  I bel ieve I 
understood you correctly on the phone. You did say 'an admi rer'?" 

When she was at  Z i nca I l eana had thought that she could even offer to 
be his secretary. l '\'c ne\'cr done it, I 'd say to h i m ,  but I 'd do an intell igent job. 
I 'd especially l ike to be secretary to a \niter. That's why I telephoned you . 
Perhaps you'll  recommend me to a colleague. Or maybe you yourself have 
need of a secretary. I knrm how to type and I can handle correspondence. But 
as she l istened to him she fel t  al l  at once that  she needed to speak to him of 
something else and she interrupted him abruptly. 

"I wanted to tel l you a very interesting thing , "  she said hastily. "That's 
\\'hy I phoned you . I ,,·anted to tel l you about a subject for a novel . "  

Partenic picked u p  a cookie \·ery carefully and bent sl ightly  over his plate. 
He did not appear to be surprised. 

" I  don't knrm if you'\'e C\ er heard about a gentl eman named Vasilescu
Vadastra , "  continued Ileana in the same precipitate manner. " Stefan Vizi ru 
told me about h im.  H e's a \'Cry interesting man , full of mysteries. More than 
that,  he's a \-critable enigma. Stefan doesn't understand \'cry well ,,·hat he's up 
to. And I thought that  you could find the ans,,·er to th is puzzle. A writer 
always has much more imagination than the rest of us common mortals .  I 
thought you could write a nO\·el . . . .  I t's a ,-ery interesting theme . . . .  " 

Partenie had eaten the cookie without uttering a word and almost with
out looking at  her.  I leana fel t d isconcerted again and made an effort to smile.  
" In so far as I 've understood it , " she resumed after a long pause, "I th ink i t  
might be a \'cry interesting sub ject for a nO\·cl . I magine a smal l ,  ugly man 
with a black monocle who has a room in a hotel . . .  " 

Suddenly she fel t ridiculous. She stopped speaking and blushed. Parteni e  
continued to drink h i s  tea absently. N o w  a n d  then he let h is glance roam 
around the room, finally fixing it on his cup of tea . The si lence lengthened 
painfully. I must say something,  I must say something else . . . .  

I l eana began aga in ,  "I have another theme for a novel too. " She was 
beginning to be gripped by panic. "I mean he kissed me. H e, Viziru .  He 
kissed me.  I was  with my Famille nombreuse because it was  ra ir.ing and a l l  a t  
once he  kissed me.  H e  d idn ' t  say a word. H e  simply ki ssed me.  He has th is 
obsession for kissing ,,·omen on the street. H e's obsessed with th is .  He's an 
obsessed person .  When he was l i ttle he  used to talk with butterfl i es and 
l izards. Only he never knew how to talk  with hedgehogs . . . .  " She stopped 
and bit her l ips .  Almost in desperation she cast at Parten i e  a l ong i mploring 
glance. "He never succeeded in conversing with hedgehogs, "  she repeated 
without th inking. "Never. " 
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After that evening I leana simply could not forgive Stefan. Because of him 
she had made a fool of herself. Partenie's charitable smile when he had stood 
up to leave, the words he had said as he held her hand in his a long time 
before kissing it-all  these humiliations were due to Stefan.  Now she waited 
for him, her impatience rapidly growing intolerabl e. Already she saw him 
before her, talking about Vadastra or about his childhood or his loves , and, 
delighted, she saw the smile with which she would interrupt him.  Domnul 
Viziru , she would say, I d iscussed you for a long time with Maestre Par
tcnie . . . .  She abandoned this thought. No, that wasn't quite \\·hat she ought 
to say. She must find someth ing more insolent, more gal l ing. Domnul 
Viziru ,  because you've brought up the subject of love, I 'l l  tell you what the 
Maestre th inks about you and his former fiancee . . . .  No, no,  this wasn't 
right. Something else, more cruel , something that would make h im suf
fer .  . . .  

The bell rang one afternoon and she went to open the door without 
enthusiasm . She knew that Tante Al ice was expecting callers. Stefan greeted 
her from the doorstep, wan ,  smil ing darkly. "Wouldn't you l ike to go for a 
walk?" he inquired . " I 've come to take you for a walk. " 

It was a serene April day and unusually warm. Spring seemed to have 
arrived that morning. For weeks on end it had been cold and rainy. At times 
during the last days of March it had snowed heavily,  blocking the streets . It 
seemed l ike midwinter. Then a fine cold rain had begun again and the snow 
had turned to dirty slush mixed with mud. Suddenly in one day the sky had 
cleared. Spring had come. Smil ing, Stefan awaited her on the doorstep. 

"I can't. Tante Alice is having guests. They haven't arrived yet. But if 
you wish , come in a moment. . . .  " 

Later when they had entered the salon she asked him,  "How is your 
baby?" Of course she had to say this. She had to talk to him th is way, to ask 
him about his wife and child in a detached, pol ite, matter-of-fact tone. She 
had to consider him just an acquaintance, to let him understand immediately 
that he was only an ordinary person,  someone she might have met on a train 
or at the baths, someone with whom she would exchange a few words in 
passing when she met him by chance. 

"How docs the young mother feel?'' She questioned him again,  sitting 
down in the armchair  by the window. 

"Fine. She's really very wel l , "  Stefan replied properly. " It's strange how 
suddenly spring has come," he added, standing in the middle of the room and 
letting his eyes wander to the window. " I t's a pity we can't go walking . "  

A pity ,  a pity. This l ight won't wa it for you.  I t  will never b e  l ike th is 
again .  Never. When he had left Biris, Stefan had been sad , close to 
discouragement. Suddenly there was this lovely l ight, fragile and un
earth ly, and he had taken a deep breath. Time is i rreversible, without a 
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doubt. The moments fly and with each moment we move nearer to 
death , as Biris had said .  Stefan knew. Everyone knows. But there's 
someth ing more than th is ,  something besides th is hasten ing toward 
death . This l ight is h iding something different. All  of l ife conceals 
something different. Each of us, I ,  and Biris too, conceals something 
other than this .  Somewhere with i n  us in the depths of our being it l i es 
h idden . Something different.  . . .  

"I t's a pity we can't go for a strol l , "  repeated Stefan i n  a subdued voice. He 
seemed to  be talking to  himself. 

H e  had said the same th ing to Joana just a half-hour before. When he 
returned from strada Macelari he found her  nursing the baby. H is sister 
Adela was there, representing his family.  They couldn't go walking now 
as they used to do before the baby came. And he couldn't even tell her 
about his visit with Biris because of Adela's presence. As soon as he said 
a word Adela would i nterrupt him. You're sti l l  the same,  she would 
have said .  You\·e a talent for discovering boors and maniacs. Jean
nette, "  she would have declared to Joana , he's sti l l  the same. He hasn't 
changed a bit since the /iceu . He has a tal ent. . . .  

After a moment I leana inquired, "To wha t  happy ci rcumstances do I owe the 
pleasure of th is unforeseen \'isit?" 

Stefan turned toward her slowly. Someth i ng disturbing, something in
scrutable ,  was in his gaze. " I  came to take you for a walk. I wanted to tell you 
something. " He hesi tated a moment, then began aga i n ,  "That is, I wanted to 
ask you something, but I don't know how. It wil l  be hard for me. I don't know 
exactly what I ought to say . " He was suddenly anxious and he  smiled. 

"Come over here by the window , "  sa id I leana pointing to a velvet stool . 
"Perhaps you won't regret so much that  we can't go out. You can see the 
whole garden from here . . . .  " 

Biris had sa id , "Come here to the window and I ' l l  show you my point  of 
view. H ere by the window and you can sec better. . . .  " H e  had stopped 
solemnly in their midst and had opened his  mouth wide, tipping h is 
head back a l i ttle.  With h is finger he i ndica ted a tooth . 

"Did you see i t?" he asked and he pointed it out to them once 
more, tapping it gently with his fingernai l .  "Did you notice anythi ng?" 
he  asked aga i n ,  l ooking at them one after another. "I t's only a l i ttle 
more yellowed, that's a l l .  And yet it is radically different from all  the 
others, because the others are l iv ing teeth . But tha t  one, the one I 

" French equivalent of Ioana. 
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showed you , is a dead tooth . They took out the nerve three years ago. 
S ince that time it hasn't belonged to me. I t's just a mineral ,  a dead 
bone. Nevertheless I keep it in me, it's still integrated into my l ife. I 
don't know if you understand what I mean . "  

"No , "  the poet from the provinces had admitted. Stefan had not 
quite caught his name, but he had found out that the man had pub
l ished a booklet of verses and that he l ived in the provinces. 

"Just the same I 'm not profound, "  said B iris , returning to his desk. 
"This bone seems to me symbol ic. Not because it's a first detachment of 
mine arrived already, at the age of th i rty years, in the land of the dead. I t  
seems symbol ic to me because i t's more true than i ts neighbors, the 
so-called living teeth . This is what I am really-a dead bone, a certain 
kind of mineral .  So far ,  what is it that distinguishes the l iv ing me from 
him,  from the true Biris Petre?" 

He had not permitted them to respond. Sternly he had lifted his 
hand, commanding si lence, and at  the same time he motioned to them 
to approach the desk. With a gesture of warning he bent over and placed 
his ear against the wood, l i sten ing. He shook his head and moved his 
ear several centi meters away. He l istened aga in .  

" I t's not here ,"  he whispered. " I  heard it  a l i ttle wh ile ago, but now 
it's gone down. That's its habit. It comes up to the surface from ti me to 
time, then it retreats qu ickly at the bottom. I th ink it's down i n  the 
bottom drawer now. It has a direct passagev.;ay from the spot just in front 
of the inkwell to the lowest drawer. " 

Suddenly he bent his head again and signaled to them not to talk, 
his finger on his l ips. " Do you hear it?" he whispered a few moments 
later, smil ing. 

Stefan heard three short clicks, unusually clear, followed by a 
silence that was broken only by their breath ing. "Did you hear i t?" 
inquired Biris again .  "I t's a beetle. The Death-Clock some call  it. And it 
truly  is a clock of death . I ts ticking alone reveals to me the Death-Time, 
the time in wh ich we live, we mortals-at least when we say that we are 
l iving, that we are alive. Any other beat-of watches or clocks , or the 
striking of ch imes-seems to me a camouflage. We are deceived. They 
tell us that a half hour has passed or that it's six o'clock, as though this 
had some importance. What matters is the fact that our time, the Time 
that we call our Life,  is a Time of Death . No clock in the \vorld tells us 
th is .  But my clock tells me, th is beetle that nibbles away day and night. 
And someday it  will put an end to my desk. Perhaps after my death , but 
without a doubt the beetle will  kill it  . . . .  " 

He stopped, his energy spent, and looked at each of them i n  turn 
with a bitter smile. "I don't know if I 've made myself clear enough , "  he 
resumed after a few seconds. "I bought th is desk a l i ttle while be�ore the 
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ncn'C was removed from my tooth . On the very first evening I heard th e 
beetle .  It wasn't a premonition , it was a revelation . I l istened and I 
couldn't tear myself away. \\'hen I got up from my desk I didn't feel any 
older, I only felt closer to death . . . .  The most profound ph i losopher 
I 've knmm-whom I 've had the opportun ity to know personally I 
mean-is my dentist, Dr. Zamfircscu . ' It's noth ing serious , '  he told me 
after he had extracted the nerve, ' I t's just that from now on you'll be 
carrying a dead bone around with you . '  A dead bone! The very words 
terrified me. And \\·hat difference is there beh\·een the dead bone and 
my other bones? The radical difference I mentioned a l i ttle while ago? 
The difference between Life with a capital L and Death ? Look here, 
look in th is desk: the beetle clicks a certain nu mber of times. I t  clicked 
se\·cral hundred times a nd a bone died. It will  cl ick again some tens of 
thousands of times, or maybe (I hope) several hu ndreds of thousands of 
times, and a l l  my bones wi l l  be dead. Still  other tens  or hundreds of 
thousands of times and th is desk will one day collapse into dust. In th is 
way everyth ing \\· i l l  enter eternity: bone, desk, and I, the student of 
Hcidcgger. . . .  " 

H e  stopped a moment to l ight a cigarette with his habi tual slmmcss 
and then added, "Because you mustn't bel ieve that  all I 've been tel l ing 
you is my m m  idea . Not in  the least. Only th e beetle and the dead tooth 
arc mine.  The rest-Death-Time, Time-hasten ing-toward-Death-arc 
from Hcidcggcr. . . .  And I ha\'Cn't fi nished reading h i m  yet. I 'm not 
C\'Cn sure I u nderstand h i m  \\-el l .  But th is is Time, domnule Viziru . "  
H e  turned to Stefa n .  "This is true Time,  fro m  wh ich you want to 
escape, from \\·h ich you wish to sa\·e yourself and which you want to 
evade. " 

"You don't seem \'Cry inspired today , ' '  I leana resumed .  She \\·as sorry that he 
was so sad , so helpless,  so silent. H is long glances and h is weary smile 
implored her for sympathy. She regretted that  he  had fou nd her home on a 
day when he was so discou raged. 

"I was th i nking . . .  " he began \\·hen he had sat down on the footstool . "I 
was th inking how naive ph i losophers a re . . . .  Biris,  for instance, with his desk 
eaten by a beetle, with his dead bone, his tooth that has already arrived in the 
land of the dead,  and with his readings of Hcidegger. . . .  " 

I leana looked at h i m  aga i n  and smiled. I don't understand any of th is, 
she started to say, but she reconsidered and al lowed him to continue. He was 
l ike someone talking in h is  sleep and you can't bear to wake h im because he'd 
be ashamed that you had heard \\·hat he sa id.  

" H e  ma inta ins that th is is true Time,  as  if we don't  know th is th ing, each 
of us, th is th i ng so ob\·ious: that Time passes , that  i t's i rreversible. But I asked 
him: 'How does it  happen that  Time doesn't pass for sa ints?  How docs i t  
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happen that a saint doesn't feel th is thing that we feel: that Time passes? A 
saint doesn't l ive in Time as we do. He l ives only in the present. He has no 
past. For him Time doesn't flow. I n  some mysterious way it stands sti ll . '  And I 
asked him this: 'How docs the saint contrive such a miracle? How can he no 
longer feel with in him the passage of Time, Ti me grinding him down, 
gradually ki l l ing hi m?' " 

Who is th is Biris? Ileana wanted to ask Stefan, but then she remembered 
Vadastra, Partcnic, and all that had followed, and smiling wryly she remained 
silent. 

"I don't know if I ever told you why I have a secret room . "  Stefan's tone 
changed abruptly. "I don't th ink I did. I haven't told anyone. But one day I 
felt I had to have a second room , one entirely my own, protected from 
intruders, where I can satisfy one of the desi res that have obsessed me for a long 
time: to paint. " 

"Arc you a pa inter too?" interrupted I leana. 
"No, I 'm not.  I soon realized I haven't the slightest talent. But th is wasn't 

important. \Vhat was important was to have a room to myself, a secret room 
in which I could gratify my desire .  I bought everyth ing I needed and began.  I 
can't tell you what a revelation it was for me, th is th ing apparently so simple. I 
hadn't even the m ost elementary knowledge of painting, but I sat down in 
front of the easel , took the brush, and began . . . .  " 

"What did you paint?" 
"As a matter of fact, I didn't paint anything in particular. I simply took 

the brush and began to paint. I t's hard to explain .  I felt a great tranqui l l i ty,  
almost a beati tude. It  seemed that I was no longer I ,  the I of everyday. 
Another I reappeared on the surface from somewhere, from the innermost 
depths of my being. I t  was the true I ,  without worries or desires, even without 
memories. I was particularly impressed by this fact-that when I was painting 
I no l onger had any memories . I saw, I felt, I thought all  kinds of things, but 
they didn't seem to belong to me anymore, they didn't come from my past. 
Painting, I had no past. I l ived differently from the way I l ived at home, or at 
the Ministry, or on the street. I l ived in the present . . .  l ike the saints , "  he 
added, smil ing. "I was reading at  the time a book about saints and I realized 
that while I painted I was living as they did.  I l ived only in the present. . . .  
Somewhat later, before Vadastra moved next door, I also discovered another 
thing: that in the secret room even when I wasn't painting I was l iving 
differently from the way I l ived at home or a t  the Ministry. Anything I did I 
did differently. I don't know how to explain i t, but Time was different there, it 
flowed differently. When I returned home, sometimes very late at night, I 
seemed to be rchnning from a j ourney to a distant place. I seemed to have 
come from another city where the customs were different and where I met 
other kinds of people . . . .  In other words, it's possible to l ive some other way 
than with a bone that has already arrived in the land of the dead, as Biris says. 
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It is possible !  And I wonder why he cal ls this time-time which is more true 
for me than the time spent at home or the time at the Ministry-why he calls 
it  an evas ion . . . .  " 

Wh ile he was speaking his demeanor changed completely. At first he had 
seemed absent, pale and depressed, but now Ileana saw h im become again the 
man she had met on the Night of St. Joh n-a man consumed by an in ner 
flame, with the same i ndescribable smile stead i ly l ighting his face. 

The doorbell sounded and I leana rose quickly from the armchair .  "It's 
Tan te Al ice's guests , "  she said,  her voice low. "Please don't go yet. " 

Stefan stood up also and \\"Cnt to the window. The l ight outside was no 
longer the same. Although its transparency remained ,  i t  seemed to have l ost 
some of i ts intensity. It was no l onger the same. 

"Please come i n , "  he heard Ileana say a few moments later. "Let me 
present a good friend of mine, a pa inter. Stefan Viziru , a painter , "  she 
repeated, emphasizing the words. "Surely you've heard of h i m .  He's a pa inter 
with great talent. " 

" \Vei l ,  of course! Of course! "  said an elderly gentleman who was leaning 
on a cane. "I  kncl\\ . My congratulations. I t's a pleasure to meet you . "  He 
grasped Stefan's hand vigorously and turned to the woman beside h i m .  "He's 
a painter, " he repeated very distinctly. "A painter. He pa ints . "  H e  pro
nou nced the fi rst syllables with unusual force. "A pain ter. He paints pic
tures . "  The words sounded l ike short sudden explosions qu ickly suppressed . 
The lady extended her hand and bowed respcctfully. She was a very old 
woman and seemed timid .  

"Doamna and dam nul Theodosiu , "  Ileana continued the introductions. 
" 'Good friends of Tante Alice.  Domnul Theodosiu was an important land
owner. They're good friends of Ta nte Alice. I must go wake her now. " She 
smiled .  "My aunt's becn expecting them for some time and I 'm afraid shc's 
fallen asleep . "  Ileana left the room quickly with a wink at Stefan .  

" H ow is the painting going, you ng man?" Domnul Theodosiu asked as  
he l ooked around for a chair .  

"Fine. I think i t's going just fine, " Stefan said, attempting to smile.  All at  
once he fel t  exhausted and ridiculous. He didn't know what else he  could 
have said to dispel the d isagreeable i mpression of being a thief caught in the 
act, a vi l la in who has managed to hide his sins for years only to be discovered 
suddenly in the midst of a crowd, just vv·hen he is least expecting it. 

"My congratulations ! "  said domnul Theodosiu , sitting down. 
"What is he  saying?" doamna Theodosiu asked , leaning toward her 

husband withou t  daring to lift her glance in Stefan's direction.  " I  thought he  
sa id  something . . . .  " 

"He said he's getting along fine!" domnul Theodosiu shouted . "He's a 
pa inter. H e  paints .  H e's a talented pa inter. H e  says the painting is going well .  
He says that  i t's going wel l .  . . .  " 
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• • • 

During h is free hours Vadastra had a habit of fol lowing women who l ooked 
beautiful and elegant. Before n ightfall he would walk  along calea Victoriei to 
the intersection of bulevardul Elisabeta, boldly inspecting those who passed 
by. Most of the time these cutting, insolent stares contented h im,  since he 
succeeded then, if only for a fraction of a second, in expressing h is desire for 
possession. 

When he thought a woman was exceptionally good-looking h e  began to 
follow her. Once she emerged from the torrent that  poured i nto calea 
Victoriei at that  hour, he approached her, fixed his eyes on her, and smiled.  
He repeated this  maneuver many times. Sometimes he spoke, always using 
the same phrases, "Permit  me to accompany you, domnisoara ?" or, "So 
beautifu l ,  yet so alone?" H e  rarely added anything more, since h e  expected 
the young woman to answer h im.  If she delayed her response he assumed that 
she had not heard clearly and he repeated h is question. But ordinarily the 
conversation never began because the girl would get on a tram ,  or meet 
someone, or reach her home. 

Once on an evening at the beginning of May a woman who seemed 
especially beautifu l  paused in front of a l ighted shop window. This one 
stopped just for me! Spiridon said to h imself, but he did not dare to approach 
her. If  he had known what to say to her he m ight have been bolder. However, 
he had not prepared anyth i ng to say except those stereotyped l ines, and h is 
only hope was that the girl would ask h i m  something; for i nstance, "Why are 
you following me so persistently, domnule?" To which he would have repl ied ,  
"Allow me first t o  introduce myself, domnisoara . I am the attorney 
Yasilescu-Vadastra, doctor of law, and you wouldn't suppose that a man of 
my position would have permitted h imself to be so indiscreet without a rather 
serious purpose. Let me tell you, domnisoara , that I noticed your face, espe
cially your expression, several days ago when I caught s ight of you for the first 
time . . . .  " And he d idn't doubt that  the conversation would have followed at a 
very l ively pace. Or else the young woman, on hearing him call her "dom
nisoara , "  could have turned and sa id,  "Don't be angry, but I 've been married 
for"-let's say-"two years. " To which he would have replied i mmediately, 
"Let me confess, domnisoara , that I don't beli eve you . You seem so girl ish 
and delicate that  . . .  " He was sure that a young married woman would have 
resisted him no l onger. Spiridon had an infi nite fa ith in the seductive power 
of his  words. But now he was helpless to know what to say. The woman 
appeared to be studying the window with considerable attention. She's waiting 
for me! Spiridon reflected aga in ,  and almost without being aware of it  he took 
a step i n  her direction . 

"Beautiful things ! "  he began tentatively, persuaded that the young 
woman would  say somethi ng, since she had waited so long to rouse h i m  to 
action. She did i ndeed tum her head but Spiridon's expression was so 
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comical-his monocle seemed to have b�en put on for just such an occasion,  
his one good f'Ve regarded her with such frightening a\·idity, in contrast to 
the inertness of h is  face where only a faint trace of a smile showed in the 
corner of h is m outh-that the \voman burst out laughing and moved away 
\\·ith a gesture of mild disdai n .  Spiridon stood there l ight-headed, not knowing 
if he should foll ow her any l onger or if  i t  would be better to give up. Then he 
rccm-cred his senses and cal led out to her: 

"You don't know who I a m !  Someday you'll hear about me!" 
Amused, the \\ Oman turned her head aga in ,  but when her glance fel l  on 

that  monocle, so pretentious for a man with Spiridon's face and clothes, she 
began to laugh aga in and h u rried away. 

"You'l l be sorry !"  Spiridon shou ted , running after her. "Later you'll sec 
who I a m !  Keep that  in mind!"  

But  at the fi rst street corner he  stopped fol lowing her  and came back. The 
truth is she doesn't knO\\ \\ ho I am,  he said to himself. She takes me for a very 
ordi nary man,  and i t's not her fault, because she doesn't know me. If she 
knew me she �vouldn't laugh l ike tha t  anymore. But eventually I 'm going to 
meet her anyho\\·-or perhaps she'l l  even want to meet me.  And then she'll 
see! 

At other times Vadastra lay in wai t  on the side streets for the young gi rls 
going home from work, especially the mil l iners and seamstresses. He would 
never have thought that he could bear to have a lia ison with such a girl, but 
he l iked to exercise h is power m·er them , to verify h is charm. He didn't always 
succeed in entering into a com·ersa tion because the gi rls would start laughing 
or else leave hurriedly.  But there \\ ere some who let themselves be accosted 
and then Spiridon arranged to meet them on an obscure street where he kne\v 
he did not run the risk of being recognized . Bes ides, he never encouraged the 
establishment of a more permanent relationship,  and after a certa in  number 
of dates he d isappeared without a trace . \Vhat he was l ooking for in such 
adventures was the ini tial sensual exci tement of proving to h imself his power 
to seduce a stranger, as well as those fi rst hours of verbal intox ication \vhcn he 
was permitted to reveal wholly the self that he usually  hid or discl osed only 
fragmentarily to other people .  

After the first date, Vadastra was accustomed to inviting his companion 
to one of the cofetarii i n  the neighborhood or to a very secluded tavern where 
he had not infrequently requested a private room so that  he could talk freely. 
Moreover he was rather generous, ordering expensive th i ngs that were not 
always to be found,  and demanding the best wines .  When it came time to 
pay he pulled out h is  bil lfold with the gesture of a mill iona i re, scarcely 
glancing at the bi l l ,  and l eaving on the plate a tip that was unusual ly  large for 
that  kind of place. 

"Hei, fetito, * I 'm not l ike the others you know," Spiridon began \vith a 

* Little girl . 
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frmm, "those loafers and dolts! I 'm a man of personal ity . . . .  I can't tell you 
everything, you understand . . .  but if you kne\\ who I am . . . .  I don't pay any 
attention to money. \\'hat can fifty, a hundred, or even fi\'C hundred 
thousand lei mean to me? If I had wished , I could ha\·e been a mill ionaire by 
now. But I didn't want that. It doesn't interest me. \\'hat docs that mean,  a 
mil l ionaire? There arc so many mill iona ires and look at them . \\'hat do they 
do? They lead the same l ife as other people .  All these thi ngs don't interest me. 
I 'm pursu ing something else . I have an ideal in l ife . I f  you only knew! But I 
can't tell you . . . .  " 

The girl l istened to him,  bel ieving only part of what he told her but no 
less impressed by his volubility and his assurance. Vadastra hesitated a long 
time before making h is revelations. He began something, stopped, then 
looked at her in suspicion, laughing nervously. With a certain desperation in 
his \·oicc, he repea ted , "I can't tell you everyth ing, you understand . . . .  " 

"You'll get nowhere looking at me l ike that. It's hard to know \\·ho I am.  
I t  \\ ould never enter your head . . . .  From time to time, just to amuse myself, 
I greet a pretty girl on the street. I also need to breathe, you understand . . . .  
But otherwise I scarcely take my mind off my work. And thank God, if I ha\e 
need of women , all I have to do is lift my finger. And well-bred women too, 
from high society . . . .  What d'you kno\\'? This life's full  of surprises. Look at 
us. I nstead of being in a fashionable salon right now, surrounded by the most 
distinguished people of Bucharest, I 've come here \\·ith you to a sordid tavern . 
Why? Ah, I can't tel l you , but you'd be amazed if you knew!" 

At other times, \\'ith a more ostentatious woman \\'ho urged him to take 
her to a fine restaurant or to the movies, Vadastra refused. He led her to 
believe that he must not be seen by certain  of his acquaintances or by a "lady 
friend . "  

" I  can't tell you the name-you understand why. All I can say is that 
she's one of the most beautiful and elegant women in Bucharest. I don't want 
to ha\c an argument with her. She's an intell igent modern \\'oman \\ ho 
wouldn't try to control what I do or whom I meet. But you u nderstand that 
she's a woman.  She's very fond of me, and someone might tell her he saw us 
together. " 

Or if the girl changed tactics, threatening him with her finger and trying 
to tease him about how many times he mentioned his love affairs ,  Spiridon 
encouraged her. "Yes , "  he said , stroking his mustache \\·ith his fingernai l ,  
"you've got me there! I 'll ha\·e to  admit you've guessed i t .  I l ike women . If I 
had the time to spend with them, I 'd never do anything else. But I don't ha\"C 
time. I have other th ings to do in l ife. " 

Sometimes in the course of such a conversation Vadastra began to ex
plain to his companion the secret of his success with women. "You yourself 
have observed that it's not necessary to be as handsome as a mannequin  in 
order to please them. An intelligent and refined \\Oman isn't attracted by such 
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men . They l ike interesting people ,  men who have personal i ty ,  strength of 
,,·i l l ,  and a goal in l ife .  Such a man impresses anyone, but especially well
bred ,,·omen, \\ Omen who are cultured, distinguished. Now I can't say tha t 
I'm handsome. I t's true I h ave a very interesting face and this always attracts. 
But there's someth i ng more than the face-the personal i ty .  Me, I h ave per
sonal i ty. This is a very rare thing in our day. \Vhcrcvcr you l ook you sec 
noth ing but men lacking in ideals ,  without willpower, uncul tured, stupid. 
They th ink they're someone if they become deputies or h eads of bureaus i n  a 
ministry. What does it mean to be a deputy? \\'hat have you gained by it? 
There's somethi ng more interesting, something that deserves . . .  No,  I can't 
tell you e\·cryth ing. But you understand. That's ,,·hy a distinguished woman 
always l ooks for someth ing exceptional in a man-a personal ity .  The woman 
,,·ho l oved me, the distinguished doamna Z issu . . .  " But the next moment he 
regretted that he  had pronounced her name. He hesitated , and then began to 
talk  about personal ity aga i n .  

"Guess w h o  I met today," asked Stefan .  
"Professor An tim . "  But  she had not  d reamed about h im the n ight before. 

Just by chance she had answered ,,·ith h is name. And yet th is time i t  was 
Professor Antim whom Stefan had encountered . 

"He asked me to come and sec h i m  some day to l ook at his  collections. 
He says he has some extraord inary th ings . " 

Anti m .  Ioana recalled her first n ight at the cl inic and the dream that  had 
terrified her.  I t  seemed that  a long, long time had passed since then: the baby 
( 1 7  February), the mi lk-fe,·er, the return home,  the big scare-she had heard 
him coughing, suddenly choked , and she had thought he had stopped breath
ing. And aftemard, one morning, she had discovered tha t  she had become 
very beautiful .  It  was Stefan ,,·ho had d iscovered th is-that she was beautiful 
aga i n ,  that she had become even more beautiful than before. Looking at 
herself, naked , in the ful l-length mirror she sa'' that  she was tal l  and fai r .  She 
seemed to have ga ined weight. Her eyes were clear. Only her  face appeared to 
have changed . Something had happened . A feeling of victory, of pride even,  
shone in her face with a gentle l ight that  transformed her i n  a way she did not 
understand. 

"It  would have been better i f  I 'd gone to see Anti m , "  Stefan said on that 
evening in April when he returned home depressed. " Instead of going to see 
Biris to discuss the problem of Time,  it ,,·otdd have been better if I 'd gone to 
Antim's. " 

I oana sensed that he was dejected, but the baby had a fever and she was 
preoccupied. " H e  seems to have a l i ttle fever," she said. "I don't th ink it's 
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anything serious. He had the same th ing the day before yesterday, too. What 
happened at Biris's?" 

' ' I 'm sorry I \\·ent, " said Stefan.  He stepped into his study, but returned 
almost immediately. A strange, troubled gleam was in his eyes . ' ' I 'm sorry I 
went, "  he repeated. His voice changed. "We started a discussion about Time. 
Biris maintained . . .  But, after all, what he maintained isn't very important. 
I'll tell you another time. I just wanted to ask you if  you th ink that it's possible 
for someone to love two people at the same time . . . .  " 

l oana stared at him a l ong time, pal ing slightly.  I t  seemed to her that she 
had been flung back into a time whose disagreeable taste she was beginning to 
forget. The Big Scene, she remembered suddenly. Now the Big Scene begins. 

"Of course, "  Stefan went on in  the same tone. "You don't have to 
answer now, right here. If you l ike we can talk about i t  after dinner or 
tomorrow at lunch . . . .  " 

"Raducu and Adela are coming to lunch tomorrow, " l oana said slowly. 
" I  had to invite them. Adela would be here sti l l  if I hadn't asked them to come 
to lunch tomorrow. "  

She was astonished as she l istened to herself speaking. Her arms hung 
l imply. Now the Big Scene will begin.  But Stefan did not seem to have heard 
what she said. He l ooked at her very intently and began to smile. 

"Did you see too what a wonderful l ight there was today?" he asked. "I  
came to take you for a walk. " 

"So I i magined , "  Ioana murmured, smil i ng. "I was sorry . . .  " 
"\Vhat a wonderful l ight, " repeated Stefan,  his voice becoming more 

subdued. "You could understand anything on a day l ike this. You could 
penetrate any secret. You seemed to see straight into the essential nature of 
things. Those hours weren't the same as all  the other ones are. That's why I 
asked you : Do you think it's possible to l ove two people at the same time? Or 
rather, I wanted to ask you that this afternoon. Now it may be too late. 
Perhaps I wouldn't understand you if  you tried to expla in . "  

He sat down o n  a chair and continued his monologue without l ooking at 
her. "If I had been a painter, I think I should have tried to understand this 
question: How can one preserve in a pa inting a certain time, one wholly 
favorable to revelati ons, a certai n  moment qualitatively different from the rest 
of the moments that  constitute Cosmic Time? How could I have kept, at least 
for my own use and bl issful enj oyment, the hours of th is afternoon, their 
l ight, their taste, their mystery? That's why I thought that you , having known 
directly, immediately, this mystery of loving two people . . .  " 

Just then l oana heard the baby whi mpering and she ran to the cradle. 
She scarcely had time to say, "Excuse me, please . . . .  " Absently Stefan went 
back to his study. 

She waited in vai n ,  trembl ing, for him to ask the same question again in 
the days that  followed. Stefan seemed to have forgotten .  There was just one 
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time when J oana was frightened . It was almost two months later on a day in 
early June.  Stefan had returned from the office weary a nd somewhat dispir
ited, but this time it was a different matter. He had to leave the very next day 
for Sighisoara . " I  don't understand why they're sendi ng me,  of all  people,  but 
I have to go. "  

H e  often went o n  missions abroad when commercial agreements were in  
preparation , but  never before had he been sent to  the provinces. A question of 
arbitra tion , J oana thought he  had said ,  but she wasn't sure she had understood 
correctly.  

Stefan left the next m orning and was gone almost a \veek . Every evening 
when he telephoned her J oana did most of the talking, but there was one time 
when he seemed excited and happy, and he a lone had talked . " I  th ink I 'l l  try 
to paint, " he sa id. 'Til teach you too. I th ink we'll both be very happy . "  And 
rapidly, precipitately ,  he had continued, tell ing her about spring and about "a 
remarkable man , "  Anisic, and his orchards.  

When she greeted h i m  on his return,  Joana was surprised a t  his appear
ance. He seemed to ha\'e grown younger. H is face was bathed in a strange and 
constant glow. 

'' I've met a remarkable man , "  he began ,  "and now I tell you tha t  in  my 
own way and with out realizing i t  I had discovered something. I 'd begun to 
profit from an open possibi l ity . . . .  " He went into the bathroom, took a 
shower, and putting on a bathrobe, he came out to l ook for a suit .  It was a 
clear morning and bril l iant ,  a n nouncing intense heat. 

" I  must become one with the cosmic rhythms, " he said as he  passed i n  
front o f  J oana.  "This also is a great secret. I learned it from Anisic. I have to 
select a suit  that  harmonizies with the cosmic rhyth m . "  He smiled. 

He dressed and l eft for the Ministry. More tha n  two hours later he 
phoned to tell her not to expect him for lunch. He seemed depressed. Maybe 
he's tired from the arbi tration at S ighisoara , Joana told herself. But when he 
telephoned aga in in the evening, informing her that  he wasn't coming home 
for di nner either, J oana was worried. 

" What's happened?" she asked in  a whisper. "Nothing serious, I 
hope . . . .  " 

But Stefan had not heard h er.  The operator at the Ministry switchboard 
had cut them off. 

Tha t  evening, after leaving the Ministry, Stefan went by the coffee shop 
to l ook for Biris .  H e  stood a m oment i n  the doorway and glanced around the 
room . B iris was not there a nd Stefan set off at a l eisurely pace toward strada 
Macelar i .  Doam na Porumbache met h i m  at the door. Biris had not yet re
turned home, but she invited Stefan in to wait for h i m  and drink a tuica. � 

'Tm in rather a hurry , "  he said evasively. 'Til come back in about an 

" Romanian plum brandy. 
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hour. " He left and went to the tram station to wait, walking up and down the 
street. It had been a hot day and now at nightfull the cou rtyards and gardens 
were lavishly sprinkled. From everywhere around him came the smell of wet 
earth and roses , and many windows had been left open . He heard someone 
playing a piano at the end of the street. A liceu boy went by, stopped a 
moment to l isten and then furtively l it  a cigarette, hiding it in his fist as he 
walked on down the street. Strains of the Sylvia Valse drifted through the 
open window and Stefan went nearer, but whoever was playing kept stum
bling over the same measure and starting again ,  dil igently but without much 
enthusiasm. Stefan noticed that he was becoming hungry and turned to go 
back to the tavern. A moment later someone laid a hand on his arm. 

"So you're here, maica!"  doamna Porumbache exclaimed . "I say, why 
didn't you tell me you l ike that girl? She's the daughter of Trei-ochi-sub
plapuma . '" We call her father that because he's blind in one eye. But he has a 
beautiful fortune! All these houses are theirs. And they have a new shop on 
Lipscani ,  too. La Trei Fazanit they cal l  it . " 

She paused, then added, "I came out to get some cigarettes , but if you're 
not sleepy . . . .  Let's go in the tavern on the corner where we can tal k  at 
leisure. He's an honest merchant. . . .  Will you treat me to a glass of wine?" 

' ' I 'l l  treat you . "  . 
They sat down at a table near the door so that they could see Biris when 

he came home. "He has to pass by here,"  said doamna Porumbachc, "since 
he comes on tram number fourteen . "  She sighed, and emptied her glass of 
wine quickly. "It's a pity about him.  He's not a bad boy, if only he'd listen to 
me! I've been drumming it into his head to marry a rich girl ! How many I 've 
found for him!  Honest girls,  merchants' daughters, not those student tramps. 
For instance, take the girl I was talking about, the daughter of Trei-ochi-sub
plapuma. '  She knows French , plays the piano-and what wealth she has! Her 
father was a poor wretch when I fi rst knew him.  He came to us in Fcrcndari to 
get my husband to endorse his note. He had a hardware shop-so to speak. 
Really it  was just a shed with a few boxes of nails and a bundle or t\\'O of 
sheet-iron. Now he has I don't know how many mill ions! Did you ever sec 
anything l ike it? Anywhere in the whole world?" 

She filled her glass for the th ird time and began to sip it slowly, 
pensively. "Only, every man has his troubles. That girl , the one who's playing 
the piano, she's not his own daughter. His wife had her by a l i eutenant. That 
one's done well too. He's a colonel . He's married and has other children . . . .  
'One-eye' knows she's not his daughter but since he didn't have any children 
of his own he was happy, especially now that things have gone so well with 
him. He opened a shop in Lipscani  near us. My man said to me, 'Look at that 

*Three-eyes-under-the-blanket: the name of the tavern as well as the man.  
t The Three Pheasants' Place. 

66 



wretch,  come to Lipscan i ! '  But he did wel l .  H e  plotted with someone from a 
big company and they made a deal . They raised the prices on the invoice and 
divided the surplus between th em. They robbed the government, so to speak. 
But so what? Don't others steal too? Wha t  good docs it  do us to be honest? 
Look at  Pctrica ! Starving to death ! Wouldn't it be better for him to play 
politics too, l ike the tenant's son does?" 

For a moment she stopped and closed her eyes, smili ng, captivated by 
her thoughts. "For only a year or two I 'd l ike to be rich aga i n ! "  she sighed . 
"To be somebody again , along with other people! To have a carriage with two 
horses and in the summer I 'd go to the baths at Cal imanesti ! . . .  Hei! But I 
don't go in for all  that any more. I haven't had any l uck! That is,  I had it once 
but I didn't know what to do with it. I thought if you have something once it's 
yours till  death , tha t  once you're rich no one can touch your wealth . I was 
young, I was beautifu l ,  I had everyth ing. I thought I 'd have all these th i ngs as 
long as I wanted them . . . .  And nO\\. they're all gone. I hadn't even rightly 
come to my senses before they were gone . . . .  I couldn't bel ieve it !  As though 
they'd never been ! "  

S h e  bn\shcd away a tear,  hunted in her apron pocket for a handkerchief 
and blew her nose. "But you haven't told me if you want me to speak to the 
girl . "  

'Tm married , "  confessed Stefan .  
The old \\·oman looked a t  h im in surprise. "But  I sec you don't wear a 

\\-cdding ring, " she sa id suspiciously. "Too bad ! "  She was silent, then after an 
interval she added, "Since she is ,  you could say, the daughter of the colonel . "  

Just when he had decided to go home Stefan met Biris getting off the 
tra m .  ' ' I 've been looking for you for two hours.  I wanted to talk  to you by al l  

" means . . . .  
Biris seemed preoccupied and tired . He puffed \\·earily at  his cigarette. " I  

went t o  see someone, a certa i n  m a n ,  Mihai  Duma , a l l  the way to Cotroceni . I 
walked a l l  day. Let's sit down somewhere for a moment. " H e  looked a round 
for a bench . 

"We'd better go to the tavern , "  proposed Stefa n .  "I have a lot to tel l 
you . "  They fou nd a table in the back of the garden. 

"I  went al l  the way to Cotroceni , "  Biris sa id aga i n ,  wearily tossing away 
the butt of the cigarette that  sti ll hung, burned out, in the corner of his 
mouth . "What a lot of walking I did today!" 

"As I sa id to I leana when we were discussing the problem of Time,"  
Stefan began abruptly, after he had fil led the glasses, "neither the beetle, nor 
the tooth al ready in the land of the dead, have convinced me. I 've known this 
for a long time. I 've known i t  ever since I began to paint. But now I have a 
positive proof. I have Anisic . . . .  " 

Biris was th i rsty and drank half the contents of h is glass, fil led i t  with soda 
and drained it  quickly. "Say tha t  aga i n , "  he demanded. "I didn't understand 
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you very wel l .  It seemed to me that you mentioned something abou t pa int
ing . . . .  " . 

"Th is was a secret ," continued Stefa n ,  st i l l  animated, "but now I can 
tell you , too. In my spare time I pa int. But I d idn't come to sec you about 
tha t. I came to tell you about Anisic. " 

Biris gave him a penetrating glance and ran his hand l ightly over the th in 
hair on the top of h is head . He asked in a ti red voice, "Who is this person?" 

"He's the most remarkable man I 've ever known ! He l ives ncar 
Sigh isoara. Now that I 've met him,  I don't regret so much telling I leana about 
my pa inting . . . .  " 

"Is I leana your wife?" Biris asked, refil l ing his glass. 
"No, " responded Stefan,  casually. "My wife's name is J oana.  I leana is a 

girl I 've known for the past year, and I th ink I'm in love with her . "  Lost in h is 
thoughts, he stopped a moment and smiled.  H is voice changed as he re
sumed , "I t's strange, but now that you've mentioned it ,  I suppose Ileana could 
have been my wife too. I 'd never thought of it until now,"  he added dreamily.  
"Not that I 'm sorry I 'm married to Joana. On the contrary, I love h er very, 
very much. But I feel ! love Ileana too . . . .  Although after she introduced me 
that day as a real pa inter, I almost hated her. She seemed to have betrayed my 
dearest secret. And indeed my painting is a very great, a very dear secret. . . .  
But fortunately I met Anisic. And it's about h im,  about just th is man Anisic 
that I want to talk to you . "  

"Get to the point, " urged Biris, noticing that Stefan had stopped again,  
his gaze lost in space. "Who is this person?" 

"He's discovered a great secret, " Stefan whispered, l eaning over the 
table. "This man has learned how to live. He l i ves as a man,  as a total being. 
He doesn't let h imself l ive by h is tissues, his glands, his reflexes, the way all 
the rest of us do. " 

"But how do you know he l ives in a different way?" Biris inquired , 
beginning to search for his cigarettes. 

' 'I 've seen how he cleans the trees in his orchard , "  began Stefan with a 
mysterious smile. "I sat on the porch and watched h im.  Then I understood . I 
was convinced that  his  work is of a different quality from ours. Besides, I was 
prepared for this because I had known something of the same bl iss too when I 
was painting. Only i n  my case i t's not a matter of serious work wi th a definite 
object as it is with h im.  He cleans the trees of caterpillars. I watched h im 
carefully and I felt that  he was present in every motion. He wasn't th inking of 
anyth ing else when he was working on a tree. His mind didn't wander. I 
perceived that the tree revealed i tself to him i n  its total ity. For h im it wasn't a 
simple object, one among thousands of others of i ts kind, as it would appear to 
us, to the majority of men. To him,  at tha t  particular moment, the tree that  he 
was cleaning revealed the entire Universe. He saw it in its totality: roots , 
branches , leaves, parasi tes . . . .  " 
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"Arc you sure he sa\\ all this?" interrupted Biris.  "Arc you sure that  all 
th is you're tel l ing me isn't a sort of mythological i nvention provoked by your 
own ecstasies?" 

"He saw all  those th ings and many others besides, th ings we can't sec , "  
Stefan said gravely.  "I h a d  a long conversation about h im the evening before I 
met h im.  I went to sec a classmate from the U niversity and he told me 
Anisic's story. He's a few years older than we are. H e's studied a great deal . H e  
went through the course of study a t  the Conservatory i n  Vienna, then h e  took 
up theol ogy and stud ied mathematics, physics, and biology. But he never 
wan ted to fi n ish anyth ing. He never received a degree. About five or six years 
ago he had an accident. H e  slipped climbing a mountain and was laid up I 
don't know how many months .  They thought at first he'd broken h is spinal 
column,  but it  wasn't that serious. Anyway,  during those months he spent in a 
cast, you m ight say he had a rc,·clation.  H e  was conscious of how time passes , 
and he discovered at the same time what to do to prevent time from passing. " 

"Th is begins to be interesting!" commented Biris ,  ra ising his  head. "Go 
on ! "  

"S ince then , "  Stefan continued with sudden fervor, "he n o  l onger l ives 
as we do, accord i ng to a more or less complex time table. He no longer has a 
personal schedule,  so to speak. N othing cou nts for h i m  but cosmic time: day 
and night, the \\·axing and wa ning of the moon , the seasons. And he told me 
that for h im even th is cosmic time will be abolished someday. But meanwh ile 
he has need of time in  order to fi nd hi mself aga in ;  that is ,  to find hi mself in  
the metaphysical sense of  the words,  to  take cognizance of  his full  integral 
being. No\\ he docm't let anyth i ng distract him from ) i ,  ing each essential 
moment of this cosmic ti me. For h im the new moon or the fu ll  moon,  the 
equinoxes and the solstices , da\\'115 and twi l ights ,  don't have the s imple func
tion they do for us,  of marking da tes on a calendar .  Each event reveals to h i m  
a nc\\ aspect o f  the whole, o f  the cosmos. He accepts no time other than 
cosmic t ime,  and he especially rejects h istoric time; for example,  the ti me 
during which parl iamentary elections take place, or H i tler's arming of Ger
many, or the Spanish Civil \\'ar. He has decided to take account only of the 
time in  wh ich cosmic events occur: the phases of the moon , the seasons, the 
rotation of the earth . He's content to exha ust the significance of each of these 
phenomena , l iving thereby an uninterrupted revelation. You 'd have been 
convinced too if you had heard h im tal king about a moonl i t  n ight, or n oon
day in  summer, or about the meaning of al l  the songs of birds and insects at 
different hours of the day. For him Nature begins to become not only trans
parent but also a bearer of values. I t's not a case of a regression,  let's say ,  to the 
ani mal-like state of primitive man.  H e's d iscovered in Nature not that  absence 
of the Spirit that some of us seek, but the key to fundamental metaphysical 
revelati ons-the mystery of death a nd resurrection,  of the passage from non
bei ng to being.  And th is man , who is scarcely at the beginning of this experi-
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encc, has already succeeded in escaping from time. He escapes not only from 
historic time-anyone who decides to l ive apart from the world, without 
newspapers or radio can do th is-but also from physiological time. He's 
several years older than we arc, but he  looks ten years younger! He looks l ike 
a youth of twenty-five . . . .  " 

"Now, l isten, "  exclaimed Biris.  Irritated, he shoved h is empty glass to 
one side. "Either you're making fun of me, or else a miracle has really 
happened to you . You've met in flesh and blood one of Ciru Partenie's 
characters ! "  

"What d o  you mean?'' Stefan asked with indifference. 
"Don't you read Viata Romaneasca?"  Partenie published a very strange 

story in the last number. He called it 'The Sheepfold Is Far?' " 
"I don't see the connection . "  
"You'll have to read it. It's your story exactly, with the single exception 

that Partenic's character doesn't l ive in S ighisoara, but in the mounta ins of 
Mold�avia .  The author relates how he met the man one evening and stayed to 
talk with him until late that night. And the episode of the accident to the 
spinal column, his withdrawal to the country, his technique of integration 
into cosmic time, and all you've told me, everything, I read two or three 
weeks ago in Partcnic's story. "  

"It's i mpossible !"  Stefan whispered. 
"Only the detail about cleaning the caterpillars from the trees and your 

interpretation of i t-1 don't recall reading about th is. But of course, " added 
Biris with a touch of i rony in his voice, "it wouldn't have made sense in the 
story, since their meeting had taken place on an evening in autumn, and 
besides, Partenie's character didn't have an orchard. Apparently he l ived a 
more sol itary life in the mountains. His only neighbors were shepherds from a 
sheepfold !"  

He stopped and raised his eyes to  Stefan, who seemed to  be  again l ost in 
his thoughts. He was resting h is chin on his fist and l ooking straight ahead 
without a word. They were both silent for a long time. 

"It's incredible !"  said Stefan at length , and quickly filled his glass. 
"And yet i t's nothing remarkable. You've both met the same individual; a 

rather bizarre man, i t's true, but nevertheless a flesh-and-blood man . . . .  " 
"It's strange that he, the Great Man, met him first,"  Stefan remarked 

with a forced smile. 
Biris continued as though he had not heard . "Indiscreet as he is, Partenie 

has written a story inspired by that meeting. As a character in the story, the 
man's been changed, while you've taken him more seriously. And basically I 
think you're right. This man deserves to be known. Whoever he is, one can 
certainly learn something from him!"  

*Romanian Life, a l i terary review. 
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Stefan shook his head. "Not I ,  a t  any rate. And I 'm sorry. I ' l l  have to be 
satisfied with pa inting. " Violently and in haste he dra ined his glass and 
refi l led it . "\\'ith pa inting , "  he repeated presentl y, as if to himself. "I 'll have 
to be satis fied with pa inting. " H e  passed his  hand over his face and tried again 
to smile. "Anch' io sono pittore!" * he exclai med . He picked up Bi ris's cigarettes 
from the table and absentl y l i t  one. "I haven 't smoked for several years, "  he 
sa id,  letting the match burn down between his fingers. 

Biris sat with h is arms crossed and gazed at Stefa n .  Both were aga in silent 
for some time. 

"I  th ink it's late , " began Biris. "I feel rather tired . . .  " 
"\\'hat did you say is the name of the story?" Stefan demanded. He 

seemed to  a waken from a long reverie .  " What did you say it's cal led? 'The 
Sheepfold Is Far?' With a question mark?" 

"\\'ith a question mark , "  said Biris .  "Because that's the way the story 
begins. The narrator approaches that  mysterious character and asks h i m ,  The 
sheepfold ,  is it far?' " 

"And do you th ink the question mark has some sign ificance?" 
"No, I don't, " responded Biris thoughtfully .  " I t's a si mple question, a 

question l ike any other. The narrator meets a sol itary man in the mountains 
and asks him ' Is the sheepfold far?' " 

":'-Jc\·crthelcss I beli eve it docs hm·c significance,
,
. insisted Stefa n  with a 

sh iver of excitement. "Apparently it's a question l ike any other. But if that 
sol itary man Partcnic met is one and the same person wi th Anisic, then the 
question could also have a h idden meaning. For instance, ' Is it  much farther 
to Paradise?' or 'Is Cod far?' or '\Vhcrc is Cod?' 'Is it  much farther to Cod?' " 

"I don't think so , "  Biris demurred . "Partcnic's a real ist, a realistic psy
chologist. H is \\ orks ha\'C no mystical significance. " 

He paused. He felt that Stefa n  was not l istening to him anymore and he 
remained silent, sipping now and then from the glass that  he had fil led too ful l .  
"And now, s ince you 've brought up the sub ject, " he resumed a l i ttle later, " I  
can tell you someth ing more. I can tel l  you in addition that  th is Anisic of 
yours hasn't cml\' inccd me. Integrated or not into cosmic time, sti l l  the land 
of the dead l ies in \\·a it  for us a l l .  Time is still  dri\ ing us toward death . "  

Embarrassed , Stefan raised his hand to h is forehead, then began to rub 
his check. " I t's a shame about Anisic , "  he  sa id.  "It's too bad the Great Man 
discovered h i m ,  too . "  

He stopped speaking and frmmcd. Biris fixed his gaze o n  the bright lamp 
in the middle of the garden . I nnu merable moths and diaphanous green in
sects had gathered there, flying around it bl indly. Their wings beat i n  endless 
spasms as they hovered for a moment close to the h eated lamp chimney and 
then flew away, only to approach aga in with the same obscure and pathetic 

• "I too am a painter" (It. ) . 
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indifference to their fate. They returned countless times ,  fluttering their ,,·ings 
ever faster and repeatedly striking the glass of the lamp with a muffled sound, 
finally dropping stunned and exhausted on the gra\·el . 

"\Vhat amazes me, " Biris said ,,·ithout looking away from the lamp, "is 
that Partenie went as far as Sigh isoara and met a character so different from 
those ,,·ho usually interest h im.  He ,  who only looks for 'experiences' wi th 
women in high society . . . .  Now, he ought to meet Bum1c too . . . .  " 

"Only this time I 'm not ,,·ithdrawing from the game so easi ly," inter
rupted Stefan ,  his ,·oice harsh and cutting. "Anch'io sana pittore! I 've been to 
the sheepfold too, and I have also met Anisic. Et in Arcadia ego. I haven't 
asked him the question, but I will ask it  . . . .  A propos the question mark , "  he 
added after a brief pause, a strange l ight flaring suddenly in his eyes, 
"wouldn't you l ike to see my paintings? I 've never shown them to anyone 
before, but I must show them to you . . . .  " 

"It's rather late, and I 'm quite tired. I\e been all the way to Cot-
" rocem . . .  

" It's not ele,·en yet , "  Stefan said, getting up abruptly from the table. "I t's 
not late , and th is business won't take more than a quarter of an hour. \Ve'll go 
by cab . Wait just a moment. I have to make a telephone call . "  

After about kn minutes he returned in very good spirits. " Excuse me 
please. I d idn't know the number and I had to look it  up, and at first I couldn't 
find the di rectory. But fortunately she was at home. We'll go by and get her in 
the cab. She'll meet us in a qua rter of an hour in  front of her house. You 
knm\ ," he added, signal ing the waiter for the check, "it's the girl , Ileana, 
the one I told you I 'm in love with . "  

"Anch'io sana pittore!" h e  had said on the telephone. "Come, I 'l l  show you 
my paintings. And I'll  show you that car that  disappeared . "  I leana had hesi
tated a moment and glanced at her watch: eleven o'clock. "It's General 
Yiziru 's grandson on the phone, " she said to Tante Al ice. "He's inviting me 
to a preview of his exh ibit. I can't refuse h im . . . .  " 

She heard the horn in front of the house and went down the stairs. 
Outside, the freshness of the night struck her. It  was filled with fragrance from 
the flowers i n  the garden . All at once, without any reason ,  she felt happy. 

"This gentleman's a philosopher , "  Stefan introduced Biris.  "I told you 
about him once. H e's the one with the dead bone, the vanguard already in the 
land of the dead . . . .  Take us to the Hotel Boston on strada Bucovinei , "  he 
said to the dri,·er. Hastily he lit another cigarette and settled himself in the 
back of the car. 

"Allow me to speak famil iarly, " he said to I leana , taking her arm. "This 
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is a \TrY Important day in my l ife .  Today I fou nd out that,  a l though I had met 
Anisic, the Great �tan met hm1 before I d id !"  

" \\'ho's Anisic?" I leana broke in  with a smi le .  Aga in  she had that  disturb
i i ig feel ing,  so hard to define,  that S tefan \\ aS beginning to play an absurd 
game that only he understood . 

" He's a remarkable man . "  
"Very remarkabl e , "  seconded Biris mildly. "He's C\'Cn more interesting 

than Partcn ic's character. . . .  " 
"And yet I 'm sure that question mark has a symbol ic significance , "  

Stefan interrupted . " I 'm sure that the whol e meaning o f  the story l ies in that 
question mark!" 

Ileana wanted to say someth ing but Stefan ga\·c her no opportu nity. 
"\\'c\c a rri\-cd . l\1y secret room is here. I beg you not to mention this \·islt to 
anyone. Some other t ime I 'l l  tell you \\·hy. " He paid the dri\-cr and i m·itcd 
them to go in .  Annoyed , the porter raised his eyes i n  astonishment from the 
book he \\ as read ing and handed Stefan the key to the room . They cl imbed 
the sta irs s i lently to the second floor. The hotel \\·as new and clean enough but 
lacking in taste. I ts pm·crty was scarcely concealed .  

"Come in , "  Stefan sa id ,  standing in  the doorway after h e  had turned 011 

the l ight, "and please speak \"Cry quietly because the wal ls arc thin and 
C\"Cr�thing can be heard . " 

"Vadastra?" Ilea na mu rmured . 
" H e  li\-cd m·cr there, "  sa id Stefa n  pointing. " ;\' m,· the room is used for 

tra nsients. The last occupa nt \\·as a tra\-cl ing salesman from Brasov. Fortu
nately, on the other side I don't ha\·c a neighbor. " 

I leana,  am used , looked about her . It \\·as the banal in terior typical of 
rooms in cheap hotels. The bookcase looked ready to collapse and the \\ Oodcn 
table piled \\ i th books seemed strange and lonely as though it had been 
brought there out of some other \\'orld . 

"You should know that you 're the fi rst people C\'Cr to ha\'C entered my 
secret room , "  Stefa n  continued i n  a \\ h ispcr. "You can't real ize \\·hat  this 
place mea ns to me. This is mr secret. E\'Cn if ! \\ Crc to tell you , you \\'oti ldn't  
u ndersta nd . " He went to the windo\\' and opened i t ,  leaning fa r ou t 0\ er the 
sill and turning h is head to look at the next room . "You can ta lk.  I sec i t's dark 
next door. l\ty neighbor hasn't come in yet. " 

I leana sa t down on the cha ir  in front of the bed. Biris continued to 
examine the ti tles of the books on the shch-cs . 

"Anch'io sono pittore! " Stefan bega n ,  return ing to the m iddle of the room 
and heading tm\·ard Biris.  "Ci,·c me a cigarette, please. This is my fourth in 
less than an hour. I stopped smoki ng SC\-cral years ago, but ton ight I feel the 
need of i t .  . . .  I 'm sorry that I can't offer you something,"  he added after 
l ighting the cigarette \\·ith a trembl ing hand. "I don't cat or drink anyth ing 
when I 'm here. Sometimes if I 'm \·cry th irsty I drink a glass of water from the 
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faucet. That's a l l .  I nside my secret room, just as in the room Samba, all 
physiological functions arc somch(m suspended . When I get hungry I go 
down to the street and buy a biscu it. But I can't cat it here. I can't come up to 
th is secret room with a biscuit ,  or a yogurt, or a bag of fru it. It was l ike that too 
"·ith the room Samba, " he added with a smile, "Before I reveal the great 
secret to you , I must tell you the story of the room Samba. " 

He sat on the edge of the bed and looked at them both intently. "Please 
don't interrupt me. Now that Anisic has become a l iterary character, I too can 
reveal the secrets of my childhood. I 'l l  tell you the story of the room 
Samba . . . .  I was about five or six years old , "  he began,  h is voice hushed, 
"and I found myself with my family at Movila. We were l iving in a kind of 
\·ilia-hotel that had t\H) floors and about fifteen or h\"cnty rooms. I n  the dining 
room we sat next to a group of very mysterious young people .  They seemed 
mysterious to me because although they spoke Romanian,  I couldn't under
stand very \\-ell \\·hat they were saying. From time to time one of them 
pronounced a foreign word, without significance for me, and then they all 
began to exclaim, to become excited, and to raise their voices. Their mysteri
ousness fascinated me. And one day I turned my head suddenly toward their 
table at a moment when the discussion had become exceptionally animated. I 
heard one of them-the one who seemed oldest because he had a 
mustache-say something, and I saw him raise his arm toward the ceil ing, 
apparently to indicate a di rection . I heard him utter in a solemn \·oicc the 
word 'Samba. ' Suddenly �hey all fel l  silent. They bent their heads and looked 
down at th eir plates. Then one after another they repeated: 'Samba! ' 
'Samba!' . . .  At that instant I felt a thrill I had never known before. I fel t  that 
I 'd penetrated a great and terrible secret. All the mysteries of the men at the 
nearby table were concentrated in those two syllables, 'Samba! ' Through a 
providential ci rcumstance I had turned my head at the exact moment when 
the man with the mustache pointed outthc place where their secret, Samba, 
was found .  I t  was above us, somewhere overhead on the second floor. And of 
cou rse I set out that very afternoon to discover it. 

"\Vc children slept with our daica * in a separate room next to that of our 
parents. I pretended to go to sleep and when I sensed that the daica was dozing 
I went out. I ran down the hall as fast as I could and cl imbed up to the second 
floor, my heart pou nding. I didn't know where to go but I felt my heart 
beating harder and harder. I closed my eyes in fright and began to walk softly 
on the carpet toward the end of the hall .  I don't know how far I went, but I 
fou nd myself in front of a door, and just at that moment I knew that there was 
where Samba was! I wondered later how I found the courage to put my hand 
to the latch and go i n .  I was trembling all over and if  I had heard a loud noise 
at that moment. or a scream,  I probably would have fa inted . Ncvcrthdcss, I 
took hold of the latch and went in . . . .  

• Nursemaid 
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"I can see it now. The shades were drawn and in the room there was a 
mysterious half-l ight, a cool ness of a totally different nature from the coolness 
of other rooms I had been in before. I don't know why, but it  seemed to m e  
that e\·eryth i ng there was suspended i n  a green l ight-perhaps because the 
curta ins were green. The room \\·as ful l  of all sorts of furniture and chests and 
baskets of papers and magazines and old newspapers. But to me it seemed that 
it  was green . And just then , at that moment I understood what Samba was. I 
understood that here on earth , near at hand and yet invisible, i naccessible to 
the unin itiated, a privi leged space exists , a place l ike a paradise, one you 
could never forget in your whole l ife if you once had the good fortune to know 
it. Because in Samba I felt I was no longer l iving as I had l ived before. I l ived 
differently in a continuous inexpressible happiness. I don't know the source of 
th is nameless bliss. 

"Later, when I would th ink about Samba I was sure that God had been 
waiting for me there and had taken me in his arms as soon as I stepped across 
the threshold. I have never, at any place or any time, felt  such happiness; not 
in any church or art museu m-no\\·here-ever. Each time I went, I m ust 
have stayed .there for hours ,  because \\·henever I returned to my family I found 
them upset and worried ,  occasionally even fu rious. ' \Vhere have you been?' 
they demanded. '\Ve\·e been looking for you for three h ours ! '  ' I  was playing, ' 
I l ied ,  and no amount of threatening, no punishment, frightened me.  I 
accepted everyth ing with a smile,  comforted by the thought that  I would be 
able to return to Samba . . . .  Once I went there with several pieces of candy i n  
my pocket. \Vithout real izing it  I put one in my mouth a n d  began t o  suck it .  
Impossible! It  had no flavor. I couldn't suck it .  My mouth was dry. I couldn't 
move my tongue. I could n 't do anyth ing in Samba. I wasn't hungry, I wasn't 
th irsty, I wasn't sleepy. I l i\·ed , purely and simply, in paradise . . . .  

"On the evening of the day when I had gone there with the candy I 
noticed that the men at the table beside me l ooked at me furti\'ely and talked 

.. 
i n  whispers among themselves ,  pointing at me. Of course I real ized then that 
they kne\\ about my crime. They knew that I'd entered Samba with candy in 
my pocket and had even tried to eat  a piece. I bel i eve the sense of shame and 
the fear that I had been discovered were the cause of the indigestion I had. For 
two days I lay i l l .  The daica told me later that I talked in my sleep, that I was 
del i rious although I didn't have very much fever. I had an idea of what I 
might have talked about but I didn't th ink I 'd betrayed myself. The rest of my 
family didn't know about Samba. They hadn't turned their heads i n  time to 
see the di rection indicated by the man with the mustache . . . .  I waited i mpa
tiently to be allowed to get out of bed . 

"On the third day as we were returning from the beach I managed to slip 
away from their watchful  eyes a nd ran to the second floor. But I couldn't get 
in .  Samba was locked . I was crushed . I stayed there for a long while, trying 
the latch from time to time. In va i n .  Samba remained l ocked. I prayed in my 
mind as I had been taught to pray. I recited all the prayers I knew, to God, to 
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the Holy Mother, to Jesus Christ, and to my Guardian Angel , but Samba 
remained locked. I prayed in my m ind to the man with the mustache. I 
prayed to everyone at his table, those powerful men who knew unintelligible 
words, who were initiated into mysteries-and then trembl ing I put my hand 
on the latch . In vain .  The door still didn't open. I had been forb idden to 
enter. Samba had become inaccessible to me. 

"I came back the next day and the day after. I came back every afternoon, 
as long as our holiday at Movila lasted . I came in \"a in .  It had been forbidden 
me to enter Samba. I was aware of th is besides when I spied on my neighbors 
at the next table .  They didn't look at me anymore. They stopped ra ising their 
voices, and always spoke in whispers with their heads bowed. I found out the 
reason for th is from the daica . The man with the musta�he had been drowned 
on the beach at Tuzla . They didn't bring him back to Movila . He was shipped 
di rectly to Constanta .  I didn't tell them anything, but I knew why he had 
drowned . . . .  " 

"In other words, you had a guilt-complex , "  interrupted Biris. 
"No, I don't th ink it was that. I didn't have any feeling of guilt ,  but it 

seemed to me I knew something. I had participated in a mystery along with all 
the others at the neighboring table. And this mystery involved, among other 
things, a death . . . .  That's a l l .  . . .  " He stopped, exhausted, and l i t  another 
cigarette. 

"But, actually, what was Samba?" I leana asked. "Whatever could this 
word Samba have meant?" 

Stefan smiled.  "I  don't know that myself, but it's not very important. 
Later when I was in the liceu I wondered if perhaps those young men had 
been discussing l i terature, and if all those foreign words that  had thrilled me 
weren't titles of books and names of authors. Maybe the man with the mus
tache had uttered the word Salammba emphatically, and had raised his arm 
h igh at the same time. I m ight have thought that he had said Samba and that 
he was pointing to the second floor. . . .  But even if this were so my experience 
of the mystery remains no l ess val id.  Actually, perhaps all those l i terary 
discussions had only one purpose-of which the men who took part in them 
were unaware-the purpose of revealing to me the experience of the mystery. 
I don't want to go into the details now . . . .  I've told you the story of the room 
Samba so that you'd understand why I can't offer you anything in th is secret 
room, why I can't even give you a sweet. Here in the secret room I cannot 
eat. " 

"If I understand you rightly ,"  commented Biris , "this room is a replica of 
the room Samba. You're trying now as an adult to find again that ineffable 
experience of childhood . . . .  A psychoanalyst might caljlrjt a case of i nfantile 
regression . "  

"No, I don't think you're right. This secret room has another story. I t's 
too long to tell you now. Besides, I don't know if I could tell it successfully. 
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But I'm sure it's a \TrY different matter. I recall a thought which obsessed me 
\\ hen I was very young: \\·hat  could I do to acquire a different identity? That is ,  
to be a different man from the one I knew I had begun to be;  a man cndO\\ Cd 
\\·ith certa in intellectual tendencies ,  conditioned by certain social and moral 
complexes, with certa in tastes and certain habitual reactions. What should I 
do,  I asked myself, to be able to l ive in a way that was different from the \\'ay I 
felt myself obl iged to l i\'C, obl iged not only by fami ly  or society, but even by 
myself, by my 0\\'n past, by my own history, as Biris \\·mdd say? To give you 
an example: I l iked certain authors and consequently I felt obl iged to l ike 
them all the time. I had cmwinced myself that I l iked them , and I felt I 'd  be 
contradicting myself if I should declare some day that I didn't l ike them 
anymore. On the day I did that I 'd have the feel ing that  I had repudiated 
myself, that I \\·as inconsistent,  so to speak, that I had no continuity of ideas. 
\\'ell ,  nO\\ , in th is secret room I 'm free to contradict myself, free to bel ieve 
\\'hat I l ike, even if those bel iefs and opin ions arc ephemeral .  . . .  " 

"It  i s ,  you might say, an extra-historical and atcmporal room , "  said Biris ,  
beginning to laugh cheerfully.  

"It  is that indeed , "  Stefan continued fervently ,  "but it 's  also someth ing 
more. I won't be able to tell you c\·cryth ing because I don't kno\\ how to 
express such obscure thoughts . . . .  " 

"Better shm,· us your paintings. Maybe \\'c' l l  u nderstand \\'hat it's all  
about wl 1cn \\·c\·c seen th em. "  

Gravely Stefan looked fi rst a t  one and then the other. H e  ran his hand 
across h is face and smiled. "Th is is the ,·cry thing that's so hard to expla in , "  he 
began after a l ong si lence, '"because these pa inti ngs I \\'ant  to sho\\' you 
conceal a great secret, and if  I don't rc\·cal i t  to you beforehand, I doubt you'll 
be able to sec them . " 

"I don't qui te u nderstand ,,·hat  you mea n , "  said Biris ,  "but al l  the same I 
think it m ight be better for you to begin by shm,·ing us the paintings. " 

Stefan \Vas silent aga i n ,  embarrassed. 
"'You told me you'd show me the car , "  Ileana said suddenly. "And if  you 

\\·ant to kno\\ the truth that's \\·hat I came for-to sec the car. If it  had been a 
matter of any other kind of pictures perhaps I 'd ha\·c refused . I could have 
come to sec them some other time. But, I said to myself, maybe that midnight 
car can only be seen at  n ight. That's \\·hy I came . . . .  " 

Stefan continued to look at them in deep silence, a lmost fro\\'n ing. 
"You told me, 'Anch'io sana pittore! ' " I leana insisted. 
"And I a m ! "  Stefan exclaimed all at once. " In  my \\·ay ,  I also am a 

painter. But i t's a very special picture. In order to understand it properly . . .  " 
At that moment they heard a ,·oice from the room next door, a po\\'erful 

\·oice with a prm·fncial accent: "Show them the painting, domnule,  and cut 
the gab !  Sho\\' them right no\\ , get i t  over with ! I t's midnight. Let us sleep! "  

Stefan stood petrifi ed i n  t h e  m iddle o f  the room. Amused, Ileana smiled 
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and motioned toward the next room. "Answer him something, " she \\ his
percd qu ickly. "Tell him something to quiet him . "  

Stefan approached her on tiptoe. "Do you th ink h e  heard i t  too?" he 
asked in an excited whisper. "Do you think he could have heard the story 
about the room Sambo?" 

"No, he couldn't have, " I leana soothed him,  sti l l  whispering. "[ know 
when he came in .  I heard him.  It  was just a few mi nutes ago. " 

"You're sure he didn't hear?'' Stefan asked aga in ,  greatly distu rbed . 
I leana nodded. 
"Shcm us now, before he goes to sleep , "  whispered Biris, approaching 

Stefan. 
"Impossible ,"  Stefan said very softly. "I have to explain. " 
"Hang the explanations !"  Bi ris interrupted impatiently. " It's late. At least 

show us one canvas . . . . " 
"Just shm\ us the car ,"  whispered Ileana . 
Stefan passed his hand over his face aga in ,  shaking wi th excitement. 

"There's only one camas , "  he said at length. "There's just one and the same 
canvas for all my pictures. That's why I said I have to explain it to you , so 
you'll know how to look at it. I leana's car, for instance, is the last picture I 
pa inted , but I painted it on the same canvas with all the other pictures. And as 
you can see, it's necessary I explai n  to you how to look at it. Otherwise you 
won't be able to recognize it. " 

. 

"What does that matter?" exclaimed Biris in exasperation. "Show us the 
canvas-we'll figure it out for ourselves. We'll find the car, don't you 
\vorry . . . .  !" 

"But if I tell you it 's  one and the same canvas?" Stefan ra ised his voice. 
"Then why did you cal l  me?" I leana asked. "You told me you'd shmv me 

the car ."  
' ' I 'm going to  show it to  you , "Stefan i nsisted, "but only after I expla in 

what I painted before I painted the car. " 
"What a stubborn man he is !" came the voice from the next room again.  

"God really made a stubborn one this  t ime!" and he pounded fur iously on the 
wall several times with his fist. "Will  you show it to them , domnule, or shall I 
go call the porter?" 

"I can't show it to them , "  cried Stefa n ,  "because they don't know how to 
look at it !" 

"Then turn out the l ight and go to bed , "  the man shouted at the top of 
his lungs. "Because if you don't, I ' l l  call the porter!"  

Ileana had risen and gone to  the door, much amused. "Let's go, "  she 
whispered. "You can explai n i t  better on the street. " 

"Count me out ,"  said Biris i rritabily. ' 'I 'm going home. I 'm very 
tired . . . .  I 've walked al l  day. I went all the way to Cotroceni and I 'm very 
tired . . . .  " 
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3 
\\1iEN VADASTRA RETURNED HOME AFTER THE MEETING \\'ITII VOINEA EVERY

th ing around him-the furn i ture,  the l ight, the carpets-seemed wonderfu l ,  
enchanted . 

'Tm at Jassy now, draga , � I 'm establ ished at Jassy, " Voinca had sa id 
qu ickly with lowered gla nce. He no longer laughed with the insolence 
he had displayed a few years ago. He had grown fat and next to him the 
\\ Oman seemed th i n .  She had the timid a i r  of a provincial . 

" I  ha,·c a pharmacy there. It's her property. " He pointed to his 
,,·ifc .  "She's also a pharmacist. \\'c do the best wc can . Things haven 't 
been going too ,,cJ] recently. But as you also kno\\·, it's l ike that at 
fi rst. . . .  " 

Vadastra leaned back in the armcha ir  in front of his desk and smiled.  "A 
pharmacy at Jassy . . . .  We get along but it's rather hard . . . .  " Poor Voi nca ! 
How much he had been made to suffer in the past few years . . . .  

He remained motionless, staring vaca ntly.  \Vould Ford's answer be 
delayed much longer? he found h imself wondering. Two months prc
,· iously he had written to the famous manufacturer a long memoran
dum in which he had communicated his daring plans to control the 
public opinion of the entire world th rough an extremely secret associa
tion of Catholic and Protestant bishops , scholars of universal rcnmm , 
pol iticians and wri ters of a11 countries-an association which he offered 
to organize and lead. H i s  letter to Ford had been written in great secrecy 
and the address he gave was General Delivery. He acknowledged his 

• Literally "dear . "  In this  context "my dear fellow, " "my good man . "  

79 



own experience in the Secret Services but insisted especially on the 
worldwide importance th is organization could have. It would bring 
peace to mankind and would make the name of the American industri
alist immortal . For several years Vadastra had been preparing in the 
most minute detail a plan for secret establishments to be located in all 
the capitals of the world. Having read Ford's autobiography he \\'as 
certain that only with a considerable fortune and a great spirit of initia
tive could th is plan be successfully carried out. After he had hesi tated 
endlessly over the numerous rough drafts and mental outlines he had 
finally made a decision and had written to Ford. 

He did not doubt that  one day he would go up to the post office 
window with his usual question and the woman would look at him with 
puzzled curiosity and would say, "Yes, domnule, you do have a letter 
from America ! "  Not a muscle of h is face would move. He had l ong 
been anticipating th is event. Somewhat bored, he would simply frown, 
and say, "Oh , is that so! I thought there might be something more 
interesting. " Then very calmly he would put the letter in his pocket and 
continue to l ook into the faces of the women , as he always did when he 
found h imself in the large hall of the post office. And, sti l l  quite calmly, 
he would descend the steps, hesitating over which direction to take. 
Finally he would decide to head for the cere Militar,  walking in a 
leisurely manner, his expression one of complete unconcern. And 
then . . .  

He found it very hard to choose among so many enticing alterna
tives. Perhaps he would have to move to the United States, and in that 
case he would go to domnul Protopopescu's office and, l ighting a 
cigarette-something he had never done there (and in fact he seldom 
smoked at al l)-he would say, "I've been called to the United States. An 
important check has been put at my disposa l .  I t's a matter of a very 
delicate mission.  I can't tell you much about it ,  you understand . . . .  " 
Or if he remained in Bucharest he would be notified by some bank that 
an account had been opened in his name for, let's say, fifty mil l ion lei 
per year with the request that he be discreet and make checks payable 
only to persons of great reliabil ity.  "But where did you get so much 
money, Spiridon?" domnul Protopopescu would ask one day, 
humil ia ted tha t  he had not been able to find out through his own 
channels of information the i nexhaustible source of the checks. Va
dastra would l ook him in the eye, smil ing sarcastically.  He would puff on 
his cigarette and ask , "Hei, chief, do you sti l l  remember when you 
compla ined that I was a good-for-nothing who ate up the government's 
money? Well you see, I 've found others more perceptive than you , 
people who appreciate my talents. I can't tell you who they are, but 
you'll find out someday!" 
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And after that he would set to work. Fi rst a trip to America to meet 
Ford, in case he was not asked at  the outset to establ ish hi mself in the 
Uni ted States. Then he'd rent some elega n t  house in S osea , with 
modern fu rniture, a l ibrary, secretaries (all foreign, for correspondence 
with i l lustrious persons in other countries) .  He would appear rather 
rarely in society . From time to t ime he would ask to be invi ted to the 
reception of some embassy or to the Foreign Minister's ball . H e  would 
dress in very severe formal attire and condescend to speak only with the 
ministers. But even to them he could not talk of great th ings. H e  would 
always hide behind the same formula: "I am not authorized to say more 
to Your Excellency, but if I receive new i nstructions, I will ask Your 
Excellency to come to our office someday. But I beg you-1 even 
insist-be very, very discreet! The matter is one of utmost del i cacy!" 

Or so that he  could savor the surprise of his former friends and 
acquaintances , he would sometimes go to cat in the restaurants he had 
frequented for so many years. And with an air of b"oredom he would call 
the waiter. "Jeane,  draga , I 'm fed up with cosmopol i tan  menus that  
begin i nev itably with cav iar and end eternally with champagne. Draga , 
gi\·e us something Romanian , someth ing of our own . . . .  " Then , ad
justing his smoked monocle, he would l ook around with an air of 
pleasant wea riness touched \\ith melancholy. He would catch sight of 
an acquai ntance. ' ' H m\ arc you? . . .  Ah, draga , what about me? . . .  I 
shal l  tell you some other ti me. Projects , trips, a busy l ife, great respon
sibi l i ties .  But let me tell you I don't complain .  It's extremely interesting 
work; it  could have international consequences of the greatest i mpor
tance for t i S  Romanians and for all of Eu rope! Draga , ou r conti nent is 
too smal l !  \\'hat  Titulcscu docs at Geneva is i nteres ti ng, I don't deny, 
but it's insufficient.  The problem is much m ore vast; it  ca lls for a spirit 
of in itiative, of perspicacity ,  and discretion . . . .  And that's precisely why 
you must forgi\·c the fact that I can not tell you very much. You will 
understand too that my mission is laden with responsibil it ies .  It's not a 
matter of Romania only. The problem is infin i tely more vast. I a m  
gratified to ha\·e been entrusted with this mission because for years and 
years when you thought I was doing noth ing . . .  but forget it,  forget it !  
Besides , I don't blame you . You understand very well that I had· to 
mainta in  the greatest secrecy, and you had no way of knowing \vith 
whom I was working . . . .  Ali i can tell you is that th is mission has been 
entrusted to me by an internati onal organiza ti on . . . .  " 

Or if he saw a distinguished-looking woman enter the restaurant i n  
the midst o f  a group o f  well-dressed gentlemen , he would gaze at  her 
absently until  he observed the beautiful stranger leaning toward the ear 
of her companion at the table to i nquire about the gentleman with the 
dark monocle. Then he would a l low his glance to sl ip indifferently over 
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the whole group. " I n  my situation , "  he would say to the friend sitting 
beside him, "I can scarcely glance at a beautiful woman anymore 
without running into complications. Telephone calls, invitations to tea , 
and al l  the rest. You can imagine how discreet I have to be! . . .  " 

"A pharmacy at Jassy . . . .  We get along but it's rather hard. " Poor Voinca ! If 
he only realized what a l ife he leads! Just then he heard the elevator door 
open ing, a sound of footsteps , and next the brief excited laugh of a ,,·oman. 
He gave a start of surprise and strained his ears to l isten. For the first time 
since they had begun rooming together Baleanu was bringing a woman home 
with him!  She's probably one of those, thought Spiridon. He glanced at his 
"·atch: past midnight. 

On the following morning Vadastra lay in wait vainly for the unknown wo
man. Only once did the door to Baleanu's room open. Spiridon, who ,,·as 
wai ting for that moment so he could go out at the same time, pretended to be 
starting for the kitchen. His eyes fell  on the l ieutenant who was ready to lea,·e, 
and he stared at  h im in astonishment. 

"Arc you surprised to see me dressed this way?" asked Baleanu smil ing. 
"It's a regulation uniform . I'm on duty at my regiment today. I won't be home 
until tomorrow morning. So long!" 

As soon as he saw him leave Vadastra could restra in himself no longer. 
Sending the orderly to buy a package of cigarettes, he boldly entered Baleanu's · 
room. He carried several books, giving the impression that he had come to 
return the volumes .  In the doorway he paused, preparing to apologize, but a 
quick glance into al l  the corners convinced him that the room was empty. 
Disappointed , he set the books on the desk and began to search for traces of 
the visitor. I ndeed, a vague suggestion of a woman's perfume sti l l  l ingered in 
the room, and this irritated him still more. He looked under the pillo\\·s, drew 
back the bedspread, glanced under the bed and in the wardrobe, but he found 
no clue of any kind anywhere, not even a flo,,·er, a handkerchief, or a 
cigarette stub stained ,,·ith l ipstick. Vexed, he leafed through the German
Romanian dictionary and grammar that Baleanu always kept close at hand on 
a l i ttle table beside the bed. Here, too, there was not a letter, not a note, not 
even a visiting card . He heard the orderly coming in through the kitchen and 
with the books under his arm he left the room quickly.  When the orderly 
brought him the cigarettes Vadastra couldn't refrain from asking, "Listen , 
when did the lieutenant's girl friend leave?" 

The soldier looked at  Spiridon in surprise. "I know nothing, dom' Va
dastra . I didn't even know the l ieutenant had a "·oman with him . "  
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That morning Spi ridon wen t to the post office aga in .  He was startled 
when the woman held out an cm·cl opc to h i m ,  but he found it difficult to 
arrest a gesture of i rritation after looking at it. The letter was from his fa ther. 
He waited until d inner to open it, when he had finished ea ting the roast. "I 
must inform you about us, we arc wel l ,  in good heal th,  and we wish the same 
to you from the heart ,  as our old men say when they address their offspring in 
the mi l i tary scn·icc. "  H e  intends to be ironic,  Spiridon commented mentally,  
skimming over the l ines .  "I was i n  Bucharest again-the capital of Romania 
Mare-but I did not find you at the old address, wh ile at the new one-if it  
was correct-apparently we peasants don't  even ha\'e entrance to the back 
sta irs . . . .  " Etc. , etc. , etc. , Spi ridon thought, turning the pages in annoyance. 
Let's sec what he wants . . . .  "Soon I shall come to bring some business for 
Your Majesty-trouble \\·ith our land a t  Saracen i ,  and wi th a fine  i mposed on 
your sister. I should l ike for us to meet then, so that  we can talk to each other 
abou t our needs and difficulties. With the money you sen t us last month , I 
have repai red my jacket, I have paid a part of the taxes, and there was enough 
left for some better tobacco for me. But also I should greatly l ike to read some 
of the books - that,  from what I hear, appear in abundance in Bucharest, each 
one more beau tiful than the last . " I understand, concluded Spiridon as he 
folded the letter and put it  carefully in the upper pocket of his vest. Upon 
reaching home he proceeded to destroy i t ,  lest it be seen by someone ind is
creet. 

After lunch he retu rned to the post office and sent a money order for two 
thousand lei , giving h is address at the courthouse as usual . He began to be 
obsessed by the woman's mice that he had heard on the preceding nigh t. He 
couldn't u nderstand how she had managed to leave Balcanu's room without 
his learning abou t it .  Toward c\·cning h is cu riosi ty overcame him anew, and 
he returned home determ ined to search the l ieu tenan t's room once aga in .  On 
the way he had bought a ticket to a motion picture .  He gave i t  to the orderly, 
tell ing him he was expecting a visitor and that  it  would be better if he didn't  
come back before midnight and after tha t  to stay in the kitchen . Left alone, 
Spi ridon entered the l ieutenan t's room and started his search aga i n .  The 
windows had been standing open for a long time and al l  trace of the woman's 
perfu me had disappeared . Ne\-crthclcss Spiridon did not lose hope. He 
opened the  wardrobe but fou nd nothing unusual to  attract h i s  a ttention.  He 
began to search through the pockets of the mil i tary tu nic and trousers, but 
while rummaging a round he fou nd h imself suddenly excited , almost trem
bling with pleasure. He paused for a moment in fron t of the m irror. The 
tempta tion was very strong to put on the officer's uniform and go for a walk on 
the street. Making up his mind suddenly he pulled out the suit ,  turned off the 
l ight, and al though he knew that  the orderly had gone ou t he crept steal th i ly  
back into his own room. 

He did not dress in the tu nic alone bu t first he put on the pants .  They 
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gave him some difficulty since Balcanu was stockier than Vadastra and a l i ttle 
taller. Spiridon was forced to shorten the suspenders and pull the belt as 
tightly as he could. At last, rearranging his monocle and pull ing the cap down 
on his head , he looked at himself in the mirror. Unconsciously he breathed 
deeply several times and emitted a long sigh , not dari ng to take his eyes from 
the image in the mirror , the image that restored the ch ildhood dream of 
himself: imposing, martial , seductive. He frowned, raised his head higher and 
turned it slowly unti l the monocle disappeared almost completely. Out of the 
corner of his eye he follm,·ed h is reflection in the mirror, preening himself in 
the l ight of the lamp. Then abruptly he took off the cap, stepped back, and 
broke into a brief laugh , dry and rough . He laughed in an effort to master his 
emotion. U ncertain as to what to do he dropped into an easy chair  and 
stretched.  He admi red the mil i tary trousers and examined himself from head 
to foot, but gradually his excitement got the better of him again and he sprang 
to his feet. In haste he put the cap on and stood soberly before the mirror. He 
waited indecisively for a few moments with the fingers of his right hand 
pressed stiffly together, pausing in a position of attention. Finally he saluted 
himself. That gesture seemed to free h im from a burden that until then had 
made breath ing difficult. His  face l ighted up and he repeated the salute 
mechanically, perfecting his stance of attention , standing now very close to 
the mirror, now back in the middle of th e room. And then he became aware 
that he was taking several steps to the left, several to the right, and making an 
about-face. Each maneuver was more difficult than the last and was fol lowed 
by a solemn presentation in front of the mirror and a salute. 

Absent-mindedly Vadastra walked around the room for half an hour. He 
walked as he would \valk on the street, but  whenever he passed the mirror he  
saluted. Sometimes h is  salute was respectful and formally correct, a t  other 
times friendly, and at sti l l  other times it  was indifferent or even weary, given 
grudgingly. He was imagining that he was meeting superiors, comrades, and 
underlings on the street. He did not think for a single moment that his 
uniform, too large and with the shoulders drooping, would attract glances, 
nor that the black monocle might be suspect. From the moment of his first 
salute in front of the glass his decision had been made. He would go 
downsta irs and take a stroll dressed as an army officer. 

He had hardly stepped into the elevator when he began to feel anxiety. It 
was just eleven o'clock and he might be recognized by one of the neighbors. 
He removed his monocle quickly and hurried across the lobby with his head 
bent, preoccupied. Once he reached the street he set off with great strides 
toward the area of the sidewalk that was not so brightly l ighted . For some 
time he hesitated over which di rection to take, then he headed resolutely 
toward a taxi stand. It  was not until he found himself a few steps from the cab 
that he resumed his mil i tary air  and looked calmly around him.  
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The dri\·er \\·as dozing. Waking at the sou nd of Spi ridon's voice he 
turned around suddenly and said,  "At your service, domnule Capta i n ! "  Spir i 
don mechanically brought his  hand to h is cap .  

"Take me to  S osea, fcl )m,·! And there's no need to hurry. We've plenty of 
time!" The night was clear and not too hot. On bulevardul Lascar Catargiu 
near the Bratianu S ta tue the cro\\·ds st i l l  had not diminished.  Vadastra looked 
cal mly to right and left with an i ndescribable happiness bubbl ing in his sou l .  
A s  they approached a ne\\ SStand h e  signaled to the driver to stop . H e  h opped 
out nimbly and raising h is hand momentari ly to his  cap, he asked for a 
package of Regale cigarettes. H e  thought tha t  the \\·oman looked at h i m  
somewhat suspiciously b u t  h e  w a s  n o t  int imidated. He paid her, saluted 
aga i n ,  and returned to the cab, \\ h istl ing. 

"To Sosea , fel lm,·!" He lit a cigarette, chiefly for effect, and sprawled in a 
more comfortable position in the back seat .  When they reached Sosca he pa id 
the driver, saluted, and began to stroll a long the a\-enuc, fu ll  of confidence. 
He met almost no one, bu t if  he saw a couple approaching in the distance
and if the man \\·ere a ci\·i l ian-hc slackened his pace and regarded them 
provocatively, smil i ng. He started once \\·hen he heard behind him in the 
semidarkness the noise of spurs .  H is hand was readied for a salu te but it was 
only a police sergean t  who wal ked by wi thout seeing Spiridon. 

At midnigh t  he decided to go back. Only then did he notice that he  had 
walked a l ong \\·ay .  It took him twenty minutes to reach the piata Victoriei .  
Here the l ights frightened him. There were s till several groups of people 
wa i ting for trams,  and some drunks \\ ere s inging as they headed for the 
Filantropic .  Spiridon wa i ted a l i ttle wh ile to sec if  any army officers might be 
nearby, then set out in haste to\\·ard the taxi stand l oca ted on the other side of 
the piata. However, as he \\·as crossing the street a major got off a tram and 
Spiridon fou nd h imself unexpectedly face to face \vi th h im.  He fel t  a cold 
sweat break out all m·er his body, bu t he salu ted with such promptness tha t  the 
major was taken by su rprise. \\'hen Vadastra had passed, the major turned his  
head inquis i tivel} , and a t  the same moment Spiridon a lso turned to look at  
him.  :"Jot knowing wha t  else to do, he saluted aga in ,  his shoulders sagging 
weakly, and then hurried on.  He thought someone had started after h i m ,  and 
since he was afraid to run in the middle of the pia ta , he changed his  d irection 
and turned back across the street \\·ith the same zea l ,  heading toward the dark 
area from \\ hich he had come. He could still hear the footsteps beh i nd h im.  
When he reached the shadow of  the trees he  stopped a moment, looked a t  h i s  
watch , and then as i f  he  had jus t  noticed that he  was very late for an  i mportant  
appointment he set off on the  run.  As he fled he took off his  monocle, 
clu tching it nef\ ously in his fist .  He crossed several streets and did not stop 
until  he saw a couple coming toward h im.  The sound of footsteps had ceased. 
Somewhat tired and perspiring he continued on his way,  forcing himself to 

8 5  



control his respiration by keeping his mouth closed and breathing only 
through his nose. He walked back along the sosea Jianu and cli mbed into the 
fi rst taxi he met on the way. 

But as soon as he had found a refuge h is fear subsided and he began to 
laugh. What could he have done to me? he asked h imself. How could he 
have known who I am? I t  was more difficult for him to make up his mind to 
enter the apartment house. Dismissing the taxi on a nearby street he walked 
close to the walls without his monocle, glancing furtively at every shadow. 
The facade of the building where he l ived was bril l iantly il luminated by a 
street lamp. He wa ited on the corner for some time in case someone might be 
going i n ,  then he strode forward and opened the door nervously, his head 
bent. Once he reached his room he replaced his monocle and looked at 
himself triumphantly in the mirror. He smiled and saluted himself re
peatedly. Then very carefully he began to take off the tunic, searching in each 
pocket to be certa in he had not unwi ttingly overlooked something. He shook 
it thoroughly to remove the dust, straightened out the pants with care, 
brushed the cap. Then with a pleasant feeling of excitement he tiptoed 
barefoot into Baleanu's room , scarcely opening the door. He was shaking as 
he put everyth ing back in place. 

Next morning Spiridon awa ited the l i eutenant's return with some anx
iety. It was nearly eight o'clock when he heard him enter, and Baleanu went 
immediately to take a bath. Then he retired, commanding the orderly to 
awaken him at three in the afternoon. Vadastra left for town with a l ight heart. 
He only wondered now how he could find out from Baleanu, without arous
ing suspicion, the days when the l ieutenant was on duty with the regiment, so 
that he could plan ahead of time for his walks in the mil itary uniform. He 
intended to make a date with one of h is casual acquaintances-seamstress, 
mill iner, apprentice-to dine with her in a rather secluded tavern where he 
knew he would avoid the risk of being recognized or examined with too much 
SUSpiCIOn. 

He envisioned himself clearly and in precise detail strol l ing down the 
street on the arm of the girl , saluting right and left, and all the while continu
ing his monologue. 

"I imagine you're surprised to see me in uniform , "  he would say, 
"because you never would have suspected from my appearance what my 
true profession was. Even now you can't be informed about all of i t  
because-you understand why-1 can't reveal everything to  you . There 
are officers and officers, dear girl . You know most of them-the ones 
you see on the street who are so frivolous, \\·ith an eye for the girls. 
'Officers of the troop, '  as we cal l  them at  Headquarters. Some arc 
uneducated , devoid of ambition, preoccupied with petty things. But in 
addition to these an el ite exists, the bra in of the entire army. The whole 
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burden l ies on us .  \Ve make the secret plans, we're concerned wi th 
espionage and cou nterespionage. Some of us-a very few you under
stand, the most gifted-have extremely delicate assignments. Some
times not only our own l ives-th is would be nothing, what does one life 
count for?-but  also the existence of the whole nation, even the peace 
of Europe, hangs on such a m ission.  

" Naturally our missions impose upon us the greatest discretion.  
We two are walking now on the street as if noth ing could happen . And 
all at once I see passing in  front of me a certain man who signals me in 
such a way that  you can be sure I alone will see it .  On that signal m ight 
hang the l ife of some important personality in ou r nation.  I say migh t 
because as you understand I can't tell you more. This is just an exam
ple. It might be someth ing quite different-for instance, the capture of 
a dangerous spy, or a declaration of war, or the theft of a secret docu
ment, and so forth . . . .  Then at  the signal I should pretend that  I had 
suddenly remembered someth ing. I m ight, for instance, look at  my 
wa tch ,  or I might thumb through my date book to check an address or 
an a ppointment. This example is just so that  you'll u nderstand h ow 
th ings happen with us.  Then I 'd beg to be excused, tel l ing you some 
kind of lie, and I 'd disappear. Where, I can't tell you ,  but you couldn't 
conceive of the extraordinary places in which we ga ther, those few of us 
in the mil i ta ry counterintelligence . The real ity surpasses the i magina
tion by far, bel ieve me! There are instances when we don't even know 
one another, because each of us is the head of a special secret service 
and we come together only when there are grave and urgent questions to 
be resolved. But we are dressed in such a manner-! can't tell you 
more-that even if we kne\\ one another, we couldn't be recognized . 
Some change their voices, ,,·h ile others don't speak at all  but write what 
they have to say on a l i ttle tablet. They write of course in capital  letters 
so they won't gi\'e themscl\'es away . . . .  And so on ! 

"If you had any idea of the dangers that each of us has to pass 
through just to get to the meeting place! . . .  and the secrets we know! I t  
would be  enough for us just to  pronounce a few words and a man would 
di sappear-not just anyone, but an i mportant figure. Actually we few 
leaders really hold the desti ny of the country in our hands. The gov
ernment, the ministers, all  the dignitaries of whom you hear  talk  to the 
right and left or read about in the newspapers, they're noth ing but our 
instruments. Puppets, my dear girl ,  mere marionettes in  my hand or in  
the hand of  another of  our leaders! What does a government matter? If  
we wish,  I or one of the others, we can change it as easi ly  as you say 
'hello! '  The only th ing is that  no one knows us. We guide from the 
shadows. This is our strength . Even if someone should wish to do us 
harm he wouldn't know how to strike us because we're invisible. But 
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when we feel that  a min ister, or even a prime minister wants to harm 
us, we overthrow him immediately. People read the next day in the 
paper tha t  domnul So-and-so has resigned, but no one knows that h e  
was our victim!  And s o  forth . . . .  

"You wonder perhaps why I 'm walking with you right now when I 
could be going to the most elegant salon, and especially why I 'm tel l ing 
you all these important  th ings. First of all be assured that I haven't told 
you a thousandth part of our secrets, and al l  that  I 've told you is only an 
approximate example of how things happen in our l ife. And in the 
second place it wouldn't enter your head what my mission is at  th is very 
moment. Perhaps-! say perhaps just to give you an example-! have to 
be found on a certai n  day at  a certain hour on a certain street in 
expectation of a message of extreme importance. You have the impres
sion that we're going together to eat and you wonder why I've chosen 
this particular remote restaurant when we could be dining in the most 
elegant place or in a private room in Sosea. This is, let's say, your 
impression. In real i ty, to give you an example, I 've selected this street or 
this tavern because I'm expecting something-what,  I can't tell 
you . . . .  " 

For a long time Vadastra reviewed this fi lm of himself dressed as an officer 
walking with a girl friend, imagining the conversation that undoubtedly 
would have taken place. Ordinarily he abandoned h imself to these reveries 
only after a certain amount of resistance. Their del ights were too intoxicating. 
But th is time the events of the previous night justifi ed any fancies .  At the first 
opportunity when Baleanu would go to the regiment for the whole n ight, he 
would really make a date with one of the girls and they would go walking 
together until far into the nighttime! 

Only when they left the tra in at  the sta tion i n  Ulm one cool evening in late 
August was loana happy aga in .  At tha t  moment she forgot everyth ing and 
clung to Stefan .  She fel t  again as she had felt before-prior to the Big Scene. 

She had not been able to read that night when she was wa iting for him. 
She heard him openi ng the door at  two o'clock in the morning and she 
got out of bed quickly to meet h im.  

"What happened?" she  asked fearfully. "What happened to  you?" 
Stefan l ooked at her absently, making an effort to smile.  His skin 

looked sallow and he appeared to be extremely t ired. He passed by 
without kissing her and dropped into an easy chair. 
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"What's happened?" J oana inquired aga in ,  going to him a nd tak
ing his hand. 

"Have you read Via ta Romaneasca ? "  asked Stefan with difficulty.  
"Do you ever read Viata Romaneasca ? "  

"!\'ow a n d  then . B u t  why do you ask? What's happened?" 
"He knc\\ Anisic too. H e 's also met h im . "  S tefan forced h imself to 

smile.  " H e's the prototype, he creates the model . I don't do anyth ing 
but walk in  his tracks. I imi tate h i m .  I model myself after him . . . .  " 

J oana sat down beside h i m  on the arm of th e chair ,  putting her arm 
around his shoulders. "Oh , Stefan!" she whispered, "Stefan!"  

"Like that  t ime on the street , "  he continued with the same forced 
smile.  "If he hadn't existed , my existence too would ha,·c been dif
ferent. . . .  " 

H olding him close J oana tried to make h i m  stop talking but Stefan 
gently freed himself and started aga in .  

"Any man's l ife i s  i n  a large measure the  work of  chance, but  i t's 
not a matter of chance in our case. \\'c didn't meet each other by 
chance in the way that c\·crybody else docs . You confused me with h im,  
and Anisic probably d id  the same thing. You confused me with some
one you already lm·cd . . . .  " 

"That's not true!"  cried Joana standing up.  " I 've told you so many 
times , i t's not true !"  

"And Anisi c , "  Stefan continued ,  "he probably confused me with 
someone he knew already,  someone '' ith "·hom he had once con
versed , and \vith whom he got al ong well enough to be able to reveal 
h i mself . . . .  " 

"I t's not true !"  Joana interrupted , real iz ing that she could no 
longer a\·oid the Big S cene. " I  never lm-cd him the way I loved you , 
once I'd seen you . "  

"But that's just the tragedy of i t , "  said S tefa n ,  his voice strangely 
cal m .  "You didn't  sec me, you sa'' h im.  I t  wasn't a coup de {oudre but a 
case of mistaken identity. Why ,,·on't you understand? I didn't exist for 
you and I \\ Ouldn't  exist C\Tn now if it hadn't been for h i m .  If you'd 
seen me before you knew h i m ,  you \muldn't have noticed me . . . .  " 

"But then you ,,·mddn't ha,·c noticed me e i ther , "  J oana i n terrupted 
aga in  with restraint .  

Baffled , Stefan stared at  h er. "That's true ,"  he sa id finally.  "And 
that's just as serious. This means that our lm-c and our l ife together arc 
fou nded on an ambigui ty .  \\'c \\"Otddn't have been brought together if  it 
hadn't been for a confusion .  We'd have passed right by, perhaps without 
even looking at each other. \Vc never would have met ,  we wouldn't 
ha\T Jo,·cd each other. . . .  " 

" H ow do you kno,,·? H ow do you knO\\ we never would have met?" 
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And seeing that he was silent she held him in her arms again,  
frightened. "My darling, my darl ing," she whispered. "''d have 
searched to the end of the earth until I found you !"  

" If  he  hadn't existed you wouldn't have known how to  recognize 
me," Stefan said, suddenly becoming animated. "In order to be able to 
love me you needed a model , of which I was a more or less perfect copy. 
If only we had been different!" He was almost whispering. "If only we 
had been as different physically as we arc in  mind and spi rit! But as it is I 
always feel gu ilty toward him,  as if I had forged a signature and received 
an inheritance that was his,  not mine . . . .  " 

"Be quiet! " cried Joana terrifi ed.  "Be quiet! You'll drive me in
sane!" She burst into tears, drooping l imply on the arm of the chair. 
Stefan began to stroke her hair wearily, absently. 

"And yet I love you very much ," he whispered at length . "I love 
you much more than the other. . . .  " 

Ioana started and raised her head abruptly.  
"I met her last year ,"  Stefan continued without looking at her, 

"and I thought I could l ove you both just as you also l oved each of us, 
Partcnic and me, equally.  But i t's i mpossible for me. I love you much 
more . . . .  Sometimes I think I 'm in love with her, but I soon real ize 
that I'm not, that it  only seems that  way. I t  seems so to me because I 
want a miracle to happen. I want to love a great many people in the way 
that the saints do, with a love as strong as my love for you . But I 
can't. . . .  I can't love anyone but you ! . . .  " 

Ioana had hoped vainly to find out more that night, the next 
morning, during the days that foll owed. "She's a girl I met last year ,"  
Stefan would answer. "But I can't l ove her, I can't l ove anyone but 
you . "  And one day he had added, "You've been more fortunate than I .  
Y ou'vc been able to l ove two men at the same time."  Ioana had stared at 
him for a long while. Sadness fil led her eyes, and weariness. She had 
wanted to respond but she fel t  exhausted, almost indifferent .  Then all at 
once she realized what a fai lur e  the Big Scene had been. It was even 
grotesque. She had not been able to control herself. She had not had 
time to say al l  those th ings she had prepared for years in advance. She 
had begun to cry too soon. In the Big Scene as she had repeated it 
mentally innumerable times she was supposed to burst into tears much 
later. But after that night everyth ing seemed futile and without mean
ing. Throughout her entire being only an indefinable lassitude re
mained,  an unnamed wasteland. She felt that something deep with in 
her had been shaken, something around her had changed, but what it  
was she did not know. 

"Here on th is foreign soi l , "  Stefan had told her in Yugoslavia, "I 
know that  you're mine alone. In Romania there arc places you 
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en joyed before you met me, places we haven't seen together. But 
here the fi rst step you take on these streets is at  my side. " 

She l iked to hear h im speak to her in this way, yet someth ing 
deep i nside remained passive and inert. I t  was only when they had 
crossed the Swiss frontier, when she knew that they were ap
proaching U l m ,  that she began to recover. We've reached U l m !  
she thought, repeating the words over and over t o  herself a s  if  she 
could not quite bel i eve it .  

When she was a l i ttle girl her mother once showed her an albu m of 
picture postcards . l oana put her small hand fi rst on one card then on 
another, asking what each one was. "Ulm , "  her mother answered after 
one such request,  and this name was the only one that  she remembered 
later. She did not understand \\·hy. Uncle Liv iu ,  her father's brother 
and the only wealthy member of the family,  had been to Ulm once. H e  
died when s h e  was three, s o  she had never known him.  l oana's father 
was a history teacher at  the liceu for boys in Targoviste, and his sisters 
had stayed in Ardeal , where the elder had married a notary and the 
other a priest in  a vil lage ncar Sibiu. Uncle Liviu had studied engineer
ing in Germany, returned to Romania ,  and had set up a refi nery at 
Campina. When he was still qu ite young he had been kil led in an 
accident. After his death loana's father inherited enough money to buy 
a \'i ncyard ncar  Targm·istc; and a few years la ter, when he was trans
ferred to a liceu in Bucharest, he bought a house in the Cotroceni 
section .  "What city in the \\·orld would you l ike most to live in?"  This 
was the popular game at  the Regina Maria Liceu when l oana went there 
that fall  The other girls answered , "Paris , "  "Venice, "  " Naples , "  "Bom
bay. " loana 's response was ah\·ays " U im . "  "But why?" they asked her. 
"The tallest cathedral in  Germany is a t  U l m , "  was her prompt reply, yet 
she knew very well that it was not for this reason that she would l ike to 
l ive there. 

To correspond with a girl in Ulm who would invite her there to 
spend a summer vacation was l oa na's dream during the fi rst year of 
liceu . Tha t  was why she enjoyed studying German.  Then one day she 
met Dan ,  the brother of Stella Ciuceanu,  who sat next to her in the 
fou rth class. Dan was in the sixth .  He was a poet. He publ ished verses in  
provincial reviews and sometimes Stella  brought the  magazines to 
school to show them to Ioana . Often l oana thought she recognized 
herself i n  those sweet and sol i tary gi rls of whom Dan sang. This was 
especially true of a poem that began "You walk, melancholy, in an old 
German town . . . .  " " It's U l m ! "  she had excla imed, and fel t  h er heart 
l eap.  She wanted to ask him about i t  the next time they met ,  but that 
day Dan was talking about The Girlhood of Melania ,  the novel of a 
young wri ter, Ciru Partenie. 
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"What an odd name, Ciru ," J oana had sa id. "I 've never heard of 
such a name before-Ciru !" And The Girlhood of Melania was not at all 
l ike anyth ing that she had read before either. I t  was a s imple story, yet 
strange and disturbing. It haunted her. J oana fel t  that she was already in 
love, that only a love l ike the one in  The Girlhood of Melania deserves 
to be l ived, that only a woman l ike Melania could know true love. She 
had been particularly disturbed by the way the novel began .  One morn
ing a young man entered a girls' primary school in a town on the banks 
of the Danube. "I  want to consult the catalogues of eighteen and nine
teen years ago, " he said.  "I want to find out about a girl who studied 
here at that time. Her name was Melania . . . .  " That was the way the 
novel began.  "No, I didn't know her ,"  he said. "A good friend of mine 
who is now i l l  at Davos asked me to inquire about this girl, Melania. He 
doesn't remember the name of her family anymore. All  he knows is that 
her first name is Melania.  No, I don't know anyone in the city. I arrived 
this morning and came directly here to the school from the station. I 
want to leave by rai l  tonight. There's a train at five of nine . . . .  " 

"There's a train a t  five of nine" had become the customary expres
sion at Regina Maria when one of the girls wanted to say that there was 
nothing more to be done, that it was vain to hope for something else, 
that a situation had been definitely decided. "Rien ne va plus!" was what 
J oana had heard the croupiers shouting at  the casino at  S inaia sometime 
later. This means that there's a train at  five of nine, she had interpreted 
mental ly. It means that there's nothing more to be done. Les jeux sont 
faits! Sebastian, the hero of The Girlhood of Melania, had not been able 
to catch the evening tra in at five of n ine. 

She had been in Sinaia the summer after she had taken her bac
calaureate. She knew then that she l oved Ciru Partenie. In the fol low
ing autumn she would enroll at the Faculty of Letters. During that same 
summer at Sinaia doamna Bologa received the first proposal of marriage 
for J oana. It was from a medical officer, a capta in ,  who wanted to set up 
a practice in the fall  in Bucharest. "It is better for the health this way, 
dear lady," J oana heard him say on the veranda . "Seventeen to eighteen 
is the ideal age for marriage. What does she need of more studies? She's 
not a poor girl who has to work for a l iving. If I open an office in 
Cotroceni ,  I ' l l  be assured of a clientele. " "The captain  covets our 
house, "  old dom nul Bologa said that evening, smiling placidly. "That's 
why you must decide quickly. He wants to open an office in Cotro
cen i . "  "It's useless to ask me," J oana had answered. ' ' I 'm enrolling at 
the University. I don't care what the captain's hopes are . . . .  " (He had 
sa id on leaving. "I hope that domnisoara Bologa will change her 
m ind. ") But mentally Joana had added, There's a train  at five of 
nme . . . .  
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She had read and reread all Partcnie's books. She read constantly. 
I n  the Seminar on Romanian Literature she probably had read more 
than any other. But she ,,·as t imid and it was d ifficult for her to fi nd 
\mrds ,,·hen she had to speak extemporaneously. She fel t  sure of herself 
only when she had prepared the assignments at home for the seminar 
and had written them out. One day she presented a paper about the 
female characters i n  Partcnie's works. When the professor's assista nt 
stood up and began to criticize i t ,  Ioana shuddered . Her whole i nterpre
tati on,  sa id the assistant ,  was wrong because she had disregarded the 
influence of Hamsun and Rilkc on the author. " H is women,  beginning 
with Melan ia ,  show the effect of his reading of Hamsu n and Rilke
rcad to be sure in French translation because, as he  has admitted i n  an 
interview, i t's the  only  foreign language he  knows. But  all  his  works arc 
i nspired by Teutonic motifs . . . .  " 

"You walk,  melancholy, i n  an old German town . . . .  " loana had 
remembered Dan's poem. Later, when she knew Partcnie, she asked 
hiril once who his favorite \nitcrs ,,·ere. "There arc so many that I 
couldn' t  l ist them a l l , "  he had repl ied. "What abou t Hamsun and 
Ri lkc?" "Y cs , those, and others greater than they. " " Would you l ike to 
li,·e in Ulm?" luana asked him unexpectedly, looking in his eyes . "In 
Ulm?" he had responded in astonishment. "That doesn't make sense. 
\\'hy in Ulm?" "The tal lest cathedral in Germany is there,"  Ioana said 
quickly. "But i t's not only that .  I t  seems to be very, very beautifu l .  My 
dream is to be able to go to Ulm some day . . . .  " "Fortunatel y , "  Partcnie 
had sa id,  smi l ing, "You\·c chosen a dream that's very easi ly 
realized . . . .  " 

"Of cou rse the fi rst place \\-c'll go is to U l m , "  Ciru had said on the 
night of their engagement. He had been ncn·ous and out of sorts all 
evening. This was only the th ird t ime that he had visited her at  her 
home i n  Cotroceni .  The fi rst t ime he came he had sa id to doam na 
Baloga abruptly, "I should l ike to inform you of someth ing, and I don't 
dare anticipate your reaction. I oana and I have decided to get married. 
I've come to ask for your consent. . . .  " The second time he had been 
i m·itcd to d inner. On the evening of thei r engagement domnul Baloga 
tried occasionally to talk with h im,  bu t Ciru l istened for a few moments 
absently,  nodding his head,  then turned to speak to Ioana .  No one but 
the two of them knew that they were going to become formally engaged 
that eveni ng. They had brought the wedding rings , and shortly after 
Partcnic arri,·ed several bottles of i ced champagne ,,·ere delivered to the 
door. Then they had annou nced i t. "We're engaged !"  Doamna Bologa 
began to cry. Probably i t  was this that upset Ciru;  l oana said to herself. 
She sa\\ that  he had become silent, smoking cigarette after cigarette, 
and he stared fixedly at them one after the other, looking almost stern. 
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He seemed to be making a great effort to recognize them. They decided 
to have the wedding six weeks later, just before vacation. "Of course 
\\·e'll  go to Ulm first, "  Partenie kept saying. "But I ' l l  let you do al l  the 
talking. I don't know any German . . . .  " 

H er honeymoon with Stefan had been to I taly. "You'll go to Ulm 
another time, " doamna Bologa had consoled her. "You have plenty of 
time. You're young. You'll be travel ing all your l ife. " 

It had become completely dark by the time they reached the back of the 
cathedra l .  They caught sight of a number of stained glass windows l ighted 
from \\·ith in.  As they approached they heard strains of organ music coming to 
them very softly from a source that seemed to be a great mystery. 

"Let's not go on,"  Stefan said. "It's nicer here. " 
"It  seems as though it's being played for people of another age ,"  whis

pered I oana, deeply moved. "Maybe \\·e shouldn't l isten. We might be com
mitting a sin . "  

For a long time Stefan had noticed that J oana's repl ies sometimes corre
sponded with his own thoughts to a remarkable degree. The organist did 
indeed seem to be playing for people of another age. 

"I hope you'll stop at Nuremberg , "  Biris had said to them before they 
left. "Forget about the Black Forest, Ulm, Heidelberg, and the castles of 
the Rhine Valley. These arc all from another age. You need to bathe in 
contemporary history to wake yourselves up!  Go to Nuremberg, go to 
Berlin to real ize what sauce we'll be eating tomorrow, to l ook at history 
on the march . But after a l l  why Ulm?" he had asked them. "It's J oana's 
dream,  a dream of hers since childhood , "  Stefan had said, "and I want 
to make it come true. " Biris had begun to laugh . "You should sever 
yourself from childhood dreams, "  he had said. Ever since that night in 
Stefan's room Biris's crude tormenting jokes had not lessened. He called 
Stefan's painting Le chef d'oeuvre inconnu,  and he described it as he 
imagined it .  "A canvas covered to the saturation point with all kinds of 
colors in which one can no longer distinguish anything. Only your eye, 
which has grown accustomed to the supernatural light of the room 
Samba, can decipher the l ost myths of childhood in that multicol ored 
mess! Better go to Nuremberg , "  he added , "so you can see how myths 
are being motorized in our day . . . .  " 

"\\'e'd better go now, " J oana whispered. "\Ve might be commi tting some 
sin . "  
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A few steps away on one side of the cathedral there was an ale house. 
They \\"Cnt inside. Stefan l iked it from the start. I t  too was from another age, at 
least from the time of h is grandfather. Swept by a feel ing of melancholy 
happiness Ioana had the i mpression that  she was l istening to the story of 
her own dream told by another. She heard Stefan talking about the man with 
the th ick mustache l ike the Kaiser's, the one whose sleeves were rolled up and 
,,·ho sighed from tim e  to time i nto h is m ug of beer. "He looks l ike Tazlaoanu,  
the tenant of our  vineyard a t  Ramnicul Sa rat. " 

He began to relate an i ncident concerning Tazlaoanu,  but he stopped 
with a puzzled frmm after a few moments .  A young man from a neighboring 
table had stood up and was a pproaching them. H is face seemed rather familiar 
but Stefan could not place h i m .  

" Excuse m e , "  h e  sa id.  "I heard you speaking Romanian a n d  I even have 
the impression that  \\·c've met; this past year on the tra in ,  if I 'm not m istaken . 
Professor Antim was there too . . . .  " H e  i ntroduced h i mself very properly. H is 
name was loach im Teodorescu , and he had come to Germany to study 
archeol ogy. He had not encountered a Romanian for a long time and he 
asked permission to stay a t  their table for a moment.  Stefan i nvited him to sit  
down, hiding his annoyance ,,·ith difficulty.  Joana looked at  him in despera
tion, \\'Ofdlessly i mploring h i m  not to accept the invitation but j ust to disap
pear. She had recognized him instantly. He ,,·as the young man wi th the dark 
blue eyes that  \\ ere fixed on Stefan in the tra in last summer ,,·hen they went to 
Predea l ,  the youth ,,·ith whom Professor Antim had talked steadily. But 
J oachim Teodorescu did not notice anyth ing and sat dmm \\ ith delighted 
gratitude. 

"\\'hen I heard someone speak Romanian,"  he told them, "I wondered 
\\ ho it could be. 1'\ot many Romanians stop here at Ulm.  I t's a beautiful c i ty 
but there arc so many other beautiful  cities i n  Germany . . . .  Actually, what 
" as i t  that made you come here? . . .  " 

He heard the elevator stop at their  floor, then the sound of Balcanu's 
footsteps, follm,·cd by some very indistinct wh ispering. Spiridon Yadastra 
turned off the lamp on his desk so they would not see a l ight under h is door 
'' hen they came i n .  He tiptoed to the \\·a l l .  There was no doubt about it,  a 
woman was with the l ieutenant. H e  could tell by her step. Spiridon held h is 
breath . H e  heard Balcanu \\·h isper, "Wait until I turn on the l ight, so you 
won't stumble O\'er something. " Yadastra remained expectantly near the wal l ,  
not knm,·ing what to  do.  I t  would be impossible to  go to  bed, yet on the other 
hand he did not dare to l ight the lamp and start to work aga i n  for fear of 
a ttracting atten tion . At last he made up his mind to wa it  there in the darkness, 
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but after about an hour he became bored. He pressed the l ight switch and 
went down the hall to the bathroom , walking natura l ly  as if he had just got out 
of bed. There was no sound of voices as he passed Baleanu's room. The lamp 
was not burning and this fact baffled him.  He had expected to see a l ight 
under the door. Then he would have cried out, "What, haven't you gone to 
bed yet, boierule?"* But since he had no such pretext he could say nothing. 
He returned to his room walking heavily in his house slippers. Chewing his 
nails in irritation he waited a l ittle longer, but finally he undressed and 
stretched out on the bed, determined not to fal l  asleep. 

Nevertheless drowsiness overcame him after half an hour. He did not 
realize how long he had slept and he awoke in a panic.  He looked at the 
luminous dial of his watch, which he had placed on the l i ttle table beside his 
bed. It  was a quarter to four.  Just then he heard someone open the door of the 
l ieutenant's room. Excitedly he got out of bed and went aga in  to the wal l .  He 
heard them walk along the hall and this t ime they did not take so many 
precau tions. Baleanu whispered something to the woman , but in spite of all 
h is efforts Spiridon could not catch the sense of the words. When the l ieuten
ant opened the entry door, Yadastra could restra in himself no longer. Taking 
a step back toward the bed he cal led out, "Who's there? Who is it?" 

The l ieutenant hesitated a moment, but when he heard Yadastra repeat 
his question as he fumbled to find h is doorknob, he answered, "Don't be 
alarmed .  I t's 1 . "  

"But who arc you talking to?" asked Yadastra, not daring to appear i n  his 
pa jamas. 

"I wasn't talking to anyone. You're m istaken . "  The l ieutenant opened 
the entry door and pulled the woman after him.  A few moments later Ya
dastra heard the elevator descending. He thought Baleanu had gone with her 
simply to escort her downstairs, but after waiting for ten minutes close to the 
wall he became aware of h is error and went back to bed. He was sorry now 
that he had not dashed into the hall and surprised them. Disappointed, he let 
himself fal l  asleep and did not hear the l ieutenant when he returned later i n  
the morning. 

The next day Baleanu came looking for Spiridon in his room . "You were 
rather frightened last night," he began with a big mysterious smile.  "N"ow I can 
tell you . You weren't mistaken. I wasn't alone. I was with a woman. " 

"Oh?" inquired Spiridon, pretending to be surprised . 
"It's not what you th ink," said Baleanu defensively. "She's not one of 

those women. You know what I mean. She's married . I 've l oved her for a long 
time. To tell you the truth we love each other. It's really a pure love, I assure 
you . I want her to get a divorce, to separate from her husband, bu t she keeps 
putting it off. I t's especial ly  hard for her because she's from a very good family 
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and her husband is a rich man. And I mean very rich . He's in oi l ,  and he has 
factories too , although she herself isn't from a wealthy family.  With my pay as 
a l ieutenant . . .  You understand. Perhaps later on . . .  " 

H e  stopped abruptly, choked by his great emotion, a nd drew deeply on 
his cigarette. 

"Ei ,  my congratulations !"  Vadastra exclaimed ,  not knowing what else to 
say. "But when did you meet her?" 

"''ve known her for a l ong time. I didn't dare tel l  her ,  you know, that I 
love her. I went to her house often ,  especially since her husband spends most 
of h is time at  Ploiesti or Campina.  But I didn't tell her. I wanted to see first if 
she felt the same way about me. I real ized , by h er glances and by the way she 
spoke to me, that she loved me. Then I told her. She told me, too. And, you 
know, I 've persuaded her to come here to my place when her husband's away 
on business. It's safer that way . . . .  " 

" Does she know anything about me?" asked Spiridon, suddenly excited . 
"Why not? I told her everyth i ng, from the beginning. Who you are, 

what abil ities you have, etc. I assure you , I spoke of you as a friend. "  
"Thank you very much . "  Spiridon moistened his l ips. " I  bel i eve you 

gave her a good i mpression of me. Did you tell her what connections I have, 
about the good fami l ies I go around with , about my intellectual preoccupa
tions?" 

Delighted that the d iscussion was no longer concerned with the visitor of 
the night before, the l ieutenant revealed to Spiridon all that he had said about 
h im,  even from the time before he had confessed his l ove. He had told her 
that Vadastra ,,·as a man who sees the world i n  a different way from the rest of 
mankind, who has different interests and a vast learning, a great capacity to 
work-he is able to do many th ings , avocations, philosophy, poli tics . . . .  

"You told her th is?" Spiridon whispered , with a shiver. "And what did 
she say?" 

"She knO\\·s you now better than you could imagine, " said the l ieutenant 
fi rmly, "seeing that I talk  about you all  the time. " 

"Yes , but she doesn't know what I look al ike , "  Spiridon interrupted with 
a note of regret in his voice. 

"She'll  meet you someday. Later on,  because now she's embarrassed. I t  
wasn't easy for her to admit she l oves me and to come at n ight to my place. " 

"Is she beautiful?" inquired Spiridon. 
The l ieutenant gave h i m  a long serious l ook. H e  dropped h is gla nce and 

seemed to be speaking to h imself. "She's the most beautiful  woman i n  
Bucharest! " 

Overcome, Vadastra could not refrain from sigh ing. "Bravo!  I congratu
late you with all my heart ! "  

Baleanu , however, seemed preoccupied. H e  l i t  a cigarette a n d  made an 
effort to smile aga in .  Spiridon regarded h im very intently. 
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The lieutenant said gravely, "All the same, even though we love each 
other, th is is adul tery, i t's a sin . "  

"What difference docs that make?" Spiridon interrupted nervously. 
"Who pays any attention to such nonsense nowadays? If her husband neglects 
her . . .  " 

"Of course he neglects her , "  Baleanu said, "but such is his l i fe-always 
at Campina, at Ploiesti , in foreign countries . . . .  One doesn't acquire a for
tune of close to hundred mil l ion by staying home all the time!" 

"How much did you say he has?" cried Vadastra springing up from the 
chair. "A hundred mil l ion?" 

"Maybe not quite that much , but almost. He has I don't know how many 
parcels of land at  Campina,  which are j ust now beginning to be developed, 
plus stocks, plus being on the boards of di rectors of I don't know how many 
companies . . . .  " 

"A hundred mil l ion!" Vadastra kept repeating over and over. "Do you 
hear that, man ,  a hundred mil l ion!" All at once he felt overwhelmed with 
hatred and he began to pace the floor in a rage. "How is i t  possible for an 
ordinary man to have a hundred mill ion?" he exclaimed indignantly.  

"He's not ordinary, " Baleanu defended the man soberly. "He's clever 
and able and he had good luck with an uncle who bought the parcels of land 
before the war and left them to him in his will. Then too, he works from 
morning till night. " 

"But think how many other people work, and what do they get for i t? 
And capable men too who have an ideal in l i fe, not just to be mil l ionai res . . . .  
What does he do with so much money? What does he use his mil l ions for? 
Man, if I had his money, what wouldn't I do!"  

"It's not so easy as  you th ink,"  said Baleanu. "You have to keep youself 
occupied with you r  mil l ions. A fortune doesn't come to you all by itself! And 
then too don't think that a man as rich as he is l ives better than we do. He has 
many more cares than we, and bes ides th is,  others l ive off his money. There 
are all sorts of benevolent societies and i nstitutions and I don't know what else 
that come to him continually asking for support. " 

"What does that mean,  benevolent societies?" Spiridon exclaimed, 
exasperated. "A pretext, in order to avoid saying you don't want to help other 
people. For instance, if I should come to him and tell him my plans, do you 
think he'd give me ten or fifteen mil l ion?" 

"That's rather a lot, " the l ieutenant said , smiling. "I've heard that  he 
gives scholarships to some students in the vil lages where his lands are, but 
they're small sums . "  

"And I can well bel ieve it! A charity of a few thousand lei per month!  He 
wouldn't find the money for a great work, for a capable man with bold 
plans . . . .  " 

He paused briefly then added, "Oh let's drop it. Maybe the wheel will 
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turn eventually, and maybe someday I too will find the money I need to put 
my plans into operation.  Then I'll show them , those gentlemen , and I'll teach 
them all a lesson! It's noth ing. I 've waited and I can wait l onger. But someday 
my chance will come too!  Then you'll see all  of them bowing down to me, 
offering me mil l ions to forgi\"C them .  But I won't forgive them, not one. 
Listen, man, a hundred mil l ion!  And if I should ask for fifty or sixty mil l i on,  
he'd say I was crazy. And what great th i ngs I 'd d o  with that money. Great 
things, unique things, that everybody would talk about-not such things as oil 
\\-el ls and refineries ! "  

Suddenly he stopped , worn out, with an i nfinite sense o f  l onging in his 
heart. This man next to him kno\\'S a mil l ionaire,  the master of a fortune of a 
hundred mi l l ion lei .  And i nstead of introducing them , i nstead of trying to 
convince h im of Vadastra's \\ orth , i nstead of asking the mi l l ionaire to help 
him borrow an important sum-th is man, h is so-called friend, is content \\·ith 
a love affa i r  that will lead to a fatal rupture of relations with the possessor of all 
that money! No one wants to help him! On the contrary if  they could they 
would put obstacles in his way for the sole purpose of robbing him of fame, of 
preventing him from real izing his plans. Like domnul Protopopcscu , for in
stance. But nc\·cr mind . . . .  It's noth ing . . . .  

"It's nothing, " he  resumed i n  a l ow serious voice, gazing at the f1 oor. 
"Some day my chance will  come too and then I 'll kno\\' whom to thank and 
on whom to take revenge. \\'hen others arc wallowing in their mi l l ions 
someone l ike me, rising through work and \\' i l lpower, has to appeal to for
eigners to be understood and helped . . . .  " 

A moment later he regretted that he had betrayed, even only partial ly,  
his great secret. The l ieutenant had been l istening with wonder and curi osity, 
but he had not interrupted nor asked for explanations. 

"Ei ,  but it's not important !"  Spiridon exclaimed deliberately changing 
his tone. "These arc personal matters. I 'm sorry I interrupted you . . . .  And 
you say she's beautifu l ,  eh ?" 

Pensi\'C, the l ieutenant nodded his head.  He found h imself no l onger in 
the mood for revelations. 

"Ei,  bra\'(J! I'm glad , "  Vadastra began aga in ,  seeking to re-establ ish the 
tone of the beginning of the com-crsation . "I too understand lm'C. A woman 
who appreciates you , who real izes that you are somebody-a distinguished 
man, a man of character and not an ordi nary person. Such a woman would 
be just the one for me, too--a woman of distinction \\·ho l oved me, who 
real ized . . .  " 

H e  broke off \\·ith the recollection that on numerous occasi ons he had 
confessed his adventures to the l ieutenant-experiences with women of h igh 
society. The regret with which he spoke now could put him i n  an unfavorable 
l ight. He reversed his position and continued in a m ore matter-of-fact voice. 

"But of course 1 \-c met plenty of distinguished women i n  my l i fetime. 
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There was one in particular, a remarkable woman-l've told you about her. 
She's been here, in th is apartment. She loved me and I can say that she sti l l  
loves me. She even loves me very much . Not because I 'm handsome or 
anything of that  sort, but she loves me for my personal i ty ,  my character-in 
the last analysis, because I'm different from other people. She's a woman who 
truly understands me, and she's aware that I'm somebody. But anyho\\ I don't 
l ike the l i fe she l ived before she knew me. She's very rich and comes from an 
extremely good family, perhaps the best in Romania,  and she's asked me
even begged me-to marry her. But I didn't want to. Marriage is a serious 
thing. In my case, I mean. I 'm not an ordinary person, one who marries for 
money or for love. I want a wife who knows who I am, one who'll never look 
at  another man again .  For this reason I didn't want to take her as my wife. I 
didn't l ike the kind of l ife she led before she knew me . . . .  " 

The l ieutenant l istened thoughtfully. After a while he real ized that he 
should have gone some time ago, and he stood up in  embarrassment, without 
knowing how to excuse himself and leave. 

" I t' l l  be hard for you to recognize me, you'll sec !"  he repeated with ani ma
tion. "Don't insist that I tell you more, because I can't, but you'll sec tomor
row. Be on time, don't keep me waiting, because I'll not be able to wai t .  
You'll understand why tomorrow evening . . . .  " 

They had a date at nine-th i rty on the corner of sosea Bonaparte. An hour 
earlier he sent the orderly to the cinema ,  tel l ing him not to come home before 
midnight. \Vhen the man had gone, Vadastra entered Baleanu's room and 
headed straight for the wardrobe. He had a bit of excitement when he pulled 
on the door handle. It seemed to be locked, but it was only stuck and he made 
a mental note of th is detail to be sure that he left the door stuck when he 
returned the u niform. Then taking the clothes in his arms he went to his own 
room and put them on, whistling. He did not once glance at himself in the 
mirror because he had taken off his monocle, and he disliked seeing his face 
without it ,  especially in the l ight of the lamp. The unnatural sparkle of his 
glass eye gave the impression that  the other eye, the healthy one, was dim and 
without l i fe .  When he had finished dressing he approached the mirror, put 
the monocle in place with meticulous care, and standing at attention he 
saluted. Since he was not wearing the cap his fingers touched h is temple and 
the gesture seemed strange to him. H e  dropped his hand quickly and stepped 
closer to the mirror, looking at himself in wonder. He was indeed another 
man. The bony irregularity of his face was adorned by the precise and youth
ful line of the mustache, freshly trimmed by the barber. H is dark monocle 
introduced an improbable accent into the configuration of hard and com-
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monplace contours of his face. This evening his hair was not combed down 
over his narrow forehead as usual and it gave added height to a visage that was 
al ready l ong enough.  Sti l l ,  the appearance of morose seriousness that was 
generally Spi ridon's was dimi nished by this change. 

"Lieutenant Vadastra ! "  he pronounced solemnly, following the 
movements of his lips in the mirror. "Lieutenant Spiridon Vasilescu-Vadastra of 
the Red Hussars! I have the honor of presenting myself, domnule Colonel: 
Lieutenant Vadastra of the General Staff. I have the honor of saluting you . I 
am Lieutenant Vadastra Spiridon of the Regiment of the Royal Guards. " 

He stopped and smiled at h imself a long ti me, famil iarly .  Then with a 
hasty motion he put on the cap and stood at attention again i n  front of the 
mirror, his face impassive. He saluted, decla iming, "I have the honor to 
present myself to Your Majesty. I am Lieutenant Vadastra Spiridon, Your 
Ma jesty's Adjutant. I have the honor of saluting you ! Long may you l ive! . . .  " 
His tone altered and he added, "Anyone who can, does as he wishes ! "  H e  
stood at ease. 

But he remembered that he did not have much more time before his date 
and he too� a deep breath , checked the number of bills in his wallet and 
turned out the l ight without stopping again in front of the mirror. He sum
moned the elevator and went down to the lobby as cautiously as he had the 
last time, hurrying through it, taking advantage of the fact that the l ight was 
out. Once he had reached the street he made straight for the tax i  stand. H e  did 
not dare to look to right or left but got into the first cab that he  saw. 

"Take me to sosea Bonaparte!"  
H e  saw her from a distance waiting for h im and he signaled the driver to 

stop. He pa id the fare, giving the man a tip of eighteen lei and saluting h i m  
amicably. The girl d id not recognize him \\·hen h e  fi rst approached , i n  spite of 
his black monocle. Spiridon planted himself before her and saluted seriously. 

"I have the honor of saluting you ! How do you do, domnisoara? Are you 
alone? I have the h onor to present myself. I am Lieutenant Di mitrie Can
temir  of the General Staff! " 

"Oh, no!" cried the girl . "Are you an officer? Why didn't you tell me?" 
"Ei,  but I warned you that I had a big surprise for you ! And th is isn't 

anyth ing yet. You'l l  see a lot more . . . .  " He took her arm masterfully and 
started for the Moara Rosie� where he had planned i n  advance to go for 
dinner. A gendarme passed them and saluted i n  time with the rhythm of his 
walk.  Vadastra returned the salute with a certa in display of zea l .  

" H e's a recru it. I could tell by  the way he  taps the soles of  h is  boots . "  
Spiridon l ooked a t  the girl with an expression of triumph and gave her arm a 
meaningful squeeze. H e  smiled. 

" Do you know that you 've become more beautiful since I last saw you ? I 
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didn't want to tell you th is yesterday. I thought it might make you lose your 
head and not keep our da te . "  

"But you sweep m e  off m y  feet!" she said provocatively. "As if  I didn't 
know how you officers are!" 

"We'd better get down to business, "  interrupted Spiridon . "' 'm hungry 
and I know a place near here, a first-rate tavern where we officers from the 
General Staff ordinarily go. You know, of course, we don't l ike to frequent 
common pretentious restaurants where all the riff-raff congregate and you can 
never find a table and the service is abominable. When we want to have a 
good time we gather where it's more isolated, where the wine's good and we 
can sit and talk without being disturbed. Maybe now they'll have brought in 

" some mus1c1ans. 
On the way to the tavern Spiridon was suddenly seized by a strange 

anxiety. What if he should meet some officer there by chance? What if the 
other should start a conversation, introduce himself and ask Vadastra about 
his regiment, and so on. It would be better to check the place fi rst. When they 
reached the entrance to the tavern he dropped Marioara's arm. He removed 
his monocle so that he would not be so conspicuous and resolutely went 
inside alone. There were no uniforms in sight. The proprietor came forward 
to meet h im,  surprised but deferentia l .  

"Please come in .  We have a private room near the garden . Come in ,  
domnule Capitan .  Our specialty i s  carp, freshly caught. " 

Vadastra saluted and motioned to him playfully to indicate that he had 
someone else with h i m  who was waiting outside on the street. When he 
entered again with Marioara the eyes of the other d iners followed them 
suspiciously. Her head bent, the girl stepped forward shyly but with pride as 
they accompanied the proprietor to the private dining room. 

"It's too bad there aren't musicians as well . "  Spiridon took h is seat and 
continued, "It would have been more interesting. " 

The room was a simple one. There were two tables, a thick curta in ,  and 
several vases of flowers. A half-screen leaned against the wall ,  to be used if 
necessary to cover the window that overlooked the garden. The girl examined 
al l  these things calmly and smiled. She expected Spiridon to become more 
familiar or even bold as soon as they were alone. He was content however j ust 
to take her hand and press it and to ask her what she was th inking. Then, since 
she only smiled in embarrassment, he began to talk. 

"Say, was it hard to recognize me when you saw me dressed as an officer? 
I can believe i t !  And if you only knew what's coming!" 

He continued to talk in his usual manner, interrupted only by the pro
prietor when he brought the glasses of tuica, the l ittle basket of bread, and 
plates for the fish .  From time to time Marioara gazed at him in wonder, on 
the point of laughing. She could not turn her eyes away from his black 
monocle. H is voice, so grave, so monotonous, dropping now and then with a 
mysterious i nflection, began to tire her. She did not always understand what 
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he was talking about. Sometimes she found that she was u nable to l isten any 
longer, and so turned her attention to ea ting. As the evening progressed there 
\\·ere fewer interruptions a nd Vadastra's \·ol ubil ity increased. In this respect 
the roast was a great help. \\'h i le h is companion struggled to cut it i nto pieces 
small enough to eat he contented himself wi th S\\·al lowing a chu nk now and 
then almost "·ithout che\\·ing i t .  I n  the meantime he refi l led his glass con
tinually with wine and soda . Ordinarily he did not l ike to drink but this 
e\-ening his throat a nd l ips fel t  dry, and he was exasperated by the frequent 
appearances of the wai ter. 

" Don't keep buzzing around me! I 'l l  be sure to call  you when I need 
someth ing, " he told the boy at last, \"Cxed. 

"�1aybe he'll th ink you ha\"C designs on me, "  1\larioara \\·hispered after 
the wai ter had gone. "He'll  th i nk that's \\·hy you sent h i m  away. " 

" 'Ei, how about that?" said Spi ridon i n  high spirits .  ' ' I 'm a de\'il of a man!  
Just \\ hen you least expect i t  you'll fi nd yourself caught in my arms and 
kissed ! "  

"You don't say !"  � Iarioara exclai med in surprise. 
"You can laugh , but you don't knm\ me. I 've turned the heads of a good 

many gi rls l ike you ! And they bragged terrifically,  too . . .  and so on . . .  if you 
know \\·hat  I mea n . "  

The girl began t o  laugh , and just then the door opened . A stranger stood 
reeling in the entrance. Vadastra tu rned h is head in irritation,  assu ming that 
the proprietor or the waiter had come back again to refi l l  the wine glasses . But 
he fel t suddenly paralyzed, his \·eins seemed to ha\-e been drained of blood. 
The man who hesitated on the threshold ,  struggl ing with intoxication ,  \\·as 
the teacher Gheorghe Vasile! Spi ridon could not bel ie\"C h is eyes . And yet it  
seemed absurdly natural that h is fa ther should be stand i ng there i n  front of h im.  
H is sudden pa llor and silence prompted � larioara ,  surprised , to  tum and look 
too. The man in the dooT\\·ay did not seem at all offensi\-e as he leaned on the 
doorknob smil ing, h is la rge hat pushed drunkenly back on his head , his 
country schoolteacher's tunic u nbuttoned , his homespun trousers sta ined and 
di rty. The proprietor appeared beside him a moment later and tried to pull  
him back, \\·h ispering someth ing in his car .  But the man was tipsy and jerked 
h is arm a\\·ay,  taking a step i nto the room . He pulled off h is hat and respect
fully saluted Spiridon. 

"He's drunk!" whispered 1\Iarioara , a l i ttle frightened . 
But Vadastra did not permit h imself to respond. H e  brough t his hand to 

his forehead, mallowcd with d ifficulty se\·eral times, then seized h is drink and 
sipped it. Father! Father has caught me! resounded in his mind.  \\'hat do I do 
now? 

"I see that th is table's free, " the teacher sa id th ickly to the proprietor, 
\\·ho \\·as still standing embarrassed in the m iddle of the room, looking nm\ at 
Vadastra , nm\· a t  the newcomer. " If domnul Colonel \\·on't mind . . .  " 

Lieutenant!  I 'm a l ieutenant! Vadastra thought. He doesn't e\'en know 

1 03 



the ranks! You can tell he's soused all  right! Such thoughts were absurd at a 
ti me l ike th is,  but they soothed him and Spiridon clung to them, repeated 
them to give himself courage, fi l led his terrified consciousness with their 
accumulating resonance. 

"Or perhaps he's not a colonel , "  the old man added, seeing that Spi ridon 
did not reply, nor even venture to look at him. "He's too young to be a 
colonel. Maybe he's a major. What do you say?" 

"Domnu' Vasile, please! "  the proprietor sa id, trying to qu iet h im.  "Let's 
go over there. You're making a disturbance here . . . .  " 

"If the gentleman isn't angry ,"  the teacher continued, "and the young 
lady isn't either . . .  " He took another step toward their table and saluted again 
with respect. "I should be pleased to sit with them . "  

"As a matter of fact we're leaving, " Vadastra said brusquely to the propri
etor. 'The check please!"  

"No,  no,  if  you please, not that !" the old man protested , emphasizing his 
words. "I would consider that an insult, and we teachers, we apostles to the 
nation, we don't accept insults . . . .  Not even from officers . . . .  I said ,  not 
even from officers . . . .  " 

"Don't start a conversation with h im,  he's drunk! " Marioara whispered 
again.  Vadastra shrugged and poured another glass of wine. His father stared 
at him for a long time, then sat down at the other table, facing them. 

"This is a great infamy!"  said the old man, crossing himself. "Just think, 
domnule, what got into his head . . .  " 

Again Vadastra felt a shudder of terror cutting off his breath . He made a 
great effort to speak. "As I told you , "  he began precipitately, "you can't 
depend on anyone . . . .  However, you have to do your duty. You look straight 
ahead . . . .  What does it  matter \\·hat anyone says?" 

"Bravo! I l i ke that !" the old man sa id approvingly, pull ing his cha ir closer 
to their table. 

"Domnule, " intervened Marioara at that point, "why are you interfering 
in our conversation? An old man l ike you ought to be more serious!" 

"Mary,  don't get into a discussion with him," Vadastra interrupted ner
vously. 

"What did you call her?" sa id the old man, facetiously putting his hand 
to his ear and leaning toward them. "Mary? Say it again!  Just imagine, 
domnule!" 

"Please, what concern is it  of yours?" flared Marioara. "You'd better look 
at the sorry state you're in! \Vhy, you ca n't even stand on your feet! " 

Vasile passed a dry hand across his forehead, clicked h is tongue a 
number of times ,  then sighed deeply, looking eloquently at Spiridon. 

"Mind your own business! No one asked you anything!" Marioara con
tinued fur iously. 

"Wel l ,  now, isn't that just \\·hat  I 'm doing? Minding my own business?" 
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asked the old man. H e  seemed to awaken suddenly. "If I 'm not a man who 
tends to his own affa i rs ,  then ,, 110 is? Do you knm\· who I a m ,  domnisoara? "  

"I don't know and I don't care !"  
"It's too bad that you don't know , "  the teacher began glibly, drawing h is 

chair sti l l  nearer to their table. 
"What the dc,·il is  that man doing \\ ith the check?" asked Spiridon , 

considerably annoyed , turning toward th e door and beginning to beat on the 
plate "·ith his fork. 

" . . .  that  you don't know, and you don't care !"  continued Vasi le .  
"You're making a mistake! I'm not an  ordinary person.  H e'll tell you . After 
all , \\'C know each other! "  

The proprietor came in then with the check. Seeing that the teacher was 
talking " i th the others, h is chair pul led up between the two tables , the man 
\\as at a l oss to kno" "·hat to do. 

"The bil l ,  mister, I 'm i n  a hurry! "  sa id Vadastra rudely. 
" Pardon me!" cried the old man, getting up from the chair. "The bill can 

wa it. First let's have a glass ,,·ith domnul Capitan and domnul l oan . "  
"Domn11 '  Vasi le ,  please, \\ hy don't you go O\'Cr there?" the proprietor 

tried again to persuade h i m .  "The gen tleman and the lady arc in a h urry . " 
"Shut up and bring me a glass! If you don't, I 'l l  make a scene. " He 

looked at the proprietor with such determination that the man disappeared to 
get the glass. Vadastra , intimidated, moistened his l ips and stared stra ight 
ahead. The old man mm cd his chair from the middle of the room and sat 
dmm at their table .  

" I ,  domnisoara , am a teacher. . . .  I a lso had learning, enough for my 
t ime . . . .  " 

"You'd hardly notice it !"  
"You don't notice it ,  domnisoara , because i t's gone, " said Vasi le ,  burst

ing i nto a sad , stifled laugh . ''You know what they say, I'm a has-been , "  and 
he laughed aga i n ,  l ifti ng his hand to his face. "I t's my misfortune,  that I make 
children laugh ! "  he added as if to hi mself. "But they're right ,"  he resumed 
firmly. "They're right to laugh at me. I, \\ ho knc,,· Spiru Harct. Do you know 
who Spiru Haret was, domnisoara? The great Spiru H aret? Let the l ieutenant 
tell you . Please, I ha,-cn't had the honor of meeti ng . . .  " 

"I though t you said a l ittle \\ bi le ago that you knc'' h i m ! "  objected 
:\1arioara , ,, ho had begun to be amused by the teacher's stumbling speech . 

"So it seemed to me, " repl ied Vasile .  "I thought that I knew h i m .  H e  
resembles a rclati'-c o f  mine,  but that  man isn't a n  offi cer. " 

Vadastra breathed more easi ly as he l istened to his father's last words. I t  
seemed that the danger had passed suddenly. H e  raised his eyes a l i ttle. The 
proprietor had just entered ,,·ith the th ird glass on a plate, and seeing that  the 
three were sitting calmly at the same table talking he did not wa it to be paid 
but disappeared immediately ,  closing the door after h i m .  

1 0 5  



"It's a good th ing that Greek condescended to bring me the glass , "  the 
teacher said , smiling h eartily and grasping the bottle of wine. "Now, domnule 
Lieutenant, although I haven't had the honor of meeting you , allow me to 
drink this glass to your heal th , and that of your lady! Long l ife!"  he said, 
draining the glass and setting i t  decorously on the table. 

"And long l ife to you ! "  said Marioara, raising her glass. "When a man 
bcha\'cs pol itely, I can get along with h im very wel l .  You're not drinking?" 
she asked Spiridon. 

"Drink, domnule Lieutenant, " the old man said.  "The old lady has asked 
you to, and it won't do for you to turn her down, as you people say here in the 
city. " 

Vadastra forced a smile, fil led his glass, and drained it th irsti ly. The old 
man looked at h im in astonishment, then started to refi l l  his own glass but the 
bottle was empty. 

"Ei, I say , "  he cried , pounding the table with the glass. "A bucket, I say, 
with icc!" 

Marioara, astonished,  looked at Spiridon, but he only sucked his l ips and 
smiled furtively from time to time. 

"Like I was saying, young lady, I was somebody in my day," the old man 
began again .  "Not everyone has shaken hands with that great apostle,  Spiru 
Harct. I 've considered my l ife to be a mission-a very painful and difficult 
mission , I can say . . . .  I 've had my troubles too . . .  and I have my pride, the 
pride of a man who has understood h is call ing and has had no reward . Take 
the l ieutenant here, the gentleman is a witness . . .  " 

Vadastra gave a start and stared at his  father in fright. The thought 
flashed through his mind, What if he's l oaded enough to cal l  me by name and 
make a fool of me? 

"He's a witness to our sufferings, the sufferings of country school
teachers , "  the old man resumed with determination, "because any in
tellectual is  a witness to us, and he's an intellectual.  You can sec that just by 
looking at h im.  An intellectual is a subtle man, a man of much learning. I 
haven't had the honor of meeting domnul Lieutenant, but as soon as I entered 
th is l i ttle room I said to myself, 'Here's th is officer. He's somebody, he's an 
intellectual !' " 

Casting an expressive glance at Marioara, Vadastra solemnly raised h igh 
the glass that he had just fil led .  "Your h ealth !" he said, taking them both in 
\\·ith a single glance. 

"Yours too!"  The old man downed the contents of his glass quickly in 
one ample gulp. "Although I haven't had the honor of meeting domnul 
Lieutenant. . . .  " 

"Ei , l ook here! You know him now, " said Marioara. 
"You only say you know someone when you know with whom you ha\'C 
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the honor of speaking-that is ,  \\·hen you kno\\' the name of the person \\'ith 
\\ hom you ha\'C the honor of speaking . . . .  " 

"\Vei l ,  I ' l l  tell you and make a l ong story short ,"  the girl i nterrupted \\·ith 
a smile.  "The gentleman's name is Cantemir and mine is Marioara . "  

"What's that name you said? Cantemir? I t  \\'ouldn't be Dimitrie Can
temir?" 

"Yes , that's so !"  Amused , the girl  glanced at Spiridon . 
Vasile broke i nto a noisy laugh that caused h im to cough , and con\'ulsed 

by deep hiccoughs he brought h is ha nd to his mouth . Vadastra stiffened and 
ga\'e the girl a look that \\'as omi nous and threatening. 

"\\'hy did you tell him my name?" he  \\'h ispered, choking \\'ith anger. 
"But domnule Lieutenant," sa id the old man ,  control l ing h is laughter, 

"He \\'as a great man , a prince, domnule, not a man of the peopl e such as \\ e 
arc ! "  

"I don't understand d1at you mean,"  Vadastra said ner\'ously.  ' ' I 'm from 
another family,  not that of the Prince . . .  " 

"That's the only th i ng that's missi ng!" The old man laughed and fi l led 
his glass aga in .  "So! I ha\·e the honor of sitting at the same table \\'ith Lieuten
ant Dimitr ie Cantemir.  . . .  " 

"Ei,  and \\·hat if he is a Cantemir?" Marioara inter\'ened, becoming 
argu mentati\'C aga i n .  "I t's a nice name. " 

"You must forgi\·e people l ike us, " said the teacher blandly. "At our age 
and \\·ith all our troubles \\·e don't knm\ \\'hat \\ c're saying! \\'e're the outcasts 
of society, as the great \\Titer l\laxim Gorki says. \\'e arc, I m ight say, the 
scum of the \\Tdched. A ma n talks too much \\'hen he's drunk. You mustn't 
be angry. \\'ho pays any attention to the babbling of an old cou ntry school
teacher? Our day is past as though it had ne\·er been ! Look at me no\\', th is is 
\\ hat's become of the eminent teacher, Gheorghe Vasile,  d isciple of the great 
Spiru Haret! A man outside of society! But \\'hy,  pray? \\'hy, a man l ike me? A 
man \\·ho could be said to ha\·e been someone in his time, famous in his 
district. . . .  \\'hy ha\'C I no\\' become? . . .  " 

"Let's go, "  Spiridon sa id , starting to rise slmdy from the tabl e. 
"\\'a it, domnule Cantemir , " the old man cried, a nd seized Vadastra's 

arm . "The Turks a rc not at our gates. Stay and drink another glass \\·ith me. 
\Ve ha\·en't drunk together in a l ong ti me . . . .  " 

"I can 't. I ha\·e business! And the lady's i n  a hurry . "  
"Lea\·e the lady alone. She's one o f  u s ,  o n e  o f  the people .  Come m·er 

here beside me and \\'e'll ha,·e a ta lk.  \\'ho kno\\'S if  I 'l l  meet you aga in ?  H o\\''s 
the army getting along?" 

"Fine, thanks , "  said Vadastra, a\·oiding his father's gaze. 
'Then if  e\·eryth ing's going wel l ,  I say let's ha\'e another drink!" He fi l led 

his glass to the brim .  "O'you ha\·e parents? Brothers? Sisters?" H e  smiled .  
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"I have. " 
"May they l ive long! "  the old man said bringing the glass to h is l ips. 
"God grant i t !"  Vadastra muttered, confused . 
"They're lucky to have such a clever son , and a l ieutenant, too. Not 

everyone can become a l ieutenant nowadays !"  
"Y cs , that's so, " said Vadastra seriously. "For a l ong time I wanted to  be  

an army officer. Even when I was a little boy . . . .  This was my ideal in 
l ife-to wear the uniform of a sold ier . "  

"And now you've 'seen your dream with your own eyes , '  a s  the saying 
goes , "  the old man observed . 

"Yes, but what's the good of it? I t's not what I dreamed ! That's something 
of the past. My profession is not what I i magined . I can work at Headquarters, 
but I can't go to the front. You can see why!" 

"God willed i t ,"  said Vasi le solemnly. 
"What's that mean, God willed i t?" Spiridon said with a scowl . "Why 

has God inflicted me with this, just me, and not others as well?  I mean why 
can others be officers and not I? What have I done? What am I guilty of?" 

"It's because of our sins, the sins of the fathers , "  said the old man 
wistfully. "It's been that way since the world began.  You're struck down 
without knowing why, and you're rewarded when you don't deserve it. " 

"But why do I have to pay for the sins of others? I don't feel guilty about 
anyth ing. Ever since I can remember I 've always done my duty. I always 
prayed to God at night when I was l i ttle. I was first at school . You don't 
know . . . .  " 

"Yes, I know , "  declared the old man ,  fi l l ing his glass again .  
"What you know is  very l ittle compared with what I 've done. You have 

no way of knowing what wil lpower was required in order to get where I am. 
But why did this have to happen to me of al l  people? For others to come along 
later and laugh at me? That's easy to do! They didn't have to endure what I 've 
endured. I know too how easy it is to laugh! But to do something-that's more 
difficult! Thank God I 've done something in my l ife! I haven't wasted my time 
l ike so many others . "  

"Like m e ,  for example , "  said the old man, sipping from h i s  glass. 
"You had your reasons , "  Vadastra continued in the same agitated tone. 

"But there are others who don't have any excuse. And even so, nothing 
happens to them . . . .  " 

"Ei ,  what d'you know?" Marioara interrupted. She had not entirely 
managed to understand this strange conversation. "The teacher is right, let's 
have another drink. To your health ! "  

"We'll have just one more glass, and then we'll go !"  Vadastra said , 
pouring a round of drinks. He was unaccustomed to wine and fel t  a pleasant 
giddiness tinged with a gentle sorrow. At the same time an unfamil iar impulse 
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was dri\ ing h i m  to talk, to indulge in confessions. S ince he had begun to earn 
more money and to help his father every month he had been treating the old 
teacher l ike a stranger. He didn't love h im.  He d idn't hate h i m .  The man 
simply did not seem to be his father. This eveni ng, however, after he had 
recm·ercd from his i n itial fright and real ized that the old man was not going to 
expose h im,  he was overcome by emotion. He fel t  a kind of pity, even 
affection; but he d id not kno\\ what might happen next and preferred not to 
stay any longer. 

"Long live the Romanian Army! " he sa id ,  his voice trembling with 
emotion. 

"Long l ive the Romanian Army! But what have I to do ,,·ith the Army?" 
asked the old man sadly. ' ' I 'd rather drink to your health ,  to you who are here 
in front of me, you who honor me by drinking with me--drinking with a poor 
unfortunate country schoolteacher who comes into your midst and spoils your 
fun . . . .  A man you don't kno,,·, " he went on, an uneasy fire bu rning in his 
eyes , "who sits dmm at your table and demands a glass of wine. He asks for a 
glass of wine before he knows ,,·ith whom he speaks . . . .  " 

"Ei, wh"at docs it matter?" Marioara tried to calm him.  
"It  docs matter ! "  repl ied the teacher glumly.  "It  matters very much! 

\Vhen you don't know anyone you have no one to drink with .  You go into a 
tavern and drink with the first people you meet. But they're not yours, not 
your friends. How would you l ike to be a friend of a man who no longer 
counts in the ranks of society? Such a man doesn't exist. He has no name. 
He's a drunk . . .  an outcast from society . . . .  " 

"Do you ha,·c any children?" asked Marioara gently. 
"I  have, but ,,·hat's the good?"  the old man murmured. "I m ight as wel l 

not have any. Because i t's as if you don't ha,·e children if they don't bear your 
name. " 

"Things arc different nowadays , "  Vadastra said ,,·ith a nervous smile.  
"Names don't matter nO\\·; people matter. I t's a question of whether your 
children arc good . . . .  " 

"How's that? Names don't matter?" said Vasile frowning. "A man's name 
is h is hol i est possession on earth. H is name is his and his alone. It belongs to 
no one but him and h is children . Only God can change h is name. And if you 
bear that  name, if you bear the name of your parents, of those who gave you 
l ife . . .  and your parents a rc proud of you because you bear their  name . . .  " 

"Don't fret yourself anymore for nothing!" Marioara consoled h im,  see
ing that the old man,  choked by strong emotion, had l ost the thread of his 
thought. 

" H ow can I help fretting, s ince it's as if I have no children anymore? 
And since I am as you see a man of fifty-four years, going on fifty-five, a man 
outside of society? I might have been someone else in my l i fetime. Someone 
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else, not this man here before you , a nobody, a spineless creature. What am I 
in fact if not an outcast of society? Who are my companions? Who can I talk 
to? Those poor souls you see in the taverns . . . .  Instead of being somebody 
today, instead of being proud of the name that we bear,  I and my children, 
Gheorghe Vasile, teacher from Dobresti . . .  " 

H is last words were lost i n  a sob that welled up slowly until it silenced 
h im.  Unable to say more the old man buried his face in his hands and 
remained in that position, ashamed of h is own weakness and overcome by 
grief. Marioara regarded him with pity. Vadastra wanted to stand up but he 
did not dare. He too felt humiliated, nailed to his chai r  as though awaiting the 
final scene. 

" . . . .  Teacher . . .  apostle to the nation . . .  " The old man sighed pro
foundly, his head sti l l  resting on his hands. 

"Let's go! "  Spiridon whispered then , motioning to the girl . "I t's better to 
leave him alone . "  

Rising from the table Marioara stopped a moment beside the teacher and 
put her hand on his shoulder. He continued to sigh, shaking his head slowly 
in mute despa ir. Vadastra l ooked at h im,  embarrassed , wondering whether he 
should leave without saying anything, or if he ought to speak to him. As the 
girl opened the door the old man l ifted his head. 

"Where arc you going?" he asked anxiously. 
"You go on. I ' l l  come directly,"  Spiridon said to his companion, pushing 

her out and closing the door behind her. 
"Maybe you need some money , "  he whispered, approaching the table 

and pulling out h is bil lfold. 
"What would I do with money? I 've drunk enough already! I won't drink 

any more tonight! But where are you going?" 
Vadastra wanted to tell him that he was going home, but it occurred to 

him that perhaps his father might ask to come too, or that he would at  least 
want to know where he was l iving. Spiridon repl ied uneasi ly, "I have to take 
the young lady home. " 

"What young lady?" asked the old man suspiciously. 
"The one who was here, Marioara . "  
"But what d o  you have to d o  with her? You haven't been associating with 

her, a man of your position? Have you come to this?" 
Vadastra, although giddy from the wine and touched , u ntil a moment 

earl ier, by a wave of fi l ial love, felt himself blush ing in humiliation. "It's my 
business what I do and whom I associate with ! What do you know? I might 
have my reasons, too, "  he murmured in a brusque and a rrogant tone. 

"You'd better tend to your business and become a deputy. Look at 
Varzare's son, he'll be ·a deputy in a day or two , and the whole vil lage will 
laugh at  us . "  

"''ll teach old Varzare a lesson!" Spiridon said ,  grinding h is teeth i n  his 
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i rritation.  "Just tell me,  do you need anything? Tell me now. I have to hurry. 
I must go. "  

"Then go! I don't need anyth ing!" cried Vasile.  "And see you don't get 
caught dressed l ike that. They'll throw you in ja i l ! "  

"Good night !"  said Vadastra , humil iated, and headed for the door. 
"They'll throw you in ja i l ! "  the old man repeated, overwhelmed with 

bitterness. "And you'll mflke our name a j oke! "  
Although Vadastra had l eft the room the old m a n  kept on talking t o  

h imself for a long time. "You'll  make o u r  name a j oke. They'll fi nd out 
your real name and where you come from. You won't go around there the 
way you do here, with one name today, another one tomorrow. There, it's the 
legal names that count. The names you were born with , those you were 
baptized with-today . . .  and tomorrow . . . .  " 

I I I  



4 
STEFAN STAYED FOR A LONG TIME AT THE WINDOW WATCHING THE SNOW AS IT 

drifted down. I t  had been fall ing steadily for two days. In the yellow l ight of 
the street lamp the flakes descended heavily, without haste, seeming to be 
seized with a brief flurry of l iveliness as they neared the ground. He pulled 
down the shades at last and returned to the salon , twisting the dial on the 
radio,  proceeding then to the bathroom. Each year on the thirty-first of 
December Stefan shaved as late as possible in the evening. Now he turned on 
the faucet and waited a few moments for the water to become hot. Humming, 
he began to lather his face. From the salon came the voice of Tino Rossi ,  
"Ca-ta-l i ine . . . Ca-ta-li ine . . . .  " The Mediterranean resonances of the 
mel ody struck Stefan as especially unreal i n  th is snow-covered Bucharest, 
muted under the drifts. "Ca-ta-l i i ne . . .  Ca-ta-li ine . . . .  " 

"Catalina's face-it haunts me," Stefan had said to Biris. "I keep won
dering where I 've seen those eyes before and I can't quite manage to 
remember. " 

"You haven't seen them anywhere,"  had been Biris's reply. "She 
wears them only once a year on October nineteenth . "  

On the nineteenth of October, Biris had taken Stefan to the home 
of Dan Bibicescu, actor, d irector, and disciple of Gordon Craig. The 
philosopher had told him,  "Come with me and you'll see an interesting 
chap-a fascinating fai lure of a fel low. Like you , he's preoccupied with 
the problem of Time. " 

Me? I 've never become involved with the problem of Time, Stefan 
had started to say, in order to set h im straight. That's a problem that 
occupies you philosophers. The flow of time is the only th ing that 
obsesses me . . . .  But he had said nothing. 

"Just the same he's an  i nteresting man," Biris had gone on to say. 
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"Observe h im closely, watch him when he's talking to you . H e  plays his 
best roles i n  real l ife, among h is fri ends. On stage he  has no talent. " 

"Ah, "  exclaimed Bibicescu soon after Biris had completed the 
i ntroductions. "Why didn't Ciru Parteni e  read Shakespeare before writ
ing his plays?" 

Stefan had tried to h ide  his embarrassment beh i nd a smile .  
Bibicescu stared at  him for a l ong tim e, frowni ng. I 'm sure h e's made a 
special effort to learn that  penetrating gaze, Stefan sai d  to himself. 
Perhaps it's the expression he assumes at the conclusion of a current 
role . . . .  

"You guessed right, s ir !" Bibicescu continued without l ooking 
away from Stefan's face. "I thought when I saw you coming in,  'What a 
shame that  dramatists don't read Shakespeare a nymore . '  Because prob
ably you're a playwright, too. You have several plays in your dossier, 
and you've preva iled upon B i ris to introduce you so I can give my 
opinion of you r works . " 

"No,"  sa id Stefan,  recovering his good humor al l  a t  once. "I 
came .. . .  " 

"Allow me, please, to finish ,"  Bibicescu interrupted, fix ing h i m  
with the same probing stare. " I  want t o  inform you that  I never read a 
play by a beginner unti l he cominces me he's studied and ass imi la ted 
Shakespeare. Look at the case of Parten ie,  whom I know wel l ,  and to 
whom , parenthetically, you bear a disturbing physical resemblance . "  

"''m not a playwright, " Stefan broke in aga i n .  " I 've never written 
anyth ing in my l i fe except economic reports . " 

"So much the better, "  continued Bibicescu . "I l ike men who are 
precise, rigorous. But to come back to what I was saying-and I'm 
speaking especially to you ,"  he sa id,  abruptly turning his frowning gaze 
upon Biris,  ''to come back to what I was th inking when you came i n ,  i t's 
regrettable that  Ciru Parten ie hasn't read Shakespeare! H ow much tal
ent and perhaps even genius is l ost forever only because he  didn't 
understand that  a play represents a performance that  takes place in 
Time, a t ime concentrated i n  a few destinies . "  

Like you , he's preoccupied with the problem o{Time. As h e  l istened 
Stefan recal led what Biris had said .  Bibicescu bounded from his  cha i r  
a s  i f  projected b y  a spring a n d  began to walk  about the room with one 
hand in the pocket of his vest. The other gesticulated rhythm ically 
with short circular motions. He talked about Shakespeare. "Only the 
performance completely reveals h is genius. " H e  stressed the word "per
formance" pompously. "The text of Shakespeare, in order to affect us, 
must be performed, that  is ,  introduced into Time, into a duration that 
flows. Shakespeare didn't write to be read. He d idn't write to sti r the 
soli tary reader with poetic emotions. H e  wrote to be played-in other 
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words, to mount a performance. The performance, gentlemen, the per
formance is the great supra-temporal bliss that is allowed us . . . .  " 

He kept up this monologue for about a half hour, interrupted only 
by Biris's brief observations. Stefan said nothing. Then he sa\\ Bibicescu 
turn to them suddenly with both hands extended. 

"Gentlemen, "  he said, " I 've been most charmed by the visit you've 
paid me. I hope I shal l  have th is pleasure again soon. But today is the 
nineteenth of October and the hour is approach ing, the fatal hour for 
me-six o'clock in the evening. Every year I'm terrified on this day and 
at  this hour. A very serious event has been foretold for me on an 
October nineteenth at six in the evening. I've been anticipating it for 
several years. I 'm await ing it . . .  in  a manner of speaking. Actually I 
tremble at the thought of i ts happening . . . .  " Then he had led them 
hasti ly to the door and opened it with a sigh .  

"It's only a few minutes to  s ix ,"  Biris remarked when they had 
reached the street. "Let's hang around here a l i ttle longer. Maybe we'll 
find out something. " But a few moments later he added, "And yet I 
can't believe him.  H e  seems to me to be false, strident, lacking in 
authenticity. Even if  he knew how to play Shakespeare well . . .  " 

[Two weeks later Stefan had gone to see him perform. "That's he!" 
he whispered, leaning toward Ioana . "Biris's friend, the one I told you 
about. " Bibicescu walked out on the stage, a bitter smile l ingering in the 
corner of h is mouth . Putting his left hand in his pocket he began to 
gesticulate with the other. In the darkness of the theater Stefan seemed 
to see him better than before. When he had met him on October 
nineteenth , he had been struck by the actor's rather broad face, brown
ish yellow, with its bulbous nose and l arge gray eyes the color of ashes. 
Now on stage he seemed less vulgar .  The beginning of baldness on his 
temples even gave h i m  an air of melancholy nobleness. But his voice 
had the same artificial quality of being reduced to pure diction . ]  

" . . .  But h e  doesn't know how to act ,"  Biris had continued. "Not 
just Shakespeare-he simply doesn't know how to act in general .  And 
what's worse, I believe he's beginning to real ize himself that he has no 
talent. H e's a fai lure who's becoming aware of being a fai lure . . . .  " 

"I wonder what might have caused his preoccupation with the 
problem of Time, " Stefan mused, his voice touched with irony. 

"He may have read about it somewhere , "  said Biris. 
At that moment h is face l ighted suddenly and he raised his hand, 

beckoning to a couple who appeared to hesitate on the other side of the 
street. The man, short, blond, and sl ightly stout, had a round face and a 
cordial smile. H is companion was a pale young woman with disheveled 
hair hanging to her shoulders. She looked at them with dull ,  expression
l ess eyes. The couple came toward the two men. 
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·· Everyth ing's in order, "  the man exclaimed, clasping Biris's hand 
warmly. "It's been arranged again for this date. Aren't you coming? 
Maybe we'll drink a bottle of wine!" And turni ng to the woman who had 
stopped a step behind h i m ,  he asked, "What do you say, Catalina?" 

She made an effort to smile.  H er teeth were very white and their 
bri l l iance heightened her pal lor. "What is there to say? Whatever you 
wish , coane" Misu . . . .  " 

Stefan had remained apart from them, embarrassed. Biris wanted 
to introduce h i m  but the two had al ready started for Bibieeseu's house. 

"Come in a quarter of an hour , "  called Misu,  turn ing around. "By 
all means ,  come! I know what I 'm talking about!" Then he went on ,  
grasping Catal ina's ann forcefully and pul l ing her after h i m .  

" I ' m  surprised that you don't know h i m , "  Biris said. "Everybody 
knows h im.  He's Misu \Veissman, the fri end and protector of i n
tellectuals. He has a great \\ Cakness for actors, especially for Bibieeseu. 
Bibieeseu hopes someday he'll build h im the theater he's dreamed 
about for years . It's his  own design , or more accurately it's one that 
foiiO\\·s the conception of Gordon Craig. And if M isu's business is very 
succcs�ful I don't doubt he will bu ild the theater. . . .  But why a re you 
standing there l ooking so dreamy?" He turned to Stefan with a smile.  

"Catal ina's face-it hau nts me, " said Stefa n .  "I keep wondering 
where I 've seen those eyes before, and I can't qu ite manage to re
member. . . .  " 

"You ha\'cn't seen them any\\·hcre. She only wears them once a 
year on October nineteenth . If you should meet her tomorrow on calea 
Victorie i ,  you wouldn't recognize her. Catal ina's a beautiful woman.  
She has  extraordinary charm. You understood , I 'm sure,  that she's 
Bibieescu's m istress?" 

Stefan had been a I ittlc surprised by the expression that he had 
discerned on his friend's face momentarily. I t  was something new, 
inexplicable. "But what happens on October nineteenth?" he  inquired . 
"What happens at six o'clock in the evening?" 

"I  don't think anyth ing happens or  ever will. Catal ina has simply 
declared that someday, on some October nineteenth at six in the eve
n ing, she wil l kill herself. That's all . "  

"But why exactly on the nineteenth of October?" 
"I haven't yet found out why , "  Biris,  said musing. "But I will 

someday, and I 'l l  tell you . That Catal ina is a truly i nteresting girl . She's 
worth knowing. It's a shame she's fal len in with such a fool as 
Bibicescu. "  

•coa ne and conu, a form of address: coane, d i rect (vocative); conu ,  third person. Used 
before first names. 
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[One evening during the week of Christmas Stefan had gone to see 
Biris. Doamna Porumbachc took him aside and asked in a whisper, 
"Listen, maica, is it  true that Petrica is going with a tramp of an actress, 
someone cal led Cata l ina?" Stefan hastened to put her mind at case. 
"No, not at a l l .  Catalina is the girl friend of an actor named Bibicescu . "  
" Y  cs , I know that, but I found out that tart runs around with Petrica too. 
He doesn't come home evenings now ti l l  one or two in the morning. 
He's squandering h is youth on a no-good actress . . . .  Look what he's 
come to! The great teacher running around with one of those women! 
They'll throw him out of the liceu . . . .  We'll be paupers . . . .  " She 
wiped away a tear with her sleeve. ]  

"I think a quarter of an hour's passed,"  commented Biris.  "Don't 
you want to go and see what's doing? Maybe we'll find out some
thing . . . .  " 

Stefan had let him go alone. But Biris didn't find out anything that 
evening. When they met aga in and he brought up the subject of 
Catal ina,  Biris shrugged his shoulders wearily. "They're two of a 
kind-born l osers, idiots , "  was al l  that he would say. " It's not worth 
wasting our time even to talk about their tics and superstitions. The 
elections are coming up. Don't you have anything to say about them? 
Aren't you interested in what's going on around you? Aren't you in
terested in poli tics? Don't you think about anything but your room 
Samba?" 

Tino Rossi had finished the song long since and had begun another. Stefan 
was not l istening anymore. He had closed the bathroom door and gone into 
the shower. "Stil l ,  I should contact her ,"  he found himself th inking. "On this 
night, at least, I should contact her some way. " 

Dressed, her fur coat thrown over her shoulders, Joana waited at the top of the 
stairs for Stefan to come back with a tax i .  She was getting cold .  The 
snowstorm seemed to have intensified, threatening a blizzard . Once aga in she 
looked at her watch. I t  was after eleven. Stefan had been gone al most an hour. 
If only he can find a tax i ,  J oana said to herself. If  he couldn't it would be 
necessary for them to go by tram and to change twice in order to get to 
Cotroceni .  

That year they were to share the midnight supper on New Y car's Eve 
with the elder Bologas. I t  was what they had done the first year of their 
marriage. Once more Joana realized that she felt truly happy on this night 
only when she was in her old home at Cotroceni .  
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Last year they had gone to be with Adela and Raducu , but she had spent 
most of the time h idden a,,·ay in the bedroom . She had not felt  wel l al l  
evening. "At least ,,.c ough t to gi\"C them the satisfaction of seeing you at 
you r ugl iest, " Stefan had sa id,  "after a pregnancy of seven months. This 
was the reason they invi ted us. \Vc can't refuse . . . .  " The year before 
they had been at the home of the Undersecretary of State, Stefan's 
superior and protector. It  had seemed to J oana that the Undersecretary's 
,,· ifc danced a l i ttle too much ,,·ith Stefan,  keeping him close to her all 
the time, holding his arm. For the first time J oana had suffered from 
jealousy. She ,,·as especially piqued because Stefan was not even aware 
tha t she suffered , that she was taciturn and i rri tated . He s imply in
quired , " '\\'hat's the matter?" and put his hand on her shoulder. "Arc 
you cold? You should drink a cognac. And you ought to dance more. 
Tha t will warm you up. \\'c'll dance the next dance togeth er. " But she 
had accepted the imitation of one of Stefan's col leagues for that dance, 
hoping her husband \\ ould sec that she was prm·okcd with h im.  H o,,·_ 
c\·er, he ,,.a,cd to her as though nothing had happened and looked 
aronnd. for another partntr. "I don't know how to dance , "  he always 
said, "but if you ha\"C the courage to abandon yourself in my arms . . .  " 
Joana didn't understand how Stefan could be so inattentive, C\'Cn indif
ferent. "\\'hat's the matter?" he asked her aga in .  "Arc you cold? You 
shou ld drink a cognac . . . .  " And then he d isappeared , dragged away 
quickly on the arm of the Undersecretary's wife. 

It  \\ as l ike a m iracle that I found i t , "  Stefan said , hasti ly opening the door. ' ' I 'd 
lost hope. I went all the \\·ay to calea Victorici , and I was coming back to take 
you to the tram when I noticed a taxi that had stopped at the th ird house from 

" LI S .  

I t  ,,·as almost midnight before they reached Cotroccni because the cab 
had difficul ty moving through the snow-blocked streets. They found the fam
ily all  seated around the table waiting for them impatiently .  Doamna Baloga 
\\cnt qu ickly to the kitchen, followed by her two nieces , to get the bottles of 
champagne. 

"Ei, what  do you say?" Professor Bologa asked from the head of the table. 
"\Vhat do you say about th e new government?" 

Stefan shrugged and looked at Joana in despa ir.  For several weeks he had 
been hearing nothing but the same question,  "What do you say? . . .  " 

"Don't you ha,·c anyth ing to say?" th e provincial poet had asked h i m  in 
the entrance to the coffee shop on that evening in December when he 
had gone there to fi nd Biris .  "Don't you have anything·to say about the 
results of the election?" The poet l ooked like a d ifferent man, taller,  
th inner, more pale. H e  seemed to have aged overnight. H e  hasn't 
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shaved, Stefan realized suddenly. And perhaps he hasn't eaten lunch. 
Maybe he doesn't have any money to buy food. Stefan looked at  him 
with sympathy that was deep and genuine. "It's grave, " the poet con
tinued, shivering. "The success of the I ron Guard" means a new victory 
for Hitler.  And the triumph of H itler means our death-our spiritual 
death, and possibly even physical death for all of us. " He's right, 
thought Stefan,  and he smiled.  But he felt he had noth ing to add . 

["I refuse to discuss i t ,"  he had repeated over and over that evening 
at the Ministry. "I refuse to discuss the results of the election. '' But all 
day l ong he had done nothi ng else. At intervals his door would open 
and he would hear the voice of a col league, "Viziru ,  are you here? 
What do you say? What have you to say?" He promised h imself not to 
read the newspapers anymore, but as soon as he reached the street he 
made straight for a kiusk and asked for all the evening editions. He 
leafed through them feverishly, almost terrified, standing under the 
streetl ights. Then he wadded them al l  together, tossed them i nto a court
yard, and set off toward the coffee shop to meet Biris. ] 

"Don't you have anyth ing to say?" the poet asked h im again,  seeing 
tha t  he remained silent. "I 've been talking about it all day , "  Stefan said, 
apologetically.  "I can't talk about it  any more. Please forgive me but I 
just can't !"  The next moment he was ashamed of his timidity and he 
added with a certain challenge in his voice, "The truth is I can't allow 
myself to be possessed by an event, however real or catastrophic it may 
be. I discuss it for an hour or two and I try to understand it. I adapt 
myself to it or else I don't, but then I go on and get busy with something 
else. Let's at  least en j oy what freedom we're stil l  permitted-the free
dom to choose the subjects of our reflections, our conversation, our 
j okes . . . .  " Biris said not a word. He seemed lost i n  thought, preoc
cupied .  "That's why we're in the situation we're in now, " the poet said, 
suddenly overcome with emotion, "because people l ike you and me 
refuse to discuss pol itical real i ti es.  We take refuge in the clouds, in 
poetry, i n  dreaming . . . .  " 

"Why do you sit there dreaming?" Baloga appealed to h im from the other end 
of the table. "Look at h im!  He doesn't seem to know what world he's in . . . .  " 

"He must be in love!"  someone said.  

Suddenly Bir is  had re-entered the coffee shop saying, "''ll  be back i n  a 
moment. I forgot to tell Bibicescu someth ing. " Stefan remained stand
ing in the doorway with the poet, watching the large flakes of snow that 
were beginning to fal l .  The poet turned up the collar of his overcoat. 
"Good night ,"  he said. "It's getting late. I sti l l  have to go by the news-

• A fascist organization , properly the Legion of the Archangel Michael. 
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paper office. " Stefan \\·a tchcd him as he hurried across the street, hat
less , head bent, hands thrust deep into his coat pockets. Stefan was sorry 
nm\ he had not invited him into the coffee shop, had not thought to 
offer h im something, if only a crescent roll with black coffee. "He's a 
bohemian ,"  Biris had once sa id.  "He's very proud,  but in his own way 
he's an aristocrat . . . .  " 

Biris had not come back and Stefan went into the cafe after h im.  
"But let's see what England says , "  he heard a shrill  voice commenting. 
" England has to say something, and her word . . . .  " At a table in the rear 
Biris was talking nervously with Bibicescu . Stefan went toward them 
slowly,  compell ing himself to l ook straight ahead. "We must besti r 
ourselves more , "  sa id someone at one of the tables , "to make contact 
with the masses , to expla in  to people that fascism means war, and wa r 
means the occupation of Romania .  \Vc'vc let the Iron Guard do their 
work, and you've seen what success they've had . "  Biris held out his 
hand to Bibiccscu.  "But why arc you in such a hurry to l eave?" the actor 
inquired , surprised. " Wait  a l i ttle longer. Conu Misu will surely 
come . . . . .  

Stefan and Biris met \Vcissman at  the door as they were going out. 
He appeared vaguely preoccupied but seemed as jovial as ever. " What'll 
we do, coane Misu?''  cried someone from a nearby table. " Don't you 
worry , "  Weissman excla i med. "Everything's going to be all right!" He 
approached Biris all(! \\·h ispcrcd , "Go to her house. Maybe you can 
persuade her. Tell her to come straight to the restaurant, not to be a 
fool .  I 've im·itcd the di rector of the theater too . . . .  " 

When they went out on th e street Stefan brightened immediately. 
The large snmdlakcs were sti l l  fal l ing th ickly. Although i t  had been 
snowing only a few m i nutes the street had al ready become white .  He 
raised his head and breathed deeply, suddenly fil led with peace.  Biris 
walked si lently beside h i m ,  paying l i ttle a ttention to where he placed his 
feet. "I have the i mpression I came at  the wrong t ime," Stefan re
marked . "You're on edge. \Vhat's wrong?" 

"It's Cata l ina , "  repl ied B i ris .  "She hasn 't been feel ing wel l aga in  
today. I t  was to  be  expected with that crazy Bibiccscu . I t's a good th ing 
he has poor Misu . That man gives up his t ime and sets aside his 
business j ust to reconcile them . "  

"Ei ,  sa traiti!"" cried doam na Bologa , ra ising her goblet of champagne and 
addressing each of them i n  turn .  "Long life to everybody! "  

"Sa traiti !" said Bologa from the other end o f  the table. " A  happy and 
prosperous New Year! May there be nothing but good for everyone in 1 938 !"  

S everal of  the guests echoed h i s  words , "Nothing but  good !" They got up 

• A toast: "May you l ive!" 
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from their chairs and began embr31cing one another. "Happy New Year!" 
Good wishes were exchanged. "Sa traiesti! Good luck and health for the New 
Year !"  

"Si lvia ,  my l ittle girl , "  Bologa said to one of his nieces, "turn up the 
radio so we can hear the King's address. It was announced that it would be 
broadcast from the Pa lace, " he explained to Stefan.  "It ought to be starting at 
any moment now . . . .  " 

They began to eat whi le they waited for the speech. Ioana observed that 
Stefan had sa id noth ing. She left her place and went to him.  

"What's wrong with you?" she spoke softly in his ear. "Why are you 
upset? Do you th ink i t's something serious?" 

That month after the announcement of the election results she had 
asked him th is question time and again,  seeing him return home tired 
and anxious, absorbed in thought. "Do you th ink it's something seri
ous?'' Sometimes Stefan answered, "It could be. But i t  exasperates me 
to have to th ink about it, to think about what might happen . "  Then for 
a long time he looked deep into her eyes in his usual manner, and he 
smiled .  "You can see what amazing progress I've made, how much 
wisdom I 've gained, if I can't even look at events with some degree of 
detachment!" He tried to laugh. Ioana guessed that he was th inking 
again about Anisic and she regretted having questioned h im.  

' ' I 'm not upset ,"  whispered Stefan,  "but I th i nk I should go and telephone my 
boss . . . .  " 

"Shhh ! "  interrupted Baloga . "The address is beginning . . . .  " Like the 
rest, Stefan listened to it in thoughtful silence, but he made no attempt to 
grasp the sense of the words . He was no longer i n  doubt about that tax i .  When 
he had seen it  standing in the snow in front of the thi rd house up the street 
from theirs he knew that it resembled Ileana's car. He could not say where the 
resemblance lay. The automobile he had seen in his imagination on the 
Night of St. John was entirely different from the old tax i ,  white with snow, 
that seemed to be waiting before that other house. But the excitement he felt 
when he saw it ,  the bl iss that swept over him when he entered i t, suddenly 
brought to mind the vision of that  summer night. 

"Splendid !"  exclaimed Baloga. "He made a splendid speech. What do 
you say, gentlemen?" 

At once they all began to discuss it, becoming very agitated. The sound 
of their voices mingled with the confusion of scraping chai rs ,  rattling dishes, 
and the constant visits of the nieces to the kitchen to get more bottles of wine. 

"Excuse me a moment, " Stefan said,  getting up from the table abruptly. 
"I  have to make a telephone call . . .  " 
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"There's a berarie� just beyond the school , "  suggested doam na Bologa . 
" ' If only it's still open . "  

J oana accompanied him to the d oor and watched sadly as he  put o n  his 
overcoat. "Don't stay too long , "  she told him as she closed the door. 

Upon entering the di ning room Ileana noticed that some of the men \\·ere in 
the m idst of a h eated d iscuss ion.  

"Why are you hiding i n  here?'' she demanded , glancing around i n  
surpnse. 

As though they hadn't heard her several of them continued their argu
ment, gesticulating and moving slowly to\\'ard the farthest corner of the room . 

She questioned them aga i n .  " What's going on? Why do you stay i n  
here?' '  

"They're talking about th e King's address , "  a young man expla i ned 
timidly. "It \\'as broadcast just now from the Palace. " 

Annoyed, I leana was s i lent for a m oment. Then she forced a smile .  
"Can't you forget pol itics even at a Ne\\' Year's Eve party? Can't we get away 
from this calam ity at least one night in the year?" 

There \\·as some laughter but it  was rather reluctant. A colonel who was 
becom ing gray at the temples approached I leana and gallantly kissed her 
hand . "You chose the right \\'ord , conita ,t  it is a calamity ! "  

Se\'eral young girls came in from the parlor. " I s  th is \\'here you're hiding? 
What about us? Who do you expect us to dance with?" 

"All right! The discussion's m·er!" the host intervened. "Let's drink once 
more to the Ne\\ Year. " H e  approached the table with a bottle of champagne 
in his hand. "Sa traiti! " he cried ,  l ifting h is glass. "Noth ing but good for 
everyone in 1 93 8 ! "  

"Cod grant i t !  Nothing b u t  good !"  S everal of the guests reiterated th e 
words. 

I l eana suddenly brightened .  "Noth ing but good!"  she echoed. 
"And bel ieve me,  it  will be good! "  the colonel cried. "The King has sa id 

so. Al l  wi l l  be wel l .  . . .  " 
The door opened sl ightly and a girl's head a ppeared. "Il eana !"  she called. 

"Come qu ickly. It's Bucharest on the phone! . . .  H u rry! " she cried again,  
seeing that I leana j ust stood there, puzzled , with her glass of  champagne in 
her hand . She seemed to be \\'Ondering if i t  might be a prank.  " We're trying to 
call Bucharest too, and \\·e'l l l ose our hun . . . . " 

• A place to drink beer. 
t Young lady, miss. 
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She recognized Stefan's voice immediately. In her excitement she leaned 
weakly on the desk. "Happy New Year!" she heard him saying over a nd over. 

"But how did you know where I was? H ow did you find out the telephone 
number?" 

"From doamna Cretulescu , "  said Stefan,  "from your Tante Alice. I went 
to visit her this evening, or rather, I went to see you . "  He hesitated briefly and 
added, "I wanted very much to see you . "  

" I  too , "  I leana said. "''m sorry you missed me. I wanted t o  give you some 
news . . .  " 

"And I have news for you , "  Stefan interrupted. "When I came home th is 
evening from your place, I thought I saw a car l ike that other one. You know, 
the car that might have disappeared . . . .  " 

"I know," said I leana , smil ing sadly. "Thanks for cal l ing. Maybe you 
could come to see me after I come home . . . .  I 'l l  hang up now because we're 
expecting a call from Bucharest. " 

"What news did you have for me?" Stefan asked quickly. 
'Tve changed my mind , "  said I leana.  "I thought I was going to become 

engaged tonight, but I 've changed my mind . . . .  " 
"That's good. I 'll come to see you . "  

That winter Stefan went to strada Batistei a number o f  times but he d i d  not 
find Ileana. "She hasn't come back yet ,"  doamna Cretulescu told him.  "She's 
still at Jassy. I had a phone call from her last week. She told me she's changed 
her mind again,  that  perhaps she'll become engaged th is month . . . .  " 

The thought that Ileana might become engaged, that she could be en
gaged al ready without his knowing it ,  isolated Stefan from all  that was taking 
place around him.  The change of government, the royal dictatorsh ip, were 
only very ordinary events l ike thousands of others happening all over the 
world. They did not concern h i m .  "I don't know what she has in mind," 
doamna Cretulescu told him one evening in February. "She's gone to Zinca 
again . "  

That night Stefan returned home late from his room a t  the hotel . H e  
found I oana waiting for h i m  anxiously. "The day after tomorrow i s  the baby's 
birthday,"  she told h im.  "Shall we just ask the family? Or shall  we include 
friends, too?" 

They decided to invite only the family. Stefan knew that old domnul 
Bologa would spend the evening talking with Raducu . They had the same 
political views. "He'l l l iquidate the I ron Guard , "  Raducu said. "I tell you , I 
know Armand Cal inescu wel l . "  Then , turning abruptly to Stefan,  he asked. 
"How long has it  been since you had a smoke?" 
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"Several months ,"  replied Stefan,  l ighting a cigarette. H e  recalled 
Anisic, the car, the painting he had not d isplayed . I ought to have destroyed 
it that  very n ight, he thought. Recently he had fel t  tempted to pa int  aga in ,  but 
in another way, something different. 

When it was nearly midnight doam na Bologa excla i med, "Enough of 
this nuisance of pol itics ! "  

O n e  of the nieces , Daria ,  kept l ooking at  Stefan a l l  the ti me. ' ' I 'm sure 
she has a crush on h i m , "  J oana said to herself, feel ing her heart on fi re with 
pride and jealousy. Stefan seemed more charming than ever as he l eaned back 
in his chair, a smile l ingering on his face. He gazed at  noth ing in particular 
and a l lowed h imself to become surrounded by a cloud of smoke. Passing near 
him J oana bent down and gave him a quick kiss. Daria blushed and smiled . 
That kiss brought to Stefan's mind the taxi they had taken on New Year's Eve. 
It recalled him to a bliss that  did not arise from the nature of th i ngs , but was 
nourished by other essences, mysterious in origin .  M ight they be ca l led 
angelic? Joana left the room to see what the baby was doing. 

"I t's too bad your father isn't with us , "  domnul Bologa said to Stefa n .  
Adela shot h i m  a quick, hostile glance from the other end of the table. A 

few years ea'rl ier Yiziru senior, who suffered from gout, had remarried . His  
new wife was a robust and rather attractive young Bucovinian whom he had 
met at  a bathing establ ishment. "She's a peasant, " Adela had declared , "and 
I 'l l  never agree to receive her i n  my house !"  "She's a n urse , "  said Raducu . 
"Your father is old a nd i l l  and he needs someone who can take care of h im.  
Who do you want to do that?" "Us,  his  family, " Adela said .  " What does the 
Doctorita do? Ever since she got her divorce she acts as though she didn't 
know us ! "  The Doctorita was their sister Sofioara . Stefan was on better terms 
with her, but he saw h er only rarely, although after her divorce she had settled 
in Bucharest. Sofioara had received several years of medical tra i ning. She had 
not finished her studies because she had married an engineer from Resi ta and 
had left the capita l .  All the family had called h er the Doctorita from the time 
she had entered medical  school . 'The Doctorita claims that Eleonora is 
neither a peasant nor a nurse , "  sa id Stefa n .  "Her fa ther was a postal clerk. I t's 
her sister who's a nurse, and it was through her tha t she met Father when he 
had his serious attack four years ago . "  Four years ago, Stefan remembered 
suddenly; I had just been married . . . .  H ow strange! 

It  was not until an afternoon early in March that I leana called Stefan on the 
telephone. ''I 'm back , "  she told h im.  "If you like, come and see me. " 

'Til come right now," Stefan answered quickly, but as he pu t down the 
receiver he remembered he had an appointment that  afternoon with 
Yidrighi n ,  the Director of Economic Accords, who had just returned from 
abroad . "They've recalled him to the Central Office because he's been steal
ing shamelessly, " the S ecretary General told Stefan.  " We haven't been able to 
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conclude any of the agreements he prepared. It would've meant making him a 
gift of five or six mil l ion!  . . .  He's a real bandit. And he's not working alone. 
He's working for others, powerful men in high places. He has connections 
with the Palace and protectors in a l l  parties. He's a lways covered . . . .  " 

Stefan rang I leana's number but the l ine was busy. He tried again ten 
minutes later without success. Then he decided to go to the office of the 
Director of Accords. 

' 'I 'm glad you've come, " Vidrighin welcomed him.  "We'l l  be working 
together from now on . "  With a wave of his hand he invited him to be seated. 

He was a stout man and not very tal l ,  with slow movements that implied 
laziness. H is eyes were expressionless. The sleeves of his coat were shiny at the 
elbows, and h is shirt seemed worn and faded without ach.Ially being dirty. He 
l ooked at  Stefan and smiled ,  reveal ing momentarily that some of h is yellowed 
teeth were m issing. 

"What's a smart boy l ike you doing buried here in the Central Office?" 
Vidrighin began ,  leaning far over his desk. "''ve seen the agreements you 
drew up with Belgiu m  and the Netherlands. My word, you're terrific! And yet 
you weren't bored with this countinghouse here? Are you waiting for someone 
to recognize your talents?" 

He got up from his desk and sat down in an easy chair ,  facing Stefan. 
"You don't say anyth i ng, I see ,"  he continued. "I  l ike that. We're going to get 
along just fine! Are you married? Any children? Are you wealthy?" 

Stefan answered each question pol i tely and without enthusiasm, as 
though he were being cross-examined. 

"I don't know why,"  Vidrighin interrupted, "but I feel a great sympathy 
for you . This happens with me very rarely. People are usually worthless and 
uninteresting. Or haven't you learned that yet in thi rty-six years?" 

Rising, he walked over to Stefan and placed a hand on his shoulder. 
"Listen. I wish you well .  You give me the impression of someone l iving in the 
clouds . As if you were a young fellow and single at that. But you have a wife 
and child. Don't you realize what kind of a world we live in? Don't you realize 
what's coming?" And because Stefan continued to look at him in silence with 
the same uncertai n  smile on his l ips, Vidrighin slapped him once more on the 
shoulder, perhaps in an effort to rouse him.  

" I  sense the coming disaster as a bird senses the coming of  a storm. The 
great conflagration is approaching, believe me! We'll be reduced to dust and 
ashes! And you sit here in th is countinghouse making a few thousand lei a 
month! When you have a wife and child! Now's the time to take shelter! And 
quickly . . .  because there's not much time left!"  

"What should I do?" i nqui red Stefan,  half  joking. 
"Make arrangements for yourself. Take a post in a foreign country as far 

from here as possible. Lay aside some money. Or don't you understand?" He 
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looked at Stefan with an expression that held a mixture of pity a nd contempt, 
and lurching backward , he leaned on the desk. 

"Maybe you real ly don't understand!  So much the worse for you! You'll 
be swept away in  the days to come . . . .  That's too bad! I find you very l ikeable, 
and you're clever too. But wealth also pays off in  l i fe . . . .  Sooner or later it  
pays off. " 

'Tm not rich , "  said Stefan.  
"I 'm not talking about \\·hat you arc now," Vidrighin interrupted , frown

ing. ' ' I 'm talking about what your parents were, about what you saw in your 
house when you were a child . . . .  Would you l ike me to tell you what I saw? 
An iron kettle for mush, empty most of the time, and a water barrel . My old 
man was poor . I d idn't starve to death , since no one died of hunger in 
Romania in those days. When my mother gave birth to a ch ild a neighbor 
would take pity on us and give us a bushel of cornmea l .  Once, when my sister 
was born, they gave us some milk too. And there you have my childhood ! "  

He sighed deeply a n d  settled h imself more comfortably o n  the corner of 
the desk. 

"But \yhat can I say? It was good for me!" he resumed in a quieter tone. 
"It cured me of philosophy, ideal ism,  virtue. I 've had a good understanding of 
l ife ever since my first year of school , when I saw tha t I couldn't win a prize 
because I went barefoot. I understood, and I've adapted myself as neces
sary . . . .  " He laughed, l ifting his head a l i ttle .  Stefan caught sight of a gl int  in  
his eyes that  \\·as evil and venomous and chi l l ing. 

"My children arc being raised by a governess , "  Vidrigh in  added. " Wait,  
I ' l l  show you . . . .  " He searched in h is billfold and held out a photograph, with 
a smile that softened his whole face. Moved , Stefa n  studied the p icture of two 
fa ir-ha i red children laughing and tumbling about on a beach , half-naked in  
the sand. "This one is cal led Enrico, the other, Theobald.  They don't know 
Romanian,  and they'l l never learn it.  I 've forbidden them to!"  

While she  waited for Stefan that afternoon I leana real ized that it  was because 
of him she had surrendered to Tony. If Stefan had not come into her l ife she 
probably would have held out against Tony's entreaties. She would not have 
had an opportunity to become better acquainted with him because her 
Christmas vaca tion would not have been spent at  Jassy. She would have gone 
to ski at Predeal as she had always done. But she had decided to forget Stefan 
by fl irting and amusing herself in other ways, and for that reason she had 
accepted with joy the invitation of the Mel inte sisters to come to Jassy. Tony 
was their cousin.  H is regiment was stationed at Galati , but he  had come to 
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spend the hol idays with them. On the evening when he met Ileana he told her 
that he wanted to celebrate his promotion with his family. At the beginning of 
December he had been made capta in ,  and now he had three stripes on his 
epaulettc. 

He was not especially handsome, but he was intell igent and enterta ining 
and a tireless dancer. I mmediately he had started to fl irt with Ileana, and 
even on that first night he tried to kiss her, but she had promptly slipped 
out of h is arms. The next night he began to talk about the novels of Ciru 
Partenie, and I leana was reminded of Stefan .  She suddenly lost her high 
spirits ,  left Tony's side and went to put a record on the phonograph. 
Maria Mel inte begged her to play /'  attendrai, but Ileana pretended not 
to have heard and selected a tango. Tony approached her and invited her 
to dance, and she slipped into his arms, swaying slowly and humming. 
After a few measures Maria stopped the machine and replaced the record 
with J'attendrai. Maria was in love, I leana knew, with a student at the 
polytechnic school , and she supposed that l isten ing to the haunting song 
brought h i m  closer. But their sorrO\vful romance saddened I leana sti l l  
more ,  reminding her  aga in of Stefan in a way that she did not  under
stand. Furthermore she fel t  humil iated because she had made up her 
mind to amuse herself, to forget h im.  And now the voice of the woman 
on the record was tell ing her how beautiful and sad i t  is to wait for 
the man you l ove! But I don't love him at al l ,  Ileana said to herself. 
She had repeated it so many times that winter. Yet now she felt 
mortified and irritated, and she rushed out of the room. Some minutes 
later Maria fol lowed her. She found Ileana stretched on the bed, in tears. 
Begging her friend to forgive her, Maria threw her arms around the girl , 
her eyes also wet with tears. That she might be crying for the man she 
loved occurred to Ileana, and this thought was consoling to her. When 
she rejoined Tony later in the evening he asked her in a voice somewhat 
muted by emotion if she would be his wife. 

Ileana went sl ightly pale when she saw Stefan enter and she turned to him 
with a smile,  l ifting her head a l i ttle as if she expected to be embraced. But 
Stefan simply kissed her hand and held it  for a long t ime in his own. 

"You can't imagine how glad I am to see you , "  he said very softly. 
I leana felt her heart begin to pound aga in ,  and all the blood seemed to 

drain from her body. She sat down quickly on the sofa .  Fortunately, she 
real ized, Stefan had not noticed anything. He's impossible, she repeated 
constantly to herself. He's i mpossible, but still I love him. 

She had said the same th ing that night in Tony's room , very late, when 
she sensed that the man beside her had fal len asleep. "Do you love 
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me?" he had demanded once more \\ i th difficulty ,  figh ting to stay 
awake. She had responded softly,  "I belei\·e I do . . . .  " But probably he 
had not heard her because the next moment he was sleeping. She felt 
sorry for h i m .  I t  was extremely late and he had danced a lot and had 
drunk considerable champagne. She had decided suddenly to tell h i m  
he)\\ s h e  felt,  s ince s h e  knew that  s h e  \\·mdd postpone the engagement 
aga in .  She knew too ho\\' much Tony \\·mdd suffer. "Next summer we'll 
buy a car , "  he had said to her,  "and we'll take our honeymoon in it. 
First we'll go up to Transyh-an ia ,  then down into the val ley of the Olt. 
I 've made a partial payment on the car and as soon as I receive my share 
of the inheritance from Mas'" Toader, I 'l l  buy it. . . .  " 

" . . .  I t's strange how I recognized the car from a distance. " Suddenly she was 
a\\ are that  Stefan was speaking. \\'hat's he been saying all  this time? she 
\\ondered anxiously. "I had that  same indefinable feel ing I had \\·hen I fi rst 
saw you . Th e s now was fal l ing th ickly in a hea\·y curta in of flakes and with i n  
the circle o f  the streetl ight I saw the back o f  the car half-buried i n  th e 
drifts . . . .  Of course i t  \\asn't your car. I t  \\·as just an old taxi ,  a lmost an 
antique, but \\ hen I opened the door to get in I had the impression aga in  that 
it  \\·as yours. I can't expla in \\ hy.  E\-cn though J oana \\as with me an obscure 
intuition persisted that in a certa in inexplicable \\·ay tha t  car had once be
l onged to you . . . .  " 

After she had decided to postpone her engagement aga in I leana had 
remembered S tefan's \\·ife .  I t  \\·as th is,  perhaps, that had caused her to 
submit to Tony. He's married ,  she thought. I 'll take a lover and 
everyone \\·i l l  be satisfied . Already she had put off the engagement three 
times. "But don't you lm-c me at  al l ?' ' Tony had asked in despa ir .  An 
hour later in his room she answered h is  question \\·ith anoth er, "Do you 
need more proof than th is?" And to herself she explained ,  As a husband 
he \\·ould be intolerable ,  but I could prolong this ad\·enture until I get 
tired of i t  and h is Im·e dies.  Unfortunately Tony's body offered no 
solution to her dilemma, and she had lost h ope by th e time he unknow
i ngly came to h er rescue, saying regretfully,  his speech somewhat th ick
ened and halting because of the champagne, "But are you not a 
virgin? . . .  " All at once I leana had felt  free of remorse, of regrets. "Oh , 
no ,"  she had said in h igh good humor.  ' ' I 'm a l oose woman.  That's why 
I didn't \\'ant  us to become engaged. You ought to marry someone who's 
chaste. " "But do you Im·e me?" Tony had asked aga i n ,  perplexed, 
overcome with fatigue. "I bel i eve I do . . . .  " 

• Grandpa. 
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" . . .  Do you really bel ieve it?" Stefan asked. (But my God, what have I said? 
Ileana thought in alarm, and she shook her head , forcing herself to smile. ) "I 
can't believe it. I t  would be too simple. If  we wait for our liberation to come 
with death, then we haven't gai ned anything. The problem is how to be freed 
from the belly of the whale as l iving beings, al ive, i n  Time, in History . . . .  " 

"But why do you say 'the belly of the whale'?" I leana demanded, rousing 
suddenly from her reverie. 

Stefan stood up from his chair and broke into a laugh that was gentle and 
childlike. " I t's an i mage I use sometimes when I get too absorbed i n  pol i tical 
economy, "  and stepping closer to I leana he continued, "when I have the 
impression that I'm in the stomach of a gigantic cetacean ,  big enough to cover 
the whole earth . I n  the belly of the whale I assist with the ingestion of the raw 
materials and thei r digestion, with their removal , even, in the form of by
products. And when I 'm lost there in the belly of the whale I pray to God to 
keep me a l ive and whole, undigested by the processes of pol itical economy, ' 
until the moment when I can escape and see again the light of day out
side . . . .  " 

"If you say that your whale covers the entire earth , how can you ever 
hope to escape al ive from i ts belly?" She hesitated a moment, then added 
quickly, l ooking down, "Through death , yes. That I can understand. 
Through death perhaps we are set free . . . .  " 

Stefan stared at her. "This is just what I asked you a few moments ago. 
Do you really believe that only through death can we be freed from Time and 
History? Then human existence would have no meaning! Then our being 
here in l ife, in H istory, is a m istake! If only death al lows us to go out of Time 
and History, we really go, in fact, nowhere. We just rediscover noth
ingness . . . .  " 

"But why are you tel l ing me all th is?" I leana asked with sudden i rritation 
in her voice. "Why do you speak to me about death and nothingness, about 
the belly of the whale? I'm a woman. I'm young. I bel i eve even that I'm a 
good-looking woman. You told me so yourself once, when you thought you 
were in l ove with me. " 

"And I 'm sti l l  in love with you , "  said Stefan quietly. 
I leana looked at him in despair .  He seemed taller and more remote as he 

stood there in front of her, his eyes blazing and his face very pale,  a vague 
smile hovering in the corners of his mouth. They looked at each other in 
si lence for some time. 

"Then I 'm sorry, "  I leana said finally, standing up. " I  th ink I 've had a 
certain  strange feel ing of great sympathy for you that I didn't understand very 
well ,  one that might have been cal led,  if you l ike, a beginning of love. I 
wouldn't have acknowledged it a few months ago, but because the feeling no 
longer exists I can tell you about it now. " 

"I 've wai ted a l ong time for you to say th is," Stefan said very softly. 
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"I t's a kind of posthu mous declaration,"  I leana continued, l ighting a 
cigarette, "a sort of official report of a demise. A few months ago I found you 
very attractive. I was a lmost fond of you . But now I can only regard you as a 
friend . . . .  I don't bel ieve, anyway, that this is going to bring about a change 
in your way of l ife, in your behavi or. We'll sti l l  see each other three or four 
times a year. . . .  " 

"But you're not engaged , "  Stefan interrupted. 
S u rprised, I leana gazed at h i m .  She smiled and let the smoke from her 

cigarette rise slowly ,  idly upward, brush her temples and l ose itself in her hair .  
Then she sat  down on the sofa . 

"You're n ot engaged, "  repeated Stefan with the same urgency. "What 
I 'm saying to you is very important. You're not engaged, a re you?" 

''I'll a nswer that later. Meanwhile tell me how you've been . Tal k  to me 
about yourself, about your friends. Tell me h m\ Biris is . " 

"I th ink he's i n  love with Catal i na . "  

One day Bursuc came to the Ministry to talk about Biris and Catal ina .  I t  was 
the fi rst day that year that really fel t  l ike spring. When Stefan saw h im come 
in he could not h ide a gesture of annoyance. 

" Didn't  Pctrachc warn you that  I was coming to sec you? He forgot, of 
course , "  Bursuc exclaimed with a knowing wink. ' ' Ever since he l ost his head 
over Cata l ina he doesn't even know his own name. He hardly ever goes to the 
coffee shop any more , and then only when he has to meet Bibicescu . "  H e  
stretched out ful l  length i n  the easy cha ir .  

"This is just r ight for you , you h igh officials !" he commented admir
i ngly. "Leather armchairs !  And we pay for al l  th is,  we poor taxpayers! We pay 
for your luxuries with the sweat of our brmvs. But when the Revol uti on comes 
everyone will be swept away. We'll l i quidate th is state too, Mr. Budgeter. . . .  
You'll see !"  

"Since when arc you a re,·olutionary?" Stefan asked . 
'Tve always been a revolutionary. The trouble is there aren't any people 

to get the Revolu ti on underway. They're all  blockheads-and if they're not 
blockheads, they're cowards . . . .  Don't you have any cigarettes?" 

Stefan pulled open a drawer and held out a package. Selecting one, 
Bursuc lit i t  and calmly stuffed the rest into his pocket. "''ve heard that you ' re 
on good terms with the Secretary General , "  he resumed i n  a different tone. 
"Couldn't you wangle something for me, a sinecure of some kind or other?" 

"But you have a degree in theology and th is is the Ministry of Nati onal 
Economy!" 

" What difference does tha t make? If there's good will i t  can be arranged. 
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When this government was formed I was promised a post as sub-prefect but, 
infamous as all pol iticians are ,  they didn't keep thei r word. What do you want 
me to do, starve to death? Everyone in Romania has a job. Why shouldn't I 
have one too? But ,"  he hastened to add, "let's get this clear. I don't need a 
serious job with regular hours behind a desk. I don't have time to come to the 
office. I 've things to attend to all  the time in town. Besides , my family l ives in 
the provinces and I 'm a family man . I can't just leave them there. I have to go 
to see them now and then. "  

Stefan began to laugh . 
"No, really," protested Bursuc, ' ' I 'm serious. You may not think so, but 

I 'm in  no mood for joking. I have only a few twenties in my pocket. I haven't 
paid my h otel bi l l  since I don't know when. Find me a sinecure and I 'l l  offer a 
prayer for the repose of your sou l .  Because I see that you're rather restless. 
You're beginning to get th in .  You l ook bad. Someone ought to pray for you . 
As a graduate magna cum laude in theology I know some prayers that won't 
fai l !  So, what do you say?" 

"Impossible. " 
Bursuc regarded Stefan for a moment with his eyebrows drawn together 

in a frown . He pulled the package of cigarettes out of his  pocket, l ighted 
another one and continued. "Fine. I see you ' re incorruptible. You're pos
sessed of th is great antirevolutionary vice. I t's your affair. But I warn you, 
you'll pay dearly when the Revolution comes!"  

"What revolution?" asked Stefan.  "The I ron Guard wil l  soon be l iq
u idated, and as for the Communists, they're still trying to gather their one or 
two hundred together so they'll know one another. So what revolution are you 
talking about?" 

Bursuc l ooked at him in amazement and put his hand to his mouth to 
stifle a laugh . "They told me you were naive, but I didn't think that you were 
in this state! And na ivete is another antirevolutionary fault. Now then, what 
do I care who starts the Revolution? One thing matters-to be with it and not 
against i t !"  

"Agreed. Bu t I ask you once again ,  according to you who'll make the 
revolution?" 

"As though someone has to make i t! That's good! The Revolution comes 
and goes. No one makes it. First it  was in Russia, then it came to Italy, 
Germany, Spain.  Communist, Fascist, reactionary-the point is, it came. 
And it will come to us too. And I warn you , I 'm with the Revolution and 
therefore against you . Poli ti cally I consider you my enemy. My personal 
enemy. Because you 've endangered my fundamental interests. I ask you for a 
sinecure of ten or twelve thousand lei a month and you refuse me for legal 
reasons. As if legality matters in the times we l ive in!  But you're an antirevo
lutionary by nature. Mark my words, things will go hard with you . . . .  " 

After a pause Bursuc continued. " ''ve had bad luck. The I ron Guard was 
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led by naive people without pol i tical spirit .  If I had been in their  place I 'd be 
in power today. And I 'd have led the Revolution. I 'd have l iqu idated everyone 
else. The essential thing to do is to l iqu idate the adversary. After that the 
Re,·oluti on proceeds by itself . . . .  " But as I said , I 've had bad luck. If I 'd seen 
that they had courage and political spirit I 'd have gone over to their  side. I 
ha,·c a l ot of friends in the Iron Guard . It could have been arranged . By now, 
I 'd have been in your place. I 'd be sitting at this desk i nstead of being forced to 
go to one or another of my acquaintances just to put my hands on five 
hundred lei . . . .  And by the way , "  he added, changing his tone, "could you 
lend me a thousand lei? I said that I 'm running around after five hundred, but 
I was just being modest. The truth is, I 'm after a thousand le i ,  five hundred 
for myself and five hundred for the others. I can't tell you who. I mportant 
people. Meanwhile keep this to yourself . . . .  " 

He took the bills that Stefan offered , thanked h i m  and started for the 
door. But after a few steps he turned around. "I forgot to tell you the most 
important th ing. Don't th i nk Petrachc's been going to bed with Catalina.  No, 
God forbid!  He l o,·cs her in  a platonic ,,·ay.  He's an ideal ist. Catal ina sleeps 
with Bibiccscu. And with anyone else besides . . . .  You don't say anything? 
Maybe you l ike her too , you l ook so unhappy. But don't get upset about it. 
Give her a call on the phone !"  

The h ousemaid entered just as  he began to  ra ise the l id of  one of  h i s  glass 
cases with the intention of rcmm·ing a first edition of the poems by the 
Vacarcscu brothers. Approaching him with her mincing walk  the girl an
nounced, "A gentleman is asking for you .  He says i t's urgent. He won't give 
his name. He says you know him . " 

Stefan smiled.  This was just wha t had happened when he had visited 
Anti m two months before. Again the professor would not have time to explain 
why the period when "the cou ntry mourned under the heel of the Turk" had 
no heirs .  Antim wearily gathered up the few small books from the table and 
went to put them in the glass case. 

IanctJ Antim's house was situated at the end of a lane, beh ind the Foisor 
de Foe . '"  A massive and rather ugly bui ld ing, it dated from 1 900, and in 
the harsh l ight of the March afternoon \vhcn Stefan had come for the 
first time the house took on a stern nobil ity .  It might have been l ifted 
from an old engraving. A young servant girl had opened the door and 
im·itcd him i nto an i m mense salon. I ts wal ls  were so overla id with 
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paintings that they could no longer be seen . Several bookcases with glass 
doors stood in one corner, while another held still more display 
cabinets, some of them covered with l inen cloths. 

"Domnul Professor is resting, " the gi rl said. "But he ough t to be 
getting up soon. He never sleeps more than an hour. " 

Stefan gazed around him i n  astonishment. Paintings, antique fur
ni ture, stands bearing open foli os,  church stalls, odd chairs whose backs 
were draped with fabrics of faded colors, stoles, bridal veils-all these 
together constituted a strange mixture of museum, antique shop, and 
chamber, l ike that of an elderly spinster. The two large windows that 
faced the garden were so narrowed by their green velvet drapes that the 
l ight could not reach all the corners of this crowded salon. Although the 
fire was sti l l  burning in the terra-cotta stove it was colder in the room 
than it was outside. Stefan put his hands in the pockets of his overcoat 
and walked around slowly, examining the pictu res. There were portraits 
of old, bearded boyars in velvet mantles, ladies from the beginning of 
the past century, and dark, gloomy landscapes, painted amateurishly, 
qu i te without charm . 

"Has that addlebrained girl brought you in here?" he heard 
Antim's voice suddenly from the doorway. "You'll  freeze! Come 
quickly and warm up!" And Antim had ushered Stefan into a room that 
was not so large but just as crammed as the other with glass cases ful l  of 
old icons and prints,  sketchbooks, l ittle tables piled with trinkets and bits 
of coral and mother-of-pearl.  

"Don't look at anything!" Antim exclaimed.  "Don't look at an 
object until I explain  it to you . Because each one has to be explained . 
All the things you see here are relics of the time when 'the country 
mourned under the heel of the Turk' as the poet says-the eighteenth 
century and the beginning of the nineteenth . "  

He began to show Stefan engravings, first editions of Muntenian 
writers, portfolios of manuscripts and letters. 

"I told you that the Yacarescu's are my great weakness. I n  particu
lar, Ianni Yacarescu , the one with 'The power of evil fate , '  and 'My 
accumulated years . . . .  ' Or aren't you familiar with Iancu Yacarescu's 
poems?" 

"No, I'm not , '' Stefan admitted with a smile. 
Antim glanced at him questioningly then shrugged h is shoulders in 

a gesture of discouragement. "How can you be interested i n  what I 've 
collected here? You must be initiated first . . . .  I warned you , I have 
things that are not often found in Romanian homes. I have relics from a 
past which is not only dead, as any past is ,  but one which has left 
nothing to the ages that have succeeded it. A past without heirs,  celi
bate , '' and he had added , blinking his eyes, "like me. " 

With a brief rap on the door the maid entered, bringing the coffee. 
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She went to Antim and whispered , "Domnul Nichita has come. He says 
you knm\ what for. . . .  " 

Antim blushed suddenly and l eft the room in haste. Alone, Stefan 
felt his heart sti rred by a vague sadness. A past without heirs! he repeated 
to hi msel f. A time that once existed. A time when the people l oved and 
suffered just as ,,.e do now. They had a certa in  language in which they 
tried to write according to a certain manner. And then that time van
ished as if  it  had never been because the people who came after it 
ignored e\·eryth i ng that had been done '"when the country mourned 
under the heel of the Turk . " A cel ibate time,  without heirs . . . .  

"You're a herald of good luck ,"  An tim said when he returned to 
the salon. "You've brought good fortune to this house !"  He saw the cup 
of coffee and ceased the constant rubbing of his hands in order to pick i t  
up and sip from it thoughtfully .  "I must explain to  you about all  that 
I 've collected here. I 've gi' en a l ifetime to it. . . .  " 

Stefan inferred that the Professor's mind was on something else, 
and when he had dru nk his coffee he stood up to leave. 

"You must come aga i n , "  Antim sa id.  "You're a man of good luck. 
I 'l l  tell you why some other time. But bel i eve me, you've brought luck 
to th is house ! "  

"Some rare edition o f  the poets Vacarescu?" suggested Stefan from 
the threshold . 

" 'I have them al l ! "  An tim exclai med .  "No, it's a much more i mpor
tant matter. " He stroked his beard . " " I 'l l  tel l you someday. I 'l l  tell you 
and maybe I 'l l  c,·en show you ! "  

Stefan's second ,· isit was o n  an afternoon in  May. Antim began to show h i m  
the fi rst ed iti ons o f  the poems b y  the Vacarescu brothers. H e  had just reci ted 
some l ines by lancu when the maid entered with the annou ncement, "A 
gentleman is asking for you . . . .  " 

Anti m closed the glass case with care and started to go out of the room.  
His eyes fel l  on the man in  the  entrance and his face brightened, but Stefan 
did not recognize the visitor at fi rst. He had l et h is  mustache grow and he was 
wearing dark glasses. 

"How are th ings with you , boier Joachim Teodorescu?" Antim greeted 
h im j ov ially. "What wind brings you from the Scyth ians and Agatirs to the 
lands of the Turkish conquest?" 

Teodorescu hesitated a moment, wiped his perspi ring forehead with his 
handkerchief, and casting a glance at Stefan he  responded, "I 've come to ask 
you for hospital i ty for a few nights , domnule Professor. Just until I get another 
place. I may fi nd one tomorrow or the day after. . . .  " 

Antim stared at h i m  in amazement. "Is  someone after you perhaps?" he  
asked, a note of  fear in  his voice. 

"Yes , "  Teodorescu admitted . "But I assure you ,  you won't have any 
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trouble .  I won't receive visitors. Just let me sleep at your place tonight and I 'll 
leave tomorrow. " 

Antim wrung his hands, perplexed. "I t's impossible, my friend , "  he said. 
"Impossible! I have a new servant girl, a peasant who's a l ittle stupid. She'll fil l  
the neighborhood with rumors that I'm harboring Iron Cuardists. And of this 
I'm sure, they'll come here to search! Look at all these things! All these papers 
and books! . . .  I 've heard that the police scatter everything around, and what 
they can't read on the spot, they load in their trucks and take with them . . . .  
And then , real ly, do I have any place for you to sleep? Look around! Nothing 
but books and paintings and papers everywhere !"  

Teodorescu regarded him with a smile. He put  on h is dark glasses and 
prepared to leave. 

"Wait a minute, " said Stefan. "If it's a matter of a few nights I can pu t 
you up. I have, besides my apartment, a room in a hotel . A place where I hide 
away occasionally when I'm in  the mood. I'll let you have it. " 

l ancu Antim was delighted and rubbed his hands together. He insisted 
that J oachim not leave i mmediately, urging him to stay and drink a cup of 
coffee. When he went to tell the maid, Teodorescu turned suddenly to Ste
fan .  

"You know the new law? You're not permitted to rent a room or  take in  
someone without first informing the police. " 

Stefan shrugged. "I know," he said .  
An hour later Teodorescu sat down exhausted o n  the edge of the bed i n  

Stefan's room. "Tell m e  frankly, how many days can I stay here?" he asked. 
"Could I stay until Monday?" 

"Certainly. " 
"Do you think anyone saw us coming in? I mean someone other than the 

hotel porter? This is very important. " 
"I don't think so, "  replied Stefan casually. 
Teodorescu sighed with relief and asked permission to stretch out on the 

bed. 
"Of course! I have to leave anyway. Is there anything else I can do for 

you?" 
Teodorescu l ooked at him a few moments with indecision, then he 

asked,. "Could you make a phone call from town to a number I'll give you?" 
"With pleasure, if it's a personal matter ,"  answered Stefan, "but if i t's 

pol itical ,  no. And not because I 'm an opponent of your ideas and your ideals, 
al though I am, pol iti cally, but because in the struggle you're carrying on with 
the pol ice I want to remain neutral .  Just as I refuse to denounce one of you , so 
also I refuse to give him aid . "  

" I  understand, but I don't quite know what to do. I want you to let my 
fiancee know where she can find me. You might say that this is a personal 
matter. But on the other hand, she shares my pol itical  views. In addition she 
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has to let me know if she finds another place for me to stay. " Smil ing, he 
added , "You sec, things are rather compl icated . " 

"What should I tell your fiancee?" Stefan asked. 
"just th is,  but please repea t it word for word: 'Drop out of sight. Come 

Monday at the same time to the place where we were supposed to meet 
today . ' " 

'All right, "  said S tefa n ,  preparing to leave. 'Til repeat your words exactly 
as I heard them.  Rest easi ly . . .  and good luck. " 

As he rose to extend his hand Teodorescu brushed a book from the 
nigh tstand where it had been lying under the newspapers and magazines. H e  
read the title a n d  smiled. Encore un  instant  de  bonheur b y  Montherlant. " A  
beautiful title, " h e  sa id .  

It  promised to be a hot summer day and Spiridon Vadastra already felt tired as 
he was caught up in the torrent of people that erupted i nto calea Victorici 
during the lunch hour. ;'\lc,·erthcless he went on, his steps firm, glancing 
arou nd with an expression both stern and aloof. 

The \\'Oman at the post office searched a moment and finally smiled, 
shaking her head. "Noth ing!" It  ,,·as not the first t ime she had given him such 
an answer, and yet 011 this day Spiridon seemed to detect a hidden i rony in her 
response. He left, his irritation growi ng, to go to the restaurant, \\'here he ate 
\'cry l i ttle.  At two o'clock he \\"Cnt to the courthouse. Certa i n  tedious matters 
of business drc\\ h im there from time to time, but he also l iked to l inger i n  the 
halls, \\'here he would meet acquaintances and friends and converse with 
them . Today ho\\'C\'Cr he was in no mood to l oi ter. \Vithout interest he shook 
hands \\'ith sc\'cral of his colleagues, replying sullenly to their queries and 
shrugging his shoulders drearily. At five o'clock he went to domnul Pro
topopcscu 's office, but the moment he entered and held out his hand he 
regretted ha,·ing come. Domnul Protopopcscu greeted him with a contemp
tuous smile-a rare occurrence and a sure sign he was preparing to impart a 
bit of unpleasant information. 

" H old your chatter, Vadastra ! "  he said, openi ng a desk drawer and 
searching through the papers, the same i ronic smile remaining on his l i ps.  
"You've made a m istake to show your face here!" 

" What do you mea n ,  domnule Protopopescu?" said Spi ridon, flushing 
suddenly. 

"You'll see di rectly. Look here, Ford has answered you . H e's returned 
that  nonsense of yours ,  that plan you had to change the world . . . .  " 

Spiridon felt as though his veins had been drained of blood. A terrible 
emptiness yawned in his chest. His throat became dry, his l ips white,  burned 
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by the heat of his breath . Incredulous, he stared at the long-awaited envelope 
from which domnul Protopopescu now withdrew those pages he had wri tten 
months before, together with a sheet of hea\·y paper bearing several typed 
l ines. It was undoubtedly Ford's reply. 

"Look here! This is i t ,"  domnul Protopopescu said, holding it out to him.  
"He tells you that your proposals are very interesting, but he regrets that he 
cannot take them into consideration. Look! Read it-if you know English , "  
h e  said,  sti l l  with the same mocking smile. "Since I don't know English, the 
girl translated it for me, " he added, joking, running his tongue around the 
roof of his mouth .  

"I  don't understand . "  Spiridon's fa int whisper was barely audible. " I  
don't u nderstand how the letter came to  you . "  

"Ei,  bravo! As i f  we weren't always on guard?! Otherwise what's the good 
of having these services?" 

"But the envelope was addressed to me," Spiridon said, his voice sti l l  
weak. "I gave my address as General Delivery. "  

"Ah , yes, that's i t  precisely !"  exclai med domnu/ Protopopescu happily. "I 
have to know, too, who it is that writes to you from America and what he says 
to you . . . .  We're always on guard ! "  

Spiridon took the envelope and sl id it  mechanically into his pocket. He 
kept i n  his hand only the sheet of paper that domnul Protopopescu had held 
out to him.  He could not bring h imself to hide it, yet he did not dare to try to 
read i t. The chief was staring at him with that contemptuous smile, smoking 
his cigarette in great good humor. 

"Have a seat and read it," he said, seeing that Vadastra was sti l l  standing 
uncerta inly in front of the desk. "After that I have something else to say . . . .  " 

Spiridon sat down in the armchair  but as soon as his glance fel l  on the 
signature he started up and cried, "It's not from Ford! He didn't sign i t! A Mr. 
P. G. Wood wrote it! I t's not from Ford ! "  

"What did you expect? That Ford would sign i t  himself? As though he 
has time to read all  the junk that comes to him from all over the world! The 
man who signed it must be one of Ford's secretaries . "  

Vadastra l istened, stealing a furtive glance a t  the signature, P .  G. Wood, 
which for a moment had restored all his hopes. Then he ran his eyes over the 
letter. With his slight knowledge of English he gathered that P. G. Wood 
thanked him i n  the name of Henry Ford and returned the text of his interest
ing statement. Domnul Protopopescu was right. The copy of the statement, 
which he had just stuffed in his pocket, was the most convincing answer. Ford 
was not interested in organizing and guiding the public opinion of the world. 

"Now, let's talk seriously ,"  said dam nul Protopopescu , mashing his ciga
rette in the grounds that remained in the bottom of his coffee cup, and 
l ighting another. "Vadastra , I see that you consume state money to no pur
pose. And you do stupid things besides. You disgrace us. " 

A surge of blood flushed Spiridon's cheeks again but he did not dare to 

1 36 



anS\\·cr. Domnul Protopopcscu spoke \\·ith the \'oicc of a master who did not 
permit  a reply,  a \·oicc that i mariably brought \\'ith i t  bad nc\\·s. He crossed his 
arms on the desk and spoke as though he would rid himself of the bitter taste 
that poisoned his mouth .  H is jaws were clenched and he snapped his tongue 
fur i ously after each \\'ord . 

"You disgrace us !"  he repeated with disgust. "I nstcad of working se
riously you do such stupid things.  All the information you've furnished us is 
foolishness. Uninteresting. Tales for chi ldren. I'm paying you for noth-

" mg . . . .  
Spiridon raised his head and was confronted by domnul Protopopcscu's 

exasperated face, his habit-so famil iar-of shaking his head constantly while 
he \\·as speaking. Vadastra did not understand. He sensed that something 
painful was going to happen but he could not imagine what. 

" . . .  consequently you can col lect your pay for this month and wind 
th ings up. \Vc don't need your scf\·iccs anymore. They don't interest us . . . .  " 

It was difficul t for Spi ridon to comprehend. \Vas he fi red? Th is thought 
seemed absurd . For fi\T years he had been planning to lca\T the Scf\· icc, but 
only at a ti me of his 0\\'11 choosing. Nc\'Cr for a moment had it entered his 
mind that domnul Protopopcscu would dismiss him. I t  \\'as utterly absurd!  He 
had nc\'Cr taken h is  chiefs moods seriously. He always did what he had been 
doing-almost noth ing-since the time \\ hen he \\·as still in the University 
and had been engaged to supply information about student mo\·cmcnts . He 
restricted hi mself to meeting a fc\\. times a week with domnul Protopopcscu or 
other employees of the Sef\ icc, discussing \\ hat he had heard, even lying 
sometimes in order to appear \\Ti l-informed . But most of the ti me he talked 
about h imself, his successes , and about ho\\' he would surprise C\'Cryonc soon . 

" . . .  Then \\T understand each other fully, " domnul Protopopcscu con
cluded. "And nm\·, if  you 'l l  excuse me, I'm busy , "  h� added , getting to his 
feet. 

Spiridon stood up too ,  but he \\·as not at all ready to lca\T. "I don't 
understand \\'hat you mean , "  he  began emotional ly. ' ' I 'm a proper and dis
creet man. 1 \-c akays done my duty.  I don't bel ic\'c you ha\T any reason to 
compla in . . . .  With respect to the proposal I subm itted to Ford , that's a 
personal matter. And I 'm surprised that you , a man of elegant manners ,  
would ha\'c countenanced such-what shall I say?-a th ing s o  indel icate as 
confiscating my letter and reading it al though it was addressed to me . . . .  " 

Domnul Protopopcscu stared at h im in perplexity, as though he could 
not bel ieve his cars. "I say, you are a lunatic !"  he exclaimed at last, frowning. 
"You really arc crazy! You ought to get help . . . .  " 

"I might answer that but I prefer to remain si lent , "  said Spiridon, redden
ing. "I should like to th ink that you were joking, because otherwise I should 
consider it  an insult, a grave insult. And I don't stand for insults from 
anyone-even from one of my superiors in the Scr\' icc . "  
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"You're no longer a part of the Service. I told you that fifteen minutes 
ago ."  

"Buy why, please?" Spi ridon said, aroused. "Have I committed some 
error? On the contrary as far as I know, I was always the bra in of this SeT\·ice. I 
alone know the others. I know who they arc-they're ignoramuses, worthless 
men . I was the only man with personal i ty . . . .  " 

"Why prolong this conversation?" said domnul Protopopescu , sitting 
down and lighting another cigarette. "The orders are executed. Good day!" 

"Do you th ink you can fi re me like a seT\'ant after five years of service?" 
cried Spiridon, furious, approaching the desk. "A man l ike me, who's always 
done his duty? You'll be sorry later on!-When I begin to tell those who are 
concerned about how the state's money is being squandered !"  

"Arc you trying to  blackmail me?" domnul Protopopcscu asked with a 
sugary smile, his voice abnormally calm.  

"Not blackmai l ! "  Spiridon continued, sti l l  fuming. " I t's the pure truth ! 
Do you think I don't know anything, that I haven't seen or heard anything? 
Someday I'l l  tell it where it  should be told !"  

"See if they believe you! "  said domnul Protopopescu , releasing a smoke 
ring from his l ips. "You stupid fool, don't you know I can disgrace you in 
twenty-four hours by announcing publ icly that you have been, or stil l  are, in 
my service? They'd throw you out of the bar association before you could so 
much as turn around!" 

"Just wait, I 'l l  tell  them ! I 'l l  tell  them!" Spiridon kept repeating. But 
domnul Protopopescu's threat had struck home. The sudden thought of a 
scandal in the bar made him feel that the earth had dropped away beneath his 
feet. H is self-control gone, exhausted by all the blows he had received in the 
last half hour, he continued fool ishly to repeat the same words, "''ll  tell them 
everything I know," over and over, trembl ing, clinging to them in his despair. 

Domnul Protopopescu regarded him once more with crushing contempt 
that was not, however, unmixed with pity.  Then he said softly, "Get out!" 

Spiridon was suddenly speechless. He passed his hand over his dry l ips 
and tried to smile, but his face was stony with hatred, humiliation, and fear. 
Then with a trembl ing hand he put the letter from America , which he had 
been clutching during the conversation, into his pocket. He started to the 
door. 

· "You'll regret this,  you'll see !"  he muttered from the threshold in a last 
attempt at a threat. But domnul Protopopescu \\·as looking for something in 
one of his desk drawers and did not reply. 

Someday when he became powerful he would meet domnul Protopopescu 
and he would repay him with a vengeance for all he had said. Domnul 
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Protopopcscu \muld fa ll on his knees before h i m ,  begging Vadastra's forgi,·c
ncss, but in vain !  In tears and beating his breast, domnul Protopopescu would 
try to kiss Spiridon's feet, but he would kick the prostrate man in the face and 
cry, "Get out of here! Out! " Then he would go to visit him in prison in his 
stone cel l ,  finding him sprawled on a bed of dirty straw, in chains. " Do you 
still remember when you told me that  I was crazy, that you could ru i n  me if 
you wished in h\·enty-four hours? Do you sti l l  remember how you fired me? 
Ei,  yes , and 110\\ your l ife is in my hands. Look, th is is your pardon ! "  and he 
would tear it  into l i ttle pieces and throw them in domnul Protopopescu's face. 
Then he ,,·ould spit at him and shout, "Get out of here!"  

But Vadastra had awakened from his dreams of  ,· iolent revenge by the 
time he reached home. He felt dejected, all  energy spent. Wondering what to 
do next he collapsed in the easy chair  and removed his monocle ,,·ith a gesture 
of i mmense weariness. Being in no mood to go ou t to the restaurant to eat, he 
decided to reti re. He slept hea,· i ly ,  a fe,·erish sleep, broken by nightmares 
from which he awakened shaking. During one of these intervals of rousing 
between nightmares he thought he heard the door to the apartment ope n ,  
foll owed b y  the sound of footsteps , fami l iar  now, whispers, a n d  a woman's 
laughter. But th is time he did not get out of bed to l i e  in wait for them. The 
knowledge that  Baleanu was in the next room in the company of a woman 
quieted him and he made an effort to go back to sleep quickly. 

The next morning when he took his watch from the bedside table to look 
at the t ime, he heard again the sound of a woman's steps in the hal l .  The 
entrance door opened swiftly and the eleva tor began to descend. He noticed 
with surprise that it was a lmost nine o'clock. Surely Baleanu had long since 
left for the regiment. On any other day Vadastra would have bounded from 
his bed to sec ,, hat the \\ Oman l ooked l ike. But, al though at the moment of 
awakening the dismal incidents of the day before did not im mediately come to 
his m i nd ,  his whole being was pervaded by a disconsolate exhaustion that 
weighed him down . He was out of sorts, i rresol u te. For a few moments he 
reflected on the woman who had left so late in the morning, but he soon 
recalled his troubles and began to \\'Onder how he could cope with them. 

I t  would be necessary to return to the serious practice of law. Unfortu
nately the only aspect of h is profession that he l iked was the trial work, the 
pleading of cases in the courtroom.  All the rest bored h i m-the time l ost i n  
endless waiting, the work at the secretariat, formal ities, consultations wi th the 
judges , copying from judicial acts and decis ions. "What if I lose my job in the 
sol icitor's office too?" he ,,·ondered , suddenly gripped by panic .  The thought 
was so terrifying to h i m  that  he sprang out of bed and began speedily to dress. 
H is work with that agency was negligible .  Eight other lawyers were employed 
as ,,·ell  as numerous secretaries. Only infrequently was he given a dossier to 
srudy or a case to prepare when he visited one of the offices to ask what was 
new. "If they take that away from me, " Spiridon said to himself in dismay, 
' ' I ' l l  cause a scandal that will make all  Bucharest howl !"  But that  threat was 
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not sufficient to restore his tranquility .  He imagined domnul Protopopescu in  
the act of l ifting the receiver and calmly cal l ing the director of  the agency. 
"Fire him , "  the man would say, shaking his head and smiling. "Fire Spiridon 
immediately! That's an order !"  'Til cause a scandal !"  Vadastra repeated to 
himself many times, continually moistening his dry l ips. 'Til cause a scan-
d 1 1 "  a . .  

The plan occurred to him that night a s  h e  was struggl ing with insomnia and 
visions of the disaster that awaited him if he l ost the sol icitor's job.  He heard 
the elevator stop at his  floor. He heard Baleanu open the door with less 
caution than previously, and he could hear the whispers. An hour later 
someone walked down the hall to the bathroom, and several minutes after 
that Baleanu rummaged about in the ki tchen, probably looking for glasses . 
Her husband has a hundred mil l ion and she spends the n ight in the apartment 
of a l ieutenant! said Spiridon to himself. With a hundred mill ion who would 
refuse to give a million or two? He wouldn't even miss it. In a few days he'd 
earn as much again and replace it. . . .  If only I knew her name . . . .  

The simplicity with which he could acquire one or two mil l ion lei took 
his breath away. It frightened him.  He would lie in wait one day when 
she stayed in Baleanu's room after the l ieutenant had gone to the regi
ment. Then he would step out of his room and suddenly confront her. 
"Don't be angry, doamna , " he would say, "but please come i nto my 
office for a few minutes. It is in your interest. . . .  " What she said didn't 
matter, nor how much she protested . Once they reached h is office he 
would close the door and, approaching her, he would speak with great 
severity. "You may believe anything about me that you wish, my dear 
doamna So-and-so, but I intend by th is evening to inform your husband 
where and with whom you spent the night"-let's say-"of June fif
teenth . You may not l ike the idea of his finding out, but I don't mind 
tel l ing you that I shall reveal th is gross offence of adultery to all  your 
acquaintances . I don't think you'll l ike them to know who your lover is. 
Moreover you'll disgrace Baleanu and ruin his career. He will have no 
choice but to put a bullet in h is head or flee across the border. As far as 
I 'm concerned, I 'm not afraid of anything because I've taken ful l  pre
cautions. " (That's not true but how will she know?) "However there is a 
possible solution for you . I beli eve my friend Baleanu has told you in 
considerable detail about me and you realize I'm a person of some 
i mportance in Romania.  Doamna So-and-so, I have great plans. Unfor
tunately until now I haven't found a capitalist who will understand and 
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help  me. I say unfortunately, because I am forced in consequence to 
appeal to you for help. I need about two mill ion lei in order to bring to a 
successful concl usion a subl ime work, useful not only to our country 
but to humanity in general . Although it is a deep secret I might be able 
to tell you more about th is sublime work on another occasion. Your 
husband is \·ery r ich,  as you know better than I. If you don't want me to 
rc\'cal anything about your relations with my friend, plcace place this 
sum at my disposal . I don't care how you do it .  You could recommend 
me to your husband-ask him to accept me as an associate in h is 
business. Or you could even bring me the two mil l ion yourself i n  jewels 
or in cash . . .  but don't try to betray me by saying anyth i ng to Baleanu 
about it .  You'd regret that \'cry much . 1 \·c taken ful l  precautions. I warn 
you , don't try anything. Set a time to meet me tomorrow . . . .  " 

He had not been m istaken.  The l ieutenant had gone to the kitchen for glasses. 
i\'ow he heard laughter from the bedroom , the sound of a cork being drawn 
with difficulty from a bottle ,  the beginning of a song. He tossed about in his 
bed, expel l ing all thoughts al ien to his pla n ,  and resumed "·ith new vigor the 
drama of his meeti ng with the beautiful stranger. Such women al \\'ays have 
money a nd a great many jewels .  If her husband should refuse to receive h im 
into his business at Campina, she  \\ ould only  ha\'e to sell some of  her  jc\\'cls 
in order to pay the amount-if not h\·o mi l l ion,  then he'd be content with 
one. But \\·hat \\·as her name? He absolutely must find out her name in order 
to appear \\'ell- informed about her situation,  about her husband's fortune! 

To\\'ard morning he fel l  asleep, long after the strains of the last song from 
Balcanu's room had died a\\·ay.  

Early in the afternoon of the fourteenth of July Stefan climbed the stairs to h is 
hotel room and stretched out \\'earily on the bed. The day was \·cry hot. He 
hoped he  would be  able to  rest for a \\·hile before returning to  the  Ministry. 
His appointment was to be signed that afternoon. He \\'as going to Japan.  

A l ong t ime before Stefan had learned by chance that th is assignment 
might be h is ,  but the m ission \\'as not defined until the m iddle of June.  
He \\'Ould be an obserYCr at the Economic Conference of the Far Eastern 
Nations. The Secretary General had sent for h im one hot ra iny morning. 
Stefan found him ncr\'ous and preoccupied. 

"You'll lea\'c in fi\·c or six weeks , "  he said. "Be \'cry carefu l !  I t's a m ore 
important matter than simply being an observer. The Japanese need oil and 
they're prepared to send their tankers to pick i t  up at Constanta . Out of all  the 
th ings they're offering us \\'C need only rubber. But they don't have any. For 
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the present they're buying it from the Dutch Indies.  Nevertheless they've 
offered us rubber-and at an advantageous price! Their proposal seems very 
suspect to me. Besides, it came through a company recommended by 
Vidrighin.  Also the Germans arc involved somehow. The important thing is 
to prevent Vidrighin from taking the business into his hands. I 've sent him on 
a mission to Switzerland and I 'l l  try to keep him there as l ong as possible. In 
the meantime get ready to leave. Be very discreet. Don't discuss it  in 
town . . . .  " 

He stared at Stefan for some time, hesitating, then he added, "Your stay 
there could be lengthy. God knows what may happen in the fal l .  Perhaps it 
would be well to take your wife with you . Think it over. . . .  " 

. 

Stefan had left the office of the Secretary General with a vague sadness in 
his heart. He would take J oana , of course. But at the same time he thought of 
Ileana. 

He recalled thei r  last meeting on the eve of Palm Sunday. ' ' I 'm going to 
church , "  she had told h im.  "I don't know why but all at once I felt the 
need to go into a church . "  She had looked at him anxiously, then with 
that brief boyish gesture she had shaken her curls and asked , "Do you 
bel ieve in God? Do you really bel ieve?" 

Stefan got up from the bed and went to the window. When he opened the 
blinds the room was flooded with l ight. I s imply won't be able to sleep, he said 
to himself, lying down on the bed again .  Nevertheless he closed his eyes. 

" Do you really believe?" Ileana had asked at that time. "Do you believe 
that car existed?" (Or maybe it only seemed as though she asked that, 
Stefan had thought later. Perhaps I didn't understand her very wel l .  
She spoke about God and asked if I believe that God exists. In  her  way 
she was asking, "Is the sheepfold far?") "Or arc we condemned to 
remain forever in the belly of the whale?" She tried to smile. It was the 
fi rst time he had seen such a strained expression on her face. The 
spontaneity was gone. It was as though she were smiling for her own 
benefit, to console herself in her sol itariness . 

Then one morning at the Ministry several weeks later he answered 
the telephone and heard a voice that seemed to come from very far 
away, crying, "Stefan!  Stefan!" "Where are you?" he had asked. "In a 
tobacco shop in Sosea. I went to the forest .  I was possessed by a longing 
for the forest. " "But aren't you engaged?" he demanded suddenly, 
startled. There was a very l ong silence. "Aren't you engaged?" he asked 
again,  and repeated it several times. "I don't understand what's hap
pened between us,"  she said tardily.  "I simply can't understand you . I 
don't know what you want or what you expect. . . .  I 'm sorry I ever met 
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you-very sorry . . . .  " "But you sti l l  haven't told me if you're engaged, 
or if you're going to get engaged , "  he insisted . "Sometimes I wonder if I 
really met you , or are you just a hallucination? Perhaps you really are 
lost in  the bel ly of the whale . . . .  " Then she added softly, almost whis
pering, "Good-bye, Stefa n ,  good-bye . . . .  " The connection was broken 
suddenly, perhaps inadvertently. He could hear the sound of it, dull 
and metallic.  

That evening when he left the Ministry he went straight to strada 
Batiste i .  He rang th e doorbell insistently and long, before doamna Cre
tulcscu finally answered . She seemed surprised to sec him standing in  
front of her with a bouquet of  l il i es of  the valley in  his hand. "She l eft 
th is morning for Jassy , "  Tante Alice told h im.  "She telephoned you 
from the station .  Didn't she speak with you? She said she was going to 
phone you to let you know she was leaving. She made up her mind 
unexpectedly  . . . .  " 

"But she's not engaged?" Stefan asked anxiously. 
"Only God understands her!" exclaimed doamna Cretulescu.  "He 

came here to  see  her  once, Captain Melinte. H e  begged h er,  he fel l  on  
his knees before her ,  and before me, too , Captain Mel inte. Doam na 
Cretulescu , '  he said to me, Tante Alice, I implore you , persuade her ! '  I 
felt sorry for h i m ,  a sensible man, pleadi ng \\·ith us both as if he were 
praying to a god . . . .  " 

Stefan had smiled, embarrassed, and held out the bouquet of flowers. 
Do rou believe in God? Do you really believe? Do you believe 

tha t car exists? . . .  

H e  heard the sound of rapid footsteps in the corridor, and voices. The 
doorknob was shaken repeatedly. Someone began to knock vigorously. I t's an 
Ad\·cntist sell ing Bibles, Stefan recalled ,  and jumped from the bed in fury. He 
had scarcely turned the key in the lock when the door burst open so violently 
that it  hit the wal l .  A group of strange men surrounded h i m ,  some carrying 
re\·oh-ers. He did not have time to grasp th e significance of what was happen
ing before he heard the fi rst man shout, "Police officers ! "  

Two armed agents flanked Stefan \\·h i le a th i rd felt of h is  pockets. The 
others overturned the bed and chairs and searched the wardrobe. 

" \Vhere's Tcodorescu ?" asked a man who stood by the door , taking a step 
toward Stefan.  

"I don't know. I haven't seen him since he left. H e  thanked me for 
pu tting him up and he left. I don't know where he went. " 

The l eader looked at h im with a skeptical smile.  " Were you fri ends?" he 
asked. 

"No, not really. I met h i m  in Germany a year ago . . . .  " 
"Come to the pol ice station, "  the leader said .  "You can make a state

ment there. "  
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"I real ized how much you love each other , "  sa id Vadastra, "when I heard you 
singing that evening. I must say that doam na Macovei has a lovely voice !"  He 
pronounced the final words with a certain awkwardness. The l i eutenant raised 
his eyes and blushed. 

"It isn't she,"  he said. "That's not her name. " 
Spiridon moistened his l ips .  "I supposed it was she because I know that 

Macovei is a big oil man and has a very beautiful wife. " 
"No, it isn't she , "  repeated Baleanu, smil ing. "That's not her name. " 
"Forgive me, please, I didn't mean to be indiscreet ,"  Vadastra excused 

himself, and a moment later he added, "although I might have been angry. 
We're friends, and we live in the same house . "  

'Til tell you later. On m y  word of honor, I 'l l  tell you . B u t  I can't now! A 
difficulty's arisen in our relationship, and I don't know how it will end . . . .  
But when the day comes that I 'm able to, I 'l l  tell you fi rst, you have my word 
of honor. . . .  

After the l ieutenant's departure Vadastra felt a l i ttle less secure. H ow was 
he going to find out her name if Baleanu continued to defer his confidences? 
And he had spoken vaguely of a difficulty. What if something should happen 
between them and the beautiful mystery woman would cease to visit their 
apartment at night? For two evenings Vadastra remained vigilant, but 
Baleanu returned home alone. I know they've quarreled and she's not coming 
again !  Vadastra sa id to himself, alarmed. It seemed catastrophic to think that 
the mil l ionai re's wife might have parted from the l ieutenant. He slept poorly, 
startled by every sound made by the elevator, although he knew that Baleanu 
was asleep in his room. The next day he tried to find out from one of his 
co-workers at the courthouse the names of the important oil magnates, but he 
soon realized the futil ity of this inquiry. He did not know how he could get 
Baleanu's confirmation of any name he might propose. If he were to ask him 
again, the l ieutenant might become suspicious. During their brief encounters 
Baleanu did not speak again about his friend and the possibil ity of marriage 
with her. 

"And what if I should try i t  even without knowing her name?" Vadastra 
wondered one evening. 'Til just say 'doamna'  all  the time. She'll be so upset 
she won't notice . . . .  If only she won't speak to Baleanu. In her fear she might 

- be capable of it. If I just had some guarantee in my possession, a letter, a 
document-in short, something sure . . . .  

But when he searched Baleanu's room one day after sending the orderly 
to town, he found, as before, noth ing. Anxious, he returned to his own 
quarters. He was certain the woman would denounce him to Baleanu if  
he could not produce something that she feared, some proof that would 
involve no risk to himself. What good would it do to know her name if she 
were to tell everything to Baleanu that same evening? 
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He remained slumped i n  the easy chair  beside the desk twisting his 
monocle nervously behveen his fingers. Suddenly he  real ized that he had 
found it. He had discovered a solution, a means of great s impl icity .  For 
several moments he sat with his mouth open, his hands l imp. H is m onocle 
sl ipped unnoticed to the carpet. A wave of blood surged v iolently to h is face. 
He stood up suddenly and raised h is hand to his brow. Picking up the 
monocle he left in great haste. 

Doam na Porumbache h eard h i m  singing in the street. 
" In the mil l  the wheel is turning, tac,  tac ,  tac ,  
And the mil ler wields h i s  hammer, tac , tac, tac . . .  " 

She got out of bed , sl ipped into her dress and went i nto the hall to 
welcome h i m .  Although it was long after tweh-e the n ight was still very hot. 
Biris had pulled off his jacket and had thrown it carelessly over his shoulder. 
He stood in front of the door and tried many times without success to insert 
the key in the lock. 

"You're d runk aga i n ! "  doamna Porumbache exclaimed as she opened 
the door. "You\c l ost your mind drinking with Catali na ! "  

" [  don't th ink I\·e exactly l ost m y  mind , "  said Biris,  "but undoubtedly 
I 've d runk a l ot. And now I 'm sleepy. Good night!" 

He wanted to go to his room but doam na Porumbachc caught h is arm. 
"It's a shame she's bewitched you , maiculita , * that tart! S he's driven you out 
of your mind!  . . .  Alas,  poor old woman that I am!  They'll catch you running 
around with an actress and they'll kick you out of the liceu! We'll be pau
pers . . . .  

B i ris took a package of cigarettes from h is pocket and held i t  out to her. 
"Would you l ike a smoke?" he  inquired mildly.  

The woman sighed .  She moistened her l ips and placed the cigarette i n  
the corner of her mouth .  Biris l i t  i t  for her and then l i t  one for h imself, giving 
her the pack. 

" Do you have any money left?" she asked . 
"I do. Do you need something?" 
"No, I was just asking. Did that woman give you some money?" 
"No, I earned th is with a translation . "  
The woman was silent, drawing deeply o n  her cigarette. "Why don't you 

want to get married?" She was m ore calm now. "Only don't take 
Catal ina . . . .  " 

Wearily B iris shrugged h is shoulders. "I've told you before that there's 
noth i ng between Catalina and me!  Whoever put that idea into your head? 

*A term of endearment. 
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Everybody knows she's Bibiccscu's girl . We're only friends. Or perhaps this 
also is disgraceful? To be friends with an actress?" 

"It would be better if you'd get married , "  continued doamna Porum
bache, as if she had not been l istening to h im.  "There arc so many girls who 
are rich and beautiful ! Why don't you want to get married? Aren't you sick of 
poverty? Maybe we could move to another house. I'd see people again,  I 'd 
have someone else to exchange a word with . . . .  " 

Biris gazed at her for a long time and a sudden pity for her overwhelmed 
him.  "All right. We'll think about i t ,"  he said. "Keep on looking. Maybe 
eventually I 'l l  get married and even, perhaps, play pol itics ! And now good 
night!" He l ifted her hand and kissed it .  

"Petrica, you wouldn't have about five hundred bani you could give me, 
would you! I thought I 'd fix chicken with sour cream tomorrow. " 

B iris produced h is billfold and handed it to her. "Take it all , "  he said. " I  
don't need anything . "  

He went into h i s  room and throwing h i s  coat on a chair h e  flung h imself 
on the bed. He began to sing again very softly. 

"In the mil l  the wheel is turning, tac, tac, tac . . . .  " 
"It's Mitica's song, God forgive h im!"  said doamna Porumbache. She 

smiled as she opened the door, and her eyes fi l led with tears. "S ing it  
again . . . .  " 

"And the miller wields his hammer, tac, tac, tac . . .  " 
Biris continued, raising his voice slightly. 

"Tac, tac, tac, "  doamna Porumbache echoed, weeping, her voice low. 
"Mitica's song. Listen ! He sang it l ike that too , God forgive him!  tac, tac, tac!" 

"This is a new song," said Biris without l ifting his head from the pillow. 
"We young people sing i t: ' In the mil l  the wheel is turning . .  . ' "  he began 
again,  much l ouder. 

"It's old , "  doamna Porumbache insisted. "It's Mitica's song. Listen, he 
sang it that way when he was tipsy, 'tac, tac, tac . . . .  ' It's an old song, from the 
old days. Finu " Lica sang it  too, 'tac, tac, tac . . . .  " ' 

Then suddenly she began to cry again and sat down on the edge of the 
bed. Biris stopped singing and lay sti l l ,  gazing at the cei l ing. 

"If only I could see you married , "  she said. "I could go and join them. I 
dreamed of h im aga in the day before yesterday, my dear departed husband, 
God forgive him!  I thought he spoke to me. It seemed that we were in 

' Ferendari, at the time when he was mixed up with a dressmaker, someone 
called Marioara . . . .  " 

"I know," said Biris, "the Zissu woman. Uncle Mitica rather l iked the 
girls and he knew how to pick them! "  

"The devil h e  did ! "  doamna Porumbachc said quickly, wiping her eyes 

• Godson . 
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with the back of her hand. "A nobody of a dressmaker, a poor gi rl , who'd l ie 
with fi rst one and then another to get food for her ch ildren . I didn't worry 
abou t her. Finu Lica gave her a dressing down-right in the middle of the 
street! But I wasn't afra id that someone l ike Marioara would wreck my home. 
I wasn't young anymore, but I wouldn't give in to ten l ike her. . . .  " 

"And how was he, Mitica , in your dream?'' B i ris interrupted, sitting up 
to l ight a cigarette. 

"It  seemed we were in Ferendari , "  doam na Porumbache began wistfully,  
with her eyes fixed on a corner of the room.  "And all at once I saw him open 
the door of that big room, the one that faced the street, and he sa id to me, 'Are 
you here, Viorico? Haven't you gone to bed yet?' At first I didn't answer. I 
pretended to be angry, the way I sulked at that time,  when he was mixed u p  
with Marioara and came home late a t  night. And anyway I don't remember 
what he said to me, but next it  seemed that we cl imbed into a carriage-no, 
that's not right-only he cl imbed in  because I changed my mind and I said to 
h im,  sti l l  sulking, 'You go alone, Mitica. I know good and well where you're 
going! ' May God forgive me! " she said , dropping her voice and crossing 
herself. " May it not be some sign . He seemed to want to take me with h i m ,  
but I wasn't th inking about that. I was thinking that he was going t o  Marioara ,  
to h i s  mistress . . . .  But it  seemed to me the dream had come true when I 
heard you singing. Sing it again !  S ing, 'tac,  tac, tac! ' "  

" In the mil l  the wheel is turning . . .  " 
began Biris,  h is voice ti red, a hint  of hoarsene!>S in it .  

Doam na Porumbache smiled as she l istened , and her eyes were fi l led 
again with tears. 

"Pctrica , honey, I ,,·ant to see you in your own home with a wife and 
children. But not with someone l ike Catal i na .  I'll find you a good girl ,  one 
with weal th . So we can move dmmtown, so we can see people aga in ,  so I can 
have servants l ike I used to . Oh, Pctrica , if you'd l istened to me, you'd have 
an automobile today . . . .  " 

Biris raised his voice suddenly. "Tac, tac , tac . . . .  " 

"That's how M i tica sang it too .  I seem to hear h i m  now, God forgive 
h im!  'Tac, tac,  tac . . . .  ' " 

It was only after a week had passed that he was allowed to inform Ioana of his 
arrest. In  all that time he had neither washed nor shaved. H e  slept on the 
cement floor of a l i ttle room i n  the jail  at the police station. The powerful 
l ight overhead burned constantly day and night. Gendarmes in three-hour 
shifts sat on the cha i r  near h is door, guarding h im.  They were not allowed to 
speak to each other. H owever, some of the guards who came on duty after 
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midnight talked to keep from fall ing asleep. One of them, a peasant from 
lalomita ,  even became quite friendly and trustful of his prisoner. When he 
accompanied Stefan to the toi let he waited outside the door. The other 
guards, thinking that Stefan might try to hang hi mself, obeyed their orders 
precisely and went inside. 

During the first three days they did not question him,  but finally he was 
summoned to an interrogation. H e  was ashamed as he went unshaven and 
without a tie, followed closely by the guard , through the halls. Everyone, it 
seemed to him, was watching him suspiciously, almost with hatred. 

The inspector asked him how long he had been a Legionnaire* and with 
whom he had worked . 

"I 'm not a member of the I ron Guard , "  Stefan responded calmly. 
"All right. We know this, they all say the same thing, " the inspector said, 

appearing bored. He selected a photograph from the stack that was in front of 
h im.  

"Do you know th is person?" 
Stefan shrugged. He had never seen the man. 
"What about th is one?" 
Stefan looked at it  and answered without hesitation. "That's Ioachim 

Teodorcscu. Only now he wears a mustache. " 
"In other words, you know what he l ooks l ike!" exclaimed the inspector. 

"You declared that you met him in Germany. What were you doing in 
Germany?" 

Stefan explained. The inspector looked di rectly into his eyes and played 
with a paper cutter. Stefan wanted to speak further about his duties at the 
Mi nistry and his mission to Japan but the other interrupted h im.  

"It's of  no interest to us !  Everyone says the same th ings . . . .  " He pressed a 
button and the policeman entered clicking his heels. The inspector signaled 
with an abrupt movement of his head. After that Stefan was no longer permit
ted to buy his meals at the canteen. They brought him some cabbage soup 
that evening, with a piece of stale bread , whi le  from somewhere ncar in a 
summer garden the strains of a popular tango, "My Blue Heaven , "  reached 
him.  The trite, commonplace music seemed unaccountably sweet. 

Two days later he was again taken to be questioned, this time by a young 
commissar who regarded him absently. "You have influential protectors ! "  was 
his greeting. "Who has intervened for you? I have orders to let you go. Sign 
this declaration and you're free. " 

H e  held out a piece of paper which Stefan accepted with a smile. The 
inevitable administrative complications, he said to himself. But as he began to 
read it h is face suddenly grew red. "I can't sign th is ! "  he said fi rmly. " I t's a 
declaration of my separation from the Legion of the Archangel Michael . I 
can't be separated from it if I never belonged to it !" 

• A member of the Legion of the Archangel Michael (the "Iron Guard"). 
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"It's just a formal ity , "  the i nspector sa id wearily. 
"I t's more than that.  Why should I lie, saying I am no longer something I 

ne\-er \vas? Someth i ng, bes ides ,  that I could not be, because it opposes my 
fundamental ideas, both eth ical and political . . . .  " 

"So much the better. Th is is precisely what we ask you to declare. " 
"Then let me write my own declaration . I 'm ready to sign a criticism any 

time, because these arc my views. But I can't confess that I regret having been 
a member of the Legion and that from now on will  have nothing more to do 
with it . " 

"This is a standard declaration , "  expla i ned the inspector, visibly irritated . 
"If I had to let everyone summarize h is political convictions where would I 
be?" 

"And there's even more to it  than that, " Stefan insisted. ' ' I 'm an em
ployee of the Min istry. I \·c been gi,-en a foreign assignment. I 'l l  represent the 
Romanian government as I have represented it  before, many times. I 've been 
given this assignment just now when the gm·crnmcnt's engaged in a struggle 
with the I ron Guard .  I ca n't allow my superiors to consider me a d ishonest 
person who camouflages his pol itical , · icws until he's caught and then with an 
even less honorable recklessness renounces them . . . .  " 

"That's your business , "  sa id the inspector, pressing the bu tton. "If you 
change your mind tell the orderly on duty and he'll bring you back aga in to 
s 1gn . 

After that he \vas not summoned anymore. Eight days after his arrest 
J oana was al lm,·cd to \ · isit h i m .  She was perm itted to bring a change of 
cloth ing and a cold meal .  In the presence of the guard she remained ca l m ,  
although s h e  \\'as embarrassed a nd started using French . The guard ap
proached, separated them abruptly, and commanded, "Speak Romania n ! "  

J oana told Stefan c\·crything that s h e  had found out. In h is dossier were 
two grave accusations. He had met Teodorescu in Germany and he possessed 
two residences. 

" \\'ell ,  but no Ia\\' forbids you to ha\'C as many residences as you please! "  
cried Stefan i n  exasperation . 

"They're going to pass one soon, "  J oana informed h i m .  
"Retroactive?" 
Joana shrugged . The five minutes had passed qu ickly. The guard stood 

up. Only then did J oana become frightened, throwing her arms around Stefan 
hopelessly, on the point  of crying. She demanded heedlessly, " Who should I 
speak to? What m ust I do?" 

Vadastra had v isualized the scene in its most m inute detai ls .  "I regret, 
doamna . "  he \muld say, "that I ,,·as forced to proceed in this way. Life does 
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not recognize the law of honor. Since your husband has preferred to work 
with incompetents instead of call ing upon capable, efficient collaborators l ike 
me, men of personality, I 've s imply been compelled to ask for my rights. 
Because, my dear doamna ,  no one today has more right than I do to control 
two mil l ion lei . What are two mil l ion out of your husband's fortune? Not a 
thing! But it means everyth ing to me. Why does a man l ike me work from 
morning till night? Why does he waste his  energy and genius on unimportant 
tasks? And all the while Bucharest groans because of rascals and racketeers 
who don't know what to do with money! So, please, doamna, don't speak to 
me of blackmai l ! "  (Here he would  raise his voice. ) ' ' I 'm not a blackmailer but 
I've been blackmailed from the moment I, a country lad, set foot in this 
Bucharest of yours. And I do not scruple, doam na, to confess that I am a son 
of peasants, that I'm proud of my origin, just l ike anyone else in my 
place . . . .  " 

He awakened from this daydream as he reached home and broke off the 
thread of his thoughts . Summoning the elevator he surveyed the l obby for a 
moment with a curious attentiveness, as though he were seeing it for the fi rst 
time. As soon as he entered his room he hastened to the desk. Unlocking the 
drawer, he felt around at the back of it with a trembling hand. The box was 
still there, no one had tampered with it. He sighed with relief and prepared to 
wait. Tonight she has to come, he told himself. She just has to come! 

He took off his monocle, placing it  with great care on the l ittle table 
beside the bed, and stretched out in the easy chair. He felt the monotony of 
the slow-moving fl ow of time, languid, sullen .  At intervals he heard a clock 
striking in the distance. But as the night advanced each moment seemed 
longer than the last. At first he had made up his mind to watch all night, but 
after a few hours he concluded that this precaution was pointless. If the 
mystery woman had not gone by now she would not leave before morning. 
And with a sigh of pleasant weariness he settled more comfortably in his chair, 
took off his tie, and went to sleep. 

He woke up several times .  At about six in the morning he felt a strange 
uneasiness begin to envelope him.  Because he was afraid the floor would 
squeak he got up from the chai r  very carefully and began to straighten his 
clothes in  haste. He moistened his l ips continually and ran his hand through 
h is hair. His excitement was increasing. 

The l ieutenant's door opened and Vadastra leaned back on the edge of 
his desk, his face pale. Now! If she leaves with him I'm lost! But it was clear to 
him that Baleanu's footsteps were going in the di rection of the bathroom. A 
few minutes later he heard the orderly preparing the milk in the kitchen. 
Then , as usual ,  at twenty minutes to eight the l ieutenant left. Spi ridon 
remained motionless for a long time, leaning on the desk. He was breathing 
with his l ips parted as if he were laboring to remember something, something 
that was hard to locate in his disorganized mind. After a while he sighed 
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deeply and pulled out the desk drawer. He removed the box that he had 
hidden with so m uch care and checked once more the mechanism of the 
camera . Then he put it on the desk where he could reach it easi ly,  retied h is 
tie, ran his hand aga in  th rough his  hair ,  and set his monocle in place. He 
went to  the door and l i stened. There was n ot a sound i n  the hal l .  The orderly, 
in  obedience to his orders, ne\'er left the kitchen before ele\'en i n  the morn
ing. Spiridon went back and sat down in the chair  beside the desk, wa iting. 
His eyes were on th e camera , which he had tried to operate only a few times.  
He was sure, howe\'er, that  he knew how to use i t .  As he stared at it  blankly he 
thought with a trace of fear,  "If only there's a good l ight i n  the entry !"  

The bedroom door opened aga in  and he sprang to  h i s  feet, seized the 
camera from the desk, and grasped the doorknob. The next moment he was 
stand i ng in the doorway of his room taking picture after picture, holding the 
camera in  his trembl ing hands. In  front of him stood a young woman ,  
dumbfounded. She was rather modestly dressed, bareheaded , a n d  she was 
star ing at h i m  in fright, without the courage e\'en to hide her face. 

"Don't be angry , doam na , "  Vadastra began in a voice that his excitement 
had rendered dry and rough . " Please come for a few moments into my offi ce, 
my law office. I shall i nform you of th ings of the greatest importance to you. 
Please, doam na ,  please come i n . " 

The woman l is tened to h im spellbou nd , u nable to take her eyes from the 
camera . As she entered Spi ridon pressed the shutter release several more 
ti mes , photographing her in th e d oorway. 

"But what is  th is?" she final ly  managed to utter, upon finding herself in  
the middle of his  office. 

Vadastra stared at  her with a morbid curiosity.  She was quite good
l ooking. Her eyes were \'ery large and black. Her skin was dark, and she had a 
large mouth with ful l  l ips. Over her forehead she let her hair  fal l  in disorder, 
probably in an effort to make her l ook younger. But what disturbed Vadastra 
most was her body-a body whose vita l ity could be guessed from the sl ightest 
1110\'ement, whose curves were u n imaginably soft and yield ing. 

"What does th is  mean?' '  she asked aga i n ,  fear still in  her voice, as 
Vadastra's dark monocle held her fascinated gaze. 

"One moment, doam na ,  one moment,"  he said going back to close the 
door. 

"What is the meaning of this behavior, domnule?" the woman de
manded with more courage. " Exactly who do you th ink I am?" 

Vadastra shot a greedy glance at her,  a look full  of hatred. He smiled.  He 
cradled the camera i n  h i s  right hand for a moment, enchanted by i t ,  and then 
walked up to her triumphantly with the words, "I  don't know what you think 
about me, dear lady, I don't know and I don't care. I asked you to come in 
here, as you see, into th is law office, in  order to a\'oid a scanda l .  . . .  " 

The woman blushed and i nquired , " What do you mean?'' 
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"Th is camera has recorded a dozen photographs of you in the entry of 
this apartment in which I reside with my friend, Lieutenant Baleanu, the 
seducer-a dozen photographs which show you leaving this apartment at a 
certain hour in the morning. " 

"You're indecent, sir, and I 'm going to complain ,"  protested the woman,  
making a move toward the door. 

"One moment, dear lady, before you complain , "  cried Vadastra, block
ing her way. "I could show these photographs to your husband . . . .  " 

She stopped and turned pale ,  one hand at her breast. She stared at h im.  
"Besides, I took these pictures with the intention of  showing them to 

your husband , "  Spiridon continued. "Unless, of course, you should decide to 
redeem them . . . .  " 

"What are you trying to tell me?" she whispered, agitated. 
"Have a seat!" He hastened to draw up the armchair. She sat down, 

bringing both hands to her face. Instead of tempering Spi ridon's anger the 
gesture of weakness made him even more fur ious. 

"I  regret, doamna, that I have been forced to proceed in  th is manner, ' he 
began in a dramatic voice, "but I am not to blame. The fault is with our 
society, which does not know how to appreciate values ,  which leaves a capa
bil ity l ike mine to vegetate in a sordid post instead of putting at my disposal the 
means for bringing to a successful conclusion a work that would be useful not 
only to our own country but to all mankind . The fault is also yours and your 
husband's. You do not request the services of a man l ike me instead of a dandy 
from calea Victoriei . . . .  " 

The woman raised her head and looked at him in bewilderment. He 
knew by the expression on her face that she had understood nothing. 

"Yes, doamna ,  dandies and nobodies, good-for-nothings, idiots, these 
are your husband's collaborators! A personal ity l ike me, a man with an ideal 
in l ife, is not encouraged. You scatter mill ions among loafers and flunkies, 
while I'm obliged to kill myself with work. But why prolong th is conversation? 
I only wanted to explain the reason why I feel constra ined to proceed th is way 
with you and your husband . . . .  " 

"But I don't understand anything you're saying! "  With an effort the 
woman stood up. 

"I  shall  try to make myself clearer. I have here twelve photographs, as 
you can sec. If you do not bring me a mill ion lei by a certain time tomorrow, 
a time fixed by you, I 'l l  present these photographs to your husband. "  

"My God ! "  cried the woman sinking weakly back in the chair. "My God !  
God in Heaven ! "  she repeated , her voice hushed. 

"I said a mil l ion in condescension to you , "  added Vadastra uneasily, 
"although I had planned to ask for two mil l ion, since that's the amount I 
need . "  
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"But, my God, where would I find mi l l ions?" She regarded h im fearfully 
and began all  at once to cry,  trembling, burying her head in her hands. 

"Stop, doam na ,  don't cry! Your husband commands an amount a 
hundred times greater than that. What's a mil l ion i n  a fortune l ike yours?" 

The woman continued to cry. She did not seem to hear. 
"I' l l  give you five minutes to make up your mind. " Spiridon was getting 

nervous .  
"Where, domnule? Where would I get it? W e  hardly make ends 

meet. . . .  My husband . . .  " 
"Stop! Stop ! "  interrupted Spiridon . "Sell some jewelry, or if you prefer 

sel l some of your husband's oi l  stock. " 
"What stock?" asked the woman ra ising her head again , stunned . "We've 

never had any stock . . . .  " 
"But what about Campina? The refineries?  Your husband's companies?" 
"My husband is an employee of the ra i lroad , "  declared the woman, her 

courage returning. "Hasn't  Aurica told you? H e's a poor clerk . . .  and a 
scoundrel besides . I t's because of h i m  that I 've made a l i fe for myself. I 've had 
enough of wasting my days . . . .  " 

Vadastra felt that he was hearing all th is in a dream.  He had the sensa
tion of watching a strange dream in which he had no role to play, of being 
present only by some peculiar accident. He remained motionless, the camera 
hanging from his inert hand, h is eyes red from lack of sleep, staring fool ishly 
at the woman. 

"I  ha,·e a right to do th is , "  she went on,  "and if ! haven't separated from 
him before now, i t's because of what people would say. He's away from home 
for weeks . H e  says he has night duty, inspections in Molda,·ia . . . .  " 

"Then he l ied to me!"  Spi ridon spoke chiefly to h i mself, but he added ,  
"Your husband doesn't ha,·e refineries a t  Campina? He's not an o i l  man? 
Baleanu told me he was an oil magnate, that he  had a hundred mil l ion if not 

" more . . . .  
"Ah !"  exclai med the \voman, her face brightening suddenly. "I  know 

who you're th inking about. I know about her from Aurica. You thought I was 
Lucia.  Lucia Fintesteanu . Her husband is  rich , all  right! He's rol l ing in 
money . . . .  " 

"And then?" 
"But do you th ink that she \\ould get i nvolved with Aurica ,  a poor 

l ieutenant? That girl has her lovers, she's fi nicky , she's something special . . . .  
You thought I was Lucia Fintesteanu? That's good ! "  She was a lmost laugh
mg. 

"And he spoke about a pure love!" muttered Spiridon , his voice barely 
audible. 

"Love, hel l ! "  the woman said looking him boldly in the eye. "She let 
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him th ink that. She led him on with her sweet talk.  She's nothing if not 
wanton! She came here one night when her husband was at Campina. Aurica 
told me. We were at odds then but don't th ink that it  was because of her! We 
had an argument over my coming here at night. I didn't l ike it. He said he 
didn't live alone, and I didn't want anyone to know . . . .  And I was right! At 
the time she came I was in the country, but we made up later. Aurica came to 
me and asked my forgiveness . . . .  That was when he told me Lucia had been 
here once. But I knew it wasn't anything serious . . . .  So you thought I was 
Lucia?" she asked after a pause, gazing at h im with curiosity, contemptuous. 
"But you're a fine one to talk!  Who told you about Lucia?" 

"He did,  Baleanu , "  responded Spiridon exhausted. "He told me. " 
"Yes. And what else did he tell you?" she demanded, standing up again. 
"He said that she's the most beautiful woman in Bucharest, and that 

between them there was a pure l ove. " 
He felt his cheeks burn anew in h is humil iation, in his fury, and he 

clutched the camera in his right hand as though obsessed with a desire to 
shatter i t. "But don't think for a minute, doamna, that you have to do with a 
man devoid of manners ,"  he began, his temper rising. "I am somebody, a 
man who has succeeded by his own efforts, not a master of mil l ions l ike the 
others, you understand. I also have the right to have my say in Romania. And 
someday I 'l l  say it, you can be sure of that! I don't know if Baleanu has spoken 
to you about me,"  he added lowering his voice. 

"You're dom nul Vasilescu Vadastra, aren't you? I know a lot about you 
from Aurica . . . .  But I didn't expect something like this from you after all the 
good things Aurica sa id. "  

"''m not to blame, doamna ,  I 'm not to blame! You don't know what I 've 
gone through to get where I am today. I 'm an honest man, doamna, I have an 
ideal in l ife, dear lady, and in order to realize this ideal, I'm prepared to do 
anything, even to commit a crime! I was perfectly justified in proceeding as I 
did toward the wife of a mill ionaire, a woman who lets her husband tend to 
his business at Campina while she spends the night in a l ieutenant's room! 
I'm not talking about you. You're case is entirely different. You have your 
reasons for not keeping faith with your husband . . . .  That's your affair .  I won't 
interfere in the matter and I give you my word of honor that I'll destroy all the 
negatives of the pictures I took a l i ttle while ago. " 

H e  regarded her again as she stood before him in all her aggressive 
femininity. She did not seem to be the same person who had recently covered 
her face with her hands, frightened and in tears. Spiridon was reminded of his 
hopes, his nights of waiting, his dreams that had been nurtured by the cam
era, and all at once he felt exhausted. This conversation, which had been 
prolonged meaninglessly, seemed vain and humil iating. He strode to the 
desk, opened the drawer, and tossed the camera in i t, shoving i t  well to the 
back. 
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The woma n looked at h im inquisitively. 
"\\'e ha,·e nothing more to say to each other, dear lady , "  he continued ,  

starting for the door. "This secret, I hope, wil l  d ie  between u s .  Meanwhile,  a 
thousand pardons for the gra,·e confusion which my friend Baleanu pro
voked. "  

"Thank you ,  domnul Vasi lescu , "  said the woman with a smile, extend
ing her hand provocatively. "''m pleased to have met you . I hope we'l l  see 
each other aga in . " 

Spiridon fel t  a painful shiver of sensual i ty sweep over h im.  Prudently he 
opened the door fi rst to check the hal l .  H e  thought that  he heard footsteps 
hurrying toward the kitchen , bu t th is detai l  seemed insignifi cant. When he 
was finally alone he wen t to the window, crushed, and looked out at the 
colorless sky that spread over the city. It heralded a torrid day. 

For three days after the death of Queen Marie, during the period of national 
mourning, visits to the prison \\-eTC suspended . J oana could not see S tefan .  
On the  evening of  August 2 ,  an agent instructed h i m  to  collect his th ings. 
They would be leaving in  the middle of the night. 

"Where are we going?" asked S tefan ,  astonished .  
"You'll find out . "  
"Bu t I have almost noth ing with me-no money, n o  clothes . . . .  " 
"You'll receive them later. " 
At fi,'C minutes before midnight the door opened aga in .  Two gendarmes 

carrying automatic rifles stood on the threshold in the company of several 
agents in pla in  clothes . The corridors were brightly l ighted . In the interior 
cou rtyard of the bu ilding t\\·o fl oodl ights concentra ted thei r  beams on a group 
of closed trucks. S tefa n saw the inspector talking with one of the drivers. H e  
thought for a moment  that  h e  should g o  t o  h i m  and protest, but then h e  
real ized how futile such a move would be. 

The glare of the floodlights hurt his eyes . Because he had not known the 
refreshing coolness of the dark for twenty days, he anticipated the shadowy 
interior of the truck wi th pleasure. "My Blue H eaven"-the orchestra in the 
ad jacent garden was playing the song again as he cli mbed into the van .  An 
agent di rected S tefan with the beam of his flashlight to a seat near a small 
window. Other prisoners were already seated i nside. When the agent left, 
someone behind S tefan whispered , "Long l ive the Legion and the Captain!"  

H e  turned and repl i ed pol i tely, "Good evening. " 
The vehicle left suddenly and the floodlights went out. Aware of the 

beating of his heart, S tefan prepared to look out of the window. On each 
bench an agent in  civil ian clothes sat with the prisoners. One of them was 
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sitting next to Stefan. At the front and back of the van the gendarmes, holding 
their automatic rifles ,  were stationed. 

They crossed calea Victoriei at h igh speed and Stefan caught a glimpse of 
the street that seemed momentarily endowed with magic, but the van soon 
veered into the back streets . Once they reached the h ighway they sped along 
rapidly. Stefan stared at the trees that appeared i n  dizzying succession in the 
beams of the headlights and as quickly vanished . A l ittle distance beyond 
Snagov they saw a shadow loom ahead of them in the m iddle of the road . The 
inspector, who was seated beside the driver, whispered something that made 
the guards grip their rifles tightly, while the agents drew their revolvers. This 
tum of events puzzled Stefan.  Someone behind him was trying to whisper. 

"Shut up!"  one of the agents shouted in a voice that was unexpectedly 
sharp. 

The van accelerated, and then with a sudden metall ic  squeal the brakes 
were applied in  an effort to avoid running into the ditch . An automobile had 
turned over on the highway and lay against a wagon that had been partially 
demol ished. The neighing of an injured horse came from beside the road. 
The inspector leapt out of the truck, his revolver in his hand. Two gendarmes 
accompanied him.  

"Pol ice officers !" he shouted . A woman appeared out  of the darkness, her 
blouse tom,  her face smeared with dirt. She was followed by a peasant who 
was l i mping and wail ing hysterically. 

"An accident . . .  My fiance . . .  " Stefan could just make out the words. 
When the woman passed in front of the headlights again he saw that 

there was blood on her neck. And then all at once he recognized her. It was 
Ileana! He started to get up. The agent encircled Stefan's neck with his left 
arm and thrust the revolver between his ribs . 

" She-she's a friend of mine," stammered Stefan.  "I 've got to find out 
what's happened . . . .  " 

"An accident. Her fiance's been killed . . . .  That's all . "  
Two more agents got out of the van and helped to push the overturned 

vehicle aside. 
"Pardon us, doamna ,  Stefan heard the inspector say. "We're on an 

assignment. We can't take anyone. We'll inform the pol ice in  Ploiesti and a 
car and an ambulance should be here in an hour at the most. " 

" . . .  Maybe he's sti l l  al ive ,"  Ileana murmured. 
"Not a chance! He died instantly! . . .  Don't delude yourself. " 
The van took off with a long, grinding roar. Stefan closed his eyes . A 

bitterness without l imit suddenly suffused his sou l .  Everything seemed to be 
stripped of meaning, deprived of i mportance. He was almost indifferent now 
to what was happening around him.  The chil l  of the Carpathians was not 
sufficient to arouse him, nor was he moved by this road to Predeal ,  so dear to 
him, so l inked with memories of many years past. I t  seemed strange to hear 
someone behind him whisper, "Miercurea Ciuc. " 
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Still indifferent, he recal led reading in the newspaper that there was a 
concentration camp for members of th e Iron Guard at M iercurea Ciuc.  He 
was not sleepy, although his body felt crushed with fatigue. As  they entered 
the forests of the Ciuc at sunrise a deer fled into the woods, frightened by the 
van ,  and almost unconsciously Stefan smiled.  

Baleanu knocked briefly on the door and entered. "Vadastra , "  he said . " You 
and I have something to talk about. " 

"Come in !"  Spi ridon got up from his armchair and greeted h i m .  "At 
your service! " 

The l i eutenant regarded him steadily from the m iddle of the room,  
incapable of  proceeding. H e  was pale .  A furrow deepened between his brows . 
Spiridon felt h is own breathing quicken . His l ips became dry and h is throat 
hot. For a long moment he returned Baleanu's gaze. The l i eutenant seemed 
to him to be larger, stronger than usual , and Vadastra began to sh iver sl ightly 
as if he felt cold. 

" H ow are you ?" he asked finally, trying to smile. "I haven't seen you for 
a long wh ile. Don't you want to sit dmm?" Quaking with excitement, b i ting his 
l ips and l icking them fur iousl y he uttered the final phrase. The l ieutenant con
tinu ed to stare at h i m ,  appearing to grow a l i ttle more pale. 

" I t's beginning to turn cool , "  \\·hispered Spiridon. He found it difficult to 
swal low. "Fall  came m·ernight. " 

As though he had been waiting for these words to help  h im make up h is 
mind, Baleanu advanced two more steps, coming face to face with Spiridon. 
"Vadastra !"  he cried, aroused . "Take off your monocle !"  

"Wh y?" Spiridon exclaimed sharply, recoil ing aga inst the desk. "Why 
must I take it  off?" 

"I have to slap you and I can't when you 're wearing it !  I can't!" repeated 
Baleanu in a voice that was choked with emotion.  "I can't h i t  you when 
you're wearing your monocl e !"  H is agitation astounded Spiridon. He thought 
he must be dreaming, but after a pause that seemed endless he heard the 
l ieutenant thunder again,  "Take off your monocle!" 

"Don't hit  me!"  Spiridon cried hoarsely.  " Don't do  it !  I ' l l  cripple you ! 
Don't do it or I 'l l  kill  you !  You know I 'll kill  you ! "  

Frowning and sad a t  heart Baleanu stepped closer to Vadastra. 
" Don't hit me!"  Spiridon's voice faltered as he felt h is strength ebb. H e  

maneuvered t o  get the desk between them but in  a few rapid strides the 
l i eutenant had seized h i m .  Bal eanu's hand communicated its excited trem
bling to the wretched Spiridon, who was al ready quaking with fear. 

"\Vhat have I done to you?" murmur ed Vadastra. He lacked the courage 
to ra ise h is hands and try to free h imself from the other man's grasp. 
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"This is the code in our army,"  said Baleanu, the words issuing from his 
l ips with considerable effort. " I  must slap you! After that do whatever you 
want! Challenge me to a duel, kill me-whatever you want!" Reluctantly he 
snatched off the monocle,  and placing it on the desk, he raised his hand to 
strike Vadastra. But in the act of seizing the monocle he had also turned the 
glass eye in its socket, and th is gave to Spiridon a most peculiar appearance. 
His healthy eye was closed in terror, while the l id  of the other-red, sunken , 
ugly-revealed only the white of the glass orb, which was now unusually 
conspicuous. Added to the general appearance of his face, very pale ,  with his 
hair standing up l ike a brush on the top of h is head, his mouth half-open and 
his l ips blue and dry-that glass eye, askew, gave his whole countenance a 
ghastly expression . Balcanu's hand shook. He closed h is eyes and touched 
Spiridon's checks with h is fingertips in a gesture that resembled a caress. Then 
in confusion he went to the easy chair, collapsed l imply in it ,  and seized his 
head in his hands , despai ring. 

He remained in  that position for some time, exhausted by his efforts to 
talk to Spiridon and to slap h im.  When Vadastra felt the l ieutenant's fingers 
touch his face briefly he blushed and opened h is eye in distress. He had 
expected to receive an especially hard blow and at fi rst he did not quite 
understand what had happened. But he saw Baleanu in the cha ir ,  spent, his 
head in his hands , and he real ized that he had already been slapped. At once 
humil iation welled up with i n ,  overwhelming him.  

"And now that I 've insulted you , you must challenge me to a duel !"  
Baleanu said without l ifting his head. "I had to slap you. I t's written in the 
regulations. I have to defend the honor of a soldier. . . .  I t's been hard . . . .  
Please forgive me . . . .  " He passed h is hand across his forehead and raised his 
eyes to Spiridon. But the white of the inverted glass eye met his glance and he 
whispered, "Please put back your monocle! Please put it  back !"  

Vadastra stood for a moment uncomprehending. Then a hot  wave of 
mortification burned his cheeks. "Why should I put it back? Why? Because 
you don't l ike my eye? Because I'm blind? Then why did you slap me? S ince 
I 'm blind why did you l ift your hand against me? Because you're an officer? 
Because you have two good eyes and you're strong and you know that you can 
fight a duel? Is that why you slapped me? You knew that I was blind and can't 
fire a gun or fight with a sword. You're a coward, you are! Look closely at me 
and slap me again!  Slap me again,  you coward !"  

Balcanu's face reddened and he l ifted h is eyes . He b i t  his l ips, hesitating. 
"You may consider yourself insulted as much as you l ike!" screamed 

Spiridon. "You can get up and slap me again.  You know you're stronger than 
I am,  and you're a coward ! "  

"Vadastra, take that  back, o r  . . .  " 
"Ei, what can you do to me?" Spiridon burst out in exasperation. "Will  

you hit  me again? Or ten more times? And then what? You're stronger-and 
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I'm an i n\'a l id .  That's why I 'n: never been in the army. I was rejected . It's easy 
for you to slap me! But don't suppose that I 'll forgive you . The wheel turns 
and my day will come too!  I 'm also going to be somebody in Romania .  Then 
I'll destroy you !  I 'l l  teach you to slap defenseless people !  Coward ! And you 
wear the uniform of an army officer! It does you no good , you're sti l l  a 
coward ! "  

Balcanu approached h i m  frowni ng a n d  put h is hand on Yadastra's chest 
but the lawyer continued to scream insults and threats. Spiridon fel t  the 
l ieutenant's hand fa ll heavily against his cheek. He clamped his jaws together, 
his lower lip trembling. With a tear in the corner, the eye that l ooked at 
Balcanu blazed i n  a da rk ring. He swallowed several times but did not manage 
to speak. 

"[  asked you to take back your \mrds , "  said Baleanu in a voice altered by 
emotion ,  "bu t  you wouldn't do it !  I 'm sorry . . . .  " 

'Til kil l  you ! "  Spiridon hissed , staring at h im,  breath ing laboriously. 
"You ha\'c the right ,"  responded the l ieutenan t  with great weariness. "If 

you can't fight a duel you ha\"C the right to kill me. Here, shoot! "  And without 
further warning, wi thout giving Spiridon the least hint of his intentions, 
Balcanu pulled a rcvoh-cr from the pocket of his tunic and held i t  out to h im.  

"I t's loaded , "  he said \'cry quietly, trembl ing.  "Here! Take it !  Shoot! " 
Yadastra looked at the revolver "·ithout making any move to grasp i t. I 'll 

kill him! a \'Dice in his mind was saying. I t's loaded. I 'l l  shoot it  and I 'l l  kill 
him! I 'l l  kill h im!  

"You ha\'c the right , "  added Balcanu . his  \'oice hardly audible. "Don't 
say that I 'm a coward. Here! Shoot! "  

B u t  Spiridon did not dare to take the gun. After several seconds the 
l ieutenant went to the desk and laid i t  on the corner with the grip toward 
Yadastra . Baleanu's hand was shaking and he had become even whi ter. 

"You can sec i t's loaded , "  he repeated , lowering his e}·cs and walking 
away from the desk. "Shoot! You ha\'c the right !"  

Yadastra l icked his l ips and with a bound he picked u p  the gu n .  I t  
seemed extraordinarily hard i n  h is hand. Fearing to  put  h is finger on the 
trigger he held the handle tightly with the barrel pointing down. He shook so 
violently that  he was soon forced to grasp i t  with both hands. The weight of 
the re\'oh-er seemed to increase. He shi\'crcd when he touched the meta l .  I 'll 
kill h im!  I 'l l  kil l  h i m !  He hea rd the \'oice crying. 

The l ieutenant drew back and stood sti l l ,  his head bent, his  hands behind 
his back l ike a condemned man ,  wa iting. Yadastra wanted to ra ise the gun 
and fire, but h is right arm was paralyzed from the shoulder and i n  spite of all  
his efforts he could not move it. A great and terrible fury fil led him anew-a 
fury  di rected aga inst Balcanu,  against h imself, aga inst the re\'olver that trem
bled in his hand . 

"Get out!" he commanded suddenly.  "Get out of here!" 
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Baleanu raised his eyes. He was so pale that Spiridon recoiled, shaking 
the revolver nervously.  

"Get out before I shoot!" Vadastra shouted in a voice choked with terror, 
'Til shoot you l ike a dog!" 

He bit h is lip in an effort to rouse himself. His right arm was completely 
numb. The gun would have slipped to the carpet if he had not also supported 
i t  with his other hand. Baleanu appraised the s i tuation in one fleeting glance 
and a smile of astonishing kindness l ighted his face. He breathed more easily 
and started toward the door. 

"Get out ! "  Spiridon shouted again .  
When he heard the door close behind the lieutenant, Vadastra suddenly 

fel t  his right arm come to life and he raised the revolver with trembl ing hands. 
But in the same instant he knew it was too late. Motionless, he stood for some 
time staring at the revolver and moisteni ng h is l ips . Drops of sweat began to 
form on his forehead and his hair fel t  damp. H is heart su rrendered to a 
boundless sadness. The cheek that had been slapped burned i ncreasingly 
hotter. 

'Til destroy h im!"  he whispered, staring wildly at one corner of the 
room. 'Til destroy them al l !"  H is emotion conquered him and he began to cry 
quietly. The tears sl ipped from under his eyelids and mingled with the drops 
of perspiration . 'Til destroy them! "  he repeated, swallowing hard in an at
tempt to control his weeping. ' ' I 'l l  destroy them to the last man!" 

Transferring the revolver to his left hand, he used h is right to wipe away 
the hot tears that now flowed copiously from his eyes. "To the last man!"  he 
h issed through h is teeth. But he could no longer control himself. He returned 
the revolver to the corner of the desk and collasped in the armchair, burying 
his face in his hands in tearful abandon. 

"They'll see later on!" he muttered between sighs. "They'll see! I won't 
forgive one of them! I'll shoot them all l ike so many dogs!" 

As he wiped the tears from h is face he  realized h is glass eye was turned 
around. He removed it and held it for a long time in his hand, stroking it  
half-consciously. It  felt cold to his touch , hard, i ndifferent. 
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5 
THEN SHE REALLY WAS ENGAGED, STEFAN TOLD HIMSELF ONCE AGAIN AFTER HE 

had made the rounds of the camp. An impressive building, formerly a school 
of agriculture, stood at  the foot of a hi l l .  The forest lay behind it wh ile the 
plain dropped away in front with the Odorhei Mounta ins outlined on the 
distant horizon. The space left free for the prisoners to use as a walkway was a 
rather narrow one, enclosed by a fence of barbed wire ten meters from the 
walls of the building. Without curi osity Stefan slowly counted the gendarmes 
who,  armed with their automatic rifles ,  gazed at  h i m  through the wire as 
though they did not sec h i m .  There were six guards and a sergeant. She was 
engaged, he thought again,  and had decided to return. 

The majority of the Iron Guardists confined-there were about three 
hundred-were intel lectuals .  Almost all of them had al lowed their beards to 
grow during the three or four months of camp l ife, and their cloth ing was in 
tatters. Stefan found i t  difficult to d istinguish one from another as they walked 
about in groups, l ooking over the fence at the mountains and conversing. 

A tal l  young man with an immense black beard approached Stefan and 
took h is arm. "Are you the one who gave l oachim a room?" he asked in  a 
whisper. 

"' 'm not an Iron Guard ist, " Stefan hastened to tell h i m  with propriety, 
almost coldly. "There's been an error. I was brought here by mistake. Politi
cally I'm even an opponent of your ideas . "  

The man with the black beard stared a t  h i m  for a l ong time, smiling i n  
embarrassment. H e  released Stefan's arm but h e  did not know what t o  d o  with 
his hands and began to rub therri together. Then, suddenly ashamed ,  he hid 
them in  h is pockets . 

"I regret of course that you're here beh ind a fence, " Stefan continued ,  
troubled. "As a h u man being I feel compassion for you , b u t  I shouldn't want 
any ambiguity to exist. I have absolutely no sympathy for your ideas and your 
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political methods. I 'm diametrically opposed to you. Of course," he added 
quickly, "with respect to your struggle with the pol ice I 'm neutral . I have the 
same aversion toward the police that I have toward fascism. " 

"I understand, " said the man with the beard and he smiled again, dis
comfited. 

Stefan felt a sudden pity for him.  "Tonight, " he said, abruptly changing 
the subject, his voice expressing more warmth , "on the highway just ahead of 
us there had been an accident. The fiance of a friend of mine was killed . . . .  " 

"I heard about it. The boys told me. H e  was a captain. " 
"A captain?" Stefan repeated the word automatically. "A capta in? He 

was my friend's fiance . . . .  " 
Somewhat later he realized he was standing near the fence alone. He 

turned back slowly and climbed the stairs to the small room on the second 
floor that he shared with s ix  other men. Throwing h imself on the bed, he 
made an effort to keep his eyes open and was not aware that he had fallen 
asleep until he felt someone shake him.  He awoke crying, "I told you I 'm 
neutra l ,  I 'm not one of you . . . .  " 

The pale young man standing near h im was dressed in faded overalls.  He 
wore glasses. A few strands of reddish blond hair were scattered thinly over h is 
cheeks. "Dinner is served, "  h{)osaid,  "but if you don't feel well I ' l l  bring you 
someth ing to eat. " 

It came back to Stefan then: she was engaged. Her fiance was a captain. 
Captain Melinte. He remembered the name suddenly and a hopeless sadness 
pervaded his whole being. He sighed. 

"Are you sick?" asked the young man. 'Til send one of the doctors. 
We've many among us. " 

"No, I 'l l  go down to dinner. " 
As he entered the mess hall the smell of hot grease assailed h im.  The 

men had finished the soup and were waiting now for the pasta, which two of 
them had just brought to the table in a steaming kettle. Stefan looked around 
and hurried to take the vacant place on a bench near the door. All those 
bearded men seemed to be eyeing him.  He fel t  isolated and embarrassed, and 
picking up a big piece of bread that lay on the table in front of him he began to 
eat. The youth with the glasses stopped beside him,  accompanied by a man 
who was almost bald and whose clean-shaven face was covered wi th blotches. 

"Hello ,"  said the man. "Any fever? Dizziness?" He took Stefan's hand 
and calmly, with detachment, took his pulse. 

"He's a doctor, "  the young man with the glasses said, and he smiled . 
"How l ong did you stay at pol ice headquarters?" the doctor asked. 
"Almost twenty days . "  
"It's nothing. Indigestion, i nsomnia , lack of fresh air . " The doctor's tone 

changed as he added, "' 'm Doctor Stanescu . Aren't you a friend of Bursuc's?" 
"Not exactly a friend . "  

1 62 



"Wonderful  boy , "  cried the doctor, reveal ing two gold teeth when he 
smiled .  "And smart as  a whip!  Have you seen h im lately?" 

Stefan tried to remember. "The last time I saw him . . .  " 

"Never mind , "  the doctor interrupted. "We'l l talk  again . "  As he left he  
raised his hand in a fri endly gesture. 

Stefan began to eat th e pasta. It was almost cold and smel led strongly of 
grease. 

" What's new in Bucharest?" the man opposite Stefan asked abruptly.  He 
was m iddle-aged. H is face was long and dark and bony, and it was l engthened 
further by h is sparse black beard . "How's the atmosphere? What are people 
saying? Do they know anyth ing about us? What do they say? What's th e 
news?" 

The men sitting near h i m ,  Stefan noticed, began to smile and make signs 
to one another. He started to reply but the other man continued to question 
h i m ,  "How's the government doi ng? Badly, I think! What do you th ink? 
What do people say? Discontented, aren't they?" 

Stefan felt one of his neighbors step on his foot in warning. The others 
watched h im steadily and intently. 

" I  don't really know,"  Stefan ventured. He stopped, and resumed ea ting 
his pasta with his eyes on his plate. Then they all stood up while someone 
whom Stefan could not see recited the "Our Father. " The men crossed 
themselves and started for the door. In the courtyard someone took Stefan's 
arm . It was the tall  man with th e black beard who had spoken to h im that 
morn mg. 

"They tel l  me that Oprea tried to pump you , "  he whispered. "I  must alert 
you to the fact that he's a security agent. Be careful what you say to h i m ! "  

"I  . . .  " began Stefan.  "I  already told you . Even i f  I should want . . .  Oh 
wel l ,  it's not important. . . .  One of these days they'll real ize their m istake and 
let me go. "  

The other man gazed a t  h im for some time, i rresolute, a nd started to 
smile.  He looked al l  aro u nd and then asked in a barely audible voice, "But 
what else do you know about I oachim? Have you seen him again recently?" 

Frowning, Stefan tried to recall the exact day on which they had last 
met. But the next m oment the man squeezed h is arm meaningfully as Oprea 
came toward them . 

Stefan found that remembering the endless kiss he had given I leana was 
sufficient to enable h i m  to withdraw effortlessly from th e l ife of the camp. H e  
began by turning h is thoughts inward, plu nging deep with in h imself into his 
past. There he soon d iscovered I leana standing before him in the rai n ,  h idden 
under her u mbrella .  He had only to wait, for he  knew that at a given moment 
he would bend over her and take her in h is arms, kissing her l ips. Thus he 
would remain engrossed i n  her, with no other desire, conscious of noth ing 
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but the kiss. Once, on rousing himself, he noticed one of the soldiers standing 
a few meters in front of him l ooking through the fence with his habitually 
blank, unseeing stare, and Stefan resumed his leisurely stroll around the 
camp. The prisoners continued walking in groups, talking among themselves, 
but they seldom turned to look at Stefan anymore. They had grown accus
tomed to his sol itary ways. 

One morning some of them saw him walk through the gate in the fence 
in the company of a sergeant, going toward the major's office. Rumors spread 
quickly throughout the camp. 

"He's gone to sign the declaration of dissociation,"  someone said. ' ' I 'm 
amazed he hasn't signed i t  before now. " 

"Perhaps the order to release him has arrived, "  said the pale youth who 
wore glasses. He slept i n  the same room with Stefan and from the fi rst day had 
shown great sympathy for him.  

Stefan was received very courteously by the major, who held out  his 
hand and invited him to be seated . The major was a shy man. Embarrassed, 
he turned back to his desk and opened a register. 

"You've been with us for twenty-three days , "  he said slowly, taking pains 
to pronounce the words with a del iberate solemnity. "And you've said ever 
since you arrived that you're not a Legionnaire. Why, then, won't you sign 
the declaration? You'd save yourself and me too. Don't you see how the world 
is today? What does a signature on a scrap of paper matter?" 

Stefan l ooked at him, bewildered. When the sergeant had come to get 
him he thought the order for his release must have arrived. He had rejoiced. 
But a few moments later he thought of Ileana. He felt that he loved her 
more than he loved l oana , and he planned to telegraph her first, informing 
her of his return to Bucharest. He would ask her to meet him at the station. 

"Twenty-three days?" he repeated slowly, almost whispering. Then, rais
ing his voice, "The order from the Ministry hasn't arrived yet?" 

The major began to hunt through a stack of bulletins. "I  don't believe it 
came. You were dismissed from your post. I'll show you the statement of 
dismissal .  I t  was published i n  the Official Monitor. " He continued to search 
without haste but he was visibly l osing his patience. 

"Don't look any more,"  Stefan sa id helpfully. "I  believe you . . . .  " 

"It's here somewhere,"  said the other. "I underli ned it in red especially to 
show it to you . "  

Stefan could th ink of nothing more to say as he rose from his chair .  He 
did not want to offend the major. "Thank you , "  he ventured finally. "Thank 
you for thinking of me and underl ining it . " 

When he stood up he hesitated in front of the desk. A series of thoughts 
and images passed through his mind suddenly, but he knew they were merely 
subterfuges. They had come to him so quickly just to prevent him from taking 
note of the terrible truth-that although he had l earned of his dismissal and he 
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knew that I oana would no l onger receive his  salary from the M inistry, it was 
I leana who was first in his thoughts. His l ove for I leana exceeded his l ove for 
his wife !  Fortunately the major also stood up then and came from behind the 
desk to escort him to the door. 

As he went back through the gate followed by the sergeant he saw the 
waiting cro\\·d of bearded men devouring him with their eyes, consu med with 
cu ri osi ty. 

"What news?" someone asked in a whisper after he had passed beyond 
the fence. 

"Bad , "  responded Stefan without raising his head. He went di rectly to his 
room.  

Now-when he understood how much he loved Ileana , when he 
realized he had l oved her thus from the moment he had seen her from afar in 
the Forest of Baneasa-now he was humil iated most by the thought of the l ie 
he had told her .  Why had he  felt it necessary to l ie? Why had he  told her that 
he had pa inted a picture of the car and that he would show it to her? H e  
guessed he must ha,·e thought that she would agree to come t o  h i s  secret room 
only if he told her th is.  But he ough t to have admitted the truth that night 
,,·hen he had taken her home. He should ha,·c told her it  real ly was not 
possible to sec the picture because in fact it did not exist. There was noth ing 
but a s ingle canvas on ,,·h ich he was continually dabbing colors without 
concern for artistic effect, but simply because such play enchanted h i m .  It 
allowed h im to rediscover somewhere very deep with in  him another sort of 
Time, another kind of existence. 

He flung h imself on the bed and contemplated the cei l ing. He was aware 
that someone had opened the door ,,·ith great care and ,,·as approaching him 
on tiptoe. It was Iroa ic ,  the tall  man with the immense black beard who had 
asked him sc\ual times about Ioachim.  

"The boys sa id you received bad news , "  he  began.  "What's happened?" 
"I  was dismissed , "  sa id Stefan with effort. "He wanted to show me the 

order of dismissa l ,  but he  couldn't find it .  He said it  appeared in the Official 
Monitor. " 

Embarrassed, Iroa ic looked at him for a l ong time,  as he often did,  
smil ing and bl inking his eyes. " Didn't you talk about anyth ing else? Didn't he 
ask you to sign the declaration?" 

With a quick gesture of irritation Stefan put the pi l low under his head. 
"He spoke to me about the declaration too, but I acted as though I didn't hear 
him. I 've declared once and for all  that I 'm not a Legionnaire. Either they 
accept my ,,·ord and let me go, or they don't bel ieve me and . . .  " 

' 'You're dreaming , " interrupted l roa ic.  "No one gets out of here. I mean 
no one leaves without signing the declaration of dissociation. " 

Stefan smiled and closed his eyes . It seemed as though h is whole l ife 
depended on the reply he \\·otdd make to l roa ic.  He resolved not to say 
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another word. He sensed that the other man was waiting impatiently beside 
the bed, but that he did not dare to d isturb him. Finally he heard him tiptoe 
to the door and open it quietly. Stefan took a deep breath, brightening sud
denly. He had the i mpression of just having escaped a great danger. Stirred, he 
returned quickly to I leana's long, incomparable kiss. 

When he roused himself he noticed i mmediately that there was an odor 
of hot grease in the room. The young man with the glasses, the student 
Petrescu, had brought him his food and was waiting beside him smiling. 

"Today we have grapes too ,"  he said, "but they're not ripe yet. " 
After that they were given grapes for lunch every day. 

"If anything makes me infuriated with the I ron Guardists ,"  said Biris, "it's the 
restrictions imposed on our civil l iberties because of them. In fighting them 
the government is obliged to use fascist methods and in consequence the 
Legionnaires are not the only ones to suffer. We all do. Anyone can arrest you 
on the simple pretext that you're an I ron Guardist, and while you're waiting 
for them to discover that you're not, they fi re you from your job or send you to 
a concentration camp. That's probably what happened to poor Viziru . "  

"Now you're starting . . .  " Catalina interrupted . 
Biris turned his head in surprise. Catalina's expression was cold,  mali

cious, harsh, but when her eyes met his she began to smile. 
"You'll become a maniac too," she added, " just l ike Dan.  He talks to me 

about noth ing but the theater that conu Misu is planning to build for h i m . "  
"But you know, duduie" Catal ina, I am going to build i t , "  said Misu 

Weissman,  h is face suddenly red. "Things have been delayed a l ittle because 
of the international situation, but this is a transaction of over a hundred 
million le i ,  and I tell you I'll build it !" 

B i ris set his  glass of cognac on the table and glanced quickly, furtively at 
his watch . 

"Come with me," said Catalina, getting up suddenly. "I can't stay here 
any longer. I've got a headache. " 

Misu Weissman watched them leave, and turning to Bibicescu ner
vously, he said, "Duduia Catal ina's wrong to be angry. Perhaps she doesn't 
think I 'm serious. Perhaps she thinks there is no transaction . . . .  " 

"If you want to pacify her," responded Bibicescu absently, "don't send 
her any more flowers. It would be better if you'd invite us to dinner again.  By 

I 

• Young lady, mistress. 
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the way, "  he added, his voice brimming with the excitement of h is secret, "do 
you know that I 've begun to i nquire about a site?" 

They walked close together \Vithout speaking. Evening fel l .  "Autumn in 
Bucharest is beautifu l , "  Cata l ina said finally, looking at the sky. Then she was 
silent aga i n .  Biris took her arm gently. 

"What was the matter with you today?" he asked . "You seemed bored 
and on edge . "  

"You know the reason , "  she repl ied softly.  "Why do you keep asking 
me?" 

"I t's absurd , "  said Biris, tightening his grip on her arm. "The idea is 
entirely absurd ! "  

Catalina shrugged . " We'd better not talk about i t  anymore. " S h e  drew 
closer to Biris suddenly and asked in a different tone, "What arc you doing 
this evening?" Wouldn't you l ike to go for a walk  \Vith me?" 

Biris felt the shiver, famil iar  now, that ran through his body whenever 
she spoke to him that way .  "I had an appointment \vith a friend , but if you 
l ike, I 'll leave h i m  a note . . .  and we'll go for a wal k. " 

'Tm sorry , "  said Catal ina sadly. "I thought you'd be free. I wanted very 
much to go \\·a I king with you . . . .  " 

"But I told you I can leave him a note and then v.:c can meet and take a 
walk ,"  he interrupted, shaken.  

"I  feel that this is my last autumn,  that these arc  my last \Veeks , "  she 
whispered, growing stil l  more sorrm,ful .  

Biris exploded. "You're ta lking l ike a chi ld !  These are absurdi ties !  This is 
what happens to you \\·hen you l ive with a madman .  You become mad 
yourself! "  

"You know very well that's not so , "  said Catal ina without l ooking a t  h i m .  
"You know he's not to blame. He's a poor miserable fa il ure and I pity 
him . . . .  " 

"Then , "  Biris interrupted i n  exasperation,  "it's you who are mad and he's 
just your victim!"  

"It  won't do any good to  scold m e , "  Catalina continued in  the same faint  
voice. "You know very well it's not  so ,  that th is must happen to  me.  It's 
stronger than I. It has to happen. Once the decision had been made it had to 
happen.  And aga in  the day is drawing closer. . . .  " 

"Stop it !"  excla imed Biris ,  dropping her arm. "If you keep saying such 
a,,ful th ings I 'll leave you here alone and go home!" 

She turned her head and smi led at him. ' ' I 'd be bored alone. I 'd feel very 
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sad.  Abandoned by everyone . . .  " Then she seized his ann and put her face 
close to h is ear, mur muring warmly. "Please don't go!" 

"I th ink they're a l i ttle better today," someone was saying as Stefan entered the 
mess hal l .  The man stepped nearer to one of the baskets of grapes and put a 
few in his mouth, breaking them open and sucking the juice slowly, thought
fully.  Then he repeated, "They're better today. They've begun to ripen . "  

Sometimes Stefan would wait i n  front of the fence to watch the sun go 
down behind the mountains. On one such evening he remembered about the 
Conference in Yokohama. It had ended in September. By now he would have 
been with J oana and their son in Tokyo. No doubt Vidrighin  had been sent i n  
his place. "The Germans are i nvolved somehow. " He recalled the words of 
the Secretary General . "Be very careful .  . . .  " And yet they had dismissed him.  

The cold rain of the past three days had been enough to make the leaves, 
already pal e  at the end of September, turn coppery. They fell from the trees at 
the slightest breath of wind . Autumn had arrived .  From the windows on the 
second floor it  was possible now to sec a l ong way down the highway. At rare 
intervals cars passed by on the way to Odorhei . Breathless with excitement, 
the men watched them. If a car stopped at the first sentry box and turned to 
the left it meant that it was coming to the camp. Then sudden anxiety would 
seize everyone. They would begin to move about in great agitation and to 
gravitate toward the gate in the fence. Once or twice a month a visitor came. 
Someone would be summoned by the sergeant to go with him through the 
gate, between the sentries. A half-hour later the man would return happily. 
Most of the time he was the bearer of news. I t  was i n  this way that Stefan 
found out about the Munich Accord a month after it had been signed. 

On another day as he entered the mess hall Stefan heard someone say, 
"Today we have muscats. They're ripe. " The young man beside him stopped 
in front of the basket of grapes, nibbl ing at some of the clusters, savoring 
them, smacking h is l ips slightly. "Excel lent ,"  he said. "They're muscats. " 
"Th is is th e season for them, "  Stefan heard another voice, "At home i n  the 
vineyard . . .  " He picked up the piece of bread in front of him and began to 
cat. Stefan knew the man, whose name was l onescu, rather well now. He had 
l istened to him talking many times after finishing his soup. He was an em
ployee of the bank at Campul ung. He had a vineyard and was married to a girl 
from Constanta , but whenever he had th e opportunity he l iked to recall that 
his father-in-law had been in business in Brazi l .  His wife had been born there. 
"At our vineyard . . .  " he said , but Stefan was no longer l istening. By now he 
had attained exceptional mastery of himself. He could pursue his own 
thoughts regardless of how boisterous the men around him might be. Once he 
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had resoked to do so he heard noth ing more. From time to time someone 
tugged at his arm saying that it  was his turn that day to wait on the tables or to 
\\·ash the dishes. Then he tied the apron of heavy cloth around his wa ist and 
carried out his tasks with utmost concentration. He al most ah,·ays managed to 
pour the same amount of soup into each bmd and to divide the pasta skil lfully 
i nto equal portions. The smell  of hot grease was i nsupportable, yet h is pride 
pre,·ented him from showing a sign of disgust as he  bent over the kettle .  

All his cloth ing, i ncluding his underwear, had worn out completely. 
Earlier,  the student Petrescu had brought h im several sh irts , which he could 
not button at the collar because they were too tight.  At the end of October 
Petrescu had also found h i m  a \\"Oolen pullover and an overcoat. He had la in 
i l l  with a fever for a number of days and Doctor Stanescu came up to see h im 
frequently, taking h is  temperature ,,·ith the only thermometer i n  the  camp. 
The doctor spoke to him about Bursuc and h is friends and acquai ntances at 
the coffee shop. It  seemed to Stefan that Stanescu took great pleasure in all  
these recollections, and he let h im talk. He smiled \\ hene,·cr their eyes met 
although he did not always l isten .  l oana ,,·as often in h is mind \\·hen the 
doctor was with h im,  and he no l onger \\ ondered as he had at first if she 
would manage to come and see h im.  He was thankful now for the way things 
had turned out. It would have been dreadful if she had come upon him i n  the 
major's office, where all the ,·isits took place. \\'ith the ,·cry first glance she 
,,·mild ha\"C real ized that it \\ aS I leana ,,·hom he l oved . 

"The tragedy is , "  he said suddenly, ra ising h is head from the pillow a 
l ittle ,  "that you can nc\"Cf lm-c h\·o people at the same time.  First you love 
one, and then the other. That is,  you're just l ike all  the rest of the people who 
aren't saints. Today you J o,·e one person more, tomorrow you l ove the other. 
Suppose you could become the lmu of the other \\ Oman too. But what 
solution '' ould adultery be? Just bch, ccn you and me, man to man,  I ask you , 
what will it resoh-c if I take her to my secret room and go to bed with her? If I 
didn't Jo,·e anyone else perhaps this would be an a ns\\·cr, a prm· isional one 
until I could get a di,·orcc and marry her .  Although I 'm not so sure of this 
now. I think you also heard about that automobile accident. The capta in who 
was kil led was her fiance, Capta i n  :\1elinte. So . . .  she had become en
gaged . . . .  " 

Doctor Stanescu l istened to him calmly, al most with indifference. He 
had noticed se,-eral red-,·iolet spots on h is  patient's face. Like the doctor, 
Stefan had ins isted on shaving every day, using a safety razor that bel onged to 
one of his roommates . But as time passed the task became increasingly dif
ficult because there were so fe,,· blades i n  the camp. He's got an i nfection too ,  
said the doctor t o  h i mself. examining Stefan's cheek attenti,·ely .  He's i n  for i t  
l ike m e .  I t  will ru i n  h i s  face. 

" . . .  I f  I just l oved her alone!" Stefan continued, his voice grown dark 
with sadness. ' "Ho,, s imple e\·eryth ing would be! I 'd be l ike other men aga i n ,  
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but at least I 'd be an honest man . . . .  I had dreamed of something else, "  he 
added, letting his head fal l  weakly back on his pillow. "But here I 've realized 
once more that I 'm not capable of it. Or maybe I don't deserve such a miracle. 
I t's I leana ! love. I want only her. . . .  I t's very sad . "  His voice became fainter. 
"If all I 've accompl ished is to replace one love with another, what good were 
my expectations? I haven't settled anythi ng. I might as well let thi ngs take 
their course. What can I change? We'll all end together i n  futil ity.  Why resist 
any more? The major told me that I was dismissed. And so? Do you th ink 
that's so serious? Can it have any importance now?" 

He stopped, exhausted, and closed his eyes . The doctor packed up the 
thermometer very carefully, as well as the l i ttle bottle of alcohol and the tubes 
of aspirin.  "Try to sleep," he said. "There's nothing wrong with you . You're a 
l i ttle distraught, that's all .  Ask Petrescu to make some tea for you this eve
ning. " 

This had happened at the end of October. A week later when he went 
downstairs to walk, dressed in the pullover and overcoat that Petrescu had 
brought him,  he did not see Oprea and I roaie. A number of other familiar 
faces were missing also. He was surprised. "They were transferred the day 
before yesterday to Vasl u i , "  the student explained. "I wonder that you didn't 
hear of it. " Actually i t's not i mportant, Stefan thought, resuming his walk 
around the building. Yet he felt  a kind of regret. He had become accustomed 
to these men. He l iked to come upon them as they walked in circles around 
the courtyard, following one another. 

In the evening after the prayer that ended the meal the men gathered 
together in certa in of the dormitories. Stefan had often been i nvited, but he 
had gone only once. A young man had read a l ong poem about autumn, but 
Stefan had not listened. 

With the first line he reti red into himself. He evoked a great many 
memories from his adolescence and youth, surprised at the serenity with 
which he relived them . Then his thoughts turned again to Ileana. This 
time he chose their meeting on the eve of Palm Sunday, when she was 
dressed for spring and wore a blouse the color of l i lacs. He had regarded 
her for a long time, unmindful of anything else, and she returned a gaze 
equally profound. She seemed to sense that it would be a l ong time 
before they met again .  "I fel t  a need to pray, " she had told him.  Stefan 
was certain now that she had raised herself on tiptoe, waiting to be 
kissed . After they had left the church they talked about other things. She 
had questioned him again ,  teasi ng him as she always did about her car 
in the Forest of Baneasa , but she had made no reference to his paint
ings. I wonder if she didn't understand even then, that evening, Stefan 
said to himself, and he smiled.  
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All the men around h im began to applaud and Stefan joined them . H e  soon 
real ized that he had been attending a lecture by a professor's assistant. Th is 
man had let his beard grow too ,  but he  had trimmed it careful ly with scissors 
and i t  gave him the air of a painter or a romantic poet. He l ooks like someone 
I know, Stefan thought, but I can't think who. Just then he heard someone 
beside him whisper, "He gave a good talk, but he omitted the essential th ing. 
He d idn't say anyth ing about h istory . . . .  " 

Stefan smiled aga in ,  a knowing smile.  It was thei r great passion to talk 
about history, about the historic moment, the historic m ission. He heard 
them d iscussing it and sometimes he felt tempted to stop and take part in the 
conversation also. But he kept h is word . I 'm neutral . They bel i eve in  some
th ing and for that they've been confined beh i nd barbed \\·ire. I bel i eve in 
democracy but I don't m i ngle in  pol i tics; therefore I don't participate in  their 
confl ict. The defenders of democracy are the very ones who arrested them and 
brought them here. I 'm outside their struggle. I have no right to mix in  their 
d iscussions. I 'm neutra l .  . . .  

That night after the meeting he \\·ent out to walk aga in .  Far away in  the 
midst he  could see the l ights of Miercurea Ciuc and he stopped near the fence 
to gaze at them.  He remembered suddenly that the lecturer had not men
tioned h istory. He had forgotten the essential th ing . . . .  

"Were you at the meeting?" The man approached unexpectedly and 
stopped beside h i m .  

"I was , "  repl ied Stefan enthusiastically.  "But you and your movement 
ascribe too great an importance to h istory, to the e\·cnts of l ife as they unfold 
around us. Life for the people of the modern world ,  for us, wouldn't be worth 
l iving if it \\·ere reduced only to the h istory that \\'C make. H istory takes place 
exclusively in  Time, but man by means of all his h igher powers opposes Time. 
Remember \\ hen you were first in  l o\·e. Were you l iv ing then in  Time? . . .  
That's why I prefer democracy. I t's also antih istorical . It  proposes a rather 
abstract ideal that resists the historic moment. " 

The man glanced at Stefan from time to time and stroked h is beard .  He 
was dressed in  a long brown peasant's robe of  coarsely woven cloth . "Those 
soirees in room number six are nice, but I don't understand them very wel l .  
What I l ike are  the meetings in number h\ o,  because Caminita sings bal lads 
there . I 'm from a \ · i l lage ncar his .  \\'e're both from Nasaud . . . .  But come to 
number h\·o on the N ight of St. Andre\\ and l isten to Caminita tell stories 
about \·amp ires and sorcerers. "  

One day Stefan was walking rapidly with h is hands buried deep i n  the 
pockets of his coat. A few days before, the \\·eather had suddenly turned cold. 
The Odorhei Mountains had become white overnight. " Don't forget to come 
th is evening to hear Caminita , "  the peasant from Nasaud reminded h i m .  

This i s  the Night o f  St. Andrew, Stefan remembered. Anisie had spoken 
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about it too. "On the Night of St. Andrew I read stories about ghosts , or I 
l isten to them. "  

On the other side of the fence Stefan saw one of the guards fix his 
automatic rifle in a firing position. Then he discovered that the number of 
sentries along the fence had increased. There were now about fifteen . He saw 
the major also armed, hastily cross the courtyard in front of his office accom
panied by a sergeant. Little by l i ttle gendarmes appeared from all sides. The 
prisoners came out of their rooms and formed several groups in the court. 
Whenever one of them tried to approach the fence the soldiers shouted and 
raised their  guns. At last a sergeant went up to the barbed wire with a 
newspaper in h is hand and motioned for someone to approach. A tall thin 
man whose beard was prematurely gray stepped forward . The sergeant folded 
up the newspaper, rolled it as tightly as he could,  and flung it over the wire. 
The other man bent over to pick i t  up, unrolling i t  as he walked back to the 
middle of the yard. Opening it, he stopped, then staggered . All the prisoners 
rushed to him, and Stefan heard a cry, a savage, strangled cry l ike that of a 
wounded animal , "They've shot the Captain !"  

Nothing more was heard then, not  even the sound of breathing, in  the 
whole courtyard. That stony silence seemed to Stefan far more terrible than 
the cry. The next moment all fell  to their knees , weeping and moaning. Some 
of them beat their heads on the ground. Others howled l ike whipped dogs. 
With their rifles in their hands the sentries watched them . Stefan crossed 
himself and bowed h is head, his  mind blank. 

Now and then J oana l ifted her eyes from the book and glanced at the clock. It 
was nearly midnight. He should have come, she said to herself. But no matter 
how late he might come, even if he should not return that night at al l ,  she felt 
her grief could not be made greater. Nor was this sadness, without l imit and 
without meaning, because of Stefan.  She was reading the last novel that 
Partenie had written. It had appeared around Christmastime, a few days 
before Stefan's return. She had almost finished i t. There were only about sixty 
more pages, but she progressed slowly, her heart filled with a strange forebod
ing. Nothing she had ever read was more depressing, nothing more sad and 
somber. 

When she had telephoned him Partenie had told her that he could not 
come until the next morning. "''m finishing the last corrections to
night,"  he sa id. "It must come out before Christmastime. " He was 
referring to th is book, A Walk in the Dark. 

' ' I 'm finishing the corrections tonight. . . .  " "Then come as soon as 
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you can in the morning , "  she had implored , and she had heard h i m  say 
after a sl ight pause, 'Til be there at eight. " She had replaced the receiver 
with an unsteady hand. Exhausted , she had let herself fall  into the 
armchair.  H e's \\·orking tonight, she remembered suddenl y  and got up 
again pa infully, hardly conscious of ,,·hat she was doing. She put on her 
fur coat and went dmmsta i rs ,  gripping the banister. 

In front of the tram station all that had happened an hour  earl i er 
came back to her: the man reading the newspaper as he leaned against a 
l ight post; the car that had passed in front of her, fast and very close to 
the curb; the large headlines of the newspaper that she had stepped on.  
It was a special edition. After the man by the lamppost had read it he 
had let it  fall  to the ground,  where J oana had walked on i t  unseeing as 
she made her way to the tra m .  But there were too many people and she 
had gone back to the sidewalk.  I t  was then that the headlines of the 
special edition had caught her eye, and she had returned to telephone 
Partcnic.  

She found them at d inner. "Don't you \\·ant to cat with us?" Adela 
asked her. " I 'm not hungry , "  said J oana. "\\'hat's the news?" Raducu 
inquired. She rea l ized then that they were d ressed to go out. " \Vc'vc a 
bridge game at the Oltcanu's , "  Adela explained .  "Is everyth ing all right 
over there?" asked Raducu after a moment, and J oana answered. ' ' I 'm 
afra id for Stefa n .  Have you heard wha t's happened?" "What?" "I saw a 
special edition.  Thcy\c shot Codrcanu . "  "Ah , yes , "  Raducu had sa id ,  
"now that story's fi nished too. He's been l iquidated. " ' ' I 'm afraid for 
Stefan , "  I oana whispered . "They'll all be allowed to go home," Raducu 
sa id.  "Of course, he'll ha\-c to sign a declaration l ike all the rest. I tell 
you he'll be home by Christmas! "  Joa na felt a rush of love for Raducu 
and she sighed . "We're sorry we ha,·c to hurry , "  Adela said , getting up 
from the table .  "Come to sec us aga i n . "  "Come and cat with us some
day , "  added Raducu. "Gi\"C us a cal l . " 

She found herself on the sidewalk,  hesitating. She would have 
gone to Cotroccni ,  bu t she was afra id. Old Baloga would meet her at 
the door. "\\'hat nc,,·s?" he would ask, and seeing that she l ooked down 
he would either smile in embarrassment or  shrug h is shoulders and 
continue in the same vein as he had on other occasions. "I  told you to 
gi,·c h i m  an ultimatu m .  \\'hat, is he mad? Does he want to disgrace us 
all? Send h im a telegra m ! "  "They can't receive telegrams. I 've written 
more than th i rty letters and sent them through the mai l .  I 've sent others 
through the gendarmerie . "  "Send them th rough Police Headquarters. 
They're the ones who arrested him.  If you telegraph , order h i m  to 
sign the declaration. The telegram "·i l l  get to h i m . "  "I can't order h i m , "  
J oana said in despa ir .  " 1 \-c begged h i m ,  I 've implored h i m ,  but I can't 
order h i m . "  "Then you 're both collaborators! "  Baloga exclaimed, 
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exasperation smoldering in his voice. "You're both Legionnaire sym
pathizers!"  "And all on account of J oachim Teodorescu , "  doamna 
Baloga put in once to divert the course of the argument. "If only you 
hadn't run into him in Ulm! Why in heaven's name did you go to Ulm 
anyway?" "Because of a cathedral !"  exclaimed Baloga . "What will you 
do now that he's been fi red from the Ministry?" There was a tremor in 
his voice that was difficult to control "You ought to go to the Gendar
merie Headquarters tomorrow, " said doamna Baloga. "Maybe your 
turn to visit has come. " ' ' I 'll go tomorrow but I know it's not my turn. 
The colonel told me. About a hundred visits have been approved on the 
l ist ahead of me. But they only consent to two or three at the most per 
month . The colonel told me. " "Send him a telegram then,"  Baloga 
began again.  "Give him an ultimatum.  Say he's disgraced the family. 
Threaten him with divorce. Tell him you'll take his son . . . .  " 

She returned home on foot in a fine, cold rain that was mixed with 
flakes of snow. "Of course i t's my fault, " J oana repeated to herself. · · 1  
should have been more forceful . I should have fallen on my knees to the 
colonel and pleaded with him.  I should have taken the baby with me, 
and burst into tears, and pulled my hair. I should have told him that I 'd 
kill myself, that my baby would die . . . .  " She stopped suddenly in the 
middle of the street, terrified, and made the sign of the cross. "God 
forbid ! "  she whispered . "God forbid!" Quickly she crossed herself sev
eral times and hurried on. 

It  was late when she went to sleep, feel ing engulfed in her own 
emptiness. Her dreams were all of Stefan.  She awakened very early 
while it was still dark and cold in the room, and she stayed in bed u ntil 
she saw the window become l ight. Without th inking she began to dress. 
When she heard the clock striking eight she went into the study to look 
outdoors. The morning was ashen , the sky l ow and murky. l uana put 
her hands on the radiator, which was beginning to get warm. "It wil l  
soon be  quite comfortable , " she said to  herself, and the thought was 
reassuring. Seeing a car stop at the gate, she drew back, startled. 

She opened the door herself for Partenie, who remained irresolute 
on the threshold .  

"Please come in.  I wanted to sec you . Just to see you . "  She spoke 
softly, biting her l ips slightly and gazing at him. He seemed more sullen 
than he had in the past, almost morose. 

"I wanted to sec you, "  she repeated. ' 'I 'm sorry that I made you 
come. I only wanted to see you . "  She did not have the courage to look 
away from his eyes . When he smiled she added quickly, "I t's been a 
l ong time since I saw you .  I 've wanted . . .  You haven't changed at 
al l .  . . .  " 

"With your kind permission , I'll  sit down , "  said Partenic, heading 
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for an armchair. He took out his cigarette case, careful ly chose a ciga
rette and began to rub it  bch\"ecn his fingers. Ioana stood by the door 
and watched h i m ,  fascinated. He had done the same th ing that  day 
al most five years before. He had sat down without an invitation and had 
selected a cigarette from his case in a leisurely manner. At that time she 
had hastened to l ight it  for h i m .  She l ooked around now in alarm. 
There were no matches on the table or the bookcase. She would have to 
go to the kitchen. 

"Don't bother, " said Partenic, searching in a pocket of his vest. "I  
have a l igh ter. " 

' ' I 'm afraid for Stefa n . " 
"That's exactly what I i magined . "  Partcnic inhaled the first smoke 

of the cigarette, taking a deep breath and raising h is eyes to hers . 
For sc\·eral minutes l oana remained mute. She looked a t  h i m  

again ,  spel lbound. "And you , hem have you been?" s h e  asked at  last, 
seeing that the si lence persisted . 

H e  shrugged, " I  l ive . " 
loana fel t  her heart leap as if those s imple words proclaimed a 

matter of extreme gravity. 
"I  heard you \\·ent to Ulm, " he said, staring at  her almost severely .  
She sat dO\m in the other easy chair. All at  once she felt exhausted. 

"\Vho told you?" she asked, her voice low. 
"Domnul Bologa . "  
Because h e  had not seen a n  ashtray anywhere near, h e  shook the 

ashes into the palm of his left hand, wh ich he held motionless, resting i t  
on h is knee. It  was jus t  what he had done before. Now she was supposed 
to get up, go to h im and hold out her hand. Partcnie would slip the 
ashes into her pal m .  But th is time she felt too ti red and did not rise. 

"I  wondered this summer how it happened that you didn't call 
me," he conti nued ,  smi l ing. " I  don't enjoy playing the role of a sister of 
charity ,  but for you I 'd even do th is . . . .  " 

He fel l  s i lent and gazed a t  her. Then he stood up and went  to the 
buffet, crush ing his ciga rette in a pot of flowers . H e  brushed the ashes 
from his hand. 

"Perhaps you still remember, "  he began,  sitting down again in the 
chair,  "that I had, and ha\·e yet, a horror of getting up in the morning; 
especially when I go to bed at dawn , which happens often , and which 
happened today.  When I heard the clock strike seven and I remembered 
that  I had to come to sec you , I hated you. You destroyed my l ife. 
Maybe you never real ized that, but you destroyed it .  I f  I had never met 
you I probably should have met someone else l ike you and I 'd have 
l oved her as I l oved you . Like everyone else I 'd have known rest and 
oblivion.  But I met you , and ever since I've stayed the way I was the day 
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we met. Don't imagine that I 've been fa ithful to you in the romantic 
sense of the word. No. I have l oved, as the poets say, countless women, 
and probably I have also been loved by them. Some were more beauti
ful than you, others had more charm. Many ti mes I 've thought that I 
was really i n  love, but I was mistaken; I wasn't. I can't fal l  in l ove 
anymore. This chance for happiness you have killed in me. I stopped 
loving you long ago, but I can't love anyone else either. Since then my 
life has been a wasteland. When the alarm woke me at seven I felt the 
wasteland all around me and al l  through me. You wanted at any cost to 
get me out in the morning-in the darkness, in the cold, in the reek of 
ashes . . . .  " 

Joana's face was pale as she murmured , "I wanted to see you . . . .  
Only to see you. " 

"And I gave you this pleasure,"  Partenie said with a smile. "But if 
you knew how much I hated you this morning . . . .  You've been my 
misfortune. Maybe it wasn't your fault, but I hated you !  You've burned 
up everyth ing inside of me, even the love I fel t  for you five years ago. 
When you phoned me last n ight I said to myself, Maybe they've shot 
Viz i ru too, and now she's a widow. She's free again to be my wife . . . .  
But this thought didn't give me any joy. I no longer love you .  Long ago 
I knew that I didn't love you anymore, but sometimes I stil l  hoped. 
Maybe I do love her, I told myself. Maybe one of these days I ' l l  love 
another. But this morning when the alarm sounded I realized once 
more that I don't love you and that I 'l l  not be able to love again.  I can't 
ever love again . " 

J oana stared at h im,  very pale, uncomprehending. She had wanted 
to interrupt many times but her strength was gone. She did not know 
what to say. 

At length she whispered, "Forgive me," and she put her hand to 
her forehead. "Forgive me," she repeated fa intly. 

Partenie gazed at her for some time i n  silence, taking another 
cigarette from his case. "I t's not your fault. And if the alarm hadn't 
wakened me this morning I wouldn't have said anyth i ng oow. "  He 
continued to smoke, l ooking at her without speaking. J oana felt the tears 
slide slowly down her cheeks, but she made no move to wipe them 
away. 

"Did you want to tell me something?" Partenie had finally asked, 
getting up to throw his cigarette and ashes in the flower pot. 

"No . . . .  I j ust wanted to see you . "  
H e  remained on h is feet. " I  can't stay any longer. I have to go to 

the printer's . . . .  Good-bye . . . .  " He went to her, patting her gently on 
the shoulder and bowing over the hand that she had extended to him. 
He kissed i t  politely. 
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"Good-bye , "  he said once more from the threshold. 
"\\'hen she heard the door close behind h i m ,  she buried her face 

in her hands, sobbing. 

Her eyes dim with mist, she l ooked at the clock aga in .  Two in the morning! 
He's not coming now, she said to herself. I t  was as if she had been waiting for 
just th is confi rmation of her fears to be able to abandon herself enti rely to 
despa ir .  She threw herself down on the bed and began to sob, h iding her face in 
the pillow. She had finished reading A Walk in the Dark and now she 
understood e\·eryth ing. 

She understood what Partenie had meant when he told her that morning 
in December, "You kil led my chance for happiness . . . .  " Above all  she un
derstood how he had fel t  fi\·e years before when she had met h i m  as usual in 
front of the Faculty of Letters. She had taken his arm and had demanded 
suddenly, "Do you think that ,,.e could be friends? Only friends?" Her voice 
had throbbed with emotion and fear, when she had intended simply to be 
confidentia l .  " I  should l ike for us to remain friends ," she had added then . "I  
think I lo\'e someone else . . . .  " She had not dared to look at  him. A flower 
\·endor had stopped in front of them j ust then with a bouquet of pinks in her 
hand. Partenie took it  and held it  out to Joana without a word. Then he thrust 
his hand into his pocket in search of change. 

She real ized that i t  was not Partenie's sorrow a nd despa ir  that made her 
cry. She pitied h i m  but th is was not the cause of her tears. The sadness of the 
book had O\'emhelmed her, the sadness for th ings that had once been and 
now are no more. After a while she felt she could cry no longer and she raised 
her face from the pi l lo\\·. Passing her hand O\'er her eyes she sighed deeply. 
She would ha\·e liked to get up from the bed and hide Partenie's book, but she 
lacked the strength . Her bones fel t  crushed and all  her energy seemed to have 
been dispersed in her weeping. 

This was the way she had felt that e\'ening when the colonel had told 
her, "Mr. Yiziru ,,·ill come too in a few days . That is, of course, if he 
also signs the joint declaration . "  Then he had extended his hand-she 
was quite u nprepared for this gesture-and laid it on her breast. She had 
taken a step backward, but he had placed the other hand heavily on her 
shoulder. "It's still not certa in ,"  he had continued,  lowering his voice. 
"It's sti l l  not certa in that  he'll be released . "  Agai n  she had fel t  h is  hand 
on her breast and she had remained motionless a moment as though 
held fast by her disgust. Then she had withdrawn rapidly to the door. 
"Thank you, "  she said with her hand on the doorknob, "thank you for 
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the news you've given me . . . .  " At home she had flung herself fully 
clothed on the bed and buried her head in the pillow. 

When Stefan had returned from the camp she had heard the 
doorbell ring insistently and had run to open it, springing into his arms. 
She had not even been able to stop and inspect h im,  but in h is embrace 
she sensed how much he had changed. Then he gave her a long look 
and smiled. "You're not the same as you were when we last saw each 
other! You've grown more beautiful !"  He had not lost much weight, but 
there was something different about him.  He appeared ill -at-ease, with 
another way of smil ing. H is gestures, his movements, were subdued and 
they held a suggestion of weariness. She became more aware of this as 
he walked toward the pile of books. "I brought them from the hotel , "  
she sa id, blushing. "They rented the room and I brought them here. " 
He smiled again and sa id without looking at her, "The Sambo room." 
"Biuebeard's room," she said, and caught him in her  arms once more. 
"But I didn't see it. They had already brought the books down when I 
went to get them . "  "The Sambo room , "  he repeated. "Another time I 'll 
tell you why I call it  . . .  " I t  was not until then that he inquired about the 
baby and went into his room to sec h im.  

"Did you miss me?" she  asked aga in and again .  "How could I help 
it?" Shaved, h is hair trimmed, dressed in clean clothes, he had begun to 
look l ike himself aga in ,  although something strange and unfamil iar 
persisted. He had changed. 'Tve aged,"  he said, "but I 'm not sorry. I t's 
disagreeable to be young. I don't want to waste time any longer. It was a 
great stroke of luck to be fired from the Ministry. I 've become a free man 
again.  Free in my time . . . .  " 

"Stefan, "  I oana interrupted, frightened, "what's the matter? 
What's wrong with you?" With a smile he had put his arms around her 
and held her tight, wordlessly imploring her to be silent. After a mo
ment she whispered, "You're sad ."  "We're all sad , "  he responded �·we 
don't always see it, but all people are sad. And yet who was it  who said 
tha t  the only great sorrow is that of not being a saint?" I oana knew what 
he was thinking about and she said nothing. He had added, "I  don't 
want to see anyone during the hol idays. Let's stay here alone, j ust the 
two of us . "  

Then one morning h e  had demanded, "What did you do with the 
picture? There was a picture hidden behind the bookcase!" But he had 
quickly changed the subj ect. "If we're alone on New Year's Eve I ' l l  tell 
you the story of the room Sambo . . . .  " 

Ioana sprang from the bed in alarm and approached the l i ttle table.  Her watch 
was under Partenie's novel and she could not find it immediately. She leaned 
over and held it under the shade of the lamp, blinking her eyes several times 
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so that she could see more clearly. Five minutes to three. \Vhere can he be 
now? He doesn't ha\·e the Samba room anymore. The secret roo m ,  
Bluebeard's room,  doesn't exist a n y  longer. I t  was rented. \\'here can he be 
staying until this hour? . . .  Going back to the bed she arranged the pill ows, 
and then sat down in the easy cha ir  by the lamp to wait .  She was not sleepy. 
She even had the impression that she did not feel so sad now. Someth ing's 
happened to h i m .  H e's changed. The camp changed h im.  Something hap
pened to him there, someth ing that he's afra id to remember, that he never 
,,·ill talk about-just l ike that colonel's heavy, sweaty, di rty hand. She could 
ne,·er speak to Stefan about it-the colonel's hand. If they had humil ia ted 
him too she would ne\·er find out. "Real ly ,  what did you do al l  the t ime you 
were there at  the camp?" " i\'othing specia l .  I slept as much as I could. I wa ited 
for time to pass. I enjoyed not having anyth ing to do, being a free man 
without a schedule, without duties . . . .  " 

She heard h im open the door into the entry and come groping on tiptoe 
to the bedroom. He did not turn on the l ight in the hall , but made his way 
slowly through the darkness. 

"Ha\·en't you gone to bed yet?" he asked from the doorway. 
"I \\·asn't sleepy. I was reading until a l i ttle \\ bi le ago. Where have you 

been?" 
"I was with Bi ris .  He kept me ta lking until nO\\ . "  In the lamplight Stefan 

appeared to be e\·en more pale than she had real ized. Noticing that  she was 
watching h im,  he smiled .  He hasn't even seen that I 've been crying, she said 
to herself. 

"He kept me talking for fi\T homs , "  continued Stefa n ,  " j ust to tell me 
when ,,.e broke up that he's getting married. " 

As soon as th e tra in stopped moving Stefan leaped onto the platform and 
ran toward the wai ting room . H is heart was pounding as though it 
would bmst. I 've reached Bucharest, a voice deep within him was 
crying, ' ' I 'm going to see her! He had telegraphed I leana the evening 
before from the station at  Ciuc. \Vith excitement and apprehension he 
looked a round the wai ting room , searching for her; and because he 
expected a t  any moment to see her come in  and run into h is arms , he 
kept turning back to watch the door. H e  went out on the platform , 
picked his way among the throngs of passengers , and returned finally to 
the waiting room . She hasn't come, he real ized a t  last. Probably she 
didn't get the telegram .  He ran to a telephone booth . Doa m na Cre
tulescu answered his cal l .  "She's gone to Predea l .  She left the day before 
yesterday to ski at  Predea l . "  Then after a pause, since Stefan did not say 
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anything more, she asked, ' 'Is it you , domnule Viziru? She's been 
expecting you al l  the while .  She kept thinking you'd come. She read in 
the newspaper that you were to be released, and she was \\·a iting for you 
to telephone her. " "I just arri,·ed, "  murmured Stefan.  ' ' I 'm still at the 
station . . .  " Doamna Cretulescu began to laugh. "\\'el l ,  good luck to 
you ! "  she exclaimed. "You're the general all  m·er again.  I can hear him 
now, 'Believe me, my dear young lady, I just arrived !'  Good luck!" 

:'-low as he embraced I oana he fel t  that he had not ceased to l ove her for a 
single moment, but his love was not the same. He no longer loved her as he 
had lo\'ed her before. He would have l iked simply to look at her, to be able to 
hold her tightly in his arms ,,·ithout speaking. It was difficult for him to talk to 
her. Fortunately his glance fel l  on the pile of books and he s l ipped gently out 
of her arms. 

After that moment he repeated his maneuver whene\'er he had nothing 
more to say. He moved away from her and turned to some object, any object, 
letting her continue to talk.  E,·en on New Year's Eve when he told her a�out 
the room Samba he felt that it  was no longer he \\·ho was speaking, that he was 
alluding to an incident that had t2ken place long ago and that had not 
happened to him. He fel t  that he was not talking of himself or of events that 
had any reb·ance to his l ife. 

When he had met Biris it seemed to him that his friend's smile was 
somewhat cool . 

"I envied you all the while you \\·ere imprisoned, "  Biris had said. 
"\Vhat luck you ha\·e! \Vhat a unique opportunity !  To suffer for a cause 
not your mm ! "  He was suddenly inspired. "To take upon yourself a sin 
you didn't commit and to atone for that sin by your own innocence! 
How much I 'd gi,·e to ha,·e had such an experience! To pay for a crime I 
not only didn't commit, but one that was detestable to me. I 'd have 
suffered with j oy in company with the others just because the dictator
ship, the pol itical crime, was and is hateful to me. And \\'hen I found 
out that you refused to sign the declaration of dissociation at Police 
Headquarters , I ,,·as almost jeal ous of your good fortune . . . .  " 

Stefan had l istened to h im,  puzzled and with i rritation. In their 
friendship something always had to come up to separate them! "I  can 
ne,·er be one-hundred-percent friends with Biris ,"  he told I l eana once. 
"Probably something deep inside of me, or perhaps in h i m ,  prevents i t. 
\Ve met and became friends because he too confused me with Par
tenie. " 

"I was jeal ous of your good fortune, "  repeated Bi ris , "as I am of 
Alyosha Karamazo\· who, in order to atone for his brother's crime, 
shared his punishment. . . .  " 

Stefan shrugged his shoulders wearily. "If you'd l ike to know the 
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tru th , "  he sa id ,  managing a smile \\ i th effort, "and so that you won't  
cm-y me, I must inform you that I stayed i n  the camp for reasons 
completely different from those beautiful ones you \·e i magined. I stayed 
there because I leana had become engaged and i t  was very diffi cult for 
me to come home. I told you that  I IO\'C my wife,  I oana.  I t  was hard for 
me to come home, terrorized as I was by I lea na's engagement . "  H is 
\·oicc changed. "Of course I had learned by then that her fiance had 
died in an a u tomobile accident. But it  \\·as no less true that she had been 
engaged . She had been engaged to a capt2 in . "  

Biris ga\'C h i m  a penetrati ng l ook, paused , and then burst into a 
coarse, ndgar laugh . "That makes us C\'cn ! "  he sa id.  "I must inform 
you tha t  I 'm engaged too--to the daughter of a merchant.  . . .  " He 
lowered his \·oicc and added, "I  don't  know if you noticed i t, but there 
\\·as a kind of 'official i ntcn·icw' going on ,,·hen you came i n .  You made 
the mistake of saying that you had just come back from the concentra
tion camp and the people quickly left. They thought you 'd begin to 
criticize the gmunmcnt. They're wel l-situated , in  comfortable circum
stances, and they don't \';ant  any trouble . "  

"And \\ h ich one was the girl , your fiancee?" inquired S tefa n .  
"She didn't come. She's a t  Se\·crin .  S h e  was im·i ted quite a while 

ago to the home of one of her brothers- in-law. He's also a merchant .  
She sent  only part of the family to make arrangements \\ i th us . " 

"But \\ hat's she l ike? Ha\'C you seen her?" 
"1\-c just seen her photograph . Accord ing to her picture she l ooks 

l ike a good houSC\\ ifc . "  

":--Jo\\' if Biris gets married , "  Stefa n  told l oana that n ight ,  "we'll ha\·e to invite 
them h ere more �ftcn .  \\'c'll ha\·c to go to the \\'Cdding and gi\·c them a gift .  
1'\o\\' of a l l  t imes, \\·hen we don't ha\'C any money. You 'll have to \\'rite to my 
father again . "  

S ince fa l l ,  \\ hen h e  had found out that J oana \\·as n o  longer receiving 
S tefan's salary , the elder Viziru had sent her twenty thousand lei each month.  

' 'You'll ha\'C to ask h im for more, ·· continued S tefa n .  "Tell h im \\'C need 
the money to buy a wedding present. Ou r best friend is getting married and we 
ha\'C to gi\·c h i m  a present. . . .  " 

A l i ttle disquieted by his  tone, Joana l ooked a t  h im and her face became 
pale .  

"Stefa n , "  she  asked gently, "what's the  matter? What's wrong with you?" 
"I  forgot to tel l you that I leana was engaged too--that girl I told you 

about last year,  the one I thought I might be in  l ove with . She became 
engaged too ! "  

Joana stared at  h i m  for a moment, unseeing, then s h e  s a t  down slowly o n  
t h e  edge of the bed a n d  began to cry. 

"Her name's Ileana ,"  added Stefan,  troubled .  
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He remained standing with h is head bowed slightly, watching her cry. 
All at once he remembered about Japan.  \Ve would have been in Tokyo now. 
For several months we all would have been in Tokyo and nothing would have 
happened. We'd al l  have been there, far away, very far ,  in another world, in 
Tokyo. He rushed to her suddenly and knelt before her, trying to put his arms 
around her shoulders to draw her to h im.  

"Forgive me!"  he  whispered , trembling. "I 've always loved you more. 
Don't go away, don't leave me alone. I love you more. Help me! Don't leave 

!" me. 
Joana gave a start and l ooked at the door in alarm. "I  think the baby's 

awake," she said, springing to her feet. 

Catalina curled up in her customary position at the end of the divan and 
demanded, "Now, what's the girl l ike?" 

Biri s  smiled in embarrassment. With the pal m  of his hand he smoothed 
the hair  on the top of his head. Catalina observed that  he was beginning to get 
bald.  Unshaven, with his slight figure and th inning hair,  he suddenly looked 
ten years older. It won't be l ong before he'll be l ike that, she said to herself, 
and aloud she questioned h im again,  "Is she beautiful?" 

"She's much better looking than I expected, "  admitted Biris, stil l  embar
rassed. "At any rate, she's too beautiful for me. I'm a homely man, Catalina . "  

"Yes, that's so," she said with great compassion. 
Biris blushed and began to laugh . He got up from his chair  and, sti l l  

laughing, he approached the divan, studying her  face for a few moments. 
"Sometimes you're strangely outspoken, "  he said finally. "If anyone 

should hear you express yourself so frankly he'd th ink you m ight even be 
dangerous. Perhaps you were once, before you met Bibicescu. But your 
friendship with him has corrupted you . In a way you've become crazy too. 
You l ive in a pseudo-myth that you've constructed piece by piece, and you 
believe that you're l iving out a destiny, that you're carried along by a fa tal 
necessity! This fable about suicide . . .  " 

"We'd better talk  abou t the girl , "  interrupted Catalina.  
" . . .  This fable abou t suicide on a predetermined date ,"  Biris resumed, 

sitting on the edge of the divan, "it's in bad taste, it  shouts to high heaven. Do 
you call th is a fatal necessity?" 

He paused. Catal ina smiled at him very sweetly. "Why did you say she's 
too beautiful for you?" 

" . . .  But don't you see that this fatal necessity is artificially constructed 
from beginning to end? H ow can you project into your future a certain 
prophesied date on which you will do away with your l ife? An absolutely 
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arbitrary date ,  an ordinary October 1 9 ,  an October 1 9  in 1 939,  or 1 949?" 
Giving h i m  a fond, melancholy l ook, she l ifted a l ock of hair that had 

fal len over her face, then casually tucked it behind her ear.  
"You know very well that October 19 is no ordinary date in  my l ife, "  she 

said. "It was then that I had a revelation of futil ity . . .  " 
"That was the day you met the Buddha!"  interrupted Biris with a bitter 

smile.  "On that extraordinary day you read a biography of Buddha and that 
was enough for you . You d id n't even read a scholarly account of his l ife .  You 
d idn't even read an anthol ogy of Buddhist texts in an acceptable translation. 
You read a mediocre novel based on secondary sources . And this book re
vealed the futil i ty of l i fe to you ! That's a l l  your vocation to sainthood means ! "  

Catal ina pretended not t o  hea r  h im a n d  asked calmly,  " What's her 
name? What's the name of your fiancee?" 

Biris frowned, then rubbed the crown of his head again and smiled . "Her 
name is Theodora , but she's not my fiancee, and I don't bel ieve she ever will 
be. She's too beau tiful  for me. And she has the name of a n  empress. I don't 
l ike it. . . .  " 

"Theodora is a very l ovely name , "  Catal ina said wistfully.  
"Bibicescu has stuffed al l  these things into your head, " continued Biris .  

"All  these undigested ideas about futi l i ty ,  Time, i l lusions, pa in ,  and who 
knows what. " 

U nwinding herself with some difficulty, Catal ina got up from the divan. 
She opened a cupboard. "I t's getting rather cold .  Let's have some tea . "  

Biris l i t  a cigarette, watch ing her as she placed the teapot, the cups , and 
the sugar bowl on the table. He was reminded of his fi rst visit to th is flat many 
months before. She a lways went through the same m otions. First she set the 
teapot on the table,  then the cups and sugar bowl . Next she went into the 
adjoining room to put the \\·ater on to boil . Coming back to the d ivan , she 
pushed the l ock of hair behind her ear, and asked him some unimportant 
questio n .  After a quarter of an hou r  she remembered the tea a nd stood up 
suddenly, excla iming, " H ow forgetful I a m !  With or without lemon?'' Each 
time he responded , " With . " 

"Actually it's useless for you to try to hide it , " sa id Catal ina when she 
returned from the next room . "I t's no use to pretend you don't l ike the girl . 
You're beginning to fall  in love with her !"  

"That's absurd! I don't know if I 'l l  even see her a second time. " 
" We all  say that. " Cata l ina installed herself on the end of the divan near 

the wal l .  " We all say that ,  and in the end we find ourselves in l ove. We aren't 
even a ware of how it happens. We see each other once, twice, ten t imes-and 
then we feel that we have to see each other all the time,  that one cannot do 
without the other. And th is is called being in  love. And if we go to  bed 
together,  we find we can't sleep without each other ,  we can't sleep alone 
anymore. And we become so accustomed to each other that  if someone 
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should try to separate us, we'd feel that  he was taking a knife and cutting into 
one body, trying to sever the l imbs from a single body. " With a smile she 
added, · ·something l ike this always happens to each of us. " 

"And that's what happened to you , "  commented Biris. "That's how your 
passion for Bibiccscu began. " 

"Of course ,"  said Catal ina simply. "I saw him fi rst when I was at the 
Conservatory. He was playing at the Little Theater. He impressed me al
though I sensed he didn't have any talent. It seemed to me he was a man who 
was suffering-suffering especially from loneliness. I wasn't mistaken. When 
I knew him better I found it out from him directly. After that I saw him at 
Tantzi's one evening, and then we met five or six times. I thought I was in 
love with h im,  and I suppose he felt the same way, because he told me he did . 
Ever since then we've slept together and we say we love each other . . .  " 

"Fortunately ,"  intervened Biris, "the nineteenth of October came 
along . "  

"Fortunately. O n  the ni neteenth day of October ! understood the futility 
of any existence, beginning with ours ,  beginning with my own . "  

"Then why didn't you , o n  that very day, accept the consequcnc�s of 
your discovery?" 

"I was afraid , "  Catal ina confessed , speaking more softly. ' ' I 'm a coward. I 
have a terror of death . I 've begun to be accustomed to l ife ,  but I'm terribly 
afraid of death , or the act of dying. And I pitied Dan. He's used to me. What 
would he have done if I 'd killed myself on the spot? So I decided to condition 
h im to the idea . I get him upset once, at most twice, a year. The rest of the 
time he's cal m . "  

"As calm a s  a madman can be, " interrupted Biris brutally. 
"It only seems to you that he's crazy. Actually he's a very normal man. 

He's aware, however, that he has no talent, that he's a failure. And so 
sometimes he tries to take refuge in madness in order to keep on bel ieving in 
himself. " 

"And I , "  Biris burst forth suddenly ,  "!-where do I fit into th is round of 
selfishness, madness, and habit?" 

Catal ina looked at him a long time, her expression one of love without 
l imit. Biris blushed and glanced at the floor. 

"You're something entirely different. You're my very best friend, my 
only friend , really.  You help  me to go on living. You're my prop. For you I 
have a feeling that I can't have toward any other human being. But at the 
same time you're the source of my only doubt. Sometimes I wonder what 
would have happened if I had known you five or six years ago. What would 
my l ife have been l ike? Could I have been happy?" 

Biris felt he could not endure any more. He had heard those words 
countless times and yet they always hurt h im beyond measure. 

"I th ink the water's boi l ing, "  he said. 
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Cata l ina rewarded h im ,,·ith a glance so warm that he again  l ooked away. 
"How forgetful I a m ! "  she exclai med, getting up. 

\\'hen she had gone out B iris touched his face with his hand 
momentarily then u nconsciously rubbed the top of his head. He went to the 
\\ i ndm\· and looked out over the housetops at the murky February sky. Some
day I 'l l  have the courage to do it,  he fou nd hi mself th inking. The door is 
al ways cl osed. I'll turn off the l ight, take her in my arms and throw her on the 
divan. She J o,·es me. She won't resist me. But I 'l l  need someth ing to drink 
first . . . .  

Catal ina returned and poured the boil i ng water i nto the teapot, her hand 
trembl ing sl ightly. "0,le,·erthcless , "  she said,  "No matter what you say ,  you 
l ike that girl , Theodora . . . .  " 

On tha t  clear serene morning in March, Ciru Partenie awakened with a n  
unusual cra,· ing t o  write .  H e  seldom worked in  the

. 
morning bu t this time h e  

went di rectly i nto h i s  study, where h e  reread the last paragraphs o f  h i s  manu
script. Al most without rea l izing i t  he picked up the pen and bent O\'er the new 
sheets of paper. \Vhen he had gone to bed at  midnight it  was ra in ing, but now 
the sky \\ as fresh and sparkl i ng ,  washed clean. In front of him on the desk he 
found i ndications of the many times he had put down his pen to l ight another 
cigarette. This morning he \\Tote fi\'C fu l l  pages in one hour.  He had not 
known such a mood for a long time. The book presented i tself to h i m  whole, 
complete , perfect. This seems to be tru l y  i nspired ! he sa id to h imself wi th a 
smile,  recal l ing that  Lucia was still at Sinaia and tha t he was fortunate not to 
ha\'C anyth ing scheduled for a \\ eck. 

It was nearly noon when he counted the pages he had written .  Suddenly 
he felt troubled. The work had progressed too rapidly. He was afraid he might 
have been carried away by a false inspiration, by a facil ity which always 
threatened after several hours of labor. He started to reread the results of the 
morning's efforts. They appeared to be excellent. Y ct he had the i mpression 
that something prevented him from going on.  H e  went to the wi ndow where 
the street, bri l l iant in the sunl ight, met his eyes. How absurd to confine 
yourself to  the house at such a time! 

Quickly he put on his coat, checked the pockets for a �ackage of ciga
rettes , and descended the three fl ights of stai rs a lmost running. \\'hen he 
reached the garden the fresh smell of earth and a i r, purified by the ra i n ,  
intoxicated h i m .  But he  seemed to be even more intoxicated b y  the book he 
had abandoned a few moments before. That u nfinished page beckoned h i m .  
O n  the sidewal k  i n  front o f  the garden he paused u ndecided and then saun
tered i n  the d i rection of bulevardul Pake Protopopescu .  Like an a l ien spirit the 
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manuscript called h i m  back to his study, trying to take possession of h im,  to 
deprive him of his freedom . He walked faster to free his thoughts of this 
obsession .  

Ncar the Foisor a stranger accosted him,  coming almost at a run from 
bulevardul Ferdinand. The man had not shaved for several days. A thick 
black mustache almost covered his upper l ip.  He wore dark glasses. Taking 
Partenie's arm,  he l ooked at the ground and wh ispered, "God has put you on 
my path , domnule Viziru . Lengthen your steps a l i ttle . . .  and don't l ook 
back. I think I'm being followed . . . .  " 

H e's confused me with the other one, Partenie thought and his face 
darkened. All the euphoria of the morning seemed to have vanished. He 
found himself aga in in his habitual mood-sullen,  out of sorts, worn. 

"I 've heard about you, "  continued the young man in a whisper. ' ' I 've 
heard how well you acquitted yourself at Pol ice Headquarters . "  

Partenie withdrew his arm gently and slackened h i s  pace. "You've con
fused me with another man,  s ir ,"  he said.  "Probably you've confused me �vith 
Stefan Viziru . "  

The young man stopped , uneasy. At that moment h e  caught sight of 
three men in  overcoats who were crossing the street in  front of him.  All three 
had pulled thei r hats l ow over their eyes . Their hands were h idden in thei r 
pockets. 

"Pardon me, please ,"  the stranger murmured softly and drew the palm 
of his left hand across his mouth .  He slipped his right hand into his pocket 
slowly, looking furtively behind. He had recognized the men at once. Two of 
them were agents who had been fol lowing him for almost an hour. They 
hastened forward . The young man drew closer to the wal l ,  keeping the men in 
his l ine of vision. "I'm cornered ! "  he whispered. He felt his l ips grow dry and 
rough. 

"What's wrong?" asked Partenie in astonishment. 
"Nothing . . .  It's too late now!" 
"Teodorescu ! J oachim Teodorescu !"  cried one of the three wi thout tak

ing his hand from his pocket. "You've given us a lot of trouble for a long time, 
b I "  oy. 

Partenie turned to look at  the speaker just as Teodorescu opened fi re. A 
few steps away from him he saw the stout nian double up and fal l  on his knees 
at the edge of the sidewalk, h is hand on his stomach. The next instant he 
heard the sound of gunfire al l  around him. "What's going on? What's 
wrong?" The question ran foolishly through his mind. He fel t  his knees 
weaken and he would have fal len but for the sudden sharp twinge, burning 
and freezing at once, above h is heart. It was followed by another, and sti l l  
another, in  a region of his body that he could not accurately define. It doesn't 
hurt, he thought, it can't be serious. 

Suddenly he found himself lying in a pool of blood on the sidewalk near 

1 86 



Joachim, who was sti l l  holding his revolver in his hand, a twisted smile on his 
l ips. He confused me with Viziru !  The thought came to Parten ie aga i n .  H e  
confused m e  . . . .  Then he noticed the blood that  trickled from Joachim's 
matted mustache, and al l  at once he felt very tired . H e  wanted to close his 
eyes but he could not. 

"He doesn't want to marry her now, honey!" excla imed doamna Poru m
bache. "He's made us the laughing-stock of the neighborhood! H e  l iked the 
girl a lot at  first. She's a beauty, pretty as a picture, and well-behaved, 
cultured . She went to the University! He l iked her a lot and they saw each 
other several times. And then one day it struck him that he didn't l ike her 
a nymore and he broke his word ! That s lut of a Cata l i na 's to blame! She egged 
him on!  That whore! The devil take her ! "  

Doamna Porumbache wept, wiping her eyes with h e r  apron,  as s h e  spoke 
of a l l  the houses that  Theodora's parents owned. 

Several days later Stefa n  met Biris. 
" I  can't marry Theodora , "  the teacher said . "She's young and beautiful 

and quite intell igent. I don't have the right to make her unhappy. I 've had a 
chest a ilment and I 'm not completely cured yet. I smoke too much , I stay up 
all  night, I don't  take care of myself. How can I condemn a young creature to 
that kind of l ife? Someone who's never done me any harm?" 

"Then why did you ever agree to marry her?" demanded Stefa n .  
Biris smiled a long wistful smile.  " I  didn't expect to meet a girl l ike her, 

l ike Theodora . I didn't imagine that  the people with whom my aunt associates 
would have such offspring. I thought she'd find me an ord i nary cook, a 
woman not so young, someone stout and sturdy who wouldn't be afra id to take 
a chance with my baci l l i .  Such a vehemently carnivorous woman I 'd have 
gladly married .  She'd have kept my aunt  company, we would have been 
overfed, and everybody would have been satisfied-the ideal wife for a 
pedagogue. But poor Theodora? She's only twenty-two and she's read Rilke, 
although she comes from a family of worthy bu tchers. But I think there's 
tuberculosis in her family too, as there is in ours. I can 't bring d isaster upon 
her. " 

H e  stopped and examined Stefan from head to foot, as if he were labor
i ng to comprehend the change in h im.  "But what's the matter with you? 
You're so gloomy!"  

"They've reinstated me at the M inistry , "  sa id Stefan with a gesture of 
extreme lassitude. "On Monday I go back to work. I 'm starting the same l ife 
over again .  I 'd grown used to doing nothing. That is ,"  he added, smil ing 
suddenly ,  "I was making al l  sorts of plans,  each one more beautiful than the 
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last. I should have l iked to settle in the country, l ike Anisic, and reconcile 
myself with Time . "  

He left Biris after about an hour a n d  was returning home, walking 
slowly, when a newsboy passed him with the evening papers. Stefan whistled 
and the boy ran back, handing him a copy hasti ly.  The news of Partenie's 
death was on the first page, and beside it the picture of Ioachim Teodorescu 
with the revolver in his hand, riddled with bullets , a thick streak of blood 
spreading down his chin. Stefan stopped in the middle of the sidewalk. As he 
grasped the import of what had happened he fel t  his legs grow weak. Ioachim's 
photograph began to quiver before his eyes and he sat down on the nearest 
bench . Breathing deeply, he took out his handkerchief and involuntarily 
wiped his hands . He was perspiring. H is hands were wet, l imp, sticky. 

He sat there for a long time, his mind empty of thoughts. Suddenly  he 
found himself in darkness. A l i ttle distance away a lone streetlight was burn
ing. By now we would have been in Tokyo, he sa id to himself. All at  once he 
got up and went home. Ioana was waiting for him in the hal l  with the ·l i ttle 
boy playing on the rug in front of her. 

"What is it?" she asked, frightened. 
"''m very tired . "  He went to the bathroom and began to wash. Mechani

cal ly he rubbed his hands with soap and lathered his face. Then changing his 
mind,  he turned on the shower. I oana tried the door but it was locked. She 
knocked several times. 

"What's the matter with you?" she asked , repeating the question again 
and again.  

"Nothing. I 'm al l  right. Just a minute. I felt tired , but it wil l  go away . "  
Later, after the boy had gone to sleep, Stefan went to her a n d  put his 

hand on her shoulder. "I have sad news for you . Ciru Partenie is dead. " 
"It's not possible !"  Ioana whispered, terrified, and she put her hand to 

her mouth . She might have been stifl ing a scream. 
"He was shot by mistake, "  Stefan went on, gripping her shoulder with his 

hand. "He was with Ioachim Teodorescu and they shot him too--Partenie. 
Look, read the paper . " 

H e  watched her as she read, following her staring eyes as thei r glance 
moved over those sinister l ines . He remembered Japan. He remembered that 
on Monday he must present hi mself at the Ministry. "How many days can I 
stay here?" Ioachim Teodorescu had asked him. "Can I stay until 
Monday?" . . .  Monday he must present himself at the Ministry. "Get ready to 
leave," the Secretary General had said. "No one knows what may happen by 
autumn. " He sensed that Ioana was about to fa int and he helped her to lie 
down on the sofa .  She did not cry-she who was always ready to weep on any 
pretext. 

"Biris has broken his engagement. " Stefan spoke abruptly.  "He's not 
going to get married . . . .  " 
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"Please, let me be alone a moment," whispered l oana.  "Just a moment. " 
"I think you u nderstand what happened, "  Stefan went on. "Ioachim 

Teodorescu
.
didn't know him.  H e  confused h im with me. " 

Ioana raised her head a nd stared at h im,  horrified,  with her hand on her 
mouth . 

"Because of me he was shot, " Stefan continued. "He confused h im with 
me. In a sense, I killed h im . "  
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6 
BIRIS STOOD UP, EXHAUSTED, FROM THE SIMPLE WOODEN TABLE THAT HE"HAD 

transformed into a desk. He went out on the balcony. It seemed to h im that 
the sun had halted di rectly opposite his room, and yet the air was cold.  Snow 
had fallen a few nights before. For a long time he gazed over the tops of the 
fi rs at the white crests of the mountains.  At last he sighed in resignation and 
annoyance, and turned back to the room. I 'l l  have to write it, he said to 
himself. I can't put it off any longer. Today or tomorrow he'll come again to 
get the article .  I 'l l  have to write it. H is i rrita tion was aroused by the editor of 
Our Beacon, who had visited the sanatorium one day to get information for a 
report requested and paid for by the Society for the Prevention of Tuber
culosis. Biris had discussed Partenie with him. Before they separated he had 
been rash enough to promise the journalist an article. Almost a year had 
passed since the death of Partenie, and Our Beacon had already announced 
several times that the appearance of a study was imminent. I 'l l  have to write iC 
He repeated the words to himself frequently each day, but when he faced the 
blank white sheets of paper he fel t  paralyzed. If he could l ight a cigarette 
perhaps it would go better. For several weeks it had been almost impossible for 
him to find any. Earlier the doctors and nurses would bring him some once in 
awhile, but one time he had unfortunately drawn too suddenly and deeply on 
a cigarette and the cough that racked him brought on another hemorrhage. 
They had confiscated h is cigarettes then, and since that evening he had been 
positively forbidden to smoke. 

"''m counting on you , domnule Biris , "  the editor had implored him.  He 
was a zealous young man with a degree in l i terature, and he wanted, he sa id, 
to transform Our Beacon radically. He wanted to make the weekly from 
Pietrosita into a focus of culture for the whole country. "Put on paper what. 
you just told me and i t  wil l  be an exceptional article ,"  he had added. "I don't 
think that anyone has seen these things so clearly before. Put them on paper!" 
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Biris had spoken about Partenic's haste. " H e  certa i nly  had a premonition l ong 
ago that  h is days ,,·ere numbered , "  he had told the j ournalist .  "This  explains 
his rush to \nitc and to publ ish ,  and h is th i rst to live, to en j oy l i fe at the same 
time. " "Put it on paper !"  the edi tor repeated enthusiastically.  "I assure you ,  it  
\\' i l l  be a sensational article ! "  

Undoubtedly i t  \Hniid have been l ess difficult to  write it  if he  \\'ere not 
haunted by Viziru and his  insomnia .  \Vhcncvcr he bent over the paper to 
begin he saw aga in the scene of a year ago, on that  afternoon at the end of 
March 1 939,  in Bibicescu's study. 

Bi ris had gone there with his m i nd made up to ask the actor if he 
intended to marry Catal ina .  I f  so then he'd better do it  quickly, very 
quickly! If not Biris \\'ould issue an ultimatu m .  He must break all tic5 
\\'ith her because he, B i ris ,  planned to marry her h imself. Bibiccscu 
must quit disgracing her to no purpose. But he had no chance to bri ng 
up the subject. A few minutes after his arrival Viziru was announced . 
'Til  have to receive h i m , "  Bibiccscu \\'hispcrcd. "Perhaps he's bringing 
important news . "  

Biris didn't speculate about the kind of news Stefa n  might be 
bringing. He had discm·crcd a l ong time ago that the actor often blurted 
out words before th inking what he \\'as saying. \\1lcn Stefan came in ,  
Biris regarded h i m  \\'ith astonishment, almost anxiety. H is friend was 
pale,  his skin dry. H is eyes were sunk deep in his face. 

''I can't sleep anymore , "  said Stefan,  suddenly self-conscious. "For 
quite a ,,·h i lc  1 '\'e been suffering from terrible i nsomnia . . .  . '' 

Bibiccscu, without saying a \\·ord , had seated h i mself at h is desk 
and fixed Stefan \\'ith h is customary stare. 

" )  went by Professor Antim's for a moment,"  Stefan resumed , 
forcing a smile .  "It was at his  house last year that I met J oachim 
Teodorescu . I \\'anted to know \\'hat the Professor had to  say. H e  wru ng 
his hands a moment and exclaimed, 'What times \\'e l ive i n !  What times 
,,.e l ive in ! '  Then he recalled that last year I brought luck to h is house. 
He had even told me so at the time. 'You , domnule Viziru , '  he sa id,  
'are a man of l uck. You 've brought good fortune to my house . '  Then he 
added ,  ' If  God wil ls ,  a year from now th is affa i r  wil l  be finished. But a 
man will have to die ! '  H e  didn't tell me what he meant by 'th is af
fair . ' . . .  " 

Stefan spoke with restrained fervor and yet his  voice betrayed a 
great weariness. H e  rubbed his  eyes i ncessantly.  

Abruptly Bibiccscu rose from his  desk and stepped to the other side 
of the room.  "You came here with a precise question in mind,"  he said 
in  a grave and solemn tone. "What is it?" 

"You're right, " smiled Stefa n .  "I  came to sec you in  connection 
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with a play of Partenic's . I heard that shortly before his death he was 
writing a play, The Wake. But it wasn't found among his papers. I 
thought perhaps you might know something about i t. I heard that he 
had given i t  to a friend to read. " 

"I was not his friend, "  Bibicescu interrupted. "We just knew each 
other well enough to say good morning. " 

Stefan looked in silence at the floor. 
" . . .  But I, too, have heard about this play, " continued Bibicescu. 

"I don't know if it  was finished . He told me last summer that he was 
working on i t. He told me even more: that he was writing it with me in 
mind, thi nking of how I should play it . " H e  crossed the room 'with long 
strides and sat down at the desk again.  

"What he didn't tell me was that he had conceived this play follow
ing a long conversation with me. I can even affirm that it was I who 
suggested i ts theme to h im.  I had spoken about the time concentrated in  
the performance, about those few hours in which so  many events are 
compressed and so many destin ies fulfil led. Then I expla ined my new 
theory about the actor. I t's too complex to summarize here, but this is in  
essence what I told him. By virtue of the fact that the actor personifies in 
turn innumerable characters, he l ives a considerable number of exis
tences. Therefore he consumes his own karma in a much shorter time 
than the rest of humanity . . . .  " 

"But where did you hear about karma?" demanded Biris with a 
smile. 

"From Catal ina,  naturally, " replied Bibicescu , annoyed. "Catalina 
has an extraordinary i ntuition. I heard her talking one evening about 
karma, and I understood in a sort of revelation the true destiny of 
the actor. For he-the actor-identifies h i mself in turn with innumerable 
human existences, and he suffers, if he is a good actor, just as the 
character he represents on the stage suffers in his l ife. This means 
that he knows in a single l ifetime the passions, the hopes, the suffering, 
and the revelations of fifty or a hundred l ives . " 

"Very interesting!" commented Stefan, unable to remove his eyes 
from the other man's face. 

H e's wondering where Bibicescu heard this theory of the actor, 
assumed Biris,  and he smiled aga in.  

"Very interesting! " Stefan repeated. 
"Ciru Partenie told me the same thing after l istening to me, 

Bibicescu continued. "I  met h im again several weeks later, and he 
confided to me that he was writing a play, and that he was writing it with 
me in mind, that I should stage it for h im and also play the principal 
role . . . .  From what he told me I understood that the problem was 
precisely this: the performance, the actor, Time . . .  " 
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"Then why did he entitl e  it The Wake?" Stefan inquired timidly. 
Bibicescu sh rugged . "All his titl es have h idden meanings. They're 

camouflages. " he sa id.  " H e  was a very singular individual . "  
All three were s i lent for a few moments. 
"I wonder where the play could be!" remarked Stefan.  " Who could 

the friend be to whom he gave i t  to read?" 
"Surely you don't th ink that  the play is here?" Bibicescu asked, 

tipping his  head back a l i ttle as though he wished to sec Stefan better. 
"I had hoped so for a moment , "  Stefan admitted . "But now I 'm at 

a loss. I don't know where else to look. " 
Getti ng up again from the desk Bibicescu went to Stefan and stood 

before h i m .  "But,  after a l l ,  why are you so interested in th is play of 
Partcnic's? He wrote other plays, too . He published about fifteen books. 
Read them aga i n  and you'll fathom his works better tha n  you wil l  by 
running around after a manuscript whose very existence is doubtful . "  

Stefan remained silent, embarrassed. Then slowly h e  l ifted his 
head and gazed directly into Bibicescu's eyes. "There's more than a 
l i terary curiosity at the heart of this matter ,"  he said .  " Ever since Par
tenie was shot I haven't been able to sleep. From time to time an i ntern 
comes and gives me an in jection and then I sleep for twenty-four hours 
at  a stretch . But th is isn't sleep. I t's an anesthetizing, a fa int. . . .  A week 
ago I heard about Partenie's play. The title, The Wake, caught my 
attention. This is what I 've been doing ever since his death-holding a 
wake! But why? And for how long? I don't u nderstand it. . . .  " 

H e  dropped h is eyes aga in  and passed his  hand over his face. The 
l ight in the room was fading a nd his face began to take on a dul l ,  ashen 
sheen. 

"I said to myself that perhaps I would find the solution when I read 
the play, " he continued ,  seeing that the others said nothi ng. "You know 
that our l ives were interwoven in a rather curious manner. The same 
mysterious interdependency may be continuing even after his death . "  

That evening Biris had given u p  his plan of confronting Bibicescu 
with the problem of Catal ina,  and he had l eft at  the same time as Stefan. 
Bibiccscu accompanied them to the threshold as he always did,  then 
closed the door without a word. 

" ' 'm sorry for you , "  Biris told Stefan when they reached the 
sidewalk, "but I have the feel ing that you want to mystify yourself. 
You've had a shock because Partenie was shot on your account. You 
ought to rest a few days. It  will  go away. " 

Stefan did not answer immediately. H e  rubbed his eyes a long time 
with the back of his hand , then turned up the collar of his overcoat 
although the evening was rather warm. "There's something else at the 
hea rt of thi s ,"  he said .  "I feel that i t's a mystery a nd I don't understand 
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it. I 've been given a sign , a portent, and I don't know how to interpret 
it. . . .  " 

The room Sambo, Biris recalled. He felt a sudden i rritation toward 
his companion. The painting that could not be seen, and the other 
things . . . .  False credulity and naive superstitions. What bad luck that 
he had chosen just that time to visit Bibicescu! Stil l ,  th is evening in 
Catal ina's flat I can try it  anyway. After that she can make the decision 
to tell him and to leave him.  

"You ought to get yourself admitted to a clinic, " he counseled 
Stefan absently. "An i nsomnia l ike yours calls for radical treatment ."  

"There's something else that escapes me, " said Stefan as  though he 
had not been l istening. "Why did he call h i s  last play The Wake?" 

How could he have known that th is would be his last play? Biris 
wanted to shout sarcastically, but he said nothing. He remembered that 
this evening he would not be able to see Catal ina .  After the theater she 
and Bibicescu would stay in town as guests of Misu Weissman.  Perhaps 
I 'l l  try it tomorrow n ight. Suddenly he found h imself depressed, weary, 
i l l-humored. When he had shaken hands with Stefan at their parting, 
he had noticed how eagerly the other man's eyes, burning from lack of 
sleep, sought his and held them for a long time. 

"He has a guilt compl ex , "  he  told Joana a few days later. "He 
ought to go into a clinic. " It was the third time that Biris had seen her. 
She too appeared to be ill, and her mind wandered. 

"I know what I ought to say," she murmured with a sad smile, ful l  
of mystery. "Still ,  I don't have the courage. But someday I 'l l  make up 
my mind. I have to tell him. " 

Had she really loved Partenie? Biris wondered as he went down the 
stairs. She no longer resembled the woman whom he had met a few 
months before when he rang at her door one morning to ask for news of 
Stefan.  "He ought to arrive any day now!" she had exclaimed from the 
sil l .  ' ' I 'm expecting him any day-he'll surely come! At this very mo
ment he might be on the train or even at the station, already here . . . .  " 
Her movements were soft and graceful ,  undisturbed by a ny amount of 
agitation. Pride  and dignity shone in her face. She had a strange and 
rather uncommon beauty arising from imperceptible asymmetries. She 
doesn't l ook like a married woman ,  he had reflected then. That's why 
Partenie l iked her so much he became engaged to her-he, whose 
heroines become interesting characters only to the extent that they fai l  . . 
m marnage . . . .  

Now she no longer seemed to be the same woman. Although she 
did not dress in black, her face had taken on the expression of the 
women in mourning you sometimes glimpse on the street. Their cheeks 
are pale, their eyes l ustreless, the l ids slightly swollen. A baffling 
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abstraction suffuses their glances and their gestures. They seem to be 
unable to move as they once did,  or perhaps they no longer dare to do 
so .  B i ris had wondered many times if a l l  th is were because of Partenie. 
Or is i t  because she's uneasy about Stefan? he asked himself. Is she 
afra id of l osing him? 

T,,.o days later Viziru entered the cl in ic  and Biris went to see h i m .  
' ' I 'm very frightened, "  I oana had whispered when he met h e r  i n  

the corridor. ' ' I  don't  know what will become o f  us .  You tell him too 
that it disappeared-that the manuscript disappeared without a 
trace . . . .  " 

When they entered the room Stefan seemed to be trying to smile,  
and Biris fel t  sorry for him. In  the last few days he had suddenly aged . 
H e  found it difficult to hold h is reddened eyel ids partially open over 
eyes that had become e\·en more deep-set. H is temples were emaciated 
and shadowy. H is face had the pallor of gray smoke, as if it were 
smeared with cigarette ashes. 

"You know, it's serious ,"  Biris had told the others that evening at 
dinner. B ibicescu had shrugged his shoulders ind ifferently, but Catal ina 
looked at the teacher a nd smiled .  "\\'hy the smile?" he inquired . "Ask 
Dan , "  Cata l ina repl ied evasively. "Perhaps if he finds out that Yiziru is 
dying, he'll tell you . "  Biris turned abruptly to Bibicescu . " What's the 
use of being so mysterious? I t's in bad taste. If  you know something 
about the manuscript, say so !"  "I t's not about the manuscript, " inter
rupted Ca tal ina .  " I t's something el se entirely . . . .  " 

The next day Joana \\'as wa iting for him on a bench in the garden 
of the cl in ic .  She waved to h i m  from a distance. She seemed more 
ca l m ,  almost serene, although her \'Oice and eyes sti l l  betrayed a great 
\\·eanness. 

"I made up my mind,  and I told him , "  she began very softly as 
soon as B iris sat down beside her on the bench.  "I l ied to h i m .  I told 
him I kne,,· what Partenie wrote in The Wake-that Ciru hi mself had 
told me when he came to ca l l .  But i t's not true. He didn't tel l me 
anyth ing. I l ied to Stefan .  But now he's sleeping. " 

She turned to him and smiled .  Biris noticed that her eyes were 
aga i n  ful l  of tears and he l ooked a way in embarrassment. 

'Til tel l  you \vhat I told h i m , "  continued I oana warmly. "I  must 
tell you. But not here. I t's getti ng cold . . . .  " 

They went out on the boulevard to l ook for a cofetarie. 
"Not th is one, " I oa na sa id. "I was here once with h i m ,  with 

Ciru . . . .  " 
The shop that  they entered was a modest one, dark and deserted. 

Biris remembered that he didn't have enough money with h i m ,  and 
after hesita ti ng sl ightly he confessed this  to  Ioa na .  
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"I have some, " she reassured him and smiled again so warmly that 
Biris smiled too. Then, closing her eyes for a moment, she became 
serious. "Don't laugh at me, but I had to tell him this. I told him that 
Ciru came to see me once when Stefan was in the camp, and that he 
spoke to me about the play he wanted to write. I didn't tell him the plot. 
I told him that I didn't know what it was, that Ciru hadn't told me, that 
he had only spoken about the play in general terms . . . .  " 

She stopped , l ooking at him briefly with unexpected intensity, 
then lowered her eyes and blushed. "I  haven't confessed everything to 
you yet ,"  she resumed. "I told him something else. I l ied to him. I said 
tha t  I had continued to love Ciru . I knew this would please him.  He's 
maintained for a long time that I had loved Ciru and was sti ll in love 
with him. That wasn't true. I d idn't love him anymore. I don't think 
that one can l ove two men at the same time, but Stefan believes it's 
possible. That's why I told him. I kne\\ it would make him happy. He 
looked at me a l ong t ime and he smiled. He squeezed my hand. I �new 
what he was thinking about, but I let him squeeze my hand. I knew it 
would make him happy . . . .  " 

A girl from the liceu came into the cofetarie and sat down timidly at 
a l ittle table. "''m waiting for someone, "  she said to the waitress, and 
she blushed . 

"I feel terrible that I had to l ie  to him , "  continued I oana. "But 
someday, after he gets wel l ,  I 'l l  tell him the truth. I ask you to tell him 
then, too. " 

"What shall I tell him?" Biris inquired, embarrassed. 
"Tell him that I l ied to him , "  Ioana murmured quickly, looking 

down. "I told him I -loved them both equally and that in my love they 
were inseparable, they were one. And I explained that Ciru wanted to 
wri te The Wake because he didn't know this. He didn't know that I still  
loved him. Ciru bel ieved that he was dead to me, the way he had felt 
when I broke our engagement. " 

"I don't quite understand , "  said Biris, his embarrassment increas-
in g. 

Ioana's voice was hushed. "I told him all that had fol lowed since 
then was nothing but a deathwatch, that it was for that reason he had 
called his play The Wake . . . that we two, Stefan and I ,  had held a wake 
for him for five years . . . .  I didn't know what else to tell h im!"  she 
exclaimed suddenly, shaking her head in despair. "I have no i magina
tion. I don't know how to imagine a play. I 've read a great deal in my 
lifetime, but I don't know how to make up a play . . . .  " 

"Have you been here l ong?" A cadet from the military school 
approached the young girl's table and spoke to her. 

Ioana turned her head in fright and brought her hand to her 
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forehead. The girl blushed aga in as the boy kissed her hand and sat 
down noisily. He looked around i mpudently at the deserted shop. 

"And he bel ieved you?" asked Biris suddenly. "He could believe 
that?" 

· ·He smiled a l l  the time whi le  I was tel l ing h im.  He bel ieved me.  
Then he closed h is eyes and fel l  asleep. " 

"He has a great weakness for mel odrama , "  said Biris, smil ing. 
"I didn't know ·what else to tell  him. But perhaps you don't know 

everything. You don't know that he's in love with a girl , I l eana.  He told 
me himself. He's in love with I leana . . . .  " 

She could control herself no longer and burst into tears, hiding her 
face in her hands. The young couple looked at her, their eyes reflecting 
their astonishment. The girl gave Biris a glance that was hosti le,  a lmost 
fearfu l ,  and it made him feel ridiculous. He sat there, unable to move, 
an unlighted cigarette in the corner of his mouth. 

Three days later he had seen Cata l ina again.  "Do you know that Ste
fan's rccO\-crcd?" he told her. " 'He's sleeping. He's freed of his  i nsom
nia . " 

Catal ina was trying to find the outlet 1 11 order to plug in the small  
lamp with the Japanese shade that stood ncar the di\·a n .  She did not l ike 
the bright l ight of the bu lb on the ceil i ng. 

" Who did you say is free of h is insomnia?" she asked as she seated 
herself aga in on the sofa ,  moving back toward the wal l  with l i ttle pushes 
and bounces. 

Lighti ng a cigarette, Biris began to tel l her the story. "Stefan 
Viziru.  He's been sleeping for three days. That is, he's sleeping nor
mally,  without sedation, for about fourteen or fifteen hours a day. H e's 
cured . "  He hesitated a moment, touching the top of his head on the 
spot where he seemed to feel the hair becoming relentlessly thinner with 
each passing day. Then he told her about his meeting with Ioana.  'Tm 
tel l ing you too so you'll also be a witness, "  he sa id i n  conclusion. 

"Be a witness to what?" inqu i red Catalina with a sympathetic smile 
tha t  was also provocative. 

" . . .  So we'l l have an extra witness , "  repeated Biris.  He began to 
have misgivings. "Perhaps I ought not to have told you ,  but I wanted 
you to know too that I oana l ied to h im.  Viziru is probably suffering 
from a rare form of masochism . He i nsists on believing at  any price that 
his wife conti nued to love Partenie up to the last moment . "  

Catalina began to laugh in a way that was sensual a n d  brutal , 
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almost obscene. Fascinated, Biris watched her. H is hand trembled a 
l i ttle and he gripped the a rm of the chair. Suddenly a perfume, warm, 
complex, exciting, invaded his nostrils and his l ips , even the roof of his 
mouth: the fragrance of a woman partially undressed. 

"How naive you are, you intelligent men ! "  Catal ina said , looking 
into his eyes . There was that laugh again, still in her glance, still 
obscene, still tantal izing. 

Biris clutched the arm of the chair  more fiercely. Now's the time! 
The thought ran through his mind. One swift move to disconnect the 
cord, maybe with my foot, and I' l l  throw myself on her in the dark! 

"When it's no longer a matter of a female character, a woman in a 
book or in a play," continued Catal ina , "you men don't understand 
anything. Dan's l ike that. . . .  Viziru probably is too,"  she added, her 
tone shadowed with seriousness. 

Now! cried the voice in his mind ,  but all at once he felt as though 
the blood had left his body and his strength with it. He began to 
tremble. 

Catalina seemed to be talking to herself as she went on. "That 
woman loved them both. Do you think this is so difficult? To love two 
men?" 

She smiled as she said the last word , but the next moment she saw 
Biris bound out of the chair, as though impelled by a spring, and enter 
the circle of l ight under the shade of the lamp. His  eyes had become 
very smal l ,  his mouth was open and dry. She smelled the odor of 
tobacco that clung to his clothes. She smelled his panting breath. She 
heard words she could not comprehend, words that were swallowed as 
soon as uttered, drawn back into his throat l ike sighs. With her arms 
across her breast she struggled, pulling her head back and twisting it first 
one way, then the other. She did not dare to cry out. 

"Petre!" she whispered . "What are you doing? Petre! "  
He managed t o  bring his lips to her throat in a wild , awkward kiss. 

She could feel it burning moistly. 
"Please!"  she cried ,  her voice choked. "Please don't, Petre! Don't 

do that! I'll kill myself!" Once again she tried to slip out of his embrace, 
and as she bent her knee he caught a glimpse of her thigh, with its 
almost unearthly whiteness beyond the top of her stocking. "Please 
don't!"  she whispered instinctively. 

"I love you!"  His voice was low. "I want you ! I want you to belong 
to me, to be my wife! I love you ! "  

"Let me alone! O h ,  how awful !"  
Biris hesitated. H is mouth was still close to  her throat. An over

whelming sense of shame seized him suddenly, a tremendous self-pity. 
He got up from the divan. The lamp cord was wound around his foot, 

1 98 



but he reached the chair and rested his hand on its back, his breathing 
labored a nd noisy. He ran his fingers through his hair  and stra ightened 
h is tie. 

"Please forgive me, " whispered Catal ina.  "I  can't! I love you too 
much. I love you l ike a brother!" 

H e  turned his head to look at  h er a nd saw that she was crouching 
in the middle of the diva n ,  her head bent, her hands covering her face. 
Her hair, a lmost golden in the lampl ight, fel l  across h er forehead and 
over her a rms. H e  started to the door. 

"What are you doing?" asked Catal ina , raising her head.  "Where 
are you going?" 

"To the prostitutes ! "  said Biris at the door, without turning around. 
"It's my fate , the fate of a common teacher, to go to the prostitutes . "  

"Petre!" Catal ina cried, frightened. "Petre!" 
H e  halted and moved h is hand over his head once more, l etting i t  

rest for a moment on top. His  shame and self-pity gave way to a burst of 
hatred with i n .  H e  felt it cl imb hotly and settle i n  h is breast, a nameless 
hate, a burning fi re. 

"Please don't go! "  he heard her i mplore aga in .  "I won't think of it 
anymore! It will be as if noth ing has happened. Don't go! "  

\Vith a smile of exhaustion on his face he  returned, u nhurried, 
looking over his shoulder as he passed by. He sat down in the easy cha i r  
a n d  began t o  search for h i s  cigarettes. Cata lina remained seated in the 
m iddle of the divan,  her head bent. 

"To the prostitu tes , "  repeated Biris,  openi ng the package with ner
vous,  trembl i ng hands. "Because I 'm a philosophy teacher. A distin
guished , i ntellectual .  If  coana Yiorica had had a young servant girl, I 'd 
have gone to bed wi th her. That's what intellectuals have to do-go to 
bed with servant girls. But I have to go to the prostitutes. The woman I 
love . . .  " 

"You platonist, " Bursuc had sa id to h i m  one eveni ng in his 
coarse, vulga r  voice, as they stood at the entrance to the Cafenea. 
"You idealist, haven't you rea lized yet that all women are 
whores?" "That tart Catal ina,  she's destroyed your mind,  h oney , "  
wailed coana Yiorica . "That idiot sleeps with a l l  the men . "  "So 
what, " he  kept tell i ng h imself. "So what? She's the woman I 
love . . . .  " 

" . . .  goes to bed with other men, with imbeciles, with men who have 
money , "  he went on in an abnormally low voice that threatened to burst 
i ts restraints at any moment. "The woman I love is an i ntellectual too, a 
prostitute deluxe. She sleeps only with the one she snared-a blockhead 
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who pretends to be mad in order to seem interesting-and with any
one else who pays wel l ! "  

"Petre!" cried Catal ina,  raising her head. His name burst from her 
lips in a short, desperate scream, as though he had struck her, in jured 
her. 

"That's what they say downtown. "  He spoke in a matter-of-fact 
tone, but his mouth was dry and he swallowed with difficulty. "That's 
what everybody says-that you go to bed for pay !"  

She covered her  face with her hands. 
"1, who l ove you ,  have to go to the prostitutes. You love me too, 

but unfortunately you love me too much . You ask me to respect 
you . . . .  " He broke off suddenly, as if he had choked on the cigarette 
smoke, and he began to laugh raucously, a laugh soon stifled in a fit of 
coughing. I t  lasted so l ong that his eyes fil led with tears. He took out his 
handkerchief and spat in it  several times with a noisy flou rish . 

" . . .  To respect you ! "  he repeated, and laughed again.  : ·Like 
Stefanescu did !  Or haven't you hea rd about Stefanescu and the woman 
he respected?" He paused expectantly, waiting for Catalina's comment, 
but she remained silent, still resting her head on her hands, her face 
concealed. 

"It happened fou r  years ago, when I was at Brasov , "  Biris began in 
high spirits. "I was living in a hotel . Once late at  night I heard voices in  
the next room. Another couple has  come! I sa id to  myself. This oc
curred rather rarely in Brasov, but it happened nonetheless. Couples 
came from Bucharest and Clu j .  But this time al l  was quiet next door. 
Whispers, kisses, more whispers, and that was al l .  I went to sleep. And 
al l  at once I was awakened by a woman's scream .  It was sharp, exasper
ated, the scream of a hysterical female. 'Rape me, Stefanescule, '  she 
said , 'Don't respect me any more, rape me!' " 

Biris laughed u ncontrol lably,  and his body shook with hiccoughs 
that would not stop. He saw Catalina raise her head from her hands . 
H er eyes were dry, indifferent, and she looked at him as though she 
wondered what was the matter with him.  

"In my case things occur exactly in reverse, "  he resumed after his 
laughter had subsided . "You should have cried, 'Respect me, Petrache, 
and don't rape me! Respect me because I'm not an ordinary whore. I 'm 
the woman you love, the person you think of fi rst when you wake up in 
the morning, the person you th ink of when you struggle to sleep at 
night. Respect me! And when desire for me seizes you , go to the 
prostitutes! I have to sleep with that steri le  genius Bibicescu , the man I 
thought I l oved because I understood that he was a perfect nonentity, 
the one I keep going to bed with because one October 19 I met the 
Buddha ! '  What hogwash ! "  exclaimed Biris, suddenly rising from the 
armchair. "What dismal hogwash !"  
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H e  started to\\'ard the door again with fi rm, heavy steps , but at that 
moment Catal ina got up qu ickly from the di\·an and cried out in fright. 

"Don't go! "  she sa id .  "Pl ease stay ! "  
H e  turned h i s  head a n d  sa\\ her beginning t o  undress h urriedly ,  

trembl ing, not kno\\'ing what to rcmm-c fi rst-her blouse, her stockings, 
her skirt. She unbuttoned the blouse , then she began to unfasten her 
skirt but gave that up. She was too i mpatient. Raising her skirt, she 
started to pull off her stockings. \\'ith brief boyish motions she kicked off 
one shoe and then the other. Biris stared at  her. 

"Stay, " she said quickly. "Stay and sleep ,,·ith me. Look, I'm 
undressing. Don't say I didn't want to gi,·c you this pleasure .  Come to 
bed \\·ith me. " 

H e  saw her standing there in her sl ip,  turn ing aside to l ook at h i m ,  
trembl ing, with o n e  hand on her breast. "Never mind.  Don't bother , "  
h e  said finally. "Get in bed before you catch cold. Good night !"  

"Petre! "  she cried . "Don't leave me! I ' m  afraid alone ! "  
"Maybe I 'll come to sleep ,,·ith you tomorrow," Biris sa id ,  opening 

the door. "\\'c'll sec ! \\'ho kmm s ,,·hat might happen by tomorro\\ ?" 
H e  closed the door beh ind him and hu rried dmm the sta irs ,  as if 

he \\"CrC afraid she might run after him. He sti l l  sa\\' her as he had left 
her standing in the middle of the room,  almost naked , i mploring h i m  to 
stay,  to go to bed ,,·ith her. He sti ll sa\\ that  unbcl ic\·able scene, so 
improbable that he \\'Otdd not ha\"C dared to conjure it in his most 
absurd imaginings . 

A fe\\ days after Stefan had left the cl inic,  Biris saw h i m  aga in and was 
struck i mmediately by the glow in his eyes . H e  l ooked rested . H i s  
complexion was a lmost ruddy and h i s  face h a d  rega ined its smooth a n d  
childl ike freshness. In h i s  eyes the pale blue l ight gleamed with unusual 
intcmity. He was standing by the window as he waited for Biris. From 
there he could sec the towers of nea rby churches among the roofs of 
sheet metal and slate that shimmered sl ightly in the gentle breeze of the 
May morning. 

"Do you know that I 've come out of the labyrinth?" Stefan began 
suddenly, still gazing out of the window. "And because I 've managed to 
escape th is ordeal ,  I want to entrust you with a message. I t's a very 
delicate matter. I ha\·c to tell you now while I still seem able to u ndcr
stand something of it, \\·hi le  I sti l l  remember it. " 

H e  broke off and turned his head abruptly,  looking at Biris.  H is 
,,·hole face smiled .  It seemed to reflect the glow of an unseen fire 
blazing ncar h im.  He left the \\·indow and,  passing in front of the 
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bookcase, sat down in the a rmchair under the painting that Biris l iked so 
much-the one depicting a few flowers flung hastily on the corner of a 
table beside a woman's black glove. 

''I 'm always waiting for her to come back from the telephone," 
Stefan had said once. "I  imagine that I 've entered the home of 
someone who,  a few minutes before I came, had just returned 
from a l ong walk outside the city. She scarcely had time to drop 
these wild flowers, with thei r long stems cut so carelessly, on the 
l i ttle table in the entry and to pull off a glove when she heard the 
telephone ringing. She has run to answer it. I sit here looking fi rst 
at the flowers, then at the glove, and I wait for her. She hasn't 
returned yet, but I 'm not tired and I'm not bored. I just wait. " 

Biris watched as Stefan sat down in the chair,  smiling s ilently. ' 'I 'm 
going to ask you to do something that requires great delicacy, but maybe 
I should explain several other things so you'll understand what it's all  
about. " 

"Get to the point," Biris interrupted. "Is it about Partenie and The 
Wake?" 

"No," Stefan replied very gravely. "It has to do with a message that 
I want to entrust to you now while there's still time, while I stil l  under
stand. I know well enough that I won't understand it very long. These 
things are quickly forgotten . Probably I 'l l  soon be the same as I was 
before, I 'l l  be myself again.  But the message will remain.  I 'l l  be able to 
get it from you at any time . . . .  " 

"Why not write it down then?" interposed Biris with an ironic 
smile that betrayed boredom . "Revelations are better preserved when 
they're committed to writing. " 

"I can't write,"  explained Stefan quietly, fervently. "I have to tell i t  
to you . Above al l  I ask you to convey it to someone else. I 'm sorry that 
Ioana isn't here to l isten too, because it's of interest to all three of us. I 
beg you to deliver this message to I leana . It concerns her especially. " 

He stopped and sat there for some time, his eyes fixed on the 
carpet. Slowly a nd del iberately Biris lit a cigarette. He had felt dismay 
from the beginning, from the moment he heard Stefan mention the 
labyrinth. 

For a l ong time he had been telling himself the same thing-I 
seem to be lost in a labyrinth. He had repeated this observation 
one day long ago when he realized that he was thi nking constantly 
of Catalina.  I shouldn't see her again for a week, two weeks, three, 
and then three months, six months, nine months-until I come 
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out of the labyrinth . But he had continued to visit her. And whi le  
he l istened to  Stefan he  envisioned her  again as he had last seen 
her, a lmost naked , with one hand on her breast, i mploring h im,  
"Don't leave mel  I 'm afra id alone!" S ince that evening he had  not 
returned to her flat. And yet he would have gone at any time. H e  
would have gone back that  very night if her words h a d  not con
tinued to sound in his ears: 'Ti l  kil l  myself! I love you like a 
brother! " 

I d isgust her, Biris had real ized . She has a real aversion 
toward me. But she pitied me and she u ndressed in  front of 
me . . . .  From pity .  

"I t's about the automobile, " Stefan began suddenly. '' Everythi ng I told 
you two years ago in my secret room was i nvented . I told you what I did 
in order to make you come. I never painted a picture of the car. I 
couldn't have painted it even if I had wanted to. As I told you then, I 
don't know how to pa int. But tha t  car exists. I 'm asking you to tell this to 
I leana . "  

" Why don't you tell her yourself?" inquired Biris .  "Have you quar
reled?" 

"We haven't seen each other for a long time. She call s  me at the 
Ministry often. I 've spoken with her frequently since March 1 6--you 
know, the day Partcnie was shot. S ince then she's called many times .  
I 'm asking you to  tel l her  not  to  telephone me any more. I 'l l  return to 
my office tomorrow. Ask h er not to call me again .  I 'm going to see her 
soon. Tell her to expect me. Someday very soon I 'l l  go to see her. " H e  
was s il ent aga in .  

I suppose I ought to  go to  see her ,  sa id Biris to  hi mself, his thoughts 
with Cata l ina .  For a long whi le  he contemplated her through the smoke 
of h is cigarette, standing there in front of him scantily clothed , her hand 
at her breast. He gave a deep and inadvertent sigh , choking on the 
smoke. H e  started to cough , and his fri end stared at h im with curiosity 
as long as the attack lasted. 

"You know , "  Stefan resumed abruptly,  "when I was there in the 
labyri nth I felt closed in on al l  sides. I was l ike a captive in a huge metal 
sphere. I didn't feel anymore that  I was in the bel ly  of the whal e. I was 
inside an i mmense metal sphere. I d idn't see the l imits a nywhere, but I 
fel t  I was locked hopelessly i n  i t .  I felt that no matter how much I might 
struggle, no matter how far I m ight go forward-the farthest distance 
possible from the center, the farthest possible from my point of 
departure-toward the edges, I couldn't reach those iron wal ls .  They 
were always inaccessible to me. I felt condemned for the rest of my l ife 
to whirl blindly, vainly,  i nside that  sphere whi ch was l ike a dark 
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labyrinth. And yet one day, almost without realizing it, I broke through 
the wall and came out as if I had emerged from an enormous egg, an  
egg with an impregnable shel l ,  invulnerable as  stone. But  it was a shell 
that broke at  a mere touch and I came out aga in  into the light. I came 
out of the labyrinth . . . .  " 

Stefan's animation increased as he spoke. H e  dropped his voice at  
intervals as though he were afraid that someone else might hear, but the 
fresh clear light in his eyes remained undiminished . B iris swallowed 
several times, giving a l l  his strength to mastering another attack of 
coughing that threatened h im.  He noticed at that moment a vague odor 
of kerosene that hung about him, emanating from his clothing, from his 
body. Timorously he raised his hand to his nose a nd sniffed it.  His 
fingers smelled strongly of tobacco. 

"This is the message I 'm asking you to tell I leana , "  continued 
Stefan.  "She's not to give up hope. That car in the Forest of Baneasa 
exists. I've seen i t  several times. She hasn't seen i t  yet, but one day she 
will .  She may not recognize it, but it's her car .  . . .  " 

Biris was only half l istening to what Stefan was saying. There was a 
salty taste in the back of his mouth and at once he thought: I choked, 
I've coughed too much. He swallowed again with effort. Probably a 
l ittle blood, he told himself. But it's not a hemoptysis. I t's not l ike it was 
that time. He smiled suddenly, reassured. H e  understood where the 
smell of kerosene came from. 

I t  came from far away, from his adolescence. He had caught a 
cold that winter, the first winter after the war, and he had stayed 
in bed a week. It was i n  Ferendari, in coana Viorica's house, 
where electric l ights had not yet been installed. In his room, with 
its flowered wallpaper the color of young wheat, stood a large 
kerosene lamp. That evening coana Viorica had stayed late in the 
city. He was alone. It had become dark, and he began to get 
bored. He got out of bed and, groping about for the matches, he 
removed the lamp chimney and turned up the wick. An odor of 
kerosene engulfed him, so strong that it made him dizzy. At the 
same time he felt  a gurgli ng, soft, warm, and a l ittle salty, some
where in his throat, at the back of his mouth .  He wanted to spit 
but he didn't know where. Finally he spat in one hand ,  and with 
the other, half asleep, exhausted, he struck a match and lit the 
wick. A reddish-yellow flame blinded him.  It was shrouded in a 
cloud of thick smoke that trembled menacingly in front of his 
face. He tried to set the chimney over the flame, but he glanced at 
his other hand, sti l l  closed in  a fist, and he stopped, petrified.  
Between his  fi ngers a reddish foam with blood was dripping. 
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I 
" Do you remember who sa id that miracles are unrecognizable, in the 
sense that they are camouflaged a mong the events of every day, that 
they are accomplished apparently by people who l ook l ike everyone 
else, ordinary people?" 

Stefan l eaned a l i ttle toward Biris as he questioned h im,  as  if he 
wanted to shorten the d istance between them. He did not give Biris time 
to answer but went on in the sam e  clear, impassioned voice. 

"It's very true. I t's precisely so. Everything that  d oesn't belong to 
our world sti l l  resembles our world . I read once that  Fat Frumos" had to 
choose an apple of gold out of a hundred apples that were only gilded .  If 
he d idn't guess right, his  head would be cut off. Exactly the same thing 
happens with us. In order to get out of the belly of the whale we have to 
guess, among the bi l l ions of things of our world , that u nique example 
which doesn't belong to our world. But i n  appearance i t  differs in no 
way from the bil l ions of other things of its type.  If we don't guess it we're 
l ost, they cut off our heads. Fortunately we're given a whole l ifetime to 
make the choice, but if we haven't guessed it before we die, we're l ost. " 

H e  stopped aga in and l ooked at Biris, who said nothing and didn't 
even try to hide his indifference. It's not the same as then, he told 
himself. I t's not a hemoptysis. I 've been smoking too much. This has 
happened to me before. 

Countless times since then , during his adol escence, he had fel t  
this same salty taste in the back of  his  throat,  even after he had 
been sent to  Calarasi .  Doamna Porumbache did not  bel ieve in  
doctors or in sanatoriums. I n  order to  cure h i m  she had entrusted 
him to a brother-in-la\\ in Cal aras i ,  a butcher. When Stere cam e  
to get Petre he was an old m a n ,  b u t  he h a d  ruddy cheeks a n d  he 
was bu rsting with health . "Give him to me, Viorico, " h e  had 
said , "and by summer I ' l l  m end his lungs. " Stere's butcher shop 
was situated at  the edge of town near the slaughterhouse. At four 
in the morning he a wakened the boy and gave him a rare filet of 
beef, alm ost raw, and a big glass of red wine. "Get up, nephew, "  
he said .  H e  was wearing h i s  butcher's apron, which was sta ined 
with fresh blood. The odor of bl ood never l eft h i m .  Still sleepy, 
Biris began to eat reluctantly,  and he shuddered when he had to 
down the glass of red wine. "I t's from finu Lica's vineyard , "  Stere 
sa id,  but to Biris the wine seemed to be mixed with blood . Then 
the uncle went back to the slaughterhousc a nd the nephew fel l  
asleep i mmediately.  Three hours l ater, awakened again,  he a te 
another rare fi l et and drank another glass of wine, and once m ore 

• Romanian folk hero, "Prince Charming." 
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it put him to sleep . He slept until ten o'clock, when his uncle 
brought him the th ird filet and two raw eggs, which he gulped 
down with his eyes closed. This treatment lasted until May, when 
Stere discovered him in the room of a niece, who had been 
recently orphaned and whom he had brought from a vil lage on 
the Danube to assume the place of a wife and servant. Stere 
calmly took his heavy belt from under his blood-stained apron. 
"Don't beat me, Nene! I 'm sick! " cried Biris. But Stere headed for 
his niece and began to l ash her across the back methodically and 
without haste, yet thoroughly. The girl set up a wail , pul l ing at 
her hair  with both hands. "Why should I bother with you , 
nephew?" said Stere. "I have nothing to fear from someone l ike 
you . It's she who's responsible, since now she knows the passion 
of a young man . . . .  " 

"Now that I've come ou t of the labyrinth , "  Stefan began again,  his. voice 
somewhat less fervent. "I understand that the sphere which seemed 
i nfi nite and whose unseen shell seemed i naccessible was in fact cracked 
in different places. But of course I didn't know that it was cracked , that I 
could go out through any of those breaks, that each crack was a window. 
You can jump outside any time through a window . . . .  " 

"All these things a re part of your message for Ilea na?" interrupted 
Biris  seriously. 

"Al l , "  Stefan replied fi rmly. "''ve spoken to Joana about them, but 
I want I leana to know too. And because I can't go to see her yet, I'm 
asking you to tell her. Tell her that al l  that happens to her now is of no 
great i mportance. She knows that I love her, too; she learned it from 
me, in fact. That was something I couldn't hide. I see that you're not 
saying anything. This means that you've understood, that you agree. 
Where could such a love lead? Anna Karenina? Tristan and Isolde? 
That would be too sad.  One love that takes the place of another, a 
common adultery, born in Time, ground down by Time, fated to die 
l ike any ordinary creature born of death and returning to death? No. If I 
cannot succeed in loving one just as I love the other, what meaning can 
th is new love have? Why have I met I leana and why have I fal len in love 
with her? I 've always loved Ioana. From the moment I saw her I knew 
I'd always loved her, knew this love was my destiny. Then why have I 
fal len in love with the other one? Only so I can go to bed with her? If 
this new a nd unexpected , unsolicited love leads only to replacing Joana 
with I leana it wouldn't have any meani ng . . . .  Tell her everythi ng I've 
told you now. I'll repeat it  to her too, when I meet her again,  but I'd l ike 
her to know it now. Tell her that the car exists, that windows exist, that 
this sphere which encloses us is only apparently made of steel , that in 
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real i ty i t's broken in innumerable places. It's l ike an eggshell that's 
cracked all over. Tell her all these things now whi le  I still understand 
them . Tomorrow or the day after I 'l l  forget them and I'll return to my 
ordinary self agai n . "  

B iris stood up suddenly a n d  held o u t  h i s  hand. H e  was again aware 
of the moistness in  his throat, the same salty taste of warm blood in  his 
mouth .  He had to spit.  Stefan l ooked at  him anxiously as the teacher 
gripped h is hand and l eft. On the sta i rs Biris pul l ed out h is handkerchi ef 
and spat in it .  There was no blood however, just a l i ttle reddish-colored 
foam .  Nothing's wrong with me, he said to himself. I 'l l  have to smoke 
l ess. 

A few steps farther down he encountered I oana , who was cl i mbing 
slowly, resting her hand on the sta i r  ra il . 

"I l ied to h im for nothing,"  she sa id . "He doesn't bel i eve a thing I 
told h i m  at the cl in ic. H e  said so h imself the next day ."  

Her  smile was sad  a nd preoccupied. Biris real ized he  still was 
hold ing the bloody handkerchief in his hand and he hid it  hasti ly  in his 
pocket. Blush ing, he felt  drops of sweat suddenly cover his forehead. He 
wanted to wipe it ,  but he did not dare to take out his handkerchief 
a gam .  

"H e's not interested in  The Wake a n y  longer, " s h e  said .  
Finally he had to get out  his handkerch ief and hold it  to  his mouth 

to spit. "I 've got to stop smoking , "  he said with difficulty, forcing h i m
self to smile .  

H e  fel t  his  whole body wet with sweat. H is sh irt stuck to his back 
and to his chest. He especially fel t  the perspiration streaming from his 
forehead and his face. Ashamed to wipe \\·ith i t  in_ front of loana, he 
squeezed the wet handkerchi ef tightly in  his fist. 

That evening he  went to see Catal ina .  ' ' I 've waited for you every n ight 
s ince then , "  she told h i m .  

H e  l ooked at h e r  a n d  fou nd that  s h e  was sti l l  the same. H e r  large 
green eyes were ful l  of questions, h er blond hair  framed her temples and 
fel l  upon her shoulders. Her face seemed young and at  the same time 
ageless, though weary of the cheap makeup appl i ed in  the tawdry theat
ers where she played now and then. (She performed only a few times a 
month, substituting for some second-rate actress. ) Yes , she was still the 
same, with her round cheeks, approaching plumpness , l ike those of a 
sad ,  wicked puppet. H e  could never look a t  her mouth without feeling 
his own breath grow h ot. She was sti l l  the same. 
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He sat down in the armchair and took out his package of cigarettes. 
The window was opened wide and a fragrance of d istant l i lacs drifted 
into the room. 

"I thought you'd come the next evening and I waited for you . "  
With deliberate cal m  Biris selected a cigarette, turned i t  i n  his 

fingers and smelled it ,  taking a deep breath. Then he raised his eyes 
with a smile of secret satisfactoin. ' 'I 'm the bearer of a very important 
message from the labyrinth , "  he said suddenly. 

Disconcerted, Catal ina returned his smile. "I should have made 
the sacrifice long ago , "  she said.  "You were the being I loved and 
admired most in the world. I should have given you up too. Please 
forgive me for delaying so long. " 

"Aren't you at all curious to hear the message I 've been entrusted 
with?" interrupted Biris, still playing with the cigarette. 

"There was just one thing left to me that was pure and undefi led , "  
Catal ina went o n  in the same flat monotone. "I 've had to renounce th is 
too. I haven't been lucky. But maybe its better l ike this . . . .  " 

At that moment the door opened suddenly and Bibicescu entered. 
They had not heard anyone knock. 

"You're here?" exclaimed Dan, surprised, looking at both of them 
intently,  a lmost sternly. He turned to Catal ina .  "Have you forgotten 
that conu Misu expects us a t  the Modern?" 

"I'm not hungry, "  Catal ina declared. "You go alone. If you wish , 
come back with him afterward. I 'l l  wait for you here with Petrache. I 'l l  
make you some coffee. "  

Biris had the i mpression that h e  was l istening for the second time 
to the dialogue begun one evening long ago in the entrance to the 
Cafenea, when he had made the acquaintance of Bibicescu. "En
chanted, "  the actor told him as they shook hands. He looked deep 
into Biris's eyes. "Wouldn't you l ike to dine with us?" Bibicescu 
was a lone. Biris turned his head to look in the Cafenea , wonder
ing if someone else were there. "No," Bibicescu had added, "she 
hasn't arrived yet. She ought to be here any minute. Conu Misu 
has invited us, Catalina and me, to the Modern. Do you know 
Catal ina Palade? She's a remarkable woman. But I'll ask one 
thing of you-don't bring up the subject of Buddhism . "  

· Just the_n Biris saw her approaching. Her head was bare and 
her hair fell across her forehead. He surmised that she wanted to 
look l ike Greta Garbo. With her hands in the pockets of h er beige 

· . topcoat she walked indolently and somewhat absently, looking 
vaguely ahead of her. She's trying to create a style, thought Biris. 
"No, "I'm not hungry, "  said Cata l ina .  "You go alone. I'll joi�:t you 
for coffee. I want to walk. " That evening they walked together for 
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the first time. Although Biris was hungry he had agreed to go with 
her, and t)ley started out along bulevardul Lascar Catargiu ,  going 
toward Sosea . He stopped before a vender of cracknels and bought 
some of the crisp biscuits .  "Give me one too," said Catal ina.  "I 
seem to be getting hungry ."  Then, taking h is arm ,  she added ,  "I  
l ike you . I bel ieve tha t  we might be friends . . . .  " 

Bibicescu turned to Biris and inquired , "Aren't you h ungry either?" 
For a long time Biris had been sitting with the cigarette between his 

l ips , unl ighted. He was satisfied with chewing and sucking i t, taking it 
out of his  m outh now and then to smell it .  

' ' I 've eaten, "  he answered finally.  "I came here on a mission. I 've 
been entrusted with a message from the labyrinth . "  

" A  message from his friend Stefanescu of Brasov , "  said Catalina 
suddenly, and she began to laugh . 

Biris turned sligh tly  pale but he bit  hard on the cigarette and said 
nothing. Bibicescu looked at  each of them in turn with a l ong face. 

"Conu Misu's expecting us, " he said again,  beginning to pace 
about the room with great strides. 

"We can't go, " stated Catal ina after her laughter had subsided. 
"Biris and I have to decipher the message of Stefanescu of Brasov. " 

Bibicescu stopped in front of her, his  hands i n  his pockets. Again it 
seemed to Biris that  he had witnessed this scene innumerable times; 
these sudden deliberate halts were part of the action in the play Dan had 
rehearsed for so many years, the play that never would see the footl ights 
and so would never end. Biris would wi tness his nervous pacing, his 
abrupt halts,  his penetrating glances u ntil the end of his l i fe. If  I don't 
quarrel with him someday, I'll have to endure him as l ong as I l ive. H e  
took the cigarette out of h i s  mouth ,  and biting off the wet end ,  p u t  the 
remaining piece back in his m ou th with great care. 

" Light your cigarette, damn it!" Bibicescu burst out. "You're get
ting on my nerves! Light it !" 

"I don't smoke a nymore , "  Biris explained calmly.  " I  th ink I had a 
slight hemoptysis th is morning, so I 'm not smoking a nymore. If I have 
an attack of coughi ng I 'l l  spit blood again . "  

The silence that followed th is statement frightened h i m ,  yet i t  also 
gave him pl easure. I t  was l ike the countless silences that he had .been 
provoking constantly since his youth . Although he feared the abyss that 
would yawn suddenly between himself and others, the isolation those 
silences i mposed also attracted h i m .  

At the University he h a d  courted another student, Marietta Post
avaru , a redheaded girl with a freckled face and a youthful,  
robust, exciting figure. She l iked George Sand.  H e  had kissed her 
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the first time on a n ight during the Easter vigils in the garden of 
the Church of the H oly Icons. A half-hour later Marietta had 
mentioned Musset and George Sand, and Biris confided to her, 
"Do you know that I have tuberculosis too?" The girl did not seem 
very disturbed. A warm but detached look of compassion appeared 
in her eyes. "Just today I had a hemoptysis. I spat blood . "  Only 
then did he feel the si lence grow stony around him. 

"Why do you look at me l ike that?" he asked very casually. "I 've never 
concealed the fact that I have a chest ailment. " 

"You ought to take care of yourself," said B ibicescu . "This is no 
joke. " He addressed Catal ina:  "You're not going? Then we'll be back in  
an hour or  two . . . .  " 

He left without tell ing them good-bye. Catalina raised her head 
and looked directly into Biris's eyes. "Light your cigarette and don't 
torment yourself anymore, "  she said ,  and she added thoughtfully, 
"Now I understand everything. I understand what happened to you that 
night. I've forgiven you since, but now I understand. And that's why 
you broke off with Theodora , too. I understand now. " 

He l i t  the cigarette and inhaled the first smoke greedily, taking a 
deep breath. "Aren't you at all  curious to find out what the message is 
about?" he asked her presently. 

"I understand very wel l , "  continued Catalina in a low monotone 
that was l ike a lament. "When you want me, tell me. I ' l l  be your 
woman.  I 'l l  be Stefanescu's woman. I ' l l  wait for you every day, at any 
hour you tell me. I too wil l be one of those women. I don't think I have 
the right to be anything else now . . . .  " 

She stopped abruptly and they were both silent for some time. He 
remembered the scenes that his i magination had constructed before he 
had been moved to action. They seemed far more true than the words 
Catal ina had just uttered. He felt that she was speaking to some other 
man. H e  l i stened to her as he had l istened so many times at the theater, 
deeply regretting that she did not have more talent. 

"Acrually you're still in love with Theodora , "  resumed Catal ina , 
smil ing sadly. "Your attraction to me is only physical . You really love 
the other girl .  That's why you could give her up. For you I'm Stefanes
cu's woman.  But I can't help it. This is my fate. I ' l l  wait for you and 
when you want me, come. " 

In his mind Biris saw Theodora again-smal l ,  fragile, with a face 
of such exceptional purity that it might have been sketched by one 
of the old masters. Her eyes looked dark because of her myopia. 
She wore her glasses only at the theater and for reading, and he 
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enjoyed th is trace of coquetry in a young scholarly  woman. Un
doubtedly she too kne\\ why they had been i ntroduced. She knew 
that doamna Porumbache had asked for her in  marriage to her 
nephew, yet th is did not seem to intimidate the girl . She had 
dressed modestly, and her clothes were youthful and in  perfect 
taste. H e  saw her again  as she l ooked when she rose to accompany 
h im,  fresh , clean, wholesome, and he  had a moment of sorrow. I f  
Catal i na h a d  not existed that gracious a n d  cultured young woman 
would have been his fiancee. From that evening on , he  m ight 
truly have been in l ove. It was inconceivable that such a girl could 
have accepted h im,  and yet in  spite of everything the miracle had 
happened and she had. Probably it  was because that evening they 
had talked of Rilke,  he thought later when he was trying to con
vince h i mself that Theodora could not l ove h i m ,  that she would 
quickly regret her action, that they could not be happy together. 
But there was Catal ina .  It was all in vain  because on a certa in 
evening someone who was coming out of the Cafenea in a hur ry 
had introduced him to B ibicescu whi le  the actor was wa iting for 
her. Another time, another evening he real ized that happiness for 
h im meant only to drink of the deep green waters of Catal ina 's 
eyes, and when he once touched her breast with his arm he knew 
that only Catal ina's could d iscl ose what no woman's breast had 
revealed to him before. 

"I see that you're not curi ous to learn the contents of the message, "  he 
said at last, getting up from the chair .  He put out his cigarette and 
started to the d oor. Catal ina watched him leave, sti l l  seated on the 
divan , resting her ch in on her fist absently. She did not speak again .  

He put  it  off for a l ong t ime but  finally he made up his  m i nd and 
telephoned Ileana. Each morni ng when he awakened his strength 
seemed to have d iminished , and it was only with much effort that  he  
managed to  get out  of  bed. H e  had requested a medical l eave of  absence 
from the liceu a nd he could have rested a l l  m orni ng but he feared 
yielding to h i s  fatigue.  He was afra id to remain in bed . Nevertheless he 
postponed cal l ing I leana from one day to the next. He no l onger re
membered clearly what he was supposed to tell her. 

"I 've been expecting you for a long time, " she declared over the 
phone. "Stefan said you were coming to see me. When can you come?'' 

He went to her house the next afternoon. I t  had been an excep-
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tionally hot morning, but toward midday the sky had begun to lose its 
brill iance. The whole city seemed to be bur ied in dust. When he 
reached strada Batistei he was already tired and perspiring heavily. He 
longed to take a deep breath, a great breath, and exhale it quickly l ike a 
sigh, but he did not dare. 

"I  bring a message, "  he said with a tense smile, as soon as Ileana 
had opened the door. For the first time he looked at her closely. Whom 
did she resemble? He was sure he had seen those unusual green eyes 
somewhere before, eyes that assumed a golden light with every smile. 
He was certain that he had encountered somewhere the same bronzed 
face, the same mouth , very red, with its bright, white, gleaming teeth. 
Probably in a fil m ,  he said to himself in an attempt to banish the 
thought, but it persisted and agai n  he searched his mind. It was not her 
face nor the color of her eyes and hair that plagued him,  but something 
in the nature of her presence. There was something in her expression 
that made him think not so much of a woman as of a state of being that 
he had experienced in a time long gone, a time that he could not 
determine precisely. She reminded him of a certain epoch, a certain life 
lost in the distant past. All at once he felt less tired and he began to 
breathe without anxiety, fully, to the bottom of his lungs. But a few 
moments later he caught himself in a sigh and he blushed. He took out 
his handkerchief and started to wipe his forehead, his face. Yes, she 
resembled someone . . . .  

"Stefan asked me to deliver a message to you , "  he began after he 
had relaxed for a moment in the easy chair. 

I leana offered him the box of cigarettes, but he l ifted his right hand 
quickly, almost in alarm, as if to protect himself. 

' ' I 'm not smoking anymore! I haven't felt  very well for some time. 
That's why I delayed my visit. I should have come long ago. " He was 
silent, watching her avidly as she l it  her cigarette. 

"Does it have something to do with the dead bone, with the tooth 
already arrived in the land of the dead?" Ileana asked abruptly. 

Suddenly the room seemed to grow dark. Biris started. "How did 
you know about that?" 

"From Stefan,"  said I leana , smil ing diffidently. "Stefan tells me all 
sorts of things that I don't understand. I l ike to listen to him speaking of 
things I don't understand, talking about the belly of the whale, the room 
Samba, and the car that should have d isappeared on the Night of St. 
John, and the car that he painted . . . .  " 

"Now, I remember, "  Biris interrupted. "He asked me to tell you 
that he didn't paint it. " 

I leana raised her head and looked directly in his eyes. 
"The car exists, he assured me, but he didn't paint a picture of it. 
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Besides, "  he added smi l i ng, "he couldn't have pai nted it .  Just between 
you and me, I don't think he ever painted anything !"  

I leana stood up and, going to the window, pushed aside the cur
tains .  It had become quite dark outside. The clouds hung low a nd 
leaden . They seemed motionless. The branch of a tree, old and bushy, 
wa ited unmoving in front of the window. Not a l eaf stirred. 

"Is it  true that you have a tooth al ready in the l and of the dead?" 
Ileana asked, sitting dO\m aga i n  opposite h im.  "Tell me about it. " 

"I l ost i t . "  He searched for his  handkerchief aga in  and wiped his  
forehead. "It  was extracted last year. " 

"Too bad , "  murmured I leana absently. "But why did you say that  
it had al ready reached the land of the dead?" 

"It doesn't matter now, " Biris responded with a great weariness i n  
h i s  voice. "It's a l ong story. It's a story about Time . . . .  " He was s i lent, 
breath ing deeply. He felt that he was suffocating. The room seemed to 
be collapsing under the weight of the oppressive, humid heat. 

"The story of youth without old age and l ife with out death?" Ileana 
said very softl y,  making another effort to smile .  

"Will  you pl ease open a wi ndow a l i ttl e?" whispered Bir is .  "I don't 
know what's the matter . . . .  I'm suffocating. " 

Ilea na sprang to her feet, glancing at h im i n  alarm. Then she 
rushed to the windows and opened them wide. He thanked her with a 
smile .  

" Don't  you feel wel l?" she asked rehnning to her chair.  
"It's passed now. I didn't have enough a i r . " 
The fragrance of wild roses penetrated the darkened room. Outside 

the cl ouds sank menacingly l ower. 
" It's because of the storm , "  said I leana , as she sat down aga i n .  "It's 

always l ike th is  before a storm . "  
H e  saw her put her hands to her temples, but she seemed to 

remember suddenly that he was with her and she dropped them quickly.  
She tossed her head, l ooked at him, tried to smile. She loves him, he 
real ized . Nothing can be done. There's no way out. She l oves h im.  

"Stefan asked me to  bri ng you a message, "  he began aga i n .  "It  will 
be difficult for me to repeat i t  exactly because I was rather tired when he 
told me and I didn't  understand i t  very wel l .  Stefan asks you to wait for 
h im . . . .  " 

She got up then and went to throw the cigarette out of the window. 
Someth ing could be felt now in  the air. The l eaves seemed to rouse 
from their i nertia .  Biris breathed deeply and wiped his forehead with his  
handkerchief. What I 'm doing i s  absurd! I shouldn't have taken him 
seriously .  He was hardly out  of  the cl i nic . . . .  " 

"''m sorry. But h e  insisted I come to see you . "  
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Ileana returned to the middle of the room and stood there docilely, 
her hands behind her back. 

"You're a philosophy teacher, aren't you? Stefan thinks a lot of 
you.  H e  admires you very much. You're his only friend, he told me 
once, the only person with whom he can discuss things. Do you under
stand him? Do you always understand what he says? Especially now, 
after . . .  Partenie . . . .  Do you understand anything? Tell me, what goes 
on inside him?" 

They heard a distant peal of thunder and the branch in front of the 
window shook as if suddenly frightened. I leana did not look at Biris 
while she was speaking. 

"He suffered a nervous shock, that's a l l ,"  Biris replied casually, and 
he added, smiling, "History has taken revenge on him.  He has a phobia 
against H istory. He has a horror of events. He'd l ike things to stand still 
the way they seemed to do in the paradise of h is childhood. So H istory 
takes i ts revenge and buries him as often as it can. It throws him into the 
detention camp by mistake. It kills men in his place, always by mistake, 
and so on . Look at  me. I live in H istory, and I'm reconciled with 
History, and nothing ever happens to me!" 

His strength spent, he stopped and searched again for his handker
chief. It was almost dark in the room. The branch began to quiver 
violently, beating against the glass with great force and whistling shrilly 
as though animated. 

"Please don't close it !"  begged Biris when he saw I leana go to the 
window. She leaned on the sill and put her head outside. 

"It's beginning to storm, "  she sa id without turning around. 
The thunder sounded closer. At intervals the sky was laced with 

reddish flashes . The branch struggled and moaned. 
"I didn't ask you that-about what happened to Partenie. " She 

returned to the middle of the room. "''d l ike to know if you always 
understand when he talks to you about Time, and the belly of the 
whale, and the Night of St. John.  Or maybe he talks to you about other 
things,"  she added quickly, approaching him. "I don't understand him. 
I know he loves his wife very much.  H e's told me so himself. But I don't 
understand what goes on inside him. I just don't understand!" 

· She stopped and closed her eyes, frowning, a smile of suffering on 
her lips . The glare of the l ightning, green tinged with red, fl ickered at  
the windows, and thunder shook the building a few moments later. The 
rain seemed to have been waiting for just this signal to begin fall ing 
suddenly-heavy, leaden, tumultuous--coming down solidly with a 
roar. I leana jumped up to close the windows. She searched nervously 
for a cigarette and l i t  it. Biris gave her a penetrating glance and sighed. 

"He's very dear to me," she began without looking at him, "and I 
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should l ike for us to be friends. I should like to know his wife, J oana,  
too. H e  told me h e  loves her very much . I 'd l ike to know both of them 
better, to be friends with them. Only I can't seem to u nderstand h im.  
Sometimes three whole months go by  withou t a sign of l ife from h im.  
Then he telephones me i n  the middle of  the  night, comes to see me at  
dawn and stays al l  day with me.  He doesn't go to the Ministry, he 
doesn't go home . . . .  And he talks to me about all kinds of strange th ings 
that I don't understand.  I l ike to l isten to h i m  tal king about al l  these 
things. I l ike to l isten to h i m .  But I wish I understood what's going on 
i nside h i m ,  what he intends, what he wants to do. I wonder what he 
wants to happen . . . .  " 

She stopped to wai t  for the thunder. I n  the room the l ightning 
flashed again l i ke moonl ight and the wi ndows vibrated for some time.  
Biris closed his eyes. All at once he felt his body covered with perspira
tion again and i nstinctively he put his hands to h is throat. I haven't 
smoked yet! I haven't smoked a cigarette today. It  can't begin again . . . .  
I haven't smoked yet. . . .  

"He told me to tell you to wai t  for h im,"  he said suddenly. "That's 
all I u nderstood, that he asks you to wait for h im . . . .  " 

It was ra ining now with unrestra ined fury.  The branch struggled in 
terror and beat desperately on the windowpane. The flashes of l ightning 
were almost continuous. Now and then the whole house seemed to rock 
on its foundations. I l eana looked at Biris but her glance fal tered some
where in front of her. searching, unseeing. 

"He told me a lot , "  Biris continued in  a muffled voice, "but I 
didn't understand him very wel l .  I was sick . . .  I'd been smoking too 
much wiihout realizing it and I was dizzy. I couldn't fol low h i m  very 
wel l but I understood one th ing-he asks you to wait for h im . . . .  " 

I leana held her head i n  her hands and sat l istening to the storm 
without speaking. Again Biris felt  that  he was suffocating and he took 
another deep breath. I 've got to leave, he said to himself. H is throat was 
burning m ore tha n  ever and he expected m omentarily to taste the blood 
in the back of his mouth .  I 've got to go. I 'm suffocating . . . .  

"I met one of the directors of the Ministry , "  said I leana.  She did 
not raise her eyes. "He told me that Stefan is the best negotiator they 
have, that he has a better sense of economic realit ies than anyone else. 
In  the field of economic agreements he's a genius, the man told me. 
Then he must be l ike other m en . . . .  And yet, in spi te of that, I don't 
understand what he wants !"  

" H e  sa id  that he'd been wandering in a l abyrinth . "  Biris began to 
speak aga i n  with great effort, but he thought he heard the doorbell ring 
and he stopped. "I th ink someone's at the door," he said .  

I leana l istened to the metal l ic  sound continue for a long time and 
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did not move. 'Tm not expecting anyone. Maybe it's some friend of 
Tante Alice's who got caught in  the ra in somewhere in  the neighbor
hood . "  

She sprang from her seat and ran headlong down the hal l .  Quickly 
Biris took out his handkerchief and spat. He looked in fright at  the 
reddish foam ,  then he spat several more times and wiped his l ips care
fully.  He started. He thought that he heard Stefan's voice, and then 
Ileana's. "He's here !"  he seemed to hear her whisper. "Biris!  He's here! "  

When the rain stops I ' m  leaving. I ' l l  h ide in  an archway and spit. I 
have to spit. Then I ' l l  take a cab and go home. Coana Viorica will make 
me some tea. 

He saw Stefan come in dripping wet, trying to push back the hair  
that  stuck to his forehead. There was a bouquet of l il i es of the valley in 
his hand. 

"I  ran al l  the way through the rain . "  
I leana, smiling, stared at h im a l ong time with her hands clasped 

behind her back. At last she took the l i ttle bouquet of l il ies. 
"Did you bring them for me?" 
Stefan was breath ing hard and deeply. With a guilty smile he 

looked at the streams of water that ran down on the carpet. He did not 
dare to move again.  

"Go to the bathroom and dry yourself off, " I l eana commanded. 
"Come with me . . . .  " 

They left the room together. I 've got to go, Biris said to h imself, 
and with great exertion he stood up. He l eaned on the back of the chai r 
with his eyes half closed, wa iting for the clap of thunder. The windows 
rattled for a l ong time. I could go to the bathroom after h i m  . . . .  To 
spit. . . .  

"What are you doing?" Returning alone, I leana questioned h im in 
surprise. 

" I  have to go, "  he said, managing a smile. "I have business . . . .  I 
think I 'l l  get a cab. " 

"Don't go! " whispered I leana, suddenly troubled. "You saw the 
state he was in when he arrived! Don't leave! "  

He l eaned weakly o n  the back o f  the chair and took out h i s  hand
kerchief aga in .  If  only it would stop raining . . . .  

"Are you i l l?" demanded I leana with a frightened glance. "Let me 
get you something. What would you l ike?" 

"What's the matter?" Stefan asked as he reentered the room and ap
proached them. 

"I 'd l ike to go home,"  sa id Biris. "I don't feel well .  Where's the 
bathroom?" he asked, turning crimson. 

He went out quickly,  foll owed by Stefan.  Once inside he bolted 
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the door, trembl ing, and bent over the sink. H e  spat many times ,  
coughing,  gagging. H e  turned o n  both faucets and began t o  wash his  
hands and face, breath ing deeply ,  frightened . After a moment's hesita
tion he pul l ed out his handkerchief and began to rinse it out, l ooking 
absently at  the water that  gurgl ed in the sink. And all at once he 
remembered. 

He was l i ttl e. They had gone to the Fair in the carriage. Nea * 
Mitica h eld  his hand. Coana Yiorica was walking a step ahead of 
them carrying a small umbrel la  of pink silk. It \\·as very h ot.  ' ' I 'm 
th irsty! "  he whimpered . " H old on, we'll soon be there , '' said nea 
�1itica . " When \\·e get to the garden, I 'l l  buy you a lemonade . "  H e  
let hi mself b e  led b y  the hand through the deafeni ng crowd, 
through the dust that rose high above them, even higher than the 
col orfu l bal l oons. " I 'm th i rsty ! "  he repeated . All those unfamil iar  
odors seemed to burn his l ips . Every\\·here smoke was rising
fro m  the kettles fi l led with frying dough nuts, from the gri l ls ,  from 
the buckets of red hot coals h olding popcorn that  jumped about 
with sharp l i ttle snapping noises. "''m thirsty ! "  he kept repeati ng, 
and he felt  the sal ty tears fl m\ down both dusty cheeks. 

"Gi\·e h i m  a l emonade, Mitica ! "  said coana Viorica, bran
dish ing the pink umbrella  fur iously. "If I 'd known he'd act  th is 
\\·ay,  I wouldn't have brought h i m  with us !"  Nea Mitica jerked 
h im along, walking faster, making his  way with difficulty through 
the crm\ d .  He stopped in front of a stand.  Someone handed Petre 
a big glass of pink l emonade. He seized it with both hands and put 
his h ead back, staring fasci nated at  the girl . She was inconcci\'ably 
beautiful with her blue-green eyes and pearl -\\·hite teeth. And her 
smile !  Ne\-er had a nyone smiled at  him with so much lo\'e. 
"There, l i ttle boy ! "  she sa id ,  "There, l i ttle monkey ! "  He heard the 
lem onade gurgle,  he felt  i t  trickle dmm from the corner of his 
m outh ,  and he heard her repeat, "There, l ittl e monkey . . . .  Little 
monkey . . . .  " 

"Let me go and get you a cab , "  said Stefan when Biris returned to the 
sal on. 

"I t's not necessary. I feel better now. Much better .  . . .  " 
All  three were s i lent, l istening to the storm. 
"I knO\\" now \\·ho I l eana l ooks l ike, "  Biris said abruptly ,  leaning on 

the back of the chair and trying to smile .  
"Why don't you \\·ant  to stay?" She l ooked at  h i m  in desperation, 
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pleading with him. ' ' I ' l l  give you a drink, or if you'd rather I' l l  make you 
some tea . "  

" I  know who she l ooks l ike, " h e  repeated with the same exhausted 
smile.  ' ' I 'm a\\fully glad I remembered who she resembles. I was four 
years old .  She was my only requited love. I looked at  her, I think, for 
about half a minute. I thought I 'd a lways remember her, but I for
got. . . .  " 

I leana glanced at h i m  again with the same strange look in her eyes 
as if she did not see him. Stefan had remained standing in the middle of 
the room, embarrassed. "I t's better that you didn't tell her anything,"  he 
said suddenly.  

"I only told her that you'd been lost in the labyrinth , "  interrupted 
Biris with a gesture of i mpatience. Once more he fel t  that he was 
suffocating, that he needed air ,  and he extended his hand to I leana . 

' ' I 'm sorry, "  she murmured .  
"You were m y  great love in childhood . The only soul I fel t  .had 

truly loved m e . "  
He smiled at  her sheepishly. N o t  until he reached the street d i d  he 

dare to take a deep breath again ,  one that went to the bottom of his 
lungs. But it had begun to hail and he quickly found refuge in an 
archway. He wanted to spit, but he was ashamed to, since al ready 
several people had gathered under the vault. He took the wet handker
chief from his pocket and automatically pressed it to his mouth . 

That summer he went to spend a month at the rest house for secondary 
school teachers at Comarnic. He had been there twice before, but this 
time he followed rigorously the regimen prescribed by the doctor. The 
problem is s imple, he said to himself. I 'l l  have to return for a certain 
length of time to the condition of a larva , forego the activities and the 
expenditure of energy that devolve upon adults, overeat and sleep as 
much as I can. Nevertheless the picture of Cata lina kept returning to his 
mind. He saw her in her slip, without stockings, with a hand on her 
breast, saying, "Please stay! . . .  Whenever you want it,  come; I'll be 
waiting for you ! "  

He had managed to visit her less frequently, but every evening 
brought a struggle with the temptation to go to her place. In order 
to be sure that he would not surrender he undressed as soon as the 
sun had set and went to bed. Doamna Porumbache came in to 
entertain him, bringing with her the coffee pot, or, when the 
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weather was very hot, a bucket of ice in wh ich she had put a bottle 
of wi ne and another of soda . While she sipped her coffee and 
talked to h i m  he watched her, staring intently as she puffed on her 
cigarette, sighing. Sometimes he asked her to let h im l ight one for 
her and he inhaled the fi rst smoke avidly but with great care. 
There's nothing wrong with me, he was constantly reminding 
h imself. I just smoked too much. The problem is s impl e
regression to the state of a larva . Doamna Porumbache recounted 
until late in the n ight all her long-remembered tales and he lis
tened fascinated. She reported to him i n  the most m inute deta i l  
things that had happened to people whom he had never met  or  to 
others whom he had barely gl impsed at a time when they were 
only poor shadows of their former selves . 

"You didn't knO\\. my godson Lica and Fane! , his  brother, 
when they had the Gradina Vesel iei , "o she began .  Bi ris knew 
everything that would fol low-how Mita Biciclista came there 
once with the girls from the cabaret. He asked the customers, who 
were all people from the poorer neighborhoods , to get up so that 
the girls  could dance on the tables between the meat platters and 
glasses of wine. He made a bet that they wouldn't tip over a single 
glass. Doamna Porumbache stopped and poured herself more 
wine and sighed aga in as she put the bottle back in the bucket. 
B i ri s  waited i mpatiently for the rest of the story, although he well 
knew what came next. One of the girls slipped , someone jumped 
to catch her in his  arms, and all the men rushed to the others and 
began kissing them. An unforgettable scuffle ensued, because the 
girls had brought army officers with them. One of the officers, a 
Lieutenant Sideri , fi red a shot in the air  with his  revolver, but the 
people thought the men were firing on them and the women 
began to screa m .  They tried to jump over the garden wall ,  but 
their long dresses held them back. It was just at that moment that 
they heard finu Lica roar, "Who fired that pistol, hey?" 

But Biris did not always have enough strength of will to 
u ndress,  cl imb into bed, and call  coana Viorica to keep h im 
company. I mpatience gripped h i m  l ike a fever as soon as  the  sun 
went down . He shaved, changed his  sh irt, and started out with a 
scowl of despair,  hastening to Catal ina's flat. Sometimes he did 
not find her at home and then he waited for her, smoking one 
cigarette after another, pacing the sidewalk or leani ng against a 
wall .  H e  waited until he saw her coming, walking a step behind 
Bibicescu, her head bent, her hair fal l ing over her face. "How are 
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you, Stefanescule?" she called when she saw him.  Del iberately he 
l ied to her, "I was on my way home and I came by to see how you 
arc . "  

Sometimes she was there alone, apparently waiting for him, 
and he found it  very difficult to endure her presence, especially 
when she inspected him slowly, patiently. In his exasperation he 
began to talk, confiding in a low, excited voice how often he had 
thought about her before, how he had desired her for a long time, 
what plans he had made for their l ife together, the way he had 
imagined their love. He talked until he was exhausted, until he 
felt as though the blood had been drained from his body. Then he 
rose from the chair and started to the door . Catal ina followed him 
silently with her eyes. "Whenever you wish , "  she told him as he 
put his hand on the doorknob, "Whenever you want that plea
sure, come. I'm always waiting for you. Instead of going . . .  you 
know where . . .  it's better you come to me. At least you can be 
sure you won't get a disease . . . .  " 

The problem is simple, he told himself stubbornly again and again at 
Comarnic. He did not make friends with any of the other patients but 
spent most of his time stretched out asleep on a chaise longue in the 
park, or pretending to be asleep. He had brought several books with 
him,  but he seemed to be afra id to read them. He did not want to repeat 
what had happened five years before, in 1 934, when he had come to the 
rest house for the first time. As he was recl ining on his chaise longue 
reading, a young woman ,  a teacher from Moldavia , approached him. 
"What are you perusing with so much interest, domnule Biris?" she had 
asked. They became friends and loaned books to each other. At night 
they strolled together. He neglected the prescribed routine that year and 
failed entirely to keep to his course of treatment. He had gone home 
quite as thin as when he had l eft and even more tired. This time he 
stubbornly persisted in his decision to return to the state of a l arYa. 

One day he received an envelope forwarded by doamna Porum
bache from Bucharest. It  contained a summons to mil i tary duty. He 
sent the paper back to the regiment enclosing a medical certificate, but a 
few days later he received another order. He was instructed to present 
himself at the mil itary hospital at Brasov. The very next day he left 
wearily, irritated that his month of rest had been cut short. He thought 
he was going to be examined immediately, but the commission would 
not meet for three days , so he was admitted to the hospital . They gave 
him a dismal room smell ing of creol ine and carbol ic  acid, its windows 
black with filth. The handles of the doors were wrapped in rags soaked 
in a chemical solution-"to disinfect it, " explained the orderly. Biris 
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did not know why he felt so certa in that in that room , in the same bed in  
which he lay ,  a soldier had recently d ied-one of  those peasants who 
were mustered from every corner of the country, who slept at n ight in  
rai lway stations with their heads on their l aps, wai ting for the train  that 
would take them to their regiments. Almost no one came to see Biris .  
U ndoubtedly, he said to himself, people are sti l l  haunted by the painful 
memory of the corpse they d iscovered one morning in my bed. 

Finally he was summoned for the X-ray exam ination. He took off 
his shirt and waited i n  the darkened room with several soldiers who 
trembled now and then as if they were shaken by fever. 

"Biris Petre! "  he heard someone shout through the darkness. Grop
ing, he approached the army doctor and al lowed h imself to be placed in 
front of the X-ray machine. He knew what he would be required to do: 
"Breathe!  Take a deep breath ! Cough !" 

"Your occupation?" inqui red the doctor. 
"Secondary school teacher, " Biris repl ied dutifully.  
"You ought to be more careful of your health , "  the doctor mut

tered. Then he turned to the orderly who sat near h i m  writing by the 
feeble l ight of a red bulb. " Exempted from duty for six months!  . . .  
Next! " 

B i ris felt h is way back to the bench where he had left his clothes. 
He hunted for his shirt. Several sharp raps resounded on the door. I t  
opened and a m a n  entered hurriedly, b u t  he hesitated in  the obscurity 
of the room. 

"The major , "  he whispered, "I want to speak with the major!" He 
made his way almost to the orderly, and then he approached the doctor. 

"The colonel wants you , s ir , " he said.  "It's urgent!" 
The doctor muttered someth ing and continued his work. The mes

senger stepped closer and added, "Von Ribbentrop's in Moscow. 
They're negotiating a Russo-German nonaggression treaty ! "  

They were a l l  s i lent. Biris felt the cold grip h i m  a n d  h e  put o n  his 
coat quickly. The doctor stepped away from the X-ray equipment. 'Til 
be back in five m inutes ,"  he told the orderly. 

After that day Biris found h imself l iving a different l i fe-a l i fe that 
was still h is but one that in no way resembled the l i fe he had led until 
that moment. H e  returned to Comarnic to finish the treatment, but he 
did not have the patience to sleep on a chaise longue isolated from 
everyone else in  the depths of the park. H e  bought all  the newspapers 
and spent most of his t ime in the coffee shops where he knew he would 
meet acquaintances. He went to the station and waited for the train to 
Bucharest to go by, and he contemplated one after a nother the faces of 
the people-worried, jolly, or i ndifferent-who l ea ned out of the win
dows to tal k  or to buy fru it in l ittle wicker baskets, or to ask if the 
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newspapers from the capital had arrived. At daybreak on the fi rst day of 
September he also left. On his arrival in Bucharest he found that the 
special editions were just announcing the invasion of Poland. He hur
ried out of the station, carrying his own luggage with some difficulty, 
and went along bulevardul Dinicu Golescu, looking for a taxi .  The 
people walked in silence, anxious and solemn. Few eyes were lifted to 
the fresh ,  unsull ied morning sky. In the tram stations people grouped 
themselves by twos and th1 ees in order to read the same newspaper. 
Now and then from the sidewalk across the street came the cry, 'Taxi !  
Taxi !"  Biris, too, shouted several times but without much hope. Never
theless a cab drew up and stopped beside him. 

"Which way?" asked the driver, grumbl ing. Bir is  gave him his 
address and the man nodded, motioning for him to get in .  

"This i s  my last run, "  he said . "Tonight I have to l eave. I got my 
order for active duty. " He waited a few moments, and when he noticed 
that Biris did not answer, he continued. 

"The earth can't stand him any more, he's never satisfied! I 've 
done fi•;e month's conscription already this year ,  and all on account of 
him!  He'll never be satisfied! All he does is grab, grab, grab . . . .  " 

That afternoon Biris went to the Cafenea . Bursuc was seated at a 
table by the window, talking. At regular intervals he closed his eyes for a 
fraction of a second and they seemed to disappear in a l ayer of fat. From 
time to time he burst out with his gross, vulgar l augh that made his great 
belly heave. 

"The war is coming,"  said Bursuc. "I 've taken shelter. I'm or
dained. I 've found a parish , too, near Deva . You'll go to the front and 
leave your bones there. I, a priest of the parish , will tend to my sheep 
near Deva on the estate of Patru Fruncea . "  

H e  went every day after that to the Cafenea. Bursuc was always 
there, seated at the table by the window, talking about Patru Fruncea , 
who had the estate near Deva . 

"It was hard to find my man ,"  he sa id. "He had to be stupid, rich, 
and ambitious, because only this kind knows how to play politics. Now 
that I 've found him, I can wait. Let the war come . . . .  " 

Again Biris was consuming two packages of cigarettes a day. Dur
ing the time when they were waiting for the battle of the Vistula to 
begin he started smoking heavily. There was a great anticipation con
cerning this battle which surely would change the course of the war. 
Bibicescu alone appeared to be skeptical ,  indifferent, hiding \Vith diffi
culty his boredom and disappointment. Now he knew that Misu 
Weissman would not be able to build the theater very soon. His great 
project had been postponed again.  When the three of them met for the 
fi rst time after Biris's return-he did not want to go to Catal ina's house 
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and he had a rranged \\'ith Bibicescu to meet them at the restaurant
they talked only about the theater that Misu could not build and about 
the battle of the Vistula ,  \\'hich might annih ilate the German armored 
d i\·isions and save everyone. Catal ina no longer cal led Biris Stefanescu , 
as she had done that  summer in front of Dan.  No\\' she called him by 
the name that she had always used, Petrache. She was preoccupied and 
melancholy, and when their eyes met she smiled wistfully. "Autumn is 
coming , "  she \\'ould  say now and then. "This year I felt  it coming far in 
advance. " But the nights were still warm and each morning Bucharest 
found the sky the same,  blue and shining. "What a catastrophe!" he 
heard the people excla im in the Cafenea . "This drought!  \\'hat a 
tragedy!  If it would rain the German tanks couldn't advance. They'd bog 
down in the swamps of the Vistula  and the great battle would begin!"  

On the fi rst evening after he returned , he had gone to see Stefan.  
"He was cal led to duty in northern Ardeal , "  Joana told h im.  Standing in 
the doorway, she asked, "Do you bel ieve war is coming? Do you think i t  
wi l l  happen to us too?" H e  went to see her aga in two weeks l ater but  did 
not find her at  home. He rang the bell  se\-eral t imes,  l ea ning against the 
door frame, l istening to it echo far away in the empty house. He l eft 
with a great sadness in his heart .  Why he had gone to see her or what 
he would have said if she had been there, he did not knm\ , but he 
descended the sta i rs feel i ng d ej ected and tired . Warsaw had fal len,  the 
Germans had occupied more than half of Poland, and what \\·as l eft was 
beginning to be taken over by the Soviets. Thousands of thousands of 
Poles sought refuge i n  Romania daily.  Some of them had arri\·ed in 
Bucharest and a t  times B iris saw them at the Cafenea . They would 
come up to the table with strained smiles on their faces , revealing in 
half-closed fists pieces of jewelry, perhaps a few rings; or one of them, 
thrusting a hand into a vest pocket and l ooking around carefully,  would 
pull  out a gold cigarette case. 

Then one day at  noon the Prime Minister \\·as assassinated by a 
team of Iron Guardists. That morning Biris had a hemoptysis. Pal e  and 
giddy, unshaven, he had gone to see Catal ina as soon as he had heard 
the news. She had just come home and had not yet had time to take off 
her coat. "\\'hat's the matter with you?" she asked, frightened. "Are you 
sick?" "I spat blood agai n , "  said Biris.  He lay d own on the diva n ,  and 
Catal ina rol l ed up some pillo\\'S and placed them under his head.  " Do 
you want me to call a doctor?" she asked, stroking his forehead. " No, 
there's no need for a doctor. Make me some tea . . . .  " He l istened to her 
as she opened the door and went to put the water on to boi l .  The he 
heard her rummaging around in the cupboard for the teacups and the 
l ittle sugar bowl . And it  seemed to him that he was returning to his true 
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time, the only time that belonged entirely to him and to him alone, a 
time that could not be diminished by events. He smiled, l etting himself 
be sustained by that intimate, incommunicable happiness. Then he 
closed his eyes and went to sleep. 

When he awoke he saw Catal ina seated beside him on the divan.  
The lamp with the Japanese shade was burning but the light was 
obscured by several silk shawls .  "''m thirsty , "  he said, trying to raise his 
head . But he was dizzy and he fell back again on the pillows . Catal ina 
gave him a drink from the cup in which the tea had cooled. He started 
to say something else, but she stopped him with an upraised hand . A 
l ittle while later Bibicescu arrived with a doctor, who gave Biris an 
in jection, and then the two men took him downstai rs ,  supporting him 
under his arms.  They went in  a taxi to strada Macelari . "Don't say 
anything," whispered Biris. "Don't say anything to coana Viorica . "  

The doctor came back to see him the next day and gave him 
another shot. H e  slept al l  night, perspiring copiously. On awakening he 
fel t  somewhat rested and asked at once for the newspapers. In  direct 
retaliation for the murder of the Prime Minister, several hundred Le
gionnaires throughout the country had been shot and their corpses 
displayed in public squares. In Bucharest the bodies had been thrown 
on vacant land near Cotroceni ,  and people had been invited to come 
there to look at them. Without saying anything to Biris, doamna Porum
bache had gone that very afternoon. She returned in the evening, tired, 
disappointed. 

"There were too many people, " she began, taking off her dusty 
shoes, "and they pushed and shoved each other. I couldn't begin to 
see-just the feet of some of them . . . .  " 

Then , in the middle of October, Bi ris left for Moroeni .  He a rrived 
at Pietrosita shortly before sunset. As the car started to ascend through 
the forest around the sanatorium, he felt  suddenly a lust for l ife such as 
he had never known before, a happiness without name, s imply because 
he was alive. They advanced slowly through the firs ,  under the beech 
trees and the birches with thei r yellow leaves. From everywhere the 
fragrance of the mountains assailed them, pungent and intoxicating. In 
the heights they came unexpectedly upon the sanatorium. It was an 
immense building in the form of a semicircle with concrete balconies 
facing south , overlooking the forest. Biris's room was on the fifth floor 
in the center section. From the balcony he could see the tops of the 
mountains very far away, blue-violet in the dusk of evening. 

That night he awakened several times . In his sleep he remembered 
that the nineteenth of October was approaching and he woke up, un
easy, thinking about Catalina. 
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He had not seen her recently at a l l .  H e  had stayed in bed the 
whole time. Doamna Porumbache had threatened to throw 
Catal ina out of the house if she came there. "That slut's ruined 
you . She's consumed your youth . Don't bring her around here! 
I'll throw her out!" "Speak m ore softly ,"  he told her. " Maybe 
Bibicescu will come, and you know she's his girl. She's l ived with 
him for several years . . . .  " Doamna Porumbache gazed at  h im a 
long time and then she began to cry. With a weak, exhausted 
gesture she l ifted her apron to her eyes. He listened to her choking 
sobs, her muffled sighs, and he smiled, gently closing his eyes. 
"He's always thinking of her, Aneto ,"  doamna Porumbache 
exclaimed suddenly, "always thinking of that h ussy, l i ttle sister! 
That boy you l eft to me, l ook what's become of h i m !  He spi ts 
blood, but he can't forget that  whore! "  Opening his eyes, he fixed 
his gaze on the same damp gray spot on the ceiling. "Speak more 
softly, " he said. "Bibicescu may come. She's Bibicescu's girl . . . .  " 

But Bibicescu rarely came, and then only briefly at nightfal l .  
H e  was always bored, preoccupied, and he paced the room in
cessantly with an absent air ,  his hands in his pockets. " What's 
new?" he asked from time to time, halting in front of the window, 
as far as possible from the bed . "How're you feeling?" "Fine," 
responded B�ris .  "And what a re you two doing?" "We're dining 
with conu M isu this evening. By the way,"  Bibicescu recalled 
suddenly, "conu M isu asked about you, If  you need anythi ng . . .  
maybe some money . . . .  " "No, I don't need a nythi ng. I 'm going 
to the sanatorium.  Perhaps coana Yiorica needs something. Ask 
her. . . .  " Bibicescu began aga in  to pace back and forth, l ooking at 
his watch occasionally. "But why doesn't he come himself-conu 
Misu?" "Oh, d idn't I tel l you?" said Bibicescu,  pausing in the 
middle of the room and turning to look at  the sick man. "He 
guards her  al l  the t ime.  He took charge of  her  this morning a nd he 
doesn't l eave her  side. H e  waits for her  in a car  at her  gate, and he 
doesn't l et her out of his sight all  day ."  

The nineteenth of  October is approaching,  Biris real ized. 
That's why he's guarding her. . . .  

The nineteenth of October is approaching, he remembered as he woke 
up in the night, that fi rst n ight, at the sanatoriu m .  H e  was covered V.•ith 
perspiration, but he did not want to call the nurse. Using the sleeve of 
his pajamas he wiped the drops of sweat from his forehead. When he 
awoke the next day he was fil led with wonder to discover, through the 
open window, the mountains and the forest there before his eyes, and it 
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seemed to him that he had been wandering aimlessly through a strange 
dream.  Lying motionless he breathed deeply of the brisk mounta in a i r  
and began to feel more cheerful.  In his room he noticed two other beds, 
both empty, and he said to himself, probably they died before I came. 

When he heard the bell r ing for lunch Biris breathed a sigh of rel ief. He 
assembled the papers that lay on the table, stowed them in a portfolio, and 
stepped out again on the balcony. The sun was high in the sky. Several gray 
clouds floated lazily over the mountains.  I'll write to him this  very day, he 
said to himself. I ' l l  write him that I've been forbidden to make any intellectual 
effort, that I have to have another operation. But he knew that the editor 
of Our Beacon had already found out about his thoracotomy of that winter 
when two of his ribs were removed. The man would never believe -him. 
I' l l  tell him I 'm tired, or perhaps that I ' l l  write about something else. I ' l l  
write about The Wake . . . .  

One damp ra iny Sunday in  February Stefan had borrowed a car from a 
friend and had come to see h im.  H e  had hesitated a moment on the 
threshold, looking with curiosity at Biris as he lay stretched out on the 
bed. H e  doesn't recognize me anymore, Biris real ized, and he smiled.  
"You've put on weight, " sa id Stefan. "You look wel l ,  very wel l . "  H e  
knew how h e  looked. H e  gazed at  himself many times a day in the 
m irror a nd followed closely the least change in his appearance. H is 
cheeks seemed to have swollen suddenly, somewhat a rtificially, and 
when he laughed a roll of fat appeared beneath his chin l ike a crop. He 
also knew he had lost a great deal of hai r  in  the past month. "You've put 
on weight," repeated Stefan. Then after a moment he added, "Catali
na's with me. She stayed downstairs in  the hal l .  She wants to know if 
you're up to seeing her too . "  

A few minutes later Catalina came i n .  "I didn't have the patience 
to wait. I knew you'd see me. " She too seemed to have changed. She 
looked younger. "How beautiful  it is here!" she exclai med as she ap
proached the balcony. A fine rain had begun to fall  and the mountains 
were hidden in mist. Catalina looked out over the forest, inhaling 
slowly, deeply. 

She's with Stefanescu, Biris said to himself, and he began to laugh . 
Stefan smiled ,  somewhat puzzled. 

"I was thinking of Catal ina , "  Biris  explained. "I was wondering if  
she's met Stefanescu . . . .  " 

"I 've met him," Catalina said, turning away from the window and 
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sitting down on the edge of the bed . "But he wasn't you . He doesn't look 
l ike you . " 

"The mountains arc always beautiful , "  Stefan i nterposed awk
wardly. "They're beautiful in the ra in  and mist. I spent five months in  
the Maramu res Mountains. " 

Biris thrust his  hand under the mattress and drew out a cheap tin 
cigarette case ,  the kind that soldiers carry. 

"It'll  make you sick ,"  Catal ina warned, l ooking into his eyes. 
" . . .  I was on mil itary duty there, in the Maramures Mountains , "  

continued Stefa n .  
When Biris l i t  h is  cigarette h e  noticed that h i s  hand trembled a 

l i ttle and h e  was annoyed. Catal ina kept looki ng at h i m .  She seemed 
not to be l istening to Stefan,  who continued speaking, qu ietly at tim es 
and then with animation , about the Maramures Mountains .  She was 
there beside h i m  and he could scarcely bel ieve it was she. She looked 
younger. She had changed. Because of Stefancscu, surmised Biris ,  and 
he  began all  at  once to laugh aga in .  Stefan stopped talki ng and turned a 
bewildered gaze on h i m .  

"Why arc you laughing?" 
Biris ran his hand over his face and covered his mouth in  an 

attempt to check his laughter. Cata l ina took the cigarette from his 
fingers. Rising, she walked to the balcony and crushed it on the con
crete. I wasn't even curious to find out what happened on the 
nineteenth of October, i t  suddenly occurred to h im.  I don't love her 
anymore, I don't desire her. She can do whatever she pleases, go to bed 
with anyone who takes her fancy. I'm cured. She's here beside me and 
i t's as though she d oesn't exist. 

"I th ink he l ooks more l ike Partcnie now , "  said Catal ina u nexpec
tedly, s itting down aga i n  on the edge of the bed. 

Biris inspected Stefan .  He did not appear to be troubled as he stood 
there in the center of the room , waiting to continue. 

"He was not so handsome as Stefan,  but he was more vai n , "  she 
resumed ,  distantly, as if she were speaking to someone else, someone 
other than her two companions. "He was very vai n .  He was never 
reconciled to the fact his fia ncee l eft h im . " 

"But when did you meet him?" Biris asked her i n  a subdued voice. 
He fel t the blood rush suddenly to his cheeks. He tried to slip his hand 
u nder the mattress aga i n  to pull out the cigarette case, but Cata l ina 
leaned over and caught his arm, l ifting it gently and laying it across her 
lap . . . . When you need that pleasure, come. I'll be waiting for you 
every evening . . . .  

"When did you meet h im?" he repeated with restraint.  "You never 
spoke of him to me. You never told me that you knew h im . "  
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Catal ina regarded Biris with great tenderness. She smiled.  
"I knew him well for only a few months before his death , "  she said 

in the same distant tone. "I thought we were going to have a great love 
for each other. He had even begun to write a play for me . . . .  " 

"Bibicescu claims he wrote it for him," interrupted Stefan, "that 
he wrote the play so Dan could act in it. " 

Catalina turned to look at him as though she wondered who was 
speaking. She shrugged her shoulders. "He wrote it for me, " she re
peated with tempered eloquence. "He confided it to me himself. He 
told me, 'I thought of you this evening when I began to write my play 
and I 've found a beautiful title for i t-one that says everything: The 
Wake. ' " 

"Do you know anything else?" asked Stefan eagerly, drawing a 
chai r  to the bedside and sitting down in front of her. " Do you know if he 
finished it?" 

"No, I don't, " Catal ina replied. " I  don't think he did . . . .  I 'd, l ike 
to have played a role in i t ,"  she added dreamily a moment later. 

"But you never said anything to me about him!" Biris exploded, 
and he pulled h is arm away, trying again to thrust his hand under the 
mattress after the cigarette case. "You knew how much I was interested 
in Partenie and you never mentioned him to me!" 

Catal ina smiled, studying him. She watched as he pulled out the 
case, opened it and selected a cigarette, turning it nervously between his 
fingers. This is absurd ! My hand's trembling, he said to himself. She's 
noticed it too, that my hand's trembl ing. 

"We were on the point of creating a great romance , "  Catalina went 
on in the same detached voice that seemed to come from somewhere far 
away. "We met l ike two students in love, going to art galleries, to parks, 
in the evenings. There was snow. It snowed al l  the time. " 

"It was in January, " Stefan said. "It snowed a lot that January. " 
"He said that he had a great need for me," continued Catal ina 

absently. "He said that only I could reconcile him to l ife again.  I bel ieve 
he was very vain . " She stopped. Suddenly she seemed tired , older. 
"And yet he was afraid of something. He sa id he had great need of 
me . . .  that he was happy that he met me . . . .  " 

' 'I 'm sorry he didn't meet Bursuc!"  Biris exclaimed, with a twisted 
smile, raising his head from the pillow. "Not Anisie, not Stefanes
cu . . . .  They weren't characters for him. But Bursuc he really should 
have met !"  . . .  You platonist, you idealist, haven't you realized yet that 
all women are whores? . . . "Bursuc was his kind of man!" he repeated in 
a thick, muffled voice. "Bursuc he ought to have met!" 

Catal ina l ooked at him again for a long time, smiling, and Stefan 
drew his chair  closer to the bed in anticipation. 
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"Then one day it happened . . . .  " 
"Bursuc would ha,·c been the man for h im!"  Biris said aga i n ,  

resting h i s  head o n  the pillow. He extinguished the half-smoked ciga
rette on the lid of the case. He fel t  exhausted to his very marrow and 
tried to close his eyes, but he quickly reopened them almost in terror, 
looking at  the ceil ing. There was no gray, smoky stain there. The 
ceil ing was white, spotless. 

"What did you say happened?" asked Stefan.  
"What you know very wel l , "  Catal ina explained in a quiet, indif

ferent tone. "They shot h im . . . .  " 

I might \Hitc an article about The Wake, Biris said to himself, returning to his 
room and stopping in front of the mirror in order to inspect his appearance. 
He ran his hand over the top of his head, then he straightened his tie. I might 
write about the enigma of The \Vake. I could tell what I know, what I 've 
heard. " . . .  But somehow I don't bel ieve that my insomnia of that  time . . .  " 
Vizi ru had started to say once long ago. It was after his visit to I leana . But Biris 
had not been l i steni ng to him. He did not know what else he had said in  the 
long sentence, ful l  of reservations and half-veiled revelations. "He didn't 
bel ie,·e me,"  Joana had said . "I l ied for nothing. " 

Slowly he made his way downsta irs to the dining hal l .  Beside his place 
his mail was waiting-the last issue of Our Beacon and a letter from Viziru . 
Stefan said that he would try to see h im early in April , before he left for 
London. (There's a war on! Biris suddenly remembered. Why is he going to 
London?) In any case, he asked Biris to write to him if he wanted someth ing 
from London. 'Til be staying there several ,,·eeks, but on my return in May, 
I 'l l  come to sec you at  Morocni with Joana . " He had first written "I leana , "  
then he had crossed out her name and had added above it,  \·cry distinctly, 
"Joana . "  
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7 
ON THE TENTH OF MAY THERE WAS A RECEPTION AT THE ROMANIAN LEGATION 

in London. After the service at the Greek church Stefan went on foot to 
Belgrave Square with several of his colleagues from the Commission. A 
half-hour earlier he had l earned that the Germans had launched an air attack 
over France, Belgium, and the Netherlands. Now, as the men crossed Hyde 
Park, Stefan l i stened without a word to the comments of his companions. The 
Minister was receiving the guests in the entrance to the salon and he did not 
appear to be preoccupied. Stefan saw the mil itary attache with a group of 
people a nd he started in that direction, but as he made his way across the 
salon he caught sight of Antim and Vadastra standing near the window with 
glasses of champagne in their hands. They seemed very solemn. 

One afternoon several weeks after he had left the cli nic,  Stefan had gone 
to visit Antim and had noticed Vadastra hurrying down the steps. Al
though they had not met for about three years, Stefan recognized the 
lawyer by his determined walk and the way he held  his head . Vadastra 
passed by without seeing him.  

"How did you meet h im?" Stefan asked Antim. 
"On the tra in ,  just as I met you. I was pleased that he knew Latin. 

It's a rare thing today to know Lati n . "  And then Antim had glanced at 
Stefan mysteriously with a smile of complicity. "For many people it's 
still a secret ,"  he added, "but you're a part of our house now, so I can 
tell you . You know that I have a niece, I rina ,  the daughter of my sister 
Gherghina ,  whom you met here one day. This Irina is a strange girl . 
She spends most of her time at the church and at homes for the aged. 
She's even had the idea of entering a convent, but her mother wouldn't 
allow it. She's her only child. What's to be done? The rest of us in the 
family are so sinful that God has taken pity on us and sent us a pure soul 
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to pray for our transgressions . "  H e  paused in his monologue to chuckle 
quietly. 

"To make a l ong story short, one day Vadastra saw her, and he was 
infatuated. I t's true th e girl has a dowry and she's rather pretty, but of al l  
the young men she has met he's the only one she's l iked. She says he's 
an unhappy person who needs h er h elp.  And since her mother l iked 
him too, because he's a boy of culture with a good position, I beli eve 
things are just about arranged. As you see, it's a marriage of love and 
sacrifice . . . .  " 

Stefan made his way through the crowd, smiling at the two men from across 
the room. Vadastra waited m otionless, his glass in his hand, standing rigid 
and solemn with a vacant stare. \Vhen Stefan approached them An tim tried to 
turn away, pretending not to see h im.  

"\Vhen did you arrive?" asked Stefan.  
Antim extended his hand cool ly. "The day before yesterday. May I 

present domnul Vasilescu-Vadastra? A lawyer, "  he added .  
"\Ve've known each other on sight for a l ong time,"  said Stefan.  
Vadastra adjusted his black monocl e and inspected h im.  "I bel ieve so," 

he said and turned his  head to look at the door. A group of British officers 
were coming in at that moment. 

"And . . .  the matter that you were concerned about . . .  ?" inquired Ste
fan, speaking more softly. 

Antim did not seem to have heard him.  He too turned his attention to 
the door. "They're officers from the General Staff, " Vadastra whispered . "The 
other man, the one with the gray hair, is the mil i tary attache. I recognized 
him by the way he saluted . "  

A few days before he l eft for England , J oana had entered his study. 
"Professor Antim has come. H e  wants to talk with you . He says it's 
something i mportant and urgent. "  

I t  was the first time the professor had come to h is house. "''m i n  a 
hurry , "  he said, sitting down wearily on a chair. "''ve come to ask you a 
great-a very great- favor. Don't say no. Only you can do it. " 

H e  was breath ing with difficulty and seemed to be anxious. "I told 
you a l ong time ago about the secret, so to speak, of my l ife , "  he began 
confidentially. "I told you that I was wai ting for a certain masterpiece to 
complete my col lection. I didn't tell you , however, what kind of mas
terpiece I meant. I didn't even give you a h int, and I 've done the same 
with all  my friends. I was forced to proceed in this way i n  order not to be  
discovered. Everyone thinks it's a painting from the French i mpres
sionists school or the work of a great Romanian painter because they 
know my preferences. The truth is something else and it is tremendous! 
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The pearl that I've been waiting for, that I acquired a few weeks ago, is a 
Rubens! A genu ine Rubens and not a studio copy, as the heirs who sold 
it to me believe. Because-[ forgot to tell you-l've been lying in wait 
for th is canvas for twenty-eight years. It belonged to an acqua intance of 
mine, who inherited it through his wife's family from an Austrian 
baron. For a hundred years th is painting has been considered a copy or 
the work of a pupil . I became convinced a l ong time ago that it is a true 
Rubens. I studied the problem for years without anyone's being aware of 
it. I became the greatest Rubens expert in eastern Europe and I didn't 
even dare to reveal my knowledge to anyone. I'm very proud of this 
skillful piece of deceit perpetrated over a period of twenty-eight years !"  

H e  broke into a brief sardonic laugh and his entire face became 
suddenly ani mated. His fatigue seemed to have vanished, as if by 
magic. 

"Finally, to continue,"  he went on, "on March 9 I laid my hands 
on the painting, paying a nominal price for i t. And from this point on 
another secret begins. I 'm asking you to keep this to yourself. You 'll 
understand why immediately. I don't want a rumor to be spread in 
Romania that I own a genuine Rubens. I'm afraid I wouldn't be able to 
keep it.  The Palace would ask for it, or perhaps I should even feel 
obligated to surrender it to a museum for a ridiculous su m-because I 
consider myself a patriot too! On the other hand I have no use for a 
Rubens. I t's not for me. It doesn't fit in any of the categories of my 
collection. I want to sell it,  not here but abroad. A true Rubens wil l  sell 
for a fantastic sum today-tens of thousands of pounds sterling. Do you 
realize what that means in our poor lei? What i t  means for the fu ture of 
my collection? But in order to sell i t  I have to get the endorsement of a 
European art expert. I 've heard of a renowned English authority at the 
National Gallery . . . .  And now I come to the great favor I 'm asking you 
to do for me . . . .  " 

He was silent a moment, looking at Stefan with a pleading glance 
that was full  of significance. "I 've heard that you're leaving for London. 
Is that  so?" 

'Tm going next week. We're negotiating a l oan.  But I don't see 
how I can be of usc to you , "  Stefan hastened to add in embarrassment. 

"Wait a bit, " interrupted Antim.  'Til tell you di rectly. I can't send 
the painting to London and I can't take it  with me now in wartime. 
Besides I don't have a British visa yet. I 'm expecting it however from one 
day to the next. But the delicate thing is transporting the painting. And 
here's what I thought. You'll have diplomatic courier privileges because 
you're going on an official mission. I 'l l  wrap up the picture very care
fully and you can slip it  into one of your valises. And when I arrive in 
London I' l l  manage the rest. . . .  I have my means . . . .  " 
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"I 'm terribly sorry, Professor Antim . . .  " Stefan began .  
Anti m looked at h i m ,  surprised a nd fearful ,  and stopped h i m  with 

a motion of his  hand. "You didn't understand me correctly. I didn't say 
you yourself n ecessarily \\·i l l  have to carry it. You could put it in the 
diplomatic courier portfolio. I bel ieve this is possible. And of course I 'l l  
sec that the one \\·ho carries it  i s  properly rewarded . "  

Embarrassed, Stefan was si lent for some moments, then h e  said 
softly, "I mpossible! At least for me. It's i mpossible for me to do it. " 

"But why, may I ask?" demanded Antim ,  irritated . 
' ' I 'm a n  employee of the Ministry of National Economy. A valu

abl e  pai nting represents a state asset. \Vhat you're asking me to do is 
equivalent to supporting a smuggl i ng operation on a grand scale. " 

"Ei! Just a minute ! "  Antim cried, shocked. "You know well tha t  
it's not smuggl i ng. I 'm just asking you to do m e  a friendly fa\·or, some
th ing that civilized people arc accustomed to doing for one another. " 

" I t's impossible for me !"  said Stefan,  smil ing. 
Antim began to rub his  hands ncr\'ously. "I came to you because 

things arc happening so fast. They've landed now in Norway . This very 
day the fighting on the French front may start. I ha\'C to go and return 
while there's still t ime. Right nO\\ is the ideal moment. You have your 
mission, I my \·isa promised . . . .  " 

He was si lent aga in ,  looking at Stefan l ong and inquisi tively .  ' ' I 'm 
sorry that I bothered you , "  he said,  suddenly ris ing. When he reached 
the door he added, "However, I ' m  counting on you to be discreet. " 

Vadastra adjusted his  black monocle aga in and turned to Antim .  "That 
\\·oman who just came in is the greatest American \\ oman correspondent. I 
kno\\ her . "  

"''m glad you\·c arrived , "  Stefan tried once more. "And I suppose that 
the matter you \\·ere concerned about . . .  " 

"Everythi ng's been arranged , "  Antim said without looki ng at h im.  
" I t  \\ as arranged under the most favorable conditions possible," said 

Vadastra , suddenly raising his head. "Thanks to connections which I had with 
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs . . . .  " 

But at that moment someone i n  the front TO\\' gave a signal and a l l  the 
conversations were abruptly hushed . Stefan heard the Minister say "Long l ive 
the King!" 

"Long live the King!" the audience repeated i n  a chorus. 
" . . .  Thanks to connections I have with important personages in the 

Ministry of Foreign Affairs , "  continued Vadastra , "I managed th is tour de force 
in l ess than t\\'o weeks. Both of us were sent to London on official business !"  

H e  looked at  Stefan in  tri u mph, then solemnly sipped again from his  
champagne glass. 
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"It's true, "  Antim said, and a smile of pride l ighted his face for a mo
ment. "We're here on an official assignment!" 

"I was even offered a diplomatic courier portfolio ,"  Vadastra continued, 
"but I refused it. What would I need of a diplomatic courier? It would have 
be-en imprudent. Too great a responsibility .  But please don't ask me any 
more, because I should not be able to answer. All I can reveal is that it is a 
question of a mission of the greatest del icacy. I shall ask you , even, to be very 
discreet. I informed the Minister in a long secret audience on the very evening 
of our arrival .  But I haven't yet received detailed orders. I can't tell you 
anything else . "  

Everyone began t o  move toward the dining room . 
"A hundred German planes have been shot down al ready, " Stefan heard 

someone near him say. "It was announced just now on the radio . . . .  " 
"Where are you staying?" inquired Stefan. 
"For the present at the Rembrandt H otel , next to the Legation , "  said 

Vadastra, speaking more quietly. "But this is only temporary. We have big 
plans. I can't tell you any more . . .  you understand why . . . .  " 

The very next day Stefan went to see them. At the Rembrandt Hotel he was 
told that they had left without giving any address. 

"Besides, they're no longer in London, "  the military attache told him in 
the course of the week, smil ing significantly. "They're on a mission. " 

The economic agreement was signed at the height of the campaign in 
France, but the members of the Commission could sti l l  take the plane to Paris 
and return to Bucharest. However, the expert who had to check the first 
shipments was delayed, and Stefan was di rected to take h is place. For the next 
several weeks he was always on the move, although he did not forget to 
inquire about Vadastra at the Legation when he was in London. Once the 
mil itary attache said, with the same mysterious smile, "I saw him the day 
before yesterday, but I don't think he stayed more than a few hours. They 
aren't l iving in London. "  

I n  the middle of June the Ministry of the Economy announced that the 
expert would not be coming. Stefan was given instructions to expedite the 
shipments of trucks and medical supplies, the only goods that had any chance 
of reaching Constanta . For ten days he remained in Birmingham. On his 
return to London he was summoned to the office of the Minister. 

"I have good news for you . You're not going back to Romania . You're 
staying with us. You've been appointed Economic Secretary in place of 
Magheru , who was transferred to Berne. " 

He saw Stefan hesitate and he added, "I know what you're thinking, but 
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don't worry. We'll bring your family here by plane. We'll bring them in a few 
days by way of Ankara . Telegraph home a nd tell them to get ready for the 
trip . "  

"Do you know anything about Vadastra and Professor Antim?" Stefan 
asked suddenly .  

The Mi nister d id  not reply immediately. H e  just gazed at  Stefan a nd 
played with a l etter opener, turning slowly i n  his chair. Finally he inquired , 
"Do you know them well?" 

"Just Professor Anti m .  H e's a n  art  coll ector. And I know that  they've 
come here on a mission. " 

"I can't quite figure them out. They both came with official passports. At 
first they received a sum of money also, but I 've had no precise di rective on 
their assignment. Vadastra led me to understand that he was sent by the Secret 
Service, but I find this hard to bel ieve. He gives the impression of being a 
fanatic. But i n  any case, be careful .  . . .  " 

After that Stefan went every day to the Legation . Sometimes when he 
saw the mil i tary attache he was told,  "There's no news. They haven't come 
back. " And the man woul d  smile mysteriously ,  so tha t  Stefan wondered if he 
were concealing a secret or simply joking. 

"Have a l i ttle m ore patience, " the Minister advised. "There are some 
difficulties. The fl ight schedules have not yet been fully reestablished. They 
can still find seats to Cairo, but between Cairo and Barcelona, a nd especially 
on the Lisbon-London planes, i t's impossible at  the moment to get places . "  

One morning he bought a paper a n d  when h e  opened it  he stopped, 
aghast, in the middle of the sidewalk.  In an ultimatum the S oviets demanded 
the surrender of Bessarabia . S omeone grasped his arm a nd Stefa n  raised his 
eyes from the paper, startled. It  was Vadastra. H e  seemed u nusual ly  excited. 
He brought his face close to Stefa n's and asked , "Have you heard?" Raising 
his voice he continued ,  "Tomorrow it will be our turn-all of us! That's what 
will happen if no one takes care of us, if  we're abandoned in the middle of the 
war without the most elementary protection!" 

"But what's happened?" 
"Last night they arrested Professor Antim!  But I'm going to raise a row!"  

he added, shaking his forefinger in a threatening gestu re. 'Ti l  telegraph the 
Prime Minister. I 'l l  protest through the newspapers! I 'l l  demand the recall of 
the Minister if he doesn't i ntervene immediately on behalf of my uncle !"  

"This is wartime,"  sa id  Stefan.  "They may have made a mistake. Perhaps 
this very h our the professor has already been released . . . .  " 

"Anyway, I 'm goi ng to protest!" Vadastra interrupted. "We came here on 
official business. I ' l l  ask the Minister to protest in the m ost energetic terms !"  

"I don't know if he'll receive you , "  remarked Stefan.  "I  don't even know 
if  he's at the Legation. After the S oviet ultimatum . . .  " 

" What ultimatum?" Vadastra asked with a scowl . 
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"They demand that we withdraw from Bessarabia in three days ."  
"Ah! "  said Vadastra. "It  was expected. I foresaw this a long time ago . "  He 

was silent, rubbing h is  hands in  some embarrassment. "Do you th ink he'll be 
released?" he asked after a long pause and in a more subdued voice. "Do you 
bel ieve it's just a mistake?" 

"Probably. Speak with the Consul General .  He'll intervene personally. 
But," he added, "do you know of any motive for his arrest?" 

"On my word of honor, I have no idea , "  said Vadastra solemnly. "We 
arrived in London several days ago and we've been away all the time. " 

"Perhaps that's the very reason . . . .  " 
"But why?" Vadastra was indignant. "Just because England is at war are 

we then no longer free to travel around on the trains? We haven't been on a 
joyride! We've been on business! "  

After looking a round carefully h e  approached Stefan again and took his 
arm. " I  know you're in  on the secret too, "  he sa id very quietly. "It's a question 
of our Rubens. We've been looking for an expert. The one from the National 
Gallery is in America. And we have to be very careful ,  very discreet, as you 
understand. Fortunately,"  he added, wiping his forehead ,  "the ma tter is about 
to be concluded. The painting was authenticated and we've also found a 
purchaser. We won't receive the sum that we had anticipated at first, but we 
made an excellent bargain anyway. The problem now is what to do with the 
money? That's why we haven't yet closed the sale. We're waiting. We have no 
reason to hurry. The longer we wait, the higher the prices of classic pa intings 
will climb . . . .  " 

Stefan did not manage to l isten until the end. Suddenly he had remem
bered one of his former classmates from the University, Chelariu , who 
was now a professor at Chisinau in Bessarabia. H is wife, Stefan had 
learned the year before, had given birth to another baby, their fifth . 
Chelariu had bought a small vineyard near Chisinau and had set up a 
part of his l ibrary there. He had told Stefan once that he was sti l l  
occupied with the same subject he had selected for his degree thesis, old 
Romanian law . . . .  In three days, specified the ultimatum,  the troops 
will withdraw from Bessarabia ,  leaving all the military, industrial , and 
administrative facilities intact. . . .  

" . . .  And now, " Vadastra continued, "''ll give you some good news. I received 
it  a long time ago, but I 've kept it secret. I 'm going to become a father very 
soon . "  

"My congratulations!" 
"Thank you . You know, I was informed long ago about this happy event. 

I wanted to wai t  and surprise you , all of you , the Romanians in London. 
But now that I don't have any chance of leaving soon, I 've decided I can tell 
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you . I hope it will be a boy , "  he added, frowning sl ightly.  
"We'll cede it, " the people around Stefan were saying. "What else can we 

do? We're a l i ttle cou ntry. " Chelariu was working on old Romanian Ia\\ . 
Romanian law . . . .  " I  don't think they'll hold h im l ong, "  someone said.  I t's 
just a mistake. They'll let h im go . . . .  " "But what about your wife?" Stefan 
was asked. He sh rugged his shoulders. The air l ine service had not yet been 
restored . l oana had telegraphed h im in the m inistry code: "Impossible through 
Cai ro. They are trying to get seats through Lisbon. "  "I went to the Foreign 
Office, " the Minister said .  "They promised to reserve places on the plane from 
Lisbon. " Then, the next evening, Stefan was summoned by the Minister. 
He was pale but appeared to be cal m .  ' ' I 've been recal led , "  he said .  "I was 
expecting it. Of course I won't return.  I believe the democracies wil l  win; 
there's no question about it ! " 

"This evening Anti m was released , "  he heard someone say. "It  was a 
mistake. " "They've settled in London , "  announced the m il itary attache. 
He was no longer smil i ng. He seemed to be worried. "Transylvania wil l be 
next. We'll cede it too. We've held fifteen d ivisions on the frontier for a lmost 
two years-all  for nothing. " "You who are interested in contemporary his
tory . . .  " said the Minister. . . .  

"With you it's different, " Biris had said . "You're married , and you're 
probably happy in your marriage. History doesn't interest you . You'd 
l ike everything to stand sti l l ,  to become fixed just as it is now, because 
you're happy, you're at peace, and you wish time would stop flowing . "  

"You who are interested i n  contemporary history , "  the Minister said,  " read 
this . "  It was a l i ttle notice in a paper, underlined in red, and it announced 
that the wolves in the Zoological Gardens had begun to dig hol es .  They were 
digging their burrows very deep in the earth . "They're preparing too for the 
siege! " Then the Mi nister asked Stefan,  " What's happening at  the Legation? 
How do you get along with your new chief, the charge d'affaires?" 

"I've asked him to intercede aga in at  the Foreign Office to get seats for 
my wife . . . .  " 

" . . .  For you , of course, a l l  these things are of no interest. You're 
married , and probably happily married . . . .  " "I am happ) , "  he had said. 
"But I d on't bel ieve that's the reason. I don't th ink it's simply because 
I'm happily married that I try not to let myself be confiscated by history, 
that I try to emerge from Ti me . . . .  " "What do you mean?'' Biris i nter
rupted h i m .  "What does this monstrous proposition mean: to emerge 
from Time?'' "Once when I was l ittle,  I rode home in a wagon full  of 
hay. This happened at our vineyard near Ramnicul Sarat. I had gone to 
sleep and suddenly I woke up alone in the wagonload of hay, and there 
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above me were only the stars. Only the stars. And it seemed as though 
everything had stopped there, in i ts place. It seemed as though time no 
longer flowed. Only the stars were there. "  "All this means nothing, " 
Biris said. "Naive, infantile emotions with absolutely no signifi
cance . . . .  " This conversation had taken place long ago on strada Mace
lari . They were not yet friends, they didn't cal l  each other tu . That was 
before Biris had found out about the room Samba. Otherwise he would 
have said,  "You're trying to recover an Edenic,  infantile state. To 
emerge from time. This for you means the return to the hay ride of your 
childhood, or to the forbidden room on the second floor . "  "I 've told you 
this ,"  Stefan continued, "to prove to you that even when I was a child I 
knew that time can stand sti l l .  It wasn't necessary for me to wai t  until I 
was happily married to discover this fact. " "Stefan,  what's happened to 
you?" demanded Biris, wondering, last year. "What's happening to you 
and I leana? You're a lucky man. You had the great good fortune of 
l oving your wife . . . .  " "I still  l ove her," Stefan said. "I love my wif� very 
much . . . .  " 

"We could come through Switzerland, "  J oana wired. "Hold the places on the 
plane from Lisbon. " "''m deeply sorry, my dear Vizi ru , "  said the charge 
d'affaires , "but you must have patience. Tomorrow I 'l l  go to the Foreign 
Office again . "  "We're coming via Switzerland , "  Joana telegraphed again.  

' ' I 'm going to Switzerland,"  I leana had said that morning in March. 
"The Valkyrie has invited me to Lausanne. She's inherited the estate of 
a very wealthy aunt. I'm going to l ive with her. Anyway, I 've ht!ard that 
you're leaving for London. " "Just for a few weeks to conclude some 
economic agreements. I 'l l  be back by the end of May at  the latest. You 
won't leave before I come back, will you? Please . . . .  I want very much 
for you not to leave . . . .  " I leana l ooked at  him for a l ong time and then 
she smiled .  "It's i mpossible for me to understand you ," she said. 
"Someti mes I seem to be dreaming, talking with you in a dream. " She 
was dressed in a gray tailored suit and she wore a l i ttle bunch of violets 
in the buttonhole. 

The twenty-thi rd of March-he remembered the day very well .  It 
was cloudy and a cold wind was blowing. Spring seemed far away. 
"Drole de guerre," Ileana had said, surprising Stefan in a furtive glance 
at the news kiosk, where a boy, arriving on a bicycle, had just unloaded 
the afternoon edition. "Nothi ng happens. "  ' 'I 'd l ike to ask you some
thing," he began finally, as they neared her home. "Probably you've 
guessed already what I want to ask you . "  I leana had released h is arm 
suddenly and turned her head. "Stefan, please !"  She spoke in a voice 
that was unexpectedly harsh , and she regarded h im coldly, severely. 
"Please, if you want us stil l  to be fri ends . . . .  " 
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One day Antim entered Vizi ru's office meekly, carrying a portfol io under his 
arm. In the three months s ince Stefan had last seen him he had aged i ncredi
bly. He appeared to be terrified.  

"''m very sorry that I didn't come before, "  he said, closing the door 
carefully .  "I  have complete confidence in you. You're an honest man . "  H e  
looked around h i m  suspiciously a s  i f  he were afra id that someone might hear 
him.  

· ' I  was glad to learn that the police didn't hold you , "  commented Stefan.  
"Probably it was a routine error . " 

Antim sat down in the armchair in front of the desk. "An error! "  he 
cried, searching for his handkerchief in order to wipe his forehead. "Do you 
thi nk the English ever a rrest peopl e by error? They don't exactly make a game 
of  it !  I was arrested for espionage! They never said it  openly, but  they inti 
mated it. I was fortunate enough to be examined by a fine man who had an 
appreciation of French culture and who also had a great weakness for old 
things . . . .  There was an informer. " 

H e  took the portfol io,  which he had placed on the desk, a nd laid it in his 
lap.  "I  wonder who would be interested in  denouncing me as a spy , "  he 
added, ra ising his eyes suddenly  as  if he wished to surprise some facial m ove
ment of Stefan's. "A spy ! "  he repeated, and he lowered his  voice meaning
fully.  

Probably that's the reason why they don't find space on the plane from 
Lisbon. We're all  under suspicion . Romania has renounced the Allies and 
gone over to the side of the Axis. From now on it's H i tler who guarantees us.  
That's why we abandoned Bessarabia . . . .  Chelariu studied old Romanian 
law. Romanian law . . . .  

" Don't you have anything to say?" demanded Anti m .  
' 'I 'm waiting for my wife, " Stefan sa id promptly, spiritedly. "For a month 

she's been expecting to get places on the plane from Lisbon. "  
"You can't get them anymore, " said Antim.  "\Ve wanted to leave a long 

while ago too, but we can't find seats . Or they won't give them to us .  We're 
caught h ere l ike mice in a trap. Just l i ke mice, " he added, dropping his voice 
agam.  

H e  looked around, apparently searching for something. " I  real ly wonder 
who might have had an interest in denouncing me. The inspector who 
i nterrogated me . . .  " 

At that moment they heard the air  raid a lert and Antim sprang to his feet. 
"Do you have a good strong shelter i n  the Legation?" he asked, holding the 
portfol io tightly under his arm. 

"There is one,  but it's not too strong. Although so far we haven't gone 
down very often when the alert sounds. You've noticed that there hasn't been 
so much bombing. " 

"You shouldn't play with fate!" exclaimed Antim .  "Where did you say 
the shel ter is? Or maybe you'll go down with me . . .  " 
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"I suggest we wait a little longer, domnule Professor , "  Stefan proposed . 
"Perhaps the planes won't come our way. If we hear the guns in Hyde Park 
we'll go down . "  

Antim sat down again,  but h e  did not seem to b e  entirely reassured. 
"Domnul Vadastra told me that you found a buyer for the painting. I was 

glad to hear it. " 
"When did you see Spiridon?" asked Antim, his astonishment not un

mixed with fear. 
"On the day you were arrested he came to the Legation to protest. "  
"Hmm . . . .  S o  he's a busybody too . . . .  " Antim paused, l istening atten

tively. "Was I just imagining it or did I hear the guns?" 
"You just i magined it. But if you have a premonition you'd better go 

down to the shelter. In these matters each one ought to follow his own intu
ition . "  

Antim took out his handkerchief aga in and wiped h i s  forehead. ''I 've 
been nervous for some time,"  he said. "I don't recognize myself anymore. " 

"Why don't you leave London? Go somewhere in the country. There 
you wouldn't have anything to worry about. " 

"''ve been considering that, but I 'm afraid , "  replied Antim,  speaking 
more softly.  'Tm afraid to bury myself in a village with this treasure of mine. " 
He pointed to the portfol io.  "And I don't want to sell it yet. What would I do 
with the money? I can't keep i t  at my house and if  I put it in the bank, there i t  
wi l l  stay! Any time now they'll be freezing the accounts. Everyone says so .  At 
l east here in London I feel more secure . . . .  I might put the picture in a bank, 
in a safe,"  he added after a short pause, "but suppose they don't want to give i t  
back? It's better to carry i t  with me." 

They began to hear the batteries in Hyde Park quite distinctly. Antim 
turned pal e  and got to his feet. "See how your hunches play tricks on you!"  he 
said in a whisper. "Let's hurry . . . .  " 

Stefan went downstairs with him to show him the way to the shelter. 
"Don't tell Spiridon I saw you ! Pretend you know nothing about me. " 

H e  was silent, absorbed in thought. They no longer heard the guns. 
"That boy's a bit crazy," added Antim .  "I  don't know what's got into his 

head. He says he's had premonitions of disaster, that we'll l eave our bones 
here. He says we ought to make our wills . " 

"As a lawyer he thinks of every possibility ,"  sa id Stefan. 
Antim hal ted abruptly in the middle of the stairway. "But I won't do it! I t  

would be a bad omen! "  

I should have asked h i m  about doamna Zissu , Stefan remembered after he 
had parted from Antim. 
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"If you '' ish we can talk about something else , "  I leana had said. "Sev
eral years ago when I fi rst met you , you spoke to me about Vasi lescu
Vadastra and his great love, doamna Zissu . "  " I  don't know that she was 
his great love , "  he interrupted . "I don't know who she was . . . .  " "Tell 
me about her, or about Vadastra , "  continued I leana.  "It  doesn't matter 
what you tell me, but if you want us to remain friends don't ask me 
anything!" She had cried ou t almost in  desperati on, " Don't ask  me 
anything!" He could see again the gl i mmer of fear  i n  her eyes, i n  her 
pleading glance. 

I should have asked him about doamna Zissu . 
A fe,,· days later they met in front of the Legation. "I came especially to 

get you , "  said Anti m .  "We'd l ike you to give us the pleasure of dining with us 
this evening. I hope we '' on't ha,·e an alert . " H e  looked at  the sky. "It seems 
to be getting cloudy . . . .  A bad sign . "  He seemed to have aged even more 
since Stefan had last seen hi m .  H is vandyke had grown out u nrestra ined, his 
checks \\ ere gaunt, his hair was white .  He was clutchi ng the portfoli o  tightly 
under his arm. "But what's the matter?" he asked Stefan.  "Have you received 
bad ne\\'S from home?'' 

"Yes a nd no. My wife can't come now. They can't get scats on the plane 
for several months . Ho,,·ever I ,,·asn't th inking of that. Perhaps it's better for 
her to stay in Romania ,  at least for the time being. But I 've been thinki ng of 
,,·hat's happening to us, to Romania .  You've heard that Hitl er has summoned 
us to an urgent meeti ng in Vienna . "  

' 'Unfortunately for u s , "  murmured Anti m .  "\Vhen you 're a l i ttle coun
try, what else can you expect?" 

They walked along in si lence. Stefan stopped to buy the fi nal editi ons of 
the e\·ening papers and he gradually mastered his uneasi ness as he glanced 
over them. "Nothing serious for the moment, thank God ! "  he whispered, 
relieved. 

He had arrived at nightfall in that hamlet lost in the mountains. The 
soldier had taken his pack and led him toward the outski rts of the 
vil lage. "It's a good home, "  he said. " Well-to-do people . . .  " The rai n  
h a d  intensified b y  the time they reached the yard . A woman came out 
on the porch to meet them with a rushl ight in her hand. "Are you the 
l ieutenant?" she asked. " Welcome! If you please, come i n !  Please!" The 
table was ready and they had set a place for h im too. The husband took 
Stefa n's hand in both of his and held it fast for some time,  repeating 
several times, " \Ve thank you for th is honor. Thank you for comi ng to 
us . . . .  " Then showi ng h im to his children he had stated solemnly, " Do 
you see him? The good l ieutenant has come here to protect us. H e  is a 
leader i n  the Romanian Army. H e  defends our frontiers. " 
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"But you will eat with us this evening?" Antim broke the silence suddenly. "I  
don't know what the meal wil l  be because Spiridon has planned it.  He 
understands English and takes care of the housekeeping. " He tried to laugh 
but the mirth was forced and i t  faded quickly from his face. 

"We l ive in Hampstead,"  he continued. "I don't know very well how to 
pronounce it .  Spiridon found the apartment, too. The owner has gone to 
New Zealand and we rented it very cheaply . . . .  " 

I n  the Underground Antim was silent almost the whole time, clasping 
his portfol io tightly on h is lap. He seemed plunged in deep thought. Stefan 
unfolded the newspapers. "We've been summoned to an urgent meeting in 
Vienna . . . .  " 

He had come to the edge of a vil lage once in a fal l  of fine dry snow. A 
group of peasants was coming down the side of the mountain and he 
had stopped to wai t  for them. "Good evening," he said. The men 
approached and one after another they raised their fur caps. "What's the 
news, officer?" one of them asked. "What do you hear about the �var?" 
"It's still going on, "  responded Stefan.  "That's the way war is ,"  said an 
older man. "It  goes on and on. I t's God's punishment. . . .  " "Perhaps 
God will help us to escape , "  Stefan said. " Everything comes from 
God , "  the old man added. "It  is all as he wills . . . .  " He was silent. 

They stood there in the snow without speaking, gazing at Stefan , 
occasi onally pull ing their saricas* up around their shoulders. "And 
you , "  Stefan began aga in ,  "are you from the mountain?" "From the 
mounta in ,"  said one of them. "From Saraceni . "  "And how is it there?" 
"Fine," the old man said . "It's fine. Soldiers are there too. They're 
everywhere. But if there's a war, that's the way it should be. " Then he 
was silent again ,  watching Stefan. "But what do you have to say? How 
do you ad just yourselves to the hardships?" The old man spat to one side 
and pulled h is cap down on his forehead. The snow had begun to fal l  
more thickly. "We have enough troubles , "  the man said. "The devil 
take them! Since our sons have gone to the army only a few are left, and 
all of us old, to do the work! But the times are l ike that. . . .  " "So they 
are ,"  spoke up another man. "These are hard times . "  "Hard , "  the old 
man echoed. Stefan,  troubled, looked at him. "And besides that?" he 
asked. "What else do you hear?'' "They say there will be war in our land 
too, "  one man repl ied, and the old man said, "As God Wills . . . .  " "But 
you, what do you say?" "What can a man say? As God wil ls !"  "But if 
war comes?" insisted Stefan. "If i t  comes there's noth ing to be done. All 
men go to war. It's a man's destiny. When there's war, he must fight. " 

Stefan said nothing. Night had fal len. Lighted rush-candles ap-

* Peasant's fluffy woolen mantle. 
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pea red at several of the windows .  "Am I not perhaps delaying you? It's 
late and maybe you have far to wal k  . . . .  " "Ah ! "  said the old man, "we 
were just res ting a moment. As for walking we've just now hit the road.  
We'll be walking al l  night. . . .  " " Don't l et me deta in  you longer 
then . . .  A safe journey ! "  "God help you ! "  said the old man,  ra ising h is 
cap. 

They departed, each one close upon the heels of the man ahead, 
silent, swallowed quickly by the darkness. A cold ,  biti ng wind began to 
blow. I t  sent the snow S\\·irl i ng h igh in the a i r. Stefa n  stood there 
foll owing them with his eyes as they vanished in  the obscurity. He was 
fil led with a great cal m  that  rose spontaneously from the depths of his 
being, i mpel l ing h im to si lence. Noth i ng can ever happen to them. 
They are from the mounta i ns a nd they are l ike the mounta ins. They're 
men from another age. Everyth i ng will continue to be as it is now, 
u nchanged , u ndisturbed-the people, the rocks, the seasons. \Vhen 
they die other men l ike them will be born in  the mou nta ins.  These are 
men to whom nothing ,,· i l l  ever happen. 

" I  ,,·as cal led to acti,·e duty too, last year ,  for about five months, " Stefa n  
began ,  seeing that  Antim was staring at h im i mpatiently, bli nking frequently 
as if he  ,,·ere trying to sta y  awake . " I  was in  the Maramures Mountains. " 

' ' I 'm rather tired , "  said Antim ,  "and I 'm tired because I don't sleep wel l .  
When I hear the alert I go to the shelter. The day before yesterday I d id n't 
close my eyes all night. " 

"And e,·en so ,  as you've seen, strictly speaking they aren't a i r  raids. 
They're only obser\'ation flights .  You don't have to pay a ny attention to them. 
Maybe the Germans are doing th is just to keep us from sleepi ng. " 

"But how do you know that  someday they won't give us a massive 
bombing as they did Rotterdam?" the professor inqu ired . 

"I t's not the same th i ng at a l l .  London is well defended, "  repl ied Stefa n ,  
and aga in  Antim was silent, l ost in  thought. 

''Talk to me about someth ing else . . . .  Tell me about Vadastra and his 
l ove, doamna Z issu . . . .  " 

It was dark when they came out of the subway station. N othing was visible but 
the pale flashes of the traffic s ignals. 

"''d l ike to ask you something. " Stefan broke the s i lence suddenly. 
"Maybe it will seem rather strange . . .  " 

"Speak,"  sa id A ntim ,  seeing that  his  companion hes itated . 
"You'll think my curiosity is ridicul ous , "  commenced Stefan with a 

sheepish smile.  
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Antim halted and looked at him for a l ong time knowingly. "I rather 
suspect what it  may be, "  he said. "You want to ask me about Spiridon . "  

"Something to d o  with h i m , "  Stefan began briskly. "We l ived i n  the 
same hotel and my room was next door to his.  I often heard him talking with 
his friends . And he spoke all the time about a certain doamna Zissu,  an 
acquaintance of his from early youth . I wanted to ask you if  you know 
anything about this doamna Zissu, if he's ever spoken to you about her. " 

Anti m continued to stare at Stefan,  perplexed. "She may have been a 
sweetheart of his when he was young. "  

"But has h e  never spoken about her?" insisted Stefan.  "Hasn't h e  ever 
mentioned her name?" 

Shaking h is head Antim repl ied, "I don't remember that I ever heard 
it. . . .  I thought you were going to ask me something else, "  he added after a 
pause. "But we'll talk about it another time. Now, we just cross the street and 
we're there . . . .  " 

They found Spiridon setting the table. He had removed his jacket and had put 
on the coat to his lounging pajamas. When he saw Stefan come in he stopped 
in surprise. He searched hastily for his black monocle and set it in place. 
Then , forcing a smile, he went to shake the visitor's hand. 

"I met him on the street by chance, "  declared Antim, embarrassed, "and 
I invited him to eat with us. " 

"We should l ike it very much , "  said Spiridon. "Let me set a place for 
you . This evening we're having canned smoked tongue and fried potatoes . "  
He hurried out of the room. Stefan looked a t  Antim i n  astonishment. 

"Forgive me, please," the professor whispered. "I wanted to have you 
with me. Maybe we can get him to talk. I have the impression that he's 
somewhat mad . . . .  " 

Vadastra returned from the kitchen with a plate, some silverware, and a 
clean napkin. "What marvelous organization ! "  he cried. "You find every
thing you want. I n  England you have no need of servants . "  Arranging Stefan's 
place at the table, he stepped back and surveyed it from a distance, h is eye 
slightly closed. Then he picked up the entire place setting and moved it to the 
other side of the table.  

"Do you speak English well?" Vadastra asked Stefan. "I speak it per
fectly. Each day I get compl iments from everyone. Only nenea * Iancu doesn't 
believe me. " 

He looked at Antim with' an affectionate grin, which the professor re-

• Uncle (approximately). 
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turned, shaking his head. "Of course I bel ieve you , "  he said. "I bel i eve you . "  
A few moments later Antim rose from his chair  i n  haste and headed for 

the bathroom with the portfoli o  under h is  arm. " Excuse me a minute, " he  
said in embarrassment. "Old age, you know . . . .  " 

As soon as the door was shut, Vadastra approached Stefan and took his 
arm, drawing him to the other side of the room. "You've noticed too, I thi nk, 
hO\v much the professor has changed , "  he  said very softly. "He's afraid of 
death . H e  talks constantly about d eath . H e  says that we'l l  l eave our bones 
here. Is he l osing his mind,  perhaps? And then , what will we do with the 
painting? You saw him,  he even carries i t  with h i m  to the bathroom .  I could 
take offense at that. Can i t  be he's afraid I 'll steal it? But who brought him to 
London? Who got an official passport for h i m? If  it hadn't been for me with 
my connections . . .  " 

' ' I 'm sure you were talking about me, " said Antim ,  who had rehnned to 
the dining room unobserved. He l ooked at each of them suspiciously. 

"Domnul Vadastra was tel l ing me about his connections with the Minis
try of Foreign Affairs , "  remarked Stefa n .  

Spiridon \\·ent back t o  the table a n d  reset the places absent-m indedly. H e  
did not appear t o  b e  l istening t o  what the others were saying. He addressed 
Antim ,  "Shall  we fry some potatoes or just get along with the smoked tongue? 
We have a bottle of beer too. " 

The professor looked eloquentl y  at Stefa n .  "I say to fry some potatoes 
too. Smoked tongue by i tself isn't enough . Maybe domnul Viziru's hungry . "  

"On the contrary , "  said Stefan,  distressed. " I  cat almost noth i ng i n  the 
eveni ng. " 

"That's better for your health , "  Vadastra declared. "So,  we won't fry any 
potatoes?" 

Antim sat down at the table without answering. A few moments later h e  
rested h i s  head o n  h i s  hands and began t o  d oze. Vadastra went about o n  
tiptoe, bringing the food from the kitchen.  H e  carried one article a t  a time: the 
plate of smoked tongue first, then the bread, then the beer. Wh enever he  
passed Stefan he  put his finger to  his l ips and pointed to  Antim .  "Shh h ! "  h e  
h issed very quietly. "Shhh ! "  

The professor had fal len asleep. But he  shifted his position i n  order to 
cradle his head more comfortably on the table, and his portfoli o  slipped to the 
floor. H e  \voke up, frightened. "Has it stopped?" he asked. "Have they 
sounded the 'all clear'?" 

The last words \Vere spoken sleepily in Engl ish , to Stefan's surprise. H e  
smiled ,  a n d  just at that moment Vadastra came i n  with three glasses. "Were 
you frightened, domnule Professor?" he asked sarcastical ly .  

Antim l ooked around i n  chagrin ,  rubbing his temple with his left hand.  
The other hand had a lready reached for the portfol io,  whi ch rested agai n  i n  
his l ap.  

"There hasn't been any alert tonight ,"  continued Vadastra , setting the 
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glasses on the table. " If  there had been we would have awakened you, don't 
worry . "  

"I  don't bel ieve I was asleep very long," said Antim, l ooking for his 
watch. He studied i t  carefully, with great feeling. "Not quite nine twenty
five, "  he said sadly. "How will this night ever pass?" 

Turning to Stefan he added, "Time seems to stand stil l  as soon as it gets 
dark. The nights are becoming increasingly longer, and the alerts make them 
seem endless to me. " 

"Come to the table,"  Spiridon announced solemnly, looking once more 
at the places, the platter of smoked tongue, the bottle of beer and the glasses. 
"Dinner is ready! " He spoke in Engl ish , pronouncing each word slowly. "The 
beer is fresh ! The tongue is good ! "  

"Too bad you didn't fry some potatoes ! "  said Antim ruefully as h e  helped 
h imself to the meat. "We're going to be hungry later. . . .  H old it !" he 
exclaimed after a short silence. "I  thought I heard something!" 

Everyone l istened attentively. Vadastra took off his monocle and be!lt his 
head as if he expected to hear a noice coming from under the ground. 
"Nothing!" he declared, replacing his glass. 

"Praise God!"  said Antim ,  and he crossed h imself. He started to eat, 
intent, absorbed in himself. Insofar as it  was possible Stefan refrained from 
looking at h im.  He no longer recognized in the professor the man he once 
knew. 

Vadastra poured the beer and lifted his drink ceremoniously. "Let's toast 
the health of our guest ,"  he proposed, nodding to Stefan. They touched 
glasses without speaking. Stefan put his to his l ips but set it down again 
quickly. The beer was warm, flat. 

"Let us also drink to the independence, integrity, and autonomy of our 
country, Romania ,"  Vadastra intoned solemnly, "and to the Romanian wo
man , or better, to the Romanian wife. To our wives, I mean, to our wives 
who are also mothers !"  

He emptied his glass. Stefan tried to  do the same but he could swallow 
only a small amount of the beer, and he set it  down on the table again.  He 
began to eat without looking up. Antim stared at him. 

"What's wrong? Why don't you drink?" he asked suspiciously. "Have 
you noticed some unusual taste in your beer?" Antim had not yet touched his. 

"I t's the best beer in the neighborhood, "  said Spiridon. " It's guaranteed. 
Only I opened the bottle a l i ttle too l ong ago. You know," he turned to 
Stefan, "in this house where you find everything you need I still haven't found 
that simple tool for opening bottles of beer. " 

"Let the man speak!" Antim cut in .  "What's wrong with the beer? Does 
it have an odd taste?" 

"It's very good, "  answered Stefan. "It's j ust that I was not especially 
thirsty. But since we toasted the health of our wives and our children's 
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mothers, I ' l l  drink it to the bottom of the glass ! "  And so he d id ,  but with 
considerable effort and trepidation because Antim was l ooking at h i m  with 
fear in his face. Suddenly Vadastra got up from the table and went to the 
kitchen . 

"Take a taste of m i ne ,  too ,  please , "  the professor i mplored , and without 
waiting for a reply he  poured a l i ttle of his beer into the guest's empty glass. 
Stefan swallowed it with a smi le. 

"Don't leave soon, "  whispered Anti m ,  bringing his head close to Ste
fan's. "Stay l onger and talk with Spiridon. Maybe he'll tell you somethi ng 
about doamna Zissu. You can stay as l ong as you want. We have an extra bed 
for guests. " 

The alert surprised them far from home and they took refuge in the fi rst 
shelter they could find.  There was no one in it. Antim took out his  watch , 
l ooked at it closely and s ighed ,  preparing to wait .  

"Do you th ink it will last long?" he  asked presently. "Can we sti l l  catch 
the train?" 

At that moment two old men entered the shelter, sayi ng poli tely,  "Good 
, even mg. 

"Let's not talk any more, so they won't notice we're foreigners, "  whis
pered Vadastra. 

Antim nodded his  hea d ,  and leaning against the wal l ,  he began to doze. 
Soon the firing of the antiaircraft artillery began and he  awoke with a start. 
But Vadastra signaled h im with a fi nger on his l ips that he should say nothing. 
The two old men began to regard them with some suspicion.  They hea rd 
another series of shots and a group of people noisily sought refuge in the 
shelter. A woman entered carrying a sleepy child in her arms. Gi,· ing her a 
smile,  her husband stroked the baby's forehead with his  finger, then pulled a 
newspaper from his pocket and began to read . The gi rls who had entered so 
boisterously watched the inti mate family scene and l eaned aga i nst the wal l ,  
beginning t o  talk i n  whispers among themselves. Antim was about t o  fal l  
asleep again when the whole shel ter was shaken viol ently, rocked by a muffled 
explosion somewhere nearby. 

I " us. 
"Did you hear that?" he cried, his  face pale .  "That one fell right beside 

"Yes ,  yes! "  Spi ridon spoke i n  Engl ish , embarrassed , and aga i n  h e  
motioned to Anti m  t o  b e  silent. 

Just then a second explosion was hea rd ,  even nearer. Antim drooped 
l imply. He seemed to be trying to make h imself as small as possible, to occupy 
as l i ttle space as he could. 
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I "  us. 
"Now! Now!" he declared softly. "The next one! You know it will fall on 

The shelter rocked heavily agai n  and they heard several explosions simul
taneously, coming from different directions. Placing her hand on the baby's 
face, the mother bowed her head. Her husband dropped his newspaper and 
waited. Anxious now, the old men looked at each other, and the girls were 
suddenly silent, holding their breath. 

"God help us!" cried Antim with a terrified glance at Vadastra. 
"Yes! Yes ! "  Vadastra continued to repeat the English words as he looked 

in vain for a place by the wal l .  
Then for several long moments it  was quiet. They heard some distant 

explosions and another round of antiaircraft fire. Taking up his newspaper the 
man started reading again,  while the rest of the group l ooked curiously at 
Antim and Vadastra. 

"Do you think they've gone on?" asked the professor a l i ttle later. 
The father interrupted h is readi ng and l istened to them. Then turning to 

Vadastra he asked, "Romanians?" 
. 

"Yes !"  responded Spiridon i n  English , wiping h is forehead with his 
handkerchief. 

"Read here!" With a smile the man showed him a n  article i n  the paper. 
Vadastra took it, thanking him politely. 

"What does it  say?" Antim inquired interested. Spiridon ran his eye 
over the article without answering. A few minutes later he said, "It's about 
us. The withdrawal from Transylvania has started, a nd General Antonescu 
has asked the King to abdicate !"  

H is words were interrupted by a new explosion. The shelter reeled and 
the l ights went out. Everyone was quiet. 

"Where are you?" Antim was breathing heavily. "Take my arm! I can't 
feel my feet! Great Lord God! Lord God!"  He stopped all at once and de
manded of Spiridon, his voice hoarse, "But where's the portfol io?" 

"I have i t ,"  the other whispered. 
"Give it to me, I 'l l  hold i t! . . .  So those people won't notice it ," he added 

softly. Vadastra did not answer. 
"Give me my portfolio, sir !"  Antim cried in a sudden outburst, reaching 

out in the darkness. He found the case and thrust i t  under his arm, shaking 
with excitement. 

"You frightened me!" he said and heaved a long sigh . 

On the evening of the n inth of September, Fotescu, the secretary for the 
press, i nvited Stefan to dinner. Stefan found him playing poker with several 
other Romanians. 
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"We've been playing since five , "  the secretary said , " i n  order to forget 
our troubles. If we l et every catastrophe engulf us we'd lose our m inds . . . .  
Three ti mes the pot!" he  added addressing the other players. They examined 
their cards attentively. 

"Count me out!" said a lady. 
" Distraction from the war !"  Fotescu exclaimed in good spirits, turning to 

Stefan. "I read somewhere that a game of cards is the best defense aga inst 
panic. " 

" It's too bad that I don't know how to play, " remarked Stefan,  drawing a 
chai r  close to Fotescu . "But perhaps I 'l l  l earn too, before l ong. " 

"But what do you do all  the time?'' the woman next to h i m  asked. " What 
do you do to forget-to forget the war and everythi ng that's happening?" She 
was stil l  young but her face was wasted a nd weary. Her fingers bore the tell tale 
yellow stains of a cha in  smoker. When she spoke her upper l ip  trembled 
sl ightly .  

" Especially s ince you're alone, "  she continued , "separated from your 
family . . . .  " 

" What arc you doing? H ow have you organized yourself?" the M i nister 
had asked h i m  the last time they had met. "I defend my essential 
freedoms , "  he repl ied ,  smiling. " ' I  keep a part of my time for myself 
alone. " "No, " interrupted the Minister. "I was asking something else: 
How have you organized yourself-you r affairs-in the event of an 
invasion, or  of  massive bombardments? \Vi i i  you stay in  London?" "I 
was trying to respond to that question too . Whatever the eventuality, I 
have a rranged my program to preserve a few hours a day for myself 
alone. In  those hours I have no contact with events. I don't l isten to the 
radio,  I don't read the papers. No matter what happens, no event can 
reach me in the fragment of Time that I snatch from history and keep 
only for myself. " The M i nister had looked at h i m  in his habitual way, a 
kind of vacant stare. "I envy you , "  he said finally. 

I t  must be very difficult for you , "  continued the woman .  
"Difficult ,  natu rally. And i t  will become harder and harder as time goes 

on. God only knows h ow many more catastrophes l ie  ahead. " 
"So,  what do you do then?" 
"I  try to defend my essential freedoms . "  H e  observed that the others were 

looking at h i m  in some annoyance because he had i nterrupted their game, 
and he stopped tal ki ng. If at such a t ime, he  thought, Romania should be 
invaded or, God forbid, some other catastrophe of a different order should 
occur, I should be among the last to find out about that tragedy. These 
ahistoric h ours permit  me to tolerate the terror of history the rest of the time. 
Eventual ly that terror catches up wi th me,  but at  l east for a few hours I have 
the satisfaction of remain ing free. I have the satisfaction of not being automat-
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ical ly integrated into events, l ike a slave who moves or stands still at the 
command of his master. . . .  

"You mean . . .  ?" Fotescu asked, his  fingers playing over the cards . 
"How do you defend your freedoms?" 

"Today the master of all of us is the war," Stefan began again .  "It has 
confiscated the whole of contemporary h istory, the time in which we are fated 
to l ive. All Europe's behaving l ike a monstrous robot set in motion by the 
news being released every minute from hundreds of radio stations, from 
special editions of the newspapers, from conversations among friends. Even 
when we're alone we think about the war all the time. That is,  we're slaves of 
History. The terror of events is not only humiliating to each of us as human 
beings, but in the l ong run it's sterile. Nothing good comes of this constant 
contact with H istory. It  enriches no one; we discover noth ing really worth 
being discovered. "  

The woman stared at h im with intense concentration, as though trying to 
find some other meaning in his words, while smoking constantly, dra�ing 
deeply on her cigarette. 

"History is invigorating and ferti le only for those who make it, not for 
those who endure i t. Take the British aviator who defends the English sky and 
risks h is l ife every moment. For him,  naturally, contemporary h istory is 
productive, because the h istory he makes a ids him in self-revelation. But for 
us, for all the others who watch passively from the ground his struggle against 
the German aviators-what does this struggle reveal to us? Only terror. . . .  " 

He was somewhat uneasy, since he felt  he was boring everyone, but he 
continued. "Against the terror of H istory there are only two possibil i ties of 
defense: action or contemplation. The ai rman who defends the Engl ish sky 
acts. Our only solution is to contemplate, that is ,  to escape from historic 
Time, to find again another Time . . . .  " 

One of the players, a young man al most bald and the son of a grain 
merchant, found it difficult to h ide h is i rritation that the game had been 
interrupted. He examined his  cards once more. "How much did you say?" he 
asked, raising his eyes: 

"I th ink I said three times the pot," Fotescu replied. 
' 'I 'm out," repeated the woman next to Stefan.  
"Me too, "  said the fourth player. 
The woman turned to Stefan. "Please continue. You were saying some 

interesting th ings . . .  " 
"Actually ,"  commenced Stefan, becoming agitated and speaking with 

increasing rapidity, "any of us could die at any moment and we could die 
without glory l ike ants trod underfoot, l ike mice caught in  a trap, doused with 
gasoline and burned alive. We cannot escape this destiny. However, we have 
an obligation to protest against it. And as for me I have no other means of 
protesting except to refuse to let it grip me, torture me, and terrorize me. If  
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I 'm going to die today, tomorrow, or a month from now, I' l l  die .  But at least I 
shall d ie proud that  I have not renounced my human dignity or my freedom.  
History will kill me,  but  it  wi l l  not  kill a slave. I t  wil l k i l l  a free man who 
knows he has snatched some small fragment of his l i fe from that terror!" 

"You said three times the pot?" Scowl ing, the bald young man repeated 
his question after examining h is cards once again .  

"Three times !"  
The young man paused thoughtfully,  then without hurry he  began to 

count h is  chips. 
"Very wel l , "  said the woman,  "but I sti l l  don't understand what you d o . "  
"Here's what I do, " sa id Stefan,  smil ing. " During the hours when I tear 

myself away from the war,  I read things that have absolutely no relation to 
current events. I read,  for insta nce, poets, ph i losoph ers , mystics , or books 
about prehistory. In those h ours I reject th e vaguest a l lusions to contemporary 
circumstances. I forbi d  myself even the least stray th ought about the war .  
Above al l  I don't  want to remember my wife and my child,  or  the misfortunes 
of my country .  More precisely,  I don't want to th ink of my wife, my chi ld ,  my 
country as they are at  the presen t momen t. When I th i nk about them I project 
them into another Ti me, a moment in  the past or  an i magi nary Time. I 
remember, for example,  certain  journeys I made with my wife. Or I try to 
i magine Romania fifteen or a hu ndred or five hundred years ago. There were 
historic tragedies then too and I 'm not averse to remembering them, to 
meditating upon them , but I do th is of my own free will and not because I 'm 
obliged to do it. I am free to decide upon what historic tragedy of the past I 
shall focus my attention.  My decision is free, and not dictated by information 
I 've heard on the radio or read in a special edition of the newspaper. "  

"Actual ly ,"  the press secretary interrupted h im,  "i t's a kind of ivory 
tower. . . .  " 

" It's not exactly an ivory tower, because I don't shun h istoric real i ty .  I 
just defend my freedom to break away periodically from tha t  real i ty in order to 
recover a more essential one, the real i ty of poetry, mysticism, philosophy, 
love . . . .  " 

The bald you ng man counted h is ch ips painstakingly. Fotescu stole a 
glance at h i m  and a sly smile l i t  h is face momenta rily.  

"But what's the good of i t ,"  the fourth player asked, "if you sti l l  can't 
change anything?" 

"For the present my duty is not to change something but to prevent 
myself from being transformed i nto a larva by the ci rcumstances of H i story. 
That is, I preserve for myself a minimum of freedom for later on . . . .  " 

"But how?" exclaimed the woman with a hint  of exasperation i n  her 
,·oice. "How?" 

"Look, doamna , "  Stefa n  said kindly, "today, for instance, I 've brought a 
poet with me. " H e  produced from the pocket of his coat a small vol ume, 
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bound in leather, and showed it to her. "The Sonnets of Shakespeare. If there 
is an alert and I find myself in a subway or a shelter, I begin to read. I refuse in 
th is way to be present at a very small historic event. While I 'm reading 
Shakespeare I escape from the present moment, from the moment that was 
intended to grip me and terrorize me. And if at that moment a bomb falls and 
kil ls me, it kills,  as I told you , a free man and not a slave! Because it  kills a 
man whose mind is entranced by the genius of a poet, and not one who is 
wondering whether or not the a i rplanes have left the vicinity of his shel-
ter. . . .  " 

He was interrupted by the prolonged wail  of the si ren and he put the 
volume back in his pocket with a smile.  The others looked around the table in 
confusion. Each one seemed to be \Va iting for his neighbor to make a deci
sion. 

"I don't bel i eve it  will last long, "  said Fotescu. "Let's finish this hand and 
then have dinner. What arc you going to do, domnule Gherghel?" he asked 
the balding young man. , 

"Three times the pot , "  Gherghel began in a confident voice, pushing a 
stack of chips toward the m iddle of the table, "plus-nine times the pot !" 

Suddenly they were all excited. Doamna Fotescu, curious, approached 
the table. 

"Pa id !"  Fotescu said, counting his chips hurriedly. "How many cards?" 
' 'I 'm satisfied ! "  stated Gherghel . 
'Til take one, " and Fotescu picked a card from the pack with a rapid 

gesture, preparing to pay it  out.  Suddenly they heard several explosions sur
prisingly close by. Again they ra ised their heads and looked at each other with 
questioning glances. 

"It's the antiai rcraft guns , "  sa id doamna Fotescu . "We have a battery in 
the neighborhood . "  

"What are you doing?" Fotescu demanded with a n  uncertain smile. 
Another explosion, muffled, shook the house from top to bottom. The 

woman got up from the table. 
"Do you have a good shelter?" she inquired, nervously puffing at her 

cigarette. 
"There's a sort of cave in the basement, " doamna Fotescu said. 
"What are you doing?" asked Fotescu again,  getting up. 
''I'm counting the pot," Gherghel repl ied. " I  want five pounds more. " 
"Five to you, "  cried Fotescu triumphantly, "and give ten more to me!" 
The windows began to rattle. A few moments later the whole house 

seemed to be jarred from its foundations and a deafening explosion brought 
them to thei r feet. The card table overturned, spil l ing the chips all over the 
carpet. No one moved to right it. 

"That was an aerial torpedo!" exclai med the fourth player. "And it struck 
with ful l  force!"  
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"What shall we do?" asked doamna Fotescu , who was very pale.  "Shal l  
we go down to the shelter or eat  first?" 

"Either in the shelter, " Gherghel observed, "or here-we have two more 
stories above us. " 

The antiai rcraft fire i ncreased. 
"I  say to go d own,"  said Fotescu , and he addressed his wife, "Have you 

turned off the gas in the kitchen?" 
A new series of explosions flung everyone against the wall .  "Quick, let's 

go down! They're right over us !"  
They exited hastily through the hal l  and began to  descend the stairs to 

the basement. There was no m ore talking. Stefan heard a voice call ing, "Wait  
for me!" I t  was the young woman, who had lagged behind.  H e  paused, h is  
flashl ight i n  his hand,  u ntil she joined h im.  She clung to his  arm. 

"I  can't go on ! "  she murmured, i n  tears. "I  th ink I 'm going to be 
sick . . . .  " 

Somberly Fotescu greeted them in the entrance to the shelter. "Come 
on , gentlemen! "  he exclaimed nervously. "Hurry up, for God's sake! "  

The cave i n  the basement was a lmost ful l .  Heard from the shelter, the 
explosions and arti l lery fire sou nded even more violent. N o  one spoke. Fotescu 
clenched his  teeth and l ooked at the floor, almost with fury. 

"I th ink they've gone away, "  someone said after a while .  "Perhaps we've 
been spared once m ore . . . .  " 

The others remained silent. 
"They gave us a terrible fright ,"  the fourth player remarked presently. 
"What a shame!" said Fotescu , turning to Gherghel . "Do you know 

,,·hat I had? A royal flush of queens ! "  
Gherghel l ooked at  h i m ,  i rr itated , but not without admiration. "You 

played i t  badly then.  I had four aces. I t  wasn't necessary to raise me ten 
pounds. You should have asked for one or two to see what I 'd do. " 

"Maybe you' re right ,"  Fotescu admitted thoughtfully.  But the explosions 
began again ,  and he  scowled in  si lence, forcing h imself to breathe as deeply as 
he could. 

That eveni ng they ate no dinner.  During a m oment of calm someone went 
out on the street and returned with the report: "London's burning ! "  Stefan 
and Fotescu also went to l ook. In the di rection of the c i ty the sky was ablaze. 
From the area that glowed red , the color of blood, flames surged to dizzy 
heights, faded, and sprang to l ife again.  An odor of soot and tar hung in  the 
au. They could hear the constant boom and rumble of d istant explosions. 
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When they returned to the shelter they found everyone looking very pale. No 
one seemed bold enough to ask about what they had seen. 

"This time the serious bombing has started!"  someone said. " I t's the 
beginning of the battle of London. "  

No one spoke. 
A middle-aged Engl ishman, who had also gone outside and returned, 

explained, "They're attacking in waves . . . .  There they are again.  They're 
over us now . . . .  " 

I ndeed, a few moments later the house shook once more and the ex
plosions became more frequent. In the shelter there was no sound except the 
labored asthmatic breathing of an old woman.  

"They're coming , "  whispered the young woman, looking fearfully at 
Stefan. "This time we won't escape!"  Stefan bowed h is head, waiting. 

"A man l ives authentically only a few hours in every ten or fifteen 
years , "  he had once told J oana . They had gone out together on the 
balcony. I t  was at Predeal ,  a clear August morning at Predeal,  long ago, 
in another time, before. Was it  1 934? It was before. A summer morning. 
They had visited the mountains many times, and this time they were at 
Predeal . Summer vacation. Nothing happened. "A man l ives authenti
cally . . . .  A believer has no more than two or three religious experiences 
in his whole l ifetime," he had added. "The rest is routine. Just l ike our 
l ives-an endless series of reflex actions. Just a few authentic hours out 
of ten or fifteen years. And when you try to get out of the routine, you 
make history . . . .  " 

"What are you thinking about?" inquired the woman. The sound of the 
explosions receded. "What were you th inking about j ust now?" she insisted. 

Smil ing, Stefan shrugged h is shoulders. 
'Tm getting hungry,"  said doamna Fotescu, "but I don't have the cour

age to go upsta irs. What if they come back again? I 'd be terrified to stay up 
there alone . "  

'Til g o  u p  and get some biscuits and maybe a few sandwiches , "  Fotescu 
proposed. But as he neared the door, the house quaked again.  The explosion 
they heard a moment later frightened everyone. 

"Do you suppose it fel l  on our house?" someone asked . 
The middle-aged man went outside to check. When he came back he 

was accompanied by the home guard for the neighborhood, a tal l ,  vigorous 
old gentleman wearing a steel helmet. 

"The bomb fel l  at the street corner, " said the guard in  a cheerful voice. 
"It only damaged a wing of Dr. Elwin's house. But incendiary bombs have 
fallen too, several right here on the sidewalk. I put them out. Now I have to 
inspect the roof. Who'll come with me?" 
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Several men stepped toward the door. The home guard turned to Stefan.  
"Are you married? H ave you any children?" 

"No. " 
"Do you know the stairs wel l ?  Do you know where to get out on the 

roof?" 
"Approximately. " 
"I know the way better, "  said the middle-aged man. "I l ive on the fourth 

fl oor. You , "  he said to Stefa n ,  "check the sidewalk again.  Do you know how 
to put out an i ncendiary bomb?" 

"Yes , "  replied Stefan.  
Suddenly he  fel t  h imself begin to tremble with excitement-or was i t  

fear?-and he started toward the door, humil iated and furious. H e  heard 
timid footsteps beh i nd h i m ,  yet he did not turn to l ook back. When he 
reached the street he  saw that  i t  \\'3S Gherghel who had fol lowed h im.  

"I 've neither wife nor  child , "  he  sa id,  trying to  joke, "but I don't know 
h ow to put out incendiary bombs . "  

"I  don't think it's hard . You smother them with sand. There's a bag of 
sand near the door. As far as I can see , "  Stefan added, l ooking all  a round, 
"there aren't any more bombs. And I don't bel ieve a ny more will fal l  for 
awhile .  The planes have passed over us .  They've gone to the city, over there 
where you see the big fi re. "  

He would have l iked to continue to talk. H e  felt more secure when he 
was speaking. 'Talk to me abou t Vadastra , talk to me abou t his love, doa m na 
Zissu , talk to me abou t anything else . . . . " A few minutes after they had 
reached the street panic seized him aga in .  The fire seemed to have spread. 
The flames had multipl i ed a nd the whole sky was red. "What are you thinking 
about?"  "Look, doamna, the S onnets of Shakespeare . . . .  " 

At the end of the street, i n  front of the house that had been hit,  a group of 
men had gathered. They l ooked l ike shadows as they moved about in the l ight 
of the fire. At the other end of the street the roof of a cottage was ablaze. The 
yellow flames issu ing from the eaves l ike so many pointed tongues seemed to 
be trying to l ick out as  far as possible. In a window Stefa n  saw an old woman 
fl ourishing a feather duster, perhaps making signals to the people i n  the street. 
"A man lives authentically only a few hours in every ten or fifteen years . . . . " 
The next moment the woman was lost i n  the darkness of the room . "How 
have you arranged your affairs?"  "I defend myself . . .  " 

"I say let's go back , "  Gherghel said. "With our heads uncovered l ike this 
we might get h urt by shell fragments . "  It was only when he approached that 
Stefan real ized the young man's teeth were chattering. 

" Lets-s-s go ins-s-side! " Gherghel whispered in a strangely sibi l lant voice. 
A new series of explos ions and a ntiaircraft volleys accompanied them back to 
the shelter. Inside everyone was nervous and restless. 

"But, my God, how much l onger will it  last?" the woman's eyes searched 
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Stefan's. "It's been two hours since the alert sounded . They just seem to be 
circling around overhead, dropping bombs all the time. " 

Why are you afraid? You won't escape. It could . . .  He closed his eyes 
suddenly, almost crushing them in his fury. 'Talk to me abou t whatever you 
like, bu t something else, somethi ng else !"  "He kills a free man ,  not a 
slave . . . .  " 

The home guard entered again with the same cheerful smile. "There was 
only one poor i ncendiary bomb, half burned out, " he said speaking quite 
loudly. " I  got the better of it with my hand . "  And he showed them his hands, 
blackened with oil .  One finger was bleeding. Without haste the man took out 
his handkerchief, poured a l i ttle whiskey from a metal canteen on a corner of 
it and washed the wound. Then he put the canteen to his l ips. 

"Who else wants a swallow?" he asked, beginning to laugh . "It's a jolly 
good defense aga inst Hi tler's pigeons!"  

The group brightened up immediately. An old man,  two women, and 
the man who l ived on the fourth floor passed the canteen from hand to hand. 

"What shall we do?" asked the young woman .  "Stay here all night? If 
only it were a good shelter! Do you think i t  can stand a direct hit?" 

"Few shelters can withstand a direct hit, "  said Gherghel .  "You won't find 
absolute security anywhere except at the hotel where Neagu and Paun live. 
There are ten floors and the shelter is five meters underground. And there's a 
bar in the hotel lobby. We can give ourselves a chance to recover. What do 
you say? Does the idea tempt you? Well ,  I 'm going anyhow!" 

"If we wait  a l i ttle longer maybe i t  will stop," said Fotescu . 
"I say it would be better to take advantage of the first lul l  and go, " his wife 

declared. "This could last all  night. " 
' ' I 'm afra id to go out, " said the woman, trying to catch Stefan's eye again .  

"' 'm terrified to go out on the street and see the fire. It's better to stay here. 
What wil l  you do?" she asked Stefan. 

"' ' l l  l eave with them. I 'm going home. " 

A half-hour later they left. The woman fol lowed them with her eyes as they 
disappeared one after the other i nto the darkness of the corridor. 

"Don't go! "  she call'ed to them once again .  "I  have a strange premoni
tion . Don't go!"  

A strong odor of smoke, soot, and petroleum hit  them. The fires on the 
street had been extinguished, but on the sidewalk about ten meters away some 
remnants of bombs were burning low, l ike bonfi res about to go out. The sky, 
however, was everywhere red as blood. Now and then the searchlights would 
i l lumine a barrage balloon. In front of them a fire truck passed at  ful l  speed. 
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They set out hurriedly, almost running toward the U nderground station. 
"But I don't th ink the trains operate during the alert, " the fourth guest 

recalled.  
"Anyway the entrance is open.  We can take shelter there if we don't fi nd 

something else better. . . .  " 
When they reached Cromwell Road they saw small fi res scattered along 

the enti re l ength of the street. Squads of men ran in  and out of the shadows . 
Two pol icemen stretched a rope across the street, fastening it at each end to 
wooden sawhorses. 

"Diversion ! "  said one of the men, and when he saw them hastening 
toward the subway he called out, "There's a good shelter at number 37 ,  a few 
houses up on the l eft !"  They hes itated. 

" Don't stay on the street!" shouted a home guard who appeared unexpec
tedly in a doorway. "Fragments keep fal l i ng all the time. Get to the shelter 
fast! Number 37 . . . .  " 

"I'm going to the hotel , no matter what !"  said Gherghel . 
"So arc we, "  \\·h ispered doamna Fotescu , frightened . 
They took off again  staying close to the houses , hunching their backs as if 

they were afraid someth ing would drop on their heads. As the rumbl ings 
began to increase they ceased to talk. Someone stopped them near a pil e  of 
debris. "Look out! This is a wrecked house! " 

They heard a shrill whistle and threw themselves on the ground. I n  front 
of them a reddish-green l ight flashed, fol lowed immediately by an expl osion. 
Stefan closed his eyes. He fel t  that all  the blood in  h is body had rushed to his 
heart. For a moment he thought he would suffocate.  He began to count: one, 
h\0 , three . . . .  

"All Biris said was that you sent me a message from the labyrinth , "  
I leana had insisted . "But I d idn't understand at al l .  I don't understand 
what you want to tell me!"  At that moment he closed his eyes. The 
thu nder shook the house and the windows rattled for a l ong time. "I  
wonder where that boy's going in  this  ra in?" I leana asked suddenly, 
getting up from the sofa and bringing her hands to her temples. Then 
she turned and looked at Stefan,  exasperated , despairing. " Why did you 
ask h im to come?'' She demanded in a voice choked with emotion. 
"Why did you tell him too? I didn't understand at al l . "  "I told h im I had 
come out of the labyrinth . But I asked h i m  to tell you something else. 
Now I can't remember it  very wel l myself . . . .  " He was silent, 
exhausted , and he l istened to the hail beating against the window. I t  was 
almost dark. Then he raised his h ead abruptly and questioned her. 
"What about your fiance, Capta in  Mel inte?" I leana stopped in  the 
middle of the room, startled, and turned to face h i m .  " Did you l ove 
h i m?" he  asked anxiously, almost in a whisper. 
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Raising his head slowly, Stefan saw the whole vault of the sky crossed by 
wandering searchl ight beams that broke away, white and sparkl ing, from the 
dark red circle of the night. Antiai rcraft guns rattled intermittently, booming 
in fitful volleys that were suddenly hushed, as though someone had stopped to 
l isten, and then resumed aga in.  A searchlight rested a moment on a captive 
balloon, but went off at once, reappearing in a neighboring area . 

"Now! Quick!" said Stefan getting to his feet. "We'll have to run !"  
Silently they a l l  rose and set off after him,  but  they had not gone far 

when they came upon a taxi .  
"It's empty!" cried Fotescu . 
"But there's no driver!" Gherghel said , disappointed. 
With difficulty a man crawled out from under the car. "What a piece of 

luck!" he exclaimed. "I got underneath it in time. I t's riddled with shell 
fragments . "  But he did not want to give up his shelter. And anyway, almost all 
the streets in the neighborhood were blocked, he sa id. 

"We're going to the Park H otel , "  explained Gherghel enthusiastically. 
"It has the best shelter in London. We'll pay double your fare and you'll be 
safer there. Bombs have been fal l ing here all  n ight. " 

' ' I 'd have to take you over there, "  and the driver pointed toward the 
reddest part of the sky. "It'l l  be hard.  And there's too many of you . "  

' ' I 'm not going, "  said Stefan.  "But you should leave now, before another 
wave of planes arrives . "  

Finally the driver allowed himself t o  b e  persuaded. They climbed into 
the taxi silently and did not look in  the di rection of the city, where the flames 
appeared to be mounting higher. 

"Good luck!" said Stefan. 
H is heart contracted as he  followed the car with his eyes until it was lost 

in the curtain of red smoke. 

Toward midnight it  appeared that the attack had ceased. Stefan l eft the Un
derground station where he had found shelter an hour earlier. He started to 
walk home. Some of the searchl ights had been turned off and the sky over the 
areas that were in flames now seemed more gory than ever. The air was full of 
the heavy smel l of fuel oi l ,  smoke, and concrete. As he came out into the 
gloomy darkness of the night he had the impression of awakening from sleep. 

In the station someone near h im had said , "They're getting ready for an 
invasion. This is thei r strategy-to draw attention to the capital and 
attack somewhere on the coast to assure the successful landing of the 
first units . . . .  " Stefan had turned his head to l ook at the speaker, a man 
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with an unusually l ong, th in  neck and a habit of blinking in constant 
accompaniment to his slow speech . From time to time he moistened his  
upper l ip,  almost sucking it. "These days a re decisive , "  he  had added. 
"Now let's see them! "  a woman cried. "Now, here, on our soil ! "  And al l  
at once they no l onger seemed so tired. They looked at each other and 
smiled with a sudden stubbornness in their eyes. "It's a good thi ng it's 
begu n , "  someone at the back of the shelter excla imed. H e  had started to 
hum a tune, but he stopped for a moment and added, "The invasion, I 
mean.  I t's good that it's begun . . . .  " "How have you arranged your 
affairs? In  case of invasion, I mean . " Stefan had taken the volume of 
poems from his pocket a nd opened i t  at random . A moment later he 
noticed that he had read the same l ines several times without com
prehending them. "With my mind entranced by the genius of a 
poet . . . .  " The truth is that I was afra id . . . .  'Talk to me abou t anyth ing 
else . . . .  " He had turned the page, continuing to feign attention. The 
people were talking qui etly a mong themselves, their conversation inter
rupted by l ong intervals of si lence. " I t's lasted four hours , "  a woman 
remarked , and she went outs ide. "Everyth ing out there seems to be 
whirl ing around , "  she said when she returned about ten minutes later. 
" I 'm glad I d idn't decide to leave. A bomb fel l  at the end of the street. "  
"We heard i t  down here , "  said the young man wi th the l ong neck. "No,  
you only thought so. That was the firing of the antia i rcraft guns . "  

When h e  had gone a l i ttle distance beyond the entrance to the U nderground , 
the darkness encompassed h im and he felt alone aga i n ,  and l ost. H e  was ful ly 
aroused now. The neighborhood was an unfamil iar  one.  In  the station 
somebody-a man who had almost fal l en asleep crouched beside the ticket 
booth-had told h i m  that it  was about an hour's walk to h is house. He had to 
pay careful attention to the streets that he took or he would get lost. He walked 
as fast as he could , but at the fi rst corner he stopped. The street was blocked by 
a rope. A pol iceman shouted to him to get away quickly. Several unexploded 
bombs had landed there and he was waiting for a demolition team to examine 
them . When the policeman told h i m  what streets to follow, Stefan began to 
run .  After a whi le  he thought he heard the roar of planes returning. H e  
stopped and l eaned against a wall .  "A message from the labyrinth.  I didn't 
understand at all. Talk to me about anything else . . . .  " He began to run 
again,  keeping as close as possible to the walls .  The sound of the planes 
seemed to be growing increasingly d istinct. 

For a l ong time he had wai ted , l istening to the hail pelt the window i n  
sporadic onslaughts ,  th ick and gray. Then he raised h i s  h ead suddenly 
and asked her, "Did you l ove h im? Was i t  he you l oved? Did you l ove 
your fia nce?" I leana l ooked at him fearfully.  She gazed at  him as 
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though she did not dare to bel ieve he was sti l l  there ncar her, stil l  talking 
to her, his words coming faster, his voice choked with emotion. He 
demanded again,  "Did you l ove him? Do you th ink you really loved 
him? . . .  I n  the camp I thought about th is all the time. I wondered: 
Does she truly l ove him? Can she love him, too, her fiance? Why don't 
you answer me? Did you love h im too? . . .  " 

Occasionally he passed policemen on the street or home guards leaning 
against gates or standing i n  the entrances to concrete shelters, men who 
wished him "good evening". Overhead ,  i nvisible and far away, he could hear 
the sound of engines circling. Yet they haven't dropped . . . .  

"Why don't you answer me? When I was in the clinic I had the feeling 
of being l ost in a labyrinth . I knew that  somewhere there was an exit, 
but I had lost my way. I kept asking myself, Did she love him? Was it he 
she l oved? If  I 'd known the answer I could have gone out of the 
labyrinth . . . .  Why don't you answer me?" I lea na continued to l ook at 
him, terrified .  "You don't realize what this means to me-to know if 
you l oved him too . "  "He died beside me," she said abruptly. "He died 
in my arms. Don't ask me anything more. " "But did you love him? Do 
you beli eve you loved him?" She went to the window. The hail  had 
stopped . Rain was pouring down now, rain that fel l  l ike a curta in of 
foam. "I became engaged to h im in despair, " I leana said without turn
ing her head. "It was an engagement of despair ,  if you can understand 
what that means. " Then al l  at once she opened the window. The rain, 
the storm, the smel l of fresh leaves and wet earth , the fragrance of 
shattered roses, rushed suddenly i nto the room. "If you want us to 
remain friends, please don't ever speak to me about this again .  If you 
had a l ittle imagination . . . .  If you had a l i ttle love for me . . .  " He 
realized then that she was crying, that she had al lowed the rain  to fal l  on 
her face to cover her tears. But he remained motionless in the middle of 
the room, watching her. He did not dare go near. 

Exhausted , he stopped to check the name of a street. Here the city seemed 
deserted, sinister and dark, but there were areas where he had seen streets 
bright with the l ight of fires, areas where fire trucks and pol ice cars were 
heading in a continual stream. Now and then he heard the sudden report, 
soli tary and somewhat muffled, of a delayed-action bomb. He deciphered the 
street name with difficulty and realized he had lost his way. He started on 
again,  spent, hugging the wal ls, searching the darkness for a home guard . The 
street on which he walked did not seem to belong to the London that was 
bombed and burning,  but to an entirely different city. Each house had i ts 
garden or at least i ts trees. He thought that the smell of smoke and tar was not 
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so strong here. Viewed from this place even the sky looked less bloody. H e  
leaned against a wal l  t o  rest, and a sweet weariness diffused h i s  troubled body. 
body. 

"No, I 'm not angry , "  I lea na said. "I don't understand why, but I can't 
be cross with you. You're not l ike anyone else, l ike us. You live in  a 
dream,  a world of your own. I pity myself, I lament my luck,  Why did 
you meet me? Why did I have to meet you of al l  people? At Z i nca, 
Baba * kept foretel l i ng good fortune for me, luck in  l ove, luck . . . .  And 
even after I met you she repeated, l uck in  l ove, l uck . . . .  I 'l l  have to ask 
you to l eave now, please. The rain 's stopped . . . .  " 

Later, at the end of an alley, it seemed to h im that he saw a shadow and he 
went toward it .  H owever, after a few steps he  halted, th i nking he  heard 
someone talking in Romanian .  The voice sounded fam il iar  to h im at fi rst but 
he  could not identify it .  Only when he drew nearer did he  recognize with a 
start that the speaker was Vadastra. 

"Poor doam na Zissu !"  he was saying over and over. "Poor doa m na Zissu! 
She came al l  the way here to hel p  me!"  

Disturbed, Stefan approached h im.  H e  sa id,  "Good evening," and Vad
astra wheeled sharply.  He was bareheaded a nd his black monocle was mis
smg. 

"You speak Romanian?" he demanded, frightened. "Are you Roma
nian?" 

"''m Viziru . "  He held out h is  hand, but i n  the darkness Vadastra did not 
see it, and Stefan quickly drew it back. 

"How do you come to be here at this hour? Where's the professor?" 
Vadastra did not answer. He ran his hand through h is hair .  Stefan 

noticed that he was hugging Antim's portfol i o  tightly under h is  l eft arm . 
"What's happened?" 
"I received a telegra m . "  Vadastra spoke with difficulty. "I have i t  with 

me . . . .  Wait, I ' l l  show it to you , "  he added, and began to rummage i n  h is 
pocket. H e  held out an envelope. 

"I can't read it. You tell me what's in it . " 
"It's from Ir ina.  She i nforms me i n  a very special way that I 'm a father. 

The baby was born at dawn yesterday morning. I t's a boy. " 
"My congratulations!" 
"Thanks! This  news , alth ough expected, thril led me very much! We 

opened a bottle of champagne and drank i t, nenea Iancu and I. And then the 
air  ra id began . "  

"But where's the professor?" 

" Old woman. 
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"I don't know what happened to him.  He stayed behind.  He's lost! " 
"That's i mpossible!" 
"He got lost from me at about nine, " Spiridon stated wearily. "I searched 

for him for half an hour. I 'm afraid something's happened to h im . "  
"But weren't you in a shelter? Why did you leave it?" 
Vadastra said nothing. He still clutched the portfol i o  under his arm. 
"You were very foolish ,"  i nsisted Stefan.  "You shouldn't have left the 

shelter during the attack. Especially since the professor is afraid of air raids . "  
"I t's a delicate question. I can't tell you . . .  a question that concerns us, 

the family . . . .  " 

"We'll have to search for h im,"  Stefan sa id, suddenly troubled. "We 
must go immediately!" 

Vadastra did not reply, but continued to run his hand mechanically 
through his hair.  

"What happened to the professor?" Stefan demanded again , almost shout
mg. 

"I don't know . . . .  He wandered away . . . .  We'll find out tomo
.
rrow 

morning what happened to h i m . " 
They began to hear the noise of airplane motors, fol lowed by massive 

volleys of artillery fi re. In his fright Vadastra gripped Stefan's arm. "They're 
coming again!" he murmured. "They're comi ng back! And this time they're 
upon us!" He began to tremble, clinging desperately to Stefan.  "What's to 
become of us?" he asked. "This time I won't escape it! You know I won't 
escape now!" 

Dozens of searchl ight beams, etched at that i nstant on the sky, crossed 
di rectly over their heads. 

"Let's find a shelter, "  said Stefan glancing around. "Come with me!" 
He began to run up the street toward the place where he  thought he 

could distinguish the outl i ne of a large building. But a few moments later he  
heard the shrill whistle of  a bomb and he threw himself to  the ground. He felt 
sand and debris strike the back of his neck and his hair. 

It  was just l ike that other time when he would have screamed but found 
he could not. His throat felt strangled , caught by an invisible rope. And 
yet he had seen Ionel's head bob up for a moment on the surface of the 
water, in the foam. "Mia!" he had called. Stefan was sure he had heard 
lonel cry out. Then it seemed to him that the whole sky had fal len on 
the lake and crushed it l ike a tremendous tent collapsing with a deafen
ing noise. He could no longer hear anyth ing. 

He tried to rise, to l ook for Spiridon, but he sh1mbled on a slab blown out of 
the sidewalk and fell  down. At the same time he felt  a sharp pain i n  both 
knees. He lay there motionless for several seconds, his eyes closed, clenching 
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h is teeth . Somewhere behind h i m  he heard Vadastra cal l ing. 
"\Vhere are you?" Spiridon shou ted in  alarm. "Where are you?" 
Stefan had difficulty rising but he started toward the building with Vad

astra after h im.  As they neared their goal the noise of the motors was so l oud 
that they both fell to the ground again ,  holding their  breath . Stefan real ized 
then that some kind of excitement had begun behind them, several h ouses 
down the street. He heard voices and an automobile horn, and he turned to 
see what had happened . S mall fires had broken out on the rooftops, in a 
garden , at the edge of the sidewalk. I ncendiary bombs aga in ,  he said to 
h imself. He was preparing to get up when he fel t Vadastra crawl ing beside 
h i m ,  and he heard him whisper, "Don't move! I know what's coming. More 
bombs will  fal l  now! Doamna Zissu told me. " 

The conflagration spread and i l luminated the entire street. The buildings 
all  around were i n  flames. I n  the distance sounded the siren of a fire engine, 
and aga in  Stefan started to get up but Vadastra seized h is arm. 

"Listen to me! Don't move! That's what happened to nenea lancu . He 
left too soon . . . .  " 

Another series of blasts resounded not far from them . Spiridon moaned. 
" Didn't I tell you?" he whispered , his voice rattl ing in  his throat, his  head 
bent. "Now others will come . . .  and others . . .  and others . . . .  That's how 
they kil led nenea Ia ncu . . . .  " 

Stefan clenched his fists, trying to rouse h imself. 
"He'd gone out of the shelter because of h is  infirmity , "  continued Vad

astra with difficulty, as though he were suffocating. "He sat down on a curb,  
the way we're sitting now. I told him to hurry , not to stay long, because the 
bombing would begin aga in .  But he d idn't pay attention. The picture fel l  
down in  the darl; and he couldn't find it .  . . .  But i t  was right there u nder h im.  
I found it .  It  was a l i ttle wet . . . .  What do you th i nk? Is i t  ruined? Has i t  
decreased i n  value because it was wet? \Vhat do you th i nk? Such a precious 
painting, if i t  were a l i ttle wet on the corners would it  l ose value? What do you 
th ink?" he  repeated the question several t imes in  desperation. 

"I  don't think so. "  
"My opinion too. \Vhat could i t  matter i f  i t  was a l i ttle damp? By 

tomorrow morning it  will be dry . "  
"But what happened t o  the professor?" 
"There was a stone stai rway there and he was tendi ng to his needs on the 

sidewalk at the top of the sta irs , "  Vadastra began anxiously. 
A woman's scream stopped h i m ,  r inging out from somewhere very near, 

compel l ing them to raise their heads. Several meters up the street the roof of a 
h ouse was bu rning furiously.  The woman, shrouded i n  smoke, holding a 
child i n  her arms, shouted desperately from a window. Vadastra trembled and 
gripped Stefan's arm. 

" I t  sounded l ike Ir ina's voice,"  he said. 
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Once more they tried to get up and again a series of explosions pinned 
them to the ground. 

"Do you believe in angels?" demanded Vadastra, moved. "Doamna 
Zissu said that angels do exist. She saw them several times. She said every 
man has his guardian angel . "  

"What happened to the Professor?" cried Stefan. "What happened to 
I 0 ?" 1 1m. 

"He's dead, "  Vadastra said with considerable coolness. "He sl ipped on 
the stairs and he died.  I told you that he was relieving himself. . . .  He slipped, 
l ike that, and he died . . . .  Bombs were falling around us all the time. " 

Stefan struggled to rise but Vadastra held him down, leaning on his arm 
with all his weight. 

" . . .  And doamna Zissu came. I scarcely recognized her. Poor doamna 
Zissu !  H ow different she was from the way I left her !  I t's true, many years have 
passed since then . . . .  " 

The woman's screams had become even more desperate. Gritting his 
teeth, Vadastra rose to his feet with great effort. He held out the portfol io to 
Stefan.  "Hold it, please, for a moment," he said in a flat voice. "I have to go 
rescue that woman . . . .  " 

When Stefan tried to stand up Spiridon shouted at him in alarm. "Don't 
move! Guard that portfolio wel l !  I t's our only wealth !"  

He took a step but  turned back, running h is  hand through his hair, and 
added, "You know, the truth is I killed h im!  . . .  I pushed him down the stairs 
when he was tending to his needs, and he fell  to the bottom, dead. It was 
useless for doamna Z issu to tell me I didn't kill h im.  I know very well I pushed 
him.  I saw him roll over and over all the way down. I took the portfoli o  and I 
left. So many bombs were fal l ing that I wonder how I survived . . . .  But this is 
a secret between us,  you know. You must be very discreet, please . . . .  " 

He turned around and with surprising agility began running toward the 
burning house. Stefan's knee felt paralyzed. He tried several times to move, 
without success. He saw Vadastra enter the house after shouting something to 
the woman at the window. But a few moments later he saw him on the street 
again among the other men, appearing and disappearing in the l ight of the 
flames. Stefan made another attempt to rise, but the pain in his knee was so 
intense that he l ost consciousness. He kept gripping the portfolio tightly in his 
hand, as if he were in desperate need of something to cling to. 

He woke up in a strange bed and realized immediately that he was in a 
hospital . the bright light in the room and the distinctive odor of medicine 
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stirred h is memories, but he was unable to place them with precision anywhere 
in h is past. 

"Where am I in jured?" he asked the nurse. 
"Nowhere. You're perfectly wel l .  We'll even ask you to get dressed. We 

don't have any more beds . . . .  " 
Stefan blushed. H e  sat up a nd fel t  a n  immense fatigue sweep over h i m .  

"And yet I fai nted. I wanted to get up b u t  I felt a terrible pa in  i n  my knee. " 
"Probably you hit  it fal l ing," said the nurse. She smiled and went away. 
Stefan dropped his eyes quickly. The ward was ful l  of the in jured . At 

interYals he  heard their moans a nd sighs. He moved his l egs and although the 
feel ing of exhaustion persisted the pa in  was gone. He found his clothes lying 
on the edge of the bed and he began to dress hurriedly u nder the covers. 
Vadastra's portfolio  was there too, reminding h i m  of the events of the night 
before. He was troubled. He wanted to ask for news of Vadastra, but he 
real ized that the nurse had no way of knowing. Another nurse took him to an 
office where he s igned sc\'cral papers. 

"You were u ncommonly lucky , "  the clerk said,  l ooking at him in as
tonishment. " E\'erything around you was burning. When the a mbulance 
picked you up they thought you were seriously in jured . I t  was impossible to 
rouse you. And you were holding fast to that  portfol io . . . .  " 

Stefa n  bl ushed aga in ,  thanked h im,  a nd started to leave, but after a few 
steps he turned around. "Did you find a fel low countryma n  of mine, 
Vasilescu-Vadastra , a mong the in jured on that same street?" 

Methodically the clerk consulted the fi le .  ' 'No, " he said .  ' 'But you 
know, " he added without raising his eyes, "they only brought the in jured 
here, and not e\'cn al l  of them . . . .  " 

Ncar the hospital he fou nd a tax i  to take h i m  to the Legation. Many 
bombs had fallen i n  the neighborhood and some of the wi ndows of the 
build ing were broken. On Cromwell Road several h ouses had been burned 
and the top story of the Museum of Natural Science was still smoking. 
H owever the doorman at  the Legation seemed cheerful .  He had spent the 
night exti nguishing bombs and his hands were covered with scratches and 
burns. He said that  the charge d'affai res had come that  morning and made 
arrangements for part of the services to be transferred to the Embassy in 
Belgrave Square. They had a strong shelter there a nd it  was spacious enough 
to accomodate all the members of the Legation. Stefan went up to his office in 
order to file  his documents ,  but after a few m i nutes he  abandoned this task 
and telephoned Belgrave Square. Fotescu answered the call h imself, happy to 
hea r  Stefa n's voice. They had all  been worried about h i m ,  he said, when they 
saw that  he  had not shown up at  the Legation that  m orning. Stefa n  asked if  he 
knew a nyth ing about Vadastra and Anti m .  Fotescu said no, that up to that 
time the Legation had not been i nformed of a ny l oss among the members of 
the Romanian colony. 
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With Antim's portfol io under his arm he went downstairs and set out for 
a nearby restaurant to get something to cat. He stopped to buy a newspaper in 
front of the Underground station. 

"That was a real bli tz ,  sir!" the newsboy said to h im,  and he smiled. 
But i t  seemed to Stefan that his  smile was somewhat forced. He went on, 

looking at the faces of the people around h im.  All bore traces of the sleepless 
night. Their skin seemed sal low, thei r l ips were compressed. A look of deep 
resignation had appeared in their eyes. The restaurant was half demolished, 
and Stefan noticed all at once that he was no longer hungry. He entered a 
neighboring pub and asked for a sandwich and a glass of beer. 

He sat for a long time without thinking of anythi ng, holding the portfol io 
that conta ined Antim's painting and mechanically eating his sandwich . Then 
he roused himself and began to read the paper. He fel t  fatigue overtake him 
and got up with an effort, paid the waiter, and started back to the Legation. He 
remembered that he  must telegraph J oana to  put  her  mind at rest. 

At four o'clock, after he had finished packing the records that were to be 
transferred to Belgrave Square, he could no longer resist the temptation to 
take a nap. Bending over the desk, he rested his head on his right arm. He 
dreamed of Joana. I t  seemed that she  came to  look for him at the Legation and 
could not get i nside. The doorman told her through the door, "No one's here 
anymore! They've all moved to Belgrave Square!" J oana persisted, beating 
harder than ever on the door with her fists. "It's urgent!" she cried. "I came 
with doamna Zissu. I came to search for Vadastra . . . .  " "In Belgrave Square! 
In Belgrave Square!" shouted the doorman. 

He felt someone shake him and he awakened with a start. In  front of h im 
in the gray dusk of the twil ight stood Iancu Antim .  Stefan, wide-eyed, re
mained motionless for a moment. Then he sprang to h is feet in alarm. 

" I  knew I'd find you still here!" said the professor. He sat down wearily in 
the armchair in front of the desk and Stefan noticed the black sling that held 
his right arm. It was only when he saw Antim seated i n  the chai r  that the rapid 
beating of his heart subsided . The next instant he felt a great weakness 
throughout his body and he too sat down. Antim took his handkerchief and 
wiped h is forehead with great care. Stefan saw then that Antim's face was 
covered with bruises. A large gash under his right eye extended far into his 
beard. 

"Colonel Chabert! Dear domnule Viziru ,"  Antim began,  trying to smile. 
But i t  probably irritated one of h is cuts because he quickly put his handker
chief to the corner of his mouth and pressed it, holding it there for a long 
time. 
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"What happened?" 
"Colonel Chabert! Didn't I tell you?" asked Antim without l ifting the 

handkerchief from his mouth . "They thought that I had died .  They found me 
half dead with my head broken! And now there's nothi ng wrong wi th me!  
Absolutely noth ing!" He stopped and wiped his forehead carefully aga in .  

"That th ief Spiridon pushed me! I 'd fel t  for a l ong time he was lying in  
wait  for me. And then at  the top of  the  stairs I saw h i m  getting ready to  shove 
me. I made myself l i mp and I fell .  I never thought I 'd survive. But God is 
good . . .  and when a man has vital ity . . . .  Wel l ,  here I am safe and sound! 
The punishment of God !  Because Spi ridon won't escape me now! I have 
proof! Prison'll get h im!  And he won't be able to sell the painting. I 've 
informed the police that  he stole i t  from me. And I came here to tell you too .  
And t o  put myself under your protection. That criminal is capable of trying to 
kill me aga i n ! "  

"I  ran across him last night, " said Stefan .  
Antim raised his head suddenly and l ooked at the other with intense fear 

in his eyes. "Did he  have the painting?" he asked quickly. 
"Yes , "  replied Stefa n .  He left the desk and went to the corner of the 

room where he had deposi ted some of the fi les that had to be evacuated. "He 
gave i t  to me to keep. That is,  to put it  more precisely,  he gave i t  to me to 
del iver to you . "  

Antim jumped to his feet and took the portfol i o  i n  both hands. He was 
trembl ing. He made a large sign of the cross. "May G od a nd the H oly  Mother 
protect you ! "  He said with strong feel ing. "May God protect you !"  He was 
unable to continue and he began to weep, shaki ng with sobs, covering h is face 
with his handkerchief. 

"But I don't have any news about domnu/ Vadastra , "  Stefa n  said quietly. 
"I don't know what became of h im.  He ran to help a woman in  a burning 
house. I 'm afraid something may have happened to h im . . . .  " 

"God protect you ! "  Antim continued to repeat between h is sighs. "God 
a nd the H oly  Mother protect you ! God a nd the H oly Mother! . . .  Colonel 
Chabert! . . .  " 

267 



s 

HE ARRIVED AT BRISTOL AT TEN o'CLOCK AT NIGHT. THE STATION HAD ·BEEN 

bombed and he had trouble finding a taxi to carry him with h is two suitcases 
to the hotel where he had reserved a room . In the darkness the city seemed 
ominous. On both sides of the street he saw the gutted houses outlined against 
the sky, which could be gl impsed through the ruins in some places. At the 
hotel , the only large one that had been l eft intact, few voices could be heard 
although the lobby was fil led with people. They spoke to each other in  
whispers or  dozed wearily in the armchairs. 

"Did you hear the nine o'clock news broadcast tonight?" he asked the 
man at the desk as he presented his passport. "What's the news from 
Romania?" 

The rather elderly clerk wore a short gray mustache and gold-rimmed 
spectacles . He raised his eyes from the register and looked at Stefan politely, 
del iberately, in the manner of someone trying to recall something. 
" Romania? . . .  Oh, yes. There's a revolution. The Iron Guardists have risen 
against General Antonescu . "  

Although Stefan had found out about the rebell ion that morning in  
London when he bought the newspapers at the station, he was not aware of 
what had been happening. 

"Nothing else?" he demanded insistently. "Are there any more details 
about the situation?" 

"The situation seems confused. I t's a revolution . . . .  You have room 84 
on the third floor ,"  the clerk added quickly, as if he were sorry he had spoken, 
and he looked down again at the register. 

Absently Stefan went up to room 84. A vague sadness hovered between 
the walls ,  the sadness of a deserted house or of one that is in mourning. The 
heavy curtains that covered the window were somber and old-fash ioned , left 
there from another age. He lit a cigarette and began to undress. He was cold. 
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Laying the sealed dipl omatic portfol i o  beside h im on the bed , he turned out 
the l ight, but he could not sleep. He rested his head on the pi l low and 
smoked , as he  had started to do when he was with Antim that night. 

As they were going down to the basement of the Embassy Stefan had 
tried to take the professor by the arm. "Don't touch me, please!" Antim 
had said , drawing back. "Where\·er you put your hand it hurts. I feel as 
though all my bones were crushed . "  

Two l ong narrow rooms i n  the basement had been converted into a 
shelter by setting up army cots and several small tabl es . Stefan went 
directly to the darkest corner. Removing h is tie and jacket he put on a 
dressing gown and went to bed . H e  fel l  asleep immediately. 

Late in the n ight he  had awakened and l ooked around h i m  in 
astonishment. He did not real ize where he was. Some of the l ights had 
been turned off, and the room was cold . He sa\\ Antim sleeping bes ide 
him with the portfol i o  under his head.  After a few moments a captai n  
entered, bringing coffee o n  a tray. 

"What ti me is it?" Stefan asked . 
"Two-th i rty , "  answered the capta in ,  setting the tray on a table. 

"Wouldn't you l ike some coffee?" 
"Yes , I th ink so. "  
l11e capta in brought a cup t o  him and held out a package of 

cigarettes. "You must have been really tired if you could sleep , "  he  
remarked. " I  couldn't close my eyes. N ot so much because of  the bombs 
as the antiai rcraft guns . . . .  There's a battery near here. They're quiet 
now but they'll be starting aga i n  . . . .  " 

Stefan l i t  h is cigarette and pulled the cover up under his chin.  I t  
seemed to  be getting colder. Antim whispered in h is sleep and began to 
sneeze. Stefan reached out to ad just the blanket over h im,  but Antim 
jerked suddenly and seized the portfol io  with both hands. 

" Was that you?" he  asked in fright. He peered a round suspiciously. 
Stefan smiled at him and curl ed up under his blanket. He fel t  a lmost 
frozen. He wanted to go to back to sleep and he  closed his eyes , but he 
opened them again i mmediately .  Antim was still sitting up watching 
Stefan's movements intently. Their eyes met for a moment. Embar
rassed, Stefan huned his face to the wal l .  

That week the  a ir  raids had kept up continuously n ight after n ight. 
Antim seldom l eft the Embassy basement. During the day, when there 
were no alerts , he  went up to the large salon , which had been made i nto 
a waiting room . H e  sat down in an armchair,  holding the portfol i o  on 
his lap, and dozed. If an alert sou nded at lunchtime,  or if the sky were 
too cloudy, he did not dare go out to the restaurant but contented 
himself with a sandwich . In the evening the cook at the Embassy gave 
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him something to eat. He did not want to go home, not even in the 
company of Stefan. The captain brought him some underwear in a 
small val ise, and an overcoat. 

"No one has seen him dead!" Antim murmured from time to time. 
He had quarreled with the charge d'affaires because he had wished 

to i nform Bucharest of Vadastra's disappearance and Antim had been 
opposed to th is.  "You'll alarm the girl for nothing,"  he said.  "You'll 
bring grief to two poor women! No one's seen him dead!" 

The house Vadastra had entered had burned to the ground. A 
number of people had perished there, but Antim still did not want to 
bel ieve that Spiridon was dead. "You don't know who he is ,"  he mur
mured to h imself, fidgeting in h is  chair. "I can't talk about it further, 
but you'd cross yourselves if you knew!" 

H e  had taken on the tics of old age, nodding h is head when he 
spoke and constantly sucking his l ips. He slept fully clothed with the 
portfoli o  under h is pil low. His  beard had grown unkempt, and in order 
to hide the frayed, d irty collar of his shi rt, he always wore a scarf around 
his neck. 

Then one morning toward the end of September he had come to 
Stefan,  his face distorted with fear.  ' ' I 'm going with you to Oxford ,"  he 
sai d  in a whisper. "I can't stay here any l onger!" 

It had been decided to evacuate all employees who were not regu
lar members of the Embassy staff, and Stefan had gone to Oxford to look 
for lodgings. He had just returned. The city was overcrowded and he 
had l ocated two rooms with great difficulty in a modest pension, 
Oxoniensis.  

"I 'm going with you ! I can't stay here! There's a madman with us 
in  the shelter. He went i nsane during the air raid.  I haven't slept a wink 
all night. He terrifies me . . . .  " 

Toward midnight someone had begun to wai l .  Nobody had dared 
to get out of bed to see what was the matter. They all waited, stunned. 
Then the wai l ing had stopped suddenly, and the man had gone back to 
sleep. But Antim could not close h is eyes aga in .  "He's mad! "  he mur
mured. "He's a raving lunatic !"  

They arranged to  meet at the station at five o'clock. Stefan waited 
for him there on the platform for half an hour.  In the meantime the 
alert had sounded and since Antim did not arrive Stefan imagined that 
he had been afraid to cross the city when it was under bombardment. 
Perhaps he had abandoned his plan to leave that evening. Stefan got on 
the next tra in .  It was the first time he had traveled during an aerial at
tack, and he did not feel entirely at ease until they had passed Uxbridge. 

The next day he had found out that Antim had taken a taxi from 
Belgrave Square around four o'clock. A few hours later someone had 
telephoned the Embassy that the professor had been fou nd dead in a 
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waiting room at Paddington Station . He had suffered a heart attack. The 
next evening he was buried. 

Stefan put out his cigarette. He wasn't meant to go to Oxford,  he  whispered to 
himself in order to banish h is sad thoughts. He closed his eyes. "There's 
a revolution. The I ron Guardists have risen . "  Antim had predicted i t. "These 
men will make a revolution , "  he had said .  "These men will kil l  the General . " 

When they were burying h i m  it had begun to rain .  Four mourners had 
come to the cemetery-the capta in,  the cook, Fotescu , and Stefan.  The 
charge d'affaires had sent a wreath . "In memory of our dear compa
triot. " H e  would  have l iked to have come also, he sa id, but he was 
cal led to the Foreign Office. When they were retu rning from the 
cemetery in Fotescu's car the rain h ad begun to fal l  m ore h eavily, so 
they left Stefan at the sta tion. All the way to Oxford he had watched the 
fine, cold drops beat gently aga inst the tra in windows, and during the 
days that foll owed the rai n  accompanied him e\"erywhere. Harsh and 
gray, the sky seemed to come closer to the ground. There was a smell of 
withered leaves and everything was wet. October. 

He awoke at six o'clock. The airport \·an was \\·aiting in front of the hotel , and 
at  seven it l eft. When they started i t  was sti l l  dark outside. Two women and 
several men had climbed into the car with Stefan. An officer sat beside h i m  
with an absent air ,  smoking constantly a n d  l ooking at  n o  one. The car passed 
along streets watched over by ru ins through which the murky l ight of dawn 
appeared, and when it was ful l  daylight the rain began aga in .  The car veered 
sharply, stopping in front of a gate of barbed wire as a guard came out of the 
concrete sentry box. Dodging the puddles ,  he drew the gate aside and the 
vehicle entered the a irport. 

Two soldiers in raincoats unloaded the luggage whi le  the passengers were 
led into a gray building. The officer fol lowed them si lently .  The inspection of 
the baggage and the collection of fees were handled rapidly, and they went on 
then to have their passports checked. Stefan,  waiting \vith the seal ed portfolio ,  
was the last to  be called. A soldier directed him to  enter a room in which he 
found the officer from the car as well as a civil ian clerk. They asked for his 
papers and exa mined them one by one with great care. Then without raising 
his eyes the officer asked Stefan what h is mission in London was .  

"Your name is not  on the l ist of  the  diplomatic corps , "  he  sa id ,  h olding i t  
out. Stefan glanced over the names of the employees of the Romanian Lega
tion. H is was not there. 

"Your billfold, please, "  said the officer. He opened it, took out all the 
papers, counted the bills,  then passed everything to the clerk beside h im.  
Stefan watched i t  al l  with growing apprehension. H e  was reminded fl eetingly 
of the Pol ice H eadquarters in Bucharest. He wondered if there might perhaps 
be a note or a name in his wallet that would appear suspicious. 
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"Have you anything else in your pockets?" demanded the officer. Stefan 
began searching through them and removed everyth ing. He took out his 
handkerchief too, but started to put it back quickly. 

"Leave it out, please," said the officer. "Which are the keys to your 
val ises? Your baggage will be inspected in the next room. " 

The Minister had been right. The thought, It's because of Duma! flashed 
through Stefan's mind. The officer put all the objects in a l ittle basket with the 
exception of a package of cigarettes that had already been opened. This he left 
on the desk. H e  pressed a button. A soldier entered, approached the desk and 
took the basket. The civilian clerk checked every scrap of paper in the billfold 
carefully. He set to one side a number of visiting cards with notes on them. 

"A search of your person wil l  be made, " said the officer, rising. 
Stefan blushed. It was true, just as the Minister had foreseen. He was 

under suspicion. 
"I  should think the fact that I possess a diplomatic passport and was on an 

assignment . . .  " 
The officer did not let h im finish . "Your government is behaving badly," 

he said ,  going to the door. "Our correspondents were arrested by Legionnaire 
police, beaten and tortured. The Gestapo in Ploesti pulled out the teeth of 
one of our newspaper men . "  

"But that was the Gestapo ! "  Stefan interrupted , suddenly raising his 
VOICe. 

"I t's all  the same," sa id the officer, closing the door behind him. 
The civilian empl oyee asked for Stefan's coat. He pushed the button and 

a young man with small gray eyes entered. Taking the coat, he went to the 
window and began to inspect it slowly, running his fingers skil lful ly over every 
seam. At the same time the clerk examined his vest. A third man came in , 
asked for his shoes , and withdrew with them into a corner. I n  a few minutes 
Stefan was naked. He sat down on a chair,  trying to ignore his humi liation. I 
should have expected th is. I t's because of Duma . The Minister foresaw this. 
He stretched out his  hand to take a cigarette from the package lying on the 
desk. 

"What do you want?" the civil ian asked sternly. 
"A cigarette. " The Engl ishman picked up the package and pulled one 

out for h im.  Then he held up a l ighted match. 
"Thanks . "  
The man nodded h i s  head and returned t o  h is work. 

On that Sunday in November a name had kept coming into his mind. 
Mihai Duma. He was sure he had heard i t  somewhere, but he couldn't 
manage to remember the circumstances. After about an hour of effort 
he had given it up and had gone downstairs .  It was dark. Rain had 
begun to fal l .  He pulled the collar of his coat tight around his neck and 
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started walking quickly toward the river. He knew of a spot that he l iked 
very much where the river passed through a wood. A l i ttle antiquated 
steamboat fl oated motionless and empty near the bank. It was l ike a rel i c  
of a time that was gone, of England before M a y  1 0 , 1 940---evidencc of 
a l ife that he had known only i n  books, but one that he had loved. I t  
began to  rai n  harder as he walked on,  and since he  was bareheaded he 
looked for a place to take shelter. H e  skirted a park where he  noticed that 
tents had been erected. There were also a number of camouflaged 
trucks. He knew that they belonged to the troops whose duty it was to 
defend the region fro m  the first waves of parachutists , and he hurried 
past. Any Romanian is suspect. He ,,·alkcd faster. Finally he reached a 
house with a kind of canopy over the door facing the street. H ere he  
could protect h imself from the ra i n .  The iron fence that surrounded the 
yard had been removed and donated to the war industry, a fate that had 
befallen all the ornamenta l  i ron i n  Oxford. Mihai Duma , he  reca ll ed 
suddenly, is someone Biris spoke about. But he couldn't remember 
anyth ing m ore and he turned homeward, annoyed, head bent, pelted 
by the ra i n .  

At t h e  pension,  Oxonicnsis, h is supper a\\·a itcd h i m :  a sardine on a 
leaf of lettuce, a slice of smoked tongue, a piece of bread, two biscuits ,  a 
cup of stC\\·cd fruit .  He ate rapidly and climbed the stairs to his room as 
soon as he had finished. Dropping a shi l l ing into the electric heater, he 
pulled i t  close to the desk to warm his feet. Then taking up a book, he 
opened i t  and began to read at random. He l ooked at  the title later and 
fou nd that  he was read ing a volume of l i terary criticism by Virginia 
Woolf. Bi ris had spoken about M ihai  Duma one n ight. "I went to see 
someone, a Mihai Duma , "  he had said,  "at Cotroccni . . .  all the way to 
Cotroceni . . . .  " 

, 

He was beginning to feel cold .  ' "But I had a n  official assignment, " he pro
tested suddenly. "I don't sec much difference between the Gestapo and you , 
the great democracy ! "  

One of the pol icemen , the one w h o  was examining t h e  shirt in front of 
the window, turned his head slowly and smiled.  Naked , wi th the stub of a 
cigarette in his fingers, S tefan fel t  that he appeared c\·en more ridiculous as he  
tried awb·ardly to rise from his chair in i nd ignation.  

"\Vc won't pull  out your teeth , "  the man sa id placidly. 

"I  met an interesting man ! "  Biris had told h i m  that  night. "A Mihai 
Duma . "  

The next morning when h e  was a t  the Legation,  Stefan had de
cided impulsively to telegraph his friend. He knew that it was unwise, 
but he  fel t  he  would not rest until he  had received a reply from Biris .  
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"Please wire precise deta ils about Mihai Duma stop Interested to highest 
degree in this man stop Cordially Stefan. " He had begun to put the 
telegram into the code of the Ministry of the Economy, but then he 
remembered that th is code had been obsolete for several months. He 
would have to ask Fotescu or the counsel for the Legation to give him 
the new code. He hesitated for some time, then went downsta irs and 
sent the message himself, without transcribing it. Three days later a 
response arrived from Biris: "Man lacks interest stop Broke off any 
connection with him long ago stop Happy nevertheless for sign of l ife 
from you stop Cordially Petre . "  

The policeman held out the shirt to Stefan, who took i t  without thanks and 
quickly drew it over his head. He was a l i ttle less cold and a l i ttle less 
ashamed, but he continued to feel ridiculous. 

That evening the charge d'affaires had i nvited him to dinner at the 
cottage near Oxford which he had rented some time before. He took 
Stefan home with him in h is car, but soon after they had passed Ux
bridge the fog began to descend upon them and it was necessary to drive 
more slowly. Stefan brought up the subject of Antim's Rubens, which 
had disappeared in Paddi ngton Station after having survived so many 
mishaps. 

"This is the first time I 've heard about that! Why didn't you inform 
me earlier? There may be more to the matter than we i magined. We'll 
have to notify the police, the charge d'affaires had added absently as he 
tried to find a place where he could pull the car off the road, "to begin 
investigations . . . .  " 

The highway was totally engulfed in fog, thick, white, stifl ing. 
Stefan began to feel i t  weigh on his chest l ike a heavy stone. This is the 
first fog I've experienced in Engl and, he intended to say, but the other 
man continued , "Although with all that's happening in the world, and 
especially here, this story will seem ridiculous. In any case we must 
make an inquiry . . . .  " 

Three days after that an inspector had come to see Stefan at  
Belgrave Square. He asked him to relate all he knew about Vadastra and 
Antim, l i stening without showing any interest, almost indifferently. He 
seemed tired. From time to time he passed his left hand over his eyes in 
a gesture that was brief, automatic. A week later he came again and this 
time he was more affable and more attentive, keeping his eyes fixed on 
Stefan. He asked for a list of all the people whom he had met on the day 
of Antim's death and even, approximately, the duration of the encoun
ters. 

"You don't suspect me, do you?" Stefan had asked. 
The inspector gave him a faint, courteous smile. 
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Shortly before Christmas there was a discussion with the Minis
ter. . . .  

··You can get dressed , "  said the clerk, giving the other two men an expression
less glance. S tefan began to put on his  clothes in silence. After a few minutes 
the officer returned. 

"'The examination of your baggage will take a l i ttle l onger, "  he said, 
sitting down a t  the desk. 

Stefan did not reply. Passively, he sat and looked out the window. The 
other two men left the room without speaking. 

"The plane will arrive in Lisbon at  least an hour late , "  said the officer. 
"And all an your account. " He smiled ,  wearily exti nguishing h is cigarette. 
Then he opened the newspaper and began to read. 

He remembered that day very clearly, the twenty-second of December. 
Near H olton H ills there were great trees, trees that were very old, very 
wise. He had rediscovered them bare of leaves but serene. They're 
wait ing! he real ized, and a nameless joy swept over him all of a sudden. 
They know well tha t  everyth ing will  begin aga in  from the beginning in 
spring, that nothi ng anywhere is final .  What happens has happened 
before and will happen aga in .  The death of the leaves does not mean 
the  death of the  trees , because winter is a favorable t ime for them and 
sweet l ike a sleep, l ike a long rest. As they stand now, stripped and rigid,  
displaying only thei r hard ,  somber bark, they deceive us. They lead us 
to bel ie\·e that they ha\·e returned to the state of a mineral , that they 
have re-established a m ineralogical condition of existence. But this 
regression to dead matter is only apparent. I t  is s imply an imita tion of 
death ,  for the purpose of a better rest. Life only apes this conditi on
puts on the disgu ise of a mineral i n  order to be l eft i n  peace, to recreate 
i tself from with in  . . . .  

After about ten m i nutes a soldier brought back the basket that contained 
Stefan's papers, handkerchi ef, keys, and billfold .  

"You know that you can't take the dipl omatic courier portfolio ,"  said the 
officer without l ifti ng his  eyes from the newspaper. " We don't recognize you 
in the capacity of courier. " 

Undecided, S tefan paused a moment and then rose quickly to his feet. 
"Let me speak to the Embassy by telephone. " 

"The l ine is disconnected. There's an aerial alert i n  London just 
now . . . .  And there won't be time. I n  fifteen m inutes you leave. " 

"And what if I refuse to l eave?" 
The officer shrugged. It could be seen, however, that he was upset. " In  

that case you 'll have to reimburse the  airl ine company for the  two-hour delay 
you've caused. A thousand pounds , that i s , "  he  added. 

Maybe they think that I 've h idden the painting in the courier 
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portfol io--or even mil itary secrets . Stefan knew what it contained-letters to 
famil ies in Romania,  delayed consular reports , several expense account vou
chers. He had gone over them himself with the charge d'affaires. 

"Since we're alone," the Minister had said to him that day , the twenty
second of December, ''I'm going to ask you something. What connec
tion do you have with a man called Mihai Duma?" Stefan looked at 
him,  suddenly disturbed. "None," he said. " I  don't know him, but a 
friend of mine did, and one day . . .  " He stopped abruptly, embarrassed. 
He was ashamed to admit  frankly that once he had telegraphed Biris just 
to put an end to an obsession. "You can tell me the truth , "  the Minister 
encouraged h i m .  "Everyth ing you say will remain strictly between the 
two of us . "  "Unfortunately, I have hardly anything to tel l , "  Stefan 
exclaimed almost hopeiessly. "Actually, it's rather childish . . . .  " And 
he told him about it while they walked together under the trees in 
Holton H il ls .  He was careful to withhold nothing. " If  I didn't know 
you , "  the Minister sa id, "it would be hard for me to bel ieve you. And 
undoubtedly no one else will .  I understand th is obsession of yours very 
wel l ,  but what I don't understand is your imprudence in telegraphing 
your friend openly. You seem to have forgotten that England is at war, 
and every one of us could be suspected of espionage. The mere mention 
of a name was suspicious. But when it was a question of Mihai 
Duma! . . .  " "Wel l ,  what was so serious about that name?" Stefan asked, 
interested all at once. The Minister hesitated a moment, then he laid 
his hand on Stefan's arm. "It so happens that this man is very question
able. He's in the Secret Service and he works for the Germans . "  Stefan 
stood stil l ,  dumfounded. "But how should I have guessed that he was 
someone l ike that?" he exclaimed almost naively. "I heard this name 
from my best friend, who's a phi losophy teacher and has nothing to do 
with pol itics . "  "''ll try to patch things up, " the Minister added, "but it's 
going to be hard. Meanwhile you're in great disfavor at the Foreign 
Office. Don't mention th is at the Legation , but the British government 
wants to ask for your recall . "  Stefan blushed. "Then I 'd better ask for i t  
myself. I 've stayed here in a spirit of  loyalty to  my colleagues and 
because I didn't want them to say that I was afraid of the siege of the 
island. I t's better for me to go back home voluntarily as I wanted to do 
l ong ago. Tomorrow I 'l l  ask to be recalled by telegram. "  "This too 
would appear suspicious," the Minister said. "Wait a few more days, or 
even a week. We'll see later what's to be done. 

"I think that it's time," said the officer, looking at h is watch and getting up 
from his desk. "Your luggage is probably in the plane. We'll give you an 
affidavit to certify that the sealed portfolio wil l  be handed over to the Roma
nian Legation in London. "  
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Of course they'll open it and go over it piece by piece. H e  thought about 
the personal letters and the expense vouchers inside and he smiled ,  shrugging 
his shoulders. 

"What do the newspapers say today about Romania?" he asked calmly.  
"The rebel l ion is spreading throughout the country. There's fighting in  

the streets in Bucharest between the  army and the  I ron Guardists. " 
The officer accompanied h i m  to the a irplane, an immense Dutch craft 

that  had flown between Amsterdam and Batavia before the i nvasion of the 
Netherlands. A pilot saw him com i ng and cl imbed on board cheerfully.  

"Have a good trip !"  the officer said,  holding out his hand. But Stefan saw 
himself at  that moment naked, cowering on the cha ir ,  waiting for them to 
bring him his shirt, and he cl imbed the ramp without huning around aga in ,  
as though he  had  heard noth ing. 

The plane was nearly empty and the few passcngcres looked at  h i m  
crossly, but o n e  o f  the pilots put a hand on his shoulder a s  he passed. The 
windows were covered with sheets of cardboard. He could feel the plane take 
off and gain  altitude,  but because he could not see anything he experienced 
an uneasy sensation of misgiving. After about half an h our he heard the noise 
of the motors decrease, and their speed slackened. Then he felt the plane 
touch the ground. The pilot who had put his hand on Stefan's shoulder came 
out of the cockpit. 

"We're l oading fuel , "  he said. 
Stefan looked at  each of the passengers in  turn. One woman was crochet

ing: another, younger, was read ing an i l lustrated magazine. An Egyptian 
dozed in the scat in  front of h im.  There were two other men in  the back who 
were talking quietly to each other. He l i t  a cigarette. H e  had noth ing to read .  
The books a n d  magazines that h e  had brought from London h a d  been confis
cated. They had even taken a way the newspaper that he had purchased in the 
hotel lobby on his departure. He closed h is eyes. There was nothi ng to do. N o  
refuge. The rebell ion i s  spreading throughout the country. Fighting between 
the army and the I ron Guardists . . . .  

On that evening of January 2 2 ,  Misu Weissman rang Cata l ina's doorbell for a 
long time but no one answered. H e  l eaned against the wal l  and l i t  a cigarette, 
resolving to wait. His  hand shook as he l ifted the match . Nervously he stroked 
his face, which l ooked pale and dirty, a nd pull ing his handkerch ief from his 
pocket, he  wiped his forehead,  his chin ,  his cheeks. Despite the freezing 
weather he was perspiring. H e  opened his overcoat and removed the muffler 
from around his neck. Exhausted, he hesitated a few moments and then sat 
down on the top step of the stai rs in front of Catal ina's d oor. Whenever he  
heard the elevator com i ng he  rose to  his feet with great effort. 
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He was beginning to doze when he thought he heard shots. He leaped 
up, flattening himself against the wal l .  Straining to l isten , he detected in the 
distance sounds of shouts and cheers, the muffled drone of people singing. 
More shots rang out. Weissman turned up the collar of his coat and ap
proached the door to Catalina's apartment, his hand raised to ring the bell .  
When he heard the elevator coming he pushed the button, trying to  make his 
movements as normal as possible. After a moment he caught his breath , 
sighing with weariness, and l eaned on the wall aga in ,  l istening. He no longer 
heard shooting, but far away in the frozen evening there was the subdued roar 
of many voices shouting in unison, cheering, booing. Tensely he l i t  another 
cigarette and paced back and forth in front of the door. Again he looked at his 
watch. I t  was five minutes past n ine. I t  occurred to him suddenly that she 
might have gone to the theater, and he closed his eyes as if he wished to drive 
away an apparition that terrified him.  

A few minutes later Catalina arrived with Biris. Weissman put his arms 
around her. 

"''ve been l ooking for you !" Catalina told him excitedly. " I 've been 
looking all day, since morning. If you only knew what I 've been through ! "  

"Let's go in ,  let's g o  in !"  said Weissman i n  a whisper. I t  was only when 
they went into the bright l ight of the room that they noticed his wretched 
state. "I didn't sleep all night," he said, taking off his overcoat. "Luckily I was 
warned. Otherwise you never would have seen me again!  They've devastated 
all the shops in the district. " 

"But where were you?" demanded Catalina . "This morning when I 
learned what had happened, I went to your place immediately . . . .  " 

"You'll find out later where I was , "  Misu said, and he smiled for the fi rst 
time. "All I can tell you is that I haven't slept, and I 've had almost nothing to 
eat. " 

"Let me make you a cup of tea . "  Catalina went into the next room as 
Misu collapsed on the sofa .  

"Now we've seen this too, coane Petrica !" He turned to Biris .  "People 
murdered in the streets! Jews fleeing l ike wild beasts , stabbed and cut to pieces 
l ike in a slaughterhouse. We've seen this too, now!" he repeated, sick at heart. 

Biris went to the sofa and put his hand on the other man's shoulder. 
"Thank God you escaped! The worst is over-it's the beginning of the end. 
General Antonescu has control of the s ituation now, and the army's on his 
side. They're shooting the I ron Guardists. Any day now the revolt wil l  be 
l iquidated . . . .  " 

"Do you th ink so?" asked Weissman. "But the Germans? What will the 
Germans say?" 

Resting his hand again on Weissman's shoulder B i ris smiled.  "The 
Germans support Antonescu . They've given him a free hand to l iqu idate the 
Legionnaires. Do you think Hitler is a sentimental ist? That he would con-
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tinue to encourage even a fascist movement if for any reason it confuses his 
calculati ons? The Fuhrer is interested in  just one th ing: to have peace in th is 
country so he  can harvest grain  and transport oi l .  Without oi l  he  couldn't 
keep up the war for more than six m onths . "  

"May God hear you ! "  sa id Misu . "But what I 've seen! I 'l l  never forget i t !"  
He l i t  a cigarette and settled himself more comfortably on the divan.  Bir is  sat 
down near h i m ,  absorbed in thought. The door opened and Catal ina returned 
carrying the teapot and cups on a tray. 

" Why arc you two so quiet?" she i nquired. 
"Conu Misu is tired , "  sa id Biris,  and after a moment he  asked, "Where 

are we going to h ide  h im? Do you th ink he  can stay here with you?" 
"Of course. " Catal ina approached the divan with the tray.  "Where else?" 
"Thank you , duduie Cata l ina , "  sa id Misu . "But don't think that I 'l l  be 

safe here at  your place! A large number of Jews s ti l l  l ive on th is block. If the 
disturbance breaks out again tonight the well-to-do areas will be attacked. 
When I came they'd already begun to gather at the end of the street in the 
Garden .  And I heard shooting al l  the t ime. " 

"This neighborhood is wel l guarded , "  Biris observed. "I met cordons of 
mil i tary police on a l l  the streets. They've even brought out tanks too . Don't be 
afra id.  Nothi ng will happen here. I told you that  al l  the Legionnaire posi ti ons 
arc occupied by the army or else under s iege. In a day or two order will be 
restored . "  

"What d o  you know about it?" Misu asked. "While the army i s  fighting 
the Legionnaires , the rabble rises and begins to plunder. I saw several bands 
when I got out of the tax i .  They were common tramps and rogues. They take 
advantage of the rebell ion to l oot and m urder. I tell you I saw them ! H ere, in  
th is neighborhood, i t's not  safe! We'd better go  to  Dan's. " 

Biris glanced up at Catal ina ,  who was staring a t  the floor as she l istened . 
They both remained silent.  All at once a volley of shots was heard. Misu 
jumped up from the sofa .  "Do you hear  i t?" he cried. Isolated shots conti nued 
to sound , and then,  after a l ong interval of si lence, there was the rattle of a 
machine gun. 

Putting on his overcoat ,  Biris sai d ,  "Ill go sec what's happening. " 
"Petre, you're crazy! "  exclai med Catalina .  
"Don't worry. I have the feel ing they're shooti ng i n  the a ir . " A nd he 

went out qu ickly before Catal ina could stop h i m .  

When they were alone Weissman l ooked at  the young woman questioningly. 
"Am I mistaken or do you want to break up with Dan?" 

Catal ina did not a nswer but conti nued to prepare the ham sandwiches. 
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"You're wrong, "  he went on. "Dan is a remarkable man . "  
"How can you say that, coane Misu?" cried Catalina with a smile. "After 

all he's done! Of the two of us, I should have thought that you had the greater 
right to be angry . . . .  " 

"But what has he done?" interrupted Misu. "He's donned the green shirt 
of the Legionnaires. And is he the only one? But I know what he thinks about 
those people. H e's told me many times. He put on the green shirt in order to 
be made di rector of the Theater. And they did well to give him the j ob. At 
least he's an able man. You've seen what bold plans he has . . . .  " 

Catal ina approached him and stroked his cheek. "You're a remarkable 
man, coane Misu , "  she sa id. " Even after all that's happened to you ,  you don't 
want to change!" 

Weissman blushed. "What does that have to do with it?" he said. 
"They're two different things. I've known Dan for ten years. He told me he's 
not a Legionnaire and I bel ieve h im . . . .  But that's not what we were talking 
about," he added quickly. "What's happened between you two? As soon as I 
went away something happened. I hardly ever see you together anymore. " 

"Nothing's happened, coane Misu, "  said Catalina in a tone of sad indif
ference. "You know that if I haven't separated from Dan before th is, it's 
because I bel ieved he couldn't live without me. Actually, this is about all 
that's left of a love affair  after a few years-the fear that if you separate the 
other will suffer more than you . . . .  But I 've noticed that ever since he 
became di rector of the Theater he can live very well without me. Now he can 
fulfill his dream of producing and playing Shakespeare as he bel ieves he 
should be played . . . .  " 

They heard more shots followed by cheers, screams, boos. Quickly 
Catal ina went to the window, and opening it she leaned out for a moment to 
l ook. 

"It's not on our street, "  she said. "It must still be at the Garden . . . .  But 
what could Petre be doing? Why hasn't he come back yet?" 

Misu finished eating the last sandwich and l i t  a cigarette. Catalina closed 
the window and sat down, sad at heart, on the divan beside h im.  

"And yet, as far as  I can see, you haven't made the break. " 
"Not yet, but almost , "  she said with a tired smile. "Absorbed as he's been 

for the past few months with his Theater, he hasn't even noticed that I 'm no 
longer staying close to him. And each of us l ives his l ife as his heart ad
vises . . . .  " 

Biris returned a half-hour later. " I  don't quite understand what's happen
ing, " he said, wearily removing his overcoat. "The radio station is still in the 
hands of the Legionnaires. They're announcing all sorts of absurdities. Be
hind the Garden there were several incidents, with shooting on both sides, but 
no one could tell me exactly what had happened or who started it. All I could 
find out was that they shot from inside the houses right into the crowd. If this 
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is true it means that  there are a number of agents provoruteurs. This compl i
cates things . . . .  " 

"Didn't I tell you?" cried Misu,  getting up and beginning to walk about 
the room with quick, nervous steps. "Tonight the rabble from the outskirts 
will turn to the center of the city and then you'll see an uprising! " 

H e  stopped i n  the middle of the room and l ooked a t  them both with an 
uneasy smile. "Why couldn't we all  sleep at  Dan's tonight?" 

"If we decide to do that, " Bi ris said, 'Til  go hunt for a tax i ,  but I don't 
thi nk we can find one easi ly.  I could telephone someone to come and take us 
in  his car. I ' l l  leave i t  to you to decide," he  added, looking at  Catal ina. 

"All right, " she said softly.  "Let's go . "  
They a rrived a t  Bibicescu's place a l i ttle before m idnight because i t  took 

Biris about an hour to locate a car. Several ti mes they encountered cordons of 
soldiers who inspected their papers a nd searched for a rms.  At one corner a 
barrage of bullets wh istled over the car, and a short, nervous laugh broke from 
Catal ina's l ips. Biris was quiet,  his  muffler pulled up over h is  ch i n ,  but now 
and then he trembled as if  he  were shaking with fever. They found the actor at 
home, wearing his overcoat. Inside i t  was cold because the fire in  the stove 
had gone out and he didn't have the energy to go down to the cellar for wood. 
He seemed tired. 

"I sent someone to your house, coane Misu, to look for you ! "  he  said.  
"But you had disappeared. I 've had a fright. . . .  " 

Weissman blushed happily. "I knew you'd worry about me. But what 
I 've been through! "  He began to tell them everyth i ng,  interrupting h imself to 
ask questions, smoking, coughing ,  continually wiping his face with his hand
kerchief. They comprehended l i ttle because M isu did not mention names, 
nor did he  give specific deta i ls .  He just spoke about "a person who is indebted 
to me, " about ··a very luxurious house where they offered me an apartment, " 
about the man "with whom I must transact the business I told you about. " 
After about ten m i nutes , seeing that  his  guests \\·ere cold, Bibicescu looked for 
his flashl ight and went out and got \\·ood. Catal ina h elped h i m  make the fire, 
while Biris watched, sti l l  wearing his overcoat and smoking dejectedly. M isu 
lay down on the sofa .  He seemed on the point of fal l ing asleep. 

" Do you thi nk we ought to put a green shirt on h im?" asked Catali na ,  
smi l ing. "Or i s  he  safe l ike th is because he's in  your house?" 

Bibicescu frowned and l ooked at  her as though he had not understood. 
Then he shrugged and continued to blow on the fire. 

"How have you been?" he asked presently, addressing Biris and Cata l ina .  
" I  haven't seen very much o f  you at  the Theater. "  

Catal ina l ooked a t  Misu and motioned to Bibicescu. "Where's he going 
to sleep?" 

"In the next room . "  
"I'l l  go see if the fire's sti l l  burning , "  said Catal ina.  
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Weissman rubbed his eyes, yawned, and aga in l i t  a cigarette. "Was there 
any trouble here?" he asked. 

"No. This  is a qu iet neighborhood . "  
"I l ike the way you put that ,"  began Biris all a t  once in  a good humor. 

"Do you thi nk that the other neighborhoods-Misu's for instance-are essen
tially not quiet? I have the i mpression that you don't know what's been going 
on the past two days. Let me tell you . I t's a sort of revolution, not the kind that 
Bursuc expected and predicted, but an uprising. The Legionnaires have risen 
against General Antonescue, after governing the country wi th him for almost 
five months. Now they want to overthrow him.  The army is on General An
tonescu's side and for two days they've been shooting at Legionnaires. But 
the Legionnaires shoot at anyone who's there-at Misu, at me, even at  you . "  

" I  thought i t  was something more serious!" Bibicescu said with a wry 
smile. 

B iris did not answer. Picking up an armful of wood, Catalina went into 
the next room followed by Bibicescu. 

"Why do you tease him?" whispered Misu, moving closer to Biris. 
"Don't you see how nervous he is? I think he's had bad news . . . .  " 

'Til tell you the news he's received, "  Biris responded calmly. "He's been 
fired from the Theater. He was nominated to the post by the Legionnaires and 
now all appointments made by them will be canceled. Someone l ike him was 
destined to be among the first to go. "  

"How d o  you know?" 
"You have only to l ook at h im.  Does he still look l ike a director of a 

theater? Remember how he was two or three weeks ago . . .  " 

Just then the actor returned and took off his overcoat. He opened a 
cupboard, searchi ng for something i n  it. "If you're sleepy you may go to bed, 
coane Misu, "  he said , coming toward them with a bottle of cognac and some 
glasses. "But first drink a l i ttle of this to warm yourself. I t's rather cold i n  
there. "  

Weissman emptied the glass, shivered, and began t o  rub h i s  hands. "And 
how is it, my friend, that you don't know anything about what's happening? 
Don't you have a neighbor to inform you? Whether it's over or not?" 

"Whether what's over?'' Bibicescu asked in surprise. 
"The rebell ion." 
"Be serious, coane Misu. "  Bibicescu smiled.  "There wasn't and there 

won't ever be a rebell ion. A rebell ion is an organized action l ed in a unified 
fash ion. Where have you seen organization and leadership? There's only a 
series of i ncidents, provoked by a handful of criminals and madmen. Plus 
several thousand loafers who take advantage of darkness to destroy and plun
der . "  

"That's what I said too . . . .  " began Misu timidly. 
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Biris laughed again .  "You'd better go to bed , coane Misu , "  he said, 
"before you drop from exhaustion . "  

Misu gripped their hands with deep feel ing and went into the next room. 
Slowly Biris sipped h is cognac . Bibicescu leaned over the stove. 

"Apart from that, what's new?" asked Biris finally. 
"' 'm rather ti red. I 've worked terribly hard the l ast few days. " 
Catal ina came in and poured a glass of cognac for herself. She sat down 

on a cha ir  near Biris. 
"I 've arranged the program for the whole season, "  continued Bibicescu, 

"done away with a lot of cliches I inherited from the former di rector, and 
managed finally to persuade them to perform The Wake. I shall d i rect it  
myself and also play the principal  role.  Moreover, this wil l  be the only role I 'l l  
be  playing th is season . "  

Catal ina raised her head,  tossed aside the l ock of hair which had fal l en 
over her eyes, and looked at h i m  in astonishment. 

"It was very hard , "  the actor went on,  "but I finally succeeded. Next 
week the rehearsals begi n . "  

"Da n , "  Catal ina interrupted , "how can you commit such a sacrilege?" 
Frowning, Bibicescu l ifted his head and looked at  her. "What do you 

mean?'' he asked wi th resignation in  h is tone. 
"You know very well what I mean. When we discussed i t  the last time,  

before Christmas , I thought we were agreed. I n  any case you can't present The 
Wake. It would be perpetrating a fraud ! "  

"But why?" 
"Because your Wake is not the work of Partenie.  You have no right to 

take an author's sketch and construct a play that  he  didn't have time to finish.  
H is conception was al together different from the way you imagine it .  . . .  " 

Bibicescu shrugged and began to pace the floor with his hands in his 
pockets. "What you say is absurd! I t's not the fi rst time a di rector ever staged 
an incomplete text. " 

"But i t's not an incomplete text ,"  Catal i na broke in .  "It's only an outl ine  
and a few fragments . "  

"Other manuscripts were fou nd. The first two acts were nearly finished . " 
"How is it that no one has seen these famous manuscripts?" demanded 

Catal ina,  smil ing. "How did precisely the notes that  were m issing happen to 
fal l  into your hands? And how did it happen that just these two acts were 
delivered to you al ready typed?" 

"I  have my reasons for bel i eving they're authentic . " 
"Quite so. If you wrote them ! "  
Bibicescu stopped i n  the m iddle of the room and gave her a look that was 

unusually severe, a lmost furious. "Who put that notion into your head?" 
"It  was very simple , "  she answered with composure. "You didn't have 
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the courage to take the responsibility for the play that you wrote using the 
fragments that were found among Partenie's papers. Nevertheless, the prob
lem fascinated you because, as you yourself said, you had suggested the theme 
and the problem ofThe Wake to Partenie in a conversation you had with him.  
So you've written the play according to your own ideas and you'll perform it 
under the name of a great author. But your play is bad and what you're doing 
is a fraud and a sacrilege-if it's not, in fact, an act of supreme jealousy 
intended to disgrace an author posthumously. You always were a l i ttle jealous 
of Ciru Partenie. Why don't you admit  it?" 

"You're talking nonsense!" said Bibicescu , pacing the room again.  
"But actually," Biris interjected, "what makes you th ink that The Wake 

Dan wants to present isn't authentic?" 
Catalina hesitated a moment and lowered her eyes. Then she suddenly 

made up her mind.  "Because Ciru told me the story of his play before he died, 
and i t  was not at all l ike Dan's text. . . .  " 

The actor stopped abruptly. "] didn't know that you were such a good 
friend of Partenie! You never said anything to me about this. " 

"What was the use?" Catal ina asked with a shrug. She went to the desk 
and poured herself another cognac. No one spoke. Biris drained his glass. 
Bibicescu filled the stove again with wood. All at once a burst of machine-gun 
fire pierced the si l ence. Perplexed, they stood looking at each other as if they 
had j ust been awakened from sleep. Biris got up and hastened to Bibicescu, 
taking his hand and shaking i t  vigorously several times . 

"My congratulations, Dan!  You're a great man. You're simply extraordi
nary! You've managed to make us discuss your theater even on a night l ike 
this. You beat us a l l !  A fixed idea always triumphs! And soon you'll triumph 
too!" 

The rattle of machine-gun fire increased. Misu opened the door slightly. 
He was wrapped in a blanket but his feet were bare. 

"What's happening?" he asked sleepily. "Am I mistaken or did I hear 
something?" 

"You're mistaken , "  said Biris j ovially. "This is a quiet neighborhood. I t's 
inhabited by peace-loving, God-fearing people. " 

Bibicescu, morose, fell silent, staring at a corner of the rug. "If only 
those i mbeciles don't do something stupid ! "  he said softly. "If they do, all my 
plans will go to the devil .  . . .  " 

J oana read and reread the telegram, trying to quiet the pounding of her heart. 
"Razvan! The Emperor is coming!" she cried. 

From the adjoining room a l i ttle blond boy entered carrying a big 
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cardboard box. J oana caught h i m  in her a rms and lifted h i m  high in the a ir  
until she felt his feet touch her  shoulders. 

"The Emperor's coming!"  she kept repeating. "He's in Lisbon! H e's 
escaped from the war! H e's in Lisbon! "  

"The Emperor! " declared Razvan solemnly, almost in alarm. "The Em
peror's coming!" 

"Why do you let him tal k  l ike that?" Mrs .  Bol oga always reprimanded 
her .  "What ki nd of fad is th is to say 'The Emperor'? Why doesn't he call 
him 'Father' l ike other children?" "Stefan taught h im,"  l oana responded 
in defense of herself. " H e  says that this is more beautiful and that  it's 
good for h i m  to learn from the beginning h ow to pronounce difficult 
words . "  

"Now you'll sec !"  S miling, J oana threatened h im.  "Now you'll  sec what it 
means to have the Emperor with us! You'll see!" She brought h i m  down 
quickly and released h im.  Continuing to laugh , she began to wipe away the 
tears that gathered in her eyes . Razvan watched her with excitement, some
what fea rfully. 

"The Emperor's coming !"  he whispered. "What will I ri na say? She never 
saw h im.  What will she say?" 

"The Emperor isn't at  war with Ir ina , "  said J oana promptly. "The Em
peror is at war with the Black Airplanes. I rina is on our side. We and Irina and 
Tata Mosu "' arc on the side of the White Airplanes . "  

"The Emperor i s  a t  the war ,"  Razvan murmured gravely. 
"He's not a nymore. Now h e's escaped from the war. H e's in Lisbon. In 

Lisbon where the oranges are! And one of these days he'll be here! H e'll come 
with the White Airplanes ! "  

I 'l l  have t o  let Ir ina know, J oa na said t o  herself, but immediately she 
remembered the revolt and her face grew somber. If I can find a taxi I ' l l  go. 
She came here that time . . . .  

I n  fact on the afternoon of November 30 ,  J oana was trying to get an 
Engl ish station on the radio when Maria had come i n  and announced 
the visit of doam na Vadastra , "the niece of Professor A nti m , "  she had 
explained.  l oa na was startled. She knew that  both Anti m  and Vadastra 
had died in the bombing. Stefan had written to her about i t  in great 
deta i l ,  sending the l etter by means of the courier of a neutral legation. 
She went quickly to welcome her guest. I rina's youthful ness and her 
pallor, emphasized by her mourning clothes, struck Ioana at once. She 
had the appearance of a liceu girl recently orphaned. H er hair  was very 

" Grandfa ther (for Vasile, l rina"s father-in-law). 
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blond, braided and wound around her head, and she had a h igh 
forehead that curved gently. H er face would have been wan and ex
pressi onless had it not been i l luminated by a radiance from an unknown 
source. Only when she smiled, reveal ing her beautiful teeth, did a 
shadowy sweetness transfigure her features momentarily. 

"Call me Irina , "  she murmured in a voice of exceptional warmth, 
after Joana , finding her waiting modestly in the middle of the sal on with 
her hands behind her back, had i nvited her to be seated. "Call me I rina.  
We're going to be friends . . . .  " 

She sat down in an armchair and continued to smile, but her gaze 
was so penetrating that J oana lowered her eyes in embarrassment. 

' ' I 'm sorry about your great misfortune, "  Joana began. "Stefan 
wrote me about how it happened . . . .  " 

Irina stopped her with a shy, sad glance. "They both died without 
confession or communion, l ike pagans, "  she said very softly. "On the 
night when I fel t  my first pains I seemed to foresee and understand what 
was going to happen . I thought then that the spirit of poor doamna 
Z issu appeared and quieted me. 'Calm yourself, fetito, ' she seemed to 
say. 'God has taken pity on you and the calamity will strike far away 
from you! '  Poor doamna Zissu,  God forgive her!" 

She made a large s ign of the cross slowly and with respect. J oana 
l istened, troubled and a l i ttle afraid .  She had not understood her and 
was at a loss for something to say. 

"I didn't know that she was dead . . .  " 

"She died long ago, long before I ever suspected I would be Spiri
don's wife. " 

"And who was she?" 
"I don't know. Spiridon only talked to me about her once. But I 

gathered that he had somehow done her a service when she was in great 
need. And God repays you tenfold for good deeds done for the needy, 
just when you l east expect it. . . .  " 

She got up quickly and went to J oana, laying her hand on her 
shoulder. Then with the same secret smile she sat down on the sofa. 
" Don't think I 'm a l unatic. I say whatever enters my head . "  

She rested her hands on her knees l ike a schoolgirl. "As long as I 
can remember I've wanted to be a nun. But I was unworthy. I had to 
think of marriage. For years and years I resisted it, but finally I met 
Spiridon and I understood that God had predestined h im for me. He 
had a great need for a helpmeet. He was unhappy. I 'd waited for him 
ten years. And from the moment I saw h im I sensed he was my predes
tined mate . . . .  I 'd l ike to see your son , "  she added, getting up suddenly. 
"I can't stay long. I have to go back to nurse my baby . "  

J oana started t o  ring for the maid. "No. " Placing a hand o n  her 
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arm Irina stopped her. "I want to see the room where he sleeps, where 
he will sleep tonight . " 

loana l ed her to the bedroom .  "He sleeps here with me,"  she said ,  
pointing to the child's bed . 

I rina went in ,  walking with gentle steps, examining every detail of 
the room. At the head of l oa na's bed was a shelf that h eld some books 
and several photographs of Stefan.  Smil ing, she l ooked at them and 
hesitated. 

"That's the Emperor ,"  Ioana said softly. "That's Stefa n . "  
Irina nodded a n d  went t o  Razvan's bed . Over i t  hung an icon. 
"Listen to me, " she said, blush ing al l  at once. "' 'm going to ask 

you to do something and I want you to do it regardless of what you may 
thi nk of me. Tonight take d own the i con and lay it  on the table. Or if  
you'd rather, pul l  the bed out a l i ttl e into the middle of the room, closer 
to your bed . "  

Puzzled, Ioana stared a t  her. 
"Listen to me,"  Irina pleaded again.  "Do as I tell you . . . .  " 
"But why?" 
Irina paused, embarrassed . ... , don't exactly know why,"  she said 

finally. "But last night I had a bad dream . . . .  God protect you . . . .  " 
She glanced around the room once more and brightened. "Now I 

must leave. But I ' l l  come to see you aga in !"  
That night loana was awakened by a roar that seemed to  erupt from 

the depths of the earth . As she opened her eyes she thought she was 
sl ipping out of her bed and she screamed ,  seizing the sheets with both 
hands. I was frightened , she said to h erself. I had a bad drea m .  Im
mediately the bed began to shake and the windows rattl ed . She sprang 
up, terrified, searching in the darkness for her sl ippers while the fl oor 
quivered under her feet. She knew then tha t  it  was an earthquake, and 
almost instinctively she hurried to Razvan,  j erking him from h is bed. 
She h el d  h i m  tightly in her arms. The roaring grew louder. The win
dows vibrated. From the next room came muffled noises that culmi
nated in  a tremendous crash . Stefan's bookcase, thought I oana, and she 
hugged the child closer as if she were trying to bury his cries in her 
body. The h ouse began to rock on i ts foundations. I oana stood near the 
door, trying to stay on her feet. She trembled, and the sound of her 
teeth chattering frightened her still more. Later she noticed that she was 
praying continuously, without stopping, without knowing when she had 
begun or what she had sa id.  By thi s  time she had abandoned hope. H er 
eyes had become accustomed to the semi-darkness and she saw the 
chandel i er that hung from the cei l ing swing violently.  H elpless, she 
waited for i t  to plunge to the floor. If she could have done so she would 
have fled, but now she fel t  that there was no time for fl ight. At any 
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moment the house would surely collapse. Involuntarily she screamed, 
all the time continuing to pray. She closed her eyes. Razvan struggled 
in her arms. Although she wanted to comfort h im she seemed to have 
forgotten how. She only pressed h im closer to her breast. Finally she 
bent her head over the child and crushed him against her body, waiting. 
I t  seemed to her that time had stopped. The earthquake must have 
started with the beginning of the world . . . .  

I t  was later, after she had gone downsta irs i n  her bare feet and the 
landlord had advised her to go back l est she catch cold,  that she remem
bered Ir ina's visit and the advice the girl had given them just that 
afternoon. A great fear seized her and she crossed herself qu ickly. She 
returned to her room and tried to get Razvan to go to sleep, but she 
could no l onger control her tears and began to cry, crossing herself 
again and again.  And yet as she cried she felt her entire being dissolve in  
bl issful tranquil i ty.  

The very next day she searched for Irina's address, but a .week 
passed before she managed to find it .  One morning she went to see the 
young woman.  

"I  came to thank you , "  J oana said ,  embracing her .  
Irina blushed. J oana caught her by the hand and drew her closer. 

"It's hard for me to believe. H ow did you know there was going to be an 
earthquake?" 

"I didn't know. I had a terrible dream the night before. " 
"But how did you guess i t  was an earthquake and not some other 

kind of misfortune?" 
"God and the Holy  Mother enlightened me. " Irina smil ed.  
J oana l ooked at her self-consciously. She thought that she could 

see in her eyes the weariness of weeping. They were troubled and looked 
tearful ,  and her eyelids slightly swollen. 

"Let me show you Gheorghita , "  exclaimed I rina. "You'll see how 
healthy he is!" 

"Wait ,"  begged J oana. "Stay with me a l i ttle longer. I feel more 
calm here with you . . . .  You're probably a saint, " she added in a lower 
tone. 

"Don't say that! It's a s in!" whispered Irina , frightened. "Don't say 
that!" 

"Maybe you can tell me something else, "  J oana i mplored. "Tell 
me something good . . . .  " 

"Shall I tell you about the Emperor?" Irina asked suddenly, her 
face al ight.  "Don't be anxious on his account, because he'll come back. 
The Emperor will return!" 

After that Irina had come to see her often. "Long l ive the Em
peror!" she would say as she came in.  

Once she l ooked all around the room with a radiant smile, and sat 
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down on the sofa waiting for Razvan to appear. "\Vhat news is there 
from the Emperor?" she asked, taking the child in her arms. 

The l i ttle boy declared solemnly,  "The Emperor is at  the war!" 
"Let me tel l you how it is with the Emperor, "  began Irina. "There 

where he is, across seven seas and seven countries ,  is the land of the 
White Airplanes. The E mperor l ives in a house with many stories above 
h i m  and from his window he sees a tree. Now he gets up from the tabl e 
and goes to the window. H e  pulls the curtain aside and l ooks at the sky. 
The sky is not blue l ike ours. There the sky is l ike l ead. He looks, and he 
thinks of you .  He remembers you and he smiles . . . .  Now he's no 
longer smil ing. Now he's sad. H e  th inks about your mother and he 
counts i n  his mind . . . .  He adds up the days . . . .  " 

"Is that true?" J oa na asked, blushing. 
I rina smiled and shrugged her shoulders. "That's the story of the 

White Airplanes . . . .  " 
Once as she was enteri ng she stopped in the doorway, troubled. 

Then she went quickly to J oana and put an arm around her wa ist. " \Vhy 
are you so sad? Gi,·c it  to me to read. Give me that book that  made you 
so sad. I want to read it. " 

I oana started and looked at her in fright, her face pale. " H ow did 
you know?" 

"Give it  to me to read too , "  insisted Ir ina.  
Ioa na went to the bookcase and took down the copy of A Walk in 

the Dark. "It  was his last book, " she said, lowering her eyes. "I t's very 
sad. As though he had a premonition . . . .  " 

"Did you love h i m  so much?" Irina asked her abru ptly. 

"Yes, I th ink I loved him very much. If Stefan had not appeared in 
my l ife . . .  " 

"You only th ink you loved h im, " Irina interrupted. " I t  was the 
Emperor you loved from the beginning. I t  was Stefan who was destined 
for you . . . .  " 

Irina's words seemed to fi l l  J oana with great peace. She put her 
arms around the girl  and whispered, "It's true! It 's true,  "He's the only 
one I 've l oved !"  

I rina returned a few days later. "The poor man , "  she said. "He too 
perished without candles ,  u nconfessed and without communion, l ike a 
dog killed with a stone in the street. Do you pray for him? For Partenie? 
He l oved you very much. Do you pray for him?" 

Standing in front of the girl , I oana avoided h er glance. "I  don't 
know how, " she whispered. "I don't know how to pray! Teach me! 
Teach me to pray!"  she exclaimed, moved, suddenly raising her eyes. 

"I can't teach you because I don't have the gift. I only know the 
'Our Father'. Say the 'Our Father' . . . .  " 
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Although he realized that he was dreaming he could not arouse h imself. The 
ai rplane had taken off aga in .  On the lap of each passenger the steward had set 
a tray containing a sandwich , an orange, and a cup of tea . Next he returned to 
take away the pieces of cardboard from the windows. At once the whole arch 
of the sky surrounded Stefan. Beneath h im was the ocean, seen through 
clouds that l ooked l ike puffs of dusty cotton floating lazily by without direc
tion. H e  could not hear the noise of the motors. Instead, indistinct and all  but 
forgotten melodies began to sound in his ears, coming from a segment of 
Time no longer with in recal l .  Gradually those disturbing, unresolved mea
sures were transformed into a distant chorus that grew stronger and stronger. 
Sometimes the voices were lost, drowned by the violent crashing of breakers; 
then they rose anew, triumphant, domi nating even the roar of the turbulent 
unseen sea . He l istened, captivated, trying to remember, and slowly in his 
mind, fragment by fragment, the Forest of Baneasa emerged. 

He gave a start and woke up with the sun on h is face. For a few moments 
he didn't know where he was. Then a rush of blissfu l  happiness overwhelmed 
h im and he sprang from the bed, opening the windows wide. The trees of the 
Avenida were bare of fol iage, but the sky was clear and a fragrance of spring 
hovered in the air .  With a metall ic rumble, an electric tram glided past. H e  
regarded i t  with excitement. Already he seemed to see the trams of Bucharest. 
He began to dress hurriedly . . . .  News reports are confused. The rebell ion is 
spreading throughout the country . . . .  

From the bus as it  passed along the street he had gazed at every l ighted 
window with a joy difficult to contain.  The ride from the airport at 
S intra to Lisbon had taken three-quarters of an hour. He was enchanted 
by everything-the wooded hills,  the eucalyptus and cork trees, the 
l ights, the country houses surrounded by stone walls-but above all by 
the l ighted windows. His weariness had vanished as soon as the bus 
entered the sh ining Avenida. It smelled l ike spring and the evening was 
so warm that Stefan took off his overcoat and la id it on his lap. "We've 
reserved a room for you at the Hotel Tivol i , "  Filimon had told him,  
welcoming him to the Legation. ' ' I 'm sorry I can't stay with you this 
evening, but I have an invitation. I have to be home in half an hour to 
change . . . .  The news reports are confused, "  he added a few minutes 
later. "Some informants mainta in that  the rebellion is spreading 
throughout the country. Others, that General Antonescu has the situa
tion under control. . . .  " 

Stefan went downstairs and started toward the desk to leave h is key. As he 
approached he heard the porter, who was at the telephone, say, "Non, 
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Madame, M-elle Zisso n 'est pas encore rentnie . . . .  Non , Madame, elle n 'est 
pas ci Lisbonne . . . .  " 

The taxi l eft Stefan in front of the Legation, whose offices occupied a 
modest, rather shabby apartment in a building on Avenida Antoni o  Augusto 
Aguiar .  

"I  notifi ed Bucharest last night of your arrival , "  Fil imon told him. "I  
added that they searched you . . . .  But what's the matter?" he  asked. 

' ' I 'm still  l ight-headed from the fl ight. " Stefan smiled ashamedly. 
"What's happening in Romania?" 

" I t  seems that the rebell i on has been suppressed . . . .  It  seems that . . .  " 
After a few minutes Stefan was a ware that Fil i m on had stopped talking 

again  and was l ooking at h i m ,  puzzled. 
"By the way, "  Stefan remarked with an attempt at casualness,  "are there 

other Romanians at my hotel?  A l i ttle while ago I heard the name of a 
domnisoara Z issu mentioned . "  

" A  domnisoara Z issu ?" sa id Fil imon i n  astonishment. "Th is i s  the first 
time I 've heard of her. She's never been to the Legation . . . .  " 

The revolt was snuffed out on the fol l owing day. Then the reprisals began
massive a rrests of Legionnaires, summary court-martials ,  raids and searches .  
Cordons of  mi l i tary pol ice blocked the streets, and the pedestrians, especially 
the women, were searched for arms. Cata l ina was stopped on bulevardul 
Domnita and subjected to a prolonged search by a sergeant. \Vhen she 
real ized tha t it  was for him someth i ng more than a search for weapons, she 
slapped his arm . 

"You're under arrest! " the sergeant shouted, showing his gold teeth in a 
grin .  Catal ina cast a round her a frightened glance that begged for help. 
Several men smiled i n  embarrassment and looked a way. 

"But I haven't done a nything!" 
"Keep moving! Keep moving!" commanded an i nspector, and those who 

had already been searched went on their way \vith sighs of rel ief. 
"I haven't done anything!" Catal ina repeated. 
An officer crossed the street and spoke to the sergeant. " What's the 

woman guilty of?" Catalina thought she detected genui ne kindness in h is 
voice and she ventured a timid  smi le ,  which the officer returned. 

" Insult to the armed forces , "  the sergeant said. "She struck me . . .  " 
"Because you were too free with your hands! "  exclaimed Catal ina .  

" U nder the pretext of  searching me for weapons he  reached up under my 
skirt !"  

S everal people who were awaiting their  turns to be examined began to 
laugh. The officer went to Catal ina a nd bowed pol i tely.  "May I escort you?" 
he asked. "I  am Captain Baleanu Aurel ian ."  

2 9 1  



Catal ina took his arm quickly and the two moved away, fol lowed by the 
glances of the mil itary police. "She has protection ! "  said someone behind 
them. 

In front of the Rossetti statue Catal i na stopped. "Thank you for accom
panying me," she said , extending her hand. ''I'm out of danger now. " 

The captain  gazed at her. She noticed now that he had very blue eyes 
with a violet tint. And as he stood before her-tall ,  broad of shoulder, with 
h is calm ,  full-l ipped mouth and serene face-he seemed very handsome, 
though h is comeliness was at once somewhat distant and somnolent. 
"Perhaps I'll have the pleasure of meeting you again . . . .  " 

At home she found Bibicescu waiting for her. She frowned when she saw 
him sprawled on the divan smoking. "The woman came to do the rooms and I 
took advantage of the opportunity to come in too. I didn't th ink you'd mind. " 

Catalina did not reply. She took off her coat and went i nto the next 
room. When she came back Bibicescu caught her in his arms. "What's the 
matter with you?" he demanded. "Don't you love me anymore?" 

"No,"  Catal ina responded with a smile, and she sat down on the divan. 
Joining her hands behind her head she l eaned back and gazed blankly at the 
ceil ing. 

"I  can't beli eve you , "  m urmured Dan.  He paused, waiting for her to 
speak. "You know they fired me from the position of di rector, "  he continued 
after a while. "The same old story. Whenever I'm ready to do something a 
catastrophe strikes. When Misu l ines up a deal , a war breaks out in Europe; 
when I'm appointed di rector, an earthquake damages the Theater, or a rebel
l ion erupts . . . .  " 

Smil ing sadly, Catalina watched h im begin to pace about the room. 
"And now of all times! Just when I'm at the height of my powers! When 

I've solved all the problems . . .  " 
"What problems have you solved?" 
"All the problems! All the problems with respect to the theater, I mean. 

If  only you knew how clearly I see things now! If you knew how much I have 
in mind!  I'm going to start writing again.  I've thought of an extraordinary play 
done with masks. Time Is Money, it's called, with a single principal 
character-Time. And maybe fifty secondary characters, the people . . . .  
Would you l ike me to tell you about i t?" 

Catalina nodded absently. Bibicescu crossed the floor to the sofa and 
began to narrate the plot. "In Act I, Time will be a child of eleven or twelve. 
In the second act he will be a man of th irty-five or forty . . . .  " She raised her 
hands to her forehead. H er sorrow was beginning to make her head ache. 
After five m inutes she could restrain  herself no longer. "But it's false !"  she 
cried. " I t's false, it's artificial ,  i t's pretentious! Why can't you see it? And this 
whole story with masks is copied from O'Neill ! "  
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"( haven't read i t !"  declared Dan, offended. "You know very well I 
haven't read i t !"  

She shrugged and l ooked at the cei l ing aga i n .  H e  frowned, hesitated , 
then finally sat down on the divan and took her hand. "Do you honestly think 
I'm a fai lure?" he  i nquired, his  voice very low. "That I 'l l  never be in a 
position to do someth i ng significant? I n  the theater, I mean . . . .  Do you truly 
believe this?" 

Cata l ina fel t  tears come i nto her eyes and she turned her face to the wall .  
But she took his  r ight hand in  h ers and caressed i t ,  holding it  to her breast. 

" . . .  Sometimes I wonder, too, and I even doubt myself. But when I 
compare myself with others, I i m mediately real ize my worth . . . .  And then 
there's you . You're the only one who u nderstands me and gives me courage. 
If it weren't for you with your intell igence, your power of divination.  Really,  
your l ove has meant a very great deal to me, and i t  st i l l  does . . . .  " 

"Wouldn't you l ike some tea?" she asked , getting up quickly.  
Bibiccscu pulled her to him and kissed her check. "It's a good idea , "  he  

agreed. 
Catal ina went i nto the adjoining room.  Dan lit a cigarette and began to 

walk about, preoccupied. When he saw her come in with the tea he  
brightened. 

"Maybe you're right, " he said more cheerfully.  "The masks compl icate 
the staging too much, and besides, my colleagues would be deligh ted to clai m  
that I 'd plagiarized O'Neil l ! "  

S eeing that she did not answer, he  stopped suddenly and went up to her. 
"What's the matter?" he asked again.  

"Nothing. " Catal ina did not raise her eyes , and he  watched her set the 
cups on the saucers beside the l ittle silver teaspoons that were so old and 
fragile.  She cut a piece of lemon into fine thin  sl ices . 

"And yet , "  he went on, his voice hushed. "I can't bel ieve it !  I can't 
bel i eve that you don't love me anymore . . . .  " 

Catal ina remained with her head bent, while a lock of hair  that had 
fallen over her temple S\\ ung gently in the air. It  seemed to be stra ining to 
touch her arm. 

"So many things bind us together," he continued emotionally.  "So 
many years. And to l ose al l  these th ings suddenly  . . . .  " Without realizing i t  he  
began to  weep. "To l ose them all , suddenly ,  with nothing left-absolutely 
noth ing . . . .  " Choked with feel ing, he stopped and took out his handkerchief, 
wipi ng his  eyes. Standing with the handkerchief i n  his hand, he waited, 
disconcerted . 

" Don't you have anyth ing to say?" he asked presently ,  h is  voice troubled, 
almost despairing. 
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She looked at him, standing there very close to her, and she sighed. 
"Let's drink the tea fi rst, " she sa id and reached up to stroke his face. 

From then on they kept asking I oana, "When is he coming?" "He ought to 
arrive any day, "  she replied. "Another telegram came this evening. He sti l l  
has a few l ittle things to clear up, then he'll come . . . .  " 

After the rebel lion had been suppressed and the inspections on the streets 
had become less frequent, I oana went every morning with Razvan to Cotro
ceni . They went on tram number fourteen and domnul Baloga met them at 
the station. Although it was early in February and the snow was sti ll deep, the 
severe cold had begun to moderate. Whi le  he waited domnul Baloga paced 
back and forth on the sidewalk, occasionally striking his gloved hands to
gether. "What's the news?" he asked as he bent to kiss Razvan on the cheek. 
"Surely he'll come soon, "  answered I oana. "I expect a telegram today or 
tomorrow. For three days I haven't received anything . "  "He ought to hurry ,"  
observed domnul Baloga, "because l ook, it's been two weeks since he arrived 
in Lisbon . "  "''ve heard that in some places flights have been canceled . "  "He 
could come by train!" domnul Baloga exclaimed. "It's the war!" cried Razvan. 
"The Emperor is at the war !"  "No, I told you he's not at the war anymore," 
Ioana interrupted. "The Emperor is coming home. He's staying in  a palace 
now, among the oranges, and he's waiting for a White Airplane to bring him 
home. " 

"What can be the matter with him, maica?"  doamna Baloga asked in a 
l ow voice so her husband in the next room would not hear. " \Vhat can have 
happened to him?" "Nothing's happened,"  said Ioana, cheerfully. "I had a 
long letter the day before yesterday. They've given him some sort of additional 
duties , but I don't know what. And he was in Spain for a few days. I 'm not at 
all uneasy, "  she added brightly, forci ng herself to keep the smile on her l ips. 

At home alone, however, she often found herself crying in despair.  
Stefan's letters were so impersonal ,  almost cold. He mentioned a number of 
technical things, commodities that could be purchased in  Portugal , and espe
cially something that Ioana had never heard of-sisal .  He said that Romania 
would be able to i mport sisal and tungsten and other strategic materials. Or he 
wrote about his surroundings in Lisbon, or about the bri l l iant style of Manuel 
de Mello. His telegrams alone seemed to have warmth , especially the shorter 
ones in which he sent her a " thousand hugs ."  

"Do you know what sisal is?" she  inquired once of  Raducu . "No. Why 
do you ask?" "It's on account of it that Stefan is delayed . "  Ioana smiled. "He 
wants to buy sisal for Romania-sisal and tungsten. But I don't know what 
these things are and I haven't met anyone who can explain them to me. " "As 

294 



scatterbra ined as he is, " submitted Adela, "he may have become involved 
with some Portugese woma n. He was always l ike that as a student. Any girl 
could lead h im arou nd by the nose. In his position he could have fl i rted with 
fine girls from good famil ies,  but instead you'd see h im prowl ing around with 
anyone he happened to pick up! Maybe some street-walker's got her hands on 
him . . . .  " "I  don't believe it !" "I know him better, "  Adela conti nued. "He has 
a talent for getting mixed up with just about anybody . "  "Razvan,"  com
manded J oana, turning to the ch ild,  "go play in the salon ! "  "''m waiting for 
the Emperor !"  whispered Razvan docilely .  " I rina told me the Emperor's 
coming and she said I have to wai t  for h i m ! "  "Haven't you ever broken h i m  of 
the habit of cal l ing Stefan 'the Emperor'?" cried Adela,  shocked . 

One night there was a blizzard and by morning the streets were blocked 
with snow. I oana had awakened several t imes to find that the heat had been 
turned off long since and the room had become cold.  As she lay l isten ing to 
the storm she began to be assai led by fears and she quickly murmured the 
"Our Father. " I had a bad dream, she told herself, but she did not succeed in 
remembering what she had dreamed. She only knew that it  was about the 
Doctorita . 

Shortly before, the Doctorita had paid her a call one evening. "Hasn't 
he come back yet, draga? I 've stayed here especially for h i m .  But I can't 
wai t  much longer. Papa begged me to spend this winter with h im.  I 
don't th ink he gets along too wel l with Eleonora . ' ' H er tone became 
confidential .  "He's aware that she's l iving with the pharmacist's son . I 
told her, 'I 'm not meddling in your affa irs . You're young. Father's old 
and sick. I understand. But sec to it that he doesn't find out. H e  hasn't 
l ong to l i ,'c. Don't make his last days bitter ones . . .  . ' " 

The old man may have d ied !  J oana thought, and crossed herself rapidly a 
number of times. Maybe that's why I dreamed about the Doctorita . . . .  

Several months earlier Adela had learned about Sofioara's decision to 
mm-c to the country, to the ,·ilia of the elder Viziru near Ploiesti. She 
had laughed in her short shri l l  way and looked at each of them in  turn 
with a scornful glance. " She's pulled the wool over your eyes, all of you ! 
What's come over her to show Father al l  this love so suddenly? How 
many times I begged her at first to  stay with h im and take care of  h im so 
Eleonora wouldn't get h er hands on him! But there was noth ing to be 
done! The Doctorita was going back and forth then between Resita and 
Bucharest-yes, she's l eaving him-no, she's not leaving him . . . .  Un
ti l  finally h er husband walked out on her wi thout any warning. And 
now suddenly  she's seized with love for Father and she'll go to stay with 
h im in that isolated vil la of his.  She went there when she found out El-
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eonora was involved with the pharmacist's son. As if we didn't know that 
good-looking Bolintin boy's turned the heads of all the girls in the 
neighborhood! As if we didn't know about how he comes to the villa 
every evening, presumably to bring medicine, and stays until late at 
night talking with the Doctorita , while Eleonora stalks from room to 
room l ike a madwoman, slamming doors and cursing! And as for 
Father, no one gives a thought to h im!"  

That morning Ioana stayed home, watching out the window, seemingly wai t
ing to learn the news. But nothing had happened to old domnul Viziru. 
Several days later she received a letter from Sofioara . The old man was still i l l  
with gout, but  his  condition had not  become worse despite a l l  the snow and 
cold weather. He had been frightened, however, when the rebell ion was 
going on, since he had heard shooting all  around the villa. 

The next day Ioana went to see Irina .  

Not  long after the earthquake Antim's niece had moved into her  uncle's 
house, along with her mother, Gherghina lvascu , whom Ioana had met 
several times. She was a short woman, rather stout, who wore heavy 
makeup and bleached her hair to hide the gray. Every smile revealed 
the gleam of a few gold teeth. She was dressed in mourning. 

"So you're doamna Viziru , "  she had said when she met loana for 
the first time and had looked her over from head to foot. "Irina has told 
me so much about you and your l i ttle son. A sad event binds us to you , "  
she continued, searching for her handkerchief t o  wipe away the tears. 
"Two sad events ,"  she added, and began to cry without restra int. 

Irina was not at home but the housekeeper invited loana into the salon to 
wait. A few moments later doamna lvascu came storming in  with a wooden 
stirring stick in her hand. "Are you hiding in here, you little beast?" She cried 
from the doorway. 

Her eyes fel l  on loana and she halted, bringing her left hand quickly to 
her breast. 

"You frightened me! I thought you were with Irina. I was l ooking for my 
kitten. H e's wet again in the dining room. Ever since I had h im neutered he 
wets all the time, wherever he pleases! "  Her eyes swept the room, then she 
stepped softly to the sofa and leaned over to look behind it. I oana was sud
denly fearful.  

"I don't think he's here ,"  doamna lvascu said with a faint smile.  "I don't 
think he's hiding here. " She knelt and struck the floor here and there under 
the sofa with the stirring stick. "It's no good for h im to hide. He won't get 
away from me. " With a sigh she got up. "When is domnul Viziru coming 
back?" she inquired, and finding a chair, she sat down. 
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"He ought to return any day now. I 'm expecting him from one day to the 
next. The a i rplane fl ights have been canceled . . . .  " 

Suddenly she heard herself repeating almost exactly the same phrases 
she had used eight months earl ier ,  in June and July of 1 940, when she 
was wait ing to go to London. She had packed and unpacked h er luggage 
cou ntless times. ' ' I 'm l eaving any day now , "  she said at first. "''m 
expecting to l eave from one day to the next. The fl ights from Cairo to 
London have been canceled . . . .  " Then she said ,  "I 'm going through 
Lisbon . I'm wai ti ng from one day to the next. I 'm waiting for them to 
find me a place on the plane from Lisbon . . . .  " Finally she became so 
tired that she just repl ied ,  "They've canceled the fl ights . . .  " 

She put her hand to her forehead, a l l  at once feel ing completely drained of 
strength , fil led with despair .  

"We're all  waiti ng for h i m  i mpatiently, " said doamna Ivascu. We'll find 
out from him how our misfortu ne came abou t. " She sat a moment, brood i ng, 
twirling the stick beh\·een her fingers. Then the door opened and an old man 
came in. H is hair  was gray a nd rather sparse i n  front, but it fell thickly over 
the nape of his neck. He was curiously d ressed in striped pants a nd a yellow
green pullm·er the color of an unripe lemon. Over it al l  he wore a black tunic 
that he had not closed completely. 

"Domnul Yasi lescu , Spi ridon's father, " doamna lvascu sa id,  presenting 
h i m  to I oana.  "This lady is doamna Viziru . You know who her husband is, I 
bel ieve. " 

. 

The teacher hasti ly buttoned h is tunic,  leaving only the collar of the 
pullover showing. He approached I oana,  bowing politely a nd kissing her 
hand. 

"I know. How could I not know! " he  sai d ,  taking a cha i r  that faced the 
sofa . "Your husband was witness to our tragedy, " he added in a trembl ing 
voice. "He, domnul counsilier Viziru ,  shared in the heroism of our dear 
departed ones ,  fallen val iantl y  in the mightiest a ir  raid of the centu ry!"  

H e  sighed deeply and l ooked at  Ioa na as though waiting for a word of 
consolation from her. 

"''m very sorry, "  she began ,  dropping her eyes in embarrassment. "What 
a tragedy . . .  " 

"My dear lady," the teacher interrupted gravely, "it is more tha n  a 
tragedy. For us,  the family ,  it was a catastrophe. My son's father-in-law, 
Professor Iancu Anti m, was a glory to Romanian scholarsh ip . . . .  " 

"I knew h i m , "  I oana acknowledged qu ickly ,  l ooking up.  "I met the 
Professor about four years ago. H e  was a great scholar. " 

"He was a second Nicolae I orga , my dear lady. S i nce I have had the 
honor to l ive in this house, a veritable museum . . .  " 
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"He lives here with us , "  explained doamna Ivascu . "He's l ived with us 
since Christmas. We thought . . .  but you tell her! You tell her!" she added 
hastily. "Pardon me for interrupting you! He doesn't l ike to be interrupted . "  
She turned to I oana with a smile. 

"This house is a veritable museum,"  the teacher continued. "It is, I can 
say, a center of culture, a focal point for the whole country. We have the 
duty-we, the successors of the great Professor I ancu Antim-we have the 
duty, I say, to carry on th is center, this national museum. I t's a sacred 
obligation for us, the family. " Exhausted, he stopped and took out his hand
kerchief, wiping his forehead and running it over his l ips. 

"And this gentleman himself is a man of culture ,"  said doam na Ivascu . 
"He reads constantly . . . .  " 

' 'I 'm a poor country schoolteacher, a humble disciple of the great Spiru 
Haret. But in my youth I also was in my own way a person of importance. 
However, I did not have the privilege of being near th is center of culture that 
Professor Iancu Antim establ ished. Only now since I 've been l iving in th is 
museum have I had the honor of drinking d irectly from the spring . "  

" H e  reads constantly , "  repeated doam na Ivascu . " H e  stays b y  himself 
until long after midnight and reads. He sleeps in poor Iancu's room, alone 
among the books . "  

"It's a magnificent library , "  the teacher said with feeling. "It's a center 
of culture . " H e  got up suddenly and strode out of the room. Doam na Ivascu 
began to sniff the air ,  bending her head toward the rug. 

"Don't you smell something?" she asked in a low, confidential tone. I 
can't stand cat pipi. I had Viteazu neutered to keep him off the street, so we 
could sleep in peace. I t  was a complete bedlam here before. All the cats 
gathered in our yard and we couldn't close our eyes all night. But since then , 
since I 've had him altered he's driven me crazy. H e  wets all  the time. He's 
spoiled all the rugs . . . .  " She stopped abruptly, frowning. I rina had entered, 
walking softly, and was coming toward them with a smile. 

"Well ,  girl , I asked you to let the devil take the church-God forgive 
me-at least now, as long as there's this flu epidemic. And Gheorghita began to 
cry as soon as you left. " 

"I wasn't at the church , "  said I rina. She went to I oana and kissed her on 
both cheeks. 

"You weren't by chance at the asylum again,  were you?" doamna Ivascu 
asked, afra id. 

"No, maicuta , I just went to the corner. I had a little business . . . .  " 
"And you went out again without powder or paint! As though you 

weren't a settled matron ! You're worse than Lina, the washerwomen. "  
" I  forgot, maicuta, forgive me!" I rina bent to kiss her. 
"Go on, you'll muss my hair!" protested doamna Ivascu with a gesture of 
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defense. "And tell me, just \\'hat are these mysteries? What business did you 
ha\'e at the corner?" 

' ' I ' l l  tell you after I nurse the baby. " Turning to J oana she took her 
friend's hand. "Let's go see Gheorgh ita . "  

They found him asleep i n  his  cradle. I rina opened her blouse and 
brought him to her breast. With her eyes on the baby she asked J oana,  
"What's the trouble?" 

"I felt  the need to see you , "  murmured J oana as she sat down beside Irina 
on the bed . "All at  once my heart contracted. I had a n ightmare and I 'm 
afraid something terrible may ha\'e happened . "  

"Nothing's happened , "  Irina interrupted her. "The Emperor i s  return-
ing. " 

"I \\'asn't th inking about h i m .  I \\·as th inking of the old man,  Stefan's 
father. " 

Irina looked up and smil ed.  "Nothing's happened. Don't be afraid. " 
J oana breathed a l ong sigh of relief. " [  kept \\'aking up last n ight. I \\'as 

afraid. I said the 'Our Father' and sti l l  I \\'as afraid . . . . " 

I rina played gently with a r inglet on the baby's head as she l istened to 
J oa na talking. "Don't ever be afra id, "  she sa id, animated, suddenly raising her 
eyes and seeking Joana's. "When you feel yourself becoming frightened, pray 
to God . . . .  " 

"Maybe I don't kno\\' how to pray, " J oana \\'hispered \'ery softly. 'Teach 
me. 

Musing, I ri na remained for a moment lost in thought. "When you say 
the 'Our Father, "' she began,  "don't th ink about anything. Say over and 
over, 'Father !  Father! '  until e\·eryth ing becomes dark. Then say more l oudly, 
'Father! Father! Our Father! '  And then l isten . But don't be afraid. Perhaps he 
\\'i l l  speak to you , perhaps he \\' i l l  cal l you . Don't be frightened if he calls 
you . . . .  " She stopped abruptly, al most fearfully, a nd crossed herself at  once. 

"Listen to me. " She took J oana's hand. "When you're afraid take Raz\'an 
in your arms and just say these words, 'Father! Our Father! Our Father who 
art in H ea\·en ! '  H old h i m  tight in your arms and say O\'er and O\'er, 'Father! '  
Don't be frightened if you hear h i m  cal l  you . H e  is our Father. Hug Razvan 
in your arms and make him say 'Father! Our Fath er ! '  too. " 

"If Stefan \\'ould come home, if the Emperor would come, I wouldn't be 
afraid a nymore . . . .  " 

I rina a\'erted her eyes. " I  wasn't speaking of how it will  be when the 
Emperor is here, " she sa id quietly .  "I was speaking about . . .  if you should 
e\'er be afraid when you're a lone . . .  " She was overcome by emotion then and 
began to cry. She grasped J oana's hand again and pressed it  to her cheek, then 
held it  to her l ips in a l ong kiss. 

" I rina , \\'hat's wrong?" asked J oana , frightened. 
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Irina sighed softly and without raising her eyes she said in a voice ful l  of 
weariness, " I  went to the asylum today, the home for old people .  I didn't want 
mother to know. " Gently, si lently, she wept with I oana's hand held tight 
against her cheek. 

"Don't ever be afraid , "  she continued to whisper. "Whatever happens, 
don't be afraid. Just say, 'Our Father who art in Heaven' . . . . " 

A few days after this Biris came to visit her. She had not seen him since 
summer, when she was expecting to leave for London. He seemed thinner, 
more neglected, his baldness more pronounced. A few locks of hair of an 
indefinite color sti l l  remained and he was always searching for them, flatten
ing them against the top of his head with his hand. "I supposed he'd be back by 
now," he said as he came in .  

"He ought to  come any day,"  l oana began. She showed him the long 
telegram she had received that morning, and she read several sentences aloud. 
Biris glanced up from time to time, regarding her without expression . 

"Maybe he's put off coming in order to wait for the members of the 
London Legation ," he said. "Now that Britain has broken off diplomatic 
relations with us, the whole Legation is being evacuated from London. 
Perhaps he's waiting so they can return together. " But he spoke without 
conviction and stopped abruptly, dropping his eyes . 

"He should come home, though, "  he began again ,  ra ising h is voice 
suddenly. "Telegraph him please, on my behalf, to take the fi rst plane or the 
first tra in,  and come! It's not necessary to tell him this, too ,"  he added 
resolutely, "but all sorts of rumors have begun to circulate on h is account. 
Bursuc told me that . . .  but never mind, it's not i mportant. " 

"Please tell me. I won't write anything, bu t I'd l ike to know what people 
are saying . "  

" I  don't know where Bursuc found i t  ou t," Biris said,  averting h i s  eyes 
again,  "but there's a rumor that Stefan had some difficulty at the airport in  
England. He was searched to  the skin and they confiscated h is  courier 
portfolio.  No one knows exactly what was in the bag, but it  seems there were 
things of value. It's because of this,  they say, he hasn't come back. He might 
be afraid of the consequences . . . .  But that's absurd! He's very h ighly regarded 
at the Ministry and he has no reason to be afra id.  But he should come 
immediately! So as not to encourage all these ridiculous rumors by his silence 
and passivity . . .  " 

"Stefan's been staying in Lisbon in order to buy sisal and tungsten for the 
Romanian government," sa id Ioana in a voice that was quickly confident, "to 
buy strategic materials. Maybe this is a secret matter, so I 'l l  ask you not to talk 
about it. But th is is the truth . . . .  " 

Biris, interested, looked at her for a long time, then he smiled. 'Tm 
relieved. Now I understand. But I know that Stefan's a l i ttle naive, and it 
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crossed my m i nd . . .  " He burst out laughing al l  at once and passed one hand 
and then the other over the top of his  head.  

"This fal l , "  he sa id,  in  much better spirits ,  " i t  happened that  he  tele
graphed me to ask about an acquai ntance of mine, Mihai  Duma.  I was 
dumfounded to get the wire. At first I thought it was m isaddressed, or else he  
was joking. I only  saw Duma two or three ti mes in  my l ife .  I hadn't seen him 
or  thought of  h im in  ages. I d idn't know what  he was doing or where he  was. 
Then out of a clear  sky he telegraphs me to ask about h i m .  I told Bursuc about 
i t .  He made great sport of it. Til have to meet this Duma too! '  Bursuc 
said . . . .  " B iris got up all  of a sudden. ' ' I 'm going. Ask him to l et me know as 
soon as he  comes. " 

Near the door J oana caught his arm. "I want to ask you someth i ng, " she 
said ,  blushi ng. "You remember that I told you once at  the co{etarie about a 
girl who . . .  a girl , I l eana,  whom S tefan l iked . I want to ask you , do you know 
anything about her? Do you ever hear about her?" 

Biris l ooked at  her a moment,  bli nking rapidly. He seemed to be strug
gling to remember. "No, I haven't heard anything. There's nobody who could 
tell me anything. But I don't bel ieve she's i mportant. I think S tefan only 
i magined . . .  H e's strange, that boy! " he added ,  smil ing. "When I got that  
telegram about :\1 ihai  Duma , I was dumfounded . . . .  " 

J oana began to laugh , encouraged, a nd patted h i m  on the shoulder. 

"You're a pig!" Her \·oicc kept sounding in  his cars . "You 're a pig!" 
Smil ing he  l i t  his  cigarette and leaned on the bench , l etti ng his gaze 

wander far away to the hill opposite, to the H ospital dos Capuchos. "What an 
idea ! To make a date \\·ith me here i n  the Botanical  Garden, "  she had 
exclaimed , and he had repl ied,  "It's one of the most beautiful spots in  Lis
bon . . . .  And I want to show you several trees and a certa i n  speci es of cactus of 
the genus Cereus. When we go near them I think I 'l l  know who you are
Calypso or Circe. " H e  heard her say aga in ,  "You 're a pig ! "  

Every eveni ng for a week he  h a d  questioned t h e  doorman,  who always 
replied,  "No news .  She's sti l l  in the north . "  Then one evening the 
answer was ,  "She's notified us to hold her mai l .  Probably she'll be back 
any day now. " But she did not return until the beginning of February. 
He recognized her from the way she was dressed , and by her firm and 
nimble step as she entered the hotel lobby. She was a young woman, 
tall of stature, with red hair  and frosty green eyes. H er mouth was large 
and moist and scornful .  Her teeth were very white but irregular ,  and 
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you couldn't take your eyes away from them. You expected to sec them 
bite her fleshy l ips until they were torn and bleeding. Stefan rose from 
the easy chai r  and approached her. 

"Domnisoara Zissu?" he asked in Romanian. 
"Yes . "  She looked at him, surprised, aloof. 
"My name is Viziru. I arrived about ten days ago from London. I 

heard about you, and if I may I'd l ike to ask you something. Won't you 
come into the bar with me a minute? I wouldn't presume to detain you 
very long . "  

"That depends , "  declared domnisoara Zissu,  and her smile ex
posed her glistening white teeth . "It depends on how l ong I ' l l  want to 
stay with you . . . .  " 

After they had taken their places at the table she supported her chin 
in  her hand for a moment and looked at him attentively, appraising 
him.  "What were you doing in London?" she asked . 

"That's just what I wanted to talk to you about. I had a friendJhere 
who often mentioned a doamna Z issu in Bucharest. " 

"My family is from Focsani , "  she broke in.  
Stefan looked at her regretfully. "Then probably it's a case of 

another doamna Z issu . . .  " 
"Probably. But what about her?" she inquired, observing that he 

was stil l  deep in thought. "Why were you so interested in  her?" 
"My friend died in an a ir  raid .  And shortly before he died, he 

mentioned this doamna Zissu again.  I 'd like to know who she is, so I 
can inform her about these things . . .  and others . . . .  I 've many things 
to tell her. . . .  " He was si lent again,  finding it d ifficult to conceal his  
disappointment. 

"His name was Vasilescu-Vadastra , "  Stefan continued after a 
while. "Spiridon Vasilescu-Vadastra . He was a lawyer. "  

" I  haven't heard of h im.  You say h e  died?" 
"He died in an air  raid. "  
"God have mercy on h im!"  She picked up her glass of whiskey and 

began to drink greedily.  Again  Stefan caught a gli mpse of those shining, 
irregular teeth framed by gums and l ips that were so very red, blood red. 
They troubled him.  He was unable to turn his gaze away from her 
mouth. 

"And so . . . .  What were you doing in London?" she asked, setting 
her empty glass on the table. 

"I was on an economic mission . . .  " 
"Pardon me for interrupting you, "  she said, smil ing. "Order me 

another whiskey, please. Don't you drink?" 
Annoyed, Stefan turned h is head and s ignaled the waiter at the 

bar. 
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"Tell me what you were doing in London . "  
"Please excuse me for bothering you ,"  apologized Stefan. 
' 'You're not bothering me. On the contrary, I 'm enjoying it .  

\\'anted to meet you, too. I heard about you at Porto. I heard that they 
stripped you to the skin ,  and I wanted to meet you . . . .  " 

"You heard about that?" cried Stefan in amazement. 
"There were some Romanians at Porto. We had a big party one 

evening and fou nd out all  the news. What a laugh I had over your affair !  
I said to myself that you must be a consilier of a certa in age, bald ,  with a 
pot-bel ly-and I enjoyed i magi ning you naked in front of the inspection 
comm ission! How I laughed that night! . . .  But now I don't th ink you 
were ashamed. I see you're a handsome man.  You're tall ,  wel l-built ,  
you're still  rather young . . . .  I l ike you ! And you have a nice name, 
Viziru !  What are you doing th is evening? Won't you take me to a 
movie?" 

As they were leaving the cinema she asked h im about doamna 
Z issu . "What about her? Why are you so interested in  her?" 

"Frankly I don't understand myself why she interests me. But I feel 
that doamna Zissu represents something essential in my l ife, alth ough I 
can't say precisely how. Sometimes I have the feel ing that a true mys
tery, in the theological sense of the word, is h idden behind that  name, 
behind that person. I tell myself sometimes that maybe th is interest I 
feel for a woman I know absolutely nothing about for certain was 
aroused in me to make me d iscover my intellectual passion for theologi
cal mysteries and problems of metaphysics . . .  " 

"Oh , now, really!  You're boring me!"  interrupted domnisoara 
Zissu . "Better take me to the bar .  I have an urge to dance with you . "  

After the orchestra had stopped and they had returned to their 
table,  S tefan resumed his confidences over the glasses of whiskey. 

"''m very much in l ove,"  he said. "''m in love with my wife J oana , 
but at the same time I love another girl,  I l eana . . . .  " 

"You're a big pig!"  interjected domnisoara Z issu . 
"I only kissed her once, but that  kiss helped me to l ive through 

several m onths. If I hadn't kissed her,  and if I hadn't remembered her 
kiss later, I th ink  I 'd have gone mad. That was when I found out that she 
had become engaged . . . .  " 

"The same old story!" declared domnisoara Z issu , draining her 
glass. "Come on, i t's better we dance!" 

"It's a question of a mystery ,"  Stefan began again when they had 
returned to the table .  "That is ,  I don't understa nd intell ectually how it 
would be possible to achieve such a thi ng: to love two women at  the 
same time. And th is i s  precisely what gives me hope-the fact that on a 
rational plane I don't understand what's happening to me.  I tell myself 

303 



that probably what happens is of a different order from the rational ,  and 
so it  no longer belongs to human experience, realized in time, but to 
another order of experiences, ecstatic so to speak, that take place outside 
of Time . . . .  " 

"The same old story!" domnisoara Z issu commented. "You get all 
worked up over someone, you th ink you've lost your mind when you 
kiss her, and the next thing you know she's engaged . "  

"For many years I've wondered i f  there really doesn't exist some 
way of escaping from Time, some way of l iving, at least intermittently, 
in eternity too . . .  " 

"What's got into you?" demanded domnisoara Zissu , a l i ttle 
frightened. 

" . . .  Because I don't want to die !" he said passionately, with a 
catch in his voice. He seized her hand. "I don't want to grow old, to 
turn i nto a mineral spiritually, and then one day to die.  I want to l ive 
eternally young, as in our folk tale 'Youth without Age and Life wi_thout 
Death . '  I beli eve I have this right: to ask for my share of i m
mortality . . .  " 

"The immortality of the soul ! "  exclaimed domnisoara Zissu some
what sadly. "We're all immortal . But we have to die first!" 

" . . .  All  the other rights that h istory struggles to gain definitively
l iberty, for i nstance, or respect for the individual-are j ust a preamble 
to the only right that is truly invoilable, the right to immortal ity . . . .  " 

"We have to die first ,"  domnisoara Zissu repeated gloomily. 
"That's not enough! In a certain sense the i mmortality of the soul 

is only a pal l iative, a right that has been retained for us, beyond death, 
as a consolation because Adam lost the right to be immortal here on 
earth, in life . . . .  " 

His companion leaned her chin on her hand, watching him sadly. 
Troubled, he continued. "The immortality of the soul is only a 

consolation. But we mustn't abuse it .  . . .  " 

"No,"  she said, shaking her head firmly. "No, we mustn't. Let's 
dance. " 

"Wait just a moment, let me finish . We must not abuse it. We 
must not place ourselves, here on earth , alive, in bondage to Time and 
therefore to Death . We have to hope that someday, here, we shall 
recover the primordial Adamic condition, that we shall l ive not only in 
Time but also in Eternity . "  

"Come on , "  she said , taking his hand. "Come on and dance!" 
When he woke up the next morning and his  glance fell  on her 

flaming hair spread out on the pil low very close to his check, he smiled 
dubiously. Suddenly he remembered. "You l ike the- immortality of the 
soul ,  do you? You l ike immortality! You're a big pig ! "  Then he saw 
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aga in her red , red mouth and those gleaming teeth approach ing h im 
menacingly.  I 've got to  leave! he told h imself. I 've got to  leave as quickly 
as possible! At that moment the woman awoke and turned her head, 
frowning. Then she smiled a long smile and stretched . 

"What are you th inking about?" she demanded absently. 
But she did not wai t  for h i m  to answer. She threw the cover to one 

side and sprang out of bed naked, her hair  fal l ing over h er shoulders, 
redder than ever. She went to the bathroom and stepped under the 
shower. Still  naked she returned a few minutes later , and stopping in  
front of  the  mi rror, she l ifted her ha i r  in  both hands, spreading i t  out 
with movements that were gentle and full of grace. Stefan watched her.  
She met his glance in the m irror and smiled at h i m .  

"I l ike you , "  s h e  said without turning around. "As a man you're 
good . . . .  " Then she broke into a laugh and went to h i m .  "You l ike the 
i mmortality of the sou l ,  do  you? You 're a big pig!" 

There before him again he saw her ful l  l ips, redder and more 
insatiable than ever, slightly parted, menacing. From then on he was 
with her constantly. 

"Come to the immortal ity of the soul !"  she murmured laughing. 
Usually she paraded nude before h i m ,  her red hair bouncing on 

her shoulders. "And you say that you only kissed that girl once? Tough 
luck for her! " 

It was not often that she left h im alone, since she had changed her 
room and now occupied the one next to his, with a connecting door. 
She stayed ncar him all the time, naked, smoking continuously, speak
ing very l ittle but following h i m  around with her profound, search ing 
gaze. 

"The immortality of the soul !"  she excla imed once unexpectedly. 
"You're a big pig! I l ike you . . . .  " 

When she caught h i m  l ooking at her she rose suddenly and stood 
di rectly in front of h i m .  "What are you thinking about?" 

''I'm wondering about what's happened , "  he  began, troubled. "I 
sti l l  don't understand what's happened . . . .  " 

"''l l  tell you what's happened. You l ike me. " 
"Maybe you've cast a spell over me,"  he said with a smile .  
"Of course I have! I do i t  to everyone. All the men are crazy about 

" me. 
"You could be a witch , "  he  added thoughtfully. "You could have 

given me some magic potion to drink . . . .  " 

"I th ink so too , "  she said ,  putting her arms around h i m  and seeking 
his mouth . "And I 'll give you more. I'll give you more . . . .  " 

H e  knew nothing about her. She did not tell h i m  anyth ing con
cerning her l ife. On the first evening she had said only that she had a 
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visa for the United States and that she had been in Portugal almost two 
months waiting to get a seat on the Clipper. Occasional ly she awoke 
early in the morning and approached the mirror with an uncertain,  
preoccupied expression. 

'' I'm going to the Consulate , "  she sa id once. "I hope my turn 
hasn't come yet. . . .  " 

"I hope i t  has come, " he began, smil ing. "I even hope you'll have 
to leave tomorrow. You know that they notify you at the last minute on 
the Clipper. I 'l l  wai t  for you here. I won't get dressed. I 'l l  wai t  for you, 
to find out the big news. I can see you coming in . . .  " 

Suddenly she turned away from the m irror and looked at him 
wildly, almost with hatred, her l ips opened slightly. "Al l you men are 
pigs and criminals!" she exclaimed in fury. "Criminals! I hate all of 
you !"  

"I  told you that I 'm in love. I told you the fi rst evening. I love 
Ioana and I love Ileana. I don't love you. Did I ever tell you I )oved 
you?" 

"You're all cri minals! Brutes! If you knew how I hate you ! "  
" I  don't know what you have against me, " he continued, looking 

up at the cei l ing. "I told you that  I was in l ove, that I can hardly wai t  to 
go home again . . . .  " 

"How I hate you !" She went to him,  treading l ightly, trembling. "I  
hate you more than all the others. I 'l l  never forgive myself for getting 
worked up over you. You're a brute! You talked to me about the im
mortality of the soul.  You devoted yourself to me. You l iked me! As 
soon as I saw you I could tell you l iked me. And you l ike me now," she 
added, approaching him with a smile on her l ips. "You've never met 
anyone l ike me before! Have you? Tell me, have you? And you'll never 
meet another l ike me! You'll never find another immortal i ty. I 'm your 
soul 's i mmortality. I t's I who give you immortal i ty of the soul !"  

Somehow he managed to  go to  the Legation every day  to  find out 
the news and to send a telegram to I oana or write her a letter. 

"Why don't you try to get appointed Economic Adviser here, the 
post you held in London?" Fil imon asked him. "There are good busi
ness deals to be made with Portugal .  We can buy cork, textiles, and 
sisal-especially sisal and tungsten . "  

One day after Fil imon had studied Stefan for awhile, hesi tating, he 
said,  "I 've heard tha t  you've been seen rather often with domnisoara 
Zissu . What you're doing is not very wise. She claims she's going to the 
Uni ted States, but I was told at  the American Embassy that  she has no 
visa. It seems rather suspicious to me . . . .  " 

"And to me. But I don't think there's any great risk involved. We 
don't do anything together except make love and sometimes go for walks 
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around Lisbon . Yesterday we went to Arrabida . . . .  " 
"''m glad , "  said Filimon with a smile. "But how old are you?" 
"Almost forty. I'll be forty in  February . "  
"You don't l ook i t .  On the contrary you seem much younger-in 

your appearance, and especially in your spirit. You're av.fully indis
creet . . .  " 

'Tm i n  l ove , "  admitted Stefan gravely. "I adore my wife. I often 
tell domnisoara Zissu about my wife . . .  " 

"After al l , "  Fil imon interrupted h im,  " I  don't want to meddle in  
your personal affairs ,  but  I feel it's my duty to  alert you . "  

Sometimes \Vhen h e  told her h e  had been to the Legation she asked 
h i m ,  "Hasn't someone spoken to you about me? Probably they've found 
out I 'm a spy . "  

"And aren't you?" 
"Yes , indeed! But they don't need to know it .  I 've been too care

less. I shouldn't have gone out so often with you . "  
A t  ti mes she disappeared for a whole afternoon without tel l ing h im 

where she  was going. She reh.uned late, distracted , an oppressive 
shadow in her glance. 

"The same old story!" she began ,  but she interrupted herself ab
ruptly and stared at h i m  with veiled eyes. "Probably you've found 
out-you too ,  now , "  she went on , her smile malicious and scornfu l .  
"You've fou nd out too that they've canceled my visa . "  She turned 
toward h im,  her steps as soft as a eat's. 

"On account of you and the Legation ! "  she exploded. "The men at 
the Legation! The men! You're all cri minals !"  Pausing, she searched 
with ner\'ous fingers for a cigarette, lit it, and inhaled the smoke i n  
silence. Then she smiled aga in ,  provocatively. 

"But d on't think I won't get it back! Tell domnul Filimon that no 
matter how many charges he makes against me I 'l l  recover my visa and 
I ' l l  fly to  America ! I haven't canceled my place on the Clipper, "  she 
added with a flash of tri u mph in  her glance. 

She was si lent again  for a l ong time, smoking, musing. "I  l ike 
America ! "  she said al l  at once and her face brightened. "There we're not 
at your beck and call-you men! We're not your slaves . I 'l l  be free!  I ' l l  
be rich ! Al l  the men will  go crazy over me,  but I won't fal l  for one of 
them! All men are brutes. You d on't have any souls at al l .  You're evi l ,  
selfish . . . .  I hate you! "  H e r  last words were spoken softly ,  a lmost in a 
whisper through h er clenched teeth . "I hate all  of you ! "  

One m orning s h e  vanished immediately after fi nishing her coffee. 
"Good-bye til l  tonight, " she said .  " I  have business today. I have to 
repai r  what the cyclone wrecked! "  

Two days earlier a cyclone h a d  devastated Portugal .  I t  had begun 
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suddenly at lunch time, tearing up trees by their roots and knocking 
down telegraph poles. In the Pra<;a do Comercio, rows of mounted 
policemen held back the crowds at ten meters from the dock. The Tejo 
was unrecognizable. I ts yellow waters had h.trned l iv id and they broke 
against the dikes l ike ocean surf. Washed by the waves the steamships 
had taken refuge in the middle of the river, their anchors torn loose. 
After several hours the wind had stopped and the clouds dispersed. A 
strange peace had settled over the desolation. 

"Til l  tonight!" she called once more. 
The morning was clear but cold. Stefan went to the Legation. 
"I looked for you the day before yesterday," Filimon said. "I 

wanted to take you with me to see the cyclone. I thought I 'd go as far as 
Estoril . . . .  But if you knew what I went through! "  he exclaimed sud
denly. "I  barely escaped ! Right in front of me, mon cher, a car turned 
over! The waves broke over the dike and flooded the highway. I barely 
escaped! It was a miracle I wasn't crushed by a tree! And tha t car was 
overturned righ t in fron t  of me-overturned, man cher, by the storm, 
and struck by the waves in the middle of the road . . . .  " 

When he came out of the Legation and found himself again under 
the open sky, he stopped, deeply moved. "That car was overturned . . . .  " 
A peculiar feeling of bliss swept through him. I t  seemed especially to be 
in the l ight that surrounded him,  in the blue of the sky, in the trees that 
l ined the Avenida. He breathed very slowly and gently, afraid that he 
would awake. The qual i ty of Time had changed. It was no longer the 
same time in  which his morning had begun,  but a former Time, a Time 
that he had l ost long ago and had found again now, all at once, unal
tered. 

He set off at a fast pace, feel ing so l ight that he had to check 
himself to keep from running. That glorious noontime glow seemed to 
come not only from beyond him,  but from within as wel l .  He was not 
blinded when he l ifted his glance to the sky, when he opened his eyes 
wide, unbl inking, and let the sunshine bathe them. The city d isclosed 
i tself to him as it had never done before. Every house , every window, 
every stone on the sidewalk seemed to come to meet him,  displaying 
itself, revealing itself. He walked faster, feeling no want, no desire for 
anything. Suddenly all th ings around him seemed to be proffered in  
abundance. He was aware of  traversing a full universe, one with no 
empty spaces, no voids or deficiencies. Seemingly all things were in 
their places, and all had been provided eternally. 

When he reached the Pra<;a do Comercio and saw the uncom
monly blue water of the Tejo,  he stopped and breathed deeply. A tern 
flew di rectly over him.  H e  followed it with his eyes and he thought that 
it rose very high, flying straight ·i nto the sun. He was mute with bliss. 
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Almost i n  fright he dropped his eyes and started i n  the di rection of the 
,,·harf. A ferryboat was ready to l eave. He scarcely had time to buy the 
ticket and run up the gangplank. Far away in the middle of the river a 
school of dolphins played . He could see their  backs arch ing through the 
wa\·cs. 

He had been here on the other bank several times ,  but now the 
once famil iar scenes were unrecognizabl e. With new eyes he saw the 
same houses-white, blue,  the color of brick-in the park of u mbrella 
pines that ascended the gentle slope toward the Naval Academy in 
Alfeita. He came upon a eucalyptus grove with trees uprooted by the 
storm , their great branches torn and dangl ing. The road climbed stead
i ly.  Then suddenly there at h is feet lay the Tejo,  immeasurably wide, an 
immense gulf with invisible shores . He sat down on a rock. In the 
distance, across the water, loomed the h ills of Lisbon,  d i rectly opposite 
h i m ,  sh immering in a golden haze. 

"What an idea ! To make a date with me here in the Botanical Garden!"  she 
repeated. 

' "You'll u nderstand why directly, " he began with a mysterious smile,  
"when I show you a certa in species of cactus . . . .  " 

' 'And that idiotic ticket you sent me th is morning!" she interrupted. 
"'Why didn't you come yourself?" 

"At that hour you were sleeping . "  He continued to smile u nder her 
furious, blazing stare. He sat down on the bench . Domnisoara Zissu l i t  a 
cigarette. 

"I wa ited for you two hours last n ight in the bar .  If you knew how I hated 
you ! I was bound to imagine . . .  You're a man. You're a coward too, l ike all  
men . Why d idn't you come?'' 

" I  m issed the boat. " 
"But where \\"Cre you?" she asked with a trace of fright in her voice. 

"Where were you last n ight?" 
"Where wasn't I ?" he  excla imed, stretching his arms along the back of 

the bench . " [ didn't sleep all n ight. I was walking th e whole time. I went to 
Setubal ,  Caparica , Arrabida-everywhere. And of course I couldn't get a boat 
that would bring me back. I spent the night on the other side of the Tejo .  But 
I didn't sleep. I just wen t on walking, dreaming . . . .  " 

" H ow stupid you men arc !"  Her smile was mal icious. "You don't even 
know how to concoct a good l ie !"  

" . . .  And once more I regretted-how many t imes i n  my l ife I have 
regretted i t!-that I don't know Greek, that I was not able to quote from 
memory those famous passages from the Odyssey about the nymph Calypso 
and the sorceress Circe . . .  " 

"Probably you think that I 've lost my mind over you , "  she i nterrupted 
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him again,  "that I ' l l  bel ieve anything you tell me. Probably you th ink I' l l  
l isten to you now, the way I did before when you talked about eternity . . . .  " 

He looked at her innocently and smiled .  ' ' I 'm sorry . "  His voice altered. 
"I don't know if you've realized it, but I 've discovered who you are ."  

Domnisoara Zissu broke into a laugh . "You found out, no doubt, from 
Filimon . "  

"You're one o r  the other of those two semi-divine beings, Calypso or 
Circe. While I ,  at th is moment, am one of the innumerable variants of 
Ulysses, one of those mil l ions of heroes who have repeated, since Homer, a 
more or less dramatic Odyssey on their way home . . . .  " 

"You're a lunatic!" cried domnisoara Zissu suddenly, flinging away her 
cigarette only half-smoked . "You believed all the stupid th ings Filimon told 
you . That criminal has put it in your head that I'm a spy . . . .  " 

' 'I 've never believed that. Probably you're Calypso. The nymph Calypso, 
you remember, held poor Ulysses captive on that island of hers with the four 
springs and innumerable species of trees. Probably this is your island . "  With a 
sweep of his arm he indicated the garden. 

� 

Domnisoara Zissu stared at h im.  Her eyes narrowed threateningly. "I 
think I 'm beginning to forgive you, and I 'm sorry. I should keep hating you all  
the time, l ike last evening, l ike last night. But I made a mistake-1 l iked you, I 
fell for you. I'm sorry!" she added, l ighting another cigarette. 

"Come and l et me show you a certain species of cactus of the genus 
Cereus, " he began enthusiastically. "When we get close to it I think I can tell 
who you are, Calypso or Circe . . . .  " 

"What's got into you?" Domnisoara Zissu interrupted with a gesture of 
impatience. 

'Til always remember you with much l ove and gratitude. The way 
Ulysses remembered Calypso when he returned to I thaca. Even the way he 
remembered Circe, probably, although she wanted to change h im into a l i ttle 
pig l ike his companions. Have you forgotten?" 

Domnisoara Zissu looked at h im once more, searchingly. "Where were 
you last night?" 

"I can't be angry with you , "  he continued wistfully. "You've helped me 
too, in your way, although you held me prisoner in your cave on this magnifi
cent island with its four springs, this island which we don't see, but which is 
located somewhere around us . . . .  " 

"What's the matter?" she asked, frightened. "Tell me quickly, what's the 
matter with you?" 

"I asked you to come here so I could tell you good-bye. I 'm going back to 
Romania. By an exceptional stroke of luck . . .  " 

"You're crazy!" she whispered, taking h is hand. 
"By an exceptional stroke of luck I 've found a seat on a plane to Madrid. 

I'm leaving in a few hours . "  
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"Stefan!"  she cried i n  fear. ' ' I 'm not a spy. Don't bel i eve I 'm a spy!"  
"''m leaving i n  a few hours , "  he continued kindly, musing. "And tomor

row morning I ' l l  fly home. " 
"But I l ove you ! "  she said a l l  a t  once. "''m mad about you . I can't l ive 

without you ! I l ove you ! "  
"Calypso also l oved Ulysses , "  he  said ,  smil ing. 
"I was crazy, "  she i nterrupted, seizing both his hands . " I  made a false 

accusation agai nst myself at  the Consulate so they'd cancel my visa and I 
could stay here with you . I 'm not a spy! I swear to you I'm not. I 'l l  show you 
the accusation. I wrote it myself! My turn on the Cl ipper had come and I 
would have had to l eave . . . .  " 

"Tomorrow morning I 'l l  fly to Romania .  If I have the same luck from 
here on, in  two or three days I ' l l  be i n  Bucharest-or in  Ithaca, to call i t  by its 
true name . . . .  " 

"You're crazy ! "  domnisoara Zissu whispered softly. "And now what hap
pens to me? H ow can I stay here alone?" 

Just then the sun sl ipped u nder a small cloud which fl oated lazily and 
alone in  the i mmaculate sky. 

"Don't you want me to show you the cactus?" asked Stefan a moment 
later i n  a gentle voice. 

"You're a pig !"  she exclaimed, crushing her cigarette under her shoe. 
"You're a brute! You're a big pig !"  Al l at  once she got up and started toward 
the exit. A few steps brought h i m  to her side. He took her arm.  

"Then you're Circe, the sorceress Circe!" he  murmured. 
"Leave me alone!" protested domnisoara Z issu , j erking her arm away.  

"Do you want me to cal l  the police?" 
She l ooked at  h i m  with such hatred that Stefan stopped, his  smile frozen 

on his l ips. 
"Pig!" she cried once more. "Pig! " 
"''m terribly sorry , "  he said softly. "I thought you were fond of m ythol

ogy, too, as I a m . "  
B u t  domnisoara Z issu was already far away. S h e  could not hear  h i m  

now. 
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9 
ON THAT AFTERNOON IN MAY STEFAN WAS STUDYING HIS SON WITH UNUSUAL 

concentration, foll owing h im attentively with his eyes as he moved about on 
the carpet. Razvan had made a column of boxes, stacking one upon the other, 
and now he hesitated: Should he knock them down with his foot as he had 
done the last time, or s imply reach out his hand and pull away the large one 
that formed the foundation? 

"Come, let me tell you a story about the Emperor Anisie ,"  said Stefan 
suddenly. Bending over he l ifted the boy in h is arms, setting h im on his lap. 
Razvan was silent, excited. J oana waited indecisively in the middle of the 
room. Her dress was the color of ripe apricots and her hair seemed darker, 
with a hint of red, just as Stefan had observed on that day in February when 
she had met him at the airport. 

"Over mounta ins, over forests, "  began Stefan, "the country of the Em
peror Anisie extends. I t's l ike ours, and yet not exactly the same. And there, as 
here, are gardens and orchards of fruit  trees, but there's something else. Listen 
carefully so you can understand the story of the Emperor Anisie. There, over 
the mounta ins, stands a white house which no one can go near. It's not 
possible to go ncar it because i t's so white that no one can see it .  It's the house 
of the Emperor Anisic . . . .  " 

He had recognized the farm from a distance. Everyth ing looked the 
same, just as it had looked four years earlier-the house freshly 
whitewashed, the same shining May sky, trees clad in  the same young 
green leaves. Only the road had changed. Stefan kept meeting military 
trucks and units of soldiers dressed in combat uniform. 

"No one can see it because it's enchanted. The Emperor Anisic l ives there. 
He has l ived there since the beginning of the world.  This emperor does not 
die . . . .  " 
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Troubled, he had regarded Anisie. The man looked younger a l though 
his emaciated face shone with a splendor that  made h i m  seem ageless. 
The mild morning sun i l luminated the entry. Stefan heard blackbirds 
a nd, very near,  the h u m  of bees. While Anisie was pouring water so 
Stefan could wash, he  asked his guest if he  prefered to have milk, honey 
in the comb , or coffee. "I  think I can find a l i tt le coffee, " he  remarked. 
"The farm was requisitioned u ntil a few months ago, and I don't know 
h ow many things were l eft in the pantry . . . .  " 

"But emperors can go i nto the land of the Emperor Anisie whenever they 
wish . "  

"Was m y  Emperor there?" demanded Razvan.  
"He was .  He came from there , from the Emperor Anisic's country. 

There at  his place you dra w  mi lk  straight from the wel l ,  a nd if you reach out 
your hand you find a honeycomb. In the land of the Emperor Anisie there has 
never been a war a nd there never will be one. " 

" Eventually the whole world will enter the war , "  Anisic had said 
serenely. "This ordeal wil l  spare no one. The old world has begun to fall  
apart. And the process of disintegration accelerates with the passing of 
time. Another war will fol low th is one, a nd then another, u ntil nothing 
of a l l  that  has been will remain ,  not even the ru ins!  All that  will be l eft 
in the very end will be a few survivors-to begin things from the begin
ning a nd to try to make them better. . . .  " 

Stefan had l istened to h i m ,  much d istressed. "You' re not at a l l  
encouraging ! "  h e  murmured, forcing h imself to smile.  "That depends 
on your perspective, " Anisic replied calmly. "If for you the glory a nd 
worth of man is bound up with his h istory, that  is, exclusively to h is  
recent activities-because h istory has existed for only a few thousand 
years!-if this is so, then trul y  the immediate future does not seem 
encouraging. For this future promises a devastating series of wars a nd 
catastrophes destined to reduce to dust everything tha t  history has built  
in the last several thousand years. And for h istoric man, for that  man 
who wants to be a nd declares h i mself to be exclusively a creator of 
history, the prospect of an a lmost total annihilation of his  h istoric crea
tions is u ndoubtedly catastrophic. But there exists a nother kind of hu
manity besides the h u manity that  creates h istory. There exists, for in
sta nce, the h u manity that has i nhabited the ahistoric paradises: the 
primitive world, if you wish , or the world of prehistoric times. This is  
the world that we encounter at  the beginning of a ny cycle, the world 
which creates myths.  It i s  a world for whom our human existence 
represents a specific m ode of being in the universe, and as such it poses 
other problems a nd pursues a perfection different from that of modern 

� man,  who is obsessed by history. I have every reason to h ope tha t  the 
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annihilation of our civi l ization, the beginning of which we are witnes
sing already, will definitively close the present cycle. We have been an 
i ntegral part of this cycle for several thousand years. Perhaps such an
nihilation will al low the other type of humani ty to reappear,  a humanity 
that does not l ive as we do in historic time but dwells only in the 
moment-that is, in eternity . . . .  " He stopped abruptly and smiled. 

"I too dream of escaping from time, from history, someday, "  Ste
fan had replied. "But not at the price of the catastrophe you forecast. 
Human existence would seem vain to me if it were reduced solely to 
mythical categories. Even that ahistoric paradise of which you speak 
would be hard for me to endure if it didn't have the hell of history 
accompanying it .  I believe-I even hope-that an exit  from time is 
possible even in  our historic world. Eternity is always accessible to us.  
The Kingdom of God is realizable at  any time on earth , hie et 

" nunc . . . .  
Anisie had l istened patiently. "You're still a sentimentalist! " .  he 

had said . 

"And what next?" asked Razvan.  "What next?" 
"The Emperor Anisie said that there won't be a war , "  Stefan continued 

with a heavy heart. "There won't be a war. . . .  " 

Seeing Anisie's distant, detached smile he had felt a sadness descend on 
h im as if the light outside had suddenly faded. 

"Then what is going to happen to us?" he asked diffidently.  "Will 
we perish without a trace? Will we be burned alive? Wil l  we die in a gas 
chamber, l ike mice in a trap?" 

Anisie gave him a kindly smile. ''I 'm no prophet, " he declared. 
"And in a certain  sense it doesn't matter much what happens to us. It 
seems to me that only what comes after is i mportant. And I believe that 
later the few who survive will recover the true dignity of man. Then 
man will become again a decisive factor in the cosmos. To me this is the 
only thing that truly matters. As for our disappearance by fire or water, it 
shouldn't upset you any more than the disappearance every year of 
bill ions of fish , b irds , or mammals. And this destruction is one willed to 
a large extent by our contemporaries, by human beings. Actually it's 
almost the same thing, the slaughter of a zoological species. Our con
temporaries, striving to make as much history as possible,  have them
selves met with the fate of the other zoological species. Contemporary 
history is, as you yourself saw in London, the quintessence of zoological 
cruelty. And this new cruelty, this historic cruelty, doesn't even have 
the excuse that animal cruelty has-that of being committed by in
stinct. So if you would be objective you wouldn't be too saddened by the 
fate awaiting humanity. Because it is  'humanity' only in name. In 
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reality it's a zoological species driven mad by i ts so-called freedom to 
fashion its own destiny. " 

"And can we expect deliverance from no quarter?" inquired Stefan 
anxiously. "Can't God do anyth i ng for us?  We are, after a l l ,  h i s  crea
hues! Will  he l et us kill ourselves, burn ourselves alive, drown our
selves, to the last man? And all this just so we can exit from h istory and 
return to a new era of myth?" 

Anisie gazed at h i m  a l ong time, sti l l  smiling, still s i lent. 
"Are we doomed to death , "  continued Stefan with more ardor, 

"because the world is guided today by a handful of ambitious mad
men?" 

"The flaw is more ancient, " Anisie interrupted. "Our downfall  
began long ago, very long ago in  fact. H i tler,  Stali n ,  and the others are 
j ust agents through whom the disintegration hastens its own process. If 
i t  were not they, there would be others . . . .  " 

"And then?" asked Stefan with a h i nt of terror in his voice. "Then 
what? Is there nothing to be done?" 

"There's always something to be done. There is no historic mo
ment in which man is not free to do what he wishes or what pleases 
h i m .  But he cannot any l onger aid another. He can only do for h imself. 
In Christian terms, a man can save no one but h imself. He can no 
longer help another to salvation.  He doesn't have t ime!  Time has 
stepped up i ts  pace. Our days are numbered. Our energy is l imited . We 
can scarcely manage to deliver ourselves. We can no longer extend a 
helping hand to another. . . .  " 

"But God, what  about God?" Stefan i nquired aga i n .  "Can't he do 
anythi ng? . . .  " 

"And what next?" demanded Razvan impatiently. " What next?" 
"He'll tell you tonight ,"  I oana sa i d ,  approaching them. " When you're in  

your l i ttle bed the  Emperor wil l  tell you . " 
"What next?" pleaded Razvan.  
''The Emperor Anisie sees God all  the  time, " Stefan responded. "He sees 

him in the evenings when God comes down to earth and goes to the sheep
fold.  Other people see h i m  too but they don't know that he is God and they 
pass him by as though they don't real ize he's there. But Anisie knows h im and 
he goes straight to h i m .  'Good evening, Mosule, '" says he ,  because God is 
old, very old. ' Is  i t  far to the sheepfold?' he asks. 'It i s  very far , '  God answers. " 

H olding his breath Stefan gazed at Anisie. Then he asked abruptly, 
"What is God l ike? The only reason I came was to ask you this question . 
All I 've sa id up to now is unimportant. If you will-if you can-I beg 

• Grandfather, old man. 

3 1 5  



you to answer this one question: What is God l ike? Probably you've 
reached him by roads other than those of reason or hol iness. In a certain 
sense you fou nd yourself face to face with him in the moment when for 
you Time ceased to exist, in that moment when you recovered eternity. 
So I ask you :  What is God l ike? From the lofty height you have attained, 
how does God appear to you? How do you sec him? How do you 
u nderstand him?" 

"The Emperor Anisic asks him once more, 'Is i t  far to the fold?' and God 
answers, 'It is  very far.  . . .  "' 

Anisic smiled silently. Stefan i mpl ored him with his rapt gaze. After a 
time S tefan spoke again .  "If there is some question that is truly the right 
question . . .  If there's any question that must be asked i t's this one: H ow 
does God look to you? I 'm not asking you to describe his qualiti es or 
attributes. I 'm only asking you this: Tell me what you see . . . .  " 

Neither spoke for a l ong while.  They looked at each other. Ar{isie 
continued to smile. 

" Til go with you to the fold , '  says Emperor Anisic. Til accompany you all the 
way to the fold.  You'll be less bored along the way. ' 'Come, '  God says. 'But 
you know the fold is far away, it  is very far ! ' " 

" . . .  And yet ,"  Stefan went on after a time, "I believe th is was the right 
question, the question it's been necessary for me to ask since I stepped a 
second time across the threshold of your house. But maybe I was wrong. 
Quite l ong ago I read an article commenting upon a detail from the 
legend of Perceval .  I 've thought that the same th i ng would happen to 
me, but probably I don't have anythi ng in common with Perceval . . . .  " 

"And then what?" Razvan asked. "Then what?" 
" Emperor Anisic accompanies God to the sheepfold .  But God is old. He 

walks slowly, he stumbles all the time, because it's night and he's cold. 
'What's the matter, Lord?' Emperor Anisic asks. ' I 'm gett ing old, Emperor, '  
God says. 'Help m e  cl imb to the fold. ' But he stumbles again.  'What's wrong, 
Lord?' asks Emperor Anisic. ' I 'm i l l ,  Emperor, I 'm i l l , '  says God . "  

"You remember the i l lness of the Fisher King," began Stefan, suddenly 
animated. "It was a rather mysterious i l lness-impotence, old age, total 
exhaustion. And concurrent with his infirmity the l ife of the whole 
region wasted away in the same mysterious manner. The waters dried 
up i n  their channels, the earth was no longer fru itful ,  trees no longer 
put out green leaves i n  spring, flowers ceased to bloom . The castle itself 
was overgrown . The walls crumbled slowly, crushed by an unseen 
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force, the wooden floors rotted, the stones broke loose from the parapet 
and turned to dust as  if centuries had rol led by l ike moments . . . .  " 

" 'I 'm,  Emperor, I 'm i l l , '  God sighs, and then Emperor Anisic tells h im,  
'We're approaching the fold,  Lord. The fold is in  sight! ' "  

"Knights kept coming from all  corners of the world , "  Stefan continued 
with fervor, "attracted by the fame of the Fisher King. But they were so 
amazed by the ruin of the castle and the mysterious i l lness of the king 
that they forgot why they had come-to ask about the nature of the 
chalice of the H oly  Gra i l ,  and where it might be found. But in their 
perplexity they came before the s ick man and asked about his i l lness , 
pity ing h i m  or consol ing h im.  And after the visit of each knight the 
king's sickness became worse and the entire land suffered a m ore fright
ful devastation . . . .  " 

"God asks h im,  ' Is  the fold i n  sight? I ' m  old and I can't see anymore. ' It's in 
sight,  Lord , i t's in  sight ! '  the Emperor Anisic says . "  

" Until one day Perceval arrived . H e  didn't let h imself t o  b e  i mpressed 
by the ru in  of the castle or the i l lness of the Fisher King, but came 
before h i m  and asked the right question, the question that  had to  be 
asked, the only one-where can the chalice of the Gra il  be found? At 
that  moment the king recovers, the whole region regenerates , the waters 
begin to flow aga in  in their channels, and al l  the forests become 
green . . . .  " 

"And then what?" asked RaZ\·an.  "Then what?" 
"In the entrance to the sheepfold , God begins all at  once to l augh. 'And 

how is it, Emperor, '  he asks, 'that you actually believed I was i l l ,  that I was 
tired a nd couldn't  see the fold?' ' I  believed it, Lord , '  responded the Emperor· 
Anisic. 'I was pretending, just pretending, to pu t you to the test , '  God an
swers. 'But my powers arc infinite.  Behold ! '  And with his  l i ttle fi nger God l ifts 
the sheepfold and fl ings i t  into the heights of heaven. 'Behold ,  Emperor! '  God 
says once again .  The Emperor Anisic raises his eyes to the sky. ' I  don't see it 
anymore, Lord , '  says he. ' I  don't see the fold anymore . . .  "' 

" Even before the knight had received a satisfactory reply, " S tefan con
tinued, "and simply  because he  had uttered the 'right question , '  all was 
regenerated and made ferti le-not only the human being, the a i l ing 
king, but also the entire Cosmos. I discern in that symbol ism the sol
idarity of man with the whole of Nature. All of cosmic l ife suffers and 
withers because of the indifference of man toward the essential prob
lems. By forgetting to ask the right question , by wasting our time on 
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futil i ties or frivolous questions, we not only kill ourselves, we also 
sterilize a portion of the Cosmos and cause i t  to die a slow death . I 
might even go further. I might presume that men continue to live in 
good health and that the Cosmos continues its rhythms solely because of 
the questions asked by a few chosen ones-men l ike Perceval ,  who 
suffer for our spiritual sloth . Perhaps overnight we would become l istless 
and i l l  if there did not exist in every land and in every historic moment 
certain  resolute and enlightened men who ask the righ t question . . . .  
And th is would not at all exclude the possibil ity that the chaos and 
catastrophe into which we now are about to enter are due in the last 
analysis to the disappearance of those resolute and enl ightened men; or 
if they have not disappeared perhaps the right question is no longer 
being asked by them . . . .  " 

"And then what?" Razvan asked. "Then what?" 
" 'I don't see the fold anymore, '  says Emperor Anisie. ' I  don't see it 

anymore . . . .  ' " 

Anisie had been l istening to h im quietly with his face still l i t  by the 
same placid smile. Stefan was silent for a moment, then he passed his 
hand over his face and continued. "Now I ask you once again: What is 
God l ike? And if you won't answer me this time I ' l l  be forced to con
clude that my question has no meaning or that it's poorly phrased, or at 
any rate that this is not the 'right question . ' " 

" I  don't think I 'd be able to answer i t , "  said Anisie. "No matter 
how I might respond you wouldn't understand me. There's also a prob
lem with language in all this . . . .  " 

Tensely Stefan l ooked at h im again.  Once more he implored in a 
whisper, "Then tell me something! Tell me anyth ing! Tell me what you 
wish , what you believe will be useful for my salvation . . . .  " 

" ' I don't see i t  anymore, '  the Emperor Anisic repeated. 'I don't see it any
more . . . .  ' " 

"And then what?" 
" Enough for now. He'll tell you tonight, in your l i ttle bed , "  said Ioana, 

taking the ch ild in  her arms. "The Emperor is tired . "  
"What did Emperor Anisic say?" Razvan implored . 
"Nothing more, but God patted him on the shoulder and said to him, 

'Tomorrow you will find the fold still here on the top of the mountain.  I t  will 
only stay in  the sky overnight. I put i t  there to protect i t  from men . . . .  ' " 

"Come, Razvan,"  said Ioana. "He'll tell you more this evening . . . .  " 

Together they went out on the porch. The sun was now behind the tal l  
poplars that were standing guard in front of the gate. They could hear 
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the murmur of bees a nd in the a ir  hovered a sweet scent of wi ld roses. 
"You still grant an exaggerated importance to language , "  Anisic 

told him a moment later. "You speak of your salvation in terms of 
questions and ans\\'crs. As though salvation depended on the pronuncia
tion of several more or less mysterious words! Don't forget that history 
\\'as made possible by and owes its existence to an excess of words . To 
escape from h istory, to break away from it, try to recover that l ost phase 
of the l ife of humanity in which the word \\'as only the bearer of a sacred 
real i ty .  You'll see that at the same time you'll regain a number of other 
instruments of expression . . . .  " 

Several minutes later I oana returned , and kneel ing on the rug, she began to 
collect the boxes with which Razvan had b�en playing. 

"What \\'as that story about Anisic?" she asked without ra ising her head.  
"When did you see him?" 

"Last week when I was at  Brasov . "  
luana put the boxes i n  a corner o f  the room and \\'Cnt to the window. The 

sun had gone down and the towers of the churches began to gleam in  the 
twi l ight. 

"You might have told me about it, " she remarked after a while without 
turning a round. 

" I  hadn't much to tell .  I asked him what God is l ike and he told me to 
come back in four years . . . .  " 

"When was it you came to sec me the first time?'' Anisic had inquired as 
he walked with Stefan the length of the row of poplars ncar the gate . 
" Exactly four  years ago, in May 1 93 7 . "  Anisic seized his hand and held 
it in his firm grip, looki ng deep into Stefan's eyes. "Come back aga i n  
after four years . We'll speak then about God's appearance. "  

" I  bel ieved that  h e  was going to tell m e  something , "  Stefa n  went o n  with a 
vague sadness in his voice. " I  begged h i m ,  I implored h i m  to tel l me some
thing. I fel t  I was going astray ,  that  I was l ost again.  I was tortured by despa i r  
a n d  I begged him t o  tell me someth i ng . . . .  " 

Letting her gaze rove over the distant, shining church towers l uana 
bl inked rapidly to clear the tears from her eyes. He had spoken aga in of 
despair .  

"What's the matter with you?" she had asked him one evening soon 
after his return. " What's wrong? Are you tired?" As usual he encircled 
her shoulders with his arm, but it  was no longer the warm embrace of 
former times .  H e  seemed withdrawn, l istless . " H as something hap
pened?" she conti nued. "Is i t  because of the courier? Because of 
Duma?" "How did you know about Mihai  Duma?" he asked, startled. 

3 1 9  



"From Biris . " She told h im what Biris had said. "No, nothing's wrong,"  
Stefan repl ied after a moment. "From time to time I feel threatened by 
despair.  I don't understand why. I 'm afra id I 'm losing my way. " 

"If you only knew how I begged h im to tell me something! But people of his 
sort aren't generous. They're not l ike saints .  They don't know how to help 
you ,  or they don't want to. They aren't l ike I rina . . . .  " 

J oana bl inked again,  and almost in fury she shut her eyes tight. A cold 
tear began to slide down her cheek. 

"Didn't I tell you that the Emperor would return?" I ri na had cried as 
she opened the door. On seeing J oana's expression, she frowned and 
went to her swiftly. "Why are you sad? What's happened? The Emperor 
loves you ! "  

"But after all , "  exclaimed Stefan suddenly. "None of this matters! I 'm ne.ither 
the first nor the last man condemned to die in the belly of the whale!" He was 
silent for some time, and then he rose from the sofa and went to the window. 
"Tell me honestly,"  he began, and his tone changed, "why don't you want to 
go to Lisbon? Doesn't the l ife of the Legation appeal to you?" 

J oana did not answer. Gently, timidly, he took her arm. 
' ' I 'm thinking mostly of you. I want to know that you're safe. I t's highly 

improbable the war will spread as far as Portugal .  . . .  " 
"You know very well why I don't want to go, "  J oana said in a flat, 

toneless v"oice. "You know that I leana is going to Lisbon too. She was ap
pointed to a position at the Legation. I th ink you found that out l ong ago . . . .  " 

"I had no idea ! "  cried Stefan, withdrawing his hand. "But you . . . .  How 
do you know?" 

"Raducu told me. He met her a few weeks ago by chance and they talked 
about you. She told him that she had been appointed to Lisbon, that she was 
waiting to leave with the new minister. Didn't you know about it?" She turned 
her head to look at h im.  "Haven't you seen her again?" 

"I saw her once in March, but she didn't say anything about th is . "  
"At that time she probably hadn't been appointed. "  J oana found it  dif

ficult to speak. She went to the sofa , but Stefan, embarrassed, remained 
standing in the middle of the room . 

"Of course, "  he said after a while, " in that case we won't go. If I 'd 
known, I wouldn't have mentioned it. . . .  " 

H er mind vacant, I leana sat watching the waves as they broke on the shore at 
Guincho. Repeatedly she had started to go in the water, but each time she had 

320 



demurred at the last moment. N o  one ventured into the ocean here. It was 
raging furiously, the i mmense breakers crashing heavily on the beach,  propel
l ing the foam and spray across the sand far beyond their reach . 

But the intense heat  became oppressive and I l eana,  sl ightly d izzy, stood 
up and headed for the water. S omeone behind her cal led her name. Smil ing 
she turned and signal ed with her hand in order to reassure h i m .  Then she 
knelt down and a l lowed the foam to encompass her. Moistening her foreh ead 
she stroked her cheeks with her wet hands. The \Vater felt  cool and refreshing. 

She heard one of the M i nister's boys shouting at  her,  call ing to her to 
come to their tent. I lea na rose and hurried across the burning sand with l ight, 
rapid steps, a lmost running. From a distance she recognized Fil i m on,  \vho 
was holding a newspaper over his face to  protect i t  from the glare and the  heat 
of the sun.  H e  stood in  conversation with the Minister, who was wearing a 
bathing suit and an i mprovised helmet made of paper set squarely on the top 
of his head. H e  seemed confused and nervous. 

" War has been declared ! "  Fi l imon called out to I l eana.  "Si nce this 
morni ng we have been at  war with the S oviet Union ! "  

S h e  fel t  her legs grow weak under her and she gave h i m  a frightened 
l ook. 

"The telegram came an hour  ago ! "  he conti nued .  "I deciphered i t  and 
hurried over here. Fortunately, I knew where you were!" 

He was paler than usual a nd seemed distressed. Spotting a group of his 
acqua inta nces gathered around a beach u mbrel la ,  he excused h imself and 
approached them , still holding the newspaper to shield his face. 

"War has been declared aga inst the Soviets ! "  H e  spoke in French to a 
Portugese youth who had just held out his cigarette case to the girl who was 
with h im.  

The words had been uttered with a certa in solemnity .  The young man, 
seeming not to have heard very clearly, l i t  his companion's cigarette and 
raised h is eyes to Fil imon,  who repeated the news and gave the particulars .  
S ince morning Finland, Germany, and Romania were at  war  with the 
S oviets. Romania declared as her objective the recovery of the province of 
Bessarabia ,  \\ hich had been expropriated the year before by Russia .  

"What do you say?" he  asked, seeing that  the  youth was s i lent. "As a 
Portugese,  Catholic and anti-Communist, certa inly you are pleased . . . .  " 

"Certa i nly, certa i nly, " repl i ed the other. "Let's tal k  about it later. . . .  
Perhaps we'l l meet at the Palace this evening. Now I must say that  I 'm rather 
ti red . I t's so hot a nd the ocean's so bea utiful  and i t's so isolated h ere. It woul d  
b e  too bad t o  spoil i t  by d iscuss ing pol i tics . . . .  " 

Embarrassed, Fi l imon returned to the tent. H e  found the M inister al
ready dressed, preparing to l eave. 

"I have more bad news to give you , "  said Fil imon to I l eana , who had 
continued to sit s i lent and thoughtful in the shade of the tent, her knees drawn 
up to her chi n .  "Bad news for me. I 've been appointed to Stockholm .  I l eave 
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next week. I 'm sorry-especially now since you've come," he added gallantly. 
I leana thanked him with an absent smile. 

"You're getting away in  time, "  Stefan had told her. "We'll be entering 
the war soon too. " He had called her on the telephone one evening in 
the latter part of May. ' ' I 've just packed my baggage," she informed 
h im.  "I leave the day after tomorrow in the morning. " 'Til get a cab and 
come to see you . I 'l l  be with you in five minutes !"  "No, don't come,"  
she  whispered. "It's better to  meet i n  town . . . .  " 

That morning it had rained but toward eveni ng the sky had 
cleared, disclosing an unexpected moon , nearly ful l .  I leana found Ste
fan sitting on a bench, resting h is head against the back. The scent of 
the beginning of summer pervaded the garden. 

"All the same I'm sorry you're leaving, " he said. " I  l ike to know 
that you're here, not far from me . . . .  " 

Smil ing, I leana placed her hand on his shoulder. "You're the most 
extraordinary man I 've ever known, "  she began,  astonished that she 
spoke so calmly. "We were separated for almost a year and after you 
came back from London you saw me only once. And on that happy day 
of our reunion you were in a terribly bad humor. . . .  " 

" I  was annoyed, "  he i nterrupted. ' ' I 'd seen Biris and he had told 
me that Bibicescu tried to perform a play of h is own, claiming it was 
Partenie's The Wake. But the l ie  wasn't successful .  No one would be
l ieve it. The play was too bad. And I remembered how much I suffered 
two years ago . . . .  Forgive me! I ' m  afraid I was rather peevish that 
afternoon . "  

"Terribly so! I thought you'd come the next day o r  the day after to 
ask my pardon. But I sti l l  didn't know you wel l .  Even now I'm just 
beginning to know you . You tell me that you're sorry I'm leaving, 
although for some time now we've been meeting only once or twice a 
year. . . .  " 

" I  was away for ten months, " interposed Stefan with a sheepish 
gnn. 

"You could have at l east written me a postcard and dispatched i t  by 
diplomatic courier. Or you might have sent me a simple telegram with 
greetings for the New Year. . . .  " 

"Yes, that's true !"  he murmured. "And yet I was thinking of you all 
the time . . . .  " 

I leana smiled again and ran her hand through her hair,  shaking 
her head several times . "I don't th ink there's anyth ing to be done," she 
stated after a l ong pause. "I  pity you . I pity your wife. Probably you 
make her suffer constantly. " 

"Constantly ,"  whispered Stefan without raising his eyes. "And sti l l  
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I l ove her very much. Possibly I love her even m ore than I l ove you ! "  
"Please! H u s h ! "  I lea na sa id, closing her eyes. "Hush!"  
I t  had become dark. Along the lane from time to time young 

couples passed, walking with their a rms around each other. The fra
grance of l i l ies and roses was heavy in the air.  

"You might at least have asked me why I decided to l eave , "  Ileana 
resumed after a whi le ,  "and why I didn't want  to receive you at h ome.  
I 'l l  tell you why. I 've quarreled with Tante Al ice.  I t  was the worst 
quarrel we ever had. For several weeks we haven't spoken to each other. 
But of course the day after tomorrow, before leaving, I 'll go to her a nd 
I'll kiss her a nd beg her forgiveness . . . .  " 

"Why d id you quarrel?"  H e  turned suddenly to l ook a t  her. 
"Because she has fixed ideas.  Regardless of anything, she wants me 

to get married before I 'm th irty. And I haven't long to wait . " She 
smiled .  "And then,  s ince I don't  have a fortune, I took the exam i nation 
at  the Ministry of Propaganda and I was successful .  I could have gone to 
Rome or Stockholm. I don't know why I chose Lisbon . . . .  " 

"Lisbon's a beautiful place , "  he sa id absently.  
" What irks me is the fact that I 'm not going alone. My chief is  going 

with me and I don't l ike the man. I met him last week a nd he made a 
most unfavorable impression on me.  H e's not stupid but he's rather 
boorish .  At any rate he knm,·s how to manage th ings . Overnight he was 
appointed press secretary and he speaks very l i ttle French ! I don't bel ieve 
he  knows any foreign language well .  That's why he  insisted on having 
me with h im. " 

"But who is your chief?" inqu ired Stefan idly. 
"You wouldn't know h i m .  A very ordina ry fellow . . . .  M ihai  

Duma . "  
Stefan bounded to h is feet, frightened, with a stare that was almost 

h ostile. 
"What's the matter with you?" she asked, troubled. "Do you know 

h im?" 
He raised both hands and began to rub his  temples nervously as 

though he were trying to wake h i mself. Then he burst i nto laughter
dry, strident, insupportable laughter. 

"What's happened?" she questioned h i m  aga in .  "Do you know 
him? Do you know something about h im?" 

"Yes and no,"  responded Stefan after a m oment, sitting down 
aga i n  beside her on the bench . "But it's a long story . . . .  " And he began 
to laugh once more, but quietly th is t ime as if he were al one. 

" Why don't you tel l me what's happened?" she persisted. "Or is  it 
another story about Vadastra and the room Samba?" 

"By the way, "  h e  i nterrupted her in a more normal tone, "I don't 
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know if you've heard that Vadastra died in an air  raid in London. I was 
there when he died.  He disappeared before my eyes. That was why I 
stayed so long in Lisbon. I wanted to find out something about h im,  or 
more exactly,  something about doamna Zissu . For a whi le I thought I 
was going to learn something definite about doamna Z issu . "  

That week in  July seemed interminable .  After the fi rst German communique 
on the twenty-ninth of June she waited with so many others for the special 
dispatch that would announce the final defeat of the Soviet armies.  Cities fel l  
one after another. The Panzer divisions advanced at an i ncredible rate, yet the 
Russian front did not collapse. The war threatened to run on into autumn. 
Gradually time began to flow more slowly. 

Then Ileana fou nd that she had begun to anticipate something other 
than the special communiques from the Russian front. She was waiting for 
the first of September, the day when she could move. One afternoon she had 
taken a boat ride on the Bay of Cascais and from the water she had selected 
her new home. She had seen in the distance several fishermen's houses that 
had been built just above the rocks . She gazed at them wistfully. There was 
one in particular that she l iked, with its arbor painted white and blue, and 
with wild morning-glory vines full of fl owers climbing all the way to the roof. 
That evening she had gone to l ook at it,  ringing the bell in great excitement. 
An old woman opened the door and invited her to the terrace, where she 
could see the many yachts and sailboats that floated at anchor a few dozen 
meters off shore. She heard the gentle murmur of the waves washing among 
the rocks . The old woman talked continuously, but I leana scarcely heard her. 
Moreover, it  was only with d ifficulty that she understood anything the woman 
said. One fact, however, she had comprehended clearly. The cottage would 
not be available before September l .  Inquiring about the rent, she found i t  
was almost half her  salary, but  she  said to  herself, I 'l l  take it! 

On the night of the fi rst of September it  was late when she went to sleep. 
The sound of the waves kept intruding on her consciousness as they broke 
against the rocks below the terrace. It was a night without a moon, and far out 
on the sea she saw the lanterns of the fishermen's boats. She kept imagining 
that she heard muffled noises, footsteps on the wooden stairs leading to her 
bedroom, a confused and obscure whispering that seemed to come from 
below, from among the rocks. She had been told that all fishermen's houses 
on the coast were infested with rats, but that night it  was not rats that 
frightened her. She had the feeling that she was surrounded by unknown 
spirits of the dead. "Tony!" she cried suddenly, lighting the lamp, and im
mediately she thought, This is absurd; he's too far away to come here . . . .  
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Then she seemed to hear h im aga in ,  saying as he had that night, " I t's a 
wagon! What in God's name is that i mbecile doing?" When she rega ined 
consciousness she felt Tony's body u nder her and she began to scream .  
Someone helped her get o u t  b y  pul l ing her feet. The muffled sound of the 
motor reached her ears. "Tony!" she cried i nvoluntarily. "He's dead,  
cocoana, he's dead!  And you've smashed my wagon and kil led my horse !"  She 
hea rd the groans of the horse, a neighi ng that  was strangled in  blood, and then 
aga in the noise of the motor sti l l  running in the wreckage of the overturned 
car.  It was a sound that seemed to come from a nother time. 

She l i t  a cigarette. The waves broke dully, dispassionately, at the base of 
the rocks. 

"But why don't you want to attend too?" the Valkyrie had demanded the 
year before. " H e's a remarkable medium. " "I don't bel ieve in it. And 
even if I did, I don't want to go. " The Valkyrie's schoolgirl interest in 
spiritual ism was still fl ourish ing; and I leana had found her fatter tha n  
ever, j ust a s  blond, \\·i th the same enthusiasm for s inging. S i nce she had 
become wealthy she had taken special lessons with the most renowned 
masters and she attended all the premiers at La Scala. She was always 
flying to Germany for concerts. "If it weren't for this absurd war, I could 
go to all  of them ! "  

"I lea na , "  the Valkyrie h a d  said once, "I  don't recognize you any
more. You're in l ove! "  Most of the time she had managed to change the 
subject, but finally she told her friend about Stefan.  "He's in London 
now, " she confided one evening. ' ' I 'm sorry you don't know him too . 
He's a n  interesting man. You'd l ike h i m  . . . .  " "You're in love with 
h i m ! "  the Valkyrie exclaimed. "No,  I don't th ink so. I 've seen h i m  only 
ten or twelve times in my l ife. What exasperates me is that I can't forget 
h im.  I don't think about h im all  the ti me, but whenever I meet a man I 
might be able to l ike I remember Stefan.  I t's exasperating !"  

When they strolled on the shore of  the  lake they recalled their  
school years. "Look, on that bench . . .  " the Valkyrie had begun.  

I leana saw herself aga i n  as she  sat  with the  Valkyrie on the  same 
bench in the late autumn twil ight, a few weeks after Tante Alice 
had brought her there. That was in  1 92 1 .  She was eight years old 
at  the time and dressed in  black. "She's an orphan! S he's an 
orphan!"  one of the gir ls  had whispered in  the school yard . Sitt ing 
down beside her on the bench the Valkyrie had taken her hand. 
' ' I 'm an orphan too!"  she murmured, lea ning close to I leana . " My 
mother died when I was three. My father married again so I have 
a different mother now, but she's not real ly my mother . "  "My 
mother died this summer in the sanatori u m , "  I leana had said,  
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averting her eyes. "We stayed at Davos too, but we didn't l ive in 
the sanatorium. Children aren't allowed to l ive in the sanatorium 
if they aren't sick. I stayed with Tante Alice in the vil lage. " "And 
your father?" the Valkyrie had asked. "He died a l ong time ago. I 
don't remember him . "  She had continued to gaze at the leaves as 
now and then one fel l ,  singly, quivering, at their feet. At that 
time, when she was eight, she did not know that her father, 
Maj or S ider i ,  had committed suicide under mysterious circum
stances without even leaving a note. 

Shortly after her eighteenth birthday Tante Alice had questioned her 
one day. "Didn't you receive anything?" she asked. "No letter? No 
sealed envelope?" Her aunt had regarded the girl with unusual inten
sity ,  looking deep in her eyes. "I thought that the Major left you some
th ing. " "That only happens in novels, Tartte Alice!" Ileana had replied, 
speaking in  French as she had done for so many years. "Please speak 
Romanian!" Tante Alice interrupted sharply. "You've forgotten how to 
speak Romanian . . . .  " 

Sometimes during summer vacations Tante Alice came to get her 
at Lausanne and took her to Zinca , to the country estate of her aunt 
Cecil ia,  Al ice's sister. "You mustn't forget Romanian , "  she said. "Talk 
with the peasants . "  At the station the manager of the estate waited for 
them in  a yellow carriage. They climbed in with only a few packages in 
their arms, since the cart would bring their sui tcases to the manor house 
that evening. "Look, " Tante Alice said, l ifting her parasol and pointing 
about her. "All this land was ours. It  was your mother's dowry. The 
Maj or squandered it on his sins and foll ies . "  She stopped and regarded 
her niece furtively, already regretting she had said so much. Ileana 
stared straight in front of her at the road, which wound in a leisurely 
fashion through the fields of grain.  Cecilia had never spoken to her of 
the Major's follies nor about the lands and houses that had once been 
theirs. Ever since she had known her, Tante Cecilia's hair had been 
white and she had always been a l ittle deaf. She l ived all year at Zinca 
and took care of Alice's land also. Until Cecilia died,  Tante Alice never 
stayed more than a few weeks in the country, returning in September to 
get Ileana and take her to Lausanne. On her departure Tante Cecilia 
always kissed I leana in the doorway and sa id, "It's good that I 've seen 
you again thi s  year. Who knows if I 'l l  live to see another?" 

She said this every year until one winter she died.  The telegram 
had come from Tante Alice a few days after I leana's fifteenth birthday. 
It informed her that Tan te Cecilia had died and that Ileana would 
receive a package on her behalf. Then that same week Tante Alice had 
written her a long letter. Cecilia had passed away withou t suffering, in 

326 



her easy cha i r  beside the stove in the large room where guests were 
received. The package that she had left I leana could not be sent because 
it  was sealed and the post office would not accept it .  

That year Ileana had come home to Romania for Easter and had 
gone directly to Zinca. The armchair was still there beside the stove in 
front of the pichue of duduca " Ral u .  On that day,  the housekeeper had 
told her, Cecil ia was expecting a visi tor, although i t  was a Sunday i n  
January a n d  a l l  the roads were blocked with snow. Around the house i t  
was pi led a s  h igh a s  the windows. ' T m  expecting a visitor , "  Cecil ia had 
sa id that morning. "Make a fi re in the salon . "  After the hol idays the 
room had not been heated aga in  and the walls  were frozen . "Fill the 
stove \\·el l , "  Ceci l ia had said , and she kept going i nto the sal on to 
inspect it .  "Bring more wood , "  she said ,  'Tm expecting a visitor. " She 
had put on a velvet dress, dark violet i n  color, one she had not worn for 
many, many years. And as soon as she had drunk her coffee she had 
gone into the salon and sat down i n  the cha i r  beside the stove. 'Til take 
a l i ttle nap, "  she said . "The fire makes me drowsy. But keep bringing 
the wood. I 'm expecting a visitor . " Later when it became dark the 
housekeeper real ized that she had d ied .  

In the sealed package that her a u n t  h a d  left her I leana found fifteen 
Napoleons and a number of photographs of Ma jor S ideri . "Whatever 
you hear about h im later, " Cecilia had \nitten , "don't forget that he was 
your father. " Until then,  when she had gazed, troubl ed , at the photo
graphs in the April twilight, all that Ileana had heard about h i m  was that 
he had shot h imself in their house at Jassy. It was in 1 9 1 4 ,  the year of 
h is  promotion to the rank of major .  I leana was a year old .  Despi te her 
efforts to remember h i m  later she had ne\·er been successful i n  doing so.  
I t  had been a l ong t ime since she had even seen a picture of h i m .  

• Mistress . 

I n  1 9 1 6  she and her mother had gone to Davos accompanied by 
Tante Alice and her husband,  Manole Cretul escu . Manole was 
the magistrate at Jassy. " We'll come to see you at Christmas , "  
they h a d  cal led from the trai n  window. "We'll come a t  Christ
mas! "  She remembered the scene very well-Tante Alice beside 
Manole,  both l eaning out of the window, she with a handkerchief 
to her eyes and Manol e  waving h is hand. "We'll come at Christ
mas! . . .  " After they could see the train no longer h er mother had 
begun to cry. That year she had not yet become so very i l l  and 
they l ived in a cottage with many balconies. S ometimes the doc
tor came to see her m other. He was a tall man with gold-r immed 
spectacles and a short beard that was turning gray. Sometimes she 
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heard him tell her mother, "Don't th ink about the past anymore, 
dear lady. Think of your child. She must not find out. . . .  " Then 
one evening she heard h im speaking with unusual harshness, "It's 
your own fault! There's nothing seriously wrong with you . I t's 
purely and simply a matter of will power, of courage. Think of 
your child! Today you ough t to be completely cured and at home 
in Romania . . . .  " 

Ileana had never seen Manole Cretulcscu again.  That fal l  
Romania entered the war and at Christmas they only received a 
telegram, which her mother showed her with a laugh . "They're all 
at Jassy! "  she said . "Manole is with them. He's home on leave 
from the front!" But when I leana saw Tante Alice again in 1 9 1 9, 
her aunt was in mourning. Manole had died several months 
before of typhus. That year they took her mother to the 
sanatorium. " I t's only a question of courage , "  the doctor said. 
"Doamna Sideri does not want to live, she docs not want tp be 
reconciled to l ife . " Mother smiled .  'Tm tired, Doctor. I feel very 
tired . "  She said this constantly after that. "I feel tired , Al ice. " 
Sometimes her daughter found her crying. "Run away, I leana, 
leave me alone! "  Then one night before they had taken her to the 
sanatorium, Ileana heard Tan te Alice whispering, "Have you told 
the child anything? Has she found out anything?" "Don't say 
anything to her, " Mother had answered in a whisper. "Do you 
th ink if she goes back to Romania now she'll find out something?" 
"Why should she go back?" Tante Alice had inquired. "Let her 
finish school here fi rst. . . .  " 

"What did Cecilia write to you?" Tante Alice had asked suspiciously. 
"What's in the package?" I leana showed her the pictures and the bag of 
gold coins. "Photographs of Father , "  she whispered, and suddenly the 
word 'father' sounded strange, unnatural ,  as it fel l  from her l ips. Tante 
Alice, Cecil ia ,  the housekeeper-they all called him "the Major. " "I 
don't want to see them, "  protested Tante Alice, l ifting her hand. "I 
know them well enough . . . .  " Ileana selected one of them-one which 
showed him as a young l ieutenant with a short moustache, very deep-set 
eyes, and thick hair fall ing in a great shock over his forehead-and she 
framed it .  When she returned to school the Valkyrie exclaimed, "What 
a romantic face! I 'm sure . . .  " Then she had stopped suddenly and 
smiled a guilty smile. "He committed su icide at thi rty-five , "  Ileana said. 
"No one knows the reason . . . .  " 

On that Easter vacation she walked back and forth, back and forth, 
in the salon in front of the painting of duduca Ralu and the armchair  in 
which Tante Cecilia had died.  She did not understand why but it 
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seemed to her that they ,,·ere one and the same person, that the picture 
of duduca Ralu represented Tante Cecil ia when she was young. That 
spring at Lausanne, when the girls held seances, she prayed in  her mind 
for duduca Ralu to come, because she had not known her and was not 
afra id of her; but she was sure that i t  would be Tante Cecil ia . " What a 
romantic face!" was the Valkyrie's exclamation whenever her eyes fel l  
on the  photograph of  Lieutenant Sideri. ' ' I 'm sorry to tell you this , "  she  
confided once, many years later, "but  I 'm sure that your father took his 
l ife on account of a woman. Probably she was a princess or a queen and 
he received an order from his superior to kill himself. . . .  " 

She saw the Valkyrie again during the first part of June, when she was 
on her way to Lisbon , and she spent two days with her at Lausanne. "I  
think I 'm in love too , "  the Valkyrie had told her .  "This t ime I bel ieve 
it's serious. H e's a great artist. . . .  " I leana thought that  she l ooked even 
more overweight than before as she spoke of her love for this a rtist. She 
had not wanted to reveal his name.  "He's too famous a man. Undoubt
edly  you know him too . . . .  But what about you? Do you sti ll love that 
man?" " 1 \e ne,·cr 1 0\·ed him , "  said I leana . ' 'But this time anything 
there was between us is fi nished. He's an egotist. I 'm sorry I quarreled 
"·ith Tante Alice because of h im . . . .  " 

"I know very well why you don't want to get married ! "  Tante Alice had 
said when they quarreled. " You're still in l ove with Viziru and probably 
you\'C been his mistress for a long time . . . . " 'Tante Alice!" I leana 
cried suddenly .  "But you 're committing a sin if you want to break up his 
home. He's a married man and he has a child.  God won't help you if 
you break up his home!" All at once I leana began to cry .  "If you l ove 
him a nd he l oves you , "  Tan te Alice went on, "there's nothing to be 
done. I t's up to God to join together and to separate. But  if only you 
were married ,  at l east in the eyes of the "·orld . . .  " ' ' I 've seen him j ust 
once since he  came back from London , "  she said , wiping her eyes 
fur i ously. "And last year I saw him only twice. " Tan te Alice stared at 
her,  frowning. "Then you're both fools! And you're the greater one. 
You must get married without fai l .  This year you must get married !"  

Every afternoon she was happy as soon as she  boarded the  electric tra in that 
took her to Casca is.  She forgot, then, about the war. She forgot the monotony 
of the \vork at  the Legation . Alone, she prepared h er evening meal,  but not 
before she had gone for a swi m .  She made a detour around the boats moored 
in front of the house and soon gained the open sea, returning when lights 
began to appear in the windows of the houses . 

Although she had met a number of people, she received very few callers 
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at her house. Just once, on a Sunday, a week after she had moved, she had 
invited the Minister and their co-workers at the Legation. One of these was a 
young Portuguese woman with whom she was on friendly terms and who 
sometimes came to spend a Sunday with her. Others she was content to meet 
on the beach . This desire for sol itude soon gave her a questionable reputation, 
which she l earned about from her Portuguese friend. Rumors concerning her 
adventures were beginning to circulate around the Legation. 

"You're too beautiful !  And you smile too readily. Then, too, you're 
indiscreet. You l ive alone in an isolated house, you go to bars, you dance too 
much, you go home l ate . . . .  " 

I leana shrugged . "The Valkyrie will be coming," she repl ied.  "An old 
friend of mine, a Swiss girl , is coming to stay with me. I won't be alone much 
longer. . . .  " 

But the Valkyrie kept postponi ng her trip. "Maybe I can come this 
winter ,"  she wrote. "Just now it's out of the question. I 'l l  tell you why when 
we get together. . . .  " And then, unexpectedly, one day at the end of Octo_ber, 
in a letter from Tante Alice, she learned that for some time Stefan had been at 
the front as a volunteer. Her face became pale, and since she felt Duma's eyes 
riveted upon her, she left the office at once. 

"The brute !"  she muttered furiously between clenched teeth , crushing 
the letter in her fist. "The brute! Now he hi ts me with th is! The beast! That 
merciless egotist! He doesn't th ink of anyone but h imself. A volunteer! In a 
regiment on the front l ine! And no one knows anything more about him . . . .  
No one knows anyth ing more about h im!"  From that date she felt she had 
begun to hate h im.  

One Sunday afternoon when she was alone she  heard someone knock 
insistently. She was not expecting guests. Arranging her hair hastily she extin
guished her cigarette and opened the door. It was Mihai Duma. I leana did not 
try to h ide her annoyance. Until that time she had managed to mainta in only 
an impersonal , official relationship with her chief. 

"''m not disturbing you?" he inquired, smil ing. I leana led h im to the 
terrace without a reply.  

" I  was in the neighborhood, "  continued Duma , sitting down on the 
chaise longue,  "and I came by to see how you are . "  He stopped and looked at 
the bay. A boat was preparing to put out to sea . The wind billowed the red sai l  
suddenly, tilting i t  far to one side, all  but overturning i t .  

"You have a beautiful pl±:a e  " he said. "You can forget your troubles 
here, forget the war. . . .  " 

Ileana's attention was clai ed by the maneuvering sailboat. Caught by 
the wind, it gl ided over the sur ce of the water at an extraordinary speed, 
inclining steeply. 

"By the way , "  began Duma , changing his tone. "You know a lot of 
people. Have you met a compatriot of ours, a certa in domnisoara Zissu?" 
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"I 've heard of her ,"  said I leana , "but I haven't met her. " 
Duma gave her a quick reproachful glance, then he smiled .  I leana found 

the smile especially repugnant, for it seemed to her to betray a cruelty that was 
ordinarily concealed by h is placid face. 

"You made a mistake not to meet her before th is ,"  he went on . "Sh e's a 
woman who interests us. She says she has a visa for the United States, that 
she's wa iting for a scat on the Clipper , but she's been waiting for ten months 
and we're very suspicious of her.  But she's a lso quite intrigu i ng . . . .  " 

"I don't sec how she would be of interest to me," commented I l eana .  
Somewhat severely Duma looked stra ight into her  eyes. "To you di

rectly ,  perhaps not. But that's not  the point. I t's a question of what interests 
us. And we're concerned with any Romanian who's bound for other parts of 
the world .  Remember, we're at war. And we're fighting on th e side of the 
Germans aga inst the Russians-a fact that many Romanians tend to forget. I 
know about your pro-American and pro-British sentiments. You're free to 
cul tivate them as much as you wish. \Vc'rc not intolerant of the feel ings of 
our employees. \Vc shut our eyes! On the condition,  though , that each one 
docs his duty . . . .  " 

"Is that a graceful way of cri ticizing me?" asked I leana , blushing. 
"Yes and no.  I 'm satisfied \\·ith your work at the Lega tion . You're a very 

conscientious secretary, but that's not enough. You move in so many circles, 
you see so many people .  You ought to keep you r cars open and tell us wha t  
you hear ,  what is sai d ,  what's being planned. Aside from the great secrets of 
state, none exist which don't eventually become known-at least in certa in 
circles.  Such secrets interest us. Therefore it would be well if  you would meet 
this domnisoara Z issu , make friends with her and ta lk with her about your 
Anglo-American sympathies . . . .  " 

I leana felt her face grow redder. 
"You can i nvite her here to your house , "  he continued in a jerky 

monotone.  "And you can even invite certain gentlemen, distinguished 
men . . . .  I t's not necessary tha t  your guests a lways be on the side of the Axis , "  
h e  added with a smile. 

H e  stopped in front of the door as he was leaving. "One th ing more. 
Vidrighi n ,  our new economic adviser, arrives tomorrow. He was in  Tokyo 
and Chile-he's coming here from Chile .  H e's a very good man. Costescu 
and I arc going to meet h i m  at the dock and I 'd l ike you to come with us.  His  
wife is Norwegian and doesn't know Romanian . . . .  " 

Several weeks later, toward the end of November, she lea rned by chance 
about the i mpending arrival of an economic m ission to arrange for the pur-
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chase of sisal , tungsten, and, secretly, of rubber. On that same afternoon 
Duma handed her a l ist of names. 

"Do you know any of them?" he asked without ra ising h is eyes . She 
began to examine the l ist and suddenly her face grew white. "Do you know 
anyone?" he demanded again.  

"Stefan Viziru , "  she said , moistening her l ips. "But I thought he was at 
the front in Russia . "  

" H e  might have found i t  bad at the front ,"  said Duma, standing up. 
"Especially now that it's turning cold . "  

"He might have been wounded , "  murmured I leana absently. 
" . . .  Add that here in Lisbon, besides the lordly salary, there's also the 

possibility of a n ice commission. You yourself know the system . . . .  " 
She blushed and her glance challenged his.  "But you don't know Stefan 

Viziru . If you knew him you wouldn't make such an insinuation. " 
Duma laughed si lently as he opened the safe. "So th is is the only one 

you know?" he asked , replacing the dossiers with cafe. "So much the better. I 
place h im in your hands. Follow him everywhere. Show him the city. Take 
him to the bars . . . .  " 

"Viziru al ready knows Lisbon quite wel l , "  interrupted I leana . 
"I know. He was here last winter. He stayed a long time-a l i ttle too 

long, in fact. He couldn't bear to leave . . . .  And I keep wondering-why, 
indeed? Only on account of Stella Zissu?" 

I leana felt the blood rush to her cheeks, and she began to open a package 
of cigarettes with trembl ing fingers. Duma closed the safe and turned to her. 

"Or perhaps you didn't know th is?" he i nquired, smi l ing with exagger
ated surprise. "Then you're not curious to hear what is being said around 
you?" He was si lent a moment and then went on, "And i t's just th is relation
sh ip that seems interesting to me. I nteresting, even suspicious. It wasn't just 
on account of domnisoara Zissu's beautifu l  eyes that he stayed here nearly a 
month . This young woman saw all sorts of people. She was really a woman of 
the world.  But not l ike you . . . .  I say 'was' because u nfortunately she left the 
day before yesterday. She fou nd a seat on the Clipper at last and she's gone to 
America . . . .  ' 

One morning during the Christmas season she came to the Legation and saw 
several su itcases and courier bags standing in a corner of the corridor. She 
realized that the economic mission had arrived. Stopping a moment to quiet 
the rapid beating of her heart she proceeded to Duma's office with feigned 
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indifference. The sound of men's \·oiccs came from the Secretary's room. She 
\\·alked more slmdy and her heart began to pound again.  The door on her left 
opened suddenly and Stefan appeared on the threshold .  

"Good morning,"  h e  said casually. " H ow are you?" 
"Fine.  And you?" 
"''m fine. A l i ttle tired . . . .  But \\·hen did the Legation move here to San 

Mamcdc?" 
"A fc\\. months ago. The old building had become too crowded . " 
"] bel ic\·c it. You've expanded since ! left. You're beginning to l ook l ike 

an Embassy . . . .  " 
S omething's happened to h i m ,  she said suddenly to herself. He had 

aged, he was th inner, his \\ hole face seemed altered. The hair at his temples 
was streaked with gray. He held his eyes half shut as if the l ight hurt them. 
Even his \·oice seemed no l onger the same. 

" ]  hope we'll  sec more of each other around here , "  he  added, giving her 
a pat on the shoulder. "Maybe \\·e can ha\-c dinner together some day . . . .  " 

"As you wish , "  agreed I leana, smil ing. 

On Christmas Day she telephoned h i m  several t imes at the hotel without 
l ocating h im.  She left her number but i t  was after midnight when he returned 
her cal l .  Anxiously she l ifted the recei\'Cr. 

"Merry Christmas ! "  he sa id.  
"Merry Christmas !"  Her voice was l ow. "]  waited for you all  day. I 

thought perhaps you'd remember me . . . .  " 

"When would you l ike to get together?" he asked. 
"Come the day after tomorrow at lunch time and cat with me. There'll 

be just the two of us . . . .  " 
"Good. " 
Thinking that he \\·ould continue I leana waited a few moments ,  then she 

cried, "Hel lo !  "Hello ! "  
"Yes , "  said Stefan ,  "what is i t?" 
"I  thought we'd been cut off. " 
"No, we weren't cut off. . . .  Until the day after tomorrow . . . .  Good 

night !"  
"Good night ,"  she sa id very softly. 
A copious but fine rain began to fal l  on the m orning of the th i rd day after 

Christmas . Stefan \\·as mistaken about the address and arrived a half-hour 
late, bareheaded, with the col lar of his overcoat turned up. The fl owers he 
carried were so wet from the rain that he  took them out of the paper whi le  he 
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was waiting in front of the house. He shook the water from them and sheltered 
them under his coat until I leana opened the door. 

"Happy holidays !"  he said as he stood smiling on the doorstep. 
She raised herself sligh tly on the tips of her toes and kissed him on both 

checks. "Many happy returns of the day! I don't suppose you've forgotten this 
is your saint's day. " 

As he entered the room Stefan took our his handkerchief and began to 
wipe his face and hair. ' ' It's very beautiful here, " he remarked, approaching 
the terrace. 

Nothing could be seen but the rain fall ing gently on the dark blue waves. 
A tern struggled up from the rocks, hovered a few moments, then fel l  back 
upon the water. 

"Today it's not as beautiful as it usually is ,"  said I leana, "but I l ike it this 
way too . . . .  " She started. For a moment she seemed to sec the Stefan of 
former times, to recognize the light in his eyes and his special way of running 
his hand through his hair.  But he only fingered the back of his neck and his 
col lar. 

" I  th ink I 'm soaked. "  He smiled. 
"Come close to the fi re. " The small cast iron stove was glowing and 

Stefan sat down beside i t  on the rug. I leana brought the tray of aperitifs,  
install ing herself next to him.  " I t's my first house and I 'm very fond of it. . . .  
Cinzano or gin?" she asked after a moment, raising her eyes. 

Stefan l ooked at her suddenly almost in astonishment, as if he were 
seeing her for the first time. I leana smiled, embarrassed, waiting for his reply. 
Finally she poured a glass of vermouth and held it out to h im.  

"Noroc!"* she said, as  they touched glasses. "May all  your dreams come 
true!" 

"And yours too! "  
S h e  got u p  quickly and went t o  the kitchen to see if  the woman \\·ere 

ready to serve the l unch. When she came back she found Stefan standing on 
the terrace in the rain gazing down at the waves that  broke on the rocks. 

"You're crazy!" she cried from the doorway. "Come back in the house! 
You'll catch cold !"  

"There's something down there,"  he said without turning his head. " I t  
l ooks l ike a book . . . .  " 

I leana went out on the terrace after him. "Please come in the house!" she 
begged, taking his arm. "The woman's waiting for us with the lunch . "  

"Just a minute. " And before I leana real ized what h e  had in mind h e  had 
disengaged his arm, mounted the parapet, and climbed quickly down among 
the rocks to the water's edge. Clinging to a large stone with his l eft hand he 
leaned far out and grasped the book. He glanced quickly at the title and 

* Luck! 

3 34 



scrambled up the rocks, tearing h is trousers on the way, vault ing over the l ittle 
wall to the terrace. I lea na was waiting for h im by the stove. 

"I though t I could guess the ti tl e , "  he said as he approached her, wiping 
away the seaweed that clung to the book. "And I wasn't mistaken.  Look
Encore un instant  de bonheur . . . . If only you knew what that title calls to 
mind!" 

I leana noticed his torn trousers and she smiled .  Laying the book on a 
footstool to dry beside the stove, Stefan proceeded to shake the water from his 
hair. 

"What a lucky man you are . "  I leana spoke suddenly. " I  bought that book 
for you . I wanted to give it to you for Christmas , but I was afraid you'd see 
some allusion in it so I d idn't. I was even provoked with you because you were 
so i l l-bred that you wai ted for me to call you on the phone. And by evening I 
was so fur ious I threw the book off the terrace. I never i magined you 'd find it . " 
With an abrupt toss of her head she added, "I beli eve i t's t ime we thought 
about eating. " . 

Under his napkin Stefan found a l i ttle date book bound in leather. On 
the page for January I ,  1 94  2 ,  I leana had inscribed i n  Engl ish the word 
"Remember. " She had underscored it several times. 

The rain continued to fal l  all afternoon . At about four o'clock a fine mist 
descended over the ocean and the enti re bay was gradually obscured . Only a 
portion of the bank of the Estoril rema i ned i n  view. Smoking, they sat side by 
side on the carpet ncar the stove, looking straight ahead . 

" . . .  And I told Biris too: ever s ince then I 've had a great loath i ng for 
myself. " 

"I bel ieve it's a normal thing , "  interrupted I leana.  "Probably everyone 
feels the same way . . . .  " 

" . . .  Not only because I was afraid .  Everybody'� afraid i n  the presence of 
death . But I felt  h ow much I 'm bound to this everyday l ife. I 'd have been 
ready to commit any act of cowardice to be able to enjoy life once again-but 
not what I 'd regarded as beautiful and worthwhile .  I nstead I wanted to l ive to 
scratch the back of my neck where a vicious horsefly had bit me a l i ttle earlier, 
or to stretch out m y  feet once more because they'd gone to sleep, or to be able 
to wipe the sweat from my forehead with a handkerchief . . . .  This was why I 
prayed to God in my m i nd that the mortar shells wouldn't touch me in that 
half-dug trench where I crouched when the Russians discovered us . . . .  I fel t  
then how good i t  i s  to be al ive . . . .  " 

"This seems very normal to m e , "  I leana commented. 
"Probably that's how we're made-al l  of us. But to me it seemed that all  
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my illusions were shattered in that moment. I 'd thought I was different. I 'd 
believed that for me, at least, death also has a positive aspect, since every 
death is a leap beyond into the unknown. No matter how much I love l ife 
there still remains th is fascinating component of death-that by it we resolve 
something, we learn something. At least we find out if something exists on the 
other side or if we return to nothingness. B iris laughed at this,  but I told him 
that even this nothi ngness is in a certa in way an answer we've waited for, an 
answer to a question that we've asked ourselves for such a l ong time here on 
earth. And so, however we look at it, death still remains an essential fact that 
totally engages us . . . .  But at that moment death seemed absurd, absolutely 
meaningless. A single thought possessed me-that I was a fool or an i mbecile 
to let myself be drawn into such an adventure, volunteering to be sent to the 
front. On the contrary, I ought to have tried by any means to escape, to run 
away, to seek safety . . .  Ever since the day the mortars found us I haven't been 
able to forget th is.  Sometimes I wake up from sleep and feel humiliated, 
slapped, spat upon . Since then I seem to have lost faith in myself . . . .  :' 

"That's absurd ! "  declared Ileana . "You've suffered a shock, l ike all the 
others in the first days of the war. But it wil l  pass . . .  " 

"I hope so. But even though I stayed at the front almost two months after 
that it didn't go away. I became i l l .  I despised myself. If I see-and surely I 
will-that it doesn't leave me, I'm going back . . .  especially now when the 
situation is growing steadily worse and there's so great a need for men . . . .  " 

Abruptly I leana turned and regarded h im with alarm. "You're mad!"  
Just at that instant the bell rang and there were several raps on the door. 

She stood up quickly and lit the lamp, l eaning slightly toward Stefan. "Tell 
me, please, is i t  true that you had an affair  here with a certa in domnisoara 
Zissu?" 

"Yes, it's true. But why do you ask?" 
'Til tell you another time . . . .  " Insistently, the bell rang again.  "Now I 

have guests , "  she added hastily in a whisper and ran to open the door. A few 
moments later Vidrighin came in,  accompanied by his wife and Mihai 
Duma. 

Climbing continuously they walked for almost an hour through the woods. It 
became quite cold. Sometimes the wind shook the topmost branches of the 
trees momentarily and then all was sti l l .  The cedars were left behind, l ifting 
their l imbs high above the forest,  dominating it. But the trees became more 
dense as the two approached the top of the mountain.  Then at a bend in the 
path they caught sight of the cross�ruz alta. 

From this point they could see the whole region, a vast panorama . In the 
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twil ight the contours of the mounta ins on the horizon were beginning to 
merge. Close at hand they d iscerned valleys and meadows, innumerable roads 
and pl oughed fields that were red , brown, the color of bark. 

"Let's climb to the top , "  suggested Stefan.  
An old man who was wai ting on the stone steps that l ed to the cross 

greeted them and stepped aside. They began to ascend the stai rs.  When they 
reached the top they leaned against the parapet and looked toward Coimbra . 
White, somber, the Monastery of Santa Clara stood i n  lonely  isolation above 
the green ocean of the hil ls .  The Mondego gleamed , very far away, as i t  
meandered among the  weeping willows, the poplars and plane trees. A large 
bird flew overhead, c ircled a moment almost with out moving its wings , then 
glided down i nto the valley. 

"Sometimes in my dreams, " mused Ileana , "I  find myself somewhere 
beside you on a very high mountain,  l ooking down at the land below as we're 
doi ng now . . . .  And now I feel I'm in a dream and I don't know what to do to 
keep from waking up too soon.  Maybe I shouldn't say a nyth ing . . . .  " 

She drew closer to h i m  and pressed her check aga inst his .  The sun went 
down. A blu ish haze began to spread over the meadows and fields beneath 
them . 

' ' I 'm cold , "  she said all  at once, shivering. 
At the foot of the stairs the old man took off his hat pol i tely and then held 

it  out. Stefan stopped and began to search i n  his wal let. "He said he came back 
from the Bratianu Statue especially to bring them to you . I gave him a hundred 
lei . . . . " As soon as they entered the forest he caught I lea na in his a rms and 
pressed h is l ips to hers i n  a l ong, long kiss . 

"Shall we spend New Year's E\-c with the others, or will it be j ust the two 
of us alone?" 

"just the h\·o of us . "  

She sat down at the table a nd l ooked around at the brightly l ighted room with 
its heavy chandel iers, too ornate, hanging from the cei l ing. 

"I was almost afra id when I climbed the sta i rs the first t ime, " she said. 
"All those men with their fierce, bearded faces and all  kinds of weapons in 
their hands , the sail ing vessels everywhere crushing against each other. . . .  " 

"I l ike them, " declared S tefan.  "I l ike the azulejos . " 
I leana caught his hand quickly i n  hers under the table .  "I still can't 

believe it , " she sa id.  
The other places filled rapidly as the orchestra began to play.  Stefan and 

Ileana ate i n  s i lence, glancing mutely at each other from time to time. When 
the music stopped they could overhear conversations around them in  English , 
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while at intervals a German word found its way from a more distant table. 
"Why are you suddenly so serious?" she demanded. 
Stefan smiled and took her hand. "Forgive me. It was involuntary. I 

found myself all of a sudden in history. I remembered that we're at war. . . .  " 
"Stefan!" she murmured in dismay. "You promised ! At least this eve

ning . . .  " 
"Forgive me . . . .  But I remembered that our men are dying at the front 

in Russia-dying by thousands from the cold and the bullets . . .  and I'm a 
party to an economic mission i n  which Vidrighin gets a cut of hundreds of 
thousands of escudos and there's nothing I can do, nothing!" 

"Stefan!" she implored. 
"I  can't do anything! If I withdraw from the mission Vidrighin will take a 

cut ten times as large, and in the end no goods will ever arrive in  
Romania . . . .  And there's nothing I can do,  nothing!" He passed h is  hand 
over his face, distraught, and then he added, trying to smile, "But I'm talking 
nonsense!" 

I leana gazed at  him. " I  was afraid all the time that I 'd wake up. I 
wondered what could happen that would wake me this time. I didn't think 
about the war. We speak of it every day-we're accustomed to it. In a sense I 'd 
forgotten it .  . . .  But you had to remember it on the last night of the year . .  . 
on our fi rst night together, the night I thought you'd spend with me . . . .  " 

"We never escape from history!" he said in an attempt to joke. " I t's even 
reached us here at the Palace Hotel in Bussaco, here in th is ancient royal 
castle built on a h i l l ,  hidden in the forest, protected by the neutrality of the 
whole Iberian peninsula . . . .  " 

I leana fel t  his tenseness and dropped her eyes. Again the orchestra paused. 
A tall dark man in evening clothes announced from the dais the program for 
the New Year's Eve celebration.  He stepped down and the scattered applause 
was quickly lost in the music as the band started to play "When they begin the 
beguine . . . .  " 

"In London, "  said Stefan,  smili ng suddenly, "the orchestras in all the 
restaurants would strike up th is song whenever the air  raid alert sounded . . . .  " 

By the time they had descended to the last terrace they found themselves in  
darkness. 

"Because we have only an hour until midnight," I leana began,  "I have to 
tell you the truth . We didn't meet by chance as I 've let you bel ieve. I wanted 
us to meet. I made up my mind a long time ago not to go to Madrid ,  but of 
course I didn't tell anyone. Everybody th inks I'm in Madrid.  I went down to 
Entroncamento and took a train  for Coimbra. I knew you were coming here 
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too, although I didn't know when. But I imagined where I could find you and 
I let you th ink that it was you who had found me. I imagined you'd come to 
the founta in of l nes de Castro and I waited for you there every day. I came in 
the morning and I d idn't leave u ntil night. I told people I wanted to write 
something about Ines, and a young man offered to explain the legend to me 
in detail :  how lnes sat on a rock waiting for a letter from Don Pedro, and how 
Don Pedro sent her l etters in a l i ttle box that floated on the water from the 
spring. And so forth . . . .  I asked him to l eave me alone so I could be inspired . 
I th ink I offended h im,  but h e  l eft me in peace. I was sure you'd come. I 
waited under that old tree by the spring. Oh , that scent of old, wet, decaying 
leaves! I recognized you from a distance. My heart was pounding so hard I was 
afraid you'd hear it .  But I pretended that I hadn't seen you-that I was lost in 
my thoughts . . . .  " 

As he kissed her, he felt her l ips were moist and hot, but her face was l ike 
ice.  "We must go in," he said. "You're cold . "  

' ' I 'm afraid ,"  she said quickly. "''m afraid when you're i n  the l ight, i n  the 
midst of people. I lose you. You wake up and you forget me. I l ike to be here 
in the dark under the trees, just the two of us alone. In the forest I feel that you 
can belong to me. H ere I have found you again,  in the darkness, among the 
trees. " 

Now and again,  borne on the wind, the sound of the orchestra and the h.Imult  
from the ballroom reached them. 

"How beautiful  you are! " H is voice was low. "How beautiful  you are! " 
Gently his hand stroked her body, warm and bare. "How much I 've wanted 
you ! And for how l ong! I 've wanted your body, your warmth . I dreamed of 
you and I woke up tel l ing myself that no one can have such beauty . . . .  I fel t  
how beautifu l  you were when I fi rst held you i n  my arms-and after that I 
couldn't forget you . I 've wished for your l ips, wished that I could kiss you once 
more, just once, for a long time . . .  that I could cl ing to your mouth so you 
couldn't breathe . . .  until you would fal l  . . .  you'd fal l .  . . .  " 

H e  was awakened by the sound of heavy blows on a door somewhere. 
They grew increasingly stronger. It's not for us! he remembered. He's a n  
Adventist. He's selling Bibles . . . .  

"Who's knocking?" cried I leana,  waking suddenly,  afraid .  
"I t's not for us ,"  said Stefan,  extending his  hand to caress her in the 

darkness. 
At once she nestled aga i nst h im.  "It frightened me!" she whispered . "I 

was afraid !  Please . . .  h.Irn on the lamp. " 
The knocking began again .  It sounded far away but seemed to be m ore 
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violent. Stefan turned on the lamp that stood on the night table. He looked at 
his watch. "I t's almost four. I don't understand what's going on . "  He was 
interrupted by the music of the orchestra and a few i ndistinct, weary voices 
trying to s ing in chorus "For he's a jolly good fellow . . . .  " 

" I  was afraid , "  repeated I leana. "Give me a cigarette, please. " 
The sound of the orchestra grew louder and more voices were raised in 

song. 
"Stefan!" I leana whispered, taking his hand and kissing i t. "Stefan!"  she 

repeated softly with a smile. "Stefan!" 
Now the blows resounded again ,  frantically, betraying panic. Then just 

as suddenly they ceased. 
"I ought to go and see what it i s ,"  Stefan said, frowning. "Maybe some

thing's wrong, and all the people are probably downstairs watching the fes
tivities . "  

"Don't go!"  said I leana , throwing her arms around h i s  shoulders. "Don't 
leave me alone! I'm afraid!" 

Stefan leaned over and kissed her.  Then they sat s ide by side with their 
arms around each other, smoking silently,  l istening to the music. "For he's a 
jolly good fellow . . . .  " Again they were startled by the knocking, which was 
faster th is time and more desperate. Someone seemed to be kicking a door. It's 
an Adventist . . . .  Stefan suddenly jumped from the bed. 

"I suppose what's happened is that someone's locked h imself in the 
bathroom and can't open the door. I ' l l  go call the porter. "  

He put his coat over his shoulders and went out into the corridor. Only a 
few dim l ights were burning. He l istened for a long time but he heard nothing 
and went back into the room. "Now i t's stopped ! "  he sa id with a shrug. 

"Come here to me! You'll catch cold. " 
Stefan hung up his coat and put h is hand briefly on the radiator. 

"There's no heat. That's why the room's so chilly. " He returned to the bed 
and she clung to h im,  encompassing h im with her warmth . 

"Happy New Year!" he said, kissing her on the temple. "It's the New 
Year,  and may it be a happy one!" 

The orchestra stopped, its music drowned in a remote din of voices and 
applause. A few moments later they heard it start to play "It's a long way . . . .  " 

"I was very j ealous," whispered I leana. "I was jealous of Stella Zissu . I 
didn't want to bel ieve it when they told me. If you hadn't confirmed it yourself 
I couldn't have believed it. . . .  " 

Embarrassed, Stefan smiled.  
"I was very jealous ,"  Ileana repeated. 
Stefan leaned toward her to kiss her but the sound of renewed pounding 

made him pause. Three del iberate blows seemed to thunder from the depths 
of the earth . 
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"This is exasperati ng! "  I leana exclaimed .  "You'd better call . . .  " 
Stefan picked up the recci\·cr beside the bed and waited . I l eana l it  a 

cigarette. "Hel l o! H el lo !"  he said  after a moment. "There's no answer. " H e  
got out of bed again and put o n  h i s  coat. After he had left the room the 
telephone rang and I leana raised it anxiously. 

"Yes . . .  I called. There was some knocking . . . .  I heard knocking in the 
hal l ,  as though someone's locked in the bathroom . . . .  " 

She replaced the receiver and began to smoke again,  l istening absently to 
the melody that drifted up from the bal l room . 

S ometime later Stefan returned . " I t  was j ust the opposite of what I 
thought ,"  h e  said, smil ing. " Someone \\'as l ocked in his room and wanted to 
get out and couldn't. I didn't quite understand what happened because he 
spoke in Porh.1gucse. But now the porter's come. " 

As he passed the radiator he placed his hand on it aga in .  · ' It's completely 
cold .  They ha\'Cn't fired the furnace yet. " 

I leana dre\\' h i m  again into the circle of her warmth . "I was jealous , "  she 
said again .  "I  didn't want to bel ieve . . . .  But I l ike the way you were honest 
and didn't l ie .  Don't ever l ie to me. " 

" I  was jealous too and I still a m , "  Stefan began.  "You know why . . . .  " 
I leana promptly threw h er cigarette in the ashtray and kissed h i m .  

"Please, don't talk," s h e  said very softly. "Don't talk to me about that. . . .  " 
"There's j ust one thing I 'd l ike to kno\\' . . .  " Stefan tried to speak but 

I leana cut short his \\'Ords ,  her l ips on his ,  holding h i m  \\'ith a long kiss. 
"Please!" She released h i m  at last. 
"''d l ike to know if you iO\·cd him . . . .  " 
Bewildered, I l eana ran her hand through her hair .  " I  thought you al

ready knc\\' , "  she murmured after a pause, without looking at h i m .  "I  ne\-er 
loved h i m .  I ga\·c in to him in despair .  I gave in to him in order to forget 

" you . . . .  
"For he's a jolly good fel low . . . .  " The orchestra began to play with 

vigor. They could distinguish a number of loud , hoarse \·oiccs attempting to 
sing, and then shouts ,  cheers , applause. They l istened in si lence. 

Turning her head and seeing his face, I leana was suddenly frightened . 
"What's wrong?" she asked. Stefan remained si lent, drawing deeply, angrily 
on his cigarette. 

"Stefan!  Stefan!  What arc you th inking of?'' 
"Just the same, I thought . . .  " Again he took a long deep breath , inhaling 

the smoke absently. 
"Please! "  she whispered . "Stefan !  My darl ing . . . .  " 
"I imagined that if you l oved me . . .  what happened before wouldn't 

mean anything to me . . . .  " 

"Stefan!"  Desperately she tried to kiss h im.  
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" . . .  But after you knew that you loved me, that you were in love with 
me-after I told you that I loved you . . .  I thought. . . .  " 

"You're crazy!"  she murmured, alarmed. "Stefan, I beg you , don't say 
anything more! I i mplore you! "  

"I i magined . . .  " he repeated mechanically. "But probably I deceived 
myself in this, too . . . .  " 

"Stop!"  she cried, trembling. "You humiliate me!" 
He was silent, smoking and gazing vacantly in front of him.  The music 

of the orchestra had ceased. Now only the muffled, obscure clamor of the 
ballroom could be heard. Suddenly Stefan got out of bed and went to the 
chair where he had left his clothes. I leana followed him with frightened eyes 
as he began to search for his shi rt. 

"What are you doing?" 
''I'm going upsta i rs to my room , "  he said, continuing to dress. 
"Stefan!"  she cried , appalled .  
He glanced at  her and smi led. 
"If you leave now, " whispered I leana , l eaning toward him over the bed, 

"we'll never see each other again !"  
Without replying he dressed quickly.  He felt as  though he were in  a 

dream. He knew his hands were trembling and he tried to hide them. He kept 
his face averted. 

"Never!" cried I leana. "Look at me! I 'm not joking! You'll never see me 
again!"  

Stefan l ooked up,  smiling at  her with great effort. Her hair was fal l ing 
over her face and across her bare shoulders. Her eyes blazed with dismay and 
consternation. 

"Stefan!" she exclaimed again.  "Listen to me! Don't do th is! You'll never 
see me again!" 

Trembling, he finished dressing but he did not put on his  t ie  or  button 
his vest. 

Suddenly I leana's voice became remarkably cal m .  "You'll search for me 
to the end of the earth and you won't find me again!  You'll crawl on your 
knees to the end of the earth looking for me but you'll never find me!" 

"Forgive me, " he whispered, approaching the bed. 'Til tell you about i t  
tomorrow . . .  " 

Ileana stared at h im,  biting her l ips so hard that they bled. 
" . . .  I'm only going up to my room," he added, exhausted. 
"Don't go!" She held out her arms. "I forgive you . . . .  Stay here !"  
He kissed her cheeks and reached out to  stroke her  shoulder. 'Til explain 

tomorrow . . . .  Good night. " 
"Stefan!" 
In  front of the door he turned around again .  He was without his tie ,  his 
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coat was over his arm. H e  smiled .  The orchestra was playing again,  and the 
music sounded surprisingly near.  

"Good n ight!" He opened the door quickly and d isappeared. 
I leana grasped her head with both hands and sat motionless for a l ong 

time, l istening. Then she sprang quickly from the bed and went to the door. 
After she had turned the key in the l ock she began to dress, shivering. 
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PART TWO 





1 
FOR SOME TI�1E HE STOOD HIDDEI-I BEHIND THE CURTAINS AND WATCHED THE 

man from the \\ i ndo\\ . When he saw h im open the l ittle gate, he drew back 
quickly a nd sat dmm in the yel low l eather armchair .  This was where it 
pleased him to be found, surrounded by the mass ive glass-fronted bookcases 
in which Iancu Antim had once kept his volumes of old Romanian l i terature. 
Putti ng on his glasses, he picked up a book at random from the desk and 
opened it ,  but he did not attempt to read. A few moments later he recognized 
the famil iar three short raps on the door and called out eagerly, "Come i n ! "  

"I 've found them!"  said the m a n ,  pausing an instant in the doorway, 
catchi ng his breath . "''ve found al most all of them ! "  

H e  was getting along in years and carelessly dressed , h i s  trousers spattered 
with mud . H is face, covered by a beard of several days growth , looked dirty. 
He had very narrow hunched shoulders , and he breathed with difficulty l ike 
an asthmatic. Under his arm he held an enormous cardboard portfol io ,  very 
old and crammed with books. 

"It was difficul t , "  he added ,  approaching the desk. "Thi ngs are going 
badly at the front. No one wants to sell anymore . "  

The teacher, Gheorghe Vasile,  took a school notebook o u t  o f  the drawer. 
Openi ng it,  he ad justed his glasses on h is nose, waiting ,  watchi ng the other as 
he placed the pile of books on the edge of the desk with a hand that trembled 
slightly. There were about thirty volumes from the Library for Everyone, their 
covers faded, some of them tattered and soiled. 

"Number 6 1 ! " cried Gheorghe Vasile suddenly, impatiently. 
The dealer i n  secondhand books found i t  quickly and held it  out to h im.  

"It  was very difficult, " he repeated. "I searched h igh and l ow to  fi nd i t .  Where 
didn't I l ook! . . .  Things are going badly at the front ,"  he said again in a l ow 
voice. H e  seemed to be talking to himself. "The Russians have crossed the 
Prut and invaded Moldavia . "  

347 



Gheorghe Vasi le  examined the l i ttle book carefully, verifying the 
number and checking the name of the author and ti tle in h is notebook. It was 
a translation i nto Romanian of a book by Camille Flammarion.  

"What a treasure!" he exclaimed softly, laying the book down beside him 
with care. "This i s  the richest l ibrary of practical knowledge in the \\·orld. It's a 
veritable treasure . "  With a red pencil he made a mark opposite the title i n  the 
notebook. Then, looking over the top of his glasses, he called out, "Number 
7 3 ! "  

"That one I didn't fi n d .  I even l ooked for i t  in Jassy . . . .  " 
"On the Lives of the Insects , by J .  H .  Fabre , "  Gheorghe Vasile  read from 

the notebook. "Translated by Victor Anestin . "  
" I  know, I know. I t's unobtainable. " 
"But what about our agreement?" demanded the teacher, raising his 

head. "I engaged you to complete my collection to the last number. I still lack 
more than a hundred volumes. I myself collected twelve hundred . . .  " 

"''ll find that one for you too,"  the book dealer interrupted. "I looked for 
it i n  Jassy. Don't ask me how I got to Jassy. I came within an ace of being 
caught there and detained by the Russians .  I told you , didn't I ,  that they've 
invaded Moldavia?" 

At once chagri ned and pensive, Gheorghe Vasile looked sadly i nto his 
eyes. He did not seem to understand clearly what the other had said . "Well ,  
thi s  was precisely why I made an agreement with you to complete my collec
tion. We don't have any more ti me to waste. The Russians are i nvading 
Romania . "  

The dealer dropped his eyes and began to search nervously through the 
pile of books. H is fingers seemed to tremble even more violently. "I found this 
one for you i nstead , "  he said , suddenly triumphant, holding out an old 
volume without a cover. "You could offer a hundred thousand lei and sti l l  not 
fi nd another copy in the whole country . . . .  " 

Scarcely able to control his excitement, Gheorghe Vasi le seized the book 
and held it a l ittle distance away in order to see the title more clearly. He 
pronounced it solemnly: "Number 74 , The Theory of Universal Undulation , 
by Vasile Conta . . . .  What a treasure! "  he added quickly in a muted voice. 
'Too bad it has no cover. I'll have to have it bound . . . .  " 

As he bent over the notebook and made a mark with the red pencil ,  he 
heard a knock at the door. Before he could respond Irina appeared on the 
threshold. She seemed very pale. 

"No news from the Emperor ,"  she said. " I  went to see Ioana . . . .  No 
news. She's afraid he's been taken prisoner in the Crimea . . . .  " 

It was not until  then that she seemed to notice the old bookseller. She 
smiled at him. The man greeted her, i nclin ing his head several times. 

"Alas for our misfortunes !"  he said softly. "The Russians have broken our 
front. " 
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Irina stared at the stack of l i ttle books from the Library for Everyone. She 
was silent, wa iting. 

"Domnul Ghedem has found several more for me, " the teacher said 
somewhat timidly. "Perhaps God will  help us to complete the collection . "  

"It's very hard , "  said Ghedem , shaking his head.  "They were out of print  
before the war. " 

"What will you pay h i m  \\'ith? We haven 't any more money. " 
Gheorghe Vasile removed his glasses in embarrassed s i lence, staring 

straight before him at the wall at the end of the room . 
"\Ve have a n  arrangement, " Ghedem explained . "\Ve give credit .  I knew 

domnul An tim . . .  " He stopped abruptly, and to indicate that he was without 
responsibility in this affair ,  he fixed his gaze on the large photograph on the 
desk. It was a picture of Spiridon 's weddi ng ,  framed l ike a pai nti ng. I t  sho\\'ed 
I rina on the steps of the church i n  her \\·edding gown,  standing between Iancu 
Anti m  and Spiridon Vadastra . She looked frightened and tea rfu l .  Beside 
them , holding doamna Ivascu's ann and stari ng u nfl inchingly  at  the photog
rapher, stood Gheorghe Vasi le.  He \\'as dressed in a new suit.  His  shirt \\'as 
clean a nd white, his trousers \\ ere pressed, and on his chest he wore an 
immense gold rosette. 

"\Ve give credit , " Ghcdem repea ted , observing that the silence persisted. 
I rina turned to face h i m  and smiled aga i n .  Then she opened the door 

slowly and withdrew without a sound, as though she were walking on tiptoe . 
Vexed, Gheorghe Vasile got up from the cha ir,  went to the door and locked it. 

"How many i tems arc there in a l l?" he asked . 
"Thirty-six . "  
" H ow much do you th ink they're worth?" 
Ghedem shrugged h is shoulders and sh ook his head . A sound that re

sembled a laugh burst from his l ips ,  stifled , i ron ic,  somC\\hat forced . H is gold 
teeth gleamed . "These have no price in lei , "  he said .  " We'll continue as 
before. �1aybe we'll sti l l  find collectors . . . .  Although with the Russians i n  
Moldavia our chances are sl i m . "  

Gheorghe Vasile motioned to h i m  to approach the glass-fronted book
case. The most valuable books had been taken out and sold long since. A few 
old volumes still remained, in the bindings of the era ,  some \\·ith marginal 
n otes. The book dealer leafed through them , shaking his head , and set them 
on the desk. 

"If only you had some manuscripts, some old registers, or letters of 
Eminescu . For those I could perhaps fi nd buyers . "  

But a l l  the charters, the monastery registers, a l l  the dossiers o f  manu
scripts and letters which Antim had collected over a period of thirty years had 
been sold l ong ago for a trifl ing a mount or exchanged for a few dozen volumes 
of the Library for Everyone. Ghedem continued to thumb through the re
maining books, setting them aside on the desk, his face still registering the 
se\::erity of his disappointment. 
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"They're of no value , "  he said at l ength, rubbing his face with his 
handkerchief. " I  can't get anything for them. Perhaps you can find an icon, 
an old snuff box, or a painting, so I can at least recover my l oss. I went all the 
way to Jassy just to l ook for these. "  

The teacher pul led out the desk drawer i n  which h e  had for some time 
been depositing a number of valuable objects that he had withdrawn stealth
i ly,  one at a time,  from the various showcases and cabinets in the parlor. 
Grasping them in his trembli ng fingers, the dealer began to examine them 

i ndividually.  He brought each one close to his eyes , then he held it at arm's 
length, turning it  over and over in the dreary l ight of the March afternoon. 
There were Turkish and Phanariote trinkets, strings of beads from the past 
century, boxes made of mother-of-pearl , snuff boxes, shells with inscriptions 
that had been partly worn away. He shook his head repeatedly and set the 
articles down on the desk beside h i m .  

'They don't amount t o  very much , "  he said.  "People don't collect them 
nowadays. If you just had a painting to give me. " 

Embarrassed, Gheorghe Vasile began to scratch the top of his head. 'Td · 

rather owe you the money, "  he said ,  trying to smile. "The walls are almost 
bare now and it would be noticed. Coana Gherghina counts the pictures 
every morning when she cleans the room . . . .  " 

"You're already i n  debt for the last time," Ghedem said, beginning to 
place the old books and baubles in his portfolio. "But we trust you . We give 
credit. " 

After the man had left,  Gheorghe Vasile locked the door again .  Then, 
excitedly but without haste, he gathered up in one arm the l i ttle books that the 
dealer had brought, took the notebook and the red pencil in his free hand, and 
went to the opposite side of the room . There in a simple cabinet with wooden 
doors he had made an orderly arrangement of the small volumes-more than 
twelve hundred of them-of the Library for Everyone, as well as other popu
lar Romanian books and pamphlets.  He began to place the newly acquired 
items on the shelves according to their respective numbers, first checking the 
titles in the notebook and marking them in red. When he had completed the 
task he left both doors of the cabinet standing wide open and sat down in front 
of it, gazing at the well-fil led shelves for a long time, musing. Approximately 
seventy volumes remai ned to be found in order to complete his collection. 
After a few m inutes he sighed deeply, and getting up from h is chair to close 
the cabinet, he locked it  with a padlock. Then he returned to the yellow 
leather armchair qui te exhausted. Here he liked to sit and dream for hours at a 
time, holding in h is hands a book that he did not read. He settled himself 
comfortably in the chair and declared softly, solemnly, as if he were reading 
an inscription engraved in letters of gold on a marble plaque: "The Cultural 
Foundations of Professors Iancu An tim and Gheorghe Vasil e. " 
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• • • 

He had begun to be preoccupied with the thought about a year earlier 
on a winter evening i n  1 94 3 .  Returning home a l i ttle dru nk from the 
\\ ine, he wished for something to read and realized that among all the 
thousands of books and pamphl ets that A ntim had col lected there was 
noth ing for h i m .  The l ibrary was composed for the most part of French 
books, rare edit ions, or scholarly \\ orks of history, archeology, the h is
tory of art-all subjects that Gheorghe Vasile could not understand.  
What he  especially l iked were the popular editions and above all the 
Library for Everyone. In that series, the a uthors of which \\ ere many 
and various, he found works more su ited to h is taste and comprehen
sion. The idea occurred to him then that by sel l ing some of the pai nt
i ngs and va luable objects in the salon he could buy scores of the l ittle 
volumes i n  the popular Library . 

Already he had sold several pai nti ngs to obtain pocket money for 
himself. H e  ne\'er \\ ould have i magined ho\\ easy it was to pick up large 
sums of money, sums even greater than he found necessary. One morn
ing he had sel ected one of the pictures that co\-cred the parlor walls ,  hid 
it under his coat and appeared with it  at  a shop on strada Academiei . 
The pai nting was by Luchian and the merchant gave h i m  eighty 
thousand lei ,  but at that time, in 1 942 ,  it was worth ten t imes as much. 
Even so, Gheorghe Vasi le  could not bcl ie\'e h is eyes . Since then 
whenever he needed m oney he  went back to strada Academiei .  He 
brought pai nti ngs , icons, and antique costumes of boyars a nd high 
Phanariote officials. 

For a long time h e  had been greatly annoyed by Viziru because 
Stefan had noticed the disappearance of the pa i ntings from the begin
n ing,  and \\ henever he  learned from Irina that Stefan \\·as coming home 
on lca\'e from the front he  became morose. He left h ome early a nd 
returned long after midnight, staggering and i n  tears. One night he  
could not manage to  fi nd the keyhole, and Irina came to  open the  door. 
She found him leaning against the wal l  \\·ith his face buried i n  his 
hands, weeping s i lently ,  shaken b�· sobs. "Our men are dying at Stal in
grad , "  he began without rais ing his head.  "Our poor men, dying of cold 
and hunger! They've all  been captured at Stal ingrad! "  

This had occurred during the first days of January 1 943 .  Stefan had 
observed six months earl i er that the pai nting by Luchian had disap
peared. That was the first time he had returned from the front and h e  
and l oa na h a d  come to see them . H e  wore the uniform o f  a capta i n ,  and 
despite his su nburnt countenance, he  appeared to have aged . He smiled 
\\·ith some effort but he smiled constantly,  giving the i mpression that he 
had acquired a tic. l ua na's eyes never l eft h is face. She was absorbed, 
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engrossed i n  him, as if she could not believe that he was really there 
near her in Antim's vast salon. The odor of mothballs hung on the air 
and the blinds were half-closed to shut out some of the glare of the July 
afternoon, but there was sti l l  enough l ight to distinguish the pai ntings 
that hung crowded together on all the walls.  

"He was i n  the Cri mea , "  began loana. "He'll tell you what hap
pened to h im with the camels . . . .  " But they were not able to hear the 
story until half an hour later when doamna lvascu came back with the 
tray of coffee and begged him again ,  insistently, to tell it. "It happened 
l ike this, " Stefan began with an embarrassed smile. "After a march of 
several days, I arrived with my unit at sunset on the shore of the Sea of 
Azov. Suddenly a l i ne of camels appeared, coming toward us from the 
di rection of the sea . When the men caught sight of them they stopped 
in thei r tracks. One of them turned to me, and I saw the tears stream 
down his cheeks. 'We'll never go home again, domnule Captain, '  he  
whispered . 'We'll leave our bones here in this God-forsaken place ."'  
"They were terrified, "  said Ioana with spi rit. "It  was only when they set , 
eyes on those camels that they realized how far from home they were. " 

"I remember very well that there used to be a painting by Lu
chia n , "  Stefan broke in ,  looking toward the far end of the salon. "It was 
of some flowers, some purple i ris on a gray-white background. " He got 
up from his cha ir  and began to examine the pictures again ,  one by one, 
as he had already done several times that day, stopping at each step. 
"Iancu must have sold it before he went away," said doamna lvascu. 
"Or he may have put i t  in some cabinet for safekeeping . . . .  " 

"Haven't you made an inventory?" Stefan had asked I rina when he 
had returned on a leave of a few days toward the end of autumn. At that 
time two Romanian divisions were surrounded at Stalingrad. "What are 
we going to do, domnule Captain? What are we going to do?" Gheorghe 
Vasile exclaimed abruptly. "Our boys are being massacred at Stalin
grad . . . .  " Stefan stared at him with the same smile l ingering in the 
corner of his l ips, a smile that had begun to grow weary, making him 
appear old before his time. Then his eyes l i t  suddenly, as though he had 
decided to say something very i mportant, perhaps a great mil i tary secret, 
but at once he changed his mind and shook his head, resuming h is 
smile. "You ought to make an i nventory, " he insisted, speaking to Irina.  
"Business affairs are the death of us, " doamna lvascu said . 

"You, domnule consilier Viziru . . .  " Gheorghe Vasile began then 
in a grave tone,  ful l  of emotion . Stefan turned his head abruptly and 
regarded the old man again.  This time he looked at him as though he 
did not clearly understand to whom the other had addressed his words. 
"I wanted to ask you , "  continued the teacher, a l i ttle i nti midated , "how 
you view the military and i nternational situation . . . .  " After a prolonged 
silence Stefan passed his hand over his face. ' 'I'm no expert ,"  he said. 
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"You know I 'm no l onger a combatant. I 'm in charge of supplying the 
troops in the Crimea . "  "Don't question him any more, " I rina told 
Vasile after the two of them had escorted Stefan to the street. "He 
doesn't l ike to  talk about the war .  . . .  " 

That winter Stefan had flown h ome several t imes for sh ort visits 
and l eft by a ir  again after one or two days. These were missions having 
to do with suppl ies for the front, Irina told her father- in-law. There was 
not always t ime for Stefan to go to see them, but Gheorghe Vasi le  did 
not rega i n  h is peace of mind until he  knew that V iziru had returned to 
Russia .  Then,  after the fall  of Stal i ngrad, he  heard nothing of Stefan for 
a long ti me. Once in a whi l e  J oana came, and he would sec her making 
her way through the drifts of snmv in the courtyard , holding Razvan by 
the hand. H e  observed her from behind the curtains.  H is glance fol 
l owed the b lank face which betrayed nothing, not even her preoccupa
tion,  and he tried to catch a glimpse of the eyes that stared unwaveringly 
a head .  He went qu ickly to lock his door and then seated h i mself in the 
yel low leather chair ,  preparing to wait .  He knew tha t  Joana never stayed 
l ong and that after her departure Irina would come knocking at his door. 
"No news from Stefan , "  she would say. 

That same winter he had decided to create "The Cultural Fou n
dations of Professors lancu Anti m and Gheorghe Vas ile . " Those 
thousands of books that could not be read, the pai ntings and portraits 
from the eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries that seemed so 
frightful to h i m ,  those anomalous objects amassed i n  the cabinets and 
showcases, ought to be transformed into a popular l ibrary of several 
thousand useful books that \\ ould be of i nterest to everyone.  He woul d  
b e  the custodian.  H e  began then t o  sell without scruple books, manu
scripts, painti ngs, icons . H e  hid part of the money under the mattress 
and the rest in the bottom dra\\·er of his desk, always marvel i ng at the 
abundance of it. At night he l ocked the door and counted it ,  and then 
\\ ith renewed vigor he returned to h is desk to complete the l ist of books 
he had yet to buy. H is dream was to possess the enti re col lection of the 
Library for Everyone, approximately fifteen hu ndred l ittle volumes .  H e  
searched through all the bookstores and secondhand shops but many of 
the titles he was not able to find.  Then panic began to seize h i m .  
Because o f  a mere trifle-fewer than two hundred were now o u t  of 
print-his dream m ight not be real ized . H is "Cultural Foundations" 
might not be establ ished.  He could not imagine it  without a compl ete 
set of the Library for Everyone. S om etimes, to escape from his obses
sion, he \\·ent to the taverns in despai r  and drank alone, retreating to the 
most secluded table. But h is spirit could not endure it, and soon he took 
from the pocket of his jacket the notebook in which he had i nscribed the 
numbers and titl es of the volumes that were unavailable. H e  added 
them again and made innumerable calculations until the wine softened 
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his heart. Remembering Stalingrad and all that had foll mved, he began 
to cry. "Alas, our men are dying, poor souls! They're dying by the 
thousands ! "  he repeated, choked with emotion . 

Then that summer he had met Ghedem, the dealer in old books, 
and he was reassured. Ghedem promised that he would complete the 
Library for Everyone, and the next time they met he brought a large 
number of volumes. He did not want money. I nstead he requested i n  
exchange the books and art objects from Antim's collections. In a fe\\. 

months all the rare i mprints and first editions of the Muntenian poets 
had passed into Ghedem's hands. Vasile, delivered from the nightmare 
of the Library for Everyone, was now engaged in gathering together all 
kinds of useful works , which he classified in his catalog of the future 
"Foundations" under various rubrics: theoretical knowledge, practical 
knmvledge, urgent knowledge, knowledge for fathers with wealth , etc. 
Sometimes Ir ina surprised him seated at his desk, facing the pile of 
books and pamphlets that he had bought that day, copying their titles in 
h is notebook. She stood a long while in the doonvay gazing at him: 
With his glasses slipped down a l i ttle on h is nose, pen in hand, 
Gheorghe Vasil e  waited without l ifting his eyes . "You've bought some 
books again," Irina said finally. "Don't let mother find out! We don't 
have any money left. . . .  " When he heard the door close behind her, he 
rose quickly and turned the key in the l ock. 

Stefan had come unexpectedly one rainy evening in November 
when the Russians had retaken Kiev and the whole front seemed to 
totter again.  He had come to see them alone, without Ioana, and Irina 
called through the door, "Stefan's here-in the salon . He wants to talk 
with you. "  Gheorghe Vasi le had found him walking around in front of 
the pai ntings with his hands in the pockets of his uniform. The salon 
was sti l l  cold and it  smelled of smoke , since the fire had been kindled 
just a fev.: hours before. Stefan shook the teacher's hand with unex
pected warmth. "Bad news, domnule consilier Viziru?" "He's a major 
now,"  I rina had interrupted . "He's been promoted to major. " "''m glad 
to find you al l  wel l , "  Stefan remarked. He seemed changed, but 
Gheorghe Vasile was not able to understand in what way his face 
differed . Perhaps the gleam in his eyes was no longer the same. H is 
smile betrayed less fear .  

"My congratulations !"  the teacher said, grasping Stefan's hand 
again and shaking it vigorously. "We can say that we also rejoice in the 
heroism of our friends! And we're proud of these heroes . . . .  " "I'd like to 
speak \'<·ith you about a delicate matter," interrupted Stefan. "That's 
why I came to see you alone, without Ioana . "  Embarrassed, Gheorghe 
Vasi le grew pale and brought his hand to his col lar. I ri na started to the 
door but Stefan stopped her. "You may stay. This will be of interest to 
you , too. It's about Vadastra . . . .  " Gheorghe Vasile sat down on a chair 
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and sought his handkerchief, intendi ng to wipe his forehead, but he 
changed his mind and pressed i t  for an instant to his eyes without 
speaking. 

"Do you know a Major Aurel Bal eanu? He told me he had l ived 
with Vadastra . They occupied the same apartment about five or six 
years ago. Do you know h im?" Stefan had taken a chai r beside 
Gheorghe Vasile, who now regarded h i m  impatiently,  his eyes 
shadowed with troubled curiosity .  He sponged his  face several times 
with his  h andkerchief. " ''ve h eard of h i m ,  but I haven't met h i m , "  the 
teacher said fi nally without l i fting his eyes . I rina stood with h er hands 
held behind her back, quietly foll owing their conversation.  "Too bad! "  
declared Stefan. " I  thought you also knew h i m .  Too bad . . . .  " He took 
out a package of cigarettes and absently lit one. 

"But what happened to this Major Bal eanu?" demanded Gheorghe 
Vasile. "He was wounded. That's h ow I met h i m-in the h ospita l .  We 
were in the same room. I forgot to tell you that I was wounded also 
about two months ago. Don't be alarmed-it was nothing serious. One 
of the buildings in  whi ch I worked in  Odessa was bl own up. Some 
guerillas threw a bomb at it .  N othing serious . . . .  I was more frightened 
than hurt. I was in the h ospital for only  a week. Baleanu had been 
wounded too, but h i s  i n juries were more grave . . . .  " Suddenly Stefan 
rose from his cha i r  and began to walk about. He stopped with an 
appearance of casualness i n  front of a showcase that was almost empty, 
and bending 0\·er, he looked very attentively at  the articles that 
remained-a few snuff boxes, chibouks, strings of beads. "A past with
out hei rs !"  he excla imed suddenly, forcing a laugh . "The happy times 
when the country m ourned under the heel of the Turk . . . .  " 

I rina walked to the door without a word and left the room, foll owed 
by Stefan's refl ective gaze. "You were wrong to mention Spiridon , "  said 
Vasile,  putting his  handkerchief to h is  eyes once more. Stefan sat down 
again ,  embarrassed . He took out the package of cigarettes and offered 
them to the teacher, who remarked, "I don't smoke much. Just now and 
then l ike this, to please my friends . . . .  " H olding the ligh ted match for 
Vasile, Stefan watched h i m  draw on the cigarette in the manner of a 
peasant. "Forgive me i f  I 'm intrudi ng in a matter that d oesn't concern 
me,"  he sai d ,  l aying the match still burning on the edge of the ashtray, 
"but what are you doing with the money you get for the things you've 
been sel l ing?" 

Gheorghe Vasi le paused in  consternation with the cigarette pro
trudi ng from his  l ips . With difficulty he extinguished it and began to 
twist it nervously between h i s  fi ngers. "You're not obliged to answer 
me, " continued Stefan.  "But you know, I j ust want to say this-do 
quickly whatever you feel you must do. We've l ost the war. In  a year or 
two the Russians will  be h ere among us i n  Bucharest. "  He rose again  
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from his chair  and snuffed out his cigarette with a quick gesture. "It's 
too bad you didn't know Baleanu , "  he added, beginning to pace the 
room. 

"We've l ost the war?" demanded Gheorghe Vasile.  He seemed 
suddenly to have awakened. "You say we've lost the war?" Shocked and 
fearful ,  he buried his face in his hands and began to sob. Stefan 
continued from the other end of the room. " . . .  We might have been 
able to understand many mysterious th ings ."  

From that day Gheorghe Vasile had no more peace. He waited behind the 
curta ins, sometimes for hours at a time, for Ghedem to arrive; and when his 
patience was exhausted he went out on the street to meet h im.  It had begun to 
snow during the first days of December. Very soon the drifts were piled h igh , 
fi l l ing the courtyard. The days grew shorter and every evening the city \vas 
plunged i nto darkness at an earlier hour, since the blackout had been recently 
reimposed. Gheorghe Vasile went out i mmediately after dinner, unnoticed by 
anyone, swallowed by the shadows. He always locked his door when he left , 

because once when he had come home unexpectedly, he had found Gher
ghina and Irina there, in his room. He realized immediately that Gherghina 
had opened all the cabinets one after another, apparently searching for 
some particular thing, which i n  the end she had not found.  Once outdoors he 
walked for a long time to find a free taxi .  Then he went to the secondhand 
book dealer's shop on strada Academiei . Under his coat he carried a sort of 
knapsack, held in place by a strap that he slipped over his shoulder. It was 
loaded with things to sel l .  After leaving the shop he stopped in the darkness to 
conceal the bundle of bills, and then he sought out a tavern where he spent 
several hours before going home. 

Once when he returned earlier than usual he found Gherghina ,  Irina, 
and J oana i n  the salon .  All three had pulled their chai rs close to the stove and 
sat l i stening to the man who was standing before them-a thin man, nearly 
bald.  'This gentleman is a philosophy teacher," said Gherghina.  "He's a 
friend of J oana and Viziru . "  

"Biris , " said the man, i ntroducing himself and holdi ng out his hand. To 
Vasile his smile seemed i ronic. ' ' I 'm honored to see at last the collections of 
Professor Antim. Doamna Vadastra was kind enough to i nvite me a long time 
ago, but I didn't have much leisure then. Now I'm on vacation . "  This was 
during the week of Christmas. Vasile sat down nervously and looked at each 
in turn, expectantly, as if he thought they had in i mportant message for him. 

A timid knocking on the windowpane created a diversion. "It's the chil
dren with the Christmas Star, " " ' said doamna lvascu. "They've been driving 

• A translucent box on the end of a pole , bearing a picture of the Nativity within a star, 
l ighted by a candle. 
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me mad! They all  seem to a im for our house. I don' t  have anything more to 
give them . "  She got up and started toward the door, but Gheorghe Vasi le  held 
out his hand i n  a gesture of quiet assurance and stopped her with a smile.  

"\Viii you receive the Star?' '  came the voices of the children a t  the 
wi ndo\\'. 

"Of course, of course !"  the teacher repl ied, suddenly in a good humor. 
He stood up qu ickly ,  and going to the windo\\ , he invited them, "Come i n ,  
boys !"  Then turning t o  the group b y  the stove, he  added, "The festivals are the 
i nspiration of our people!  Gherghino, give them some wine. I ' l l  treat them. I 
have money . . . .  " 

One by one the boys came timidly into the hal l .  Doamna lvascu brushed 
the snow from thei r  clothes with a whisk broom and made them wipe their 
shoes well on the mat, inspecting each one carefully.  They carried a large 
star, which they had just then lit,  s ince they did not dare to walk  with i t  
l ighted during the  blackout. They grouped themselves in  front of the  door and 
began to s ing, "The Star rises h igh , a great mystery in the sky . . . .  " I ri na had 
gone to get her l i ttle boy, leading h im by the hand. Biris l istened , sti l l  holding 
a c igarette in the corner of h is mouth ,  al though it \\ aS no longer burning. He 
kept both hands i n  h i s  pockets. 

Gheorghe Vas i le  shook his head,  struggling hard aga inst h is melancholy. 
"Our national festivals !" he excla imed \\ hen the boys had finished the carol . 
"\Vho kno\\ S \\ hat the next year may bring?" I oa na stood up,  preparing to 
leave. "Wait, doamna consilier, and drink a glass of wine with us .  God knows 
what will happen to us next year. . . .  " He went out quickly into the hallway i n  
the di rection o f  the kitchen. 

The boys bega n another carol . "Alas for our poor men ! "  exclaimed 
Vasile, returning with two bottles of wine and beginning to fil l  the glasses. 
"Dying by the thousands at  the front . . .  " He sensed Iri na 's penetrating stare 
and raised his  head in astonishment. The girl motioned to h i m .  I oana was 
gazing blankly over the heads of the carolers , playing shyly \\·ith her weddi ng 
ring, turning it rou nd and round on her fi nger. She wore a pearl-gray dress, 
and to Gheorghe Vasile she seemed very el egant and very beautiful as she 
stood in the lampl ight. Her red-blond hair  was done up without regard to the 
fashion of that year ,  pul led back a l i ttle over the temples and fal l ing on the 
nape of her neck. Her large hazel eyes, washed with gold ,  turned fleetingly 

about her, seeing nothi ng. The pal e  oval of her face revealed a fai n t  touch of 
rouge on her cheekbones. The teacher studied her for a moment, embar
rassed, with the bottle in his hand; but the boys had finished their song, and he 
lifted h is own full glass high,  crying gravely, "Long l ive Romania!  Long l ive 
the heroic Romanian Army!" 

A fe,,· days later Biris returned in the company of a tall th i n  man with 
very white hair .  He was wrapped in an enormous fur-lined coat that he did 
not want to take off. He even kept h is  scarf around h is neck. H e  l ooked at  the 
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pai ntings, stopping i n  front of each one, stepping back in order to view it 
better, then bringing his face close to the frame to examine the corners of the 
canvas. "Happy New Year, domnule Professor!" Gheorghe Vasile cried from 
the doorway. "May the New Year, 1 944 . . . " Disconcerted, he broke off 
when he caught sight of the old man. 

"Domnul Goanga, from the National Museum,"  Biris introduced him. 
"Irina asked me to bring him to evaluate the collection . "  

"It  i s  n o  longer what it was , "  said the expert. "Many things have been 
l ost. " He conti nued his examination, leaning over the showcases, shaking h is 
head, moving on with the same disappointed air. "I knew about some old 
manuscripts and a collection of letters , "  he said later, when he came back 
from the far end of the salon . 

"Some of the things are i n  my study, " said Gheorghe Vasile with diffi
culty because his mouth felt dry. He led the men to his room and opened the 
glass-fronted bookcase with a hand that shook with increasing violence. Biris 
fol lowed his movements without comment. Seating h imself in an easy chair, 
the specialist began to examine the books one by one. 

Irina entered the room unobtrusively and approached Biris. "No news," 
she whispered. "I  don't know what to do.  I 'm afraid something wil l  happen to 
Joana . . . .  " 

The expert got up from time to time and went to the other bookcases in 
si lence. "But I don't find the collection of letters,"  he said at length , going to 
the padlocked cabinet in which Gheorghe Vasile had assembled the l i ttle 
volumes of the Library for Everyone. 

"This is my personal l ibrary ,"  the teacher said , laboring to unlock it. 
Glanci ng casually over the titles the expert shrugged his shoulders and went 
out of the room followed by Biris .  "What does this devilment mean?'' 
Gheorghe Vasile demanded angrily of Irina . 

"We don't have any more money," she said, "and mother wants to sell 
some of the things. We don't have any money at al l .  . . .  " 

He often observed during the course of the winter, not without a mixture 
of sadness and indignation, that the paintings were gradually disappearing 
from the parlor. "I sold them, "  said doamna lvascu . "There are twenty-seven 
left. I 've counted them . "  And one day he saw that each painting had a 
number on a card attached to the bottom of the frame with a tack. One 
evening he surprised I rina on her way to her room, weighed down with a large 
number of objects from the showcases, piled one upon the other i n  a clothes 
basket. "They're for Gheorghita when he grows up. Mother told me to put 
them aside. The rest we're going to sell .  . . .  " Whenever he went i nto the 
parlor he always encountered someone. Doamna lvascu spent the greater part 
of her time there seated on the sofa ,  playing solitaire at a low table or crochet
ing. When she was not in the room he found Irina with her forehead pressed 
agai nst the windowpane looking at the snow, or seated on the carpet beside 
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the stove, playing with her l ittle boy. Sometimes he sa,,· Ioana there-a loana 
\\·ho  was always s i lent ex.cept on the day when Irina cried, "Stefan has writ
ten ! "  

"He wrote t o  RaZ\·an too , "  l oana added ,  smiling a t  h i m ,  and the brilliant 
i ntensity, the fullness, the serenity, of h er eyes aston ished h i m .  

"That girl will g o  mad , "  he h a d  heard Gherghina saying to Irina a few 
nights before. "When he comes aga in ,  take Viziru aside and tell h i m  to get 
some sense in h is  h ead.  Tell h im to forget the front and stay here with his wife 
and chi ld .  Did you ever hear of such a th ing? A genuine h igh official from the 
Ministry, a volunteer on the Russian  front for two years?" 

One night Vasile opened the door of h is room as softly as possible and 
started toward the salon , walking on tiptoe. But h e  fou nd Ir ina i n  the d oor
way, as though she were waiting for h i m .  "I wasn't sleepy, "  she told h i m .  
"Let's g o  i nside . . .  maybe i t's warmer. " They went into the room a n d  sat 
down near the stove. There were still some l ive coals under a th ick layer of 
ashes and Irina turned them up with the tongs. Gheorghe Vasi le watched her 
in  s i lence. He did n't know what to say, h ow to begin.  

"What do you suppose Viziru wanted to find out about Major Baleanu?" 
he asked all  of a sudden . 

"He's been made colonel now , "  said I rina.  "They brought h i m  to the 
mil i tary hospital here in Bucharest and they made h i m  a colonel . I learned i t  
from l oa na . They telephoned from the h ospital to  i nquire i f  Stefan had 
returned. They told her they were cal l ing on behalf of Lieutenant-Colonel 
Balea nu . "  

"So, then they've promoted h i m  i n  rank," Gheorghe Vasile remarked 
thoughtfully.  "He must be a great hero . . . .  " 

" He's still i !1 the hospital , "  continued Irina . "Probably he's seriously 
wounded . They didn't know that  Stefan had left the front. . . .  Now he's in  the 
Crimea , "  she added very softly.  "And yet he hasn't written for qui te a long 
while . . . .  " 

She stooped down to l ook for a piece of wood, and after turning over the 
ashes aga i n ,  she laid it  on top of the coals, watching the flames as the bark 
began to burn. "Stefan asked me what you did with the money , "  she resumed 
withou t  raising her eyes. "I didn't know then h o'' to answer h im,  but I saw 
you'd collected a whole cabinet ful l  of books. I t's very nice . . . .  " 

'Tm going to establ ish a Foundati on , "  Gheorghe Vasile began fi rmly, 
l ifti ng h is head . "A Foundation for the people in  order to bring l ight to the 
vil lages . . . .  To immortalize the name of the great scholar of our land, l ancu 
Anti m . "  

"It's a shame we d on 't have any more money,"  Ir ina said i n  a low voice. 
"And we're in arrears with the taxes. Mother thi nks we'll have to rent part of 
the h ouse . . . .  " 

Gheorghe Vasil e was s i lent for a l ong time. He seemed to be waiting for 
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Irina to add somethi ng more. At last, seeing that she said nothing, he sighed 
deeply, stood up, and ambled toward the door. The piece of wood had caught 
fi re now and was burning with l ively red and blue flames. ' ' I 'm afraid for 
Ioana , "  Irina began suddenly. "Stefan doesn't write anymore. I told her, 'The 
Emperor's well ,  don't worry . . . .  "' Gheorghe Vasile stopped in the middle of 
the room. "That's what I told her, " repeated Irina with a note of hopelessness 
in her voice. She did not l ift her glance from the flames. "That's what I told 
her. . . .  " 

He cncmmtered her after that whenever he tried to enter the salon at night
no matter how late it was, even toward morning-in order to collect more 
things from the showcases. She seemed to be aware of his i ntentions well in 
advance, before he could get out of bed, put his overcoat across his shoulders, 
and open the door noiselessly, holding a small pocket flashlight in his left , 
hand to light his  way. At the end of the hallway or in front of the salon he 
would come upon her, pale as a wraith ,  moving slowly through the darkness 
with her hands behind her back. ' ' I 'm not sleepy," she would whisper. "I can't 
go to sleep. " Embarrassed, he would turn off the flashlight, leaving them 
standing there together without speaking, face to face in the dark. Each would 
try to guess what the other had in mind, until in his anxiety Gheorghe Vasile 
would switch on the l ight again and examine her from head to foot. She 
would be wearing an old housedress, sometimes with a faded woolen shawl 
thrown over her shoulders. " It's getting cold ,"  she would say, making an effort 
to smile as the beam of the flashlight fell across her face. She would add in a 
whisper, "Walk softly . . . .  Don't wake the baby,"  and noticing that her 
father-i n-law had nothing but slippers on his feet, she would continue, "Go 
back to bed quickly . . . .  " Then she would resume her walk through the 
hallway or open the salon door and disappear in the shadows. 

More than once after retreating to his room in humiliation , Gheorghe 
Vasile had wai ted an hour or two, dozing in the yellow leather armchair ,  and 
then returned to the salon .  He always took the same exaggerated precautions, 
but lacking the courage to use the flashlight, he would grope his way forward, 
clinging to the walls .  Invariably he found her somewhere in the corridor. She 
would whisper to h im from a distance, "Father . . .  " and he would stop at 
once. His blood seemed to freeze in his veins, because her voice came to him 
unexpectedly out of the night. He never knc\\ where she was. Ahead of him 
and on each side he could sec nothing, not even a shadow. Then he would 
hear her whisper again several times, "Father . . .  Father . . .  " and as the words 
grew clearer he knew that she was approaching h im through the darkness. 
Trembl i ng, he would wait until her outstretched hand touched his face. 
"Haven't you gone to bed yet?" she would ask. 
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To\\'ard the end of March it was suddenly spring. Easter fell  on the 
fourth of April and every evening Irina \\ ent to get J oana and Razvan a nd take 
them to the services. The teacher \\'atched her from behind the curtains,  and 
as soon as he sa\\' her going out of the gate he \\'ent do\\'nstairs to the salon,  
fu ll of excitement, trying to quiet the pounding of his heart. He kne\\ that 
Gherghina had left too, to attend the vigils in  the church down the street. But 
no\\', for the first ti me, he found the door of the salon locked . Astounded , he 
paused \\'ith his hand on the latch . Until that moment i t  had not occurred to 
him that such a thing was possible. The door had never been locked before. 
He real ized in a flash of humil iation and fury that Gherghi na must have sent 
for a locksmith sometime during h is absence and had the mechanism re
pai red. He hastened to his room and came back \\'ith the key to his  O\\'n door, 
\\·hich he tried several times \\'ithout success. Cursing through his teeth he 
went to the kitchen in search of other old keys that had been left lying about in 
the dra \\ ers . :\'one of them fit. 

He repeated the same procedure the next day and the next . After he saw 
Irina leave he \\ ent dmmsta i rs ,  taking with h im all  the keys that he had been 
able to find in the meantime. He tried each one obstinately, shaking the door, 
struggl i ng until he felt he \\'ould break the lock. 

\\'hen he tested the latch on the fourth day he found to his great surprise 
that the door \\'as unlocked, and he burst suddenly into the room. Biris \\'as 
there, seated on a sofa before a lo\\ table laden \\'ith ob jects from the show
cases. He \\'as examin ing the articles one at a time and searchi ng through a 
voluminous leatherbound notebook lying open on his lap. 

"Ir ina asked me to check the catal og of the collection , "  he said without 
getting up from the sofa . 

Stunned, Gheorghe Vasi le stood i n  the middle of the room , an empty 
bag over his shoulder and a r ing of old keys in his hand. 

"They j ust found it , " continued Biris,  "but not much is left .  The better 
th i ngs have been lost. . . . . 

, 
He paused , then added ,  "They've disappeared . "  

"Our poor country ! "  Gheorghe Vasile murmured , approaching and tak
ing a chair  beside the l ittle table. "Our poor country! The war is goi ng 
badly . . . .  " 

Slmdy Biris raised his  eyes from the notebook and looked at the teacher. 
"Now and then we also receive a piece of good ne\\·s. Viziru telegraphed. 
Everyone escaped from the Crimea .  It  \\·as possible to evacuate them by 
sea . . . .  They're at  Constanta no\\' , "  he added . "They'l l arrive on Sunday, 
Easter Day. "  

H e  scarcely spoke at al l  during the days that fol lowed, and to shm\ them ho\\' 
angry he \\'as ,  he refused to go \\'ith Gherghina on the Night of the Resurrec-
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tion to the church on their street but set off alone for the Metropoli tan 
Cathedral . He had gone only half the distance when he changed his mind and 
entered the first church he found along the way. 

It was after midnight when he returned, because he walked slowly in 
order to reach home with his Resurrection candle burning. He cl i mbed 
directly to his room, blew out the flame and placed the taper carefully in a 
drawer of the desk. Then he dropped into the armchair and dozed. When the 
cold i n  the room awakened him,  he realized that he had fal len asleep. He 
rubbed his eyes and took out his watch. I t  was nearly three. If Irina remained 
to hear  the entire service, as she usually did, she would not be back until four 
o'clock. He felt excitement mount within him and pulled out the drawer 
quickly. Picking up the candle again,  he l i t  it, found his bag and put it  over 
his shoulder. With shaking hands he crossed himself several times and made 
his way downstairs to the salon . 

The door was not locked, and Gheorghe Vasile hesitated a few moments 
on the threshold to quiet his  rapid breathi ng. Then he went in cautiously, 
walking on tiptoe. Placing the l ighted candle in an ashtray, he approached the · 

first glass case. On close inspection he noticed that very few objects remained, 
and he did not dare to touch them . He turned to another case and,  trembli ng, 
raised the glass lid, exposing some old snuff boxes and Turkish water pipes. 
He selected a few at random, stuffed them in h is bag, and moving on, he 
paused in front of the pai ntings. He was sure that if he took a picture-just a 
small one-its absence would not be noted. He was still standing there deep 
in thought when the room suddenly fil led with l ight and he heard I ri na's voice 
crying out to him, "Christ is risen ! "  Vasile turned his head and saw her in the 
doorway with one hand on the l ight switch and in the other an Easter candle. 

"He is risen indeed ! "  the teacher murmured. 
Irina went to him at once and kissed him on both cheeks. She seemed 

transported . Her face was pale, her eyes misty and abnormally dark. 
Gheorghe Vasile walked slowly to the sofa and sank wearily upon it, grasping 
his head in his hands . Without a word I rina laid her hand gently on his 
shoulder and hel d  it  there for a time, but then, suddenly remembering some
thi ng, she l eft the room in haste. When she returned carrying a tray of eggs 
dyed red, poundcake, and a bottle of wine, she found him talking to h imself. 

"A worthless man, that's what I was. The dregs of human society . . . .  " 
I ri na set the tray on the l ittle table, poured a glass of wine and handed i t  

to  h im.  Then she offered h im an egg. Gheorghe Vasile wiped away h is  tears 
with the sleeve of his coat, sighed deeply and sat waiting for several moments, 
the red egg resting in his hand. Ir ina approached him and struck her egg 
against his .  

"Christ is risen !"  
"He i s  risen indeed!"  replied Gheorghe Vasile. "He is truly risen !" he 

reiterated, choking. "And don't think . . .  " But immediately h is weeping over-
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came him and he could not conti nue. Ir ina took the glass of wine from h is 
hand and set it on the tray. 

"Th i nk \\ hat?" she asked suddenly in a voice that was unexpectedly 
clear. "Didn't you tell me yourself that everything is for the 'Cul tural Foun
dati ons'?" 

"For the Fou ndations . Noth ing for me. I was among the dregs of human 
society when I met Professor An tim . . . .  " 

Irina held out the glass to h im again and then began to walk about with 
bowed head, her hands behind her back. 

The teacher downed the contents of h is glass in a gulp. "I met h i m , "  he 
resumed, "and I understood that I too have a mission: to bring to a successful 
conclusion the work of the great apostle to our country, lancu Antim-to 
create the 'Cultural Foundations . '  . . .  " 

I r ina was not l istening to h i m  as she walked back and forth in the room. 
"A center of culture for the whole Romanian nation . . . .  To become 

somebody myself, an apostl e . . . .  To bring the l ight to the vil lages . . . .  " H e  
wanted t o  pour hi mself a second glass o f  \\ inc,  b u t  he was h indered b y  the 
strap of h is bag, which was about to fall from his shoulder. He pulled i t  off in 
disgust and seized the bottle .  

"Come drink a glass too , "  he cal led to lri na. "What's the matter? What 
are you thi nking about?" he asked, seei ng that she came toward h i m  in 
silence. 

"� ly  heart is hea\·y, " she said softly. "I  can't rest. . . .  " 
Gheorghe Vasi le  poured the wine and l ifted his glass , touchi ng it to 

Ir ina's. "The Lord help us and forgive us , "  he said,  closing his eyes as he 
drank. "We ough t to get Cherghina up too , "  he added. "I t's Holy Easter . " 

"Let her sleep, " said Ir ina.  "She's very tired . "  With a vacant stare she sat 
down beside h im on the sofa.  S ighing, Gheorghe Vasi le  helped h i mself to a 
piece of cake and began to eat i t .  

"I  don't know what's the matter \\·ith me,  \\·hy I can't  sleep, " began Ir ina 
suddenly.  "I  keep thi nking . . .  " 

She turned her head,  and seeing h im with the empty glass i n  one hand 
and the piece of poundcake i n  the other, she picked up the bottl e and poured 
some wine for h im.  "It's Joana.  She thinks Stefan doesn 't l ove her a nymore. 
She found out about a girl he met in Portugal when he was there the second 
time . . . .  " 

She turned and l ooked at h im aga in .  The teacher dipped h is cake i n  the 
glass of \\·ine and sipped the wine slowly, thoughtfully.  

" H er brother-i n-law Raducu told Ioana about her. And he told her other 
people knew about it  too, because Stefan suddenly decided to come back to 
Bucharest, al though he was supposed to stay there all winter . "  

Gheorghe Vasil e  l i stened i ntently, holding his glass very close to his l ips .  
H is hand trembled sl ightly. "Where was he  supposed to  stay?" he  asked 
sud�enly. 
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"There, in Portugal .  . . .  But he came home and then left for the front. " 
"There was the war, "  said Vasile, and he sipped from the glass \\ ith some 

uneasiness . 
"But nobody knew that Stefan himself had asked to be sent to the front. 

H is petition even went to the Minister of War. Raducu learned about it  later, 
\\hen he i ntervened to get Stefan discharged. Then they showed him all those 
requests to be sent to the front, to the first l ine . . . .  " 

She got up abruptly from the sofa and began to pace the floor. ' ' I 'm not at 
all sleepy. My heart is heavy. I took communion but God did not fi nd me 
worthy . . . .  " She turned anxiously to Vasil e  and added, "Don't say anything 
to Mother about these thi ngs . . . .  " 

"What things?" 
"What I told you about J oana. She's committing a great sin not to bel ieve 

him. Stefan loves her. What happened between him and that girl is  some
thing else. " 

Gheorghe Vasil e  l istened to her nm\· with considerable difficulty. He had 
begun to feel drowsy, and there was a pleasant weariness in his bones. The , 
salon seemed to have become suddenly cold,  and he poured more wine into 
his glass. 

"But how do you know this?" he asked, blinking his eyes rapidly in an 
effort to stay awake. 

I rina shrugged her shoulders. "Joana told me. And Stefan told me too. 
They're both u nhappy and it's such a pity. It's a pity, because they love each 
other very much . . . .  But perhaps this was God's decision , "  she added softly, 
beginning to walk  about aga in .  

Half-asleep, Gheorghe Vasile tried to  peel the red egg, but i t  sl ipped 
from his fingers. He watched it roll over and over on the rug. Ir ina picked it  
up a nd began to peel it for h im.  

' ' I 'm very sleepy, "  he said, trying to rouse himself by rubbing his face. 
Irina refi l led his  glass and held out the peeled egg. "I wanted to tell you 

something else. You know that Spiridon and I arc joined for eternity .  Mother 
would l ike to see me get married agai n, but I won't do it. She doesn't talk 
about it  i n  order not to grieve you ,  but I wanted you to know that everything 
that belongs to me and my son is yours too. If God should take me before you , 
I'd l ike you to know that there are some things at Biris's house for safekeeping. 
Take good care of them. They're to get money for Gheorghita's educa
tion . . . .  " 

In the morning Irina set off early, walking fast, as if she were late for an 
appointment. With eyes cast down, half-closed, she did not look \\·here she 
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,,·as going but turned from one street i nto the next at random, apparently 
struggling to remain awake. She kept meeting groups of people chatting 
almost l ightheartedly, since the spri ng day was so clear and the blue sky 
uncommonly serene. Occasionally she found herself i n  front of a church , and 
she sJm,·ed her pace for a few moments to watch the children playing on the 
steps in their Easter clothes. Then she h urried on.  

\\'hen she heard the s iren she stopped and l ooked around anxiously. At 
first she did not recognize the quarter. Leaning aga i nst a fence, she breathed 
deeply and bowed her head in ,,·eariness. A man came out of a courtyard then 
and spoke to her as he passed by, "Don't be frightened . I t's j ust a dri l l  to test 
our antiai rcraft defenses. It was announced on the radio . . . .  " 

He smiled and \\ ent on,  turning his head now a nd then to see what she 
was doing. For some time she remai ned l eaning on the fence, until ,,·ith 
sudden decision she set off in the opposite d irection.  Pol icemen whistled 
continually and children ran noisi ly along the s idewalk.  People appeared at 
the '' i ndows. U ncertain,  they closed the bl inds,  then raised them and leaned 
out over the street, peering all about. "It's a dril l ! "  Ir ina heard someone say. 
"With the \\ ater shut off?" inquired an old woman from behind a \\ Ooden 
fence. "It was ann ounced on the radio ,"  repeated the other stubbornly. 

Then all of a sudden the sound of antiai rcraft guns burst out, seemingly 
from e\·erywhere at once. "Get in the house !"  shouted a man's voice . 
"They're using real shells and you could be hit  on the head '' ith a frag
ment. . . .  " "I just want to watch a l i ttl e , "  sa id a ,,·oman.  Irina raised her head 
and l ooked at the sky. It  was still the same serene blue, although tiny whi te 
clouds had begun to dot it l ike a rash .  They appeared suddenly and as quickly 
dispersed. Peering intently she saw a metal l ic  gleam very, very high,  and 
'' hi le  she was bl i :1king frequently to clear her eyes, she saw another and then 
another until the enti re squadron was revealed flying in formation leisurely, as 
though on parade. The noise of the motors beca me i ncreasingly distinct, and 
soon they could be heard over the salvos of the antia ircraft artillery. I rina 
co,·ered her face with both hands, remain ing moti onless for several moments .  
\\'hen she  roused herself she  n o  longer heard people talking around her. 
Brushing her hand across her face, she began to run .  

S h e  saw a church in the distance. A number o f  people ran up the steps 
and disappeared i nside. When Irina reached the building she was exhausted 
and breathless, and she fell  l imply on her knees i n  the shadowy doorway. The 
church was almost empty, but candles were sti l l  burning and the smell of 
fresh , l eafy greenery and i ncense was strong. "I t's not a dri l l !  It's rea l ! "  a 
woman cried. "The Americans are bombing us.  ;\ow the Americans have 
come upon us too . . . .  " Pale  and fearful ,  the people kept coming i n .  They 
knelt before the i cons, h iding their faces in their hands, murmuring to them
selves. All the women had gathered near the altar. The priest appeared, and 
casting a haggard glance O\'er the assemblage, he  quickly entered the chancel 
and donned his  ecclesiastical robes. 
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"Give us your blessing!" cried a woman.  
The priest opened the great gate of the iconostasis and stood unmoving, 

as if awaiting a sign . 
"Give us your blessing!" Many voices echoed the appeal . 
There were more explosions then , very ncar, and the church was so 

shaken it seemed moved from its foundations. Several pieces of sta ined glass 
from the windows in the tower burst out wi th a muffled crack, and fel l  in 
fragments on the flagstones. The next instant a flock of sparrows rushed in 
through the opening and began to fly around in the vault of the church , 
twittering. 

"Blessed be the name of the Lord ! "  the priest began,  raising his eyes. His 
voice sounded choked. 

The explosions that foll owed seemed farther away and more muffled,  
and the screams of  the ch ildren were lost in a prolonged subterranean rumble 
that again shook the foundati ons. I rina moaned and promptly brought her 
hand to her mouth . "Give me strength , Holy Mother!" H er whisper \\·as 
barely aud ible, and she felt despair  sweep over her. She rose abruptly and ran, 
toward the altar without l ooking down , pushing her way through the group of 
women to the priest, where she flung herself on her knees before him. 

"Give me strength , Father, " she murmured. 
All at once a strange quiet filled the church . Nothing was heard for a few 

moments except the chirping of the sparrows as they circled in fright under 
the tower. 

"Give me strength, Father!" begged I rina softly.  The priest gazed at her 
in wonder. 

"She's afraid !"  said a woman, extending a hand to pat Iri na on the 
shoulder. 

"May God give you strength !"  The priest spoke slowly. 
Then the salvos of antiaircraft artil lery began again and the children 

started to cry. The priest l ooked at I rina , who was crouching at  his feet with 
her hand over her mouth. Suddenly he became very pale, and bending over 
with difficulty because of his vestments, he caught her under the a rms and 
lifted her. I rina seized his hand and kissed it. Just then a whole series of 
explosions was heard coming from every di rection. All the windowpanes 
shattered and the candles \\ ent out. They seemed to have been extinguished 
by one great puff from an invisible mouth . The priest joined his trembling 
hands and raised them toward the altar screen. 

"Christ is risen !"  he cried in a voice that was unexpectedly strong. "He is 
risen i ndeed! Christ our Lord has risen and triumphed over death! Our 
Heavenly King has risen ! . . .  Lord, Great God , "  he added, Jm,-ering his voice 
suddenly and kneeling in front of the altar .  

The sparrows began to fly lower above the bowed and silent \\·omen as 
they pressed thei r foreheads to the flagstone floor. 
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Later, \\ hen the raid had ceased and the church was empty, Ir ina hid several 
candles u nder her coat and went outside. The steps of the church were 
co,·ered with debris and bits of splintered glass. A cloud of black smoke rising 
in the north darkened the sky, and the air  was l aden with soot and dust. The 
sun seemed very close, pale red in the smoky haze that  hung over the city .  
From every di rection came a confused murmur of frightened voices 
punctuated by muffled screams. As she descended the church steps and 
reached the street, I ri na saw a woman with d ishevel ed hair hurrying toward 
her, crying, "There's no water! "  

The woman seemed not to see Irina a s  she went by, running with 
difficulty and continuing to shout, "There's no water! There's no water !"  
Down the street several houses were burning, the flames leaping to great 
heights. S moke of a pecul iar yellow color formed a cloud over them that 
drifted lazily,  hesitantly, in the dust-laden air. "There's no water ! "  The words 
were repeated aga in  and aga in .  Bewildered people came and went over the 
l ittered sidewal ks ,  di rty with soot and debris; they appeared and d isappeared i n  
the courtyards a n d  at broken windows , cal l ing t o  one another a n d  l ooking a t  
the sky , wondering what h a d  happened. Only after s h e  h a d  turned h e r  back to 
the fire and reached a nearby street, ,,·alking rapidly, mechanically, her eyes 
on the pavement, did Irina begin to understand the meaning of the words that  
kept feebly buffeting her ears . 

"They've destroyed the :-\orth Station ! "  "They bombed the rai lroad 
yards !"  "They've destroyed . . .  " "They\·e bombed . . .  " "Calea Victoriei is 
burning. " 'Thev've destroved . . .  " "The Americans . . .  " "They've 
bombed . . .  " 

\\'ithout real iz ing what she \\ as doing she started to run .  
"On Easter Day! " The words followed her relentlessly. "They've 

bombed . . .  " "They've destroyed . . .  " 
After she passed the Publ ic Garden the people she met seemed less 

frightened. �o bombs had fal len here, but there '' as smoke and dust 
everywhere. "They bombed the reservoirs . " "\\'e won't have any more 
water. . . .  " 

She kept meeting automobiles ,  taxis ,  and trucks that were trying to avoid 
the bombed streets, all  headed for the boulevards, dodging about as though 
the smoke had made the drivers dizzy. She noticed that she had set out in the 
wrong direction , and she turned back, her steps faltering weari ly .  When she 
found herself opposite the Garden aga i n ,  she went i n ,  sat down on a bench 
and waited for a long time, staring blankly, her hands lying in her lap. Some 
sparrows had regained their courage and begun to play close beside her in the 
gravel . After a whi le  she hid her face in her hands and started to cry. 

About a half-hour later she got up aga in  and set off toward l oana's house, 
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her head bent i n  an attitude of great fatigue. Her legs gave way as she ap
proached, and she leaned agai nst a wal l .  Here too the people were rushing 
about distractedly.  They seemed not to know where to go or what to do, and 
they passed by without seeing her. Here there was a dense haze of smoke and 
dust which the sun's rays penetrated with difficulty. The sounds of automobile 
horns and the screeching brakes reached her through the murky twil ight, but 
she didn't know where the noises came from, since the street in front of her 
appeared deserted. With great effort she pushed herself away from the wall 
and went on , clenching her fists in despa i r. When she came to the corner she 
suddenly understood. On the spot where l oana's house and several neighbor
ing homes had stood , bricks and rubble lay in smoking heaps strewn out into 
the middle of the street. People were climbing up and down on the ruins, 
staggering, bli nded by the dust,  stumbling over joists and girders. I nvoluntar
ily they would cry aloud, then quickly cover thei r mouths with thei r hands, 
and from time to time they l ifted bloodied arms toward the sky. 

She didn't know how long she stayed there on her knees among the bricks in 
the middle of the street, seeing nothing, hearing nothing. She only felt at 
times that her mouth was very dry and she found it hard to swallow. Then she 
seemed to rouse for a few moments and the tumult overwhelmed her once 
more. The same shadows were still moving to and fro in the dust. When she 
discovered that the candles before her were no longer burning, she l i t  them 
both again,  shieldi ng them for a moment with her hands. But they did not 
burn long, and she was unaware �hen they went out a second time. 

After awhile she felt someone pull her by the arm .  I t  was a soldier whose 
face was covered with dust. Struggl ing to her feet, I rina gathered up the 
candles from the pi le of bricks and went with him to a spot on the other side of 
the street, in front of a house that was sti l l  standi ng. She heard someone 
behi nd her exclaim, "There's no water!" She wanted to sit down on the 
sidewalk,  but it  was l i ttered everywhere with broken glass and debris. The 
soldier had disappeared, and Irina started back toward the ruins .  It seemed to 
her that night was beginning to fal l .  On an improvised l i tter made of planks 
lay several bodies, half-covered with a blanket. She crossed herself as she went 
by. A truckload of soldiers had stopped at the i ntersection, but she continued 
on her way, intent, as though she were searching for someone. Then she 
returned to the place of her earlier vigil and knelt again among the bricks and 
relit the candles. For a long time after that she was again oblivious to the 
sights and sounds around her. 

Later, upon opening her eyes, she noticed that the candles had gone out 
again,  that one was almost completely burned. She took another from her 
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pocket, l i t  it and the one that remained, and held them in her cupped hands 
until she fel t the heat of the flames .  Then , ra is ing her eyes suddenly, she saw 
him in the distance. He was coming toward her unsteadi ly ,  dressed in his 
uniform minus the cap, his face d i rty , a bleeding cut on his cheek , his eyes 
half-closed . As he drew nearer she sa\\" h i m  try to bring h is hand to h i s  face, 
but he hesitated and stood with h i s  open palm close to h is head,  bewildered, 
until his arm began to tremble and he let it  fal l  l imply. The next moment he 
ran toward the ru ins ,  stumbl ing and fal l i ng. Getting up quickly, he started to 
run again .  H e  clambered up the pile of bricks , reached the top and fell ,  only 
to advance on his knees , tearing at the bricks ,,·ith his  bare hands. Finally one 
of the soldiers cli mbed up after h i m ,  seized him around the wai st and pul led 
h im back into the street. Ir ina ran to h im and took h is hand, covering it with 
kisses. 

" Emperor!" she \\"h ispered . 
Stefan looked at her a long time. H e  did not seem to recognize her. 

"They're here, both of them , "  he said at  last, brushing his bl oodstained hand 
across his  mouth . 

" Emperor !"  
"They're here !"  H e  turned his  head to the ru ins , where several soldiers 

had picked up the l i tter and started tm\ ard the truck. Ir ina caught his ann , but 
he jerked away and ran to them , making his \\·ay through the groups of people 
cro\\ ded around the vehicle. A moment later she saw h i m  go back to the 
ru ins,  fall  quickly to his knees , and begin to tluo\\ the bricks aside, clearing 
away the rubbl e by hand, trying to pull out a beam.  She went to him and 
tapped his shoulder, but he kept on \mrking breathlessl y, as if he had not fel t 
the touch of her hand. 

"They're n(lt here, ' '  she said.  "It's not th is h ouse . . . .  " 
Stefan rai sed his  head and l ooked around frantical ly.  Ir ina pointed to the 

house that stood i n  front of them , only partial ly  demolished. H e  stared stead
ily at it, then he looked to the right and left , and again to the right toward the 
end of the street. He seemed to be making a supreme effort to orient h imself. 

"Where are they?" he demanded . 
"They're no longer here. They've gone . . . .  " 

"Tell me where they are, " he whispered i n  a voice that sounded strall
gled . "Ir ina,  tell me where they are! " He gripped her a nn .  "Irina ! "  he i m
plored , squeezing her arm ,,·ith greater force. "Irina ! "  

"They've gon e , "  she said finally, with uut l ifting her eyes. "They received 
the sacrament l ast night and this morning they've gone . . . .  " 

Stefan let her arm drop and gazed at her, struggl ing to understand. 
"What happened?" he asked . "What?" 

"It's Easter, "  said I rina ,  her voice very l ow.  "I t's the week of l ight. . . .  " 
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SHE RANG A NUMBER OF TIMES, TOUCHING THE BUTTON BRIEFLY, REPEATEDLY. 

Adela opened the door. 
"He isn't seeing anyone. He's been shut up in his room since yesterday 

and he isn't seeing anyone. He hasn't eaten anythi ng. " 
Irina entered . On a chair i n  the hallway Biris was waiting, an unlit 

cigarette between h is l ips . Smiling, she shook his hand and fol lowed Adela to 
the door at the end of the hal l .  For a moment she stood unmoving, holding 
her breath. 

"It's me, Irina, "  she murmured, and she waited with her face close to the 
door. 

"It's Ir ina , "  she said again in a louder voice. 
She heard the key turn in the l ock and she went i n .  S tefan was standing 

in the middle of the room in civil ian clothes. He was not wearing a tie, and he 
had a beard of several days' growth . The cut along h is cheek had begun to 
hea l .  I ri na went to him and kissed him. Stefan looked at her a long time, his 
face expressionless, then he turned to the window. Outside the sky was cloudy 
but there was no rai n .  The trees, which had recently put out leaves, bent their 
branches before the brisk wind.  

"Biris is here too. He's just outside, " said Ir ina .  She waited a few 
moments, but seeing he did not reply she sat down. This was the l i ttle boy's 
room. The child's bed had been removed and a couch brought i n  for Stefan. 
She sat on a chair  beside it  and waited. After a while Stefan turned his head 
suddenly away from the window and l ooked at her in alarm. 

"What arc you doing?" he demanded. "You're not praying, are you?" 
"No, I can't pray," said Irina softly. 
"I thought you were praying," he continued more calmly. "I thought 

you were praying to God . . . .  " 

"No. I can't, " she repeated, her voice very low. 
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They were both si lent again for a l ong time. Stefan pressed his face 
against the windowpane. 

"Why don't you smoke?" Irina asked him abruptly. H e  turned around , 
astonished. 

"I brought you some cigarettes ,"  she went on, and going to him quickly, 
she held them out, a long with a box of matches. 

"Oh . . .  yes, so I see . . .  " he began ,  but he cut h imself short and re
turned to the middl e of the room, l ighting a cigarette. He sat down on the 
couch and smoked si lently .  After some time he went to the window aga i n  
a n d ,  opening i t ,  flung the butt into the garden. 

"Strange, "  he said, ' ' I 'd forgotten about cigarettes . . . .  " 

After that whenever she came she found h im smoking. The room would be 
filled with a thick, stifl i ng haze, and I rina would go di rectly to the window 
and open it .  Then there \\·ould come a timid rapping at the door she had j ust 
closed, and retracing her steps, she would take the tray from Adela's hand.  

"He hasn't eaten an}thing, " Adela said each t ime I rina came to the house. 
" He smokes all the ti me, but he doesn't eat. We're desperate. He won't 
see us, h is own fam ily. He doesn't  open to a nyone.  Luckily on that very 
day . . .  you know . . .  he was discha rged . . . .  They took h i m  back at the 
Ministry, but Raducu got him a leave of absence . . . .  " 

She talked incessantly as she prepared the sandwiches and placed 
them on the tray. \Vhen Irina saw that e\'erything was ready she went to 
knock at Stefan's door. Adela wai ted outside with the tray until Ir ina 
returned. Stefan's sister had gone into the room only once when she had 
found the door open.  He had not turned away from the window nor 
uttered a word , and he had not touched the food . After a quarter of an 
h our Adela had left and she had not tried again to enter. 

Stefan remained beside the open window, watching the constant, gentle 
trembli ng of the branches. S ometimes, but rarely, they stopped shaking and 
everythi ng was motionless for a s ingle, infinite moment. Then they began to 
quiver again ,  as if something had surprised them ,  leaving them restless and 
suspicious. 

"Biris was here to see you , "  said Irina. "He waited several h ours ,  then he 
left. H e'll come agai n  tomorrow. "  

She set the tray on the l i ttle table beside the couch. Then she went to the 
window, took h i m  by the arm and drew him gently after her. Stefan sat down 
on the edge of the bed and brought his hand to his face, rubbing h is eyes. 
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Irina offered him a sandwich in one hand and in the other a glass of milk. 
' ' I 'm not hungry. " 
She put the sandwich back on the plate but continued to hold out the 

glass of mi lk. Finally Stefan took it and began to drink, but not without 
difficulty. It seemed to make h im choke. 

The wound on his cheek had healed completely. On the morning of the 
bombardment, Adela had told her, the train from Constanta had 
stopped about thi rty kilometers from Bucharest. After walking a long 
time along the highway, Stefan had been overtaken by a military truck 
which brought him as far as the toll house, but there the truck had 
overturned . It  was not clear to her how th is had happened. She had not 
found ou t these details from Stefan but from one of his fel low-soldiers 
whom Raducu had met at the Ministry. 

For several days he had al lowed his  beard to grow. Then one 
morning when I rina entered his room she thought he looked different. 
He appeared much thi nner and more pale, and the scar on his face 
seemed deeper. She real ized that he had shaved . 

"Today is the requiem of the ninth day," she told h im.  "You'll 
have to dress . . . .  " 

She watched him run h is hand mechanically through his hair, and 
went to h im with the black tic that Adela had given her. 

"Where are we going?" 
"To the church . "  She took his arm and led him unprotesting dmm 

the sta irs . Below on the street a taxi was wai ting for them. 
Then later,  over a certa in period, she saw his face change from day 

to day. Lightly shadowed at first, it  looked di rty, then it  became darker, 
stern, almost vicious. But one morning she found that he had shaved 
aga in  and the cut on his cheek seemed once more to have deepened. 

' ' I 'm not hungry ,"  he said .  
Irina set the sandwich on the plate and held out  the glass of  mi lk  again 

until she felt her a rm ache. Then she transferred it to her other hand. S tefan 
stroked his face and rubbed his eyes, and at last he took the glass, drinking 
slowly, with effort. All at once he  got up and strode to the window. The 
branches were ful l  of leaves now and the fol iage a darker green . 

"He won't open the door ,"  complained Adela to Irina one day as she 
placed the sandwiches on the tray. "He doesn't listen to anyone. It's as though 
he had no family. Anyway, it's a good thing his parents-i n-law aren't i n  
Bucharest. Old Bologa has heart trouble and couldn't come. Stefan hasn't 
answered the telegram he sent, or any of the letters. He doesn't answer 
anyone . . . .  " 
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S ometimes the sky \\ as \"Cry blue, and '' h ite fl eecy clouds sped dizzily 
by, ,, hi lc  on other days it '' as almost night in  the room , the somber hea\·cns 
threatening rai n .  The branches in front of the window sh ook suddenly with a 
frightened sigh . 

"He's recci\'ed hundreds of telegrams and letters of condolence,"  said 
Adela once, "from the front, from the :\l in istry, from e\'erywhere. He hasn't 
e\·en opened them. Some-the more i mportant oneS-\\ e read to h i m  
through the door, but I ' m  sure he didn't l isten . There were telegrams from the 
ministers too, and Raducu replied to them. I also asked Biris to a ns\\ er in h is 

" name . . . .  
Then there '' as the second and the th ird a i r  raid ,  and although Adela 

and Raducu pounded on his door and begged h i m ,  impl ored h i m ,  to go dmm 
to the shelter, S tefan remained immobile before the '' indo'' , watching the 
sky. After the alert \\ as O\"Cr they knocked at his  door again and cal led to h i m :  
"Stefan !  Stefa n ! "  H e  ne,·er answered . H e  continued t o  smoke, contemplating 
the sky or the branches that trembled '' i thout ceasing except in  those rare 
moments '' hen they seemed suddenly turned to stone, causing Stefan to 
recoi I a ppreh ensi \'C I y. 

"Raducu '' ent to the :\ l inistry agai n , "  said Adela another day. "They 
extended his l eave of absence. But h o,, much longer ,,· i l l  he be able to keep 
th is up? He ought to \\Tile the � l inister. The Secretary General came here to 
offer his condolences, but Stefan didn't \\ant to sec h im.  \\'e did what "·e 
could to make excuses for h i m ,  but i n  ti mes l ike these "·ith so much misfor
tune all around, so many dead,  it's not easy for someone to come personally 
and offer condolence. He ought to consider that. . . .  " 

Irina took the tray, tapped on the door, call ing, "I t's me, Irina . . .  " and 
waited u ntil she heard him turn the key. She \\'Cnt in. He returned im
mediately to the " i ndow a nd stared at  the sky. 

Once Adela greeted her " i th cons iderable anxiety. "He's van ished ! He's 
gone! I \\'Cnt out to do some shopping, and when I came back I found his  door 
wide  open and the room empty . . . .  I telephoned Raducu to take a cab and go 
to l ook for h im at the cemetery, because I hate to go there alone. But he  
" asn't there. A nyway I don't know if he'd be able to  find the graves. You know 
how they \\'Cre buried, poor th ings . . . . So l i ttl e was found . . . .  " 

Ir ina hurried downstairs to the street. The heady fragrance of wild l i lacs 
poured from the neighboring courtyards into the mild �'lay morning. Very 
few bombs had fal len here, but the street was almost deserted and the h ouses 
"·ith their closed blinds seemed to have been abandoned. Irina walked 
rapidly, almost ru nning, in search of a taxi . 

She saw h i m  in the d istance, seated on the curb. The street \\'as just as 
she had l eft i t ,  pitted with bomb craters and half-blocked by wreckage. The 
heaps of bricks, debris, and girders could not be shaken and remained an 
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aggravating presence even after the many rains had packed them down and 
rendered them more sol id,  more ind ifferent. Irina sat down beside him in 
silence. 

"It was in a village in Moldavia , "  Stefan began abruptly without turning 
around, "in January of 1 94 3 ,  after Stal i ngrad. The people went out one night, 
the whole village went out, and they knelt in the snow with torches and 
candles in their hands, \\·ith the priest in h is robes in their midst, and they 
began to pray. They said that the dead were returning from Stal ingrad, that 
\\hole regiments were return ing to their homes ,  and that they passed by there 
along the highway at the edge of the village . . . .  " 

He stopped and for a long time sat there staring vacantly .  Then he 
searched for h is package of cigarettes and l i t  one. 

"How did they know the dead would pass along the edge of the village?" 
he asked without looking at her. 

"God revealed it to them , "  said Irina softly. 
Stefan smoked, his  eyes wide, seeing nothing. Suddenly he turned his 

head and fixed his stern, menacing gaze on her face. "How did you know?" he , 
demanded. I rina bent her head quickly. "How did you know?" he repeated, 
seiz ing her arm ,  i ncreasing the pressure of his grip. 

I rina raised her hand to her eyes and began to cry gently, silently. Stefan 
continued to stare at her, and then he released her arm. 

"If you knew you could have told her , "  he resumed after awhile, looking 
away, "the way you warned her about the earthquake . . . .  " 

"I did tell her , "  she whispered. Startled, Stefan turned his head . "I told 
her about myself. I thought it \\ Ould happen to me. I told her how to pray, 
how I would  pray. I told her to l ight candles and to stay with me all that day. I 
told her that if I should die without the sacrament or confessi on . . .  " 

Stefan got up all at once and strode quickly away without looking back, 
his steps determined and fi rm. He was soon lost to sight among the ru ins at 
the end of the street. Irina stared after him for a long \vhile and her eyes were 
blurred \\ ith tears. 

"Forgive me, Lord, if I have done wrong, " she whispered at last and 
exhausted, rose pa i nfully to her feet. 

When she knocked on his door the next day Stefan did not open it. She stood 
before i t  for a long time and tapped at intervals, saying, "I t's me, Irina ! "  Adela 
waited wearily beside her with the tray in her hands . After a quarter of an hour 
Irina abandoned her efforts and \\·ent back to the front hall just as Biris came 
In .  

" I  wanted to  ask you something, " he began, somewhat embarrassed. 
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"Catal ina told me that one of the wounded men at her hospita l ,  a Colonel 
Baleanu , asked to sec Stefan .  She says he wants to see him without fai l .  . . .  " 

They \\·ere sitting on the sofa .  Adela had gone to do some sh opping. Irina 
had taken the tray from her and was holding i t  on her lap when Stefan 
appeared unexpectedly. The cut on his face was oozing blood aga i n ,  and i t  
looked ra\\ , as though he might have scraped i t  purposely as he was shaving. 

"Colonel Bal ea nu would l ike to see you , "  said Biris .  
Stefan sat down in a chair that faced them. "He can't see me. H e's 

bli nd . . . .  " He plunged his hand into his coat pocket, and pul l i ng out his  
package of cigarettes, he offered it  to Biris .  

"He wants to talk to you , "  insisted Bir is ,  taking a cigarette. "He begged 
Catal ina to tell you .  He's on her fl oor. . . .  No,  I won't l ight it yet , "  he added 
quickly ,  seeing that Stefan had held out a match.  "I smoke too much . . . .  " 

"I kno\\ what he wants, but I \\on't go. Tell Catal ina to make an excuse 
for me. " 

"But he insists . "  
" I  knm\·. But I can't. " He got u p  suddenly from the chair.  " I 'd planned to 

go to the \il inistry today, " he added , "but I ' l l  go tomorrow. There's nothing to 
do any\\ ay . . . .  \\'hat's happening at the front?" He turned to Biris .  

"It seems somewhat stabil ized in northern :'vloldavia . "  
"There's nothing to do, " repeated Stefan .  H e  took out his handkerchief 

and pressed it  to the bleeding cut. 
"Come to my room , "  he sa id suddenly.  and he preceded them down the 

hal l .  
I rina carried the tray into the  room.  Both windows were open and they 

felt the gentle breeze of the :\ lay noon as they entered. The branches, now 
covered \\·ith leaves , qu ivered l ightly in the sunshine. Stefan sat down on the 
couch . 

" It's been thi rty-three days , "  he said .  "What should I do,  Irina?" Si lently 
she set the tray on the l i ttle table. Biris brought the cigarette to his nostri ls  
once m ore , then decided to l ight it  and hunted nervously for the box of 
matches . 

"I know what Baleanu \\·ants , "  continued Stefan.  "He wants to tell me 
that I 'm to blame, that i t  happened because of me . . . .  And he's righ t , "  he 
added quickly, choked with emotion.  He rose and went to the window. 

Breath ing deeply,  Biris drew i n  the smoke of his cigarette and expel led it 
with a long sigh. Ir ina placed her hands in  her lap and wai ted . The sunlight 
played across the branches a nd fell on the carpet in large golden patches that 
were constantly shifti ng. 

"Of course, h e's right, " resumed Stefan,  comi ng back to the middle of 
the room . "It happened to h i m  l i ke that. I t  was many years later, but it 
happened . . . .  " 

He sat down on the couch aga in  and appeared to be more cal m .  He 
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looked at Ir ina .  "It's on account of Vadastra . He told me so himself. Anyhow, 
he's a fine man. He has a lot of courage . . . .  " 

He \\·as s i lent. Ir ina ran her hand over her face and then returned it to its 
position beside the other in her lap. B iris got up to l ook for an ashtray. 

"He's Catal ina's great love , "  he said ,  agitated, shaking the ashes from his 
cigarette. He went back to the couch, continuing to smoke without looking at 
ei ther of the others. 

"He said that i t's on account of Vadastra , "  repeated Stefan.  "He told me 
they quarreled once long ago, when they were l iving together, and when he 
slapped Vadastra he knocked out his  glass eye. 'And now God has punished 
me, ' he told me, 'God has taken away the l ight of my eyes . . . .  ' "  

. I " Sin.  
"It's not true !"  I rina i nterrupted, horrified. "Don't say that again .  I t's a 

"This is ,,·hat he believes . And he kne\\ it would happen to h i m .  He 
knew it for a long t ime,  ever since the \\·ar began. " 

"It's not true!" I ri na sai d  aga in ,  her alarm i ncreasing. 'Til have to go see 
him . . .  " 

"He was always volunteering. He led squads against the partisans h idden 
in the underground tunnels of Odessa . He knew what was going to happen. 
He was wal ki ng through the dark, hugging the walls ,  and then suddenly they 
blinded h im \\·ith their flamethrowers. The partisans didn't have much am
munition and they used flamethrowers a l ot .  Baleanu kne\v what was in store 
for h im. " 

"I must go to see him without fai l , "  Irina repeated i n  a tone of despera
tion . 

Biris stood up to put out h is cigarette. The patches of sunl ight fl ickered 
on the rug and shifted slowly tO\vard the mirror. A few moments later Adela 
came to the door and hesitated anxiously on the threshold. 

"It  was announced on the BBC that we'll be bombed aga in ,"  she said 
hurriedly .  "They said if \\·e don't surrender we'll be bombed day and night. 
We'll be bombed ti l l  not a h ouse is left standing in all Romania . "  

She stopped i n  embarrassment and tried to smile, l ooking a t  each of 
them , one after another. " I t  was announced just now on the BBC,"  she 
repeated. 

The next day Stefan resumed his work at the Ministry, and after that  I ri na 
came to see him only i n  the eveni ng. She didn't always fi nd him at home and 
when this happened she stayed awhi le  to talk \\·ith Adela .  They sa t together on 
the sofa i n  the hall and waited for him.  

"Ioana's mother was here ,"  Adela sa id one day i n  a tone of mystery. "She 
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spent a long time with h i m  in his room. She told me that he cried l ike a 
child . . . .  I 've never heard h i m. Perhaps he only cries at night. . . .  " 

She looked insistently at Ir ina,  expecting some comment from her, but a 
moment later the younger woman stood up abruptly. 

"I  can't wa it a ny longer ,"  she said. "I t's getting dark. " 
She left, wrapping her woolen scarf around her neck, and her shoulders 

quivered , a lthough the May n ight was not cold . She walked rapidly through 
the darkness as  though she were afraid. Far ahead of her she saw the burning 
tip of a cigarette and slackened her pace, approaching h i m  with caution so as 
not to startle h i m .  H idden in the night she h esitated briefly before whispering, 
" Stefan !  I t's me, I ri na . . . .  " 

Sometimes she came upon h i m  seated on a bench under one of the old 
chestnut trees that stood guard over the boulevard , and she sat down beside 
h i m  without speaking. For some time he continued to smoke in s i lence. He 
did not seem to be a ware of her presence at  h is side. 

"We had a photograph , "  he began once. "It was our fi rst photograph 
together, when we were engaged . It was taken in May, 1 9 3 3 .  I always told her 
i t  was our best picture. A young boy took it for us .  I'm sorry I never knew h is 
name. He was ,,·ith h is mother and a cousin ,  a girl from the liceu . H e  had 
taken their picture several ti mes together, but he wanted to be included i n  the 
group at l east once. \V e were passing by just then and he asked me to take the 
picture for h i m .  Then he came toward us smi l ing timidly and sa id to me, 'If 
you will permit me . . . .  ' l oana began to laugh and turned her face toward me, 
catching my arm quickly. And at  that moment he snapped the shutter. . . .  
Aftemard he asked for our address, but I didn't think he'd send us the picture. 
And yet he did. It  was mai led in Brasov, but i t  didn't have his name on it, or 
his  address . . . .  That was in May, 1 93 3 .  She was wearing a blouse with red 
polka dots. It's strange . . . .  After that she never made another blouse with red 
polka dots . . . .  " 

He was si lent aga in  for a l ong interval , smoking and gazing straight 
before h im i nto the blackness. Occas ionally cars passed along the boulevard 
with their headl ights dimmed, advancing slowly, cautiously. I r ina wrapped 
the shawl more tightly around her neck and waited. At last, Stefan turned and 
faced her.  

"Aren't you goi ng home?" he demanded. 
She arose slowly and h eld out her hand , but Stefan did not see her 

gesture. Ir ina remained standing with her hand extended, but after a few 
moments she withdrC\v i t  i n  confusion , h iding it i n  the pocket of her coat. 

"Good n ight , "  she said as she left h i m  and vanished quickly in the n ight. 
She persisted in returning every eveni ng. One time Adela told her, "He 

wants to move. A fell ow-worker at  the Ministry who was evacuated to 
Timisoara has offered h im his  apartment. . . .  Besides, i t's l ikely that we'll 
leave too , "  she added ,  l owering her voice. "We'll also be evacuated . . . .  " 
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"It's me, Irina , "  she whispered as she knocked on h is door and waited. 
She heard the sound of the light switch and then that of the key turning in the 
lock. She found Stefan in the middle of the room and she put out the l ight 
qu ickly,  since he always l eft the windows open. 

"Blackout!" she murmured. "They'l l  send you straight to the concentra
tion camp!" 

Stefan went to the window and Irina sat down on the chair near the 
couch. The moon had disappeared and the night had recovered its sol i tude, 
its plenitude. The stars twinkled timidly, hazily, so far away that they seemed 
powerless to penetrate the shadows ris ing from the earth fil led with the pun
gent odors of fresh l eaves and sap. Outside, the black branches, dozing, 
nodded from time to time, almost without a sound. 

"She said she would be afraid alone, "  Stefan began without turning his 
head, "but she l iked to walk with me in the mounta ins at night. When we 
stayed at the Cabana we always strolled at night in the di rection of Bulboci .  I'd 
l et her go ahead of me on the path,  but when we had to cross the bridge I went 
first and held her by the hand. That was in July 1 93 3 .  After that we went to, 
the mou ntains often . . . .  It's strange I don't remember what she said to me. I 
talked all the time. Now a nd then she managed to say something, but I don't 
remember now. Nothi ng remai ns except images. But they're very precise 
i mages, even to the l ast small deta i l .  I can see now every stone we sat on when 
we wa nted to rest or look at the moon . . . .  " 

He turned away from the window and began to walk  slowly through the 
darkened room . After a whi le  Irina got up suddenly, as though she had just 
remembered something urgent. "Good n ight, Stefan,"  she said . 

On the foll owing day there was another massive a ir  raid, and toward 
evening the sky over the city became stained with red. When she went to see 
Stefan,  I ri na had to make long detours around several streets that had been 
ploughed up and made impassable by the bombs. 

"We're leaving tomorrow, "  Adela confided to her at the door in a 
whisper. "Raducu says the government's acting stupidly and we ought to 
surrender. He says the Anglo-American forces will give us guarantees . . . .  " 

H e  was standi ng i n  the dark i n  front of the open window. Above the trees 
the sky could be seen glowing in the l ight of distant fires. I ri na went to him 
and put her hand on his arm . 

"Tomorrow will be forty days , "  she said. 'Til wait for you at the church 
at eleven o'clock . "  

"What for?" Stefan asked without l ooking a t  her. 
"It's the requiem of forty days . "  
Automatically he took the package of cigarettes from h i s  coat pocket and 

lit one, but after the first puff he threw it into the garden. "I can't do it! I can't 
smoke anymore. I think I'm poisoned. "  
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From time to time they heard the far-off, prolonged rumble of explosions 
that shook the building from top to bottom . 

' ' I ' ll expect you tomorrow at eleven ,"  said Irina aga in  and she started to 
leave. 

Stefan spoke abruptly .  "I dreamed about her last night. She was wearing 
the dress she had on when she met me at the airport three years ago. She 
seemed \'ery happy and she smiled at me. I thought she wanted to tel l me 
somethi ng, but she didn't say anyth i ng. " 

H e  left the windm,· and bega n to walk about, but after a few moments he 
sat down on the edge of the couch. The room brightened in the reflection of 
the red gl o\\ that l it  the sky . 

"I dreamed about doamna Z issu , "  said Ir ina.  
"But how did you know that it  was she?" 
" I  dreamed about her once before. I knc\\ it  \\·as doamna Z issu . . . .  " 
The branches beyond the window began to quiver again,  as if the wind 

had a\\·akcned them.  Stefan put his hand in his pocket and pul led out his 
cigarettes, but i m m ediately he  remembered his distaste for them . After turn
ing one a round in his fingers for awhile ,  undecided , he set i t  on the table. 

' 'Poor doamna Z issu , "  he said .  "Hem· much J oana suffered because of 
her. . . .  " He sprang to h is feet and resumed his \\·alk  around the room . 

"I thought we had our \\ hole l ives ahead of us,  that I 'd have plenty of 
time to lo\'e her, to be hers a lone. I was in no hurry. I had my secret room 
and I had personal problems to solve. I wa nted to learn ,  above al l ,  who 
doamna Z issu was. This becam e  the whole purpose of my existence. I would 
devote i t  to unraveling the mystery of doamna Zissu ! I thi nk I must have been 
crazy! " he exclaimed in a dry \·oicc. "Ra\'ing mad ! "  

He hesitated an i nsta nt b y  the door and then opened it resolutely and 
strode dmm the hal l .  Irina quickly drew the bli nds at the \\·i ndow and turned 
on the l ight. Soon Stefan came back \\·ith a bottle of \\· ine and two glasses. 
With a frightened glance Irina took his hand. 

"Stefan !"  she i mplored . "Stefan !  Don't drink!" 
"I can't  smoke anymore. " He fi l led the glasses. I rina watched him fear

fully .  I n  the glare of the exposed globe his face seemed withered and aged, 
with cheekbones that protruded under his skin ,  l ips that were blanched and 
dry, eyes veiled with mist. H is hair had shown s igns of turni ng gray a few years 
earlier, but recently h is  temples had taken on the pale tone of cigarette ash . 
The scar on his  cheek showed very clear and deep. 

"Stefan !  It's wrong! "  whispered Ir ina . 
H e  l ooked up suddenly and his eyes met hers for a few moments,  then he 

smiled .  " Don't be afraid . . . .  Just th is evening, si nce I can't smoke . . . .  " 
That week he moved to a bachelor apartment on strada Bucovinei ,  

turned over to him by the man who had been evacuated to Timisoara. The 
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section of the Ministry in which Stefan worked had been transferred i n  part to 
Snagov, but he had asked to be a l lowed to remain in  Bucharest. Recently he 
had been put in charge of coordinating the services that had been evacuated to 
various regions of the country. He went to his office very early,  took his lunch 
and often the evening meal at the canteen, returning to strada Bucovinei 
rather late. Every evening he saw Irina i n  the distance walking along the 
sidewalk, her head bent. She always wore her coat, although the nights were 
getti ng warmer. All the cars crept by with their headlights di mmed, and now 
at nightfall there were very few pedestrians on the streets. 

One evening, the fi rst t ime that Stefan had seen her approachi ng, I rina 
had just been accosted by two drunken men. One of them laid his hand on 
her shoulder and started to ta lk to her with a certain amount of difficulty, 
whi le  the other watched the scene and laughed in great amusement. Irina 
leaned against the wal l ,  smil ing, embarrassed. Stefan hurried to her and took 
her arm , pul l ing her after h im.  That evening they walked as far as bulevardul 
El isabeta , where they sat down on a bench. 

"When I passed by here this morning," Stefan began,  "all of a sudden I 
saw her in front of me. She was dressed exactly l ike l oana, and her figure was ' 
the same. And yet when I came closer I saw that  she didn't resemble Ioana at  
a l l .  But from a distance . . .  " 

He stopped to allow a convoy of l oaded army trucks, going toward the 
head of the bridge, to move past. 

"''m a lways trying to figure it out. What did we have? A few years 
together. And after I left for the front the second time I saw her just a few 
weeks in al l .  . . .  I don't  know why i t  seemed to me that  we had our whole l ives 
ahead of us-that we would grow old together. . . .  And of course I didn't stay 
with her then . . . . . , 

He stopped and turned a moment to face Irina, then he looked for his 
package of cigarettes. He took one out and lit i t .  

"I  often wonder," he conti nued a l i ttle later, "and j ust now I was wonder
ing, why I only tell you l ies . Why do I lie to you al l  the time?'' 

"You don't lie to me!" I ri na protested at once. 
"Yes, I do. You have no way of knowing. When I left for the front I 

believed that I 'd never come back. I t  was a sort of su icide. I was sure I'd 
remain there forever, l ike so many others-hundreds of thousands of i nno
cent men-not gui l ty, l ike me. I wanted to make an end of everythi ng. I t  
seemed to me I had fai led completely. I laughed at  my luck. I t's hard to 
explain.  I 'd believed in something, hoped for something, and it had turned to 
ashes in my fingers. I had noth ing more to cli ng to. I fel t  I didn't love l oana 
anymore . . . .  " 

"That's not true!" said I rina i n  a frightened whisper. "You l ove her and 
you've always �oved her. You only thought that you didn't love her. . . .  " 
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Stefan turned his head and looked into her eyes, suddenly shining in the 
di Ill l ight. 

' 'I know , "  he said, "but I didn't rea li ze it then . It  seemed to me that I 
didn't love her anymore as I had loved her at fi rst. Actually it's the same th ing. 
It's just as serious . . . .  " 

"That's not tru e , "  Irina repeated. "That's not true . . . .  " 

The foll owing evening she \\ as waiting in front of his h ouse in the 
cntryway. A fine drizzle had begun to fal l ,  and she had gone in seeking a 
shelter from the rai n .  They cl imbed the stairs to the fourth floor. H is room 

was pretentiously but tastelessly furnished wi th so-called "modern" pieces 
which al ready seemed shabby and out-of-date . Irina sat on a chair near the 
desk with its display of several glasses and two bottles of wine. 

"I feel better here , "  said Stefa n .  "It's very ugly but I l ike it . "  
H e  stopped i n  the middle of the room and fol lowed Iri na 's glance with 

his eyes. " Don't be alarmed. I drink only \\ hen I can't smoke . "  H e  sat down 
on the edge of the divan .  ") dreamed about her last n ight, but a strange th ing 
happened . She didn't look l ike herself any l onger. It's as though she's begin
ning to become someone else . . . .  " He stopped , h is gaze wandering. 

"\Vhat exasperates me most is that I can't remember what she said to 
me . . . .  

"What sh e said to you in  the drea m?'' 
"�o. Her real words.  \\'hat she told me \\ hen \\ e were together. . . .  The 

images arc very cl ear in my mind . . . .  " He was sil ent for a long while.  
" I  remember , ' ' he  began again in a low, deep \'oice, " I  remember the day 

\\ hen I first told her about my secret room . She was wearing . . .  " 
He was still and after a moment he smiled. She had been wearing the 

same blouse with the red polka dots. They had recently become engaged, and 
they \\ ere walking together under the l inden trees in  Cotroceni .  J oana kept 
looki ng at h im with her large eyes, so extraordinarily l impid. He could see 
them now. He stood up abruptly ,  uncorked a bottle of wine and fil led two 
glasses. Irina watched h i m ,  absorbed. Stefan held out a glass to her. Then he 
sat dmm on the edge of the di,·an aga in  and began to drink, bu t soon he shook 
his head and set the drink on the table. 

"I can't do it, " he sa id .  "I can't drink anymore . . . .  " 

" \\'hat \\ as she l i ke i n  your dream?' '  asked Irina qu ickly, faintly.  
" I  don't know now if i t  was she.  She didn't resemble . . .  I often have the 

impression that she's no l onger the same, no l onger herself, that she has 
become a different person . . . .  \Vhen I saw her in her wedding dress . . .  " He 
stopped and stared blankly before h i m .  "Ah yes, I remember. She told me a 
lot of things then . "  

H e  seized the glass aga in ,  sipped a l i ttle from it a n d  held i t  awh ile in his 
hand.  
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"She pitied Partcnie, " he went on. "She was sorry for him . . . .  " 

He set the glass down on the corner of the table a nd reached for a 
cigarette but delayed l ighting i t. He turned and twisted it about i n  h is fingers, 
brought it to h is nostri ls ,  and recal l ing then that these were Biris's gestures , he 
replaced the cigarette in the package. 

"I feel as though I'm los ing my mind!" He sprang to his feet suddenly. 
"There's nothing left anymore. I can't smoke. I can't drink. I 've tried-many, 
many times. I can't drink. I can't !" 

Irina watched him walk about the room. 
"I have only one photograph , the one I carried in my billfold. There's 

nothing else left. When I saw her the last time she was reading a book. I 
remember very wel l .  She kept i t  in a leather j acket so she wouldn't spoil the 
covers. I didn't see the title. I should l ike at least to be able to read that book, 
but I don't know the ti tle. I didn't have the curiosity to leaf through it, to see 
what she was reading . . . .  " 

He sat on the edge of the divan and buried his face in his hands for a 
moment; then ashamed, he turned to Irina and smiled at her as though asking , 
her pardon. 

"If only I could dream of her every night. I once saw a film . . .  " He 
stopped and put his hand to his forehead .  "Yes , but in the film it was dif
ferent. It was something else . . . .  " 

Biris went as usual to the same bench in the hospital garden and sat down. 
Unfolding his newspaper he began to read. I t  was a few days after the landing 
of the All ies in Normandy, and s ince that morning of the s ixth of June the 
Bucharestians had become discouraged. Until the last moment many had 
hoped the i nvasion would take place in the Balkans, while some people had 
even bel ieved it would be attempted on the shore of the Black Sea ,  along the 
Romanian coast. Biris,  however, had not entertained any such i l lusions. 
When he opened the newspaper he read the telegraphed reports without 
hurry, almost without curiosity. He sti l l  had to wait a half hour. Cata l ina 
always came down at the lunch hour, a few minutes after the hospital clock 
struck twelve. Every time she crossed the courtyard in her nurse's uniform 
Biris regarded her with the same mixture of admiration and hatred he had felt 
six months earl ier when he had seen her dressed in whi te for the first time. 

After meeting Baleanu she had decided to become a nurse. Until that 
time she had never thought of being of service to the wounded in any 
other capacity than that of a dramatic artist. From the beginning of the 
war she had been working with a number of impromptu theatrical 

382 



troupes that toured the hospitals in Bessarabia, and later in Odessa and 
the Crimea ,  giving performances for the in jured men. She went fi rst i n  
the autumn o f  1 94 1  with a group organized b y  Dan Bibicescu . Exasper
ated, Biris had accompanied her to the station. He seemed to have a 
presentiment of al l  that was going to ensue. Cata l ina had been separated 
from Bibicescu for a l ong t ime, but when she returned from Bessarabia 
they resumed their l i fe together. She herself told Biris about i t .  Again 
she seemed to have changed . She was preoccupied , and she would 
repeat frequently, " I t  doesn 't matter. . . .  " Then at  Christmas t ime, 
several mon ths later, she and Dan had broken up again .  H e  quit  arrang
ing en tertainment for the wounded soldiers and went back to the Regina 
�1aria Theater. Catal ina brought Biris th is piece of news on Christmas 
Eve. 

"It's finished ,  finally and forever ,"  she told h i m .  And because she 
saw that Biris was blushing and avoiding her eyes, she added quickly, 
"Anyway, it  doesn 't matter. \Ve never loved each other. I t  was just a 
habit. :\' ow I have somebody else . . . .  " Biris l ooked up suddenly. "He's 
a handsome boy. I met h i m  at  Jassy when he was on a furlough from the 
front.  He says he loves me. I don't qu ite believe it but I enjoy it . " B i ris 
felt the blood rush to his temples and he drew deeply on his cigarette. 
"And what's become of the nineteenth of October?" he demanded in a 
thick voice that was muffled by the smoke. She smiled with surprising 
S\\·eetncss, then shrugged and said , "It  doesn't matter. . . .  " 

A few \\ eeks later she \\ ent away aga i n .  H e  escorted her to the 
platform in the North Stat ion . I t  was bi tterly cold and the group of 
actors and actresses had cro\\ ded close together in a poorly heated 
coach , wrapped in l ong coats and capes made of cheap furs, with 
blankets over thei r  legs. They smoked bad cigarettes and drank from 
canteens of rum .  Biris had made his way through them with a vague 
feel ing of pity .Most of them were unsuccessful actors who had played a 
season or hm i n  the provincial theaters in insignificant roles and then 
sought the haven of a prefect's office or a town hal l ,  occupying them
selves with presenting cultural programs, organizing chari ty fetes, and 
reciting poetry at  celebrations on January 24 and May I 0 .  � There were 
you ng people prematurely aged and women whose years could not be 
guessed through their heavy makeup.  Several students from the Conser
vatory were also in the group-young girls who l ooked about them 
excitedly. Biris glanced at Catal i na and saw that she appeared much 
older "·ith her faded puppet's face and her t ime-dusted ha ir, which fel l  
across her face. I t  occurred to h i m  that  here she  had found her  true 

• National patriotic anniversaries. May I 0 commemora tes independence gained in 
1 877. 
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family; but he quickly ran his hand over his face in an attempt to banish 
his despai r  and drew her to one side in the corridor of the coach . "Why 
must you go with these people?" he asked in a whisper. Catal ina 
shrugged. "We al l  do our duty i n  the best way we can , "  she said. "Yes, 
but . . .  " The signal for departure sounded and Catal ina pushed him 
toward the door, where she stopped and ,  clasping his head i n  her hands, 
kissed him on both cheeks. 

She never forgot to wri te to him.  Simple postcards they were, 
without a ny i ndication of origin, and they came through the mili tary 
mail service. She always i nformed h im by telegram whenever she was 
returning to Bucharest. "I  met Viziru at Odessa , "  she told him once, in 
the spring of 194 2 .  "I  didn't know that he  was at the front too. " "I  hope 
he won't stay there,"  Biris said . "It's one of his crazy ideas. " "He came 
to the theater and 1 had a chat with him.  What's happened to him? He 
looks l ike a different ma n . "  "Love, "  sa id B iris with a smile .  "Probably ,"  
she  observed. "I  l ike men who believe i n  love. " Biris puffed furiously at 
his cigarette. "But you , how's your love-life?" he asked. "What's be- , 
come of your friend?" Catal ina shrugged her shoulders. ' ' I 'm not with 
him anymore. We separated a long time ago and I haven't heard from 
him since. I hope he's all right. H e  was i n  the Crimea too . . . .  " 

There was a long period when he did not know exactly what had 
happened to her-whether she had remained in Odessa as a member of 
the theatrical troupe there, or if she were still touring the military 
hospitals with a group of roving actors. She had written h im often from 
Odessa and described the plays i n  which she acted, the roles that she 
was preparing. Then one day he received a telegram, and he went to 
meet her at the station. He noticed that she looked even older than 
when he had seen her last. Her face was more ravaged, her forehead 
slightly wrinkled, her eyes tired . But as soon as he had seen her at the 
window of the coach he felt his  heart leap and he began to anticipate 
that wonderful ,  i ncomparable moment when, after descending from the 
last step, Catal ina would embrace h im and kiss both of his cheeks. That 
was the one moment when he felt that she was truly close to h im.  

Sometimes she  looked at him severely. "You're thinner again!  And 
you have a fever. You're cheeks are flushed. What's happened?" Biris 
shrugged. "Nothing serious. I had an X-ray and they told me it's noth
i ng serious . . . .  " The truth was, however, that he had not had an X-ray 
for a long time, not since the autumn of 1 94 1 ,  when he had spent 
several months i n  a military sanatorium. "You're almost completely 
bald !"  Catali na exclaimed another time when he met her on the station 
platform. "You ought to shave your head. Take advantage of the warm 
weather. It's summer and you're on vacation . . . .  " 
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Suddenly,  without any warning, she had notified him that she was 
taking a course i n  nursing. He had received the letter i n  the fall of 1 94 3  
from Odessa , a nd a week later she telegraphed that she was arriving in 
Bucharest. She was unrecognizable .  Her hair was styled i n  an entirely 
different "·ay: it no longer tumbed over her ears and cheeks, but was cut 
short in a boyish bob. Nc)\'. , all  at  once, she l ooked much younger. Her 
l ips had regai ned their bright col or and her eyes had l ost the mist that  
recently vei led them. "I 've met a sa int ,"  she said i n  the tax i  \\·hich took 
them from the 0:orth Stat ion to her apartment. "He's bl ind.  I 've fallen 
in love \\ ith him . . . .  " 

It was one of those unusual days that sometimes come a t  the 
beginning of :-\m·ember, warm and summery. The chestnut trees along 
the boulevards had l ong since dropped their leaves , but their branches 
appeared about to bud again in the moist, gentle,  golden l ight. Some
thing in the a i r  smelled l ike an old ,  negl ected graveyard or a fores t. 

" I  met h i m  three years ago. He was a capta in then and he had the 
most beautiful blue eyes . . . .  " 

The taxi stopped . Biris roused suddenly, and picking up Catali na's 
h\0 small valises, he carried them to the elevator. Then he held out his 
hand i n  an involuntarily pathetic gesture, as if he were saying good-bye 
to her forever. "Aren't you going up with me for a moment to have a 
cup of tea?" she asked . As he settled himself in the fam il iar  armchair,  
Cata l ina si lently removed some of her things from the valises and \\ ent 
into the next room to put the water on to boi l .  Although he was \\ ell 
acquainted \\ ith her ritual , it seemed to him that someone else was 
perform ing i t-someone who had not yet had time to lea rn  it wel l .  
" :-\ ow I knu\\ too \\ hat i t  means to be i n  love , "  she said later. 

After a fe\\ days she had gone a \\·ay aga i n .  She wrote infrequently , 
inform ing h i m  that she had fi nished her nurse's tra in ing, that she was 
\\·or king at the hospital where Baleanu \\ as a patient. In February the 
in jured officer \\ as transferred to Bucharest and assigned to a wing of the 
hospital \\ here badly mutilated men \\ ere awaiting plastic surgery . H e  
had h a d  one operat ion at Odessa , b u t  \\ henever Catal ina remembered i t  
she covered her  face with her  hands. "Half of  his face is burned , "  she 
said. " N ot only his eyes but half his face . . . . " 

Biris l ea rned a l i ttle later how they had met. "I was going from 
ward to ward recit ing verses . In one room there was a wounded man 
\\ ith his face entirely covered with bandages. H e  called me,  ' Miss, 
miss . . .  . '  I stopped in surprise. It  \\·as a gentl e, manly voice, and I fel t  
sure that I 'd heard i t  before. 'Miss ! '  he cal led agai n  and again .  I went to  
h i m  and took his hand and then I remembered. We both remem
bered . . . .  " 
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At noon he heard the hospital clock strike the hour.  Very methodically he 
folded up the newspaper and waited. She descended the dreary concrete stairs 
and turned in his di rection. He stood up to kiss her hand and they sat down on 
the bench together. 

"How's he doing?" asked Biris. 
"Just the same. Next week they're going to try another operation . "  
Biris selected a cigarette and l i t  it .  
"What else has happened?" asked Catalina .  
"It's bad. The end is coming . . . .  " 

"I didn't mean about the war ,"  she interrupted . "I want to know what's 
happened to Viziru . Aurel keeps waiting for h im.  He wants to talk with h im . "  

Biris continued to smoke, gazing di rectly ahead of him,  across the flower 
beds, at the immense and sinister wall of the hospita l .  " It's a long time since I 
saw Viziru .  I told you how he answered me the last time-that he knows what 
Baleanu wants to say to him . . . .  " 

"He doesn't know anyth ing !"  exclaimed Catal ina,  silencing him.  "Aurel 
wants to talk  to h i m  about something else. He wants to encourage him,  tQ 
console him . . . .  " 

Biris threw down his cigarette, crushing it on the gravel with his foot. 
"Are you eating with me today or will you stay at the hospital?" he asked . . 

"I think I 'l l  eat with you . Wait  a minute while I go and change. " 
His eyes followed her as she walked away, her hands in the pockets of her 

hospital j acket, skirting the plots of flowers in the bright sunlight. He smiled 
resignedly. 

On the morning of August the twenty-fifth, Gheorghe Vasile,  aided by I rina,  
began to carry the packages of books to the wagon that was waiting i n  front of 
the house. They constituted his collection of pamphlets and popular editions, 
all wrapped in newspapers and tied with twine. 

For a long time the teacher had hoped to be able to transport the l ibrary 
of the Cultural Foundations by train ,  and the crates full  of books had 
stood for weeks in the salon, while he searched the city for a means of 
sendi ng them to Giurgiu .  But it had become rather difficult to ship 
freight, and i n  addition the teacher didn't know where to go or whom to 
ask. At last, in  mid-July, he had decided to move them i n  a wagon. 

The idea of evacuation had begun to tempt him after the third air 
raid .  Several bombs had fal len on a neighboring street and many of the 
windows in Antim's house had been broken. That afternoon doamna 
Ivascu had gone out in search of a glazier, leaving Vasile  in the salon 
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reluctantly sticking paper tape on the cracked pane of one of the win
dows. He heard the l i ttle gate to the courtyard open and saw a woman 
enter. She was elderly but still strong and energetic,  and in her hand she 
carried an old suitcase made of cardboard . I t  must have been rather 
heavy because she stopped in the middle of the courtyard to set it  down , 
wiped both ha nds on her skirt a nd l ooked around her i n  wonder and 
admiration. 

' 'I 'm l ooking for Madame Irina , "  she said. ' 'I 'm Madame Porum
bache, Petrica Biris's aunt.  I 've brought some things for Madame 
Irina . . . .  " I n  the salon she sat down and peered at everything, marvel
ing. "What a beautifu l  house!" she exclaimed several times .  "We l ived 
l ike this, too, in Ferendari . Maybe you know the neighborhood . . . .  " 
She began to describe the house, relating the whole story of her days of 
abu ndance before the other war. Her eyes fi l led with tears and she 
looked around the room aga i n ,  deeply moved . Then suddenly she 
cha nged the subject. 

"Petrica , my nephew, is sick aga i n .  Maybe i t's because he was 
frightened. A bomb fel l on a house right at the end of the street and 
smashed it to bits! And he asked me to bri ng these thi ngs for Madame 
Ir ina.  He says that they're th ings of great value a nd that if-God 
forbid !-a bomb should happen to fal l .  . . .  " 

At that moment Gherghina lvascu returned with the glazier. They 
opened the suitcase and found in it three pa intings and, wrapped with 
great care in tissue paper , a number of the articles from the glass cases. 

Gherghina demanded angrily ,  "Hasn't I rina come back yet? Ever 
since J oa na was kil led that girl 's lost her m i nd .  She's forgotten every
thing, even her child ! "  

Gheorghe Vasile left her complaining t o  doamna Porumbache and 
retired to h is room .  He was worried and fearfu l ,  and he contemplated 
the cabinet i n  which his col lection was stored. He had almost com
pleted his Libra ry for Everyone. Only eleven volumes were lacking. 
And all these treasures m ight be destroyed someday in  an air ra id .  In 
despai r  he collapsed in his yellow leather cha ir .  Then all at  once he 
real ized how naive he was.  The Cul tural Foundations made no sense 
located in the capital of Romania .  They had been conceived to bring 
enlightenment to the villages , and above al l to the village where he had 
been a teacher, namely to Dobresti in the district of Vlasca. 

He had begun to wait for the wagon s ince the first of August, after 
having written to h is sister, to the new teacher, to the mayor, and to the 
priest. He had even sent a postal money order for the traveli ng expenses 
of the driver. A cousin of his,  Cojocaru , was comi ng. He had been a 
drayman at Giurgiu before the war and had just received a medical 
discharge from the army. One arm was paralyzed from the shoulder. 
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Every morning Gheorghe Vasile would go out to the street to wait for 
him.  He walked back and forth i n  front of the house and as far as the 
end of the street. Sometimes he ventured to go al l  the way to the tram 
station on the boulevard, but then he would return, feeling nervous, 
dejected, and d iscouraged. In the last few days, since the Russian offen
sive had begun along the entire Moldavian front, bringing fierce fight
i ng to the gates of Jassy, he had become desperate. "The Russians are 
upon us !"  he said. "They'll catch us here l ike mice in a trap . . . .  " 

Cojocaru arrived late at n ight on August 2 3 ,  tapping on the win
dowpane with his whip handle and awakening Irina , who opened the 
door for h im.  The horses were exhausted and famished. It was too late 
to take them to the stable that Vasi le had found for them in Obor. The 
men unfastened the harness and brought them into the courtyard, leav
ing the wagon on the street with the brakes set. The next day, after 
Cojocaru had left for Obor with the team, they heard a news bulletin on 
the radio announcing the coup d'etat of King Mihai and the cessation of 
hostil ities with the Soviets. Gheorghe Vasile stood in the middle of the, 
floor, for a moment unable to move. After awhile he rubbed the back of 
his hand across his mouth and turned to Cojocaru . 

"Let's go tonight, cousin ,  before the Russians overtake us. " 
Cojocaru shook his head. "The horses can't do it .  They've got to 

rest at least a night and a day. Otherwise they'll drop on the road . . .  " 

The fol l owing morning I rina and Gheorghe Vasile began to load the boxes of 
books on the wagon before Cojocaru had brought the horses back from Obor. 
Several German planes passed overhead. They flew very low, at an a ltitude of 
less than fifty meters, heading toward the center of the city. Cojocaru returned 
just at that moment. 

"It's bad on the boulevard , "  he told them. 
Gheorghe Vasile did not seem to have heard this remark. He had 

cli mbed up on the wagon and was placing the packages in the crates with great 
care. Irina brought him two blankets, a basket of food and another basket 
containing bottles of wine, as well as a large jug of water. Doamna lvascu 
came out on the sidewalk to wish them a safe journey. Gheorghe Vasile kissed 
her hand, and then he kissed Irina on the cheeks. 

"I'l l  go with you as far as the boulevard , "  said I rina , climbing quickly 
into the wagon . Doamna lvascu started to say somethi ng but her voice was 
drowned in the deafening roar of the planes as they erupted over the house
tops. Tossing their heads the horses jerked the wagon sharply and took off with 
a sudden burst of speed. When they reached the boulevard, Cojocaru tugged 
on the reins and brought the team to a halt. He turned to I rina and waited for 
her to get down. 
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' ' I ' l l  go a little farther, to Obor , "  she said ,  "just to sec you past the 
tollgate . . . .  " 

Some pedestrians glanced at the \\agon in passing, showing no interest. 
They appeared ti red a nd disheartened, but their movements \\ ere restless and 
agitated, as though they were waiting for something-what, they did not 
kno\\ . A young man with glasses and a very pale face kept l ooking up at the 
sky. As the wagon set out aga in  I rina made a sign of the cross. 

"If only they don't catch up with us , "  said Gheorghe Vasi le .  "Because if 
there's an  a rmistice a nd no one stops them , they'l l be here i n  a day or 
two . . . .  " 

I rina got up and tried to find a more comfortable spot for herself among 
the crates. But the j olting \\ as  just as bad in the new position a nd after a few 
moments she returned to her original sea t behind Cojocaru.  Two pol icemen 
\\·ere \Vatching as she bounced around among the boxes, and they smiled at 
her. A siren sounded behi nd them . Cojocaru looked around with a scowl and 
saw a fi re engine coming toward them at top speed, swarm ing \\·ith men. 
Se\·eral of them were aging army reservists but many were civil ians wearing 
wild expressi ons on their faces and waving their arms in the a i r, shouting 
somethi ng no one could di stinguish . In their midst sat a police chief with a 
solemn, impassive face. Cojocaru pul led on the reins \\·ith al l  the strength of 
his good arm and the weight of h is  body as he l ea ned back precariously. He 
managed to  bring the wagon to a halt just as the truck grazed them and 
disappeared l ike an apparition , tra i l ing a cloud of blue smoke. A strong smell 
of gasol ine surrounded the wagon.  A youngster emerged from a courtya rd 
'' ith a bicycle, cl i mbed on it and \\ i th a few tu rns of the pedals came toward 
them. As he drew up beside Gheorghe Vasi le  he cried, "The Gennans keep 
bombing the Palace, but they don't have any bombers . They j ust come over 
with fighters and drop the bombs from them ! If we can only hold out another 
day or two we'll be safe . . . .  " 

They passed a number of houses that had been leveled by the bombs. 
Two children sprawled in the sunshine on top of the mins ,  fol lowing the 
wagon for a long t ime \\ ith their eyes. After l eaving the boulevard they 
stopped suddenly and Cojocaru began to crack the whip over the h orses, 
swearing. S omeone stepped down from the sidewalk to help, but the h orses 
stra ined ,  the wagon j erked suddenly ,  and the man waved at them with a 
laugh .  Gheorghe Vasile tipped his hat i n  salute as he j ogged 31ong, shaki ng 
and bouncing. 

"i\'ow I have to find a site , "  he said ,  leaning toward Irina, "where I can 
build the Foundations . . . .  " He wished to continue, but he stopped suddenly 
and raised his eyes in fright. There was a sou nd of a i rplanes aga i n  and they 
saw the people scatter, shouting, disappearing into the courtyards or thrmving 
themselves to the ground. The h orses broke i nto a gal lop,  and Gheorghe 
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Vasile shrank down i n  the wagon , trying to hide among the boxes. I rina 
covered her eyes. Three German planes went past l ike l ightning di rectly 
overhead, accompanied by the short sharp whine of bullets and flyi ng chips of 
asphalt. Cojocaru pulled on the reins to check the fl ight of the horses and 
turned to l ook at the others, exh ilarated, his eyes sparkli ng. 

'Those arc fighters !"  he shouted . "Did you sec that? Did you see how 
they shot at  us?" 

People reappeared on the sidewalks again,  noisy, restless, l ooking all 
about them, cross ing the streets to meet each other, gesticulating vehemently. 

"Maybe it would be better if you didn't go on , "  Ir ina suggested . "Maybe 
you should wait a day or two . . . .  " 

The sun shone di rectly i n  their faces now, blinding them, and Gheorghe 
Vasile pulled his hat over his eyes. He seemed not to have heard her. Cojo
caru began to whistle. The street was pi tted with holes here and there, and the 
horses advanced at a walk with their heads held close to the pavement as 
though they were sniffing at it. The teacher took out his handkerchief and 
wiped his face. 

"Now that we've started I won't give i n , "  he said after awhi le, with 
determi nation and a kind �Jf restrai ned fury. "I won't give in u ntil I 've built 
something the l ikes of which has never been seen before in Dobresti ! "  

It  was not long before they turned into a paved street l ined with new l i ttle 
houses that appeared to be unoccupied. Cojocaru , whistling all the while,  
cal mly urged the horses forward , but at the end of the street they were stopped 
by two soldiers weari ng combat uniforms a nd helmets a nd carrying machine 
guns. 

"We're going to Obor, "  Cojocaru told them . "We have some books with 
us . . . .  " 

Gheorghe Vasile got to his feet i n  the wagon . "They're useful books, 
books of culture for the entire Romanian nation ! "  

The soldiers approached the wagon, perplexed, their sunburnt faces 
covered \\·ith sweat and dust. "You can't go there, "  said one of them. "They're 
fighti ng with the Germans at Obor. H aven't you seen the planes?" 

"The whole city's surrounded by Germans," the other added. "Haven't 
you heard the radio?" 

"I know how to get out of Bucharest ,"  said Cojocaru . "We don't have to 
go through Obor. I know other ways . . . .  " 

"These are books of great value," Gheorghe Vasile  began aga in .  "I have 
to find a safe place for them . The Russians arc coming . . . .  " 

The soldiers stepped aside and signaled to them to pass. Cojocaru 
brought two fi ngers to his temple in a mil i tary salute and the wagon started off 
aga in ,  creaking brassily.  

As they neared the rai lway station at  Obor they began to hear the sound 
of rifle fire and now and then the brief rattle of a machine gun. The wagon 
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drew up in front of a courtyard fil led with tall  hollyhocks, where two old 
\\·omen rested on low stools in the garden beyond the fence. 

" \\'hat's going on at the tollgate, auntie?" asked Cojocaru.  
The women looked at  him inquisitively and in  si lence. Gheorghe Vasile 

doffed his hat to them. "Is it possible to go past the tollgate?" he asked. 
One of the women left her stool and approached the fence timidly. She 

scrutinized them for some time through the hollyhocks. "You can't go," she 
said fi na l ly .  "I hear that the Germans are there, wai ting for the Russians . . .  " 

Cojocaru turned his attention abruptly back to the horses, ci rcl ing the 
whip angrily above them , and the wagon lunged forward with a sudden jerk. 
Soon they reached a crossroad where an army truck was parked in  the shade of 
a locust tree. It was occupied by only one soldier, who sat dozing behind the 
\\·heel , his helmet thrust far back on his head. Cojocaru sprang down from the 
wagon and went up to h i m .  

"Can w e  g o  to Obor?" he dema nded . 
"If you'll wa i t  a l i ttl e longer you might," the soldier replied ,  sub jecting 

the other to a lengthy inspection . "This morn ing there were only two 
machine-gun nests left. But you kn<J\\ there's an airplane that keeps c i rcling 
around here . . . .  " 

"There're three of them , "  said Cojocaru , spitting to one s ide. "We saw 
them just a l ittle while ago. " 

"I don 't mean those. They're planes from Bancasa , from the airfield .  
They're strafing the dO\mtown area a nd the boulevards . I mean the one that's 
guarding the station a nd the railway . "  

Several other people had gathered about them wh ile they were speaking. 
"You m ight not get by," said one of the newcomers, a man who had not 
shaved for many days and whose misty eyes betrayed a lack of sleep . "The 
plane will spot you. I t's flying just above the housetops . "  

Gheorghe Vasil e  cl imbed out of the wagon too, leaving the reins in 
Iri na's  hands. " We don't have time , "  he said .  "There's an armistice. The 
Russians arc coming . . . .  " 

The people stared at h i m  quizzical ly but made no fur ther comment. 
"You can try ,"  said the soldier, removing his hel met in order to wipe the 

sweat from his face. "But don 't go by way of the sta tion . "  
Cojocaru and Gheorghe Vasile returned to the wagon where I rina 

wai ted, quietly holding the reins. 
" I  kno\\ a way , "  remarked Cojocaru , "but i t's a big detour. We'll barely 

make it to the h ighway by evening. " He stopped and l ooked at Irina, then 
turned his questi oning gaze upon the teacher. 

' ' I 'm going with you as far as the h ighway," I rina declared . 
Cojocaru jumped up on the wagon , whistled to the horses, and turned 

back down the street i n  the di rection from which they had come. They heard 
the sound of the rifles aga in ,  somewhat muffled this time, and after an 
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interval came the brief response of the machine gun. The horses started to 
gallop and a dusty, frightened puppy ran along beside the wagon ,  \\ hich \\as 
making an ear-spl itting racket. It was difficult for Irina to keep her balance 
among the boxes that \\ ere bouncing and bumping together almost con
stantly. The horses stumbled weari ly after a few hundred meters and Cojocaru 
relaxed the reins, letting them \\·alk ahead slowly. 

"I knm\ a ,,·ay ,"  he said again,  turning his head and smil ing. 
They ,,·ere passing along a street of shabby l ittle houses h idden in the 

shade of old mulberry trees . The lane seemed to be deserted but women and 
children kept appearing behind the fences, watching them \\ ith quiet curios
ity. 

"Folks are scared, "  said Cojocaru and he ''hided the '' hip once more, 
high in the a i r. 

At the end of that street they had to stop again .  Two mil i ta ry trucks 
loaded '' ith soldiers came pell-mell from the direction of the center of the 
city, blm, ing their horns steadily .  People rushed from thei r houses and court
yards, and in a few moments the street had come to l ife. 

"The Russians have come, you kno,,· , "  Irina heard a \\·oman say as she 
drew her kerchief over her mouth . 

''They\·e barely reached Buzau , "  commented someone else. "They 
won't be here for two or three days yet. " 

"If only the Gennans don't occupy us fi rst, " said another. "I heard 
they've crossed the Danube and are coming tm,·ard us from Bulgaria . "  

They went on se\ual hundred meters and Cojocaru stopped the wagon 
beside a fountain,  cl imbed dmm ,,·ith a bucket, and gave the horses a drink. 

"\\'hat are \\ e going to do, cousin?" demanded Gheorghe Vasile. 
"Don't \\ orry. I know the \\ ay,"  Cojocaru declared calmly. "But it  makes 

a big detour. . . .  " 

He let the horses rest and rol led a cigarette for himself. The teacher 
rummaged in his pockets and found a package. Half of the tobacco had been 
shaken out of the cigarettes, but he selected one and lit it. Staring vacantly 
ahead, Irina grasped the reins. 

"We have to hurry!" Gheorghe Vasi le muttered, mostly to himself. 
They set out again over poor unpaved streets, thick with dust as deep as 

the breadth of a man's hand. The tiny, dilapidated houses were really no more 
than hovels, and in the uncultivated gardens ,,·ith thei r broken fences, corn 
and sunflowers mi ngled with hollyhocks and morning glories. Cojocaru 
halted the wagon at another crossroad and looked around with a frown. He 
seemed to be trying to reca ll which way he should go. Final ly he urged the 
horses down the most wretched of the lanes, one that \\ aS rutted and ful l  of 
holes. Several large shepherd dogs dashed out of the yards and began to bark at 
them. People with sleepy, frightened faces appeared on the other side of the 
fences and followed their progress until the \\·agon was lost in a cloud of dust. 
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About a hundred meters farther one of the wheels became stuck i n  a hole,  and 
all the stra in ing of the h orses could not budge it. Cojocaru handed the reins to 
Irina a nd leapt down from his scat,  fol lowed a few moments later by the 
teacher. Surrounded by the d ogs , they put their shoulders to the back of the 
wagon and bega n to push . After several frui tless attempts Cojocaru gave up, 
mutteri ng curses as  two men emerged from a nearby yard. They shouted 
threats at the hmd i ng dogs to drive them away, and a l l  four lea ned on the 
wagon , ,, hi le I rina brandished the whip above the horses. The vehicle 
bounded out of the hole. 

"But where arc you going?" asked one of the newcomers. 
''To Giurgi u , "  the teacher repl ied .  "\\'c have a valuable l ibrary with us. 

The Russians arc coming . . . .  " 

ll1c man kept staring at h im with his  eyes half-closed, squinting in the 
bright sunlight. He did n ot appear to have heard V Jsilc.  

"\Vc have ma ny precious things ,  books for the Cultural Foun
dati ons . . . .  \Vc'rc taking them to a safe place . . . .  " 

The man began to scratch the top of his head . "You can sec the road's no 
good , "  he said .  "Back of the tavern arc the Davicloglu Pits .  Don't go that way.  
When you get to the streetlight go to the left . " 

Gheorghe Vasi le tha nked h i m ,  l i ft ing his  hat. and they started off once 
aga in ,  harrassccl by the dogs, but nO\\ I rina was driving ,,·b ile the h\·o men 
walked beside the wagon in the dust, \\ hich became th icker as they conti nued 
on their way. The sun was di rectly overhead. Final ly  they came to a spot 
,,·here the lane seemed to disappear, S\\ all owcd by a tract of vacant land.  The 
last of the shanties had been left behind .  

Ir ina pulled on t h e  rei ns and stopped the h orses. "I think ,,·c'vc passed 
the streetl ight, " she saicl .  "There aren't a ny more houses in s ight. . . .  " 

An olcl woma n was coming toward them across the open field with a 
basket i n  her hand. Cojocaru stepped out to meet her. "Is  there a streetlight 
some\\·hcrc around here?'' 

She set her basket down in the grass a nd observed them suspi ciously from 
the corners of her eyes. "\Vh o'rc you l ooking for?'' 

"\Vc want to go to Giurgi u , "  said Gheorghe Vasile.  "We're looki ng for a 
tavern at the Davidoglu Pits . . . .  " 

The old woman raised her head and skeptical ly  turned upon them a 
rapid sidelong glance. "It's on the right ,"  she said finally, "after you cross the 
fiel d . "  

They set out aga i n  with Irina still h olding the reins. The blazing heat of 
the n oon su n had become oppressive, and she covered her head with a 
kerchief. The h orses advanced with difficulty because the wagon road had 
been supplanted by a number of dusty paths that crossed and recrossed at  
random, appearing and disappearing aimlessly a m ong the wild camomile and 
other weeds that grew there i n  profusion.  Here and there they came upon 
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mounds of dung and rubbish . But they continued on their way, and after a 
hundred meters or so they saw the streetl ight and then a l i ttle farther on they 
noticed a tavern. Beyond it on the left a new row of shanties began.  

"I say let's stop at the tavern to give the horses a rest, " suggested Cojo-
caru. 

At sunset they had not yet reached the highway. They had stayed more than 
an hour at the tavern , where they had eaten while the horses rested in the 
meager shade of the l ocusts. Because the i nnkeeper had a radio, people were 
constantly coming i n  to find out the news. I t  was announced that the Russians 
were moving toward the capital in a forced march . Although Bucharest was 
surrounded and under continual aerial attack, the city was resisting. The 
German forces had not succeeded i n  breaking through at any point. 

The travelers l eft at two in the ful l  heat of the afternoon, i ntending to go , 
through the field i n  order to avoid the Davidoglu Pits. The road was difficult 
from the start. It was necessary to cl i mb a knoll that towered above an aban
doned brickyard, and a number of people went with them to help the wagon 
up the i ncline. In addition to the teacher and Cojocaru , there were five husky 
men who put their shoulders to the wagon. I ri na drove, cracking the whip 
awkwardly over �he horses. When they came to the summit of the knol l ,  they 
were startled by an airplane that seemed to be flying directly toward them, 
very low over the gardens, with its motor shut off. The men flattened them
selves against the ground. I ri na gripped the reins with all her strength, tilted 
her head and looked squarely into the pilot's eyes. She thought that she saw a 
smile of astonishment on his face, but then she caught a distinct glimpse of 
the machine gun.  She waited. The plane passed over her noiselessly, and she 
turned her head at the same moment that the pilot turned his .  He was still  
smil i ng at her. She heard the motor start aga in and watched as the plane 
gai ned altitude, dipped a wing and headed toward the tavern.  After a few 
seconds that seemed endless , they heard the sound of the machine gun .  The 
men jumped up, looked back at the tavern and quickly dispersed. Two of 
them slid down the steep clay slope that descended on the abandoned brick 
kilns .  The others returned by the route they had taken to the top. 

The wagon traversed the crest of the hi l l  for half an hour, with Cojocaru 
leadi ng the horses by the bridle, while I ri na and Gheorghe Vasile followed 
beh i nd,  watchi ng the wheels .  Finally they came down from the knoll at a 
truck farm and were greeted from afar by the barking of dogs. An elderly man 
came out of a hovel and walked toward them. He was pointing to something 
out beyond the shacks and the fields of corn, gesticul ating and uttering i nco
herent sounds. 
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" H e's mute,  poor fel low!"  sa id Cojocaru . "Tough luck!" 
All three cli mbed i nto the wagon , and the horses moved forward slowly 

because the road was poor. After they had gone a few hundred meters a soldier 
appeared suddenly out of a di tch , waving them to a stop. "Where are you 
going?" he shouted . "There are German patrols ahead. They've attacked three 
times since morning . . . .  " More soldiers, d i rty, with blood on their hands, 
rose out of the ditch . Others came from the cornfield.  A sergeant-maj or 
approached the horses and began to pat their heads . . . .  

Returning to the truck farm, the three found the mute wai ting for them , 
surrounded by his dogs, muttering constantly and motioning to them to 
fol low h i m .  They went around the beds of cucumbers and tomatoes until they 
came to an uncultivated area that was covered with weeds. Gesturing awk
wardly, the mute pointed across the field to a shabby little house h idden under 
some cherry trees that had been blighted by the heat. They thanked h im and 
set off in that direction , but it  took them al most an  hour to cross the field .  
There was no sign of a road. I rina went ahead and pulled the h orses by the 
bridle,  while Cojocaru and Gheorghe Vasi le  wal ked behind the wagon , push
ing and swearing. When they reached the rear of the house Cojocaru began to 
shout, but the only reply was the dista nt barking of a dog. Cojocaru l eapt over 
the fence i nto the garden a nd called aga i n .  The house was deserted. He tried 
the door several times a nd then returned to the \\·agon. With great difficulty 
he brought it around to the front of the house. Bending over, he exami ned the 
wheels one by one, swore aga i n ,  and spat to one side angrily. Presently they 
saw a woman coming toward them . 

"Who're you l ooking for?" she asked when she was still some distance 
a\\·ay. 

The teacher rai sed his hat politely. "We're going to Giurgiu , "  he began .  
"We have with us . . .  " 

"Then you're on the wrong road, "  interrupted the woman. "This one 
will take you to Bucharest. "  

Cojocaru stopped her. " I  know the way ,"  h e  insisted. 
The woman stared at h im and shook her head .  "The only other road goes 

to the Davidoglu Pits. " She pointed across the field to the truck farm . 
Cojocaru spat again  several times, and then, without another word , he  

cli mbed back into the  wagon and appl i ed the whip  to  the tea m .  The woman 
stepped back, frightened. As they passed, the teacher tipped his hat to her and 
bowed. 

Now the horses advanced rapidly. They were on a wagon road, a rather 
good one that passed between vacant fields, with h ere and there a hut, and 
then proceeded toward a group of houses. The heat had diminished, but they 
were bli nded by dust. When they reached the houses, people began to come 
outdoors to stare over the fences at them. 

Obviously annoyed, the teacher excla imed, "We're back in Bucharest ! "  
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Cojocaru yelled and cracked the whip. They passed the houses at top 
speed and a half-hour later they had l eft the last shanty behind, emerging in 
an open area with a factory on the other side. Cojocaru turned to Gheorghe 
Vasile and smiled ,  pointing with his whip. 

"That's what I was looking for!  I told you I knew the way !"  
As  they drew near, ho\\ ever, they heard the clatter of  a mac� inc gun, 

coming, they thought, from the wall  of the factory. The horses reared and 
started to run aga in .  Someone in the field called to them , but his words were 
i ncomprehensible. The machine gun rattled again,  and when Cojocaru heard 
the bullets whistl i ng overhead,  he stopped the horses. 

"You fools ! "  shouted a voice from the field. "Co back!" cried another. 
"The Germans are in the factory! "  

They noticed then that several soldiers and armed civilians, who were 
scattered about the field, h idden in the grass and hugging the ground, were 
motioning to them . With a curse Cojocaru tugged on the reins and turned the 
wagon around. A red sun was setting in a sky darkened with dust and smoke as 
they hal ted beside a well to water the horses. That was ,,·hen I ri na showed , 
them the bullet hole i n  her kerchief. "I felt it go through my hair ," she said. 

As midnight was approaching Cojocaru realized that he had lost his way. He 
turned the wagon around again and headed back toward the abandoned 
brickyard near the Davidoglu Pits. They had passed this way the second time 
about an hour before, after a ci rcuitous route through the fields and among 
the truck farms. They reached the kilns at one o'clock in the morning. 

"We'l l leave at dawn ,"  said Cojocaru as he freed the horses and led 
them, hobbled, into the field to graze. Then he climbed into the wagon, 
yawned several times, and wrapping a fur coat around him,  he promptly fell  
asleep. Gheorghe Vasi le and I ri na made pal lets of straw for themselves at the 
mouth of a ruined oven and lay down under the blankets. A little later I rina 
got up. 

"I can't sleep, "  she said, and picking her way lightly, carefully, around 
the wagon, she went toward the horses in the field and began stroking them on 
the neck whi le  whispering in their ears. She could imagine the distant city 
keeping watch, sleepless. Here and there ruddy flares fl ickered in the sky, and 
sometimes the muffled rumble of cannon reached her cars. She put her cheek 
against the horse's neck and waited. Finally she returned slowly to the ruins. 
The teacher had awakened and was smoking, his cigarette hidden in his fist. 

"We ought to leave, "  he whispered, "if \\ e don't want to be caught by the 
Russians ! "  
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Irina sat down on the stra\\ and pointed to the \\'agon . "He's sleeping. 
Gi\·e him at least another hour.  . . .  " 

"Sleep escapes me, " declared the teacher, wrapping himself more snugly 
in the blanket. 

They \\ ere both s i lent for a t ime, l istening. The chirping of the crickets 
had died away. They could hear the short, hobbled steps of the h orses and 
Cojocaru's breathing, deep and muffled .  

"I told h i m , "  I rina began suddenly, "I told h im that drinking and smok
ing \\·i l l  do h im no good . These things don't help very long. They're of some 
benefit at fi rst, for a clay or h\·o perhaps. �0\\ he has to come to his senses and 
pray. He said ,  To \\ hom do I pray if I don't beli eve? To \\·hat God do I pray if 
he doesn't exi�t?' But I told h im to pray for her, Ioa na . She needs his 
prayers . . .  to pray to the God she believed in.  Ioa na bel ieved in God . . .  " 

"Did he say that God doesn't exist?" Gheorghe Vasi le  interrupted , h i s  
tone uuexpectedly solemn.  "A great mistake. Science and learning have dem
onstrated that God exists . I have a number of books on the subject. I'll give 
them to him to read . . . .  " 

"I told h i m , "  continued Ir ina,  "he has to pray. This  is true love-to 
bel ieve i n  \\ hat she bcl ic\-cd i n ,  l oana.  But he,  the Emperor,  has someth i ng 
on his conscience . . . .  " 

She stopped abmptly and ran her hand across her face. She felt that the 
teacher was scruti nizing her i nten tly, peering at her through the darkness . 

"Science has demonstrated the existence of Cod , "  he sa id . "The laws of 
nature are laws made by God . That's \\ hy man is m ortal .  S cience has proved 
that if we \\ ere immortal the earth would become too small in two or three 
generations . . . .  " 

"He told me 3bout Ioa na , "  I rina went on , l<J\\ cring her voice. "I said to 
h i m ,  ' If you want to find out about l oana,  go and ta lk with the colonel . '  He 
l i stened to  me, but he looked at  me as though he thought I \\·as crazy. H e  had 
drunk a lot that evening, and he had made me drink too. My face was 
burning.  'What can Balcanu tell me about l oana?' he asked. 'He didn 't knmv 
her. He never met her. . . .  ' 'I know, '  I said , 'but Colonel Baleanu is a man 
with a kind heart. H e's received consolation from God. He \\ ould know how 
to talk to you a nd console you . He's very close to l oa na . '  'You're talking 
nonsense! '  he said to me. ' I t's useless to get angry , '  I told h i m .  There's only 
one thing you can do for her now-pray. And u ntil you pray for her, you 
won't rest! ' "  

"\Yell said ! "  declared the teacher. "You were right. Science and fai th are 
the consolation of man . . . .  " 

"The fi rst ti me I saw the colonel , "  I rina continued, her voice hardly 
audible ,  "I was afraid .  Stefan had told me something he had said ,  but he 
hadn't understood him properly. The colonel didn't say that God punished 
h im because he slapped Spiridon . . . .  " 
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"He slapped him? When?" 
"Once, a l ong time ago, when they quarreled for a reason I don't know. 

He slapped him, but then he also asked his forgiveness . . . .  " 
"He shouldn't have slapped h im,"  said the teacher gravely. 
"He begged his pardon and they were reconciled. It wasn't on account of 

this that he lost his sight. The colonel didn't mean to say that. He has realized 
that everyth ing comes from God and he's content. He has found consolation. 
This is what he wants to tell Stefan.  That's what Catal ina told me, too. " 

"Is Catal ina his  wife?" 
"No. She'd l ike to be his fiancee, but he's not wil l ing. He says she's too 

young and too beautiful to be tied down to an inval id for the rest of her l ife. " 
"The colonel's right. I t's a manly decision and a wise one. " 
"But she loves him.  H e  keeps tell ing her, 'Let's wa i t  a year or two and 

we'll see then if you still feel the same. ' And she answers, ' In a year or two I 
may be dead or maybe I 'l l  be old! ' "  

"Listen ! "  whispered the teacher, sitting up in alarm. 
The horses seemed to sense somethi ng too, for the sounds of their hesi

tant steps and their breathing ceased suddenly.  A group of men emerged from' 
the darkness and came toward them, walking softly and in si lence, careful not 
to make a noise. I ri na sprang to her feet and went to the wagon. She watched 
them approach and gradually she saw that it was a mili tary patrol guided by a 
few civil ians .  Cojocaru woke up. A soldier stepped forward and asked in a 
whisper, "Have you been here long?" 

"Only a few hours . "  
"Then he couldn't have seen h i m , "  said one of the civilians. "He 

dropped down early i n  the evening. I t  was sti ll light. . . .  " 
"Did you happen to see the a i rplane?" asked the soldier. " I t  made a 

forced landing somewhere near here. He might have run out of gas or had an 
accident. People saw him come down last evening i n  the field. " 

"We haven't seen h i m , "  Cojocaru replied .  Gheorghe Vasile  had joined 
them and was l isteni ng to the conversation . It had turned cold and he was sti l l  
wrapped i n  h is  blanket. 

"Then let's go, "  the soldier said to the group, and they departed as 
s i lently as they had come. The others watched them make their way in the 
direction of the truck farms. A few of them turned aside in back of the kilns 
and began to clamber up the steep, sl ippery slope of the hi l l .  

"I 'd sure l ike to go with them!" exclaimed Cojocaru . "To sec how they 
capture the plane . "  

" I  say it  would b e  better for u s  to leave , "  the teacher answered. " S o  we 
can get to the highway early. " 

Cojocaru stifled a yawn, covering his mouth with his hand . He jumped 
down from the wagon and strolled toward the horses. 

• • • 
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\Jevertheless, the day was breaking when they left. It was difficult to get the 
wagon mo\'ing, and Coj ocaru shouted at the horses, describing numerous 
circles in the air with his whip. For a,,·h ile the teacher and I rina walked beside 
the wagon in order to warm themselves. I t  was stil l  rather cool . Light m ists 
were hovering over the fields and above the vegetable gardens .  All around 
them they could hear the sparrows chi rping, while now and then a larger bird 
'' ould dart from the bushes, flying very l ow, almost getting caught between 
the legs of the horses. Ahead in the distance stretched field upon field of corn. 
After they had gone a l ittle more than a kilometer across the open country, 
they came to a road,  and Coj ocaru halted the wagon so the others could climb 
in. Wh istl i ng, he began to drive the horses at a trot. S oon the sun appeared. 
They watched it as it rose above the horizon in the shadowy, hazy sky. 
Suddenly they heard the noise of a motor. There was the plane taking off 
directly in front of them , almost touch ing the tips of the corn tassels. I t  came 
straight toward them,  as if i t  intended to strike them down . The horses reared , 
jerking the wagon.  I ri na raised her head a nd smiled .  I t  seemed that the pilot 
recogn ized her because he returned her smile and saluted , bringing his hand 
to h is forehead.  A few moments later the plane had gained sufficient altitude 
to wheel smoothly on one wing and head aga in in their direction. 

"He's going to shoot us !"  cried the teacher, cowering among the crates. 
I rina sprang from the wagon and began to wave her kerchief, signal i ng to 

the aviator, who looked at her in amusement and smiled again .  
"Leave us a lone!"  she shouted at  the top of her voice. "Mind your own 

business. \\'c're not going to war !"  
The plane disappeared over the cornfields. Cojocaru had jumped down 

too and was holding the horses by the bridle. 
"Let's wait and see what he's going to do," he said. "If he keeps circl ing 

over us he'll scare the horses a nd they'll pitch us into the ditch . . . .  I wonder 
why they didn't find him last n ight?" he added, furious.  "He landed here 
behind a cornfield and nobody noticed him . "  

They waited a few mi nutes, l ost i n  thought, a lmost hypnotized , as 
though the twittering of the birds had charmed them. The sound of the 
airplane was fainter now and m ore distant, but they saw it once more, rather 
h igh , and they watched it point its nose at the tavern . S oon they heard the 
machine gun .  All three climbed into the wagon then and they set out again .  

The field \\ as  deserted . H ere and there they saw signs of plowing that had 
scarcely been started \\hen i t  ,,·as abandoned in  great haste. Once they met a 
youth coming out of a field with an armful of corn. 

"Is this the road to Giurgiu?" Cojocaru asked, stopping the team .  
The boy approached them silently. "This way you'll come out o n  the 

Ciulnita road,  going to Baragan . " 
"That's al l  right, too , "  said Coj ocaru , and he whistled to the h orses. 
At ten o'clock they halted the wagon beside a ditch in which a trickle of 
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water was still flowing, protected by the tal l ,  fresh grass. They al ighted and 
lunched at the edge of the ditch . Cojocaru's hand was numb and he rubbed it 
for a long time to revive it .  Then he rolled h imself a cigarette and began to 
smoke slowly and with rel ish. 

"But what are we going to do at Ciulnita?" demanded the teacher a while 
later. "We're getting farther away . . . .  " 

"I know the way, don't worry. First we have to get to the h ighway. After 
that we take a right turn and go down to the Danube. "  

Si lently he finished his cigarette and gave a bucket of water to the horses. 
Then they all climbed into the wagon again.  They had not gone far when they 
discerned in the distance a convoy of mili tary veh icles coming toward them. 
Cojocaru pulled the wagon to the edge of the ditch and stopped. The first 
truck passed them at top speed i n  a cloud of dust, its driver motioning to them 
to stay where they were. Ambulances, automobiles, a number of tank trucks, 
and trucks full of soldiers foll owed. Then came an immense trailer with eight 
wheels, pulled by a huge tractor. Each vehicle carried machine guns in firing 
position, except the trai ler,  which was equipped with antiaircraft cannon. After , 
the last truck was l ost to sight i n  the thick, roll ing dust, the three removed 
their hands from their mouths and began to cough. 

'They were Germans , "  said the teacher. "They came from Ciulnita. 
This means that the Russians are coming behind them. You'll see-we'll 
meet the Russians . . .  " 

"Don't worry, " Cojocaru soothed h im.  "Before the Russians come we'll 
reach the Danube. " 

It was hard to move the wagon through the dust. They had left the corn 
behind now and were surrounded by stubble. Cojocaru spat constantly.  They 
met an old gray-haired man driving an oxcart, and when he was opposite 
them , Gheorghe Vasile could not refrain  from asking, "How do we get to 
Giurgiu?" 

The old man raised h is whip handle and pointed. "You go to the right. 
But, you know, it's a bad road . . . .  " 

"We'll manage , "  said Cojocaru . 
The old man smiled and shook his head. "Don't take the national high

way. The Germans are coming that way. I 've heard they've crossed the 
Danube from Bulgaria and are on their way to Bucharest . . . .  " 

Gheorghe Vasile l ifted h is hat and saluted h im gratefully. Cojocaru 
urged the horses forward with a whistl e. The sun beat down steadily now, and 
I ri na tied her kerchief on her head. 

"I want to see you reach the main h ighway and then I 'l l  go back, "  she 
said. 

• • • 
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After proceedi ng only a few hundred meters on the fi rst road that they en
countered on the right, Cojocaru had to admit that  the old man had not been 
mistaken. Perhaps at one ti me the road had been a fai rly  good one, but the 
rains had eroded it ,  wash ing out deep ditches that ran along its l ength and 
across it  as  wel l .  Then the drought had come and cracks had opened, breaking 
it  i nto pieces. �0\\ noth ing remained but a succession of holes and ruts 
'' inding in and out between the ploughed ground and the fields of stubble. It 
became more and more difficult  to make any progress. The horses stopped 
frequently, thei r necks tense with exertion , their muzzles almost touching the 
dust. I rina jumped down from the wagon,  fol lowing it on foot, and it was not 
long before the teacher cli mbed dmm too. 

··1 thi n k  \\ e took the wrong road, "  he said. 
"This is the one the old man mentioned .  I t's pretty bad . . . .  " 

In the di stance a fc,, l i ttle peasants' houses could be seen,  but here in the 
fields around them , '' hcthcr stubble or ploughed, there was no sign of human 
l ife. Toward noon they heard the roar of a irplanes and al l  three looked up at 
the sky. At an altitude of about a thousand meters an entire squadron ,,·as 
flying in the shape of a V, l i ke a flight of storks. 

"Those arc Americans, " explained Cojocaru . 
\\'h i le they \\·ere watching the planes, the horses hung their heads low in 

the dust and rested , thei r flanks qui,-cring in a continuous effort to dri\'e away 
the fl i es.  Then Cojocaru brandished the \\ hip once more and the wagon 
started fom ard \\ ith a long dra\\ n-out groan ,  creaking in c\·ery j oint .  But they 
had not gone far \\ hen a rear " heel slid into a hol e and the ,·ch icle lurched to 
one side, crushing the \\ heel under its \\·eight. The crates collided in shifting 
and h\O fell  out on the road,  spi l l ing the bundl es of books , " h ich rol led to the 
edge of the field. Cojocaru whistled with rage and \Txation , and he  leaped to 
release the horses from the shafts. Aghast, the teacher stared at the tilted 
wagon.  I rina alone maintai ned her composure. \\'ithout saying a \\"Ofd she 
began to gather up the books.  

"�ow, \\ hat a mess ! "  said Cojocaru , scratching his  head thoughtfully.  
He seized the horses by the bridle and pul led them after h im to the side 

of the road a fc\\ step� away, " here he  hobbled them . Returning to the " agon 
he bent O\'er to examine the \\ heel . The teacher approached apprehensi\'ely ,  
\\ iping his  forehead \\ ith an automatic gesture. Ir ina continued to collect the 
books, brush ing the dust from each one and setting it beside the road on a 
patch of dry grass. 

"First of all \\ e.\'e got to unload those crates , "  stated Coj ocaru. "Then 
we'll raise the wagon and repai r  the axle . . . .  If it's possible with the tools we 
ha,·e , "  he added, smil ing,  and turning around he spat \'igorously all the way 
across the ditch . 

The crates could not be l ifted until they had been partial ly emptied , so 
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Cojocaru bega n to hand the bundles of books to Irina and the teacher, who 
deposited them at the edge of the road. Within an hour they were dripping 
with perspiration and covered with dust, but they had managed to unload the 
crates, push them to the roadside, and raise the wagon. Cojocaru then got out 
his tools and set them beside h im in the dust. 

"It's easy enough to fix i t ,"  he said after a while,  "but we won't be able to 
carry the books on this road. Maybe on the Giurgiu h ighway . . . .  " 

"Then what are we going to do?" asked the teacher i n  alarm. 
"Don't worry, we'll figure i t  out. " 
He rol led a cigarette with a thoughtful air  and smoked it slowly, studying 

the broken axle, fingering it, whistl ing now and then . The teacher sat down, 
exhausted, on the edge of the ditch beside the packages of books. When 
Cojocaru had fin ished his cigarette, he set to work. After half an hour he rose 
out of the dust, picked up the tools and tossed them into the wagon . Then he 
harnessed the horses. 

' ' I 'm going to the village to hunt for an oxcart, " he told them. But he was 
afraid to climb into the wagon , and taking up the bridle in his good hand he , 
started out. I rina accompanied him silently part of the way, then returned and 
sat down beside her father-in-law. 

"I suggest that you don't establish the Foundations yet ,"  she said. "Wait 
and see first what the Russians do. " 

The teacher threw her a quick glance. "Now that I 've begun ,  I 'm not 
going to give up. " 

It had become very warm and there was not a scrap of shade to be seen 
anywhere. They changed their positions many times, finally sitting on the 
ground with their backs against the crates. The cloud of dust left in the wake 
of the wagon was still visible in the distance. After awh il e  Gheorghe Vasi le 
stood up. Selecting a l i ttle book at random from a bundle that had broken 
open, he put on his glasses and began to read. Irina rested her chin on her 
hand and watched him.  

Shortly before sunset Cojocaru retumed, riding on one horse and lead
ing the other by the bridle. He seemed discouraged. 

"The people say we took the wrong road , "  he began,  dismounting slowly 
and setting the horses free. "They say that the road to the Giurgiu highway is a 
l ittle farther on . We were misled by that old graybeard . . . .  " 

"And what do we do now?" asked the teacher, looking at him over his 
spectacles. 

"Later th is evening some men are coming with an oxcart to get the 
books . . . .  " He stretched out on the ground beside the road. Roll ing up his 
coat, he placed it under his head and fell  asleep. 

Irina and the teacher spent that night at the priest's house, while Cojo
caru slept on straw in the barn at the farm of the peasant who had rented them 
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the cart. The only i nhabitants of the vil lage who slept well were the children . 
The constable had read the government proclamation that evening. All were 
i nstructed to receive the Soviet troops with trust and fri endship,  because they 
were coming to help with the l iberation of the territory. In addit ion it was 
announced on the radio that the Russians were advancing at  extraordinary 
speed and were now a l ittle less than a hundred kilometers from the capita l .  It  
was announced further that the l ast of the German units which had besieged 
and attacked Bucharest for three days had been disarmed and the capital was 
now awaiti ng the victorious entry of the l iberating arm ies. The people l istened 
in si lence to the proclamation , then dispersed to thei r homes. But as soon as i t  
was dark enough, they resumed the work begun on the evening they had 
l earned about the coup d'etat of the King and the entrance of the Russians 
i nto the country. Each buri ed whatever he had of value and prepared h iding 
places for the cattle and the women . 

The three travelers rose at dawn with out having rested . For an amount 
proposed by the teacher, the peasant agreed to haul the crates of books in h is  
cart to  the Ciurgiu highway, a distance of about fifteen kilometers. The whole 
vil lage was up before them , but almost no one ventured out of his house. The 
people watched them set out with mixed feel ings of fear  and astonish ment. 
Iri na and the teacher went on foot in front, fol lowed by the oxcart, while 
behind,  in the empty wagon , rode Cojocaru , shouting. 

The morning was cold. One could feel a foretaste of autumn in it .  The 
road was not bad, and they went ahead rather swiftly because the driver did 
not spare the oxen.  About a kilometer from the vil lage they came upon two 
mounted men standing motionless on a rise at the edge of the road.  They were 
sentries who had watched all night and were now a\\a i ti ng thei r replacements . 
With the exception of these two, there \\·as nobody in sight. On both sides of 
the road the plai n extended endlessly, completely deserted. 

After about five ki lometers they passed along the ontski rts of a vi l lage. On 
the h ighway the constable and the magistrate were on guard ,  waiting. They 
also had had no sleep and they regarded the strangers with anxious eyes as they 
passed. Ir ina and the teacher had cl imbed into the wagon . No longer shout
ing, Cojocaru drove dejectedly, rubbing his numbed hand from time to time. 
Two youths on horseback were standing watch a few hundred meters farther 
down the road, thei r eyes fixed on the hazy horizon of Baragan.  

For a long ti me no one spoke. They were approaching a hamlet when 
several scrawny curs came up to them, barking a greeting. But the dogs slunk 
away quickly and with much whining disappeared i nto the courtyards. The 
houses seemed abandoned .  They found the priest alone on the other side of 
the vil lage, mounted on a blue-black h orse with the skirt of his surplice raised 
high, reveal ing his boots. He too was waiting. 

"They say they're close!" he called. 
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The peasant began to beat the oxen in despera tion . Then after a few 
hundred meters he leapt from the cart, and seizing the yoke, he began to pull 
on i t ,  urging the animals forward . Before long I rina and the teacher also 
climbed down , put thei r hands to the yoke and pushed. 

They came to another village. "It's lzvoarele !"  exclaimed the driver. 
"Not much farther!" 

Here the magistrate, the priest, and the constable \\·ere waiting in the 
company of a boy dressed in the uniform of the normal school . He was very 
pale and seemed frightened. He kept looking nervously first one way and then 
the other. 

"We brought him along because he knows a l i.ttle Russ ian ,"  explained 
the constable, trying to smile. 

Once they had passed the village the peasant grasped the yoke again with 
both hands and began to push with all h is strength , h is head ben t, gritting his 
teeth . On the other side I rina and the teacher pressed on in si lence, puffing. 
Now and then Cojocaru got down and whipped the oxen lusti ly,  with much 
cursmg. 

"Not much farther!" encouraged the driver, l ifting his head and wiping 
the sweat with the back of his hand. "The h ighway's over there where you see 
the locust tree . . . .  " 

He stopped with his mouth agape, staring off into the distance as he stood 
by the oxen. Far away on the horizon they could see a cloud of dust rising. 
The peasa nt turned to the teacher in distress. 

"There they are! " he said, swallowing with difficulty. "What'll we do 
with the woman?" They were silent, watching the dust. 

"Maybe there's time to go back to the vil lage , "  suggested Cojocaru fi
nally. 

The peasant shook his head and wiped his face again with his hand. 
"Better to go righ t over this ploughed ground and hide in the field. " 

The next moment they saw two men on horseback galloping toward 
them, and the peasant stepped out in to the middle of the road, signal ing to 
them with his arms held h igh. One of the horsemen shouted to them from a 
distance, "The Russians arc coming!" and passed by without stopping. 

"Take the woman!" the three cried in unison, pointing to I rina , who was 
standing beside the oxen, smiling calmly. 

The second rider managed to rein in his horse and turn back. Sweat ran 
down in streams over his face. "Put her on behind me!" he commanded.  

I rina ran to the teacher and embraced him,  then shook hands with the 
other two men. 

"Don't worry!"  she called back to them as she mounted the horse. 
"You've made it to the h ighway!" '  

Cojocaru helped her to climb up a t  the rider's back. Cl inging to his 
shoulder with her right hand, she turned her head and watched the wagons for 
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a l ong time. She saw them move forward slowly. They left the road and made 
their  way with difficulty over the ploughed fields, j olt ing and shaking. All 
three men were pushing on the yoke now. 

On the skyl ine the cloud of dust grew larger .  Mounting upward , i t  spread 
over the field and gradually blotted out the horizon, darkening the sky. 
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3 
BIBICESCU HAD ENROLLED IN THE COMMUNIST PARTY A FEW MONTHS AFTER 

the Soviet occupation of Romania. As he confessed to his friends , it had not ' 
taken very much ti me for him to realize that the Russians would be the real 
masters. He had observed that the actors and other artists who frequented the 
Anglo-American l egations and establishments were regarded with suspicion. 
He saw how several dozen armed Communists, transported in  Soviet trucks, 
terrorized the factory unions and other political parties without anything ever 
happening to them. Divisions of Romanian soldiers were fighting far away in 
H ungary and Czechoslovakia by the side of the Russians and against the 
Germans. They were always being forced into the front ranks, where they 
were then decimated. In spite of the armistice all the troops who had been 
found on the front in Moldavia had been captured and sent to Russia .  
Scarcely any armed units were left in  the country. Gradually  the constabu
lary, the police, and the Security Services passed into the hands of the Com
munists. "We must draw the obvious conclusions , "  said Bibicescu . "These 
people arc our masters. 

"And then there's something else. There's the Soviet theater. The 
Russians have solved a number of problems, preeminently the problem of 
man. That's what I'm trying to do myself. . . .  " He lectured them thus on 
strada Macelari one rainy afternoon in late November. 

"I thought it was the problem of Ti me that in terested you , "  Biris cut in .  
"The concentrated Time of the performance, and so on . . . .  " 

"It's almost the same thing. The Soviet theater goes back to Shakespeare. 
But they introduced this novelty-the consciousness of a historic mission . "  

Biris looked a t  h i m  in  surprise. "But where did you learn all these things? 
Who's been talking to you about H istory?" 

"We discuss it at our meetings. We have a very interesting circle . . . .  
You ought to join us," he added after a pause. "Come now, at the beginning, 
while there are sti l l  openings. In  a year or two all the intellectuals will be 
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flocking to the Party, but the important positions will have been long since 
occupied . . . .  " 

"I 'm curious to hear what you have to say about H istory, " said Biris,  
interrupting h i m .  "Tell me more. Tell me about the 'historic mission . ' "  

In  his customary manner Bibicescu was pacing from one end of the room 
to the other. He stopped abruptly, thrust his hands into the pockets of his 
jacket and shrugged. "I see that you don 't want to be serious. " 

"On the contrary, I couldn't be more so. The problem of H istory has 
engaged me for about fifteen years, and I should l ike to know how you have 
discovered it too,  j ust three months after the Russian invasion of our coun
try . . . .  " 

"I should call your attention to the fact that you express yourself improp
erly. \\'hat doe; that mean- 'the Russian i nvasion of our country'? \Ve 
signed an arm isti ce and now we're fighting together against H i tler.  . . .  " 

"We're fighti ng beside our 'natural a l l ies , "' Bi ris checked h im,  "princi
pally by the side of 'our great ally,  Soviet Russia . '  These are the formulae 
employed everywhere in the press and official pronouncements. It's a matter 
of semantics and pol itical expediency. But now \\ e're speaking candidly be
tween friends. You yourself said tha t  the Russians arc our real masters. \Ve are 
agreed. But I 'd l ike to know how, starting out from the problem of the Master, 
you arrived at that of H istory . . .  " 

Bibicescu stopped by the wi ndow and glared a t  h i m  almost crossly. "It 
seems to me that it  shouldn't be hard to figure out. The Soviets are on the 
point of winning the war. The Russian Revolution will  become the avant
garde of universal h istory. \\'e're entering a n ew phase of  the  evol ution of 
mankind . �1an is becoming free to fulfi l l  his his toric destiny. Therefore . . .  " 

"I u ndersta nd , "  Biris broke i n .  "The rest I know. I j ust wanted to find out 
from what philosophical  premise you set out. � ow I'm enlightened . . . .  But 
I 'd like to ask you something in  a different category. What are you going to do, 
then, with your Return from Stalingrad?" 

In the course of the summer Bibicescu had learned about the rel igious 
processions of the �1oldavian ,· i llagers to the rendezvous with the dead 
from Sta l ingrad.  He had thought of wri ting a drama on that theme.  In a 
few days h e  had outl ined the scenario. H e  was i nterested , however, i n  
certa in  particu lars,  a n d  he  h a d  wanted t o  ques tion Stefan .  On an op
pressive evening early in August he had gone to see Biris .  A presenti
ment of the coming catastrophe seemed to be in the a i r . The starless sky 
hung low, heavy \\ i th menace, as though ready to crash down upon the 
city. I t  had been many years since Bibicescu had visited strada Mace
lari ,  and Biris was startled to see h i m  at  the door. "It's an extraordinary 
theme!" the actor had exclaimed. " H ow l ong I 've been searching for 
something of this caliber! Current, rooted i n  history, having neverthe
l ess a mythical d imension ! A myth of the dead ,  half pagan,  in the 
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middle of the twentieth century! Other dramatic creations on the motifs 
of folklore have been attempted, but they were done i n  a narrow, 
provincial spirit. You have to suggest the myth through modern de
vices . . . .  Let's i nvite Viziru to dinner some evening and get him to talk 
about it .  . . .  " Biris l istened with an almost contemptuous disinterest. "I 
don't believe he'll accept. The man's lost his wife and child. He's lost 
everyth ing. I doubt that he's concerned about the destiny of myths in 
the twentieth century. "  B ibicescu had l ooked at Biris in astonishment, 
and then he had remarked, "He gave me the impression of being an 
i ntell igent man . "  

B iris was i ns istent. "What point of correspondence have you found between a 
myth of the dead and the acquisition of a historic consciousness?" 

"I abandoned that project long ago, " responded Bibicescu , and he re
sumed his pacing. " I t  was an escape into folklore . Like a great many other 
people, I also passed through a period of crisis. I didn't see where reality could 
be found. Now I understand. Art can only be regenerated through a frank and 
total return to reality,  and above all to h istoric reality . . . .  " 

That eveni ng Biris went to the Cafenea . H e  had recently returned to his 
prewar habits, and now he could be found there almost every day. At fi rst the 
atmosphere had seemed different to h im because a great many new faces had 
appeared, but, even so, he encountered many of his old acquaintances. At 
certain tables Anglo-Saxon and Soviet authors were being discussed. The 
people spoke of books and magazines from the West. They had not been 
found i n  Romania for four years but had begun to reappear. At the table by 
the window he was fairly certain to find Bursuc, who seemed to be still the 
same. When he laughed his eyes vanished as before in the layers of fat, but 
one could now distinguish i nnumerable very fine wrinkl es around his tem
ples. He had been enrolled for some time in the party of Patru Fruncea, and 
he criticized the government for not being sufficiently Sovietophile.  

"All who want to get set for the future, come now, come quickly !" he 
cried , looking all around him.  "Come to the Revolution! We're making it 
now! We have the tanks . . . .  " He saw Biris enter and he motioned for him to 
come to his table. 

"I  can't stay. I 'm looking for conu Misu . . . .  " 

Misu Weissman was also coming again to the Cafenea, cheerful,  en
thusiastic, well-informed as ever. He had begun to mention his great enter
prise again and hi nted at an impending trip to London. 

"What do you have to do with the Anglo-American plutocracy?" de
manded Bursuc. "Stay here with us and make the revolution . . .  " 

Biris smiled absently and went to another table, where there was talk 
about the situation at the fronts. He stopped for a few moments and then 
continued his circuit of the Cafenea , moving slowly, watching for Weissman. 
Finally, somewhat disappointed, he left. The rain had ceased and a cold wind 
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had begun to blow. Biris turned up the collar of his  overcoat and started for 
Cata l i na's apartment. Probably he would fi nd her at home at this hour, and 
she would deta i n  him to drink a cup of tea . Entering, he  would say to her, " I  
have a l ot o f  news for you about Bibicescu. H e's discovered the h istoric 
m ission of the proletariat, and he's abol ished the myth of the return from 
Sta l ingrad . . . .  " She would smile at h i m  and say, "You know what he's l ike .  
H e's interested in  j ust one thi ng-to be able to di rect a theater. H e  doesn't 
care \vho gives h i m  money or what pol i tical views he's compell ed to 
share . . . .  " "Only now he'll quarrel with conu  Misu , "  B i ris would respond. 
" Misu is on the side of the Anglo-Americans . . . .  " " You don't know conu 
Misu , "  Cata l ina would answer. "They'll always be the best of friends. Conu 
Misu is a remarkable man . . . .  " Then she would pour the tea and ask him for 
news of the war. H e  would shrug and say, "All day long we talk of noth ing 
else-how the war's going . . . .  " Then with l ittle bounces she would settle 
herself aga inst the back of the divan and begin to speak about Balcanu.  "He's a 
rema rkable man , "  she would say. · ·He's a saint. . . .  " Biris would l ight another 
cigarette. "When you get to know h i m  too . . .  " Catal ina would continue, and 
she \Vould go on l ike this for an hour,  a year, a century. She could tal k  to h i m  
this way until the end o f  time, eternal ly  going over the same refrain ,  repeating 
the same gestures. Seeing that he remai ned silent, Catalina would cease to 
discourse on the sanctity of the colonel, and she would say, "Am I mistaken or 
a rc you thinner?" He would shrug again and smile and hold out his empty 
cup, which Catal ina would refi l l  with tea . Then after another l ong s ilence she 
would ask him, "What's become of Yizi ru?" " I  haven't seen him for a l ong 
time,"  he \Vould reply. " H e'll be reconciled someday too , "  she would con
tinue pensively. " Everyone is. We are all alike. We suffer what we suffer, and 
one day we feel that  we can suffer no more, and we love life aga i n ,  and we go 
back to the place where \\ C left off . . . .  " 

B iris stopped i n  the middle of the street. H e  threw away h is cigarette 
a lmost untouched, sighed deeply and turned a round, hurrying back to the 
Cafenea . Bursuc was the fi rst to see h i m  and he beckoned, but Biris passed by 
without stopping.  At the back of the room Misu Weissman was having a l ively 
d iscussion with a group of strangers. When Weissman saw Biris, he  took his  
arm and drew him aside. 

"I 've found out some extraordinary things , "  he  said in  a mysterious 
voice. "We'll have to meet, without fai l .  I 'd take you to d inner with me this 
evening, but I 'm not free. I 'm invited out myself. It 's  a very important 
matter-someone i n  the America n  M i litary M ission . . . .  " 

\Vhen he went to see her one evening i n  January, the fall of snow was 
becoming increasingly dense, and as soon as he entered Cata l ina's apartment 
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he took his customary positi on by the radiator in order to warm himself. On 
the low table she had placed a few sandwiches and cups for the tea. They 
began to talk about the war and about the typhus which was spreading in 
Moldavia . Catal ina was tell ing him that Baleanu had been moved to the 
Home for the War Handicapped when without any warning the blizzard 
began.  They heard a long moan that sounded much l ike the wai l  of a 
wounded animal,  and the storm pounced suddenly upon the houses. Glanc
ing at  each other in alarm , they pushed aside the curtains and l ooked out. The 
snow was so thick i n  the a ir  that the street could no longer be seen. Catal ina 
went into the next room to get the teapot and the boil ing water. They drank 
several cups of tea , which was not unusual , and they talked, pausing from 
time to time to l i sten to the tempest. But when Catalina went to the window 
again she said to h im,  "You can't leave at a time l ike this .  Stay here tonight. " 

Biris l i t  a cigarette. It was beginning to get cold in the room. They tore 
up a newspaper and plugged the cracks around the window as the blizzard 
continued to grow in strength . The noise became deafening. Biris compelled 
h imself to talk without stopping so that he would not have to think, but his 
mouth felt dry and he had to swallow constantly. At two o'clock Catalina 
pulled the cover from the divan and made the bed. Biris watched her, fa�ci
nated, uncomprehending. She went i nto the bathroom, and about ten min
utes later she came back wearing her pa jamas. Quickly she slipped under the 
covers. 

"I don't know what to give you to wear," she said. "Try a pai r  of my 
" paJamas . . .  , 

She put out the l ight and Biris undressed without being aware of his 
actions. He seemed to be in a dream. The jacket to Catalina's pajamas was 
rather small  for h i m ,  but he put it on and climbed i nto the bed, trembling 
with nervousness. 

"We'll behave ourselves!" promised Catalina.  
Biris extended his arm and found her there very close to him,  very warm. 
By morning the city was shrouded in snow. They awoke at the same time 

and Cata l ina smiled at h im.  Then she jumped out of bed and went to prepare 
the tea . Biris ran his hand over his face, and it seemed to him that h is beard 
was rougher than usual . He raised both hands to the top of his head,  taking 
pains to arrange the few remaining strands of hair,  smoothing them, pressing 
them flat. He felt old and very ugly, and he was seized suddenly by despair. 
Reaching for Catal i na's package of cigarettes, he took one, l i t  it  quickly and 
smoked it with caution, careful not to inhale the smoke lest he choke and 
induce an attack of coughing. Soon Cata l ina returned, and drawing the l i ttle 
table  to the side of the bed , she placed upon it the teapot and two cups. Their 
eyes met and she smiled-a smile that he could not decipher, that he did not 
know how to i nterpret. She crept into the bed beside h im and they drank their 
tea together with l i ttle comment. 

4 1 0  



It was almost noon when he went home. Doamna Porumbache wai ted 
anxiously for him at the window. Her fea r  had kept her awake al l  night. 

"A patrol arrested me,"  Biris told her. "They took me to the pol ice 
station.  I didn't have any identification with me. " 

He strode into h is room and closed the door, and flinging h imself on the 
bed, he lay there for a l ong time, staring at the ceil ing. He tried to understand 
what had happened to h im.  But he did not understand even after spending 
another evening in  Catali na's apartment, coming h ome late, almost at mid
night. Nor did he  comprehend in  the days that  fol lowed. H e  would take her in 
his a nns as soon as she opened the door, and she would return h is kisses with a 
smile.  Then he would begin to undress her ,  trembli ng in his haste. They 
seldom spoke. When they \\ ere not in bed together,  they did not know what to 
do. Once, seeing that he was pensive , Cata l ina took his hand and whispered , 
"Don't think about it . . . .  I t  was bound to happen . . . .  " 

But Biris was not thinking about i t .  H e  wasn't thi nking of anything. H e  
simply stared before h i m  blankly, h i s  mind empty. 

" Don't be sorry, " Cata l ina told him another time. "\Ve haven't done 
anything wrong . . . .  " 

She still talked to h i m  about Baleanu,  but her voice was different, as if 
she were speaking of the honored dead or of a saint. She told Biris that 
Baleanu was the only man at the Home for the Handicapped who had ac
commodated hi mself to the new \\·ay of l ife. He never complained , she sa id.  

"Of course he guessed from the fi rst day , "  she added with a smile.  
"When I gave h i m  my hand he asked me, 'Biris slept with you last night, 
didn't he?' ·yes , '  I told h i m .  'I  kept him because of the storm . . . .  " ' 

"You should tell h im the truth , "  interrupted Biris .  
"He understood. And then he quickly changed the sub ject and spoke 

about other th ings . . . .  " 
\Vhen he came to his  senses in the middle of February a nd began to 

realize that for several weeks h e  had been l iving the l ife that he had l onged for 
so many years ago, he had already become accustomed to the bliss. I t  a l l  
seemed quite natura l .  One day he  sought doamna Porumbache in  order to 
warn her .  

"If I should ever stay away from home at nigh t  don't  be alarmed. You'll 
know that I 'm sleeping at Catal ina's. " 

"Petrica , maica ! "  cried doamna Porum bache, wringing her hands. 
" Don't be alarmed. Noth i ng wil l  happen .  Catal ina l oves her fiance, 

Colonel Baleanu .  She sleeps with me for friendship's sake. She doesn't love 
me. Maybe she even goes to bed with me out of pity.  What do you think?" He 
raised his  glance to  h er suddenly. 

"Petrica ! "  exclaimed doam na Porumbache with dramatic emphasis. 
"It was bound to happen , "  he continued sadly. "It's not our fault .  We're 

sinners . I rina ,  Baleanu,  and others l ike them are saints. We l ive in sin .  That  
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is ,  more precisely, I l ive in s in .  Catalina sleeps with me from pity, from 
Christian charity. Probably she told herself, ' I ' l l  have to give in someday to 
that poor unfortunate whose l ife's a fai lure on account of me. ' She's taken the 
s in upon herself i n  order to save me. Don't you agree?" 

"Petrica , she's bewitched you aga in !"  cried his aunt,  rubbing her hands 
together. "That whore'll finish you ! She'll send you to your grave! "  

"Don't worry, "  Biris interrupted. "Now that I've known this too, I want 
to l ive. I want to see what else can happen. Or as Bibicescu would say, I want 
to see what di rection H istory will take!" 

"What can she have charmed you with ,  maiculita ?" 
Biris shrugged his shoulders and strolled calmly to the door. "But I tell 

you, she did i t  out of Christian charity! She loves Baleanu.  Catal ina's destiny 
was to meet and fall  in love with great men . For years on end she was with 
Bibicescu , the unappreciated genius. Now she l oves a sai nt, a blind man, a 
war hero . . . .  It's I who am the true s inner. Probably someday I ' l l  have to pay 
for al l  these transgressions , "  he added from the threshold as he closed the door 
behind h i m .  

Soon after that Catal ina began an engagement at the Little Theater a n d  Biris 
changed his schedule again .  They began to meet in the afternoon. Sometimes 
he came to get her at the Theater and they spent the night together, although 
Cata l ina continued to visit Bal eanu every morni ng. 

"He told me he'll consent now to our getting married . He sa id that we 
need each other now . . . .  I don't know what to do, " she added, embarrassed. 

Standing by the radiator with a cigarette between his l ips, Biris listened to 
her. "And you-what did you say to hi m?" 

"I haven't given him an answer yet. I told him I'm playing in the theater 
now and can't think . . . .  " 

"Did he ask you if you sti l l  love him?" 
"He knows I love h i m , "  said Catal ina with sudden weanness 111 her 

voice. "He's known that for a long time . . . .  " 
Biris shivered and drew closer to the radiator. "Then it's true, "  he mur

mured. "Everythi ng I said to coana Viorica is true! I thought it  was just 
something I made up--an excuse-but actually I guessed the truth . . .  " 

"Don't think about i t ,"  interrupted Catal ina .  " It's not our fault. . . .  " 

"It's true ! "  Biris repeated i n  exasperation . "It's beyond my power to 
comprehend and yet it's true! I hold you tight in my arms and you l ike it and 
you cry, 'Petre! '  And yet . . .  i t's true!" 

"Don't thi nk anymore, " whispered Catalina. 
Biris extinguished his cigarette and sat down in the armchair near the 

radiator. 
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"You're right, "  he began after awhi le .  "I t's better to tal k  about something 
else. I 've had the good fortune to sec a page of world h istory being turned i n  
fron t of m e ,  a s  Bibicescu would put it,  while I ,  l ike an idiot,  let myself get al l  
wrapped up in personal problems !"  

H e  started to  add something more but  reconsidered and shrugged. Pres
ently he burst in to laugh ter, a dry laugh and a bitter one, and he put h is hand 
to his  mouth as  if he  were ashamed of h is  mi rth and wanted to retract it. 

"Say something!" cried Catalina suddenly. "Talk! Don't leave me l ike 
th is !"  

Biris regarded her  with di stress. "I ought to tal k  to you about H istory and 
the h istoric moment i n  which we are l iving, about the typhus in Moldavia ,  
the destruction of  the Romanian divisions in  Czechoslovakia ,  the immi nent 
downfall of Hitler .  But then I 'd he doing nothing hut repeating what 
Bibicescu told us. " 

Cata l ina bent her head and covered her face with her hands. She had 
allowed her hair  to gro,,·, and nm\ i t  was as long as i t  used to he, tumbl ing 
aga i n  over her cars and checks. 

' 'Petre , "  she said  in a cal m voice without looking up at h im,  "what do 
you require of  me?  \Vhat do you want to  do, how do you want me to  behave, 
so you won't be upset this way? So you'll just be an ordina ry man living your 
l ife the way the res t of us do?" 

Biris continued to look at her, perplexed , struggling to smile .  
"We'd better stick to the problem of History , "  he began after a moment 

of silence. "I met the teacher aga in .  I found out h ow he buried his li
brary . . . .  " 

One evening during the Christmas season , on returning h ome he had 
heard a thick mascul ine voice in  h is aunt's room. Gheorghe Vasi le  was 
there, and he  was in  a mellow mood. He had brought three bottles of 
wine, a nd he was just opening the th i rd bottle when Biris made his 
appearance. "To your health , dom nule Professor !"  he had cried on 
seeing Biris.  " \Vc've returned from our m ission and \\c'vc come to sec 
our friends. \Von't you drink a glass of wine with us? It's good wine from 
a reputable vineyard . . . .  " Raising his glass solemnly the teacher ap
proached Biris with a mysterious air  and whispered , "''ve hidden them! 
I buried them ! The Bolsheviks won't lay thei r hands on them if they 
search for a hundred years! Coana Viorica wi ll  tell you h ow much I 've 
gone through a nd wha t perils I 've been delivered from! But I found a 
hiding place for them and I buried them! "  

" H e  buried i t  i n  a sort of underground cave in  the chapel of the cemetery. Just 
as i n  the days of the barbarian attacks. Just as our ancestors buried thei r crops 
when the barbarians invaded us . . . .  " 

He stopped and put his hand to his forehead for an instant, then ran it 
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over the top of h is head, carefully fingering the th in strands of hair. Momen
tarily he became very serious, intent, and then he suddenly started to laugh 
again.  Catalina l ooked up quickly. 

' ' I 'm an idiot !" he declared, musing, after h is laughter had subsided . "I 
don't understand anything. A country schoolteacher has to come here-a 
half-drunk maniac-to open my eyes and show me what's happening around 
us, to reveal the meaning of H istory to me!" 

He l eft the chair and moved closer to the radiator. The room suddenly 
seemed chilly to h im.  He lit a cigarette and began to smoke absently. Catal ina 
went to the l ittle table and turned on the lamp with the Japanese shade. 
Taking Biris's hand, she caressed it. 

"Don't think so much ! You don't know how I l ove you . I 'l l  do anything 
you ask me to. Just tell me what to do. Tell me what I must do . . . .  " 

Mollified,  he looked at her and smiled.  "I was thinking about the 
teacher. I was wondering how he guessed that we Romanians arc about to 
return to the Middl e Ages . . . .  " 

"And I told you, "  insisted Catalina,  "for you I 'l l  do anything, anything 
you ask of me. Just tell me what I must do . . . .  " Abruptly she pulled away 
from him,  and glancing at the clock on the table, she began to dress. She was 
playing that evening in The Cherry Orchard . 

Some time later Stefan came again to see Biris. It was an unexpected visit one 
evening in the autumn of that year .  Doamna Porumbache opened the door, 
and when she saw him she hesitated in embarrassment on the threshold, at a 
loss for something to say. All at once she started to weep. Bowing, Stefan 
kissed her hand and went quickly into Biris's room. 

"You can tell Catal ina that I 've done what she wished, "  he began,  sitting 
down on a chair. "I 've seen Baleanu . "  

" I  know. Catalina told me. " 
'Tm glad I saw h im,"  continued Stefan.  "He's a fine man.  We talked a 

long time about Ioana . . . .  " He paused i n  confusion. 
Biris was aware that doamna Porumbachc was listening at the door. 

Picking up the fil led ashtray, he went into the hall ,  where he found her 
pressed close against the wall .  He took her by the hand and drew her into the 
kitchen. 

"Please leave us alone,"  he whispered after he had closed the door. "I 
think he wants to tell me something and he'l l  be embarrassed if he suspects 
you're l istening. Stay in your room. I ' l l  tell you about it later, after he 
leaves . . . .  " 

H e  rejoined Stefan,  who was standing before the yel lowed photograph of 
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Biris's mother. H e  walked about the room briefly and then sat down again .  
"I t's odd how some people have the gift of  being able to  comfort you , to 

cheer you . I don't understand where this power comes from .  After I Sa\\ 
Bal eanu I felt more at peace, al most happy, as though I had regai ned a state of 
mind that I had l ost a long time ago. H ow do you explain these things?" 

Biris found it difficu lt  to control his irritation. "I don't explain them . 
Catalina says that Baleanu has something of the saint in him . "  

"You ought t o  meet h im.  I t  might be to your advantage. But I don't 
understand how he knows so many things about Ioana . That is ,  to be more 
precise, he doesn 't know them . H e  surm ises them . H e  feels them . I talked 
about Ioana \\·ith him as I mmld have talked with an old friend who had 
known us both for many years. I just talked . . . .  " 

He stopped and sm iled, and all at once his \\·hole face brightened, as i t  
had d one so many years ago when Biris first met him. 

"I told him about an absurd event. . . .  " Again he stopped and gazed at 
Biris, and with a sigh he  searched for his cigarettes . 

"Actually it's of no great importance \\hat I told him . But his intuition 
astonished me. It \\ aS as though he'd been there when it happened . S ome
times I had the i mpression I was dreaming. Balcanu seemed to remember 
certain details better than I did . . . .  It's strange, " he  added after a pause. 

A cold ra in  had begun to fal l ,  and they sat for some time l istening to it .  
"I have to leave. From here to my place it 's a half hour by tra m .  I 've 

moved a long \\·ay off. I found a room at the home of a friend. Old Bologa 
invited me to stay \\·ith them in Cotroceni ,  but I can't. . . .  " 

After that Stefan came to see him often, but he did not always fi nd him at  
home.  "He's a t  Catal ina's , "  doamna Porumbachc lamented. 

At nightfall  the streets \\Tre nearly deserted . People no longer ventured 
out of their houses to wade through the sno\\ drifts in the dark. A fc\\ Russian 
soldiers , proceeding unsteadily, were all  that could be seen and after midnight 
bands of robbers roamed the streets. The Romanian patrols had received 
orders to shoot without warn i ng. From time to time a distant scream would be 
heard , follm,ed by gunshots. Then the s i lence would descend again,  more 
omi nous than before. 

When Stefan found Biris at  home they would pull their chairs close to 
the stove a nd talk.  

"There are so ma ny things I don't understand , "  Stefan commented once. 
"I  think that I loved her as few men have loved their wives . And yet I hid 
myself from her. I not only had a secret room but a large part of my true l ife 
was secret. I talked to her all  the time abou t superficial , inconsequential 
th i ngs. The rea l ,  essential part of myself I concealed .  H ow do you explain this 
madness?" 

"Maybe you made the mistake of th inking they were things that wouldn't 
interest her . "  
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For an instant Stefan gave him a profound look, and then he lowered his 
eyes. "And yet I told Ileana about some of them . . . .  " 

An embarrassed silence ensued. For years S tefan had not mentioned 
I leana's name. 

"What became of her?" Biris asked after awhile. 
"I don't know. I haven't seen her. Probably she stayed in Portugal . "  
One eveni ng a week later doamna Porumbache begged Biris to stay at 

home nights, since there had been several burglaries in the neighborhood. 
Otherwise, she threatened, she would go to Irina's house to sleep. Biris had 
just shut himself in his room when he heard Stefan's voice. He was talking 
with doamna Porumbache. 

"I wondered if  I could eat with you tonight," he said as he entered. "I 
brought some things. But I see that you've al ready eaten . . . .  " 

He sat down beside the stove. "I saw Bursuc this evening," he said. "He 
was making propaganda for the Communist Party and he said he's going to 
become a monk. Do you sti l l  think he's a demoniac?" he asked with a smile. 

Biris shrugged with a gesture of annoyance. On that evening it  was 
especially distasteful to him to discuss Bursuc . Because of h im,  Biris visited 
the coffeehouse less frequently now. Regardless of what table Biris would head 
for, Bursuc would beckon to h im as soon as he saw him enter. "Conquis
tador ! "  he would shout loudly. "Conquistador ! "  And his gross, vulgar, insup
portable laugh would burst forth. He would call Biris to the attention of al l  the 
others at the table, pointing to h im with a flourish of his outstretched arm, 
without the least embarrassment. Then, bending his head a l i ttle, he would 
begin a whispered conversation, interrupted only by his own paroxysms of 
hi larity or the guffaws of his audience. 

"He said that among all the Romanian i ntelligentsia,  only Bibicescu has 
understood the di rection H istory is taking. And he also said that Bibicescu's 
going to get the post of di rector of the National Theater. " 

Again Biris shrugged. Happily doamna Porumbache came in j ust then 
with a tray of several kinds of meat-ham and salami and sausage-and a 
bottle of wine. She set it on a l i ttle table. 

"I 've hated eating alone , "  Stefan sa id,  apologiz ing once more. 
But he ate alone that evening too, l istening to doamna Porumbache tell 

about the teacher's adventures, the burglaries in the area, and the people who 
had been found frozen to death in the snow. She was the only one who talked, 
and she talked most of the time. After she went out, taking the tray with her, 
Biris got up quickly and followed her to ask her again not to l isten at the door. 

"When I return from seeing Baleanu,"  began Stefan abruptly, "I seem to 
come to my senses and for awhile I real ize what's going on. But this lasts a 
very short time. In ten or twenty minutes I 'm lost again .  It's hard to explain. 
Something's wrong with me. I have the impression that I went astray at a 
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certa in  moment. Until a certai n date I l ived a life I felt was my own, and after 
that I took a different road.  I got lost.  S i nce then , I 've l ived an exis tence 
foreign to me, the l ife of another person . . . .  " 

Biris  l i stened to h i m  sullenly and without enthusiasm . He was thi nking 
aga in  of Bursuc, when the priest had once slapped h i m  on the shoulder with i n  
sight o f  everyone, as if  he were congratulating h i m  for some extraordi nary act. 
"You're a man of probity! "  he had exclai med. "You 'vc joined the ranks of the 
righteous !"  

"I  don't know how to expla in i t  to you , "  continued Stefan .  "It seems to 
me that everythi ng goes back to a summer evening nine years ago, the Night 
of St. Joh n in 1 936.  It's absurd, but someti mes I have the i mpression that  ever 
s ince that moment I 've been lost, that ever since then I haven't been l iving my 
own l ife . . . .  " 

"Everybody feels l ike that, " Biris broke i n .  "After a certa i n  age a man 
i magi nes that he's been shipwrecked, that his  l ife has miscarried ,  that he's led 
an idiotic ,  absurd exi stence-a l ife that just couldn't be his own , that could 
only be the l ife of someone else. I t's because we have too high an opinion of 
ourselves and '' e can't believe that if we had truly l ived our l ife i t  could have 
turned out to be so idiotic . . . .  " 

As he \\atched S tefan ,  who was l isteni ng to h i m  '' ith h is head i ncli ned 
slightly forward , his  eyes gleaming,  an almost imperceptible smile  i l luminat
ing h i s  face, it seemed to Biris that he had returned to a time many years in  
the past \\·hen they had had their di scussions about Partenie and Time. He felt 
at once a curious melange of tenderness and sadness.  

"You 're right .  But I \\·asn 't referri ng to that general human senti ment of 
failure. With me I th i nk something else has occurred . . . .  " He drc\\ his  cha i r  
closer to  the stove, closer to  Biri s .  " I  was at the Ministry, attending to  my 
\\ ork. I t  was a clear summer day .  I don't kncl\\ \\ hat prompted me to  l ook at  
the calendar on my desk, but I saw it "·as June 23 .  The sum mer solstice, I 
thought, and all at once I felt my heart begin to beat faster and I was seized 
"·ith a desi re to sec aga in  the places where I spent my childhood at  Baneasa .  I 
ought to tell you that I had never before felt tempted to leave the Ministry to 
go for a walk in the forest. This  happened to me onl y one time-on the Night 
of St. John in 1 936.  And then in the forest I met Ileana.  It was as though she 
had drawn me there, or perhaps I had dra\\·n her. Why would a beautiful 
young girl go walking so  far away, al one, i n  the Forest of Baneasa?" 

Biris recal led h er then , and suddenly he fou nd that  he l onged to see her, 
to hear her voice aga i n .  It seemed to him that very many years had passed 
s ince their l ast meeti ng-he was not sure how many, but it was not a defi nite 
number l ike four or five . He seemed to be separated from that blissful time 
before the war by something other than a span of measurable duration. There 
had been a rupture, and now an immense abyss stretched between his present 
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life and those years when Ileana had stood before him,  her hands behind her 
back, tossing her head from time to time, her green eyes gazing at him and 
smiling. 

"Sometimes , "  continued Stefan,  "I  seem to wake up and realize that 
since then my life has lost i ts meaning. I t's as though i t's no longer my l ife. I 
don't know how to explain it to you.  Since then everything has been false and 
artificial . My life has not been lived by me, but by events. I 've only been 
carried along by a l ife that wasn't mine . . . .  " 

Without understanding why, Biris fel t  suddenly ill  at ease and he looked 
around quickly for something to do. He knelt i ntently in front of the stove and 
began without haste to stir the coals.  At last he carefully set a th ick log on top 
of them. 

" . . .  And yet things aren't so simple. This feeli ng of losing track of my 
life, of being lost a nd l iving the l ife of someone else, is accompanied by 
another feeli ng, one of gu ilt .  Often I feel responsible for the deaths of Partenie 
and Ioana. I tell myself that if I hadn't i nterfered in their l ives perhaps they'd 
still be alive and happy. At any rate they'd be l iving the l ife they were destined 
to l ive. But unintentionally I intruded upon their l ives. Ioana mistook me for 
Partenie on the street one day and soon afterwards broke her engagement to 
h im.  If she had met me a few weeks later, very probably she wouldn't have 
made the mistake. At most she would have said, 'I met a man today who bears 
an amazing resemblance to you . . . .  ' And he would have answered, 'Yes, I 
know him.  I 've seen him too a few times. ' And that's as far as it would have 
gone. They would have l ived their l ives , while I ,  three years later, would have 
met I leana and I 'd have l ived my life . . . .  " 

"But how can you be sure you would have met her?" Biris spoke as 
though he had just awakened. 

"I believe I 'd have met her. What I fel t  on that Night of St. John can't be 
explained otherwise. Probably I leana was the woman who was destined for 
me, but I was no longer free. I had rushed things and taken the woman 
destined for someone else. I spoiled their l ives and I spoiled I leana's life. 
Ultimately I killed Parteni e  and Ioana, and I lost Ileana. I don't know what's 
become of her now . . . .  " 

Biris recalled her again,  and that vague fragrance of the years before the 
war seemed even more appealing. Unconsciously he smiled.  

"In any event this  would explain what's happened to me, why I 've had 
thi s  feeli ng for a long time that  I 'm no longer l iving my l ife, that I'm l iving i n  
a sort o f  dream, an absurd dream in which I can't participate. For a long while 
I thought that my meeting with Ileana might have had another purpose, that 
it would teach me how to love two human beings at the same time, how to dis
cover a new and truer kind of love-one that was closer to that of the saints, 
who can love an infinity of persons at the same time. But it's more l ikely that 
I told myself these things to ease my conscience. It  was probably just a desperate 
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attempt to understand my situation, to find a reason for a love I d idn't know 
what to do with . . . .  " 

A few moments of embarrassed si lence fol lowed. Then Stefan j umped to 
his  feet and held out his  hand.  " Forgive me, " he murmured. ' ' I 'm really a 
fool . I shouldn't have told you a l l  this. I t's an absurd, criminal  thought which 
has obsessed me for some ti me. I t's tortured me until I 'm a lmost crazy. But 
please bel ieve me that it was Ioana I l oved , only Ioana. If I were sure that by 
committing suicide I 'd fi nd h er aga in I 'd have killed myself long ago. But I'm 
afraid that I 'd only lose her. I 'd lose her forever. I'm afraid Christianity's right 
in condemning suicide as the sin par excellence of despair.  I 'm afraid espe
cially for Razvan's sake. I have a great l onging for Razvan .  Many times I 've 
felt them near me, particularly the child.  I don't know how to tel l you , but I 
was afra id I 'd lose him if I killed myself. I t  makes no difference to me if people 
say that suicide is a coward's way out, and so forth . . . .  I t's not these precepts 
that deter me. I t's the fear  of losing Ioana and Razvan . . . .  " 

For several days they awai ted the denouement. Berlin had been taken by 
Soviet  troops, the death of H i tler had been annou nced , and that evening a l l  
sorts of  fantastic rumors were ci rculating about Himmler and Admiral 
Donitz .  The city had recovered the feverish excitement of better times. People 
began to h ope aga in .  If the war ended ,  the Russians would withdraw from 
Romania,  and the Groza government, imposed on them on the s ixth of 
March by Vish insky, would fall  automatically.  

"You're wrong! "  shouted Bursuc at  the Cafenea. "You'll be 
l iqu idated-you Anglophiles and American sympathizers! We'll never con
sent to your robbing us of the fruits of victory this t ime!" 

Biris heard Bursuc as he  was entering the Cafenea , and h e  left precipi
tately. He felt  exhi larated. On the way to Catal ina 's apartment he bought al l  
the special editions.  H e  rang the bell several t imes but finally resigned himself 
to waiting for her on the stair .  When he saw that it was almost eight o'clock, 
he left to l ook for her at the theater. She was not there, and since she did not 
have a part i n  the play that evening, she was not expected. Returning to h er 
apartment, he rang aga i n ,  but after a quarter of an hour he gave up and started 
home. 

The next day he  had classes at the liceu until lunchtime. Doamna 
Porumbache informed him on his arrival at home that Misu Weissmann was 
looking for h i m .  He had come in  a taxi  and had left a note on Biris's desk. The 
envelope was sea led ,  an astute precaution on the part of \Veissmann. "Come 
immediately to the Coltea H ospital , "  he  had written.  "Catal ina has had an 
accident, but it  isn't seri ous . "  
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It was not without difficulty that he fi nally located her. She had spent the 
night in a ward, and j ust a short time before he arrived a double room had 
been found for her. She was very pale.  

"Don't be alarmed , "  she whispered. "It's not so bad. A truck struck me 
and threw me to the sidewalk,  and some vertebrae were displaced. It's annoy
ing that I have to be in  a cast j ust now . . . .  I 've a terrible headache," she 
added, trying to smile. "I fel l .  . . .  " She raised her arm to show him the spot 
that hurt, over the fontanel . 

"Have you seen Dan?" she asked. "Who told you?" 
"Conu Misu l eft a note for me this morning. " 
"I t's better that you haven't seen Dan , "  she said and closed her eyes; then 

she added with a smile, "Give me your hand. '.' 
"You know Germany's surrendered. Thank God i t's over. " 
She opened her eyes and looked at h i m ,  pressing his hand in both of 

hers. "Probably it was because of that . . .  " she began ,  but she broke off 
abruptly.  "The truck, I mean .  The driver was drunk . "  

The nurse entered. 
"Please give me something. My head aches dreadfully. " 
"The doctor's coming now. We're going to make another X-ray. " 
Catalina closed her eyes again .  Biris observed two small tears glistening 

among her lashes and he was disturbed. "Have they already put you in a cast?" 
Catalina's hand moved almost imperceptibly. "Temporarily ,"  she whis

pered. ''I think they're going to operate . . . .  " 

Biris fel t  as though his heart had been drained suddenly of its blood, and 
for a few moments his  mind went blank with fear. Before he had recovered he 
was asked to leave. I n  the courtyard of the hospital he met Misu Weissmann. 

"You can't go i n  now,"  he said. "The doctors have come. They're having 
a consultation . . . .  Just what happened?" he i nquired a moment l ater, light
ing a cigarette with trembl ing hands . 

Embarrassed, Misu Weissmann began to hunt for his handkerchief, and 
finding i t, he wiped his face and hands. "A Russian truck knocked her down , "  
h e  said finally.  " I t  was extremely lucky that she didn't fall  under the wheels. 
She was thrown against the curb . "  

Some of the buildi ngs in  the city were flying the flags o f  the Allies and 
the street showed a certain amount of animation ,  but one could al ready sense 
a suggestion of weariness as well as disappointment. The people had had to 
wai t  too long. It was too l ate when the capitulation had been finally an
nounced. 

"They telephoned me from the hospital this morning , "  continued 
Weissmann.  "They called Dan first, last night, but he wasn't home . . . .  " 
Abashed, he stopped and took out his handkerchief again .  "Have you seen 
Dan?" he demanded hastily ,  without looking at Biris. " Don't you want to go 
and see him for a moment now?" 
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' ' I 'm going home. I 'm tired. " 
"i t \\·ould be well if you \\ ould go , "  Weissmann persisted. " Dan was with 

her last evening before the accident. She went to see h i m  . . . .  " He continued 
to avoid glancing at Biris ,  who restrained his i mpatience and smoked his  
cigarette in s i lence. They found a taxi and set off to v is i t  Bibicescu . H e  was 
lying on the sofa when they arrived and he looked very pale.  

"Something's not quite right with my hea rt, " he  stated without rising. " I  
don't know what it  i s .  I have to  have an electrocardiogram .  A doctor was here 
a l i ttle whi le  ago. " 

"We've come from the hospital , "  broke i n  Weissman n .  "I got there too 
late, but he saw her . " 

B iris sat down , selecti ng a chair as far as possible from the sofa . "Just 
what happened?" he questioned the actor, taking out h is package of cigarettes. 

"I  must request you , pl ease, not to smoke , "  Bibicescu sa id .  "I bel i eve I 
have heart trouble. This morning I had an attack . . .  " 

" Don't exaggerate, " interrupted Weissmann.  "Probably i t  was a simpl e  
muscle spasm. You just i magine you have a h eart a i lment. " 

"This is the third time it's happened , "  Bibicescu continued,  gravely 
regardi ng the cei l i ng. "But this morning it was terrible. I th ink it's angina 
pectoris . . . .  If that's so, "  he  added , "the devil with the theater! And just now, 
when . . .  " 

"Who fi l led your head with th is talc of angina pectoris?" Weissmann cut 
i n  aga in .  "The doctor said i t  can't possibly be a case of angina . " 

, With great effort Bibicescu smiled.  Biris stood up and approached h i m .  
" I  have a right too t o  kno\\ how the accident happened t o  Catal ina ! "  

Bibicescu conti nued to stare s i lently a t  the ceil i ng. "She came h ere last 
evening, " he said at length , slowly and deliberately in order to spare h imself 
further fatigue. "She stayed a very short time. I \\·as busy . . . .  " 

"But what did she \\·ant with you?" Biris i nterrupted , unable to keep 
s i lent any longer. " We had a date last n ight. I \\·aited an hour for her ! "  

" S h e  wanted t o  talk t o  me.  She h a d  something i mportant t o  tel l me. " 
" What?" demanded Biri s ,  raising his voice. 
"Please don't shout," Bibicescu continued calmly. " Don't you see that 

I'm a sick man? She had someth ing important to tell me, but she didn't say 
\\·hat. I was busy . . . .  I was not alone, "  he added after a moment's h esitation.  
"Someone else \\·as with me . . . .  " 

"But how did the accident happen?" i nsisted Biris. "How did you fi nd 
out about it?" 

"Conu Misu telephoned me this  morning. It  was after my attack. The 
doctor had l eft not long before. " 

" Let me expl ai n , "  Misu Weissmann intervened. " I t  happened not very 
far from here. Cata l ina wanted to cross the street and had just stepped off the 
sidewalk  when a truck went speeding by and knocked her down. She fa i nted 
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from pain and shock. It was a miracle she wasn't killed . When she came to 
again at the hospital she asked them to telephone Dan,  but he wasn't 
home . . . .  " 

"She might have i nformed me. " 
"She knew you didn't have a phone and she supposed that one of us 

would notify you i mmediately. " 
"Please ask her to forgive me for not coming to see her , "  Bibicescu said , 

his eyes sti l l  fixed on the ceil ing. "''m waiting for the result of the cardiogram. 
They'll make it th is afternoon or tomorrow morning. " 

"I doubt if they'll do it today ,"  remarked Weissmann . "No one's work
ing. It's the end of the war .  . . .  " 

The next time he went to the hospital he was told he could not see her. The 
operation had been performed.  He was not allowed to see her the next day 
either, but he managed to talk  with one of the doctors, who reassured him. I t  
was not serious-a few displaced vertebrae and a small fracture. The opera
tion had taken care of everything, but she would have to stay in the cast for 
about forty days. I t  was not until the fourth day that he gained admittance to 
her room. She was much th inner and her paleness made her appear younger. 

"Have you seen Dan?" she inquired. "What d id he say to you?" 
"He complained of his heart-which is why he asks you to excuse him.  

He's waiting to see the result of the cardiogram . "  
"There's nothing wrong with h im,"  Catalina said,  smiling. "He's always 

imagining he's seriously i l l .  This time he has a reason . . . .  But I 'd rather he 
didn't come to visit me. " 

"I don't understand why you went to see him before the accident. "  
Catal ina closed her eyes. " I  went to h is house . . . .  I remembered that I 

had something to tell him in connection with the Theater. "  
"He said it was something important, " interrupted Biris. 
"Perhaps it was . I don't know now . . . .  " Her voice changed and she 

added ,  ' ' I 've a l onging for home. Not the one that I have here-for my 
parents' home at Botosani .  I t  must be very beautiful there now in May . I t's 
been a l ong time since I've seen my family. I 'd l ike to go home . . . .  " 

She had kept her eyes closed most of the time while she was speaking. 
Biris thought that she wanted to go to sleep. 

"How are you feeling?" he asked after awhile. 
"Wel l .  Except for this headache that doesn't go away . . . .  What time is 

it?" she demanded suddenly. 
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"Almost three. " 
"Aurcl should be coming. I 'm glad you'll meet h i m  . . . .  " 
"I ought to leave . . . .  " said Biris,  embarrassed. 
"When I ,,·oke up after the operation , "  continued Catal ina as if she had 

not heard h i m ,  "I said to myself, ' I t's the nineteenth of October. ' I don't  know 
why, but all at once I felt happy. I remembered a l i ttle bookshop in Botosa n i .  
\\'hen I was in the liceu I ,,·ent every Saturday afternoon t o  l ook in the 
windcm . Once I saw a book about India , but it was in French and I felt I 
didn't kno\\ the language well enough to read it .  But I l ooked at it all the time 
because the cover attracted me. At last one day it  wasn't there. They'd sold 
i t. . . .  I want very much to go back to Botosani , "  she added after an i nterval of 
silence. "I don 't know h ow I 've let so many years pass . " 

At that point the nurse came i n ,  holding the door open wide so that 
Baleanu and the elderly nun who was l eading him could pass. B iris withdrew 
in  embarrassment to the window. The colonel was dressed in civil ian clothes. 
His large dark glasses did not succeed in h iding the red patches on h is cheeks . 
The nurse led h im to the bed , and he held out his hand, which Catalina 
grasped quickly.  

"I  was tel l ing Petre about Botosa n i , "  she began .  ' ' I 've a longing for 
home . . . .  " 

Baleanu turned his head toward the ,,·indow and smiled, bowed a sl ight 
greeting, and extended his  hand. Bir is  stepped forward and gripped it .  

"Please excuse me. " H e  was i l l  at case. " I  have an appointment. " 
The next day when he returned, he found not only Baleanu there but 

also Weissmann and Irina . He did not try to hide his d ispleasure as he stepped 
to the bedside. 

"I dreamed about you last night,"  Catal ina said to him with a strained 
smile. "\Ve were walking together on strada Unire in Botosan i .  It  seemed that 
all the gardens were full of flowers and I pointed them out to you and you 
said, ' I  don't know that one, or that one . . . .  ' They were very beautiful 
fl owers-flowers that we've never seen here .  \Vhen I woke up I felt happy . . . .  
If only my head \\ ouldn't ache!" she added, cl osing her eyes. 

They l istened to her in s i lence. Then Weissmann looked at h is watch 
and started. Approaching Biris ,  he whispered as though he had a great secret 
to i mpart, "They made the cardiogram .  There's absolutely nothing wrong. " 

"If it aches l ike this for the forty days that I have to wear the cast I ' l l  go 
out of my mind!" exclaimed Catal ina .  

"The doctor sa id that i t ' s  noth ing serious, " B i ris began.  "I t's because of 
the fall . "  

"Forty days . . . .  I 'll go out of m y  mind!" Catal ina repeated softly. 
Misu Weissmann told her good-bye. He was l eaving the next day for 

Brasov and did not know when he would return. "Dan will come tomorrow. "  
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Catalina held his hand in hers and smiled.  "If he's afraid, he won't 
come. He'll wai t  until it's completely gone. Is it true that he wants to perform 
Partenie?" 

Weissmann was suddenly disconcerted, and he flushed . "Everyone 
wants to perform Partenie. He'll tell you . . . .  " 

Soon after that Irina also left . She had not spoken since Biris came in .  
She leaned over and kissed Catal ina on the cheek. 'Til come back, " she sa id. 

The end of the visiting hour was approaching and Baleanu gave no sign 
of l eaving. Bi ris was becoming impatient. He wanted to be left alone with 
Catalina in order to talk to her without embarrassment, but Baleanu sat 
waiting silently in his chair .  

"Please ring for the nurse, " Catalina said suddenly. "] can't stand it  
anymore . . . .  She'll give me mmething . . . .  " 

The doctor came and everyone had to leave. "It's fatigue that makes her 
suffer, "  he said. "No visitors for a few days. " 

In the corridor Biris did not know how to take leave of Baleanu. He 
walked for awhile beside him, and then he held out his hand abruptly and 
said, "Good-bye, domnule Colonel . "  

Biris went to the hospital daily, but his visits were fruitless . "She sleeps all the 
time, " the nurse told him. " She's resting. " On the fourth day he demanded to 
see the doctor, who received him in a small office near the emergency room. 
The surgeon appeared to be preoccupied and i rritable. 

"Complications have arisen. She had an internal hemorrhage which we 
couldn't locate at fi rst . . . .  It's not serious, " the doctor added quickly when he 
saw Biris blanch . "Only, you won't be able to visit her soon . "  

After that he came for news o f  her twice a day. Once he was permitted to 
enter her room for just a few minutes. Catal ina was in a deep sleep. She was 
very pale and appeared changed. They had cut the hair from half of her head 
when they performed the trephining. Mastering his emotion with difficulty, 
Biris tiptoed to the bedside and gazed at her. Then he leaned over and kissed 
her hand, which lay inert beside her body. 

One evening two weeks after the accident Biris was at dinner with 
doamna Porumbache, who was complaining to him of the high cost of l iving, 
when someone knocked on the door. With a stab of apprehension he hurried 
to open it and fou nd Misu Weissmann standing before him.  

"Come! Hurry! They phoned me from the hospital that Catalina's died !"  
The next moment he stepped across the threshold just in time to catch Biris in  
his arms. Petre had stared at him, wavering, and then collapsed weakly, as  if 
he had snapped in two at the waist. 

• • • 
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\\'hen he awoke he saw everyone around him and closed his eyes quickly. 
Then he heard them whispering and recognized each of the voices . He 
opened his eyes and motioned to Stefan to come to h im.  

"Send them outside, " he  whispered. "Ask them to  leave. "  
"Ask whom to leave?" 
' ' I 'd l ike to be a lone. " 
Stefan stared at h im.  "There's no one here. Coana Viorica's in the 

kitchen. There arc just the two of us.  \Vc'rc alone. " 
Biris closed his eyes aga in .  A fly landed on h is forehead .  H e  shook his 

head and felt a dull  pa in .  I t  felt as though someone had been crush ing h is 
bra in ,  and he moaned. 

"Where did the others go?" 
Perplexed, Stefan hesitated for a few moments before answering. "They 

haven't been here today. I rina will come this evening. " 
"Actually it was to be expected , "  Biris began suddenly in a surprisingly 

cal m  voice. "I was sure it  would turn out this way. Ever since I saw her a t  the 
hospital I realized that this ti me she wouldn't escape. She was wearing her 
nineteenth of October expression , her eyes of October 1 9  . . . .  " 

She wears them only once a year ,  Stefan remembered, on October 
nineteenth . He felt  that he had dropped suddenly into a mythica l ,  fabled t ime 
that had been rendered almost inconceivable by the bl iss that it  captured . He 
made a desperate effort to return to the surface, to the present moment. 

' ' I 'd l ike to sec her once more , "  continued Biris.  ' 'I'll take her some wild 
fl owers. She told me she was h omesick for the country. I th ink I sti l l  have 
enough strength to go to the hospita l ,  especially if you'll go with me. We'l l 
take a cab . . . .  " 

Stefan continued to look at h i m  as he talked, lying there with h is eyes 
closed , motionless, afra id to shake h is head.  

"\V c'll go one of these days . . . .  " 
"Have you notified Baleanu?" demanded Biris , interrupting h im.  
"He was there too. Everyone was there except you and Bibicescu . "  
Biris opened his  eyes and searched Stefan's gaze. ' 'Everyone was where?" 
Stefan hesitated, but then, hearing doamna Porumbache come out of 

the kitchen, he sa id quickly, "She was buried this morning. " 
"Oh , yes . . .  of course. I should have known , "  whispered Biris.  
Doamna Porumbache opened the door careful ly and entered on tiptoe. 

But when her eyes met those of her nephe\\. she l ost her self-control and burst 
into tears. "Petrisor, maica , " she began to mourn.  "Catal ina,  poor thing, poor 
l i ttle thing! You lay here and they put her in the ground! Everyone was 
weeping for her, and you were raving and l augh ing in your sleep and calling 
her, 'Catal ina !  Catal ina ! '  You said you'd walk with her in the garden and 
cover her with fl owers, and all  the while they were lowering her i nto her grave 
and covering her with earth! Catal ina,  the poor l ittle th ing!  Poor th ing!" 
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Thereafter whenever Stefan came, doamna Porumbache would talk about 
Catalina, weepi ng, when she greeted h im.  Resigned, Stefan would l isten 
without looking at her and make his way slowly to Biris's room . He always 
found his fri end absorbed in a book. In the last few days Biris had been getting 
out of bed and reading as he sat in a chai r  by the window. In the strong l ight of 
early June his face acquired the pale freshness of a youthful convalescent. 

"I have a request to make , "  Biris said one day. "Ask I rina not to come 
anymore. Or, if she wants so much to see me, ask her not to try to console 
me. I don't feel the need of consolation. I'm a teacher of philosophy and I 
have at my disposal a considerable number of formulae which can perform 
that service. " He paused and got up to put the book on the desk. Then he 
returned to the chai r and sat down. 

'Td l ike to say the same thi ng to you , "  he continued. "I always enjoy it 
when you come to visit, but I don't want you to think you're obliged to talk 
about Catal ina.  As somebody said-1 don't know who-life goes on . I 've 
opted for Life, and that's why I 'd prefer to discuss something else . "  

"Everyone opts for Life," said Stefan.  "I don't quite understand why, but 
that's how it is . . . .  " 

"I know why. Speaking for myself, I want to l ive to see what wil l  happen 
in the end. Now that the war in Europe is over, we'll watch the offensive 
against Japan. In a year or two she'll be l iquidated too. I want to see what will 
happen after that. I shouldn't want to die before I find out where the \\·orld's 
heading-toward socialism or toward dictatorship. That's why I 'm i nterested 
in everything that goes on around me, from the decision that Stalin will make 
to Bibicescu's poli tical career. . . .  " 

Bibicescu had been made assistant di rector of the National Theater, but 
he hoped to become director soon . He had succeeded in introducing i nto the 
program of the coming season two plays by Partenie.  The Communist Party 
had appropriated the writer, and his books had been reprinted. The news
papers were ful l  of allusions to h im.  The rumor had begun to circulate that 
the police had shot h im i ntentional ly in order to l iqu idate, together with a 
leading Legionnaire, the most gifted of the progressive writers. Bibicescu 
spoke more and more i nsistently now about his friendship with Partenie,  and 
he acknowledged in an interview that the great writer was sympathetic toward 
the Russian Revolution . 

It was the middle of June, and no rain had fal len since Apri l .  The city 
was dusty, and everyth ing was dry and withered. It seemed like the end of 
summer. Bibicescu came to see Biris in the car that belonged to the di rector of 
the Theater. 

" . . .  In order not to tire myself, " he explained . "They don't know exactly 
what's wrong with me, but I have to be careful not to tire my heart. . . .  " 
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Suddenly, in the middle of their conversat ion,  he asked , " Did Catalina 
tell  you anything about me?" 

Biris was about to l igh t a cigarette, but he fel t  his hand tremble ,  and he 
quickly thrust the package i n to his pocket. "She just said that she had gone to 
sec you . She didn't tell me why . . . .  " 

I t  was not Bibiccscu's habi t to s i t  down, but  th is t i me he accepted a chair.  
' ' I 'm sorry. I was busy. I had someone with me . . . .  I wish I knew why she 
came to see me," he added i n  a different tone and stood up again .  But he  no 
longer ventured to pace from one end of the room to the other. H e  stopped 
near  the window and glanced at the sky, which was whi te with heat.  "It's 
terrible ,  this drough t.  We won't be able to pay our war debts . "  

Before h e  left , h e  remarked , "You know, a lot of Partcnic's papers have 
been found . Whole notebooks . . . .  " 

Biris smiled derisively and shrugged . 
"I don't  suppose you bel ieve me, but you'll be convinced when you see 

the manuscripts . He l eft them in a su itcase in the cou n try, at the home of a 
friend . . . .  " 

H e  took l ong walks through the city in the mornings or after sunset, when the 
heat had aba ted . Very often he went to the cemetery early in the morning, 
when the cool freshness of the night s till  l i ngered under the trees and among 
the graves adorned with drooping bouquets. He brought wild flowers for 
Catal ina tha t he had gathered from the edges of the vacant  lots and from the 
fal low fields behi nd the cemetery. They were small and dusty with faded 
colors, a lmost dry.  Once as he was entering the cemetery with a larger 
nosegay-on his way he had met a gypsy sell ing flowers-he suddenly re
membered the pai n ting in S tefan's s tudy: the black glove and the l ong
stemmed wild flowers thrown down in haste on a l i ttle table .  "She had just  
returned from a l ong walk . . .  when she heard the telephone ringing , "  S te
fan's words came back to h i m ,  "She has run to answer i t  . . . .  I ' m  still wai ti ng 
for her. . . .  " 

H e  would have l iked to take some fl owers to l oa na 's grave, but i t  was i n  
the Belu Cemetery i n  another part o f  the city .  H e  remembered t o o  wha t had 
been said at her burial . The bodies had not been recognizable and many 
famil ies were not sure that they had buried their own dead. H owever, after he 
l eft Catal ina's grave he  started out for bulevardul Domnite i .  On the tram 
people were al ready complaining of the heat, al though it was not yet ten 
o'clock. Biris fel t immersed in an atmosphere of unreality .  He seemed to 
move in a dream .  He was not suffering now from sadness or from lonel iness . 
The entire city wi th all its people,  agitated and noisy, was al ready l ost among 
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his memories. Sometime long ago he must have traveled this same route in 
this same overloaded tram during a time that had long since vanished. And 
now he was traversing it again in his mind, with the single purpose of return
ing to the past. 

The bomb craters had been filled in and the street repaired, but the 
sidewalks were sti l l  broken. The ruins were there yet, but they seemed smaller 
now, more compressed, and among the bricks a few weeds and tufts of grass 
were growing. Biris walked slowly, trying to find the exact spot where the 
house had stood. He thought he saw it. There on the pile of rubble some 
faded blue flowers had survived the drought and heat. With a l ittle difficulty 
he scrambled up a nd picked them . 

That summer they met rather infrequently. Stefan was away on vacation and 
did not return until after the fifteenth of August, during the week that fol
lowed the dropping of the atomic bomb and the capitulation of Japan.  I t  had 
been a week of general euphoria .  The strength of America reawakened the 
hope that Romania would not be abandoned ultimately to the Soviets. Their 
joy at the promise of imminent liberation had helped the Romanian people to 
forget even the drought tha t had ravaged the land all summer, as they had 
forgotten the typhus, the hundreds of thousands of people who had died 
during the past year, and the hundreds of thousands of prisoners who had not 
returned from Russia.  

On the way to see Biris ,  Stefan met Mihai Duma. He saw him i n  the dis
tance, and at first he did not recognize him.  Duma's skin was tanned and he 
had let his moustache grow. He held out his hand gravely. 

"My condolences. All of us at the Legation were grieved . I hope our 
telegram reached you . . . .  " He said that he had recently returned on one of 
the first Romanian l iners to cross the Mediterranean again .  Vidrighin and 
al most all the others had remained in Lisbon . 

Biris was seated at his deak, reading, when Stefan arrived. He was thin
ner and seemed to have aged a great deal since they had last met. 

"I saw Duma today. He sends regards . . . .  " Stefan smiled and stopped 
abruptly, as though he had recalled something important. " It's curious. I j ust 
remembered. The first time you told me about Duma was when I 'd returned 
from Sighisoara . And now today I ran i nto him. " 

Biris rummaged around on the desk for a piece of paper, which he folded 
carefully and placed over the page that he was reading. As he closed the book, 
the title caught Stefan's attention . It was a collection of myths and legends 
from I ndia . 

"Catal ina gave it to me a long time ago, but I 'd never read it. I had a 
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horror of her notions about Buddhism and her myth of October 1 9  . . . .  But I 
don't understand what seems so mysterious to you about your meeting 
Duma . "  

"I t's a strange coi ncidence that I met him today, when I 've just returned 
from Sighisoara aga i n .  I went there to sec Anisic. I th ink you sti l l  remember 
h im . . . .  " 

"Listening to you is an u ncommon pleasure , "  interrupted Biris .  "You're 
the fi rst man who hasn't asked me what I think about the atomic bomb. But 
let's return to Anisic and the problem of Time. Tell me about h i m .  I 've been 
reading Indian myths and they've prepared me for Anisic . . . .  " 

" Unfortunately,  I haven 't very much to relate. I \\Tnt to sec h i m  because 
he had told me to come back after four years . I 'd allowed four and a half years 
to go by, but it wasn't my fault .  I guess I arri\'cd too late. There was fighting 
last year all over that part of the country \\ hen the German troops were 
withdrawing. The farm was burned and the garden devastated. I didn't find 
h im,  and I don't even know what's become of h im.  Some say the Germans 
carried him off i n  the retreat a nd others think the Russians took h i m .  I even 
heard that he'd been shot, but no one knc\\ exactly \\ hen or by \\·hom . "  

"Too bad. I 'd like to have found out ho\\' the story ended-the one about 
'Youth \\ ithout Age . . . .  ' But before \\"C get started on another topic I want to 
ca ll  your attention to someth ing concerning Duma.  If he's come back and 
hasn't been arrested after working for yea rs for the German Secret Service, i t  
means he's \\'orking for the Communists nO\\ . You 'd better be careful .  . . .  " 

It was difficult for Stefan to hear him out.  :\1cntion of Duma's name was 
a signal for him to abandon h imself to his memories , and he saw again the 
cloud of dust behind the mil itary truck on the road that led to Sighisoara . He 
had fol l c)\\·cd i t  for a lmost half an  hour without being able to overtake i t .  But 
\\ hen at last the car i n  which he \\·as riding came abreast of it ,  he caught a 
brief glimpse of a Russ ian soldier sitting beside the driver, jokingly threatening 
them with his carbine.  Beyond , in  the backgrou nd, he saw the s moke
blackened ru ins of the farm. 

"You and I ta lk about all  kinds of nonsense \\ hen we're together but we 
nc\"Cr discuss things in which I 'm m ost deeply interested. I had gone to ask 
Anisic . . .  " 

H e  broke off aga i n ,  embarrassed . H e  had gone to ask Anisic abou t death , 
and no\\ it seemed to h im absurd that he had made that laborious j ourney 
through regions that had been devastated by war and drought j ust to seck out a 
stranger-a man he had seen only twice i n  his  life-in order to ask h i m ,  as if 
he were an oracle or a great saint,  what happens to a man after death. 

" . . .  I ,,·anted to ask h i m  a lot of th i ngs , "  continued Stefa n ,  forcing a 
smile. "Al though I 've never understood what made me think that Anisic knew 
the answers to my problems . . . .  And now that I 've seen Duma again ,  every
thing seems to have returned to the point  of departure. I have the disturbing 
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feeling that events are beginning to repeat themselves. I 'd l ike to find out how 
Anisie-who claimed not to live i n  Time-accommodated himself to the 
History written by the retreating German divisions in the vicin i ty of 
Sighisoara. This time I 'd really have an example of how you can remain 
outside of Time, even with tanks and arti l lery all around you . . . .  " 

Biris smiled .  He picked up the book from the desk and began leafing 
through it .  "Since you speak of Time, ! ' I I  tell you an Indian myth I read j ust 
this morning. I believe i t's l ike the stories Anisic told. Listen. I t's the tale of a 
renowned ascetic who was called Narada. Impressed by his saintl iness, 
Vishnu promised to grant him any desire. 'Show me your power, your mys
terious Maya , '  requested Narada. Vishnu motioned to follow him.  After 
walking for a l ittle while on a deserted road in the ful l  sunlight, they became 
thirsty, and Vishnu asked Narada to go to the vil lage that he saw not far ahead 
and bring him some water to drink. Vishnu stayed behi nd and wai ted at the 
edge of the road. Hastening to the village , Narada stopped at the first house he 
came to, and a young girl opened the door. She was so beautiful that Narada 
forgot what he had come for .  He entered the house and was received by the 
whole family with the honor befi tting a holy man. He stayed in the home as a 
guest for a l ong time, and finally he married the beautiful girl . He knew the 
joys of marriage and all the other pleasures and troubles of the l ife of a farmer. 
Twelve years passed in this way. Narada had three children now, and after his 
father-in-law died, he became master of the household. But in the twelfth 
year torrential rains flooded the area . In the same night his  herds were 
drowned and his house demolished. Holding onto his wife with one hand and 
the two older children with the other, he carried the smallest child on his 
shoulders and made his way with difficulty through the waters. But the load 
was too great. He slipped and the child fell  from his shoulders. He let go of the 
others and flung h imself in the water to catch the l i ttle one, but he was too 
late. The torrent engulfed h im in a few moments. At the same time the waves 
took the other two children and a l i ttle l ater his  wife. Narada was exhausted 
and soon fell ,  unconscious, swept away by the water l ike a piece of wood. Cast 
upon a rock, he woke up and recalled all the misfortunes that had befallen 
h im.  He burst i nto tears. All at once he heard a fami l iar voice, 'Child, where 
is the water that you were supposed to bring me? I've been waiting for you 
more than half an hour! '  Narada turned his head. Instead of the waters which 
had annihilated everything, he saw deserted fields gleaming under the sun of 
noon . 'Do you understand now the secret of my powers?' Vishnu asked him. 
'Do you understand what Maya is?' " 

Biris shut the book and laid i t  on the desk some distance away from him. 
Stefan had l istened without moving. 

"It's a very beautiful story," said Biris, seeing that Stefan remained silent. 
" I  wonder why Catalina never said anything to me about it .  . . .  " 

"But do you think i t  could be true?" Stefan asked suddenly. "Do you 
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bel ieve that \\ hat happens in Time and H istory is only an immense cosmic 
il lusion , the absurd creation of a demiurge \\'ho cares noth ing about our 
beliefs , our passions and sufferings?" 

"I didn't say it \\'as true. I just said it's a very beautiful story . I t's a story 
about Time, the kind of story that Anisic told you . "  

Baffl ed ,  Stefan gazed a t  h i m .  "Narada asks m e  to believe that J oana and 
RaZ\'an and al l  the others \\ h o  once were and are no more have never real ly 
existed, that they were nothing but shadows born of the cosmic dream of a 
dem iur gc.  I can't bel ieve i t .  If th is \\'ere true,  l ife would be meaningless . I f  
nothing i s  rea l ,  i f  everything i s  an idle and absurd creation in the manner o f  a 
great drea m ,  an irresponsible game repeating i tself ad infinitu m .  our existence 
would have no significance or value. Then \\'e'd be l ost completely !"  

"I don't believe that's wha t the myth means ,"  Bi ris broke i n .  "Narada's 
experience has nothing to do \\ ith the meaning or value of human existence. 
That's a total ly different matter. Vishnu probably wants to sho\\ h i m  that 
Miiyii , the cosmic i l lusion . is entirely a function of Time, that Miiyii can 
manifest i tself only through temporal duration . If I 'm not mistaken, I thought 
this \\'as your vic\\ too. You used to tell me that existence in  Time is i l lusory, 
without sign ificance, unrea l .  You sa id that the only salvation is to go out of 
hi storic time. Vishnu agrees \\ ith you . He tells you clearly that Time is 
il lusion , that it's Mayii . . . . .

. 

Stefan ran his hand 0\'Cr his face and S\\'al lowed \\ ith difficulty. "But 
what am I going to do? r\nd J oana?" he demanded. "\Vhcre will I meet her 
again? What do I do about al l  my past, the time \\ h ich by its passage has made 
me \\'hat I am at this moment?" 

"Listen to me! " Biris exclai med ,  interrupting h i m .  ' ' I 'm sorry, but I have 
to speak fra nkly. From the day we met I 've heard you say continually that you 
wanted to go out of Time,  to escape from H istory. Pardon me for pointing th is 
out, but it seems to me your \\ ish has been gran ted ! It's terrible ,  but that's 
\\ hat's happened. r\n American bomb put an end to your History. You lost 
everything. l\'ot only J oana and Razva n ,  but even the external evidence of 
your existence in H istory-mementos of childhood, books , pictures. You're a 
man completely removed from H istory-\\'ithout a past and therefore without 
identity. It's \\ hat you once told me you tried to achieve \\ hen you shut 
yourself in your secret room. You can start a new life at any moment from the 
beginning.  You've abol ished H istory-someth i ng you never real ly bel i eved in 
anyway. Narada ,  so long as he found h i mself under Vishnu's magical spel l ,  
bel ieved in  the reality of h i s  l i fe a s  a farmer, \vi th h i s  herds , wife a n d  children. 
That's why Vishnu gave him the lesson you hea rd a l ittle while ago. You \\·ere 
\\·arned, however. Your own intuition revealed to you l ong ago the unreal ity 
of historic Time. " 

Stefan bowed his head.  "I ,,·as a fool , "  he said fa intly.  "For a l ong whi le  
I 've real ized what a fool I was . . . .  " 
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Biris l i t  a cigarette. H is hand trembled a l i ttle as he raised the match , and 
he hid i t  as soon as possible, feel ing humiliated . But Stefan had not noticed. 
He was still sitting with his head bent, staring insensibly at the carpet. 

"And to speak of folly is to use a vague expression that ultimately says 
nothing at all , "  began Biris. "You were and sti ll are a normal man like 
everyone else. Your longing to go out of Time a nd to ignore H istory was 
probably a desperate effort to recover the bliss of childhood , to reintegrate a 
lost Paradise. " 

All at once he realized the cruelty of h is remark, and he smoked in s ilent 
chagrin .  

''Sti l l , I was a fool , "  repeated Stefan without raising h is head. "Not for 
imagining a man can elude h istoric Time while remaining alive, and not for 
thinking he  can obtain in  this way a ful l  l ife, one infinitely more precious 
than our ord inary existence-which consists of nothing but receiving and 
assimilati ng H istory. I sti l l  think this is possible. The proof is the life that a 
saint l ives-a life that isn't separated from eternity as ours is . . . .  But my folly 
was something else,  and i t  was ridiculous and absurd. I imagined that I could 
evade H istory by fol lowing my hunches and hallucinations and by seeking all 
the time for signs around me. Do you know that for years and years I was 
obsessed by a car? It was one in which it seemed to me that I leana ough t to 
have come and which I sometimes seemed to see in front of me, although I 
never caught up with it. I was obsessed by that car and by the mystery of 
Vadastra's l ife! I spent l ong hours l istening to him tal king in  the next room. I 'd 
been married only a year or two, but I left I oana alone in the hope that I'd find 
out who doam na Zissu was. I kept hearing Vadastra talking about this extraor
dinary woman ,  doamna Z issu . It seemed to me this name concealed a secret 
which, if I could unravel it, would change my life. I had become obsessed 
with doamna Zissu . I should have had my head examined . . . .  " 

Biris was embarrassed. He smiled .  Getting up from the desk, he went to 
the window and opened it. "Doamna Zissu?" he inqui red , del iberately chang
ing the subject. "Doamna Zissu? Maybe she's the same person as Uncle 
Mitica's Z isuleasca. If she is, coana Viorica could tell you a lot about her. She 
doesn't l ike to admit it, but Zisuleasca caused her some rather anxious days 
about twenty years ago. She was, so to speak, Uncle Mitica's l ast great 
passion . . . .  She was a dressmaker. . . .  " 

H e  stopped talking and stepped abruptly out of the room. Doamna 
Porumbache was standing with her ear pressed against the wal l .  "Don't tell 
h im!" she pleaded in a faint whisper. 
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4 
"SHE WAS A DRESSMAKER , "  BIRIS HAD SAID ON ANOTHER OCCASION. 

"It seems that she was very beautiful . . . .  " 
It's hard to bel ieve that she's the same person as Vadastra's doamna 

Zissu , Stefan had thought. At the time of the First World War, when 
:\1itica Porumbache had known her, Zisuleasca would have been a lmost 
thirty years old. Vadastra had met doamna Zissu in 1 92 5, when he was in 
the fourth class of the liccu . H e  was about fifteen then,  but by that time 
Zisuleasca , the friend of i\1 itica Poru mbache,  would have been over 
forty. She cou ld not have been Vadastra's first love as Stefan had been 
tempted to think when he had heard h i m  speak about "the distinguished 
doamna Zissu" or "a distinguished woman who loved me . . . .  " 

But Stefan was interested in Biris's story. He had listened to it with 
a suggestion of uneasiness. All those deta ils about th i ngs that had oc
curred thirty years earlier held an incomprehensible attraction for h i m .  
H e  had the feel ing that numerous distorted signs were trying t o  reach 
him from the past, from somewhere in a region that was inaccessible to 
h im.  Biris had not known this woman ,  but from doamna Porumbache 
he  learned that when Miti ca had met her she was being supported by a 
capta in who had rented a luxuriously furnished apartment for her on 
bulevardul Pache, and he had even bought her a piano. She had had 
two children by her former h usband, and the captain had fathered a 
third ,  a boy who had died shortly after she met Mitica Porumbache at  
the Carden of Gaiety . That \vas the cafe finu Lica owned. Even before 
he met Z isuleasca and while he was sti l l  a l ieutenant, the capta in  had 
sought diversion there with his fel low officers and the girls from the 
cabaret. It  was said that the captai n  was from a good family.  H e  was 
married , but nothing was known of his wife because they had been 
separated for many years. When his garrison was transferred from 
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Bucharest, the captain sti ll came to visit h is mistress at least once a 
week. 

At that time Mitica Porumbache was nearing his fiftieth year, but 
he was handsome and robust and rather well-to-do. He owned houses in 
Ferendari, a hardware store in Lipscani ,  and many other properties as 
wel l .  Z isuleasca was bored being by herself and she began to go in the 
evenings to the Garden of Gaiety, where she rapidly became involved 
with Mitica . His  neighbors found out that he hardly ever spent a night 
at home anymore, that he was squandering his money on Z isulcasca . 
He bought her dresses and jewels, drove her about in a cabriolet in 
Sosea , and sent her to the baths in summer. Not long afterward the 
capta in disappea red in a mysterious manner, leaving many debts, all of 
which Mitica paid.  When {inu Lica discovered that the captain had 
vanished and that Z isuleasca \\·as l iving with M itica , he decided to tel l 
coana Viorica about it .  But she had known for a long time. The 
neighbors had informed her that Mitica was not at the Garden of Gaiety 
nights but at the h ome of h is mistress. She feigned indifference, and 
with a shrug of her shoulders she repl ied that she would not demean 
herself to spite a seamstress. When the war began in 1 9 1 6  and Mitica 
was called into service, Z isuleasca was expecting a baby. It was born 
shortly after the Germans occupied Bucharest, when he had gone to 
Moldavia with his regiment. In those years of the war Zisuleasca's 
fortunes had declined again,  and she had to sell some of her jewels and 
furniture. But she refused to part with her piano. She gave up the 
apartment on bulevardul Pache and moved into a l i ttle house on the 
outski rts of the city, resum ing her work as a seamstress. When Mitica 
returned from Moldavia in 1 9 1 8 , his child was dead. Earl ier that winter 
it  had taken a cold and perished in a few days. This event was decisive 
for their relationship. Mitica bel ieved that the boy had died because he 
had not been properly cared for. S ince Zisuleasca worked during the 
day in the homes of other people, she was always away. The baby \\as 
left in the care of a neighbor. M itica Porum bache never recovered from 
th is blow. They renewed their l ia ison , but it only endured for a year and 
then he gave her enough money to open a shop downtown. After that 
he saw no more of her. 

But Viorica's triumph was only temporary. A few years later, in 
1 92 3 ,  Mitica died,  and after his death she discovered that his business 
affairs were not what she thought them to be. She was forced to sell 
some of the properties to be able to keep the store in Lipscani ,  and then 
she sold the house in Ferendari . But all her efforts were fru itless. Three 
years after the death of her husband, it was necessary to close the shop. 
All that was left was the house on strada Macelari and a sum of money 
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which ,,·as soon reduced to noth ing by devaluation and the expenses of 
Petre's school i ng. 

"It's too bad coana Viorica didn't wa nt to tell  you herself, " Biris had said 
later. "Only she knm,·s most of the details  . . . .  " 

Stefan remembered that autumn evening very clearly. The visit had been one 
of the last that he had made to strada Macclari before he left. As he l istened to 
Biris's talc ,  random recollections of h is l ife as Vadastra's neighbor came into 
his  m i nd,  but he felt he was not rcvic\\'ing his own memories. They seemed to 
be concerned with events from some other person's l ife. These things hap
pened ten years ago, he reminded h i mself obstinately, as if he were trying to 
convince himself of their real ity. Almost ten years ago--I was in my secret 
room . . . .  

" Do you think she's Vadastra's doamna Z issu?" Biris had asked after a 
long silence. 

Stefan did not know what to say in reply. Vadastra would have 
been fifteen then, he calculated , \\ hi lc  doamna Zissu . . .  "Actually, 
none of these things matter, " he stated fi nally. 

The memories continued to emerge-the pia no, the fifteen l ei an 
hour,  the workshop, the girls who were employed by doamna Zissu and 
,,·ho had prepared tea for Spiridon once at Christmastimc when he haq 
tarried late in the evening practicing the Sonata Pathetique .  That might 
very well have been the dressmaking establishment of Zisuleasca . . . .  

"It doesn't matter, " he  repeated with a h int of exasperation in  his 
voice. "At that time, ten years ago , it seemed to me that . . .  " He stopped 
a gam .  

Biris rested h i s  elbows on the desk and looked at  h i m ,  a slight smile 
of pity hovering in  the corner of his l ips. Almost ten years had passed 
since the two had met, and Biris had not changed . He was a strong 
man.  "' 've opted for Life , "  he had sa id .  "I  want to l ive to see how things 
will turn out in the end . "  It was already several months since Catal ina 
had died a nd he was sti l l  the same, unaltered . H e  was a strong man.  

"It's not i mporta nt ,"  Stefan repeated , making a n  effort to smile.  
"Let's talk  about something else . . . .  " 

Biris was smoking calmly, with both elbows leaning on the desk. 
"Look, this desk, as you \\'ell know, was formerly inhabited by a death
clock beetle, " he  had said some years before. "I haven't h eard it n ow for 

4 3 5  . 



a long time. I t  died . . . .  " He also had a molar which had al ready arrived 
in the land of the dead, Stefan recalled then. And now six months have 
gone by since the death of Catal ina and he hasn't changed. He's a 
teacher of philosophy. I ought to ask him what he believes about death. 
It's the only problem worth discussing. We waste time talking about so 
many futile things . . . .  

"I  wanted to ask you somethi ng . . .  " he began,  but he stopped 
abruptly and got up from his cha i r  in embarrassment. "I t's getting late. I 
have work to do at home. We'll talk  some other time . . . .  " 

This conversation had taken place one evening early i n  November, but he felt 
that i t  had happened l ong ago, many years prior to the drought, many years 
before he had climbed aboard this tra in  that had been waiting-he knew not 
how l ong-in this station in Moldavia. Although the blinds were drawn, i t  
was unbearably hot i n  the compartment. None of the men wore coats, and 
their shirt sleeves were rol led up to their elbows. Stefan fel t the sweat running 
in streams over his ski n ,  and he stepped back i nto the corridor. He took out his 
handkerchief, and slipping i t  furtively under his shirt, he began to sponge 
himself. 

"What's wrong, domnule? Why don't we leave?" he heard someone 
behind h im say .  

He remembered very well .  He had not seen Biris much after that. 
Stefan had moved into a bachelor flat on strada Campineanu a few days 
before. He had furnished it with simple, ordinary things that seemed to 
be without age or style, the kind of furniture that one finds in the 
waiting room of a second-rate business establishment. A few shelves of 
technical j ournals and books on pol itical economy served as a library. 
On his  work table lay only periodicals and assorted docu ments. There 
were no pictures on the wal ls,  no art objects, no flowers. When he came 
home in the evening he l iked to enter a neutral room that would not 
sadden or depress h im.  He wanted it to be l ike a box so arranged that he 
could work and sleep in it. He was always late coming in and he set to 
work immediately, busy then until two or three i n  the morning when he 
fell  into an exhausted sleep, dreamless and untroubled. He fel t  really at 
ease only when he abandoned himself wholly to the task before him. 

All the employees at the Ministry belonged to the Union and 
Stefan was no exception. He l iked to attend the meetings. They talked 
about serious things that seemed to him foreign and i mpersonal ,  allow
i ng h im to l ive a few more hours without thinking. When a course i n  
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the Russian language \\'as organized at the :\1in istry, he was one of the 
first to enrol l ,  and he pursued it assiduously. He had learned a little 
Russian at Odessa but only by hearing it spoken by the old woman,  
Viera , and her nephe\\ . The boy was ten or el even , with close-cropped 
hair,  so blond that he seemed to have \\'hite eyelashes . "Ia ana nie 
znaiu , ' '  Stefan would begin,  and the boy \muld correct him promptly,  
"Ia ieio nie znaiu . . . .  ·· This t ime he was studying it methodically,  using 
a grammar and writing the vocabulary and the exercises in a notebook. 
He devoted an hour to this activi ty every n ight. But someti mes he found 
that his despa ir broke through in spite of all precautions. Certa in  words 
plu nged him back into the past to the years that he had spent in Russia . 

' "Peresta nite jalovatsia ! "  He had heard this once l ong ago and he 
had not understood \\ hat it meant. That was in the spring of 1 942 
some\\ here near the bend of the Don . He had received a letter from 
J oana and he read it as he wai ted for the car that was to take h i m  to the 
a irport. With a little effort he could ha\·e remembered \\ hat J oa na had 
\\Titten to him then. '"Perestanite jalovatsia ! "  an old man had said to the 
\mman beside him.  Stefan had not understood . He had fi nished read
ing Joa na 's letter and a� ah\·ays he had felt ashamed and despondent. 
Someday she'll fi nd out that I'm lying to her, he had thought, and I 
don't even u nderstand \\'hy I l ie. I don't u nderstand it at a l l .  . . .  

Then one day he found out th e meaning of perestanite jalova tsia . 
"Stop complaining !"  He closed the manual and went outside to walk on 
the street. He \\·a lked for several hours bareheaded in the rai n .  This was 
what he did whenever he could not escape h is memories. He strode 
through downpours, through snow, until he was \\"Orn out. Then he 
\muld rerum late, spen t, and go to sleep quickly, his  mind empty of 
thought. 

And yet he \\ ould stubbornly take up his \\'ork again the next 
e\'en ing. He soon excel led in Russia n ,  a fact that al ienated any sym
pathy that his coll eagues at the :\•l in istry sti l l  felt for h im.  Everyone 
regarded him \\ ith suspicion , even the members of h is family. Adela 
and Raducu had been the first to become cool . Raducu had been 
dismissed from the :\1 inistry of Public  Works and had fou nd a position 
with a private enterprise. He had become more uncompromising than 
ever and predicted an Anglo-American intervention.  He declared that 
all Communists a nd collaborators would be hanged in  the square in 
front of the National Theater. Stefan l istened to him seriously, with out 
attempting to contradict h im.  But when Raducu found out that Stefan 
read Commu nist newspapers and was taking the course in Russian ,  he 
banged his fi st i ndignantly on the table and left the room . After that 
Stefan had n ot visited them again .  

In spite of  h imself he had a lso  quarreled with the Bologa family.  
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The old man had been offended when Stefan had refused to l ive in their 
house in Cotrocen i ,  which they had finally been forced to put up for 
lease. Because of his heart trouble Bologa stayed at  their  vineyard near 
Targoviste. When Stefan went to see h is father-in-law, the old man 
began to talk about Ioana and Razvan ,  showing him their photographs. 
Stefan pretended that he did not see him crying, and from time to time 
he went i nto another room or out on the porch to have a cigarette. He 
had been told that the smoke was bad for the other man's heart. Each 
time he came back si lent and embarrassed, and sat down again beside 
Baloga . "Look at this picture . . .  " the old man said once, pointing it out 
to h im.  Stefan nodded h is head and tried to smile. He was familiar with 
it .  It was a picture of Ioana in the last class of the liceu . He had one like 
it .  He had had copies made of almost a l l  the photographs of Ioana that 
the family possessed. "Now this photo . . .  " Baloga began in a curiously 
diminished voice. It  seemed to have been reduced to a l imi ted number 
of sounds. Stefan kept nodding h is head, but he was not l isteni ng. Ho\\ 
is i t  possible for his voice to change so much? he wondered. He has 
heart trouble. All this has happened because he has heart trouble . . . .  
After awhile Stefan realized that his father-in-law was no longer talking 
abou t Ioana . He had begun to comment on the political situation. 

"What's the matter?" Baloga asked suddenly. "Why are you l ook
ing at me l ike that? Do you think I'm exaggerating?" 

"No. You're right. . . .  " 
"Allow me to continue !"  The old man cut him short and his voice 

seemed to change aga in .  "We're glad that you're well thought of at the 
Ministry, although your Minister is a Communist bandit. We're glad 
that you at l east have kept your pos ition , although the majority of 
honest men and true patriots were purged by those criminals . "  

"You haven't understood me, " Stefan tried to expla in .  
"Let me speak , "  interrupted Bologa again.  "If  what I 've heard is 

true, that you've begun to study Russian and that you've joined the 
Union . . .  " 

Stefan permitted h im to rant l ike that for a long time, but he paid 
no attention to what he was saying and tried to find other things to th ink 
about. 

"What's wrong, domnule? Why don't we l eave at  once?" Again Stefan heard 
someone shouting i n  the compartment behind h im.  "Have they forgotten 
we're here?" 

When he shaved hi mself every morning in front of the mirror in the 
bathroom he left the radio turned on so tha t  he could hear the news and 
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the pol itical commentaries. And yet sometimes he realized that he was 
no longer l istening and \\·as staring at himself with an obscure feel ing of 
hope. He thought that if he made the effort he would be able to recall 
precisely the day when he had ceased to be young. For a l ong time he 
had been obsessed with the idea that he had not been attentive enough 
to recognize the exact moment when the last trace of his youth had 
sh ifted behind him,  recedi ng \\ holly into the pas t .  He felt  that he had 
been tricked. S omeone had teased him into believing that youth is not 
numbered by years, that when you count them you are not really 
counting the time of your mm l ife flowing by but something else en
tirely . . . .  H e  stood close to the mirror and studied his face thoughtful ly 
u ncler the bright l ight of the naked bulb.  Then he ran his hand over his 
eyes and check, and began to dress without further delay. 

H e  tried to avoid thi nking about the past, to stop recal l ing things. 
But regardl ess of his efforts, he sometimes found himself making calcu
lations, seeking to convi nce h imself that he was not mistaken, that a 
defi nite number of years had actually passed s ince a certain event.  
When he thought about the time of his  youth , it seemed to have 
stretched and expa nded, to have been crowded ,,·ith incidents, r ich in 
revelations. H is years of study in Paris took on an indefi nite duration . 
They alone attai ned the di mensions of a l ifeti me. Then there came a 
particular moment that he could never quite manage to isolate, and 
after that the years had begun to fly.  Although they went by so fast, they 
brought him almost nothing that \\ aS new. He had been pushed and 
shoved by events-especiall y  the war-but all  of them seemed to have 
been deprived of duration . He had the imprc�sion that h is  interior time 
had not been receptive to them . It was as if these events had taken place 
somewhere outside of h i m ,  perhaps on a cinema screen that he had 
been ,,·atehing. The action that occurs in a fi l m  sometimes spans many 
years and you understand clearly  that time has also passed in the pic
ture, but it  d ocs not coincide with what you feel in  your own being. In 
th is way Stefan felt that he had not really l ived the last few years of his 
l ife .  

"An hour and twenty minutes! "  the man in  the compartment exclaimed in 
exasperation. "They've forgotten we're here! And we don't have a drop of 
water. . . .  " 

And yet occasional ly  on the way h ome he found himself heading for the 
Cafenea . Some irresistible urge deep i nside of him seemed to i mpel h im 
in that d i rection.  H e  passed among the  tables absently, looking for Biris .  
He did not always find h i m ,  but he  met Weissmann,  who told h i m  
about t h e  trip that he  would soon b e  making t o  London.  He saw, too, 
seated at  the table by the window, Bursuc, v.·ho had recently become a 
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monk and now lived at the Metropoli tan Cathedral .  The priest had 
grown a short, th in beard which made h is face look much fatter and 
gave him the appearance of a monk in a pai nting by Fra Lippo Lippi .  
Bursuc had taken the vows so he would be able to enter into the 
succession of a former country priest, a Communist sympath izer, 
whom the government had made a bishop and was preparing to raise to 
the status of Metropol i tan.  

Sometimes he saw Bibicescu. After the success which the plays of 
Partenie had enjoyed, he had expected to be named di rector of the 
National Theater, especially since he had introduced a great many 
works of Soviet authors i nto the program for the new season. But in 
February an article that appeared in a Party magazine held him respon
sible for the bourgeois-reactionary style in which the actors performed. 
The author analyzed Bibecescu's fascist tendency and recalled his i nflu
ence when he was the di rector of the National Theater under the 
Legionnaire Regime. This seemed to have been a signal for the entire 
Communist press to take up the campaign ,  accusing h i m  of betraying 
the good faith of the authorities and of having introduced h imself i nto 
the Party through fraud. A few weeks later he had been dismissed from 
his post as assistant director, although he was permitted to remain in the 
Union of Dramatic Artists. 

One evening as he was threading his way among the tables at the 
Cafenea , Stefan had seen the actor sitting with Biris and Bursuc. He 
had seemed extraordinarily pale. 

"An i ndividual ist would have been hurt at receiving such a severe 
sanction , "  Dan said gravely, "but such reactions are out of date . "  

"If I understand correctly ,"  Biris interposed, "it's a sort of collective 
psychoanalytic therapy. The Party is helping you to bring your com
plexes to light and to judge them on an objective level as if they didn't 
belong to you. Salvation consists in the transcending of subjectiv
ity . . . .  " 

"That's exactly right ,"  responded Bibicescu . "Subjectivity must be 
corrected permanently through the consciousness of history, so as not to 
lose contact with the l iving realities-that is, with the social . . .  " 

"You don't understand at all , "  Bursuc interrupted. "Self-cri ticism 
is the revolutionary formula for the confessi on of sins. By the public 
confession of our transgressions we return to true Christianity .  That's 
the sign ificance of the revolution . . . .  " 

That evening he had l eft the Cafenea i n  the company of Biris. 
"What's become of you?" demanded the teacher. "I  haven't had a sign 
of l i fe from you. You don't come to strada Macclari anymore . . .  " 

' ' I 'm extremely busy. I have absolutely no time at all now . . . .  " 

Biris stopped beside him for a moment, standing on the sidewalk, 
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a nd gazed a t  h im.  · ·You're a fortunate man , "  he sa id .  "To have no time 
means that you've resolved al l  problems and you're living in a perfect 
equilibrium.  My congratulations. I envy you . "  

"Then I 've expressed myself badly. I meant to say that  I no  l onger 
have the l eisure to be a ware of what happens to me . . . .  " 

"It's the same thing. You're no l onger aware of what's happening to 
you , because you're l iv ing exclusively outside yourself. You're l iving on 
an objective plane. That i s ,  you're integrating yourself into the h istoric 
moment. Although you haven 't joined the Party, your reasoning is just 
l ike Bibicescu 's. I congratulate you-especially since I remember how 
many years you spent trying to escape from H istory. N ow probably 
you've persuaded yourself that  you were on the wrong road and you're 
conforming to the Spirit of the Time . . . .  You ought to read H egel , "  he 
added with a smile.  "If you l ike, I'll lend you his works and we'll discuss 
them together. H egel 's a rather difficult author. . . .  " 

"I 've expressed myself badly,"  repeated Stefan .  "It's not that at al l .  I 
don't know if what I do is right. It's an extreme kind of solution that I 
resorted to i n  desperation . I could have kil l ed myself. It would have 
amounted to the same thing. Actually I haven't been l iving-real ly 
living-for a long \\·h i le .  I 'm just doing my duty when I wake up every 
morning at the same h our.  That's a l l .  That's my \\·hole l ife. " 

"But why?" Biris demanded suddenly.  "What good does that do? 
What do you think you've solved by th is?" He stopped again and looked 
at Stefan with an exasperation that he could not control . He was almost 
raging. I ntim idated, Stefan h ung his head .  

"I  don't  know myself. I 'm not aware of  my m otives . Maybe it's 
cowardice . . . .  " 

"Listen to me, " resumed Biris in a quieter voice. ' ' I 'd like to have a 
tal k  with you sometime. But I 'd l ike to talk  frankly,  the way we used to 
talk.  I 'd have l ooked for you, but I didn't know your new address . . . .  
And I don't  know it  now, either, ' '  he  added after a pause. 

This had happened at the beginning of March . Stefan remembered 
it very clearly.  The evening was cold and foggy. Snow had fal len again a 
few days before a nd some of it sti l l  l ingered on the sidewalk, di rty, 
trampled under foot. They walked together then for a l ong time without 
speaki ng. 

Stefan descended to the platform and placed his wet handkerchief on the top 
of h is  head to protect it from the intense heat.  The station had been destroyed 
two years before, during the last months of the war. S ometi me since then they 
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had begun to rebuild it ,  but the work had been interrupted , and the building, 
only half completed , seemed now to have been abandoned. The offices were 
lodged in some clapboard warehouses nearby. At each end of the platform a 
guard from the gendarmes was posted. One of them leaned against the scaf
folding in an effort to shield himself from the glare of the sun.  The other 
seemed to have fal l en asleep in the sparse shade of a dusty locust tree. 

Stefan ,,·alked a short distance beside the coaches, with thei r drawn 
shades. They appeared deserted, although now and then a passenger in shirt 
sleeves would raise one of the blinds and show his face at the windo\\·, drugged 
with sleep . For a moment he would glance desperately toward the warehouse 
and then draw back, pulling the shade down quickly,  as though he feared that 
the stifl ing heat would invade the compartment. When the tra in had stopped 
at the ruined depot a n  hour and a half earlier, where it should have halted for 
only a few minutes, the travelers had streamed out of the coaches and run to 
the well under the locust tree with their bottles and canteens. But they did not 
find a drop of water. The cistern had been dry for a long time. Momentarily 
the station had seemed to come alive as if by magic. People ran the length of 
the platform , there was the sound of voices, and one after another the shades 
went up. Then , imperceptibly, the activity began to diminish and silence was 
reestabl ished. The torrid heat of the July noon alone dominated the scene 
under the whitened sky, glassy and incandescent. 

Stefan paused before the warehouse door, which held a placard with the 
word "Stationmaster" written on i t. He knocked several ti mes and waited. No 
sound from inside reached h is ears. The building seemed to be empty. He 
knocked aga in ,  more loudly, and after a few seconds a rough, sleepy voice 
growled threateningly, "What d'ya want?" 

H owever ,  since no one opened the door, Stefan continued to knock. 
"What do you want, domnule?" 
"I  came to ask you . . .  " Stefan began hesitantly, "to ask if \\ e'll be here 

much l onger-if I can sti l l  make the connection for Botosani . . . .  " 

"You've missed i t ,"  responded the same rude voice from behind the 
door. 

"But can you at least tel l me why we're standing here? What we're 
waiting for?" 

"It's an order. . . .  " 

Stefan waited a few seconds and then turned back, holding both hands to 
his forehead to shade his eyes. The relentless heat  of the sun seemed to pour 
down upon him l ike a rain  of fiery coals.  As he walked past the guard , he 
heard a faint whistle and he raised his eyes. The man motioned for Stefan to 
approach . 

"You won't be leaving very soon , "  he murmured. "The Americans have 
to go through first . "  

Stefan stared at h i m  questioningly. 
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'The American Red Cross tra i n , "  added the guard almost in a wh isper. 
"It has to pass fi rst. People are dying of hunger. " 

Behind the station extended the pla in ,  deserted, without a blade of grass, 
burned by the heat and drought. H ere and there thick clouds of dust were 
moving sluggishly ,  drifting over the parched earth . The guard noticed that 
Stefan was watching them and he also turned to l ook. 

"The people arc coming, " he said .  "They've found out. . . .  If only they 
have enough strength to get here!" 

S tefan bl inked a few times to rest his eyes. The light that rose over the 
ground , a sh immeri ng sea of incandescence, blinded h i m .  

"Their cattle have died , "  continued t h e  guard, "and they're coming on 
foot .  Those '' ho fal l  are l eft beside the road . . . .  It 's the punishment of God . "  
H e  sighed .  

" Everyth ing comes from God , "  sa id Stefan.  

" Everyth ing comes fro m  God , "  Ir ina had said.  " If  God wished you to 
remain with us . . .  " 

He had come upon her wai t ing for h im in front of his h ouse one 
CVCnmg. 

"How did you fi nd out my address?" he  inquired, without taking 
the troubl e to h ide his i rritation.  

" Forgive me, " she murmured in embarrassment. "They told me at  
the Ministry . I wanted to ta lk  to  you . . . .  " 

"I knm\ , "  he i n terrupted , opening the door and stepping aside to 
let her pass. "Tomorrow will be the second anniversary . . . .  " 

I ri na entered the room and glanced timidly around, standi ng i n  the 
middle of the fl oor. She did not know \\·hat to do \\·ith her hands and 
finally thrust them i nto the pockets of her coat. 

"Please sit down , "  he said , pul l i ng up a cha i r  beside h i s  desk. H e  
paused a moment, then added, "\\' c haven't seen each other for a long 
time.  You've come to remind me that tomorrm\· is the second anniver
sary . . . .  

I rina sat down and gazed di rectly into his  eyes . "I didn't come to 
talk  about that. " 

Very slowly and del iberately he l i t  a cigarette, a l lowing the match 
to burn down until he could feel the h eat  of the flame <Jga inst the tips of 
his fi ngers. 

"I  came to remind you of the Emperor, "  she continued in her 
cal m ,  grave tone.  " I t's been h\·o years also since he went away. N ow that 
you're l eft a lone what do you i ntend to d o?" 

"I don't understand what you mean.  Please be more expl ic i t. " 
" l oana and Razvan went away two years ago and the Emperor went 

with them .  You've been l eft here a lone with us, but you don't seem to 
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l ike any of us. Then what do you intend to do? If God wished you to 
remain with us you ought to find consolation here and love us. " 

"Us? Who? Who do you mean by 'us'?" 
"We, the l iving. You don't want to l ive with us anymore. You've 

let yourself be carried off somewhere else. But this isn't l iving. This is 
only one of your illusions. The Emperor can't be resurrected . He's with 
loana and Razvan now . . . .  " 

He put out h is cigarette in the ashtray and raised his eyes to Irina.  
H is face expressionless, he regarded her for several moments i n  the way 
that he would l ook at some object that was commonplace and familiar 
to h im.  

' ' I 'm sorry to have to  tell you , "  he began abruptl y, "but for me 
death is a serious problem . Up to now I haven't even dared to d iscuss it 
with Biris, although he doesn't hesitate to remind me all the time that 
he's a professor of philosophy. Why, then, should I discuss i t  with you?" 

"You're committing a s in ,"  sa id Ir ina.  "I don't know how to say it 
any other way, but you're committing a s in ."  

. ? "  sm.  
" I s  i t  so terrible that I still think about loana? I s  i t  really such a great 

I rina raised her head slowly and fixed her gaze in h is eyes once 
more, her face alight for a moment. 

"I told you there's noth ing more you can do now for Ioana except 
to pray for her. No matter what your future l ife may be it doesn't 
concern Ioana.  She's gone away and taken with her all the l ife you had 
together, so the Emperor has gone too. " 

"You're very confusing, but I th ink I understand what you mean. 
Biris would say that when I lost Ioana I lost the whole 'history' of our l ife 
together because I lost the only witness to that h istory. I agree. But what 
must I do to annul that fact? If I were to believe Biris . . .  " 

H e  stopped suddenly as if he had real ized that he had said too 
much already and he shrugged h is shoulders, a tired smile on his l ips. 

"What you're doing now is not out of love for Ioana , "  Irina began 
again in the same quiet voice. "You could have done so much while 
you were together . . . .  " 

Stefan stood up sharply from the desk and began to pace about the 
room . With a vague feel ing of uneasiness Iri na watched h im.  

"Now, you must consider us ,  those who are left , "  she  continued. 
"You must search for I leana . . . .  " 

He stopped in front of her, obviously annoyed . "How do you know 
about her?" 

"From I oana.  She knew you l oved her and that on account of her 
you left for the front. She knew everything . "  

"Of course she knew. I told you long ago i t  was I who killed her. 
You didn't want to believe me. I'm glad that I 've convinced you at last!" 
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"You're committing a great sin to talk that way,"  Irina interrupted 
him.  "You're putt ing yourself in the place of God and judging yourself 
in his name. Everyth i ng's decided by God. You have no power to 
change it. H ow could you change your fate when it was decided by 
God? It was God who destined you to l ove two \\·omen.  N ow he's cal led 
I oa na to h i m ,  and you must search for the other. . . .  " 

She went to the windO\\. a nd opened i t .  The coolness of the April 
eveni ng began to penetrate the room . "There was too much smoke , "  
s h e  said.  " A  closed smel l .  The fu rniture a n d  even the wall s  smel led 
cl osed . . . .  " 

"So then you ask me to renou nce forever a part of my l ife , "  Stefan 
said suddenly, "to say l ike Job, 'The Lord gave, and the Lord has taken 
away; blessed be the name of the Lord ! '-and then begin another l i fe all 
over again as if my l ife before had been just a drea m ,  a hallucination 
l ike that of the ascetic Narada i n  the Indian myth Biris told me!" 

"You know that God doesn't ask this  of you , "  repl ied Irina . "The 
l ife you've l ived i sn't a dream and it isn't a hallucination,  but it's gone 
no\\ to be with God for eternity, and \\ hen i t's time for you to leave too 
you'll find it  all with h i m .  God knows all  these things and remembers 
them and when you're called to him he gives you back your whole l ife, 
everything that's happened to you , down to the very l east deta i l ,  things 
you've long since forgotten . But God never forgets. He returns every
thing. He gives back to you your whole l ife in a way you could never 
have known it, because we l ive our l ives piece by piece, and when we're 
living one year \\·e forget what happened in the years before. But God 
doesn't forget-not ever. He gives back everyth ing a l l  at one t ime.  H e  
gives you aga in  a l l  the people w h o  were i nvolved with you , the people 
you l oved . That's why only the souls that are at rest know happiness
because they're i n  H eaven and a soul i n  H eaven has everything at one 
time.  \\'e l iving human beings have to take th i ngs one after another, 
and so we don't u nderstand very wel l what we have. I t's only after God 
calls  us to h i m  that \\ e understand . . . .  " 

Stefan l i stened to her in wonder and amazement, h is  eyes fixed on 
her face. "\Vhat you say is very interesting , "  he declared a moment 
later. "Then you bel i eve as I do that the one true bliss is possible only 
when we escape from Time. Through death as well as sa inthood, man 
escapes from Time a nd contemplates an  eternal simultan iety . . . .  " 

Irina smi led i n  embarrassment. "I don't understand you , "  she 
murmured. "I haven't much book learning . . .  " 

"Sti l l , i t's interesti ng that you , too, i n  your way, have been preoc
cupied with the problem of Time . . .  " 

"No, I haven't , "  Irina interrupted . ' ' I 'm only tel l ing you the truth . 
I 'm tel l ing you what happens with God . . . .  " 

A l ong i nvoluntary sigh slipped from Stefan's l ips. H e  extinguished 
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his cigarette and got up to close the '' indow. As he returned to his desk 
he glanced at his watch. 

"Forgive me for keeping you so long ,"  said I rina.  "It's late. I must 
go home. I just came to tell you that you should search for I leana. She 
\\ as destined for you too . "  

"How d o  you kno\\ that she \\·as destined for me?" Stefan asked i n  a 
voice that betrayed his anxiety. 

"If you've loved her for so many years and if you love her now, she 
was destined for you . Only you were mistaken . . . .  " Confused, she 
hesitated and lowered her eyes. "It wasn't your fault," she continued 
after a moment. "Both \\ ere destined for you , since you l oved each of 
them, but you believed that you could love them at the same time, in 
the same way souls love in Heaven , and this isn't possible. This has 
been your i l lusion . In H eaven , after death , all things are given to you at 
once . God does this and we can't understand it .  Everybody we've lm·ed 
during our l ifetime, one after another, \\ e have there together. God 
gives them back to us and he gives them back a l l  at once . . . .  But you 
thought you could l ive the heavenl y  l ife here on earth . . . .  " 

"Where did you l earn al l  these things?" 
"Your sin is that you want to l ive death here on earth , "  Irina \\ ent 

on as though she had not heard him.  "But here we can only l ive l ife. 
True death is only to be lived in Heaven . If you try to live death on 
earth, you sin and you're consumed by despair because you can't do i t ,  
and you're neither truly alive nor truly dead . . . .  You're just a kind of 
lost soul ,  like a strigoi .  "* 

"But the saints? Ho\\ can they love everybody and everything at the 
same time?'' he interrupted nervously. 

I rina dropped her eyes and remained silent. 
"The saints?" he insisted. 
"God takes care of this , "  she said  at last. "We're not saints, and it's 

a great sin to want to l ive l ike the sai nts if God hasn't given you th is 
honor. God destined you to live as other people live, here, on earth . "  
She stopped suddenly and stood up. ' ' I 'm going ,"  she said. " I  just came 
to tell you that you must search for I leana . "  

"So you're going to Botosani?" the guard asked. "You've missed your connec
tion with the express but there's another train at midnight . . .  " 

One Sunday morning he found h imself on strada Batistei . A scaffold 
stood in front of number 27. A new building, already half completed, 
\\·as being erected on the spot formerly occupied by the house and 

• Ghost, a kind of "vampire. " 
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garden of doamna Cretulescu . He could see that a large apartment 
house with many stories \\·as under construction.  For several minutes he 
walked back and forth before the scaffold ,  and then \\·ith sudden deci
sion he rang the bel l of number 2 3 .  The door was opened by a kindly 
old gentleman \\ ith sikcrcd hair and a disti nguished face. 

' 'Pardon me . . .  I 've been away from the capital for quite a\\ hi le. I 
know that doamna Cretulcscu ) i,-ed at number 27 . . .  " 

"She died in an air  ra i d , "  interrupted the old man ,  "at the time her 
house \\·as demolished . . . .  " 

Stefan felt suddenly empty , as though his l ife had fled from h i m ,  
slipped outside h i s  body, a n d  yet \\ ithout apparent stra in ,  he smiled. " I  
thought this might b e  s o , "  h e  said. " I  knew her niece, too---domnisoara 
Sidcri . . . .  " 

"She \\ <Isn't here. She \\·as abroad.  I heard that she returned after i t  
happened, hut  I ha\'en't seen her . "  Then he bowed his  head sl ightly and 
closed the door. 

S tefan returned ,  disturbed , to stand in  front of the scaffold .  She's at  
Zinca , he said to h imself wi th a sigh of relief. . . .  You 'll search {or me on 
your knees to the ends of the earth and you won 't find me! . . .  And yet 
she had come back to Romania and was now hidden away at Zinca . . . .  

H e  had not been able to sleep that n ight at Bussaco. Smoking 
cigarette after cigarette, he had l istened to the orchestra playing in 
the bal l room until morni ng. At daybreak he had heard a car 
departing slowly, bl(m ing its horn, and it  had startled h im.  Then , 
after he had taken a hath and sha\'ed , he l ifted the receiver and 
asked for I leana's room . He had glanced at  his \\·atch while he 
waited. 0-'i nc-thi rty-she's a\\·ake, he had said to himself. After a 
moment someone at the desk had responded , "Domnisoara S idcri 
asked not to he disturbed before lunch . "  He took a walk in  the 
park, but by el c\·cn he could stay a\\ ay no l onger and he went up 
to her room , only to find the door l ocked . H is repeated knocking 
failed to rouse her. Returning to the desk, he questioned the clerk, 
who told h i m  that I leana had left by cab very early in  the morn
ing. He had gone back to Lisbon that night. When he went to the 
Legation the next day, they informed him that I leana was with 
friends in l\1adrid and was not expected back for several days . A 
week passed and she still had not returned, and he had heard 
nothing from her. At that point he had suddenly made up his 
mind to take a plane for Bucharest. 

"She's h id ing at  Zinca , "  he kept reminding h imself. S ince that day was 
Sunday, the canteen at the :\1in istry was cl osed and he had to eat at a 
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restaurant. It seemed to him that the day would never come to an end . 
He thought that time would not allow itself to be broken down but that 
he would be compelled to endure it minute by minute, one slow second 
after another. 

"And I'm from near Botosani , "  the guard added .  "Everything's in ruins there, 
too . . . .  " 

Stefan blinked again rapidly and repeatedly in order to soothe his eyes, 
which felt swollen and bloodshot from the heat. 

"Then maybe you know how to get to Zinca , "  he suggested . 
"Zinca?" the guard repeated. "Never heard of it. Where is it?" 
"I don't know exactly. I was told it might be in the districtof Botosani . "  

I n  reality n o  one had told h im anything. H e  had discovered this i n  the 
Geographic Dictionary .  Once he had left Mihai Duma, he began to feel 
sorry that he had sought him out. Better to have consulted a gazetteer, 
he kept tel l ing himself, squeezing the wet handkerchief in his hand. I t  
was very warm and his forehead and palms were perspi ring. He had had 
some difficulty locating Duma, who was working then at the Ministry of 
Internal Affairs .  When Stefan had telephoned him,  Duma had re
sponded with unexpected affability and arranged immediately to meet 
him in front of the Ministry the next day. As Stefan approached he saw 
that Duma was in conversation with a gray-hai red man , tall  and stal
wart, who l istened i mpassively, a cigarette in the corner of his mouth. 
Duma greeted Stefan with a smile. 

' ' I 'd like you to meet my superior, domnul Protopopescu , "  he said. 
The man shook Stefan's hand with an excess of warmth . For a few 

moments h is  face, cold and unresponsive, seemed i l lumined by a rush 
of sympathy. 'Til leave you , "  he said quickly. "I know that you have 
somethi ng to discuss . . . .  Very happy to have met you , "  he added , 
gripping Stefan's hand again .  "I 've heard a lot about you . "  

As soon a s  h e  had gone Stefan began to feel embarrassed . " I  came 
to ask you several th ings . . . .  " He stopped and looked around him.  
Workers kept coming out of the Ministry. "Wouldn't you l ike to walk a 
few steps with me?" he proposed . 

They set off slowly in the di rection of the boulevard. Although it 
was scarcely the beginning of May, the noon heat was as intense as that 
of midsummer. 

"I  came to ask you about I !eana-domnisoara Sideri , "  he began.  "I 
haven't seen her since I was in Portugal .  I 'd l ike to know what's become 
of her. . . .  " 

Duma turned to look at Stefan and h is face was empty of expres-
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sian , as though he expected the other to add someth ing that would 
clarify his statement. 

"I thought that you were better informed than we, "  he said after a 
moment. "She didn't come back to the Legation . She sent her resigna
tion from :Vtadrid and after that she vanished . I thought she'd gone to 
America , but i t  seems that  she wasn't able to leave. I thought that 

" you . . .  
"Ao, I didn't know anything about her .  I was at the front for a long 

time . . . .  It's a\\ful ly  hot ,"  he said suddenly and he stopped , pulled out 
his handkerchief, wiped his forehead. 

"There was much talk abou t domnisoara Sideri , "  continued Duma.  
":\'ow I can tell you that I was in  a rather awkward posi tion . She was the 
secretary for my sen·ice. You can i magine . . . .  Allusions ,,·ere made to 
you too , "  he added without looking up. "There were some \\ ho even 
wondered . . .  Anyway al l  this isn't important. . . .  Things have changed 
now. " He turned his  head and smiled at Stefan .  

"Yes ,  I understand , "  S tefan acquiesced , feel ing awkward . "Still I 
thought you'd know something about her. I 'd l ike to find her. I 'd be very 
pleased if I could meet her again . . . .  " He stopped aga in abruptly and 
held out h is hand, forcing a smile.  "Once more, please excuse me,"  he 
sa id, and he walked a\\·ay with rapid strides , his damp handkerchief in 
his hand.  

Several days after that he  had consul ted the Geographic Dictio
nary .  U nder the name of Z inca nineteen villages and estates \\ ere listed , 
scattered all over the cou ntry. I n  :\toldavia alone there were seven,  and 
two of these \\ ere in  the district of Botosani .  One was in the val ley of the 
Siret. She's here, he told h imself, she's h idden herself here. 

"There a re hm villages called Zinca , "  Stefan added .  "But I was told that the 
village I'm looking for may be in the valley of the Siret . " 

The guard frowned slightly,  struggl ing to remember. "It  could be, but I 
ha,·en't heard of it . " 

Stefan felt disconcerted, but he smiled and turned aga i n  to look across 
the plain ,  bl inking frequently. The clouds of dust continued to creep over the 
ground. S uddenly the door of the ,,·arehouse burst open and the stationmaster 
came out hasti ly,  tryi ng to put on his tunic as he ran . "It's coming!" he cried. 
"It's coming!" 

The passengers on the waiting train thronged to the ,,·indows again to watch 
the Red Cross express enter the sta tion.  It was so l ong that it  seemed endless. 
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There was a hospital car and two sleeping cars, in addi tion to numerous 
freight cars carrying armed guards. A group of doctors and nurses got off 
hurriedly and headed toward the office of the stationmaster, but an officer ran 
after them and stopped them. 

"Give us clearance immediately!" he said to the stationmaster. "We have 
to get to Jassy. The next train will stop here. I t's coming a half hour behi nd 

" us. 
"I  got the order, "  anS\\ ered the stationmaster. "The people from the 

other villages found out that you were coming, too . "  He pointed to the plain , 
where the clouds of dust, still far away , were creeping slowly toward them. 
Several guards began to cl imb down from the freight cars, stamping their feet 
in  order to remove the stiffness from their legs. 

It was then that  Stefan recognized the man in the dark sunglasses and the 
white surpl ice, belted at the waist, who was walking the length of the hospital 
car. Raising his arm, Bursuc beckoned to h im.  

"Where you going?" he asked. 
"To Botosani .  I 'm looking for the village of Zinca . "  
Bursuc frowned a t  h i m  through h i s  sunglasses. 
"I want to remake my life there, at Z inca . . . .  " Stefan broke off suddenly 

and smiled in confusion. 
"One l ife? Why bother?" queried Bursuc, shrugging h is shoulders. He 

looked around to see if anyone was l istening to h im,  then he added in a lower 
tone, "Life be damned! God damn this l ife!"  

"I 've decided to remake my l ife," Stefan began again with sudden fervor 
in his voice. "''m going to Zinca. There's a girl there. I love her. . . .  " 

"Listen to me," Bursuc interrupted, placing a hand on Stefan's shoulder. 
"I l ike your sincerity. You ought to come with us and see how we remake 
l ives!" Taking Stefan's hand he led him to the flat cars that were covered with 
canvas. "Look. These are Red Cross pickup trucks. We're going to Jassy and 
from there we'll be going with a caravan through the villages. The people are 
dying of hunger by the thousands. Haven't you heard?" 

"I . . .  " began Stefan,  embarrassed. 
"I know. You told me just now that you want to remake your l ife. Who 

do you think cares anything about that?" He was almost scowl ing as he stared 
at Stefan .  "When are you going to decide to join the human race? To become 
a Christian l ike everyone else?" 

"I am a Christian," responded Stefan .  "I was born a Christian . . .  " 
"Then look around you. What do you see? What do you comprehend?" 
"Drought," began Stefan.  "Disaster . . .  " 
"It's the end of the world, domnule consilier! The end of the world is 

coming. Repent! Your world is breathing it's last. A new world is beginning 
under the sign of holy justice. Christ, our Savior . . .  " 

He realized then that a number of the passengers were l istening to him 
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from the \\ indm\ s  and the platfor m .  H e  turned toward them suddenly and 
lifted his arm high in the a i r .  "Repent! "  he shouted. "Repent, all of you! 
Confess your sins! The end of the world is at hand. I t  will rai n  fire and 
brimstone . . . .  " 

Then he seized Stefan by the arm and pulled him quickly back toward 
the sleeping car. "Come over here , "  he whispered. "All those l outs arc l i sten
ing to us ."  

Raising h is  hand to  shade h is  head from the sun,  Stefan inquired , " Do 
you have any water? I 'm awfully thirsty. " 

"We have water, we have everyth ing. Come with us. We'l l take you 
along . . . .  Co get your l uggage. " 

' ' I 've nothing but a briefcase. " 
"Run and get it !  I ' l l  \\·a it for you here. " 
The sleepi ng car was far from luxurious, al most shabby, having been 

built before the \\ ar  for Boy Scout expeditions . They entered the compart
ment, and Bursuc closed the door beh ind h i m .  He removed his surpl ice, 
reveal ing his short pants and sleeveless sh i rt, open at the throat. After the trai n  
started he fi l led a cracked enamel basi n  '' ith ,,·atcr a n d  buried h i s  face in it .  

"On account of the beard , "  he said . "I t's grcl\\ n too l ong and it  h olds the 
heat. I 'd l ike to shave it off, but n ow that I 've decided to become a bishop it's 
impossible to be \vi thout a beard . "  

H e  plu nged his arms i nto the \\ atcr up to his elbows and held them 
there. 

" I 've made up my mind , "  he contin ued , musing. "There's drought and 
famine.  A bishop can do a lot .  \\'c must comfort them , the poor people . . . .  " 

He l ifted his arms from the basin and rested them on his lap without 
drying them . "Poor souls , "  he continued, his voice dropping. "Worms !  We 
era,,·) on the earth , but because \\ C have in our mi nds the image of Cod ,  we 
believe \\ c'rc his children . We're worms, that's what we arc. Children of Cod! 
The devi l !  We're dying of starvation l ike earthworms in the sun . "  

"\\'c also have a soul . . .  " began Stefan timidly . 
"Let me expla in to you th is matter of a soul , "  interrupted Bursuc. "You 

\\ere at the front i n  Russia . You kil led men. You're hands arc sta ine-d with 
blood . . .  " 

"I don 't know if I kil led anyone, "  broke in Stefan , distressed . 
" Don't \\ orry, you killed them!  You all ki l led ,  you al l  have bloody 

hands. Mine arc the only clean hands. I didn't kill anyone.  I have clean 
hands. " He held them out to Stefa n .  They were sti l l  wet. "Because it's written 
in the Holy Book, 'You have washed me with hyssop and all my sins you 
have . . .  ' You have what?" he said ,  frowning. " 'You have washed them 
away?' No, I don't think that's it. I 've forgotten. I used to know the H oly  
Scripture very \\ell .  I got a l l  the prizes at  the seminary and graduated magna 
cum laude with a degree in theology. But it's been a l ong time si nce then . I 've 
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forgotten the dead letter. Only the spirit of the Scripture remains,  but the 
spirit's what counts! We're i n  a revolution . . . .  So, as I said, 'You have washed 
me with hyssop and all my sins you have . .  . '  You have cleansed? Anyway, 
that's the idea-that God has cleansed me from sin.  I 'm as pure as a newborn 
babe. I have a right to speak about the soul . "  

They approached a station and the tra in slackened i ts speed as i t  passed 
an open grove of scattered trees stripped of leaves. 

"The peasants picked them to give to their cattle ,"  Bursuc explained, 
becoming pensive again.  "They just keep the flowers for themselves. They eat 
locust fl owers and die l ike fl ies . . . .  " 

The people had gathered around the station, forming si lent compact 
clusters. Some crouched by the roadside dozing, but most of them huddled 
together i n  the shade of the walls .  When the train passed all heads were raised 
and the groups seemed to waken for a moment, to ripple with movement. 
Several people stood up and went toward the station, but guards were posted at 
the entrances and on the platforms. 

"Understand?" continued Bursuc. "They've heard that there's still 
cornmeal in Oltenia ,  so they take knapsacks on their backs and grab a ride on 
the tra ins going down to Bucharest. They scramble up on the roofs, they cli ng 
to each other on the steps, and they die along the way. They fal l  beside the 
rail road tracks, and if the cars don't run over them , they die of starvation.  I t  
would b e  better to order them t o  b e  shot, better for a few dozen t o  d i e  shot by 
the guards than for thousands to die on the road . . . .  " 

He sat staring blankly out the window for some time. The train seemed 
to be slowing down again .  As far as the eye could see, the roll ing plain 
extended , burned by the heat to a pale, faded yellow.  Once in  a while the 
outl i nes of deep ravines could be glimpsed, thei r dry stream beds fil led with 
noth ing but rocks. 

"And all these things are the fault of you and others l ike you , "  Bursuc 
spoke again suddenly.  "You're hands are ful l  of blood and you dare to speak of 
the soul !  I t's the punishment of God . . . .  Why don't you say somethi ng?" he 
demanded ,  l ooking i nto Stefan's eyes. 

Stefan shrugged his  shoulders and smiled awkwardly. 
"Don't smile,"  scolded Bursuc. "Answer me-why are you silent? You at 

l east realize i t's your fault all  this has happened?" He pointed to the calcined 
plains. 

"Yes . . . .  You're right ."  
"You don't need to  admit that I 'm right immediately. Defend yourself. 

Try to struggle aga inst me-agai nst God! Be a man! Don't accept everythi ng I 
say with a bowed head . Maybe I just want to test you , to tempt you . Re
member how the Devil tempted the Savior? He raised h im to the top of the 
mountain and said to h i m ,  'Command these stones to become bread and I ' l l  
l isten to you . '  I don't know if  he said that exactly, but that's the gist of i t .  But 
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Jesus a nswered , '\ ian does not l ive by bread alone . . .  . ' Defend yourself, too, 
as he d id !  Don't l et yourself be tempted . · · 

"I try not to, but I really bel i e\·e you're right. It is my fault . . .  " 

"Hm' could it be your fault?" Bursuc interrupted ,· iolently ,  on the point 
of shouting. "Ho'' could you modify the solar system? Because what else is a 
drough t but a solar phenomenon? So, then!  H ow could i t  be your fault, man's 
fault? \\'hat can a poor worm do,  flung onto an infin i tesimal point of the solar 
system? Defend yourself, because I 'm testing you!" He changed his tone and 
smiled .  "I want to test you. I \\ ant to see if you. can sti l l  sa\·e yourself. . . .  
\\'ho's knocking, domnule?" H e  paused and turned to the door, signal i ng to 
Stefan to be quiet. 

" Dr. Trandafi r. Come ha,·e some coffee '' i th us . . . .  " 

' ' I 'm bus y , "  repl ied Bursuc sternly. ' ' I 'm i n  conference-a pastoral con
ference. I can't come. " He turned back to Stefan.  "�ow, where \\ ere we? . . .  
Oh , yes, I was testing you , talking about Jesus and Satan . . . .  Do you think he 
\\·as l istening at the door?" he \\ hispered . "They're capable of i t .  But I 'm 
smarter than they are. I kno,,· hm\ to get along \\ ith them . " Preoccupied, l ost 
i n  thought, he sat for some time gazing out the window. 

"All the same I suppose I ought to go '' ith them , "  he said presently .  H e  
seemed t o  b e  speaking t o  h i mself. "There's a girl I l ike, a nurse. \\'e call her 
Randunica . � I tease her al l  the time-and I tempt her, too . . . .  I 'd better go , "  
h e  added , making u p  his  m i nd abruptly. 

He put on his robe and began to straighten his  beard , smoothing i t  \\ i th 
both hands. "I can't take you along. I 'm afraid it might be difficult for you. 
Some are American sympathizers , others are Security agents. I alone kno\\ 
hm,· to deal with them and \\ hat to say, because I 'm ·as  \\ ise as a serpent and 
as innocent as a do,·e. · "  

That night Stefan slept at Jassy in an  i mpo\·erished and dismal hotel not far 
from the station.  The tra in ,  \\ i th i ts carloads of gra in and medicines ,  con
tinued its j ourney to the north. Only the caravan of trucks, which was to set 
out the next day for the adjacent district ,  stopped at Jassy. A half hour after 
their  arrival at the hotel , Bursuc disappeared . H e  had been invited, \\ i th a 
group of doctors, to dine ,,·ith the Red Cross representative. 

The night was i ntensely hot and dry. An invisible haze of dust h overed in  
the motionless a i r  and forced its way into everyth ing, creeping slo\\'ly under 
the eyel ids, sticki ng to the ski n ,  drying the mouth , lodging in the throat. 
Dense swarms of moths and other flying i nsects swirled around the street-

�The Swallow. 

4 5 3  



lamp, masking the light l ike a vei l .  For a l i ttle while they flung themselves 
about, striking erratically against the hot, d irty glass, and then they fel l  to the 
sidewalk, whi le  others took their places. Drawn by the l ight, they advanced 
solidly, continuously ,  out of the shadows , beating their fragi le  wings to the 
point of exhaustion. 

Stefan managed to locate a tavern where he was able to get a l ittle dried 
sal ted meat and a piece of cold mamaliga . * Flies were everywhere, and he 
tried to drive them away while he ate the meager supper reluctantly, accom
panying it  \Vith frequent sips from the bottle of warm , sour wine. He returned 
to the hotel around midnight. It was hot in his room and there was an odor of 
dust and creol i ne.  For several minutes he stood before the window looking at 
the street. A pharmacy was opposite the hotel and he labored to decipher the 
name of the proprietor in the feeble l ight of the strectlamp. Then he remem
bered that Voinea had fled to Jassy with the entire subsidy for The Students' 
Progress. At that time Voinea was a pharmacy student. . . .  

Somewhat later he heard a knock at the door and when he huned to 
open it he saw that Bursuc had al ready entered. The priest was sweating and 
he wiped his face and beard repeatedly with a large brightly colored handker
chief. 

"I drank too much , "  he said, dropping i nto a chair. "I wanted to have a 
tal k  with you here, where there's no one to l isten to us . . . .  " 

He pul led his surplice well above his knees and stretched out his bare legs 
as far as possible, spreading them wide apart i n  order to let the air  circulate 
about them. "You know, you're in great spiritual danger. You said you'd set 
out in search of a girl . . .  " 

"She's at Zinca , "  said Stefan , sitting down on the edge of the bed. "Her 
name is I leana . . .  " 

"''m tempting you, "  Bursuc interrupted, opening a package of cigarettes 
and selecting one. "Consider carefully what you do and what you say. " 

Stefan went to him and held out a l ighted match. ' ' I 've loved her for ten 
years . "  He spoke i n  a low voice, as if he were still afraid that someone else 
might be l istening. "I l oved her, but I didn't want to admit it. I l ied to her. I 
l ied to everyone-to her, to J oana, I even l ied to myself. But now I'm going to 
find her. I believe that only she can save me . . . .  " 

"Consider carefully what you say!" cried Bursuc,  threateni ng him with 
the cigarette. "You mentioned salvation. You don't realize what you 
said . . . .  " 

"When I meet her again I ' l l  become another man. This girl was destined 
for me and I didn't understand. I let her slip away from me. This was my sin. 
Now I have to search for her. She told me this too-that I 'd search for her to 

• Cornmeal mush. 
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the end of the earth-and she told me I wouldn't find her aga i n .  But now I 
knm\ \\ here she i s .  She's hiding at Zinca . "  

Bursuc looked a t  h i m  search ingly ,  with a slight frmm . He was smoking 
\\ ith gusto. "Why arc you si lent?" he asked presently. "Speak up! Have 
courage! Have courage! Confess !"  

"I was crazy , "  Stefan continued ,  bowing h is head. "From the minute I 
met her I kne\\ that she was my Bride, my desti ny, but I didn't want to leave 
my home and run a\\ ay \\ ith her into the world .  I l oved Joana too . . . .  I don't 
kmm how to expl a in  it. " he added anx iously. 

"Be a man!" urged Bursuc. "Be bold !"  
" I 'd have l iked to  have had her  \\ ith me a l l  the t ime,  especially when I 

\\3S pa inting. I don't knm\· he)\\ to explain it .  . . .  I 'd have l iked for us to 
remain there together, just the two of us,  in the picture, although I didn't 
kncm how to paint . . .  although that painting . . .  " 

"Viziru ! "  Bursuc broke in .  "Don't h ide behind \\"Ords! Tell me the 
truth ! "  

"I t's hard to expla in ,"  murmured Stefan,  running h i s  hand over h i s  face. 
"That pai nting didn't even exist. It \\·as only a canvas covered \\·ith al l  kinds of 
colors . But I lea na \\·a s i n  i t ,  and her car, and many other th ings . . . .  I don't 
kncm hO\\ to explain . . . .  " He \\·as si lent. embarrassed, and ra is ing his head , 
he smiled at Bursuc,  \\ ho returned h is gaze and frowned. 

"Did you go to bed \\ ith her?" he dema nded , his voice deepened and 
muffled by the smoke. 

"Y cs . This \\·as my s in .  I ought not to have loved her like that. She was 
desti ned for me in a different \\.a\ . She was to be my Bride. I shouldn't have 
l oved her I ike that . "  

"You went to bed \\ ith her , "  repeated Bursuc,  brooding yet severe. "You 
loved her. And yet you slept \\ ith her the \\ ay you might have slept with a 
prosti tu tc. " 

"Yes. Th is \\ as  my s in .  I loved hcr-1 longed for her-but I shouldn't 
have done that. If I 'd had more self-control she'd be \\·ith me today, and I 'd 
never ha\'C found out! I'd never have found out . . .  " H e passed h is hand over 
h i s  face aga in .  

"\\'hat \\ ouldn't you have found out?" 
"I wouldn't have found out that she was unfai thful to me, that she had 

l oved someone else even though she knew I loved her, and she knew that  she 
loved me.  Because she did l ove me! She did l ove me!" His  voice was fil led 
with exasperation . 

"She went to bed \\ ith someone else?" Bursuc was suddenly bursting 
with laughter. "Wel l ,  \\ hat else can you expect? They're all bitches . "  

A t  that Stefan rai sed h is head and regarded the priest, who sil enced h im 
\\·ith a gesture. ' ' I 'm tempting you ! "  he  cried. "Keep that  in mind .  Don't 
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weaken! Defend yourself! Defend yourself! Wrestle with me, wrestle wi th 
Cod ! "  

"Then, when I found that out, i t  seemed t o  kil l  m y  very soul , "  Stefan 
went on, agitated . "I thought that if she were destined for me, if she were my 
Bride, she couldn't have l oved another after she realized she loved me. I 
thought she'd have to wai t  for me-that no matter what happened i n  her l ife, 
she'd have to wai t  for me. She would have to grow old along with me, even if 
i t  ruined her life, but she would not forget me, s ince I didn't forget her. . . .  " 

"You were crazy!" murmured Bursuc. 
"It was my sin. And if I hadn't fallen i nto sin, I shouldn't have found out. 

First of all , I wronged her when we went to bed together. It was i mportant to 
have faith , to hope-and to wait .  I didn't have enough fai th .  She was l ike an 
icon to me, and she should have remained l ike that-beyond l ife, beyond 
time. I dreamed she'd always be that way-exalted, pure, undefi led , l ike an 
icon of the Holy Mother. " 

"How atrocious !"  Bursuc excla imed, squirming in his chair. "What 
impiety !"  

"I  wanted to know that someone could remain undefi led and i nalterable 
on this earth , that someone could l ive outside of Time, l iving only for me, 
sacrificing her earthly life so that I could beli eve, so that I could be saved . . . .  " 

"The sin of pride has blinded you , "  muttered Bursuc. "You've lost your 
soul because of pride . . . .  " 

"But there was something else too! "  cried Stefan,  without restra int.  "It  
wasn't just pride. I wanted to bel ieve that someone could remai n  immaculate 
on this earth , that the Spirit does not always yield to the body the way i t  
happens to us-the l ittle people, the sinners. I loved the Spirit too much. Is  
this a s in? Philosophers are always talking about the transcendent. I thirsted 
for that word, for that thi ng, for everything that doesn't belong to our world 
even though i t's found here among us . . . .  For a long time, " he added, 
lowering his voice again,  "I wanted to love the way the saints love . . . .  " 

"You're l ost, "  Bursuc whispered. "The sin of pride has condemned 
you . . . .  " 

H is head bowed, Stefan sat staring before him.  "I want to do penance," 
he said i n  a faint voice. "If you believe in Cod, forgive my transgressions . "  
Then, more firmly, "Absolve me, Father. " 

Bursuc sleepily brushed away a moth that kept circli ng around his head. 
"I 've drunk too much , "  he said presently. "''m not fit. . . .  But I'll find you a 
simple country priest and he'll give you absolution . . . .  " 

Stefan seemed preoccupied and he did not look at Bursuc. 
'Til take you with me to Zinca !"  the priest exclaimed ,  struggling to get 

up from the chair  and shaking his legs in order to arrange his surplice. "And if 
this girl is  waiting for you, I ' ll  unite you in the sight of Cod. I 'l l  unite you with 
my own hand, because I have the authority!" 
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"If you have the authority and if you bel i eve in God . . .  " Stefan began ,  
becoming suddenly a ni mated . " I f  you truly bel ieve i n  God . . .  " 

"What I bel i eve's another story , "  interrupted Bursuc. "But I wish you 
\\ el l .  You're in great spiritual danger . " He started heavily toward the door. On 
the threshold he turned his head once more and looked at  Stefan,  who was 
sti ll sitting on the edge of the bed . 

"You've made me terribly sad , "  murmured Bursuc. "You've made me 
sorrowful unto death . . . .  " 

They left at daybreak the next day, rid ing i n  a car ncar the head of the 
caravan.  

"Speak softly, " whispered Bursuc. "Very l ikely the  driver is a Security 
agent and,  intentional ly or u n intentionally, he hea rs everything. Besides , I 'm 
going to take a little nap , "  he added , clapping his  hand over h is mouth to hide 
a yawn.  "I feel very t ired . "  

The sun ,,·as rising i n  the pa le haze of the sky as they left the city, and 
they found themselves agJin surrounded by the burned and broken, drought
ridden earth . Once in awhile they passed an old tree with its leaves gone and 
its trunk stripped of bark. The car i n  front of them, leading the caravan ,  raised 
so much dust that it soon obscured their vision .  It  stood m otionless in the a i r, 
l ike a fine-meshed endless net hanging from i m isible supports extending from 
one side of the highway to the other.  Stefan pressed his handkerchief to his 
mouth and closed his eyes in a fruitless attempt to protect h i mself. Bursuc had 
scarcely fal len asleep when he began to cough, and he  woke up startled . 

" Drive slower!" he cried, "or this dust will be the death of us. " 
"What's the d ifference?" the driver said without turning around . "It'll be 

half an hour before it  settles down aga in . "  
"God damn this whole business ! "  muttered Bursuc, l ooking for his 

handkerchief. 
At intervals they sa\\ people s i tting on the ground al ong the edge of the 

road,  shield ing thei r eyes with their hands. They were i n  small groups, two or 
three together, with thei r empty bags s lung over their shoulders. Now and 
then the car passed a man with a cow on a rope. The poor creatures were as 
thin as skeletons and knelt beside their owners, resting their muzzles i n  the 
dust. 

"God damn this business! "  Bursuc muttered aga i n .  'They'll all d ie of 
famine . . . .  " He faced Stefan abruptly. " Why are you silent, domnule con
silier? Say something! Talk. Tell me about l ove and ideals.  Tel l me about the 
village of your dreams!"  

"I don't know anything about i t, "  confessed Stefa n ,  l ooking straight 
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ahead over the driver's shoulder. "I don't even knm\ exactly where it's lo
cated . . . .  I leana told me that they had a large old cellar there , "  he added, 
musing. "I  thought about that cellar. It's strange, I didn't think about her
about I leana. I thought about that cel lar at Zi11ea . "  

"You're not very enterta ining," Bursuc interrupted, yawning again .  "I 
thought you were going to tell me something more dramatic and tender. " He 
was s i lent a moment and melancholy, and he continued with a shake of his 
head, ' 'I 'm in a mood to recall things that are sad and tender-memories of 
the vil lage of my childhood . . . .  I knew a song once . H ow the devil docs it go? 
' In the vi llage where I was born . . . .  "' He began to hum, his head nodding a 
constant beat, his eyes almost closed. Then the car came to an abrupt halt, 
jerking him upright. A guard approached them. 

"Skip this vi l lage , "  he said. "The relief suppl ies have al ready been dis
tributed here . " 

"I know, I know!"  snapped the driver, nettled , and he started the vehicle 
again .  He saw some peasants assembled at the edge of the vil lage, and he 
began to blow the horn, i ncreasing the speed of the car. They watched it go by 
i n  the curtain of dust, without hope, and yet one after another they raised 
their caps poli tely. 

"Beggars !"  Bursuc mumbled through the handkerchief that he held to 
his mouth . "Don't you have anything to say?" He turned and glowered at  
Stefan.  But he  was still sl eepy and he tried again to doze, his head resting on 
the back of the seat. It was not long before he was snoring. Stefan drew aside 
the pane of glass that separated him from the driver and questioned the man 
in a whisper. "Do you know a village cal led Zinca in the Botosani  district?" 

"I  know i t ,"  was the answer, and the driver did not take his eyes from the 
road ahead. "It's on our way. We'll be going there . . .  " 

"What did you say, domnule?" cried Bursuc, waking up. "What were 
you talking about?" 

"I  asked h i m  where we were goi ng. He told me that . . .  " 
"I see . "  Bursuc shook his head sleepily. "And you woke me up for 

that.  . . .  " 

S tefan roused himself an hour later, realizi ng that the car had stopped. After a 
few minutes the ambulance van arrived, fol lowed at short intervals by the 
other cars and trucks. The caravan regrouped at the outski rts of the vi l lage, 
where at a distance of twenty meters through the dust the teeming mass of the 
peasants could be seen , held in restraint  by several guards. The mayor had 
stepped up to the ambulance and was talking with the doctors. 

Bursuc rubbed his eyes for a l ong time. Then he got out of the car and 
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strode staunchly towa rd the villagers. "Repent!" he shouted to them as he  
approached ,  l i fti ng his  a rm high in the a i r .  At  once there was si lence. 

" Repent !"  he cried aga i n ,  and wal ked faster. "This is the punishment of 
Cod for your sins. Cod has turned his face away from you . The Dcvil 's agents 
\viii come and tell you one thing or another, tempting you too to bel ieve that 
Cod doesn 't exist. But don't you bel ieve them!  Cod does exist! Listen to me! 
Cod exists . . . .  " 

One of the doctors hastened to h im.  "This  is not the time, Father. Speak 
to the people after the suppl ies arc distributed . . . .  " 

Bursuc turned his  head and looked furiously at the man, but he noticed 
Dr. Trandafi r  standi ng nearby. He sh rugged and returned slowly and wearily 
to the carava n ,  dragging Stefan along with him by the arm. They circled the 
trucks and made for the shade of a locust which still reta ined some of its fragile 
ydlo\\ leaves. There was a smell of dust and gasol ine everywhere. 

"Do you have a ciga rette?" asked Bursuc. "I forgot and left my pack in  
the car. " The combination of  dus t  and smoke soon choked him and he  began 
to cough and spit. "I t's a sham e , "  he said softly as if to h imself. "I was 
inspi red . I 'd have spoken to those people from the depths of my soul . I 'd have 
told them abou t Cod a nd the incomprehensible \\·ays of truth . Because, 
Viziru , you can take it from me, Cod docs exist. But as for us, we men of the 
Church , we've become evi l  and we don't know him anymore. Listen carefully 
and I ' ll tel l you a secret. For a long time I believed l ike everyone else that Cod 
doesn't exist, that he's an invention of the priests. I went to the sem i nary. How 
the devil  could I bel ieve anything else? I had eyes to sec and a mind to 
understand.  I understood from the seminary that  al l  this story about Cod and 
Jesus Ch rist was i l1\"cntcd. I even had evidence. \\'hen I went to the services I 
told myself mental ly ,  'I affirm loud and clear that al l  these arc just so many 
invented stories. I affirm that Cod docs not exist, and that Jesus Christ was not 
born of a virgin.  I affirm it! But if I should be mistaken,  let h i m  give me a 
sign , send a thunderbolt out of the blue , or let an i con move by i tself! Let me 
feel an  unseen hand 0 1 1  my check-anything ! '  Please bel ieve me, noth ing 
ever happened. And so I had proof that Cod did not exist . " H e  stopped 
suddenl y, spat aga i n ,  and stood with his eyes fixed on the group of peasants .  

"And what then?" asked Stefan timidly. "What happened then?" 
" I  was given more powerful proofs that Cod does exist, " Bursuc resumed 

in a hoarse voice. " Real proofs ,  not the stupidities that  priests and theologians 
speak of. I'll tell you about them . Your soul is troubled .  You need faith . . . .  " 
H e  interrupted h imself aga i n  and flung the ciga rette as far as he could in the 
dust. Dr. Trandafi r was hurrying in h is d irection,  cal l ing to h i m .  

" Father, i f  you l ike you m a y  come and talk to the people now. " 
' ' I 'm not i n  the mood . . . .  I 'm no longer inspi red. You should have let 

me speak then,  when Cod wi l led it ,  not when you doctors deign to give me 
permiSSIOn. 
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"Then let's go, "  the doctor said. 
In the car Stefan waited for a l i ttle whi le  and finally inquired, "What sort 

of proofs?" 
Puzzled, Bursuc turned and looked at h im.  
"I asked you what sort of proofs you had about the existence of  God?" 
"''l l  tell you about them, but not here. These are very secret things. " He 

looked at Stefan again searchingly, with a n  enigmatic smile on his l ips. Then 
he exclaimed with an air  of satisfaction, "Ah, yes! I see. You're trying to tempt 
me! You want to fi nd out the proofs that are the foundation of my faith. 
You're sitting in my place. You're trying to test me, me, the way I tested 
you . . . .  But I know how to defend myself, Viziru. I 'm prepared. The Devil 
can't prevail over me! I can sense him from afar. I feel him coming to tempt 
me and I shout, 'Get thee behind me, Satan ! ' " 

The next day they arrived at Z inca just at sunset. An hour earl ier the car in 
which Bursuc and Stefan were riding had l eft the caravan and set out alone 
toward the valley of the Si ret. As they drew near they saw that some people 
had gathered to wait for them where the road entered the vil lage. Bursuc 
shou ted to the driver to stop and he jumped out of the car .  

"Who're you waiting for?" he demanded. 
For a few moments they gazed at him timidly and in silence. "Our 

children are dying . "  a woman murmured at last, but she found it difficult to 
speak, for she had l ost almost all her teeth . Her face was sal low and her 
cheekbones seemed to pierce her skin .  "Our cattle have perished too , "  she 
added, and appeared to be trying to smi le .  H er face wrinkled and in some 
i ncomprehensible fashion it  l ighted up for an i nstant. 

"The Americans . . .  " someone said then. "We heard that they're coming 
through the vil lages and bringing meal .  . . .  " 

Bursuc glanced around the group and hesitated, perplexed. "Where's 
your priest?" he asked finally. 

"He's dying. H e's an old man . "  
"God has punished you! "  cried Bursuc, suddenly becoming animated. 

"God has struck you for your sins. Repent! You are too sinful !  Your hands are 
stained with blood ! "  

Lacking the courage t o  look a t  h i m  the people knelt quietly, one b y  one. 
"How do you expect God to forgive you if you don't repent?" Bursuc 

exclaimed,  growing more impassioned. "This drought is from God. Some 
people say that it's a solar phenomenon, as though the sun isn't made by God 
himself! Doesn't the sun also obey God?" 
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Stefan got out of the car, and detouring around the group of kneel ing 
peasants, he headed for the vil lage. H e  walked rapidly, his  m outh clamped 
shut in a grim l ine,  l ooking only straight in front of h i m .  H e  stopped before 
the fi rst house and cal led out, but the only response was the unusually mild , 
faint barking of a dog that he could not sec. H e  waited a moment and then 
\\ Cnt to the next d\\ el l i ng and entered the courtyard . 

"Is  a nyone at home?" he cried. 
Presently a l ittle girl appeared at the door. She had \·ery blond hair and 

large frightened eyes set \-cry deep in her face. She stared at Stefan wi thout a 
word . 

"Hello, " he said .  "Is  there a manor h ouse here at Z inca? Have you heard 
about two old lad ies who ha,·c a big house?" 

The child continued to stare at h i m .  She seemed to be speechless wi th 
fright. 

"Some old ladies and a young one, I leana?" Stefan asked aga in .  "I leana 
Sideri? A beautiful young lady with tanned skin and black hair  who l ived 
abroad for a l ong ti me?'' He stopped abruptly and took a step toward the girl .  
"Do you hear me?" h e  asked gently.  " D o  you u nderstand what I 'm sayi ng?" 

She nodded but retreated inside the doorway fearfully.  
"Have you heard of an elderly lady, Al ice Cretulescu , and a young one, 

Ilea na S idcri? And do you know of a manor h ouse that  has a deep old cel lar?" 
The l ittle girl nodded her head again and stretched out her arm, pointing 

through the vil lage. "I t's over there , "  she murmured. Her mouth was dry and 
sal l ow, and her s i ngle tooth had grm\11 inord i nately large. 

It  seemed to Stefan that the blood suddenly left his heart. H e  took out his 
bil lfold quickly and ga\·e her several banknotes, and leaving the courtyard , he 
began to run .  He had been praying mental ly  for a l ong ti me without realizing 
what he ,,·as doi ng, mechanically repeating fragments of prayers heard in 
childhood .  It surprised him to find that he  still remembered them. The voices 
of the dogs , whose barking was so faint because they were dying, still reached 
h is cars now and then. He ra n on through the \·i l lage and on the other s ide he 
encountered a man sitting with his back aga inst a fence. He l ooked at Stefan 
indifferently,  as though he did not sec h i m .  

"Is  it  much farther t o  the manor h ouse?" inquired Stefan .  
"It's there, "  the man repl ied ,  ra ising his arm and pointing. "But  there's 

no one there anymore. The people burned it . . .  " He stood up painful ly ,  
cli nging to the fence for support, and pointed aga i n .  0Jot far away a few 
broken wal ls  could be seen among the dead trees that surrounded them . 

"Are you from this village?" demanded Stefan .  "Do you know duduca 
I leana?" 

The man smiled and nodded .  "I know her .  She's not been here for a 
long, l ong time. She hasn't found out yet about the disaster. " 

H is face white, Stefan gazed at the man.  Then he thanked him and went 
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on , but the man set off after him with long strides that he could manage only 
with great effort. 

"How long has it been since you saw Ileana?" Stefan asked him,  turning 
his head . 

The man stopped a moment to catch his  breath. "A long time, " he said. 
"Before the war. I heard that she went overseas. " 

They walked sidy by side now without speaking. The sun had gone down 
long before, but the scaring heat still radiated from the cracked and dusty 
earth. No sound of a l iving th ing could be heard. Even the chirping of the 
crickets was sti lled. 

"I  hea rd that the Americans are coming to bring us mea l , "  said the man. 
"Can it be true?" 

Without answering, Stefan began to walk faster, and soon the other was 
left behind. But the man fol lowed obstinately and in si lence. When Stefan 
reached the entrance to the manor he stopped and l ooked around. The fence 
had been torn down long since. There was nothing left of i t  but the large gate 
with its two brick pillars, which now showed signs of crumbling. The park had 
been devastated. The trees which had not been burned had been savagely and 
recklessly cut.  Their thick dried trunks could still be seen with roots emerging 
from the ground, l ike serpents twisting around each other. Only a few leafless 
locusts were left standing, and two pines that were so scorched by the drought 
that they had the appearance of having been ravaged by fire. It  was sti l l  
possible t o  distinguish vestiges of flower beds and graveled paths and beyond 
these stood the high burnt walls with their gaping windows. 

Stefan wiped his face with his handkerchief and went through the gate. 
The man from the vil lage rejoined him.  "They set fire to it that winter when it 
was rumored that the lands were to be divided up,"  he said quietly. 'They 
d ivided the land but they didn't know what to do with the boyars' houses. 
They plundered them and afterward set fire to them . "  

H e  fol lowed a step behind Stefan, watchi ng him a s  h e  passed by the walls 
blackened with smoke and stopped in front of the windows. The roof had been 
completely burned and the rooms were buried under piles of debris. Weeds 
had been growing among the bricks and in the walls ,  but they had died long 
before, dried by the drought. 

"There was a large, deep cel lar ,"  Stefan said, turning suddenly to look at 
his companion .  

"The people walled it  u p  last summer after they buried Marina, because 
it was her last wish that they should wall up the cellar. She wasn't in her right 
mind, poor woman, after duduca Alisa died. She kept expecting someone else 
to come after that. She expected someone even after they burned the houses 
and divided the estate. She said that surely someone would come . . . .  " 

"She expected her. " 
"She sa id that the Major had a son and that one day he would come. But 

she just i magined this-she wasn't i n  her right mind . " 
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A horn sounded just then , and they turned their heads s imultaneously .  
The car was approaching them '' ith some difficulty,  because the surface of 
the road was broken and full of ruts. Annoyed, Bursuc beckoned to Stefa n ,  
call ing t o  him to hurry. 

"\\'here've you been , domnule?" 
"She isn't here , "  said Stefan .  ":\'o one's here no\\ . "  
"Too bad you didn't stay to l isten to m e  preach to the m , "  continued 

Bursuc,  cl i mbing out of the car. "You \muld have heard the word of God. I 
\\·as inspired! People \\ ept as they l istened, and they repented . I told them 
about the end of the \\·orld.  I explai ned about the Apocalypse . . . .  Too bad 
you \\ Crcn't there , "  he added, searching in his pockets and pull ing out h is 
package of cigarettes. 

"I  thought she'd be here. " Stefan spoke very softly,  as if to himself. " :\' ow 
I don 't knm\ where to look . . . .  " 

"\\'c ha\"C to go to the priest. He's dying , "  Bursuc \\ ent on . "Then I must 
telephone to Jassy . . . .  " 

"I don't kno\\ where to look for her no\\· , "  interrupted Stefan .  "They've 
\\·ai led up the cel lar  too . "  He put h is hand to his forehead. 

Bursuc tossed his cigarette far from him into the dry brambles, and 
seizing Stefan's arm, he dragged him back to\\·ard the ruins .  "If you have the 
nerve and if you're a man, come \\ ith me and curse! " he whispered. "Curse, 
domnule consilier! Raise your fi st to heaven and curse! You have something to 
curse about. Be a man!  Defy God and ra ise your hand aga inst h im.  Do 
something! \\'hy are you standing there l ike a disconsolate femal e?" he cried , 
suddenly lifting his mice, exasperated . " Fight hcroical lv! Call the Devil to 
your aid and \\restl e \\ i th God! Do something ! "  

Stefan looked a t  h i m  absently ,  unheeding. 
"You sec? You don't ha,·c the nerve !"  Bursuc \\ h ispcred , smil ing slyly. 

' 'You sec? You're not a man! You're neither hot nor cold.  You 're just 
lukewarm and \\ ishy-\\·ashy, and God \\ i l l  spc\\ you out of his mouth in  
disgust. If  only you had the courage to  rebel against h im and curse h i m !  Then 
I could pray for you . \\'hy are you si lent?" he asked impatiently,  raisi ng his 
voice aga i n .  "Say something! Shout!  Swear! Pick up a stone and hurl it  at  
God! Do something ! "  

This harangue caused Bursuc to choke a n d  he began to cough. Holding 
his hand o\·cr his mouth he coughed, and then he spat repeatedly and s\\·orc 
through his teeth . In front of him,  a step a\\·ay ,  Stefan watched with embar
rassment. I t  began to gro\\· dark. At last Bursuc's coughing subsided and he 
\\·ipcd his beard \\ Cari ly \\ ith h is handkerchi ef. 

"I  \\·anted to test you , "  he \\ h ispercd hoarsely. " I  wanted to sec if you sti l l  
have faith . :\'m, let's go  to  the priest. H e's on his  deathbed, but \\ C may fi nd 
him sti l l  a l i \"C . . . .  " 
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5 
BIBICESCU KNOCKED SEVERAL TIMES ON THE DOOR, BUT SEEING THAT NO ONE 

answered, he went to the window of Biris's room and began to tap nervously 
on the glass. In a few minutes, however, he lost patience and left, going in the 
direction of the tram station. He walked rapidly, turning often to look behind 
him.  All at once he stopped , hesitated an instant, and then retraced his steps 
to the window. H e  began again to tap on it ,  louder th is  time, but when he felt 
doam na Porumbache's hand on his shoulder he sprang aside, pale with fear.  

"You're wearing yourself out for nothing," she told him. "He sleeps 
hard. He's been pretty sick for the last few days. I 'm afraid he spat blood 
aga in . "  

I t  was a hot evening at the end of September, and the dry air  was ful l  of 
dust. Bibicescu took out his  handkerchief and began to wipe his  face with a 
shaking hand. The other he held against his  heart. Doamna Porumbache 
looked at him in surprise. 

"What ai ls  you? Why're you so scared?" 
"I 'd l ike to go in for a moment," he whispered. "I have something very 

important to tell h i m . "  
Doamna Porumbache turned t o  look a t  h im again a s  she opened the 

door. "You say it's important? Because otherwise I couldn't bear to wake him 
up . . . .  " 

"It's important," reiterated Bibicescu , entering quickly. 
Doamna Porum bache went down the hall and put her ear to the door of 

Biris's room. "He's fast asleep. It  breaks my heart to have to get him up . . .  " 
But she decided suddenly and put her hand on the knob. Opening the door, 
she went in, with Bibicescu di rectly behind her. On the l i ttle table beside the 
bed a small lamp was burning, its dim l ight veiled by a shawl tha t  had been 
draped over the shade. Biris frowned in his  sleep and his  mouth was open. 
Doamna Porumbache laid her hand on his forehead. "Petrica , "  she said 
gently. 
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H e  awoke i mmediately. "I slept too long. " H e  rubbed h is eyes. "You 
shouldn't have l et me. I won't be able to sleep all night. " When he noticed 
Bibicescu he gazed at h i m  in astonishment and glanced quickly at h i s  aunt. 

"He wanted to talk to you , "  she said. "I t's somethi ng i mportant . . .  " 
Bibicescu sat down on a chair beside the bed, continuing to h ol d  his  

hand to h i s  heart. "I don't know that i t's so very i m portant, " he  began,  
managing an i ronic smi le. "It's only  a matter concerning my h u mble person . 
H ow could anyone be i nterested in me now that I 'm nothi ng but a poor writer 
of genius? . . .  You needn't laugh , "  he said to Biris,  who sti l l  stared at h i m ,  
unmoved. "You needn't say to yourself, ' Dan Bibicescu's out o f  h i s  mind ! '  
Listen-l 'm persuaded now that  I really do have genius.  I 've begun t o  write 
The Return from Stalingrad.  When you read it you'll be convinced too. 
You'll see what Bibicescu can do. O'Nei l l ,  Claude] , Partenie? Zero! I tell you 
and I repeat i t: Zero! . . .  Too bad I 'm not wel l , "  he  added with a bitter smile .  
"But it's nothing. I won't die before I finish The Return from Stalingrad!  It  
won't do  them a ny good to sentence me to death . I 'm not going to die . . .  " 

"What's happened?" inquired Biris.  
"' 'm being fol l owed , "  Bibicescu said, making another attempt to smile. 

"Someone denou nced me and they're going to arrest me. They searched my 
house last  night and rummaged through al l  my drawers . Fortunately my 
manuscripts weren't there. I took the precaution of putting them i n  a safe 
place l ong ago. I had a presentiment that something was brewing. This 
morning I was cal led to Police H eadquarters. They questioned me for three 
hours and they had nothing to h old me for, so they l et me go, but I'm afraid 
they'l l  come back tonight . " 

H e  stopped and l ooked at Biris and then at doamna Porumbache, h i s  
right hand still held over his h eart. The old woman sat  on the  edge of the bed 
and l istened to h i m  anxiously with out speaking, troubled , her head bent. 

"I  came to ask you to do a big favor for me-please ,"  resumed Bibicescu.  
"I came to beg protection and shelter from you for a few nights unti l  conu 
Misu finds me a place to stay. " Embarrassed , he was suddenly s i lent.  Biris 
reached for his package of cigarettes on the n ight table. 

"May I ask you please not to smoke, " Bibicescu said.  ' ' I 'm afraid I ' l l  have 
a nother attack . . . .  " 

Biris regarded h i m  with a smile. "I don't know where I could hide you . "  
"I  could sl eep here, " said Bibicescu, pointing to a spot under the win

dow. ' ' I 'd be satisfied with a pallet-just for a few days until  conu Misu finds 
me a safe refuge . . . .  " 

"But the first thi ng the pol ice will  do will be to l ook for you at the h omes 
of your friends and acquaintances. H aven't you thought of that?" 

"Just for a few days , "  insisted Bibicescu , clenching h is fist and pressing i t  
t o  h i s  heart. " I  have a terrible urge t o  write. I want t o  take advantage o f  it. I 
need quiet . . .  " 

� "Where do you think we could h ide h im?" Biris inquired of doamna 
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Porumbache, as if he had not heard .  "I ought to speak to Stefan too . . . .  " 
"I see you'd rather not, " Bibicescu broke i n .  "Never mind. I 'l l  look 

elsewhere. Conu M isu will find me something. " 
Biris continued to regard doamna Porumbache questioningly. "Take 

him to Irina's tonight,"  he suggested. "They won't look for him there . "  
"''ve a terrible urge to write , "  repeated Bibicescu. 'Til begin this very 

night. Do you think I'll fi nd paper and ink there-and everything else that I 
need? I have an extraordinary scene i n  mind.  It came to me just when I was 
leaving Police Headquarters and I have to write it down tonigh t. You see . . .  " 
He struggled to get up, placing his hand on the back of the cha i r  as he stood 
behi nd it .  "You see , "  he went on with a cryptic smile, "the action takes place 
in a blockhouse in Stal ingrad. I t's nighttime.  Only a few people are on stage, 
and all at once a colonel appears. Parenthetically I can tell you that I was 
inspired by the l ife of Colonel Baleanu, but this occurs before the accident. 
He comes to inspect the advance positions . . .  " 

"I think you'd better hurry ,"  interrupted Biris,  speaking to doamna 
Porumbache,  but Bibicescu continued. 

"The sound of cannon fi re is heard continuously. The colonel . . .  " he 
broke off abruptly and sat down again in the chai r, putting his hand to his 
heart. 

"What's the matter? Are you sick?" doam na Porumbache asked. 
' 'I 'm afraid it's begun , "  whispered Bibicescu, his face white. 
Provoked, Biris watched h i m  and picked up the cigarettes again .  "Lis

ten , "  he said .  "Try to cure yourself of that absurd idea that you have heart 
trouble. Conu Misu told me everything. I found out that you've seen I don't 
know how many doctors and they've made I don't know how many exam
inations and cardiograms. No one found anything. You're perfectly healthy. " 

Bibicescu l istened with his head bent. He massaged the left side of his 
chest gently. 

"Thank you, "  he said presently, smiling. "It's gone. There's nothing 
wrong now. Conu Misu will come sometime during the day tomorrow to 
bring me a pair of pajamas and some shi rts. Tonight I 'l l  sleep in my clothes. 
That is, to be more precise, I 'l l  not sleep at a l l .  I 'l l  be working. It would be 
even better if I could get some paper from you . . . .  " 

I n  the courtyard doam na Porumbache motioned to Dan to wai t  and she went 
in alone. They were eating dinner. "Petrica sent me," she bega n,  her voice 
l ow. "Could we get you to put up a gentleman for a few days? His name's 
Bibicescu . The pol ice are after him . . . .  " 
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"I know h i m , "  I rina declared, getting up from the table. "I know about 
him from Catal ina. " 

Bibiccscu appeared in the doorway then, as if he were on stage. H e  kissed 
doamna lvascu's hand and I rina 's with great formali ty, and shook hands with 
the teacher in a qu ick fi rm grasp. 

"It is I, Dan Bibicescu . "  He smil ed.  "Actor and playwright, former 
director of the National Theater, and Undersecretary General of Theaters. 
You may have heard of me . . . .  " 

"I know about you from Catal ina , "  ventured Ir ina.  
"From Catal ina . . .  " The actor nodded .  "Yes . Of course. I should have 

thought of that ,"  he  added, somewhat daunted . He sat down on a chair and 
looked around the table slowly and del iberately. One m ight have gathered 
that  he was rehearsing a scene, trying to find the m ost effective way to 
interpret i t .  

''I 've come to beg shel ter from you for a few days , "  he said finally. "You 
can i magine why. I 'm being foll owed . My friend , Misu Weissmann, is oc
cupied at this moment . . .  But after all , perhaps i t's \\ iser for me not to go into 
the deta i ls .  I j ust wa nt to say that I only wish to stay a fe,, days. And I ' l l  tel l 
you a secrct-1 have a terrible urge to write. I want to start th is very night. I 've 
even brought some paper. I don't  th ink I 'l l  sleep at  al l-the whole night .  If 
you'll  tell me where I can retire . . .  " 

Doamna lvascu was fascinated . She had been unable to take her eyes 
from h is face during the enti re t ime that he was speaking. " In the salon , "  she 
said .  "\Ve can let him sleep in the salon.  We'll make a bed for him there . "  

"Thank you , "  said Bibicescu,  bowing. "Thank you from the bottom of 
my heart, my dear  lady. But if possible I 'd prefer a more secluded room where 
I can concentrate . . . .  I believe I shall \\Titc a masterpiece, " he added ,  glanc
ing around the tabl e aga in .  

Irina stepped out of the room d iscreetly and returned with a tray bea ring 
a bowl of soup and some boil ed vegetables. Bibicescu watched her a rrange a 
pl ace and then he began automatical ly to ea t. The teacher poured him some 
,,·ine and they all  cli nked glasses. 

"If you'll  permit  me,"  the actor began,  'Til read you a few scenes at a 
t ime around thi s  table in the evenings. I 'm writing a piece for the theater. I t's 
not my first, but th i s  time I feel certa in that I shall produce a masterpiece. If i t  
were not a great secret I could also tell you \\ hat  theater I ' m  writing i t  for. . . .  
But  maybe I 'll tel l you later , "  he added after a moment, musing. 

The next day Misu Weissman came in a tax i  to strada Macelari .  He alighted 
in haste, carrying a heavy valise. 
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"He didn't sleep here, " doamna Porumbache told him. "We were 
afraid . . .  Petrica was afraid the police would be looking for him here, since 
they're known to be friends. I didn't close my eyes all night. I kept expecting 
them to come and l ook for him . "  

" N o  one's coming , "  Weissman said. "I 've taken care of that. " He left the 
val i se i n  the hall and went into Biris's room . "You have nothing to fear, " he 
told him cheerfully, wiping his face with his handkerchief. ' ' I 've arranged 
things with the police. He won't be pursued . "  

"So I i magined , "  said Biris with a smile. " I  thought this business of being 
foll owed was about as real as his heart ai lment . . .  " 

"You're wrong, " Weissman interrupted. "The matter of the heart condi
tion is, of course, an obsession with h im,  but yesterday the police questioned 
him and he might have been arrested. It's always harder to get someone 
released after he's been arrested. He did very well to hide. It gave me time to 
arrange things. I can't tell you more, but his dossier is well-filled . . . .  " 

He paused and sat down,  putting his handkerchief to his face again and 
wiping it. "Someone informed against h i m , "  he went on . "Someday we'll 
find out who. Probably a co-worker-they're all jealous of h im.  It's not his 
fault if he's a genius. Everyone is trying to destroy hi m . "  

He pondered for a moment and then i nquired with a sudden start, "How 
long can he stay at Irina's? Ask her for me to keep him at least a week. I n  the 
meantime I 'l l  make arrangements to move him somewhere else. When you 
go to see h im tell h im I'l l  be by one eveni ng at the beginning of next week. I 
won't go now because perhaps I 'm being followed too. We must be cautious, 
at l east for a few days. Eventually I'll take care of everything. " 

"I won't be able to go, "  Biris informed him. 'Tm not feeling very wel l . "  
Weissman regarded him with consternation. "You' l l  have t o  spend some 

more time at Moroeni , in the sanatorium.  You're getting thin again . . . .  " 
Biris continued to smoke without comment. 
"Send word to him by doamna Porum bache,"  resumed Misu. "Tell him 

to have patience, that everythi ng wil l  be al l  right. Tell him not to worry about 
his papers and manuscripts, because they're in safekeeping. Very soon things 
will be as he  wishes. He'll  know what I 'm referring to. "  H e  smiled.  "Just tell 
him this--don't worry about the papers. Tell him that as soon as he finishes 
the play to copy it and send it to me. Or no . . .  it  would be better to wait for 
me. I 'l l  come at the beginning of next week and I ' l l  get the play if he's finished 
it by then. I have a unique opportunity in the coming week-he knows what i t  
is . . . .  " 

Biris l istened carefully, trying to make sense of Weissman's words. He 
wanted to say something but Misu cut him short. 

" Do you ever see Viziru anymore?" His tone dropped sl ightly. 
"I  haven't seen him for some time, but I know where he l ives now. 

i ntend to pay him a visit when I feel better ."  
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"Tell him to keep in touch with Bursuc ,"  said Weissman,  almost whis
pering. "It's quite important. We need Bursuc. Tell h i m  to keep seeing h i m ,  
to talk with him,  to sound h im out. . . .  Tell h i m  that it's a matter of vital 
importance . . . .  " 

Biris began to smi le. "I don't u nderstand any of this ,  but I ' l l  tell h i m .  I 
have no i dea what this contact might be . . . .  " 

"Stefan saw h i m  last summer in Moldavia , "  Weissman expla ined. "They 
spent a week together and have remained friends. It's very important. We 
need Bursuc . . . .  " 

Since the evening of his arrival Bibicescu had not stopped writing, a nd al l  day 
l ong no one entered his room. I rina brought him tea in the morning, and she 
knocked on his door without fail  a quarter of an hour before each meal , giving 
h im time to finish the page he had begun.  

"A hundred and fifty pages !"  cried Bibicescu one evening a week later as 
he seated hi mself at the table. "And you must rea l ize that every page has been 
wri tten a nd rewritten at least three times. Tha t  means 4 50 pages-an average 
of more than sixty a day. What do you say to that,  domnu '  Vasile?" He turned 
to the teacher. 

"A second Nicolac l orga , "  responded Gheorghe Vasile with respect. "I 
can scarcely wait to hear you read it  to us so we can admire it  too!"  

With a mysterious smile  Bibiccscu began to  cat, purposely postponing 
his response. H e  rai sed his head suddenly and looked a round the table. 'The 
first two acts arc al ready completed. If you agree and if i t  won't i nconvenience 
you ,  I 'l l  read them to you th is evening after dinner. " He smi led and glanced a t  
each of h i s  hosts in  turn, conveying the impression that he was i mprovising a 
scene whose l i nes he had forgotten in a sudden lapse of memory. Then, as 
though he had quite by chance caught sight of his plate,  he  started to eat 
aga in ,  slowly, intentl y. H e  sensed that he was the center of attention, and an 
extended period of si lence ensued. 

" Let me put Gheorghita to bed fi rst, "  said Ir ina,  leaving the table. 
"A pity !"  the teacher lamented. " I 'd have l iked for h i m  to l isten , too, to 

become accustomed whi l e  he's l i ttle to h eari ng masterpieces. H e  would  have 
remembered later that at the age of six he l istened to the famous play read by 
the author himself . . . .  By the way, what title have you given it?" 

"The Return from Stalingrad, " declared Bibicescu slowly and with 
solemnity. 

"What a beautiful t itle !"  murmured doamna lvascu. " I t's too bad that i t  
can't be performed, since the  Russians are  here among us. " 

" Don't worry, " said the actor, smil ing. " I t  will be performed-and very 
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soon! Of course, not here-it will be performed abroad. " He stood up swiftly. 
"It'll be better if I read it in my room , in the salon. It has more atmosphere. 
I 'll expect you in fifteen minutes!"  

When they en tered the salon they found him on his  feet waiting for 
them, leaning against the desk, holding i n  his  hand a sheaf of papers covered 
with wri ti ng. At a considerable distance, in the middle of the room, he had 
placed three cha i rs side by side. With a slight nod he issued a ceremonious 
invita ti on to them to be seated; then he stepped in front of the desk, laying the 
papers upon it. Thrusting his hand in his pocket, he began a l i ttle speech. He 
addressed them in a theatrical voice, speaking as if he were on a stage in front 
of a capacity audience. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, "  he announced, "before reading to you the first 
scenes of my new play I should like to say a few words about the ti tle ,  the 
content, and the meaning of this work. The title,  The Return from Stalingrad, 
indicates at  the outset that we have to do with a drama i nspired by a h istoric 
event-or more precisely a recent h istoric catastrophe-quite recent in fact. 
Aside from the obvious interest aroused by the plot and, as you shall see 
directly, the i mportance of the myth that it brings to l ight, I call your attention 
to another fact. By util izing a theme as recent as the seige of Stal ingrad I will 
not be accused, as I have been so often ,  of being inspired by the unpublished 
works of another great playwright, nor of having plagiarized him in the sense 
that I used his manuscripts in my own works . . . .  I'm referring to Partenie. " 

I ri na crossed herself quickly and leaned toward doamna Ivascu, speaking 
i nto her ear. "He was once Ioana's fiance , "  she whispered. "He loved her very 
much . "  

Bibiccscu frm.,ned and glared at  her. "I  shall ask you not t o  i n terrupt 
me," he said. "Any comments may be made in the pause which will fol low 
thi s  brief introduction . . . .  Thus-to continue-I was accused of having been 
inspired in my last works by Partenie's manuscripts. The truth is exactly the 
contrary. Those manuscripts tha t  I discovered through a series of extraordi
nary events and that are today in my possession-those manuscripts were 
revised and compl eted by me so that they could be performed. You will recall ,  
I believe, The Wake, which I personally produced six years ago when I was 
di rector of the National Theater. I can tell you something I never before told 
anyone-more than half of that play was mine . . . .  " 

H e  paused for a long time and looked di rectly into the eyes of each of his 
l isteners. Although doamna Ivascu was uncomfortable in her cha ir, wi th i ts 
straight back that forced her to s i t  upright, she did not have the courage to 
change her position. 

"As you know, "  resumed Bibicescu, "Partenie died i n  1 939 .  Hence, i t  is 
not possible that he could have l eft i n  manuscript form a drama i nspired by a 
historic catastrophe which occurred four years after his death. Consequently 
no one wil l  be able to accuse me of having plagiarized Partenie's notes . . . .  I 
should l ike now" he began again after a short pause and in a different tone, 
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picking up the bundle of papers from the desk, " . . .  I should l ike to say a few 
words to you about the significance of this play. I maintai n  that I have made a 
great discovery. I mainta in that I have d iscovered a Romanian myth of the 
dead that has been h i therto unknown in Europe, or else has disappeared. You 
shal l  sec directly what it is that constitutes this myth , but I am declaring at  the 
outset that I shall be the fi rst European writer who has the audacity to employ 
i n  an entirely unexpected and distinctive fash ion a myth of the dead as the 
theme for a modern drama . . . .  " 

He stopped aga in  and ran his hand absently through his hair .  Then he 
ci rcled the desk slowly,  picked up the pi le  of \Hittcn pages and began to go 
through them , apparently searching for something. Finally h e  shrugged and, 
suddenly maki ng a d ecis ion, \\"Cnt again to the front of the desk and prepared 
to read. He cleared h is throat, fixed his eyes on each member of his audience 
in turn ,  and began.  

"This scene represents the ru ins of a blockhouse in Stali ngrad. As the 
curta in  slmd y  rises \\ C h ear the sound of Soviet arti l lery. These explosi ons will  
continue at  regular interva ls throughout Act I .  It \\ i l l  be understood that this 
incessant bombardment has lasted from the beginning of the scigc and that i t  
\\ i l l  not come to a n  end until the last  resistance is crushed. I t  is  l i ke a lei tmotiv 
in  a symphony . . . .  " 

He interrupted himself and looked up from the manuscript. "You \vii i  
recall the opening measures of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony, the Symphony 
of Desti ny . . . .  " He began to h u m ,  beati ng ti me on the desk. "Ta-ta-ta-ta . "  
He repeated the melody and struck four sharp blcm s \\ ith his fist. "Ta-ta-ta
ta . . . .  Ta-t:�-ta-ta . . . . 'Thus Fate knocks at the door ! '  This is the meaning of 
the musical motif with \\ h ich the symphony begi ns. In the same way here, 
destiny is signified from the fi rst by the uninterrupted series of explosions of 
the Soviet artillery . . . .  On the stage it is dark , "  he started to read aga in ,  
"except in one corner at  the  right of  the  scene where a feeble l ight is gleaming. 
A \\ Ou ndcd man i s  trying to read a letter by the beam of a pocket flashlight. 
On the l eft a passageway,  partial ly buried under rubble, can be distinguished. 
At the entrance to the passage . . .. " 

H e  stopped short, and stepping a\\·ay from the desk, he began to expla in 
the stage setti ng. "The passage starts here . " H e  pointed to the l eft s ide of the 
salon.  "The ru ins,  the debris,  come to the middle of the stage . . .  " and he 
took a few rapid steps toward the desk to i ndicate the extent of the destruction.  
"\V c arc to i magine that a bomb has fal len not l ong before right on top of the 
passagc,,·ay ,  breaking the arch and ki l l ing-probably-the whole group of 
m en \\ho had taken shelter there. In the darkness only the ruins and a few 
bodies can be seen.  A m inute after the raising of the curta i n  we hear  the 
hca\-y , unsteady steps of a man \\ ho is making his way with difficulty through 
the shadcmy piles of debris . . . .  " Bibiccscu began to step slowl y around the 
desk, stamping h is feet nois i ly ,  coughing and muttering. 

� "A few moments l ater a colonel appears, holding a flashlight in h is right 
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hand , "  the actor read from the manuscript. "He is dressed in a threadbare 
field uniform . He goes slowly to the m iddle of the stage and looks around 
him.  The colonel says: 'What's happened here?' " 

Dissatisfied with the manner i n  which he had read this phrase, Bibicescu 
lifted h i s  eyes from the manuscript, stepped away from the desk, and called 
out suddenly in a voice that sounded deep and strange, " 'What's happened 
here? Where are the men? Sergeant! ' " Then he returned to the desk slowly, 
raised the manuscript to the l evel of his eyes and began to read again.  

"The wounded man i n  the right corner of the stage continues to read his 
letter as if  he has heard noth i ng. The colonel starts toward him.  The colonel : 
'What's happened? Where's the sergeant?' The soldier goes on reading. Ap
proaching him , the colonel lays a hand on his shoulder. Colonel: 'Don't you 
hear me? Where are the others?' But the soldier reads on without raising his 
head . . . .  " 

Bibicescu interrupted his reading and addressed the three directly with an 
enigmatic smile. They remained seated, waiting quietly. 

"As you will understand later the soldier was dead, as were all the others 
around h i m .  The explosion had killed him j ust as he was reading a letter from 
his  wife and he still did not real ize he had died.  He wanted above al l  to finish 
reading the letter. But, of course, his  efforts were i n  vain because i n  dying he 
had gone out of Time and could no l onger complete an action which required 
the passage of Time. Thus in a certain sense he was condemned forever to 
read the same letter without ever being able to reach the last word . . . .  But 
naturally  the colonel does not know the soldier is dead. He sees him there in 
front of him with the flashl ight i n  one hand,  the letter in the other. So he tries 
again to speak to him and he even loses his  temper. The colonei:"-Bibicescu 
began to read again-" 'Are you deaf? What's happened here?' " 

There was the sound of vigorous knocking on the door. It opened sud
denly, and Misu Weissman appeared with doamna Porumbache. Misu 
greeted everyone cordially and went in haste to Bibicescu. "Come quickly
the car can't wai t  very long. " 

From the moment he saw Weissman enter, Bibicescu made no attempt 
to hide his  i rritation at thi s  i nterruption. He threw down the papers a nd ,  after 
circli ng the desk, seated h imself in the chair. "What car?" he demanded 
crossly. 

"Didn't Biris tell you I'd found a place for you and was coming to get you 
one evening this week?" 

"No one told me anything. " 
Misu Weissman turned to doamna Porumbache with a questioning 

glance. 
"He only told me to bring the suitcase with his underwear ,"  she ex

plained.  
"I was just  reading them the first scene from Act I ,"  said Bibicescu . ' 'I 'm 
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sorry. If I 'd known that I 'd be i nterrupted I 'd have postponed i t  until another 
time . . . .  " 

For a n  i nstant Misu Weissman seemed baffled, then he asked, " H ow 
long do you th ink it will  take you to get ready?" 

"Ready for what?" inquired Bibicescu, l ooking knowingly into the other 
man's eyes. "Ready for the adventure? For the great adventure?" 

Weissman warned him with a sudden frown. "I 've found l odging for 
you , "  he broke in precipitately. "But the car can't wait very l ong i n  front of the 
house. It belongs to a friend of mine, a man I trust. Only he asked me to 
hurry . . . .  " 

"If you good people are in agreement, I think it would be better if I stayed 
here , "  stated Bibicescu . 

"It's a great h onor for us to be h osts to a playwright of such cal ibre , "  
began Gheorghe Vasi l e, taking a step in  Weissman's direction.  

" ! l ike it here-! feel good , "  continued Bibicescu . "I feel l ike writing and 
no one disturbs me. And since my arrival-knock on wood-! haven't had a 
spel l .  . . .  " 

"Then I ' l l  go and tel l my fri end not to wait any longer , "  Weissman sa id ,  
heading for the door. 

B ibicescu l ea ned his elbm\ s on the desk and put h is  hands to his forehead 
in a gesture of despa i r . 

"' 'm sorry we i nterrupted you , "  apologized doamna Porumbache. "I  
didn't know. Petrica m ust have forgotten to tel l me-he's been so sick. 
Domnu ' Misu cam e  with the car and asked me to come with him to show h i m  
the house and the entrance.  H e  sa id w e  h a d  t o  b e  careful .  . . .  " 

"I t's arranged , "  Misu said as he came back into the salon.  "He'll be 
avai lable another ti me. Co on,  go on !"  he said to Bibicescu.  'Ti l  l isten to you 
too for ten or fifteen m inutes , but no longer because I 'm expected elsewhere. " 

By way of reply Bibicescu took the manuscript, thrust it into a folder and 
opened a drawer of the desk. Misu Weissman hurried to h i m .  

" I f  you don 't want to read any more at least give me the manuscript to 
forwa rd , "  he murmured . 'Til  have an opportunity next week . . . .  I sent you 
word through Biris , "  he added ,  his  voice l ower. 

"I haven't finished.  I 've written only two acts and I have to copy it  aga i n  
after I 've read i t .  I t's o n l y  after reading it  a loud that  I can know if  i t's dramatic 
enough . I had just begun when you came in. " 

Misu Weissman took his arm a nd l ed h i m  to the far end of the salon . 
Doamna Porumbache sat d own, and a l l  four watched from across the room 
without venturing to speak ,  wai ting for the annou ncement that  the perfor
mance would soon begin again .  

"You've made a blunder , "  whispered Weissman, keeping his  hand on 
the actor's arm and walking back and forth with h i m  at  the far end of the 
room.  "I h ope you haven't told them anything. " 
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"No," replied Bibicescu absently. "They are very reliable people. 
They're not at all indiscreet. " 

"I think you real ize i t's an extremely grave situation,"  Misu continued in 
a tone that was hardly audible. "Don't forget that besides our own l ives and 
l iberty, the lives of many others are at stake as well . "  

They turned around then a nd came back to the group, who stil l  waited 
and watched expectantly. Weissman was speaking i n  a loud, casual voice. 
"Then we're agreed. You'll hear from me one of these days . . . .  " 

Doamna Porumbache rose from her seat as they approached. 
"Stay longer, coana Viorico, " invited the teacher. "Perhaps he'll begin 

again and you can l isten too. It's l ike being at the theater. . . .  " 
'Til resume the reading tomorrow evening at the same time," Bibicescu 

announced solemly. 
They stood up, disappointed, as in s i lence Bibicescu started to return the 

chai rs to their customary places beside the wall and around the sofa. 

"It's Sunday,"  Biris said to himself. "He ought to be home . "  He stood for a 
time l istening i ntently and then pressed the button aga in ,  letting the bell ring 
for a long whi le .  This  time he heard a l ittle noise in the room and the sound 
of footsteps approaching the door. 

"It's B i ri s ! "  he called out. 
Stefan promptly opened the door and looked at him in surprise and 

apprehension, as if  he feared bad news. 
"I hope I 'm not disturbing you , "  said Biris  upon entering. When his 

glance fell on the easel that had been hastily covered with a soiled white cloth, 
he remained in the middle of the room, i l l  at ease. 

"I was just getting ready to paint, " Stefan explained. "I 've taken up 
painting again . . . .  But i t's not the same as before, "  he added, embarrassed, a 
forced smile on his  lips. "I can't accomplish what I did once. " 

He lifted the cloth from the easel and showed Biris the picture. His  brush 
seemed to have roved at random over the large piece of white cardboard. On 
either side two shapeless masses of confused color--deep violet-could be 
distinguished, connected by a spiral figure that was sinuous and wavering. 
Biris examined the painting carefully.  

"It's l ike a kind of l abyrinth , "  he suggested. 
"I can't do it anymore . "  Apparently Stefan had not heard Biris's com

ment. "Before, in my secret room, all I had to do was to take the brush in my 
hand and I felt I 'd entered another universe, a different place . Now I paint 
haphazardly. What I mean i s ,  I can't go out of myself. . . .  I 've lost i t-1 can't 
recover it . . . .  " 

"Yes. But al l  the same it resembles a labyrinth . "  resumed Biris . outl ining 
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\\ ith h is  fi nger the di rection of the spiral . "If you \\'ere to add a l ine or t\\'O 
here . . .  " 

' " I 've tried a l l  sorts of colors , "  Stefan continued ,  "but noth i ng else is 
right. I keep coming back to this same shade, as though , if I only knew h o\\ to 
usc it ,  I 'd find just the right tone . . . .  I th ink you kno\\ that i t's rea l ly I lea na 
I 'm searching for , "  he added, avoiding Biris 's eyes, and, suddenly chagrined ,  
h e  sat do\\'n o n  a chair.  "\Vhcn I used t o  pa int  in  m y  secret room i t  was 
enough for me simply to recall  the car in order to bring back everything-the 
forest , the 0/ight of St. J oh n ,  and her-I Ieana . . . .  I don't know how to 
explain it . " 

"I think ! understand, "  sa id Biris .  " In  a certain  sense you , l ike Proust , arc 
trying to recover a l ost t ime . . .  " 

"0/o, it's not that .  It was another kind of Time. I haven't l ived it yet. I t  
wasn't connected '' i th my past. It \\as something else . It seemed to  come from 
some other place . . . .  But i t  doesn't matter, real ly . " he added quickly, his 
voice unexpectedly bitter. 

He stood up, covered the easel , and \\ Cnt to the '' indow to look out at  the 
street .  The sky of that hazy afternoon in  October ,,·as only partial ly covered 
with clouds, but ra i n  threatened to start at any m oment. 

' ' I  didn't ,,·ant you to kno\\' it before,  but I must tel l you that I went to 
Zinca. She isn't there. H er house here on strada Batistei was destroyed in a n  
a i r  ra id.  I thought she \\ as h id ing at  her estate at  Z inca . S h e  told me she l i ked 
to spend a good many m onths c\·cry yea r in the country. But she's not there. 
She never came back. I can't imagi ne where she m ight be. Duma doesn 't 
know either. He assured me tha t she didn't stay in Portuga l ,  and yet , even so,  
I kno\\ she's h id ing somewhere, waiting for me . . . .  " H e  turned his back to 
the \\ i ndow and smiled at Bir is .  

"I  dream of her consta ntly. I t's strange but someti mes she seems to be 
playing ga mes with me. One n ight in a dream I met her on a stretch of lawn. 
\\'hen she sa\\' me she turned and smiled-an i ronic and provocative smile, 
a lmost sarcastic. ' I  ,,·a rncd you that you 'd search for me to the end of the earth 
and you \\'Otddn't fi nd m e , '  she said.  'And yet here you are,  nea r me, ' I replied 
and started toward her. Only a few m eters separated us, but she took one 
step-only one-a nd she seemed to move dozens of m eters beyond me. I ran 
after her, but a second step took her so far a\\ ay I could scarcely see her .  Then 
she tossed her head and l l'oked at  me once m ore with a pitying smile.  I t's 
strange, but at that m oment in my dream I found myself thinki ng,  I ' l l  never 
be able to reach her.  She's l ike I leana Cosinzcana . . . . ....  He was embarrassed 
again a nd stopped for a moment, returning to his cha ir .  

" I t's odd that Bursuc keeps saying th is too. 'So you're always looking for 
I leana Cosi nzeana?'  he  asks me, and of course he starts to laugh . "  

• The unattainable princess in· Romanian folktales. 
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"Then it's true , "  said B iris with a trace of bitterness in his  voice. "Conu 
Misu was right. You've been seeing Bursuc . . . .  " 

"I was with h im at Zinca . I didn't tell you ,  and I wonder why . . . .  I 've 
begun to acquire some peculiar habits , "  he commented, trying to grin .  "I do a 
lot of th ings I don't understand . . . .  " 

"It  was exactly about this  that I came to speak to you , "  B iris i nterrupted. 
"Conu Misu has sent me with a message. He says you must keep in touch 
with Bursuc. " 

Stefan lifted his  head and regarded Biris for a long time searchingly. H is 
face gradually brightened. "I go to see him from time to time at the Patriar
chate . " 

The first time he went he had met Bursuc on the street. The priest had 
just come out of the building, and s ince he was dressed in street clothes, 
Stefan almost  fai led to recognize h i m .  "Cherchez Ia femme, cherchez Ia 
femme!" he had said. "They l ike me this way with my long beard. 
There's one here-Zoica .  She's dying of l ove for me. " 

"Conu M isu says it's very important , "  continued Biris .  
"We talk about I leana.  I t's strange, but I fel t  a need to see Bursuc,  to hear 

him talk to me about I leana . . . .  " 

"So you're always searching for I leana Cosinzeana?" he asked. Stefan 
sat down, l i t  a cigarette, and smiled i n  confusion. "She's i n  Spa in ,"  he 
said.  "How do you know?" Bursuc demanded at once, curious. "I 
dreamed about her again.  We seemed to be in Spain . . .  " Bursuc 
scowled in anger. "You're l ike a credulous old woman!"  he burst out 
suddenly. "Heresies and superstitions have gotten the better of you . I 
ought to excommunicate you. I ought to throw you out of the Holy 
Church ! I have the authority to do it!" Stefan smoked quietly, gazing 
with vacant eyes through the window at the high wall  of the Metropoli
tan Cathedral .  "''m sure she's in Spain .  That's why I 've come to ask a 
favor of you , Reverend Father. I think Duma doesn't trust me. But if 
Your Grace wil l  speak with h im . . .  " "You're crazy!" Bursuc exploded 
aga in .  "You've forgotten what kind of business Duma conducts and 
with whom he works . . . .  You've forgotten Protopopescu ! "  H is voice 
dropped a l i ttle. 

" . . .  I went to see h i m  out of desperation , "  continued Stefan.  "When I didn't 
know what to do anymore, which way to turn, I went to Bursuc. " 

That autumn,  after he left the Ministry i n  the evening, he sometimes 
went to the Forest of Baneasa . "Look, in these places there were once 
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marshes , "  he recal led. And it seemed to h i m  that he found her there 
beside him aga i n ,  or a short di stance ahead, walking through the grass 
with her l ight boyish step. But then very quickly he would lose her. He 
went back repeatedly to the place where they had met and he strained to 
remember, to recapture from somewhere with i n  those singular 
moments that had been torn out of the time that surrounded them, 
moments that sti l l  l i ngered although they were not so vivid as before. 
He wanted to rel ive the time when he had seen her from afar as she 
walked through the grass, when his heart had begun to beat so violently, 
\\ hen he had known that she \\ ould not be able to go home in the car 
because it would have va nished at midnight. Now he walked under the 
trees, under the branches almost bare of leaves , yellowed prematurely 
by the drought. He repeated to himself, "In these places there were once 
marshes ! "  But it  was all fru itless because the sound of his steps, the 
noise made by his feet as they shattered the carpet of dry, withered 
leaves , kept rousi ng h i m .  He woul d  emerge from the forest then to walk 
in the field to avoid the rustle underfoot that constantly assai l ed his ears . 
He would rema i n  there wel l i nto the night, skirting the forest, returning 
inevitably to the place where they had sat and watched the stars rise over 
the wood , the spot where he had told her about the hedgehog that had 
befriended him during h is liceu days. "I don't understand you , "  I leana 
had told h im then. "' 'm sorry. Probably you're saying some very in
teresti ng things, but I don't u ndersta nd you . . . .  " 

" I  don't understand myself why I go to see h i m , "  Stefan went on, "or what I 
could expect from h i m .  Once I remembered \\·hat you said to me long ago 
when we were barely acquainted-that I ought to be afraid of Bursuc because 
he's a demoniac . "  

This he had recal led on the fi rst rainy day that autumn.  After leaving 
the Ministry he had gone to strada Batiste i ,  where he found that the 
apartment house at number 27 was almost finished. The windows \\ ere 
being instal led on the fi rst floor, and he had stood there bareheaded i n  
the rai n  watching them put the sashes i n  place. H ere on this spot there 
had been a bed of flowers and an i ron grill between two wal ls ,  he 
recollected. On that long ago night in August when he had come in the 
cab, fearing that I leana would have al ready left for the station , a cat had 
jumped down from the wall into the garden and had disappeared in  the 
darkness. He had had those black gloves--dry, dusty , moth-eaten-in 
his  pocket, and he kept touching them with his hand. Suddenly he 
remembered that he no longer knew what he  had done with them. H e  
was not even sure if they h a d  belonged t o  her or not. "You went to a l l  
that trouble for noth i ng, " s h e  h a d  said to h im that d a y  o n  the street in  

477 



the rai n ,  the time they were standing under the shelter of her huge 
umbrel la .  "They aren't mine . . . .  " 

"I told you that?" asked Biris with a smile .  "I don't remember . . .  " 

"I was comi ng from strada Batistei , "  Stefan explained, "and I was walk
ing through the rain ,  just l ike the day I met I leana when I kissed her under the 
umbrella . . . .  " 

Biris extinguished his cigarette and looked at him uneasily, then quickly 
glanced away. 

"Yes , "  continued Stefan,  reflecting. "I kissed her then , just once, in the 
rai n ,  under the umbrella .  Everything that came after that  shouldn't have 
happened. I made a great blunder. Time should have stopped the moment I 
kissed her on the l ips. I kissed h�r on the l ips!" he repeated with sudden fervor, 
and rising, he went to the window again .  " I 've never been able to understand 
how such a thing was possible-that I could kiss her on the l ips! Everything 
should have stopped at that moment. Nothing should have moved anymore, 
the whole world should have been transfixed . . .  for the two of us, of course,"  
he added quickly, "only for the two of  us .  The Cosmos and H istory would 
have continued for the rest of mortal men, but for us it ought to have stood 
sti l l  at that momen t .  No kind of duration had any meaning after that. Once 
we had kissed what else could happen that would equal that  i rrevocable 
moment?" 

He was silent and gazed out of the window for a long time. The clouds 
were higher now and a fi ne rain had started, a tenuous spray that gradually 
misted the pane. 

"You spoke of Bursuc , "  Biris said finally, breaking the silence. "You said 
you remembered that I told you he was a demoniac?" 

"Yes ,"  said Stefan, rousing himself. "I was walking through the rai n  and 
I remembered . It's odd that I remembered it just then . When I was with him 
in Moldavia ,  and especially at  Zinca, i t  never once entered my head that  he 
might be possessed . I 'd forgotten what you told me. And yet at Z inca I ought 
to have seen that he might be a devil .  Especially that time when I suddenly 
fel t  myself starting tov.·ard h i m  with my hands trembling . . .  " He hesitated for 
a long time and then continued, "I was determined . . .  " He was si lent again.  
He rubbed his face with his hand, and going to the easel , he pulled the cloth 
to one side. 

"Actually, I sti l l  think that i t's here I 'l l  find her. When I dreamed of her 
at night and woke up with her image before my eyes I said to myself that  if I 'd 
begin to paint aga in  . . .  " But apparently he reconsidered and covered the 
picture once more. 

"You said that you remembered wha t I said about Bursuc," Biris re
m inded him in an effort to reopen the conversation. 

"Yes, but I went to see him anyway. I was a l i ttle afraid.  I don't know 
why. When I found myself in front of his cell I was ready to turn back. 
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;\leverthelcss I knocked-three ti mes . 'Who is i t?' he asked me. 'I t's I ,  Viziru , '  
I said, and then I went i n .  H e  was \\'ash ing h i s  feet.  ' I  don't l ike t o  b e  di rty l ike 
the other monks , '  he sa id .  Then he turned and looked at me. 'Why are you 
standi ng there by the door l ike a stone?' he demanded. ' I 'm afraid I'm bother
ing you , '  I said. 'You're not bothering me at  al l , '  he  repl ied .  'On the con
trary . . . .  I 've just real ized I don't have a towel . Look around for one, will 
you ? There must be one here i n  the cell someplace. ' I began to hunt but I 
seemed to hi t  on only the drawers ,,·here they were not kept. 'Hunt ,  man! 
Faster! The water's getti ng cold , '  he  cried, and then I found the towel and 
brought it to h i m .  I remembered aga in  what you said ,  that he was a de
moniac, and I began to laugh . He looked at me in surprise and began to laugh 
too. We both laughed l ike that for quite some time. Then I remembered and 
\\·as serious aga in  . . . .  " 

"\\'hat did you remember?" Biris asked, ,,·hen Stefan did not continue. 
"I remembered i t  ai i-Ioana and I leana, al l  I had had before that  was 

taken away from me, all those thi ngs that \\ ere and are no more. I seemed to 
recall everything in a s ingle moment. Bursuc l ooked at  me, put on his stock
ings and sh oes, and went outside to dispose of the water in the basin.  When 
he came back he said ,  'Still uncomolablc?' and he asked me for a cigarette. ' I t  
seems to  get more and m ore difficult for me, '  I told h im.  'And yet I knm\ she's 
somewhere here on earth not far from me. ' 'Have fa ith ! '  he exclaimed sud
denly. 'Be a man ! '  'She might be in s,, i tzerland . '  I sa id . 'She used to have a 
friend there-the Valkyrie, she cal led her. She might be hiding with her. I 
ought to l ook for her there. ' Bursuc seemed th oughtful .  'What do you intend 
to do?' he asked me. 'Flee the country?' '0:o , '  I answered , ' I  won 't run away, 
but a team of experts will soon be going to s,, itzerland. I may be sent too . '  
'Listen to me, '  h e  i nterrupted . " ;\ly opinion i s  that she doesn't l ove you any 
longer. She hasn't loved you for a long time. She's forgotten you. S he's a 
married \\ Oman now with children , \\ i th a purpose in l ife.  Forget her! ' I t's 
strange what an effect his  words had on me. For the first time I felt a stab of 
doubt and I said, 'You may be right . ' But he came up and slapped me on the 
shoulder. 'Look out , '  he cried , 'that I don 't tempt you! '  And that calmed me. I 
remembered Zinca.  He said the same th ing there . . . .  He is indeed a strange 
man , "  Stefan added after a pause. 

Biris got up fro m  the armchair and began to walk  slowly about the room. 
He started to i nspect the shelf of books, but with the fi rst glance he saw there 
was nothing but :\1arx ist l i terature and some volumes on poli tical economy, 
and he returned to the middle of the room. 

"I 've been l istening to you for half  an  h our and I sti l l  don't get  the idea . 
But after all it's none of my business. I just came to deliver conu Misu's 
message. Did you know Bibicescu is u nder survei l lance and that he's been in 
hiding for a ,,·hole month?" 

"Yes, I heard it  a t  the :\l inistry. And I was reminded of I leana,  of a deta i l  
that l'd forgotten. When they took me to Police Headquarters . . .  " H e  i n ter-
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rupted himself suddenly and put his hand to his forehead i n  exasperation, 
then brought it slowly to rest against his cheek. 

"Sometimes I get the feeling that i t's all in vain, that it's too late . I'm 
closed in on all sides-not by walls as in a jai l ,  because in that case I'd at least 
have the absurd hope that the walls  might be shattered and I could imagine a 
way out. But I have the feel ing that I 'm surrounded by an intangible barrier 
built by Time, erected out of everything I can no longer call back, everything 
that's happened and is irreversible . . . .  I wonder then . . .  " 

He ceased speaking and shrugged his shoulders. Biris stopped i n  front of 
the easel, pulled aside the covering and repeated his examination of the 
painting. 

"Just a few l ines ,"  he said, "and it would l ook l ike a labyrinth . Do you 
sti l l  remember the message you sent to I leana by n}e? I'm sorry I can't 
reproduce i t  for you now. I was sick then . I had a fever. But I do recall that 
you spoke about a labyrinth , a metal sphere whose walls are cracked . "  

Stefan stared thoughtfully a t  the canvas. "I  remember especially the 
storm then , "  he said presently. "''d gone i nto a flower shop to buy a bouquet 
of l i l ies of the valley and when I came out it had begun to rain in torrents . . . .  
I t  was beautiful . "  he added after a pause. Rising, he went to the pai nting. "Of 
course the very fact that you see a labyrinth proves to me that I'm painting and 
struggli ng in vai n .  I can't recapture anything of all that  once was. I might as 
wel l  give up. " 

He looked again at the picture and drew the cloth over it .  The rain 
became heavier. He searched on the table for his cigarettes and held out the 
package to Biris. "Aside from al l  this ,  what other news is there?" 

"Nuisances, "  responded Biris,  lighting his cigarette. "I've been fired 
from the /iceu-they purged me. A socially unheal thy element, they cal l  
me. " He tried to laugh, but he choked on the smoke and began to cough. 
Pressing his handkerchief to his mouth in exasperation, he motioned for 
Stefan to bring h im a glass of water. 

"Social ly  unhealthy I believe is an exaggera tion , "  he said after drinking 
al l  the water at a gulp and wiping his l ips with his handkerchief. "Just plain 
unhealthy is closer to the truth ! I 've tried without success to get myself admit
ted to a sanatorium and if I haven't been able to get in yet, from now on i t  will 
be i mpossible. It's a strange feeling to know you're condemned to death and 
not to be told when you'l l  be executed. Each day I l ive seems like a stolen day, 
a day that I 've filched from destiny. I t  gives me a feeli ng of euphoria . . . .  " 

Usually it was after lunch when Bibicescu made h is announcement. "This 
evening at the same hour we shall continue . . . .  " 
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The reading took place about twice a week and never lasted more than an 
hour, because Bibicescu presented only one or two scenes at  a time, re
peatedly interrupting the dialogue in order to explain the decor and the deta ils 
of staging, especially the play of l ights .  Sometimes he did away with all 
i l lumination in  the salon except for the desk lamp, with whi ch he  attempted 
to create the atm osphere of the ruins of Stalingrad,  covering it with colored 
papers or even vei l ing it  completely with fil e  folders arranged l ike a tent over 
the shade. 

\Vhen the three spectators entered the room at  a quarter to nine they 
always found their chairs placed one beside the other at the same distance
more tha n  five meters-from the desk. They sat down in silence-somewhat 
tim idly-under the stern gaze of Bibicescu,  \\ ho l ea ned against the desk with 
the manuscript in h is  hand. Scarcely daring to move or breathe,  they awai ted 
the moment when he would raise his copy of the play solemnly and prepare to 
read,  annou ncing, "Scene -- · the same setting, "  after which he  would 
break off, lay the manuscript on the desk and quickly remind them of the 
scenery. 0: o one ventured to speak, for they knew the slightest whisper would 
upset him. They ruffled his composure only once: when he made the state
ment toward the end of Act I ,  "From the corridor two soldiers go to the 
middle of the stage, supporting around the waist the colonel , who i s  gravely 
wounded, his eyes bandaged . . . .  " I nstantly all three excla imed ,  "I t's Colonel 
Balea n u ! "  

Bibicescu paused . frowned, a n d  regarded them fixedly for several sec
onds without comment. "Y cs , "  he responded tard i ly, "I was inspired by 
Colonel Balea nu's accident, but you didn't have to i nterrupt me for that! You 
could have commu nicated your impressi ons to me at the conclusion of the 
reading. 0:ot everyone knows Baleanu.  The audience sees only that the prin
cipal character appear� on the stage gravely wounded-and that's a l l .  At most 
they'll say, 'The colonel has l ost his  s ight. ' In no event will they shout, ' I t's 
Colonel Balea nu ! ' " He resumed the reading, but i t  could be seen that he  was 
vexed. 

As the month of October drew to a close, cold rains commenced unex
pectedly.  Each evening the salon was more frigid . B ibicescu wore a pul lover 
whi l e  he \\·orked, and sometimes he put his topcoat over his shoulders, but he  
did not discontinue the  reading of his play. At a quarter to  n ine  when the 
three members of the audience gathered in the salon they i nvariably fou nd 
h i m  leaning on the desk, waiting for them. After he saw them seated
doamna lvascu and I rina with woolen shawl wrapped around their backs, the 
teacher wearing an old overcoat-Bibicescu removed his coat, hung it on the 
back of the armchair,  and began.  S ometimes it happened that Misu 
\\'eissman would come, but those evenings were wasted because \Veissman 
could never stay until the end a nd it was difficult for Bibicescu to proceed with 
the reading after the d isruption his departure caused. 
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"When do you plan to come with me?" Misu would ask, and once he 
took the actor by the arm and led him to the far end of the room. "Everything 
you gave me has reached i ts destination , "  he whispered. "I t's in a safe place. 
We'll make our getaway soon too. Be ready with the manuscript !" 

Misu always came in a cab. He was pressed for time and nervous, and 
the first th ing he wanted to know was if Bibicescu had done anything 
i mprudent-had he received visitors or had he by any chance gone for a walk 
in the daytime? But the actor almost never went out of the house and his only 
visitor had been Biris,  who came to sec h i m  one Sunday afternoon . On 
certa in evenings, when no reading session had been announced, I ri na came 
to take h i m  for a walk on the street, but he had to be persuaded. He would 
claim that he was t i red or that he was afraid he might have a spell with his 
hea rt, but in the end he would set off beside Iri na , under cover of the 
darkness, and they would walk l ike that for an hour, almost without exchang
i ng a word. One evening, however, on the boulevard he declared suddenly, 
"When I become famous in Paris after the premiere, I 'l l  go back to my room 
at night and I 'l l  remember these walks. I'll remember how we strolled furtively 
in the dark so that no one would recognize me, whi le those scoundrels from 
the Theater-whom I created and whom I cast in leading roles when I was 
director-while  those scoundrels were walking a t  l iberty, unhindered, con
tinuing to bring charges aga inst me . . . .  Conu Misu told me tha t  they've 
received denunciations at Pol ice Headquarters aga i n , "  he added, dropping his 
voice. But then he shrugged contemptuously and continued on his way without 
further word. 

Several days later when they entered the salon, the three spectators 
halted in the doorway, astonished. It was almost dark in the room. The desk 
had been set against the wall and the lamp was covered with folders. On the 
spot where the desk had stood there were two chairs over which Bibicescu had 
arranged a sheet. Other chairs had been placed nearby and draped with 
cloth ing in such a way as to give the i mpression of people kneeling. Taking his 
flashlight the actor conducted his hosts to their places. Because of the extreme 
cold in the salon they were all wearing overcoats. 

"You'll understand immediately what's happened, "  Bibiccscu told them. 
"This is the principal scene. Now the myth of the dead begins to become 
expl ici t! " 

He went to the desk, picked up the manuscript, and holding it in the 
circle of light from the lamp, he started to read.  

"A road a t  the edge of a village i n  Moldavia .  On both sides the snow is 
piled high . "  He pointed to the sheet. "At nightfall one can distinguish 
shadowy forms, indistinct-the forms of people on their knees in the snow. 
For a few minutes after the rising of the curtain all is quiet. Suddenly we hear 
a muffled voice from the back of the theater: They're coming! I know it! I see 
them! '  Then on all sides a confused murmur ascends and fragments of prayers 
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arc heard .  The priest-who has remained on his  feet i n  the m iddle of the 
road-the priest . . .  " Bibicescu turned off the lamp on the desk and with 
surprisi ng dexterity lit a candle that he had concealed under the papers. 'The 
priest, "  he continued, his voice somber, "l ights h is candle, and one after 
another the kneel i ng people l ight theirs . . . . " 

As he spoke Bibiccscu l it the other candles . H e  had fastened them 
beforehand \\·ith great care to the backs of the chai rs that had been draped with 
cloth i ng. " In a few minutes , "  he explained ,  "the entire stage fills with the 
glow of hundreds of l ighted candles sh ining far into the distance. The priest 
kneels in the snow then too and bows h is head . "  

The actor knelt i n  front of the cha irs whi le  h e  talked , his  l ighted candle 
in his hand. He had left the manuscript on the desk and played the scene now 
from memory, altering h i s  tone to suit  each character he i mpersonated, giving 
the necessary explanations of the narration in his normal voice. 

"\Vc sec coming from the depths of the stage a long procession of 
shades-soldiers in ragged uniforms, some of them wounded ,  dragging their 
feet and supporting themselves on crutches or rifles. They lean on one 
another and do not look around, but stare straight ahead over the snow. They 
all seem to be bl ind.  They do not turn to look at the people kneeling beside 
them-apparently they do not sec them. Now and then a shade passes too 
nca r to a candle and it goes out. " Bibiccscu blew out one of the candles 
attached to the cha irs.  

"Nevertheless these flames l ight the way. The meaning of the scene is 
this-that the dead do not even realize how much we do for them-we, the 
l iving. The dead conti nuc their existence thanks to us, but they do not know 
it. They think the new l ife that begins for them at their death belongs entirely 
to them . "  

I rina had been o n  her knees for a long time there i n  the darkness, and 
now she could no longer control her emotion . She buried her face in her 
hands and began to sob. Doam na lvascu seized her arm and whispered to h er 
crossly, bending to speak into her ear. "Be quiet, you ninny! Be quiet! H e'll 
hear you !" 

But Bibicescu went on speaki ng, grasping the candle, addressing h i mself 
to the shadowy room . "H ere I bel i eve I 've i ntroduced something new and 
unprecedented in the modern theater, somethi ng which only a Shakespeare 
would have ventu red: this idea-that the dead arc completely separated from 
us because they cannot real ize that they owe their existence as shades to us, 
the l iv ing . . . .  " 

Suddenly Ir ina got up and hurriedly left the room . Exasperated , 
Bibiccscu turned to look at the door and rose to h is feet. 

"I  asked you not to interrupt me-especially during such an important 
scene as th is !"  

"She doesn't feel wel l , "  murmured doam na Ivascu, embarrassed. 
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"This scene will be talked about for centuries. " Bibicescu was inspired . 
"Only Shakespeare would have had such courage. They'll realize later what 
Dan Bibicescu meant to the European theater, because-and I 'm going to tell 
you a secret-this play will be performed in Paris! The first two acts are in the 
process of being translated , and I myself will produce it. They'll see then that 
I 've had genius, but that intrigue and calumnies here in my own country 
stifled i t. Only abroad have I been recognized !" He was becoming increas
i ngly overwrought, but he went on speaking directly to the two remaining 
spectators , h is hand still gripping the burning candle. 

"''m sorry that you interrupted me, and I played it badly, but i t's a truly 
extraord inary scene. The candles go out one by one until only a few remain, 
and the dead continue to pass, but they move more slowly now because they 
can no longer see the road clearly and they seem to be groping through the 
darkness. During th i s  time we hear on the stage the wind of the January night 
and the murmur of the prayers, and the shades all seem to waver with each 
gust. The candles go out one by one, except for the priest's candle, and then 
from the back of the stage the colonel appears. . . .  " He paused, confused. 
Going to the desk, he set h is candle in an empty glass . 

"But for some time the audience doesn't know if the colonel is dead
part of the procession-or if he has l ost his way there among the shades . . . .  " 
He stopped again a nd turned on the desk lamp. "But this scene is too i mpor
tant for me to summarize . I ' l l  read it to you in i ts entirety at the next ses
sion . . . .  " 

That evening Stefan found the monk drinking. He was sitting with his elbows 
resting on the table and staring blankly over the top of the bottles. He cried, 
"Come in !"  because he had heard someone stop in front of his door, but he 
did not turn h is head to see who it was. 

"I've been expecting you , "  he said. "I knew you'd come. Take a chair  
and sit here next to me.  I 'm sick at heart. Find yourself a glass . . . .  I 'm sick at  
heart on account of you, and on account of your friends . . . .  " 

Stefan sat down across the table from Bursuc, who raised his eyes sud
denly and looked at him with a frown. "Tell Bibicescu to hold his tongue, " he 
snapped, "to thank Cod that he escaped and to mind his own business . Tell 
h im to lay off Stal ingrad!" 

"I don't understand what you mean, "  protested Stefan.  
"Don't be coy! "  Bursuc interrupted. "I have reliable information. Just 

tell him th is: Lay off Stalingrad ! "  
Stefan smiled a n d  picked u p  a bottle, fill ing h i s  glass with wine. "That's 

precisely why I came, " he said after he had emptied the glass with one 
swallow. "Biris paid me a visit . . .  " 
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"Don't tell me anyth ing!" exclaimed Bursuc, l ifting his hand i n  alarm . 
"Don't tell me anything! I 'l l  betray you. That's my profession-to betray al l  of 
you , one after another ,"  he added in a voice that sounded distant and be
mused . Then he broke into a short, strangled laugh that subsided when he put 
his hand on his glass. 

"You'd do better to tell me about I leana Cosinzeana . "  He sipped his  
wine.  "What else have you dreamed about her?" 

Still smil ing, S tefan took the bottle of wine and refilled both glasses i n  
si lence. 

' ' I 'm involved with a girl-Zoica , "  Bursuc stated pensively.  "I go to see 
her every night. . . .  But they real ly take me for a fool ! "  he exploded after a 
pause. "As though I didn't know what  she's up to and who sent her here, close 
to the Holy Patriarchate, to l ie  in wai t  for me on the street and give me the 
eye . "  He began to laugh again ,  amused. " I t's a trick of Protopopescu's !"  he 
muttered . 

"I know h im , "  volunteered S tefan . "I met him once when I was \\·ith 
Duma . "  

Bursuc scowled and tried to hide his agitation . " I  don't want to hear 
about i t ! "  He raised his  arm i n  a defensive gesture and silenced Stefan.  ' ' I 've 
been honest with you ! I told you I 'l l  betray you . . . .  I said to hold your 
tongue . . . .  " 

Stefan said nothing, but he began to scrutinize h im intently. Bursuc ran 
his hand over his face several times ,  then let it slip slowly to h is cheek and 
come to rest in h is beard. He seemed to be drowsy, struggling with sleep . 

"I th ink you felt it too, then , at Jassy,  when we came back. " Stefan spoke 
abruptly .  "You guessed what I had in m ind . . . .  " 

"Felt what?'' Bursuc asked sleepily. 
"I  sai d  to myself, Actually, my l i fe has no purpose now that I 've been to 

Z i nca and didn't find her. Except to save the world from you! . . .  I th ink you 
felt i t .  You noticed how I held my hands . . . .  " 

"Felt what, man?" demanded Bursuc ,  raising his voice. 
"Because of you ,  Father, people have lost faith . They see you dressed in 

monk's clothing and they bel ieve in your words . . .  " 
" I  have a mission , "  Bursuc interrupted h i m ,  passing his hand over his 

face aga in .  "l'\'e been sent i nto the world to tempt you . . . .  " 
"Nevertheless I believe you sensed something when I approached you 

then . " 
Bursuc frowned and reached for his glass. He brought it to his l ips , but 

he did not drink. Stefan's smi l ing gaze remained fixed upon h i m ,  unwaver
mg. 

"You wanted to kill me?" The priest's voice sounded uncerta in ,  but he 
pretended to be j oking. "To strangle me?" 

"I  believe you guessed i t  a long time ago and that's why you've concerned 
you�self so much with me. You wanted to save my soul .  You wanted to help 
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me repent so I could be saved. And that's why I come so often to see you here 
at the Metropolia . . . .  " 

Suddenly Bursuc thrust his hand across the table. H is voice was hoarse. 
"Give me a cigarette! "  

Stefan opened the package and offered it  to h i m ,  then held out a l ighted 
match . 

"How could I be afraid of someone l ike you?" Bursuc exclaimed,  greed
i ly  inhaling the first puff. " I 've known for a long time who you are and what 
you can do. I t's hard to kill a man with your bare hands . . . .  " 

Stefan continued to watch him. "Just the same I think you felt it and 
were afraid , "  he said presently. 

"And so, pray tel l , why d idn't you try it?" interrupted Bursuc, provok
ingly. "Maybe I'd have enjoyed seeing you try. Maybe I had my fists 
ready . . . .  " 

" I t  was doamna Zissu who saved you , "  Stefan said coolly .  "When I 
approached you I suddenly remembered Vadastra and doamna Zissu , and I 
became calm .  I became calm as if by magic . . . .  " 

"Who is this doamna Z issu?"  Bursuc asked, disturbed . 
"I don't know. I never met her. I think she died a long while ago. 

Vadastra knew her, but after he died too . . .  " He stopped speaki ng and smiled 
i nto Bursuc's eyes. 

"You're crazy , "  cried Bursuc. " Don't come here in the evenings any
more. I won't let you in . " 

" Don't worry, " replied Stefan.  "That impulse lasted only a few moments 
and since then I pray constantly that I ' l l  be forgiven that s in.  I was tempted
I'm sure I was tempted by the Devil h imself. Who were you to me? What did 
it  matter to me if you were or were not worthy of the clothes you wore? I 
wasn't called upon to judge you, and yet I felt something in the depths of my 
soul ,  something that told me I had to save the world from you. That was the 
Devil 's temptation. You'd humil iated me and offended me innumerable 
times, talking as you did about Ileana , and yet I didn't hate you . I wasn't 
tempted then to kill you . But a l l  of a sudden, without any motive, I felt  I had 
to save the world from you . . . .  I th ink you realized what had taken place in 
my soul and you were afra id !"  He smiled.  

Bursuc too made an effort to smile ,  but he was unable to hide his 
agitation . He smoked his cigarette in silence. 

"I don't believe you ! "  he said at  last. "You weren't in any condition to 
kill a man. That requires force and resolve. I knm\ you wel l .  I'm not afraid of 

. .  you. 
"I know , "  agreed Stefan. "But I didn't kill you . I hadn't anythi ng against 

you . I 'm sure the Devil was tempting me then. And if it was he who tempted 
me, he would have given me the strength and the resolve I needed to strangle 
you . "  
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ScO\d i ng, Bursuc did not shift h is gaze from the other man's eyes. H e  
crushed h i s  cigarette directly o n  the \\"Ooden table with a curt gesture, blowing 
the ashes onto the fl oor. 

' 'I 'm sorry you didn't try, "  he said finally. "Perhaps you'd have had a 
surprise and been cu red forever of the desire to kill people!" 

Stefan's smile faded slowly, as if an u nseen hand had wiped i t  away. He 
l i t  a cigarette and watched his fingers tremble, holding the match for a l ong 
ti me-long enough for Bursuc to see how badly his hand shook. " \Vere you 
armed?" he asked abruptly. 

' ' I 'm a h,·ays armed , "  replied Bursuc,  "and if  you guess which pocket it 's 
i n ,  I 'll show it to you . "  

"The right one. " 
";\lo---but I 'll show you anyway. " ;\lervously Bum1c thrust h is  hand into 

the i nner pocket of h is  surplice and pulled out a small revolver. H e  showed it  
to Stefan with a tri umphant flourish , holding i t  as  far a\\·ay from him as he 
was able. 

"0:ow I u nderstand , "  said Stefan ,  a great cal m  suffusing his voice. "It was 
surely the Devi l .  I don't kno\\ why I 've never dared to commit suicide. I 'm a 
coward , I suppose. But several times I 've courted death-on the front and in  
other circumstances . . . .  But  that temptation was sent by  the Devi l .  H e  
wa nted m e  to b e  ki l led ,  n o t  you . Actually,  i t  was rea lly a sort o f  suicide . . . .  
i'\ow I u nderstand . "  H e  bowed his head a nd smiled. 

"And what if  I should tell  you I bought the revolver last \\ eek and I was 
u narmed back there in i\ l oldavia ?" 

Stefan began to laugh . 
"Don't laugh ! "  exclaimed Bursuc. ' ' I 'm tempti ng you all the ti me. 

Watch out!" 
Stefan rose suddenly and held out his  hand. "Tell Bibicescu to be rea

sonable ,"  Bursuc muttered as he replaced the revolver cautiously u nder h is  
surplice. "Lay off of Stal i ngrad . . . . " 

Passing the salon , Irina hea rd a low, suppressed moan and stopped to l isten . 
\\'hen she approached the door she heard it aga in .  Bibicescu seemed to be 
moaning in h is  sleep. She hesitated a few moments before making up her 
mind,  but at last she knocked briefly and went in.  She saw him across the 
roo m ,  bent double on the sofa ,  rubbing his  chest wi th his hand and groaning. 

"It seized me all at once , "  he ,,·hispered . "I  th ink it  will go awav . . .  " 
Gritting h is teeth , he closed his  eyes and tried not to cry out again . "Ordina r
i ly  it passes quickly ,"  he added after a moment. "This  t ime it's lasted longer. " 

"Let me call a doctor . " 
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Bibicescu shook his head with al l  the strength he could muster. "It's 
unwise ,"  he said, straining to open his clenched teeth . "Conu Misu . . .  " He 
stopped, turned to the other side and pressed his chin against his chest with a 
groan.  " . . .  implored me, " he continued, "to be careful . "  He closed his eyes 
and took a single deep breath that seemed to reach to the very bottom of h is 
lungs. 

"Irina , "  he whispered again,  his eyes sti l l  closed, "I want to tell you 
something. I t's a secret. I have the l ife of a human being on my conscience. 
You knew her-it's Catal ina . . . .  Come closer. . .  :· 

I rina knelt beside the sofa and put her head as close to his as she could. 
Bibicescu had bent over again and was rubbing h is chest violently, as i f  he 
wanted to tear the skin.  "It's never lasted so long, " he murmured, burying his 
head in the pil low to stifle h is cries . 

"Don't be afraid to cry ,"  I rina told him.  "Scream!  Wai l !  Maybe it will do 
you good. " 

Suddenly he gave vent to a long groan .  He raised h imself on his knees in 
exasperation and slipped off the couch, stretchi ng out on the carpet, rolling 
over slowly, digging his nails deeply into his flesh. "I don't know what's 
wrong. It was never l ike this before . . .  " 

'Til go call a doctor, "  I rina said, standing up resolutely. 
"Wait! " shouted Bibicescu , doubling up again on the rug. "They told me 

it's nothing, it's not serious . . . .  They told me i t's functi onal . "  
For several moments h e  lay there expectantly, eyes closed, one hand 

pressed to his heart. "Catal ina . . .  " He spoke suddenly.  "I have her on my 
conscience . . . .  I think it's beginning to go away, " he whispered. 

"Pray! "  pleaded I rina , kneeling beside him again .  "Say the 'Our 
Father . '  . . .  " 

"I have to confess to you. It was because of me. Otherwise she wouldn't 
have had the accident. Conu Misu knows. He says i t's not my fault, that it  was 
her fate . . . .  " 

"Confess to a monk,"  advised I rina,  noting that again he had stopped 
speaking. "But don't conceal anything. God will forgive al l  your sins . "  

He was si lent a nd his eyes remained closed, his hand resting over his 
heart. He did not move. 

"That night she had come to my house because she'd been accosted by a 
drunken Russian soldier. He forced her i nto a passageway,  struggled with her, 
tore her clothes, raped her. Her dress was ripped. She came to my place and 
begged me to find some other clothes for her, no matter what-pajamas, a 
dress, one of my su its. She wanted to go into the bathroom and throw away 
her dress. She said that she felt dirty, that she must discard everything she had 
on and burn it .  . . .  She wanted to bathe . . . .  She said she absolutely had to get 
into water. . . .  " He stopped and slowly straightened his legs. "It  seems to have 
gone, "  he whispered. 'Tm cold . . . .  " 
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I rina started to hel p  h i m  up but he prevented her, holding up his hand 
fearfully.  "''m afraid to move. I t  might start again . "  

She pulled the cover from the couch and placed it over h im.  
" I  was with the Theater then , "  he continued, h i s  voice more cal m .  " I  

was afraid of  a scandal . I was afraid Catal ina would say something-that she'd 
complain to the police and call me as a witness. I was afraid the Russian 
would come after her.  I didn't know where i t  had happened. I thought he'd 
foll owed her and might break in at any minute. I was afraid. I hated h er for 
coming there, for compromising me, for jeopardizing my career at the 
Theater-and she real ized this. I l ied to her, told her I was expecting a guest, 
a woman, at any moment a nd so I couldn't let her take a bath , that I d idn't 
want a scandal ,  having my friend find her in the bath room . She knew I was 
lying. She looked in my eyes and smi led . I hated her because she knew I was 
lying. ' I 'm \·ery rushed , '  I told her. ' I 'm expecting a guest. ' ' I 'm sorry , '  she 
said .  She didn't say why. ' I 'm very sorry. ' Then she wrapped herself in her 
coat as best she could to hide her torn dress, and she l eft. I started to go 
downstairs with h er. ' Don't bother, ' she said .  ' I  know the way. ' "  

He said no more. The room had become completely dark. I rina stayed 
on her knees beside h im,  but she did not speak. 

At last Bibicescu said, ' ' I 'm sti l l  cold . ' ' 
"Co and make confession to a monk . . .  " began I rina ,  but Bibicescu 

interrupted her. 
"' 'd l ike you to leave now. Don't tell anyone anyth ing. Just leave me 

alone . . . .  I 'l l  cal l  you later. " 

When she opened the door for h i m  Irina thought she discerned a vague 
disquiet in Stefan's glance. 

"It's good that you 've come, " she murmured. "I  wanted to tal k  to you . 
I 'l l  walk  down the street a little way with you when you leave. " 

"I have to see Bibicescu , "  said Stefa n .  
"Don't scold him , "  s h e  begged . She seemed disturbed. " I  put some 

postcards in the mailbox for h im.  I didn't read them , but he told me what he 
had written . He's not involved in  politics-he's not attacking the government. 
He told me he was d iscussing the philosophy of the theater. "  

She spoke i n  a whisper as she led h i m  slowly toward the salon and tapped 
three times on the door. Bibicescu was seated at his desk, writing, with his 
overcoat thrown over his shoulders. He looked up from the manuscript, and 
astonished at the sight of Stefan, he leaned slowly against the back of the 
chair. 

" I  have to speak with you , "  Stefan began.  
"Have you heard about it too?" the actor demanded, getting up sud-
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denly. "Have they informed you of the agony of the Nibelungen? Because I can 
assure you that it will be quite as magnificent as the final conflagration of the 
Nibelungen . They'll all die,  to the last man ,  fighting, burned al ive-but 
they'll d ie in the fire with thei r weapons in their hands . . . .  " 

He stepped in front of the desk and addressed them rhetorically i n  a voice 
that included the unseen audience that might have filled the salon . 

"I was slandered all my l ife for plagiarizing Partenie. " His animation was 
increasing. "But now everyone will see what a gulf exists between Partenie's 
plays and the theater of Dan Bibicescu ! Only Shakespeare, perhaps, surpasses 
me. Put them side by side-Partenie, Claude) , Bernard Shaw, O'Neil l-and 
altogether they'll still be a hundred leagues behi nd me! Because now I've 
solved all the problems: the problem of Time, the problem of Death , the 
problem of the Theater. I 've understood everything. I've rediscovered Myth. 
I 've rediscovered the l iving roots of the Theater, lost in Europe since Shake
speare . . . .  Only I don't have time now to finish all  the things I 've started. I 
have two other plays in progress, and the plots of about fifteen more . . . .  " 

Stefan sat down on a chair near the desk and l i stened to h i m  absently. 
"They've l earned in  town that you wrote a play about Stalingrad . You were 

. .. UnWISe. 
" I  haven't done anythi ng in the l east unwise , "  interrupted Bibicescu . 

"During the more than two months that I 've been h iding here I 've received no 
visitors except B iris and conu Misu . No one's come to see me. I 've gone out 
only rarely in the evenings after dark. . . .  But, of course, I wrote several 
l etters. I wanted those who denounced and attacked me to know they hadn't 
destroyed me as they had hoped-that on the contrary I find myself in ful l  
possession of my creative powers and that this t ime they will  no l onger be able 
to say I 've plagiarized Partenie!" 

He ci rcled the desk and seated h i mself i n  the armchair, pull ing the coat 
over his back. Stefan stared thoughtfully at the bare walls.  

"Don't you have any paintings at all now?" he asked Irina . "Have you 
sold them all?" 

" Iri na's gone. She went out a l i ttle while ago when I was talking to you . "  
Stefan turned to look a t  the door and sighed involuntarily. " I  don't 

suppose you ever i magined you were l iving in a museum,"  he said with a 
smile.  "Until about six or seven years ago this house was a sort of museum
especially this room . "  

"So I heard. That's nothing. Someday i t  will become a museum again !  I 
have i n  mind to l eave all my manuscripts to the lvascu and Vadastra families. 
Here in  this room a masterpiece was written and several others begun. The 
manuscripts will be displayed in glass cases. I 've kept all the versions. There 
were scenes I wrote and rewrote five or six times-and I 've kept them all .  . . .  
Of course, "  Bibicescu added, smiling mysteriously, "all the definitive forms 
were sent abroad . . . .  " He realized suddenly that he had said too much and he 
shut h is mouth tightly, nervously. Stefan hastened to reassure h im.  
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"Don't be afraid .  I 'm on the same side of the fence as you are .  You'll fi nd 
that out later. Perhaps ,,·e'll meet again . . .  " 

Bibiccscu gave h im a look that was profound and severe, then h e  rose 
from the desk, preoccupied, and took a fc\\ steps arou nd the room, one hand 
in his pocket. Final ly  he i nquired , "Have you been in contact with conu Misu 
all  the ti me? Is your con nection the same as his?" 

";\fo,  I haven't any contact \\ i th him and I don't knm' anything about 
h im . "  

Bibicescu stopped before Stefan and studied h i m  aga in .  "' 'm a l i ttle 
uneasy because I don't kno\\ " hom conu :\1isu wi l l  send to contact me. I 'm 
expecti ng him from one day to the next, but I don't know him and I don't  
even kno\\ what his name is. " 

"You must be carefu l .  You shouldn't write any more postcards. " 
"They thought they could destroy me. " Bibicescu smiled and sat down in 

the armchair aga in .  "I  had to inform them that The Return {rom Stalingrad is 
already fi nished. In reality it's not quite completed . The last scenes are not in 
their  final form . I 'l l  have to rc\\ritc them several more times. But now I 've 
sta rtcd something else of the character of the Nibelungen . I want to evoke the 
catastrophes of History. " He sprang suddenly to his feet. "I \\ ant to teach my 
contemporaries to l i,·c aga i n  the true spirit of the catastrophe,  to reveal to 
them the religious emotion of the twil ight. Faced \\·ith the catastrophe people 
arc only aware of fear and co\\'ard icc. I'll make them turn back to the 
Nibelungen . I 'l l  make them real ize that they arc condemned by History, that 
they \\· i l l  perish ! But I ' l l  teach them to perish heroically, \\ i th glory . . . .  I 've 
written a number of scenes already. I don't kno\\' yet what the title wil l  be, but 
I assure you that this has none of the pretentious and intellectual style of 
Partcnic.  I t's pure drama, such as Shakespeare \\TOte . :\1aybc I ' l l  cal l  it The 
Transfiguration . I don't kncm yet. It's about a great fi re in which all my heroes 
finally perish.  There are about t\\ cnty men and one \\ Oman . "  He paused and 
then began aga in ,  h is  voice hushed , ' " I  thought of Catal ina.  This was a role 
for her. Cata l ina Palade-1 believe you knew her.  She was a remarkable 
woman. S he's the only \\"Oman I ever loved in my whole l ife. " He raised his 
eyes to Stefan's. "\Vhy then , you'l l  ask me, did \\ C separate? I don't  know that 
I could answer that. Desti ny. Have you ever reflected upon this mystery, 
Destiny? It's just a dramatic aspect of Time. Listen to me-I 'll tell you 
something I 've never told anyone.  Destiny is, in real ity ,  the fragment of Time 
that H istory allm,·s us. It is  therefore something very l imited-ten years, 
th i rty, or seventy-it doesn't matter. I t's always very l imited . , . .  " He ceased 
to speak and for a moment seemed perplexed. 

"Yes . . . .  But I didn't intend to tell you that. Those are things that you 
certainly know. I meant to speak of something else. Listen well-Destiny is 
that part of Time in which H istory i mpresses i ts wil l  upon us. That's why we 
must resist it, \\ e must flee from it, \\·e must take refuge in the Theater. I have 
a whole theory of the Theater which I sum up thus: Concentrated Time. I n  
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brief, the Theater forces Time to manifest itself in the form of Destiny so it 
can be-how shall I put i t?-it can be 'exorcised. ' Does the verb 'to exorcise' 
exist in Romanian?" 

"I  don't think so, " 
"We'll have to invent it then," B ibicescu continued, h is fervor undi

minished. "To exorcise Destiny-this is the function of the Theater. To force 
it to manifest itself in your presence, on the s tage , in  a concentrated time, so 
that you escape, you remain a spectator, you go ou t o{ Time . . . .  " 

Stefan's eyes widened and he stared excitedly at the actor, who inter
rupted his monolog abruptly. 

"Why do you look at me that way? Does this interest you too? But you 
know that th is is my discovery, this is a private idea of mine . . . .  I hold the 
copyright," he added with a tense smile. "In any case even if you wanted to 
steal i t  from me it's too late. I 've al ready written several scenes. They're here," 
and he slapped the pile of papers. "Whatever happens to me, scripta manent !  
A s  soon a s  I perfect them I ' l l  send them abroad . . . .  " 

He stopped for a moment and looked at Stefan again sternly, scrutinizing 
him. "Now that you're in on the secret I can tell you that my manuscripts are 
sent through conu Misu's connection to Paris. I 'l l  be leaving soon too, myself. 
I 'm just waiting for a signal-it's a conventional one, a congratulatory tele
gram addressed to lr ina-and I shall quit Bucharest. Conu Misu has arranged 
everything . . . .  " 

"You're being unwise," Stefan interrupted. "You shouldn't have told me 
all  these things . . . .  " 

"I trust you . You're a loyal man. I n  the bottom of your heart you hate the 
Communists too, just as I do. Once I reach Paris I 'l l  look for a good translator 
and we'll set to work. I 've even decided at what theater we'll be presented . . . .  
That's why I work without stopping, " he added nervously. "I  don't have very 
much time. Any day now it may be my turn to cross the border. And if I don't 
have peace and quiet I can't write. Here it's perfect. There's a child in the 
house, but I don't know where they keep him or how they keep him-1 never 
hear h im.  That's why I can write so well .  I write day and night. And now I 
must even ask you to leave. I have a terrific urge to write. Every hour is 
precious!" 

"''d l ike to see domnul Weissman,"  Stefan said, rising. "Where do you 
think I could find him? Does he come to the coffee shop anymore?" 

Bibicescu regarded him with a troubled expression as he replied, "Conu 
Misu has gone. I think he's already arrived i n  Paris. Didn't you know?" 

I ri na,  dressed to go outside, was wai ting for him in the hall .  "Let's leave 
quickly so Mama won't hear us," she whispered. 
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A l ight snow, just a few scattered flakes, had fal len and then ceased , but 
the night had begun to have the smell of winter. 

"What are we going to do with Bibicescu?" I rina asked, taking his arm 
and drawi ng close to h im.  "He doesn't sleep at all  anymore. H e  writes all  the 
time. I 'd l ike to have a doctor come, but conu M isu has forbidden it .  H e  said 
that it's unwise. " 

"Why didn't h e  leave with Misu?" demanded Stefan.  "Shouldn't they 
have escaped together?" 

They passed a streetl ight and I rina searched his eyes , try ing to fathom 
how much h e  knew. "Conu Misu came to get him one n ight when he was 
i l l . " She glanced around her to see if anyone might be l istening and began to 
relate the story in a whisper. "He came rather late, near midnight, and we 
were afraid .  At first we didn't want to open the door because we thought it was 
the pol i ce.  He had a car and had come to get h i m ,  but B ibicescu was still 
lyi ng on the rug where I left h i m  after his attack. He didn't dare to get up,  
although he said the attack had passed l ong before. Even when Misu came in,  
he didn't  want to get up. H e  said he was afraid to make the least movement. 
They talked to each other a l ong time alone, and then Misu told me that 
Bibiccscu would be l eaving a few weeks later with another group. He said it 
was all arranged , j ust to have a l i ttle patience . . . .  But since then Bibicescu 
seems l ike another man. He doesn't sleep and hardly touches his food. H e  
writes incessantly and doesn't want to read u s  what he's written a nymore. H e  
says that i t's not ready, that he  has t o  make more corrections , that h e  isn't 
satisfied with it yet. . . .  What should we do?'' she asked him after a moment, a 
trace of despair  in her voice. 

" I  don't know. Perhaps a doctor ought to sec him anyway-to give him a 
sedative so he can at l east sleep . . . .  " 

"He's always waiti ng for the telegram and yet he's afraid to receive it .  H e  
says that after that he won't b e  able t o  write ,  that the telegram is h i s  s ignal to 
leave . . . .  " 

''Maybe it will arrive one of these days and then he'll get away," said 
Stefan. "He'll be excited about crossing the border and he'll be tired. Then 
he'll be able to sleep. " 

They walked for awhile without speaking. I r ina's head was bent and 
Stefan stared vaguely before h i m. 

"But what are you waiting for?" she demanded suddenly. "Why don't 
you escape? This country will become a cemetery. We'll all d ie .  Don't you 
feel i t?"  

"Yes, i ndeed. But it's hard to abandon a sinking ship. I haven't the heart 
for it. It seems to me it would be another act of cowardice on my part and I 've 
committed enough of those in my l ife! This t ime I 'll do  my duty at least . . . .  
That's my luck! " he  added with a smile.  

"What more do you expect here?" asked Ir ina,  squeezing h is arm i mpul
sively� "What else do you h ope for? You have no one here anymore. We who 
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remain-forget us! Take Biris and run away together. Conu Misu is waiting 
for you abroad. You'll live a new life there. You'll  start all over again . "  

" I t's hard , "  Stefan said thoughtfully. "It's hard to break away . . . .  " 
"Search for I leana ,"  I rina went on , growing more i mpassi oned. "If she's 

truly meant for you, you 'll find her. " 
"Since a certa in time I 've dreamed about her constantly. I 'm afraid that 

i t's a bad sign-that somethi ng has happened to her . " 
"Don't think about misfortune," ordered Irina. "Think of her waiting for 

you.  Don 't look behind. As for those of us who stay here, forget us. " 
They were si lent again for some time, and Stefan felt her arm begin to 

qmver. 
"One morning I woke up happy,"  he said. "I only remembered that I had 

dreamed of her, but I don't know what it was. I just felt happy. It seemed to 
me that all that had happened had not happened. It seemed that everything 
was once more the way it  had been in the beginning. " 

Stopping abruptly, I rina held out her hand. "''ll leave you now,"  she 
said.  "I  have to go home. Think over what I 've told you . "  

Stefan kept her hand i n  his for a long time, aware that i t  was trembli ng. 
'Til come to see you aga in ,"  he said. 

Biris heard his aunt walking back and forth in the hal lway. He realized that 
she did not dare to come in and he smiled . At l ast in response to a timid knock 
he opened the door. 

left. " 
"Tomorrow's Christmas Eve, "  she said. "We don't have any money 

She had come to him once before, a week earlier, with the same 
message. At that time too she had found him in bed wi th the blanket 
pulled up to his chi n ,  since it was so cold i n  his room that he would not 
even venture to put a hand out to hold a book. In order to make the 
wood last all winter they built a fire only i n  the morning, and by 
lunchtime the room was cold again .  "We don't have any money l eft, " 
doamna Porumbache had said . She seemed more frightened than ever 
and she looked into his eyes, searching them for some sign of encour
agement. "We could sell something," she suggested hesitantly. "I ' l l  see 
if I can sell some books ,"  said Biris, glancing at the bookcase. All at 
once he bounded from the bed, seized by a kind of frenzy, and began to 
put on his cl othes over his pa jamas. He was trembling and shaking as if 
he had a fever. "Where are you goi ng, sick l ike that?" Doamna Porum
bache had tried to stop him,  but he continued to dress, shivering and 
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clenching h is teeth tightly to still their chattering.  H e  wrapped h i mself 
in his overcoat,  but his trembl ing did not cease. Lifting down the empty 
va lise from the top of the \\·a rdrobe, he  began to fil l  it with books 
selected at random fro m  the shelves . ' ' I 'm starti ng \\·ith ethics , "  he said 
\\ ith a wry smile .  ' 'I 'm sel l ing al l  my books on ethics. Look-here's the 
\\ hole of Engl ish eth ics, al l  the British classics !" \\'ith this facetious 
remark he pointed to a pile that actually included works on a great many 
other subjects: history , b iography, philosophy.  He returned in the eve
ning drenched with perspiration , bringing with h i m  a small amount of 
m oney. "To make sure they'd buy them , "  he sa id ,  "I asked a tenth of 
their value, and they gave a tenth of what I asked . N'o one's interested i n  
British ethics anymore. " And \\·hen he sa\\ her staring at him with fear 
in her eyes, too timid to speak, he added , " Draw your own conclusions. 
In this part of Europe the Engl ish lost the \\·a r .  Perhaps they \\"On it  
elsewhere, but  here they lost. The British Empire has turned to 
dust. . . .  " 

'Tomorrcm is Christmas E\-c , "  �he repeated , approaching the bed . 
"I \\ anted to surprise you . "  Biri� thrust h is hand under the pillow and 

pul led out an cm·clopc. " Stefan loaned me some money the day before 
yesterday.  I didn't \\ ant  to tell you . It 's for the holidays . . . .  :\laybc \\'c can buy 
�ome \\ood too. It 's cold a� the devil in here . " 

"And won't you get anyth ing from the liceu ?" 
Biris shrugged his  shoulders . "I don't kncm , "  he replied testily. "They'll 

gi\ "C me a pension of some sort later. \\ 'e'll sec . . . .  " 
Doamna Porumbache went into the ki tchen, and when she had cou nted 

the money she bc�a n to cry. Covering her face with her hands, she smothered 
her sobs so that Biris \\ ould not hear her. Sometime later she roused herself 
and \\ iped her eyes, and after counting the banknotcs aga i n ,  she left at  once to 
make some purchases. 

That evening they built  a fi re in the kitchen and another in Biris's room, 
\\ b i le  outside the snm\fall  became increasingly dense. Caught up i n  her 
preparations, doam na Porum bachc's courage revived, and time after t ime she 
left the k itchen to tell Biris about th e hol idays in th e past in Ferendari . He st i l l  
lay \\ i th the blanket dra\\ n up to his neck , musing, a book with i n  reach of h is 
hand. She brought h i m  a bmd of soup on a tray, with boi led potatoes a nd a 
pa t of butter, and \\ hen she was returning for the tray she heard a knock at the 
door. She opened it apprehensively, for the hour was now past nine.  There i n  
the entrance stood Gheorghe Vasi le,  \\ i nded ,  with a l i ttle jug u nder h i s  arm . 

"A gift for the hol idays!" he said after he had caught h is  breath , shaking 
the snow from his cl othes . " It's good wine, for fri ends. But I a lmost lost i t  on 
the \\·a y , "  he  added, laughi ng. "At the corner when I was changing the 
demijohn from one hand to the other a Russian saw me. H e  was j ust getting 
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off the tram and he saw me! I stuck it under my jacket and took to my 
heels . . . .  Let's drink a glass of wine now with domnul Professor . . .  " 

At that instant the door opened again and a beaming Russian soldier 
appeared on the si l l .  "Pac-pac-pac!" he said raising his hand and moving his 
fi nger to imitate the firing of a revolver. "Kaput !  Alles kapu t ! "  

He began t o  laugh exuberantly, hopping from one foot t o  the other to 
shake off the snow. With the jug beside him the teacher waited, fixed, un
moving, and doam na Porumbache backed against the wall .  

The Russian went to her and held out his hand. "Priatin !"  h e  said and 
shook Vasile's hand also, squeezing it with great vigor, playfully threatening 
him again.  "Pac-pac-pac!" H e  pointed to the jug. "Rachi !  Verboten !" 

"It's wine, " said the teacher. "Wine for friends . "  
The Russian nodded his head. "I a priatin . "  Leaning over, h e  seized the 

jug and started without haste for the kitchen door, which was standing open. 
He beckoned them to fol low h im.  He looked around for some glasses and 
uncorked the jug, but when he tipped it  up and saw that it contained wine he 
turned up his nose in a grimace of distaste. 

"Pac-pac-pac!" he threatened them again.  "Rachi? Vodka ?" 
"Niet rachi ! "  declared the teacher. "Wine. I t's all we have. " 
"Harascho!" exclaimed the Russian, promptly dra ining his glass i n  a 

single gulp and fil l ing all  three glasses again .  He sat down on a chair with the 
bottle between his knees and began to search his pockets. When he located his 
tobacco pouch he held it  out to the teacher, urging him to roll a cigarette for 
himself. But Gheorghe Vasile had scarcely touched it when the Russian took 
it back and exchanged it for a glass of wine, which he placed i n  the teacher's 
hand. He clinked his  glass with Vasile's and motioned to him to drink, but 
when they finished the soldier discovered that doam na Porumbache was no 
longer in the kitchen and he frowned. He picked up the jug in his l eft hand 
and went down the hall to Biris's room. The door was open and the Russian 
went i n ,  but when he saw that Biris was in bed he stopped in the doorway and 
took off his cap. 

"Bolnav!" he sa id,  shaking his head. Returning to the kitchen in haste, 
he brought another glass, which he filled with wine and held out to Biris with 
a smile, indicating by a gesture that he should drink it down. Biris obeyed and 
the Russian sat down on the edge of the bed to watch h im.  Then he fi l led the 
glass again .  

"Filozof. . . .  " He pointed to the shelves of books. "Bolnav !" 
"Professor, "  said doam na Porumbache, growing bolder. "Professor of 

philosophy!"  
"Prafiesor,  akademician ! "  the Russian exclaimed, shaking h is  head . 

"Niedobre. Bolnav ! .  . .  Filozo{ kaput ! "  
"Kapu t ! "  echoed Biris, downing the second glass. 
"Alles filozof bolnav !"  insisted the Russian, turning to the others, ready 
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to give them more wi ne, but finding that they had no glasses he pretended to 
be angry, set the j ug down, and threatened them again wi th his imaginary 
revolver. "Pac-pac-pac! Kapu t ! "  

Doam na Porumbache promptly fled to the kitchen t o  correct this over
sight. "You have to do what he commands ,"  she whispered, "or else there'll 
be trouble !"  

The soldier grinned a nd filled al l  the glasses. "I a ponimaiu po 
rumunski !" 

"He says he understands Romanian , "  the teacher sa id,  disquieted . 
"That's what he says, but he doesn't understand anyth ing, " Biris cal med 

him and drained a nother glass of wine-his th i rd-crying, "Filozof kapu t ! "  
"Harascho!" said the Russian,  approaching Biris a n d  fil l ing h i s  glass . 

Then he set the jug in the middle of the fl oor, and placing one hand at the 
nape of his neck and the other on his hip,  he began to dance in an awkward, 
childlike fash ion,  si nging: 

"Cishnic, cishnic, gdi ti bil? 
Na fontanke, vodku pill" 

He sang and danced around the jug with one hand at the back of his neck 
and the other on his hip,  nodding his head and glancing at each of them i n  
turn-doam na Porumbachc, the teacher, Biris .  From time t o  time he l ifted 
the jug and fil led the glasses, then put it to his mouth to drinlr, gurgl ing,  until 
he felt the wine fl ow over his checks, h is beard , and his neck. Then he set it 
aga in  i n  the middle of the floor ,  wiped his mouth on his sleeve and laughed, 
seizing doamna Porum bache or the teacher by the arm to dance around with 
him aga i n  as he sang. 

"Vipil riomku , vipil dve, 
Zashumelo v golove!" 

But once in the midst of his whirl ing dance, his  hand still  behind his 
neck, he stopped suddenly, his  glance fal l ing on the window. H e  frowned, 
swiftly drew his revolver, and before the others rea l ized what h i s  i ntentions 
were he disappeared from the room. 

"\Vhat's come over h im?" doam na Porumbache asked anxiously when 
she heard h im go outside to the street. 

The teacher drew aside the curta ins and l ooked out the window, pressing 
his face aga i nst the pane. " I t's snowing steadi ly ,"  he murmured. "I can't see a 
thi ng . "  

A few moments later the Russian came back, leading Ir ina b y  the hand. 
H er face was very pal e  a nd wet from the snow that had melted on her forehead 
and cheeks. Snow still covered her hair .  Aston ished, the others stood m otion
less and staring. 
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"I waited at the window for half an hour," she \\ hispered quickly. "I tried 
to hide, but he found me . . . .  " 

"Harascho! " sai d  the Russian,  holding out a glass full  of \\ ine. "Ia 
priatin !"  

I rina accepted the wine with a hesitant smile.  Raising the j u g  to h is lips, 
the Russian took a long drink and then held i t  close to his ear ,  shaking i t  to 
determine how much still remained. He set it i n  the middle of the floor again,  
caught I rina's arm suddenly, and began to dance with her. 

"Cishnic, cishnic, gdi ti bil?" 

She tried to pull away, scarcely able to mainta in her smile, but the 
teacher whispered to her, "Do what he tells you ! Don't antagonize h im!"  

" . . .  Stat nash cishnic tantsova ti!" 

sang the Russian, tapping his feet continuously on the floor l ike a ch ild 
to indicate his i mpatience. All at once I rina burst into tears. 

"Don't lose your head! "  h issed doamna Porumbache beh,·een her teeth. 
"Dance with h i m !  Maybe he'll leave sooner. Pretend to dance! Humor him!"  

" I  can't, " Irina whispered . "Bibicescu is dead . . .  " 
Doamna Porumbache stifled a scream,  covering her mouth \\·ith her 

hand. The teacher froze with h is gaze fixed on I rina . Putting his arm around 
her waist, the Russian began to whirl her faster and faster around the jug, 
kicking his l eft l eg h igh in the air again and again .  

" . . .  Na {on tanke vodku pill" 

"He's dead!" cried I rina ,  trying to tear herself loose from his grasp. 
"Kapu t!" Biris shouted abruptly, and struggled to sit up. He turned very 

pale  and began to tremble,  holding his hand to his chin in a futile attempt to 
keep his teeth from chattering. Irina was crying bitterly. 

"He's dead!" 
"Pac-pac-pac!"  The Russian menaced everyone \\ ith the fingers of his 

left hand simulating a revolver. "Alles krank!" 
Unexpectedly I rina broke loose and fell to her knees, shaken \\·ith sobs. 

The soldier stood perplexed in the middle of the floor watching her cry and 
embrace his legs. Doamna Porumbache fell  to her knees then and began to 
weep, and the teacher sat down on the edge of the bed, his  face buried in his 
hands . 

"Lord Jesus Christ, Great God , "  implored Irina. "Mother of our Lord, 
maker of miracles, Jesus Christ our God! . . .  " 

Scowl i ng and troubled, the Russian l ooked on, hesitating to move lest he 
strike her with his foot. Finally he  scratched the back of his neck and, leaning 
over, he tried to raise the women to their feet. But I rina clung to his legs and 
voiced her prayers with increasing vehemence. Doamna Porumbache sobbed 
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conndsivcly .  The snm1 had melted from I rina's clothes and a puddle 11 as 
spreading slmd y  on the fl oor. E1-entually the Russian's patience \\"as 
exhausted and he broke a11 a�· from her roughly.  

''All right, al l  right!" he cried in  Engl ish .  "Finish !"  
H e  strode to  the  bed and questioned Biri s ,  \\ ho  11·as sti l l  h olding his  hand 

to his mouth trying to stop the clattering of his  teeth. "\\'arum?" 
Biris attempted t o  expla in .  "Sein Mann ist tot ,"  he said,  and again the 

Russian's gaze rested upon I rina as she 11·ept and prayed. He l ifted the jug and 
drank until he  choked . Stm1 ing it under his arm, he  stood at attention and 
executed a mil i tary salute. 

"Long live Russo-Romanian friendsh ip!" he shouted in  broken Roma
nian. "Aufwiedersehen!" He placed his cap properly on his head and l eft 11 i th 
the dem i j oh n  under his  arm. 

The teacher turned i n  alarm to Irina and put h i s  hand on her shoulder. 
"I found him dead i n  the parlor after you l eft ,"  she began ,  but the next 

m oment she 11·as i nterrupted by the Russian, 11 ho  had returned to set the 
demi john meekly on the rug. ' "Verboten !" he declared 11·ith an embarrassed 
gnn .  

Biris stopped i n  front of the door. The shaki ng had begun aga i n  and h i s  teeth 
chattered so that he put both hands to his jaws to h old them shut. "You go 
in . " He spoke with difficulty. 'Til j oin you presently . " He glanced at his  
11 atch.  Eleven-thi rty. I t's late , he  repeated to h imself 11 i th out thinking. That's 
good . . . .  It's late enough . . . .  I t's much better that it's late, almost mid-
night. . . .  I nside, doamna Porumbache \\·as \\ ecping. H e  heard \\ hispering, 
footsteps, and "·ith sudden determination he entered the old parl or. Candles 
were burning in glasses that had been placed on the floor around the sofa 
where Bibiccscu lay, h is  hands gripping the blanket, his  head against the foot 
of the couch. I rina was kneel ing beside h i m ,  \\ ecping softly ,  her face h idden 
in her hands. Biris l ooked at  his ll'atch aga in  and stepped for\\"ard resolutely .  
I t's past el c1·en-thi rty, he said t o  h imself. This ll'ay i s  best. . . .  

"\\'hat are \\·e going to do noll'?" the teacher inquired in a \\·hisper as he  
\\·atched Biris pause beside the  couch and cross h imself. But  B iris fel t his l egs 
crumple and it ll'as \\ ith diffi culty that he managed to drop to the edge of the 
sofa .  Doamna Porumbache sprang to give him support. 

"I told him not to come, " she "·hispered . "He's s ick. He has a fever. . . .  " 
Exhausted, Biris  remained seated on the edge of the sofa contemplating 

the candles .  Doamna lvascu began to relate in  a hushed voi ce the tal e of \\"hat 
had occurred. "At about nine-th irty I rina \\·ent to see ll'hat he \\·as doing. She 
l istened at the door because \\·hen he  \\Tote at night he  talked to h i mself al l  the 
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time, he read aloud as if he were at the theater. She didn't hear anything, so 
she supposed he was asleep and came in to see if the fire was stil l  burning. 
Poor man, he always complained of being cold at night. She found him 
here . . . .  " 

Suddenly Biris noticed how cold it was i n  the room , and although he was 
wearing two pullovers and had kept his overcoat on, he began to shiver. 

"What arc we going to do with him?" The teacher repeated his question. 
"If  conu Misu were still here he'd take him somewhere i n  a car. He had 
friends. H e'd come in a car and get him . . . .  " 

Biris glanced at h is  watch again .  "We've got to move him tonight, " he 
declared. "Tomorrow it will  be too late. We're lucky it happened at night, so 
he can be moved . . . .  " He stopped short and blushed. H e  felt that he should 
not have mentioned luck, th<Jt he ought not to have said, "We're lucky . . . .  " 
He hunted for his cigarettes with a trembling hand, and suddenly embarrassed 
he asked, "May I smoke?" When there was no reply he l i t  a cigarette ner
vously, but as he had no place to lay the match he allowed it to burn a l ong 
time before blowing i t  out and throwing it on the floor. 

"We have to do something ,"  insisted doam na Porumbache. 
"Let's take h im somewhere tonight, " said the teacher. 
"Tomorrow will be too late, " Biris repeated more courageously. "We'l l 

have to get him out tonight i n  the dark. " He smoked with short rapid puffs and 
regarded his watch again. 

"We'll  take him to the church, "  said I rina,  rising. "We'll leave him there 
in the entry l ike a foundl i ng child,  and tomorrow morning I 'l l  speak to the 
priest. . . .  " 

"That's impossible," doamna Ivascu interrupted. "There's a police sta
tion next door to i t .  We'd have to pass i n  front of the �tation . There are 
sergeants . . .  " 

"It's unwise , "  observed Biris ,  and he began to shake again.  "We ought to 
go somewhere not too far away and leave him i n  the street. . . .  " 

"We can't do that ,"  I rina said fi rmly. "It's bad enough that he died l ike a 
dog. We can't just throw him out on the street. I 'm going to take him to the 
church . . . .  " 

"You're crazy ! "  murmured doamna Ivascu , frightened. 
"We have to move h im now before he stiffens ,"  the teacher advised. 

"We'll take him in a blanket . . .  " 
"That's not wise either , "  objected Biris. "We're l ikely to meet a patrol . "  
"We'll take h im under the arms, you and I , "  I rina said quickly to her 

father-i n-law. "We'l l put his coat on h im,  and his hat. We'll wrap him up in 
his muffler. If  anyone asks us we'll say he got sick on the way . . . .  But it's 
understood v.:e're taking h im to the church . "  

"We'll have to hurry ,"  Biris said hasti ly, his eyes on his watch. "It's 
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al most midnight. Later, it'll look suspicious. If \\ e meet a patrol tell them 
\\ c'rc com ing home from a party. "  Sti l l  shaking, he crushed his cigarette. 

"I don't kncm if he had a hat, " commented doamna lvascu. "I d on't 
remember seei ng him in  a hat \\ hen he  came . . . .  " 

The snm\ was fal l i ng lightly now in large soft flakes that brushed the face 
gently. On the ground it was th ick and spongy, and they moved forward as 
noiselessly as if they \\·ere walking on cotton. Biris and doamna lvascu pro
ceeded at a distance of ten meters ahead of the others in order to reconnoiter 
the route. Trcmhl ing i ncessantly, Biris kept turn ing to look back. He could 
sec Bibiccscu , supported uncler his arms by Irina and Gheorghe Vasile,  being 
dragged through the snm\·. The dead man \\·as clad in an overcoat, with a 
muffler covering his chin and .1 11 old broad-brimmed hat of Anti m's pulled 
down as far as possihlc on his  head. Bi ris noticed that Bibiccscu's legs hung 
close together and slightly flexed at the knees l ike those of a man who was 
letting h i mself be carried along reluctantly, making his body a dead weight. 
Doamna Porumbachc followed a step behind to assist if one of them should 
slip or hccomc tired. 

For some time they met no one , but suddenly as they rounded a corner 
they caught sight of a couple wal king tm,·anl them . Biris turned his head 
quickly to signal Irina and the teacher, and they stopped at once. \Vhcn the 
couple came ncar them Irina put her arm around Bibiccscu's shoulders and 
asked i n  a loud voice, "Arc you i l l?  Rest here against the \\·al l . "  The couple 
walked faster and passed by "·ithout looking up. 

' " I 'm ti red ! "  said the teacher after the strangers had disappeared. 
"Let me have a turn at i t ,"  murmured doamna Porumbachc, taking 

Bibiccscu's arm .  
Shi,·cring, B i ris waited "·ith his hands i n  the pockets of his overcoat, 

\\·a tch i ng as they dragged thei r burden through the snow, and it seemed to 
h im now that Bibiccscu had become smaller. H is legs were m ore bent at the 
knees , his head had fallen forward a l i ttle and his hat seemed much too large. 
It was white with SilO\\ and almost hid his face. They stopped. 

"We'll have to cross the street, " Biris whispered. "We can't  take h im to 
the church . I t's too risky. " 

"He seems to be getting heavier, " said doamna Porumbache, taking a 
deep breath . "We can't carry h i m  much farther. . . .  " 

'Til take h im, "  murmured Ir ina.  " I 'll carry h i m  to the church . . . .  " 
"You're crazy!" doamna l vascu exclaimed.  "You'll get us caught a nd 

thrown i n  jai l !  You'll make trouble for all of us!  Remember, you have a 
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child !"  She went to Bibiccscu and brushed the snow from his hat and shoul
ders with her hand .  Then they all followed Biris, who had already gone across 
the street. 

"I can't go on!" protested doamna Porumbache \\·hen they reached the 
other sidewalk. "Let's rest a moment. . . .  " 

"There isn't t ime," whispered the teacher. "Let me carry h im now . . . .  " 
He seized Bibiccscu's arm and began to drag him along furiously as fast as he 
could go. Breathi ng hard, with bowed head and in si lence, I ri na tried to keep 
pace with him without stumbl ing. For several minutes they wal ked quietly, 
stopping at last when they were unable to go farther. They leaned Bibiccscu 
against a wal l ,  and Biris hastened back to them. 

"Let's take him into the Garden of the Icon , "  he suggested . "I t's not very 
far.  . . .  I ' l l  help you . . . .  " 

He put his shoulder under Bibiccscu's arm , but with the first step it 
seemed to him that the dead man's entire weight was crushing h im.  He 
staggered , fal l ing to his knees in the snow and dragging Bibiccscu down with 
him. 

"God save us !" exclaimed doamna Porum bache in a frightened whisper, 
crossing herself rapidly and hurrying to lift him up, while doamna lvascu 
picked up Bibiccscu's hat out of the snow and replaced it  on his head. 

"Don't, domnule Professor! " said Gheorghe Vasile. "You're sick. You 
haven't any strength . "  

When they reached rhc Garden of the Icon they leaned Bibicescu against 
the wall whi le  Biris went ahead to sec if anyone happened to be there. The 
snow had stopped fal l ing, and in the pale  l ight of the streetlamps the trees 
resembled immense icy flowers. Biris breathed a heavy sigh . H e  felt the tears 
slide down his checks and began to wipe them away with the back of his hand. 
Then he returned quickly to the others. 

"There's a bench over there ,"  he said , raising his arm and pointing. 
Again he set off ahead in order to clean the bench of snow. He was unable to 
stop his tears and kept wiping his eyes with hands that were cold and wet. 
When the others arrived they found him seated at the end of the bench, lost in 
thought.  

They stretched Bibicescu out and set the hat on his head with care. The 
teacher sighed deeply and pul led a piece of paper from his pocket. He had 
printed on it  in large block letters , "Dan Bibicescu , great Romanian writer, 
nationally renowned , "  and at the bottom he had added in haste, "May the 
earth rest l ight upon him. " He glanced once more over the page and fastened 
it to Bibicescu's overcoat with a pin.  

"God forgive him!" implored doamna Porumbachc, crossing herself. 
"Quick! Let's go!" 

Irina took from the pocket of her coat some of the candles that Bibicescu 
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had used '' hen he read his  play to them. She l it  them one by one and stuck 
them upright on the bench , kneel ing beside h i m  in tears. 

Each of the others repeated in turn "God forgive h i m ! "  Biris a nd the 
teacher uncovered their heads. 

"Now we have to go , "  whispered doamna Ivascu , approaching I ri na and 
tapping her on the shoulder. "Think of your child . . . .  " 

I rina rose and l eaned over Bibicescu,  kissing his  fingers. A candle went 
out. She l i t  it aga in  carefully and sh ielded it  for a few moments with her hand. 
"May God forgive us for what we've don e , "  she murmured and made a sign of 
the cross . Then she started quickly tm,·ard the gate, followed by the others. 
Biris paused once more to look back. The l i ttl e l ights were still burning. 
Bibiccscu seemed l onely, wrapped as he \\·as i n  h is  overcoat, the too-large hat 
on his head , the piece of paper on his  chest l ike a price tag on a mannequin,  
lying there in the fl ickering l ight of the candles. Biris  took off his hat and 
wiped h is eyes aga in  '' ith h is  hand, trying to check his  weeping. 

" I 'll be seeing you , Dan ! "  he cal led .  "Soon ! "  
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6 
WHEN HE WENT OUT ON THE BALCONY, AS HE DID EVERY MORNING,  IT WAS THE 

cemetery that first met his eyes. From this spot on the second floor it could 
not possibly be avoided, since it lay before him less than ten meters from the 
building, surrounded decorously by high walls  tha t  gave it the appearance of a 
park adjoining an estate. On boulevard Murat the leaves of the chestnuts had 
already turned yellow, but beyond them he could see the dense masses of 
l eaves on trees that were sti l l  green. Their branches quivered gently now and 
then in the golden l ight of late September. 

A few moments later he heard the door open , and he left the balcony. At 
fi rst he noticed only the black necktie. He's supposed to wear black for a whole 
year, Stefan caught himself thinking. I t  was an observation that recurred with 
absurd regularity every time M isu Weissman came into his room in the 
morning. A whole year-so he has three more months yet to wear it. . . .  

"I  didn't disturb you l ast night, did I?" Weissman inquired, l ifting a chair 
by its back and placing it nea r  the desk so he could sit in the sunlight. "I came 
in very late. I was with friends of Vidrighi n  . . .  " 

H e  saw a speck of dust on the desk and hastened to wipe it with his coat 
sleeve. Then he stretched out his hand and pushed the ink bottle to within a 
centimeter of the pad of blotting paper. 

These are his l i ttle compulsions, Stefan had realized from the first few 
days on boulevard Murat. Weissman i nsisted on keeping the desk in 
perfect order. Whenever he sat down to write a letter or even simply to 
address an envelope, he took the most extraordinary precautions not to 
soil the blotter or change the position of the ink bottle, or to disturb the 
three marble paperweights, each of which had its appointed place on 
the i mmaculate surface. "Look at that desk!" he had said the first eve-
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nmg. "A desk for a writer. If it had not been for Dan I 'd have found 
another apartment closer to the h eart of the city .  But I was expecting 
Da n . . . .  " As he spoke he l ifted his hand to inspect the knot of h i s  tic. 

" . . .  friends of Vidrighin  . . .  but I was on the point of quarrel ing with one of 
them . The same old story with your dipl omatic passport. 'What? Now even 
domnul Viziru joins the Resistance?' he said .  'After he's worked with the 
Communists a nd travel ed on their sleeping cars?' But I set h i m  stra ight im
mediately. " 

Stefan shrugged. "Thanks ,  but you've put yourself out for nothi ng. You 
ought to tell h i m  the truth . You know very wel l why I 've come . . . .  " 

l\1isu \\'eissman gazed at h i m  a l ong time with admiration, then he  
smiled and shook h i s  head . "I  l ike you . You're a remarkable man.  Everyone 
ought to take you for an example. I told Vidrighin last n ight, 'If i t's a matter of 
discretion there's no one better than Viziru.  I adopted h i m  as a model long 
ago . 

H e  started to laugh , but stopped abruptly and wen t to the door. ' 'Here I 
am tal ki ng and I forgot , "  he said .  "The coffee's ready. " He entered the 
kitchen , an enigmatic smile  on his l ips, and touched the pot to sec if  the 
coffee ,,·ere hot enough . He set the cups, with the teaspoons and sugar  bowl , 
on the tray,  but at the last m oment he changed his  mind and l it  the gas burner 
aga in ,  placing the pot over the flame for a mi nute l onger. When he returned 
to the study,  Stefan,  \\ ho was at  the windo\\ , sa id to h i m ,  " Don't th i nk I ' m  
trying t o  mystify myself. Don't th ink that I intend to evade the drama of 
History by taking refuge i n  a personal problem . . . .  " 

Weissman smiled aga in  as he set the cup� of coffee careful ly on the l i ttle 
table beside the desk. He knew what \\ Ould fol low. It seemed to h i m  he had 
heard Stefan tal king about the mystification of H istory once before. Possibly 
he had spoken about it a number of times ,  but Weissman had tra ined h imself 
not always to l isten.  It  was sufficient s imply to look at Stefan,  feigning atten
tion and nodding h is head gravely from time to time. 

"The true and tragic mystification happens to others , "  continued Stefan,  
leaving the  window. 

" Wh ich others ?" demanded Weissman. "Why arc you always th inking 
about others?" He had just begun to pour the coffee, but he stopped and ra ised 
his  head suddenly,  the coffeepot still in h is hand. 

"Th is seems to me to be the most terrible of al l  mystifications-to bel ieve 
that the human being finds supreme fulfi l lment only when he succeeds i n  
identifying h imself with the vanguard of H istory . "  

"I t's no  use changing the subject. " Weissman smiled .  " I  said I was with 
friends of Vidrighi n  last night. Listen to me-l haven't finished , "  he added 
quickly,  as though he expected to be in terrupted . "I told you that we spoke 
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about you, but I didn't say with whom . I \\"anted to surprise you . . . .  " He 
fi nished pouring the coffee and seated himself in  a chair, the same secret 
smile lingering on his lips. "Aren't you at all curious?" 

"Y cs, of course. But I too wanted to tell you something and you inter
rupted me . . .  " 

"I know what you wanted to say. You wanted to change the subject. I 
know you . . . .  As soon as I pronounce the name of Vidrighin you try to 
change the subject. But you're mistaken . . . .  That man appreciates you-he 
even admires you-very much . . . .  Only this ti me it wasn't a question of him 
or  his fri ends. Last evening when I was with them I met  someone who knows 
you-who in fact claims to know you very well . . .  " 

"If you 'll let me finish , "  Stefan went on, ' ' I 'l l  l isten to you with the 
greatest pleasure. Because what I wanted to convey to you is a very important 
matter for me. And since you l ike phi losophy too, you'll understand me. " 

Weissman nodded several times to conciliate Stefan,  and he l ifted the '
cup to his l ips. It had taken him some time to become accustomed to Stefan's 
obsessions and weaknesses. He knew that Stefan needed the presence of 
another to l isten to h i m  think aloud. A friend in Bucharest may have told him 
once facetiously that Weissman had a passi on for philosophy. 

"You , coane Misu-you l ike philosophy !"  Stefan had said the very 
evening of his arrival i n  Paris. That was when it began,  on the evening 
of August 20. In the morning he had lifted the receiver and heard a 
voice that seemed familiar cal l ing him by name. "Domnule Weissman? 
Stefan Viziru here!" An hour later he stood before the door with two 
small val i ses , ringing the bel l .  

"I 've come from Prague-and stra ight here from the airport. I 
don't want to go to a hotel tonight. Can you put me up?" He appeared 
tired and the lower part of h is face trembled slightly as he spoke, as 
though he were suffering from a nervous tic. 

"Of course! You'll use Dan's room. But how did you locate me?" 
Weissman took one of the valises. 

' ' I 'll tell you later. Just now I'd l ike to change. I have an urgent 
errand to do . . . .  " 

He shut h imself in the bathroom with both su itcases, and a half
hour later he emerged dressed to go out, a valise i n  his hand. "I think I 
can find a taxi , "  he said, crossing the room to the door. 

' ' I ' l l  come with you and show you . . .  " 

"Don't bother, "  Stefan i nterrupted . "I know Paris wel l .  I took my 
doctorate here. I believe I saw a taxi stand near the Metro . "  

He shook Weissman's hand a n d  descended the stairs quickly, car
rying the vali se. Two hours later he returned. Weissman was waiting for 
h im on the balcony, and when he saw him get out of the taxi without 
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the va l ise he smiled and tiptoed i n to the study. Seeing his face i n  the 
mirror he broke into a short silent laugh which he suppressed at once 
with his hand, as if  he  were afraid he would catch someone's attention.  
"I l ike h im , "  he chuckled. "I l ike his d iscretion . . . .  " 

"I learned your address in Bucharest ,"  Stefan confided. "It's no 
secret. Everybody knows it-all  your friends, I mean,  and they're nu
merous. But there are about six telephones i n  this building, and with a 
l i ttle l uck you ans,,·ered on the thi rd try. I have a lot of news for you . "  

That afternoon h e  related to h im all kinds of i ncidents that had 
taken place in Bucharest, the most important being Dan Bibicescu's 
death . He repeated all the i nformation that Biris had given h im con
cerning it. But he avoided , apparentl y very careful ly,  making any refer
ence to pol i tics. Later Weissman discovered that if he \vanted to find out 
something specific he must question Stefan directly, although the re
plies were always evasive. 

" I  was on a m ission to Prague , "  Viziru said finally. "I  took advan
tage of an opportuni ty and caught a plane . "  He smiled at Weissman ,  
,,·ho smiled back a n d  gave h im an understa nding wink. 

"I don't mean to pry ,"  1\ l isu i nsisted , "but you've come for a 
defin i te purpose . . .  " 

'Til tel l you about it later. I 've a lot to tell you . . . .  " 

That evening \Veissman invited him to go to a restaurant i n  Passy. 
During the course of the evening Stefan became unusually agitated and 
rested his hand on \Veissman's shoulder. "Because you've displayed 
such confidence in me I want to explain why I 've run away. I 'l l  ask you, 
however . . .  " 

"Don't worry, "  \V cissman i nterrupted. "Anything you may say to 
me ,,· i l l  remain strictly between the two of us. Buried . " 

Stefan s ighed a nd stroked his face \\ i th his hand. " Dear domnule 
Weissman , you have no way of knowing! No one knows except B i ris .  
For many years I 've loved a giri-IIeana. I leana S ideri . I haven't seen 
her for almost six years. I know she's l iving somewhere, h id ing, and I 've 
come to l ook for her. " He fell  silent when the garr;on approached, and 
he waited for him to leave. 

"You knm\ so many peopl e , "  he resumed , speaking more softly. 
"Perhaps you've heard of her. H er name is I leana. I leana S ideri . "  H e  
began t o  describe her i n  a voice tha t was enthralled and impassioned , 
l ingering over the smallest details-the boyish way she ran her hand 
through her hair, her manner of l ooking at h i m ,  the colors of her 
summer dresses. But then , suddenly and apparently without reason,  
he became troubled and seized Weissman's arm again,  gazing at h im in 
a n  access of warmth. 

"Coane Misu , you like philosophy and you're interested in the 
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problems of the huma n soul so I can speak frankly with you . . . .  
Weissman inclined his head sl ightly toward Stefan,  assuming an at
titude of close attention. 

"You know that one of the most difficult th ings to comprehend is 
the fact that a man can forget even those events and revelations on 
which h is happiness and his salvation depend. H ow such an amnesia 
can occur I sti l l  don't understand, but this capacity for forgetting the 
essential explains in large measure the powerlessness of Christianity to 
change men-in a word , to save them . "  

Weissman looked thoughtfully into h is eyes. "What are you lead
i ng up to?" 

"Just this: Christianity has revealed the secret of our salvation to us, 
and yet almost none of us remembers what the secret is. We've forgotten 
it just as we forget a lot of other th ings that aren't worth remembering 

.. anyway. 
"It's true, we forget," said Weissman.  "But I don't understand the 

point you're trying to make . . . .  " 

"The same thing has happened to me too. There are i mportant 
th ings I 've forgotten . For years I remembered down to the smallest 
particular I lea na's clothes, her gestures , her words. I i magined that, no 
matter what might happen to me from then on, I 'd never be able to 
forget them. That was an i l lusion. I did begin to forget them , to confuse 
them , and one day I real ized they were gone. I confounded two conver
sations that took place at widely separated times-the first in a restaurant 
in the summer of 1 936 and the other at Bussaco on New Year's Eve i n  
1 94 1 .  It  was only last n ight o n  the plane that I remembered them 
clearly. Maybe because I was exci ted , "  he added, dropping his voice a 
l i ttle, "and frightened. Until I was a good five hundred kilometers from 
Prague I was afraid!" 

"I don't doubt i t , " said Weissman confidentially,  drawing closer. 
"You r isked being downed by Russian pursuit planes . . . .  Say, what was 
it l ike?" I mpatiently he peered into Stefan's eyes. 

"I realized then that I 'd been confused. At the time, this discovery 
delighted me, as if I 'd found something precious that I 'd lost long ago, 
but an hour later I realized how serious this was. It means, you know, 
that Time can nibble away and consume not only the memory of events 
that i l's created i tself-events born of Time and condemned as such to 
fal l  into oblivion simply because of i ts passing-it means that  Time can 
attack even the revelations that come to us from beyond i t .  It can attack 
them , macerate them slowly, and fi nally destroy them in the same way 
that it destroys the memory of any ordinary event. This is very grave, 
dear coane M isu. If th is is true then our adversaries-yours and 
m ine-are right and someday the whole world will be theirs . . . .  " 
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"You're \Hong! That's impossible! They've l ost the game!" 
" . . .  Because for them , "  continued Stefan, as if he had not heard , 

"man can't know anything except History. In other words, out of all 
that's happened in the l ife of humanity,  man can only knm\ what he 
forgets, recal ls ,  and forgets again . . . .  " 

"The Communists ha\'e l ost the game, I tel l you !"  \Veissman 
insisted , trying to change the course of the discussion. 

"But I st i l l  bcl i e\'e that something else exists,  beyond Ti me and 
H istory , "  Stefan resumed with fer\' or, "and that ,,.e can know th is some
thing else . But a great spi ritual effort on our part is demanded to accom
plish it .  In my case I was i ncapable of such effort. That's ,, hy all  those 
th ings happened to me.  I l ost Ioana because I'd al ready forgotten her .  
I 'm the gui l ty one.  Cod took her from me because I no l onger possessed 
her. . . .  " These fi nal \\ ords \\ ere spoken with great seriousness , and 
then he \\·a� s i lent for se\-eral m oments, ruminating. 

"The '' ill  of Cod . . .  " observed Weissman.  "But you're sti l l  young 
and nm\ you\·e escaped. You're here, free . . . .  Be thankful for that. " 

Stefan sighed . "Yes , I ought to be. I shouldn't forget that fact-that 
I've escaped . But as I ,,·a s saying a l i ttle whi le  ago, the tragedy is that ,,.e 
forget e\"Cn the essential th i ngs . . . .  Actually perhaps it 's a mistake to 
bcl ie\'e that H istory is of a piece \\ i th memory .  History is constantly 
m odifying memories, continually according them new values, negative 
or positi\ 'e, until e\'entua l ly  it annuls them . This is \\ hat's happened, for 
instance, \\ i th Christianity.  If man kne\\ how to remember completely 
certa in  revelations, he would escape from H istory. :\1y l ove for Ileana 
\\'aS such a re\'elati on ,  but al ready l '\'e begun to forget. I t's been no more 
than six years since I last sa\\ her and l '\'e started to forget the m ost 
important deta i ls . "  

Weissman had been \\'atch ing Stefan and l istening t o  h i m  intently ,  
rubbing his eyes no\\' and then to banish h is ,,·eariness. "I understand , "  
h e  said ,,·ith sudden decis ion . " You're a '' ise man. You ha\'e a family i n  
Romania . . . .  " 

S tefan turned to\\'ard h im ,,·ith a l ook of surprise, as if trying to 
guess h is meaning. ":\ly family?" he asked after a pause. "Yes, it's true. 
There are still a fe\\ of them l eft. :\ l y  father d ied t\\'o years ago. The 
house "·as confiscated l ong before that. .:-..1y sister, Sofioara ,  the Doc
torita , married the son of the pharmacist . . .  " 

" S o  I heard , "  sa id Weissman, but he real ized immed iately that he 
had spoken too casually i n  the beli ef that Yizi ru woul d  approve. He 
blushed i n  embarrassment. 

" . . .  to the desolation of Eleonora , my father's second wife , "  S te
fan continued "·ith a sad smile.  " She'd been in l ove \\'ith that pharma
cist's boy for a l ong time. The poor \\'Onun ,,·ai ted all those years for my 
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father to die so she could marry the man she l oved, but the Doctorita 
intervened. She beat her to h im . . . .  The only ones for \\·hom things arc 
going badly arc Adela and Raducu . I sent them some money before I 
left, but they refused it .  They're both people of character. I hope they'll 
accept it  later when they have noth ing more to sel l .  If only Raducu is 
not arrested eventually. He can't keep his mouth shut. . . .  " 

The next day Weissman had let him sleep until ten.  When he took 
him some coffee, he found him stil l  i n  bed smoking. 

"If you l ike, you may stay here. I t  gives me the greatest pleasure to 
accomm odate you . Tell me h ow you're fixed for money. " 

"Thank you . For the present I have all I need. " 
"Let me know when you require more. With a l i ttl e luck we'll 

become mil l ionaires. I have an extraordi nary transaction underway. I ' l l  
tell you about i t  later. . . .  Now, drink your coffee-and after that tell 
me what else has happened at  home. " 

They conversed that morning for two hours. Stefan did most of the 
talking, but he spoke with such excitement that Weissman couldn't 
always follow h im.  Finally he l ost patience and stood up. "You'd better 
get dressed. We'll be going to eat in half an hour. " 

Stefan had just l it  another cigarette. "Let me fi nish this, " he said. 
"You don't know what it  means to stay in bed till noon without a 
schedule a nd without a care-without the fear that  at any moment 
someone will open the door and stand over you, asking you to account 
for what you have or haven't done. " 

"Y cs, I do know. I left Romania for that same reason . . . .  " He 
picked up the chair,  holding it by the back, and carried it closer to the 
bed. "And if I 'm sorry about anyth ing it's that you don't have the least 
bit of fai th in me,"  he continued, placing the chair di rectly in front of 
Stefan.  "I 'm not a curious man, but I expected that at least you'd tell me 
with whom you associated in Romania . . . .  " 

Stefan stared at h im with wonder in his eyes. "I supposed that you 
knew, " he replied. "It was Biris I saw most of the time. " 

"Wel l ,  he's the very one who interests me. I 'd like to know now
this morning-what Biris th inks. H ow does he view events-the way 
they're developing?" 

"He bel ieves it  would be the greatest crime, and stupid,  too , to 
organize a resistance . . . .  " 

"Don't say that, " interrupted Weissman nervously. "You're in 
danger of being overheard by other Romanians and then you'll really be 
suspected . . . .  " 

"Listen, Biris is right. It would be stupid to resist i n  the Western 
sense of the word-to provoke an irreparable bloodbath . We must just 
rediscover the technique of camouflaging ourselves, the art of lying and 
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decei\ ' ing. Let the victor th ink that he has converted us to his beliefs ,  
that he has conquered us with in .  That's al l .  . . .  " 

"I l ike your opti mism , "  said Weissman ,  smil ing i ronically.  "One 
can see you're an intellectual .  All i ntel l ectuals are optim ists. You l ive in 
the cl ouds . . . .  " 

" . . .  That's al l , but it's difficult and dangerous. This col lective 
lying could last a great many decades, perhaps even a century .  It's very 
hard to preserve the soul intact throughout a century of h ibernating 
under a mask. So then ,,.c are faced '' ith the problem of how to accom
plish the preservation of our soul in the ne\\ Dark Age that's beginning 
for us . " 

Weissman regarded h i m  again with intense curiosity.  H e  rose sud
denly and seized the back of his cha ir  ,,·ith both hands. "I  l ike you ! You 
know h ow to cha nge the subject, " he said ,,·ith a wry smile .  "But don't 
imagine you ca n trick me so easily.  If you don't bel ieve in the resis
tance , I might ask you '' hy you fled the country. Accord ing to your 
theory you should have stayed there and camouflaged yourself. " 

"Of course I should have done that. But I real ized I '' ould be good 
for noth ing un til my l ife had rega ined its meaning. Many people throw 
themselves i nto pol i tics in order to forget a personal tragedy or to fil l  an 
inner ,·oid . And probably that's \\ hy they arc successful ,  at l east on an 
exterior, h istorical level . \\'hen you no longer have anyth ing left to lose, 
you can become a hero or a great political figure. " 

\\'cissman paused a moment, gazing at h i m ,  then shrugged and 
returned the cha i r  to the desk, l ifting it  by the back . "Let's stick to the 
,abject of pol itics , "  he sa id.  

"Aren't you at all curious to kno\\' ,,·ho this person is?" he  inquired when he 
noticed that his  guest stole a glance at his  watch.  

"\\'hat person ?'' asked Stefa n ,  puzzled, sta rting sl ightly as though just 
a \\ a kcned . 

"The person I met l ast evening \\ hen I \\·as with Yidrighin's fri ends. She 
said that she kne\\ you \'cry \\el l .  . . .  " 

At once Stefan looked up. 
":\'o, it 's not the one you th ink.  It's someone else-a very beautiful 

woma n .  She knc,,· you wel l .  She'd l ike to see you again ,  to tal k  \\'ith you . . . .  " 
" Im·ite h er. I 'l l  be glad to receive her. " 
Weissman smiled at h i m .  ' ' I 'd l ike to see how long it takes you to pry it  

out of me. " 
";'\Jot long, because I don't have ti me. Today I'm going out very early. " 
"You're going to the Louvre, I presume?" \Veissman teased h i m ,  burst

ing into laughter , in excel l ent spirits. 
Stefan did not reply and for awhi le  they werf' both si lent. 
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"Really,  aren't you curious? Because I warn you , it's a question of some
one who's very important. . . .  " 

"Invite her, " Stefan repeated, getting up. "But now I must ask you to 
excuse me. I have to be off . . . .  " He held out his hand and started for the 
door. 

"You're terrific !"  There was a trace of regret in Weissman's voice. "But 
I' ll  share the blame," he added, slapping Stefan on the back. "I chose a bad 
moment. I shouldn't have spoken to you at this time. I d idn't know you were 
leaving so early. " 

He stepped out on the balcony to see which way Stefan went. Vidrighin 
was right, he said to himself. H e's a strange man. But I have enough patience. 
Eventually, I 'll find out everythi ng . . . .  

He had been tel l ing h imself this for several weeks, ever since that rainy 
morning when he heard Stefan speaking as usual about I leana and 
H istory. 

"The delusion would be to believe that I 'd be able to do anything 
truly useful in the world-in H istory-without finding Ileana.  Not only 
could I do noth ing, but I 'd create confusion. My i nner rift would affect 
the whol e world . . . .  " 

Weissman was beginning to feel that he could not l isten to Stefan's 
comments much longer when he suddenly heard h im declare, "For a 
long time I didn't real ize that, at least i n  part, last year's drought was due 
to the fact that I was out of balance-that I had not pursued Ileana. " 

He had uttered the last words i n  a faltering voice with a hint of fear 
i n  it .  Weissman could not refrain from remarking, "You're joking!" he 
smiled .  

"I speak i n  all seriousness. Bursuc understood th is before I did. H e  
told m e  that I was partly responsible for the drought because m y  hands 
were stai ned with blood . "  

"Bursuc's a rogue! A rogue and a traitor. . . .  " 

"But i n  my case he was right. The drought i n  Moldavia was i n  part 
the consequence of our spiritual drought. It  was precisely like that in the 
legend of the Fisher King. Until Perceval came to ask the right 
question-the only question which was i mperative: What is the nature 
of the Grail  and where may it be found?-the wasting of the land 
continued a nd the Fisher King couldn't recover. If I'd known how to ask 
the right question, perhaps the drought would have ended. But I d idn't 
know what the true question was and I don't know it now . . . .  I hope I 'l l  
d iscover it when I find Ileana again . . . .  " 

Sipping his coffee from time to time, Weissman i nspected Stefan 
carefully.  
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"Listen closel y and I ' l l  tell you a great secret, "  continued his guest, 
approaching h im and placi ng a hand on his  shoulder. " In the depths of 
my soul I believe I 'm responsible for everythi ng that's happening in  the 
world today. If I had sought for Ileana perhaps there would be at least 
one terribl e thi ng less occurring in the world . . . .  " 

"You're j oking ,  of course, "  repeated Weissman.  " Still I 'm not 
angry \\·ith you , because you're so l ikable. " 

"I began to understand all that when Biris told me a legend about a 
Chinese sage . . .  " 

Weissman raised his  head suddenly and l ooked i n  Stefan's eyes. " I  
l ike you . . .  " he began ,  but  Viziru did not al low h i m  to  continue. 

"As I was l i stening to Biris I began to understand. For everything 
that happens i n  the world I share the responsibi l i ty.  Because I 'm not a 
\\·hole man-l 'm not a harmonious unity.  I 'm an unbalanced indi
vidual \\ i thout a center. Probably there a re others too, tens of mi l l ions, 
l ike me. And s ince for modern societies 'the world' is getting to be less 
'Cosmos' and m ore 'History , '  you can real ize \\·hat repercussions this 
interior lack of balance could have beyond ourselves. H ow could we, 
the tens of mi l l ions of unbalanced i ndividuals,  ever have been creators 
in H istory?" 

Suddenly self-conscious, he lit a cigarette and began to smoke. 
Weissman had fi nished his coffee ,  and he set the cup on the tray 
resolutely. 

" I 'd l ike to speak seriously \\ ith you , "  he proposed. "I  understand 
very well that you' re discreet and cautious. Therefore I 've wai ted for you 
to tell me if  you caught them off-guard in Prague, if you ,,·ere able to 
effect a transfer of important documents. Just that much! I wouldn't ask 
you to tell me the kind of documents--only a h i nt so I too can enjoy the 
trick you played on them . I know more about you tha n  you think. I 
should have expected you to tell me at least \\·hat you th ink of Bursuc. I 
knO\\ that he's a scoundrel and a double agent, but I'd l ike to know with 
whom he's working on our s ide. It's very important to keep in contact 
with h i m ,  but it's also necessary to know precisely who's the i nter
medial)'.  Have you heard of a certai n  Panteli mon? It seems that Bursuc 
is ,,·orking with someone called Pantel imon,  who says he's on our s ide. 
Have you heard of h i m ?" 

Stefan was embarrassed , but he smiled.  "''ve heard of h i m ,  al
though I can't tell you who he is .  I don't know him . . . .  " 

"It 's very i mporta nt, " Weissman continued, speaking more softly. 
"The man who has to get B i ris across the border has made contact with 
Pantel imon.  I must find out who this  man is . . . .  " 

Stefan sh rugged. "We'll learn someday. Meanwhile I have to fi nd 
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I leana . I suspect where she is-in Switzerland with the Valkyrie. But 
they won't give me a Swiss visa . I went to the Consulate and they told 
me they don't give visas to holders of Romanian passports. "  

H-m-m. He does know about Pantel imon ,  but h e  won't talk, re
fl ected Weissman. Maybe he doesn't trust me, or else he's exceptionally 
discreet. But never mind ,  I'll find out eventually . . . .  

S ince then he had tried other stratagems. He would let Stefan talk 
and suddenly he would ask him a question entirely removed from the 
sub ject under discussion . Then he would steal a glance at Stefan to 
observe his reaction . He would have l iked to do more-for i nstance, to 
foll ow him and find out whom he met-but Weissman had to leave the 
house every morning and he almost always went out before Stefan.  He 
would have l iked to know whom Stefan talked with on the telephone 
and what thei r conversations were about. Once he had retraced his steps 
and found the door l ocked and bolted. He had opened it very carefully, 
trying not to make any noise, and had entered the hallway walking on 
the tips of his toes. Stefan was speaking on the telephone. "Good . . . .  
Good. I ' l l  come . . . .  " Weissman began to tread heavily  then and he 
coughed a few times before entering the study. 

"Who was that?" he asked casually. 
"You don't know him-a former classmate from the University. " 
"If you l ike I can take you in a taxi to your appointment. I have to 

take one anyway, since I'm late. " 
"''m not meeting him today. I 'm going to the Louvre . . . .  " 

This was frequently his response when he came home i n  the eve
nings and Weissman asked him how he had spent the afternoon . " I  was 
at the Louvre ,"  he would say. "You won't believe me, but I must 
confess that my only regret is that I'm not a painter. . . .  " 

Sometimes Misu found Stefan wai ti ng for h im on the balcony. 
The evenings were warm and serene, and he would be stretched out on 
the chaise longue, woolgathering, an unlighted cigarette between his 
fi ngers. 

"I tried again today," he said once. "It's a vicious circle. They 
won't give me a visa on a diplomatic passport and I have to have an 
IRO* travel voucher, but the Swiss almost never give a visa on a travel 
voucher. . . .  " 

Weissman knew that Stefan told him all this just to make him 
think he had spent the afternoon at the Swiss Consulate. "If  that's a l l ,  
don't worry. Yidrighi n  has a friend who has assured me he can obta in  a 
visa for you . But you'll have to go and see Yidrighi n  . . . .  " 

When Stefan remained silent, Weissman went closer to get a better 

• International Refugee Organization. 
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look at his  face. "\\'hy so thoughtful?" he demanded .  "Have you heard 
some bad nC\\·s? Have you met someone?" It seemed to h im that Stefan 
,,·as embarrassed ,,·hen he peered at h i m ,  but \\'eissman searched h is 
eyes and i nsisted , " You can tel l  me. I 'm l ike a tomb!" 

"I ha,·en't hea rd anyth ing i n  a l ong time,"  Stefan fi nally repl i ed.  
' ' I 'm beginning to worry . . . .  " 

\\'cissman's smile was el oquent. He had observed that recently 
Stefan tried to mai ntain his reser\'e by responding that he  was "wor
ried , "  \\·ithout specifying why. A few days before, very early in the 
morning, he had thought he heard him say on the telephone, "Good. 
Then you'll come to get me . . . .  " \\'eissman did not d ivu lge what he. 
had heard but he left soon after, stopping at a cafe on boulevard Murat, 
\\ here he fou nd a scat at a table  ncar the window. He prepared to wait. 
After about an hour  had passed he saw Stefan come toward him accom
panied by a th i n ,  poorly clad young man with a sal l ow complexion.  
They walked a long side by s ide without speaking. In front of the :\1ctro 
station they separated, shaking hands warmly in a gesture of farewel l .  
That e\-en i ng \\' eissman l istened ,,·ith growing i mpatience t o  a pro
longed oration about the Louvre,  but finally,  unable to restra in himself, 
he excla imed , "You, coane Stefan-you l i ke secrets and mysteries! You 
l ike to surround yourself \\ ith mystery . . . .  " 

" Real ly?" responded Stefan,  astonished. "I thought the only mys
tery that e\"Cr excited me \\ aS doamna Z issu . You don't know the story of 
doamna Zissu . Or more precisel y, it can't actual ly  be cal led a story 
because I don't know anything about her.  Doamna Z issu has remained 
just what sh e \\·as from the fi rst day I heard her name-a secret. . . .  
\\'hy do you smile?" he asked suddenly ,  staring at \Veissman ,  who was 
no longer tryi ng to hide his smile .  He al l <)\\ ed it to spread over his entire 
face, i l luminating it .  Raising h is hand he m otioned to Stefan to con
tinue. ":'-Jo.  It's nothing.  I was th inking of someth ing else .  Go on . . . .  " 

"The fact is there's almost nothing to tel l about doamna Z issu. I 
heard about her from Vadastra wh en I had my secret room . We stayed 
in the same hotel . . . .  " 

H e  stopped and passed h is hand across h is  face. "I don't know how 
many years have passed since then . I have to figure it out every time to 
be sure of how many years it's been. It was in 1 93 5 or '36 .  That's eleven 
or twelve . . . .  But \\ hy a re you smil ing?" he  i nsisted aga in ,  and it 
seemed to \Veissman that th is time he was somewhat annoyed . 

"Whi le  I was l istening to you tal k  about the mystery of doa m na 
Z issu I wanted to ask you something. " H e  paused deliberately i n  order 
to regard Stefan more closely, and he thought that his fri end had be
come sl ightly pale, as though he found it difficult to master his i rrita
tion.  
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"I wanted to ask you who the chap was you met this morning. " 
Confused, Stefan was silent for some time. He began to moisten 

his l ips. 
"If i t's some big secret don't tell me. " 
' ' I 'd rather not say. I 'm a l i ttle worried . . . .  But you'll find out later, 

when Biris comes . . . .  " 
Weissman watched him,  suddenly amused. He seemed about to 

laugh. "You're right, "  he said at last. "I congratulate you . More than 
that, I take you for my example. I 've already done that-made you my 
example. I 've learned to surround myself with mystery too. But since 
you've brought up the subject of Biris-you can't imagine what mission 
he will have here or what his role i n  Paris will be! " 

"We'll make philosophy together, " was Stefan's rejoi nder and for 
the first time that evening he grinned.  

"Besides that ,"  i nsisted Weissman.  "He'l l  do that here as long as he 
stays with us,  and at the sanatorium too. Because you'll agree that he 
must fi rst spend some time in a sanatorium and be thoroughly cured. 
I've arranged to send him to a certain place. But that's not what I meant. 
I said that you've no idea what his mission here will be nor why I spend 
so much time with Vidrighin's friends. "  

Stefan felt reassured and h e  l istened i n  amazement. 
"Because Vidrighin's friends are well established in Paris. One of 

them knows everybody-al l  the writers, actors, journalists . . . .  " 
"I th ink I kno\\ \\·hat you're talking about . . .  " 
" Impossible!" Weissman announced with an air  of triumph . "Bi ris 

will have a lot of work. There are several kilos of manuscripts. " He 
pronounced the words slowly and distinctly ,  underscoring them by the 
stress in his voice. "You'll  never guess whose they are . "  

"Bibicescu 's?" 
"Not only h is .  There are others too, just as priceless. Dan discov

ered them several years ago. If  a book should be written about how he 
found them, you'd think it was a perfect novel . An adventure story!" 

He stopped and looked at Stefan with an ample smile l ighting his 
face, his eyes bl inking constantly to clear his vision so he could enjoy 
Viziru 's expression and everything he could read i n  it. After a moment 
Stefan remarked simply, "Interesting!" 

"But you see, now I l i ke to surround myself with mystery too. I 
can't tell you any more . You'll find out later. . . .  " 

As soon as the train began to move Biris felt  gripped by fear.  I 'm a coward ! he 
sa id to h imself several times . I 'l l  have to admit tha t I 'm a coward and scared to 
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death! . . .  H e  wai ted a fc\\· moments to see if the mental repetition of these 
words would have a ny effect, but his body seemed ful ly  as tense as it  had 
before. H e  quivered inside, his  mouth was dry ,  and there was a great void 
where his heart should have been . I 'm a coward! he  though t again and 
searched for his package of cigarettes. I flattered myself that I l iked to feel 
History on the march around me, that  I wanted to live only to see what 
happens in the world-and now I'm afraid because I'm going to Arad. I 'm 
only going to Arad.  That's all I 'm doing. That's my whole adventure. And yet 
I 'm scared . . . .  When I arrive I ' l l  get off the tra in ,  go to aleea " Alexandru and 
ask for Doctor Vlad .  I 'll just say,  "''m the representative of the fi rm 'Home 
I ndustrics , '  of Bucharest. Do you need anything?" And Doctor Vlad will  reply 
someth ing in th is vein ,  probably, "I bel ieve my \\·ifc needs some curta ins . . . .  
Come i n ,  please . " That's a l l .  I 'l l  spend the night with h i m ,  and the next day 
I'll go by car to the point of crossing. There's no risk of any kind. Hundreds of 
people have crossed over before me . . . .  He repeated obstinately, There's 
absolutely no risk of any kind, and he underscored the words in h is  mind.  
Then why the devil am I afra id? I 'm a coward. I flattered myself that . . .  

H is thoughts \\'CTC i nterrupted by the sensation that  he  was about to 
choke on the cigarette smoke. He opened h is mouth to allow the smoke to 
float out freely, maki ng an effort to avoid coughing. The man opposite h i m  i n  
the compartment-a n ageless m a n  with a beard o f  several days growth a n d  a 
face that was ta nned and dry-looked at h i m  in aston ishment. When Biris fel t  
that the danger of choking had passed, he swal lm\·cd a number of  times and 
smiled .  But when he observed that the man continued to stare at h i m ,  
fascinated , he turned away a n d  looked out the windm\ . The tra in  h a d  left 
behind the l ast wretched remnants of the outlying areas and was now crossing 
the verdant pla i n ,  l ightly gilded by the sunl ight of the October morning. 

"\Vc'rc in luck, " sa id the man across from him suddenly.  "After so much 
ra i n  . . . .  " 

For about ten days it had been ra ining steadi ly. When he had received 
the postcard with its conventional m essage he had stood for awhi le  at 
the window, watch ing the ra in fall  and trying to quiet the pounding of 
his heart. More than once he had caught h imself i n  a sigh as he glanced 
a round the room . Good-bye, strada Macdari , he thought,  trying to 
sustain his courage. H e  noticed that a few books sti l l  remained .  I 'l l  have 
to sell them too-except the one from Catal ina.  I 'll take that with 
me . . . .  Suddenly he was i mpatient to depart, and he went quickly i nto 
the kitchen . 

"I 've made up my mind , "  he declared , forcing h imself to assume a 
casual tone.  ' ' I ' l l  be leaving one of these days. They've wri tten for me to 
come any t ime a nd stay until after the grape harvest. "  " Don't catch 

• Avenue. 
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cold, " doamna Porum bache warned, "after all that rain. Wait  till  the 
weather changes. "  "No, I 'm leaving now. Maybe I' l l  find a sea t on the 
trai n,  more easily this way. I'l l  stay for several weeks and take advantage 
of the clean air . " "Don't catch cold ,"  doamna Porum bache i nsisted. 

He had sold the last of h is books. He searched his dra\\·ers carefully 
and burned al l  the papers and letters . "Incipit vita nova!" he said to 
himself again and again .  And then one night he had very carefully sewn 
i nto the l in ing of his coat the dol lars that Stefan had left ,,·ith h i m .  The 
rest-ten napoleons, a few hundred pengo and some Swiss francs, also 
given to him by Stefan-he had h idden in various pockets . The guide 
who was to take him across the border had already received half of the 
amount due h im.  The ten napoleons consti tuted the other half, and 
these Biris would give him after they reached Hungary. 

He scarcely closed his  eyes the night before he left. He kept hearing 
the sound of the fi ne ra in as i t  struck against the glass of the window 
with all the monotony characteristic of late autumn storms. The room 
had become cold. He pulled the cover up to his chin and reminded 
himself, It's l ate-1 have to go to sleep . . . .  And he had sl ipped i nto 
·sleep without being aware of it .  In the morning doamna Porumbache 
wakened h i m  when she brought his cup of tea. The room was bathed in 
sunlight. "''m in luck !"  he said, and all of a sudden he real ized he had 
started to tremble. "The ,,·eather's changed . . . .  " 

When he set the empty cup on the tray he looked at his  aunt once 
more and smi led.  That's my last cup of tea on strada Macelari , he told 
h imself. Then he dressed and put on his overcoat. H is l i ttle valise, in 
which he had taken his books to the dealer, was wai ting beside the bed. 
He picked it up and went out i nto the hal l .  

"Good-bye, keep \\ ell , "  he said, trying not to reveal how deeply 
moved he was . He put down his valise and kissed doamna Porum
bache's hand. "Thank you for everythi ng, " he murmured softly. She 
accompanied him to the street, where he took l eave of her, but after he 
had gone a few steps he  turned around, \\ ent back, and kissed her on 
both cheeks. 

"We're in great luck , "  the man continued, letting his gaze swing to the distant 
scene beyond the window. "The country's beautiful .  . . .  Are you going far?" 
He turned to Biris .  

"To visit friends at their  vineyard , "  B i ris responded vaguely. 
The man had begun to study h i m  with curiosity. He seemed to be almost 

anxious, although he was making an effort to smile. 
" . . .  At their vineyard, " repeated Biris,  becoming timid suddenly. "It 

ought to be beautiful there now. I hope the fine weather will last. . . .  " 
The man glanced furtively around and leaned toward Bi ris,  indicating 
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for h im to come closer, motioning a� if he wanted to shm\ h i m  someth i ng in  
the field. 

' "Straighten your tic, " he  \\·h ispcrcd quickly as he pointed far away across 
the pla in .  "Your banknotcs arc showing . . . .  " 

Biris looked at h i m  i n  alarm and put his  hand to his necktie. The man 
smiled broadly a nd gave him an understanding "·i nk. 

At Arad he got off the tra i n  and stayed for a half hour in the restaurant  at  the 
station,  trying to rega in  his strength . \\'h�· the devil am I afra id? he kept 
repea ti ng to himself, watching his  shaki ng hands. I knew long ago I was a 
CO\\·a rd , but I never suspected I \\ as in such bad shape! I \Yas glad that I was 
tubercular and \\ ouldn't be sent to the Russian front.  I was a coward then , but 
at  least i t  made some sense. But now, \\ hy the devil am I afraid? I 'l l  get i nto a 
carriage and go to aleea Al cxa ndru . That's a l l .  That's my \\·hole adven
ture . . . .  �1aybc it would be wiser to go on foot, he reasoned , but he  felt 
exhausted fro1 1 1 1\\ enty- 1\n> hours 011  the tra in  and a second night with out 
sleep, and he did not dare to attempt it . He drank several cups of tea and 
glanced repeatedly at  his wa tch . \\'hen he saw that it  was eight-thi rty he  pa id 
for h is tea , picked up his  val ise ,  and \\ Cnt out. 

i\lec:a Alcxandru was son1c dis tance from the station.  Pul led by sleepy 
ani mah, the carriage proceeded slowly,  and after about th irty minutes it  
stopped in  front of a modest house that had a provincial a ir. God help me! 
Biris  said to hi mself as he pul led the cord to ring the bd l .  Soon a man came 
out, rubbing his eyes as though the strong morning l ight annoyed h im .  

"1-1 - J 'm the representative o f  the Home I ndustries , "  Biris stammered. 
Im med iately he remembered he should have begun differently ,  ' ' I 'm looking 
for Doctor Vlad , "  but he had no opportuni ty to correct h imself. 

"Please come i n , "  the man sa id,  �ti ll rubbing h is eyes. 
They entered a dark anteroom. A coa track caught his attention . Several 

hats were hanging on it, and in a corner someone had left an I nverness cape. 
Biris set h is suitcase dmm .  The ma n promptly picked it  up and kept it in his  
hand as he  l ed h i m  into another room, which they crossed. Neither spoke, 
but the man,  S\\·itch ing the valise to his other hand, tapped timidly on a door. 
He l i stened for the response and opened the door wide to perm it  Biris to go i n  
ahead of h i m .  

lbc room was large, a sort of salon , wi th windmvs facing the garden. 
Biris stepped forward and felt suddenly a great emptiness with i n .  Smil i ng,  his  
hand extended, M ihai  Duma advanced to greet h i m. 

"You've become bald,  Biris !  You've aged considerably since \\"C last saw 
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each other. S it down , "  he urged, indicati ng an armchair.  "You must be 
tired . . . .  " 

With a sudden burst of energy Biris turned and ra n to the door, but he 
had scarcely managed to open it when he felt himself grasped by two strong 
arms. Another man, appearing unexpectedly, began to search his pockets to 
sec if he were armed. Biris pul led away abruptly in an attempt to escape them, 
and one of the men thrust a fist in his face. He felt the blood start to 
accumulate i n  his nose. At the same moment he heard Duma's voice call 
from the salon, and he felt the man's arms tighten around him with a jerk, 
dragging him i nto the room. 

" Don't beat me!" he pleaded, trying to avoid swallowing the blood that 
bathed his l ips. "Don't beat me! I 'l l  tell everything!" 

With unexpected poli teness the agent opened the door, stepped aside, and let 
him pass. Duma rose from the desk and came toward h im,  smil ing cordially 
and h olding out h is hand. " I  hope you had a good trip ,"  he said. "Take a seat, 
please. My chief, domnul Protopopescu , wants to meet you . . . .  " 

A tal l ,  portly man with gray hair approached Biris and shook his hand 
warmly. "Delighted. Duma has spoken of you in the most complimentary 
terms . .  I 'm happy to know you. Take a seat, please. " 

Both men accompanied Biris to an armchair  and invited h im insistently 
to be seated. At once domnul Protopopescu held out his silver cigarette case. 
"Cigarette?" He regarded Biris with a smile of extravagant sympathy and 
concern. 

"Much obliged . "  
Duma had already struck a match and was waiting for Biris to select his 

cigarette, but he was unable to extract i t  from the case. His fingers trembled so 
violently that after a few minutes he became ashamed. He withdrew his hand 
and tried to h ide it. Duma blew out the match . Domnul Protopopescu chose a 
cigarette and,  with the same cordial smile, held it out to Biris, who seized i t  
quickly-his hand still shaking as  if someone were jerking his shoulder-and 
put it eagerly between his lips. Duma struck another match and leaned toward 
him.  

"Thanks , "  said Biris after he had inhaled the first smoke. "I  don't know 
why my hand shakes so . . . .  Excitement, " he added, trying to smile. 

"Travel fatigue, " sai d  Protopopescu, seating h imself in another chair 
nearby. 

"I was sorry we couldn't make the trip together, "  said Duma , returning to 
the desk. "I had to stop at Brasov. But I trust that you had everyth ing you 
needed. I reserved a compartment for you in first class. I hope you took all  
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your meals in the d in ing car. As far as Iordan is concerned, I don't  doubt that 
you got along very wel l .  . . .  " 

" He's wel l-qualified , "  said Biris,  smiling. "But he has one big 
shortcoming-he doesn't smoke. " 

Duma frowned as if he had communicated an extremely u npleasant 
piece of ne\\ S .  

"During the \\ hole jou rney to  Arad he  didn't smoke one cigarette, " Biris 
continued .  "It was i mpossible for me to corrupt h im . "  

" \\'e must draw h i s  a ttention to thi s ,"  Protopopescu remarked to Duma. 
" He should always have cigarettes with h im . . . .  Anyway, please accept our 
apologies ,"  he  added , turning to Biris .  "In the meantime, do me the pleasure 
of taking my pack. " 

"Thank you . You 're very kind . "  
Duma opened a fil e  and began leafing through i t  absently .  "Now, tell 

us , "  he commenced abruptly without raising his eyes from the papers. "\Vhat 
\\ ere you going to do in Paris?" 

"I  \\·as bringing a message , "  repli ed Biris with a sm ile.  "A message from 
the labyrinth . . . . " 

Duma scrutinized h i m  distantly, his face almost void of expression.  
"This is a formula of ours , "  continued Biris ,  "a coded formula that we 

invented-Stefan and I. I t's our  way of expressing ourselves when we refer to 
the predicament of bei ng closed in \\·ithout any apparent exit. . . .  " 

"Be more explicit , " Duma interrupted . "I asked you what you were going 
to do in Paris . . . .  " 

"You kno\\ that I 'm very much in terested i n  Existential ism. According 
to \\·hat I 've heard Existential ism is nO\\ in vogue i n  Paris-Jean-Paul Sartre 
and the others. I wa nted to meet them, talk  with them, expla in  to them about 
what i t  means in this part of Europe to be en situation , and to be faced with le 
probleme du choix . I wanted to present them with a series of 'existential 
situations' . . . .  I 've a passion for phi l osophy,"  he added with a l i ttle laugh. 
"Up to sl ightly over a year ago I taught it ,  but now I 'm a private philosopher, 
as Kierkegaard calls it. That's why Existential ism has such a strong attraction 
for me. " 

"When was the last t ime you saw Viziru?" asked domnul Protopopescu . 
Biris turned his  head fearful ly .  H e  hardly recognized the man's voice. I t  

had become strange, harsh , menacing. 
"Several days before his departure for Prague, " he said, starting to trem

ble again .  "I don't recal l  the exact date-the tenth or twelfth of August. " 
"What did he say to you?" demanded Duma . 
Biris l ooked at h im for a moment only and then drew deeply on the 

cigarette, swallowing all the smoke i n  the hope that i t  would i nduce a fit of 
coughing. But contrary to h is  expectations, his  throat and chest felt entirely 
dry, even wooden, l ike borrowed foreign organs that did not fit  him very well ,  
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but wh ich he could tolerate because they did not irritate him or cause him to 
cough. 

"Don't be afraid , "  added Duma, l ooking down at the dossier again.  
"We're not going to do anything to you . I am bound by the tics of an old 
friendship and I 'm sure we'l l  get along perfectly.  We need your testimony for 
an investigation . If  you satisfy us we'll  let you go. "  

"If you absolutely insist on going to Paris ," Protopopescu declared, "we'll 
send you to Paris. We'll send you on a mission in a sleeping car. . . .  Tell us 
what Viziru said to you . "  

I t  was at this point that Biris noticed the secretary who had come in 
unobtrusively sometime during the discussion . She had seated herself at a 
l i ttle table placed a step or two behind him and was recording the conversation 
in shorthand. When he saw her he inclined his head diffidently several times 
and murmured, "How-do-you-do?" The girl glanced down at her pad. 

"We're l istening, " Duma said, continuing to leaf through the file.  
"What did you talk about with Viziru?" 

"We discussed philosophy,"  Biris commenced. "He too is preoccupied 
by the problem of Time and H istory . . .  " 

"I didn't ask you about that, " interrupted Duma. "We're i nterested ex
clusively in poli tical questions. No doubt Viziru told you that he intended to 
defect from Prague. What else did he say to you? Didn't he tell you why he 
was leaving the country?" 

"Certainly. " Biris rubbed out h is cigarette in the ashtray. "He told me 
himself, but I 'd guessed it l ong before. He left to search for I leana . . . .  " 

Duma raised his eyes from the dossier and tried to intercept Protopopes
cu's glance. 

"I leana S ideri , "  continued Biris. "He's been in love with her for ten 
years. 

"What role did th is domnisoara Sidcri play in all this business?" Duma 
- demanded, l ooking fixedly at Biris's eyes. 

"I don't bel ieve she could have had any role. He hasn't seen her since his 
stay in Portugal .  That's why he left-to find her again .  He looked for her 
everywhere he could th ink of in Romania-at Jassy, Zinca , all over 
Moldavia .  When he became convinced she wasn't here, he decided to leave. " 

"He could have requested an exit visa , "  observed Duma, glancing dm•.:n 
at the folder again.  "I would have given him one. But Viziru preferred to 
desert to the enemy. We're i nterested in knowing what his motive was . . . .  " 

"I told you-to search for Ileana . "  
Protopopescu began t o  laugh heartily and l i t  another cigarette, putting 

his case back in h is pocket absently. Biris blushed. He had been prepared to 
reach out and help himself to a cigarette, too. 

"Maybe you don't know, so we'll tell you , "  sa id Protopopcscu . "Viziru 
fled with a number of important documents. " 
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"I don't believe it. The British said the same th i ng when they confiscated 
his diplomatic courier portfol io on his way home from London . They said 
that there was a quantity of important official docu ments in it. I n  real i ty the 
papers were without value. " 

"How do you know they were without value?" Duma inquired. 
"He told me. And later on the others were convinced also . . . .  May I ask 

you for another cigarette please?" Embarrassed, Biris turned to Protopopescu,  
who held out the case and the l ighter ,,·ith a preoccupied air . 

Duma closed the fi le  and crossed his arms on top of it ,  looking up slowly. 
"Listen to me, Biris. \Ve'rc friends and I 'd l ike to save you from the scrape 
you've got yourself into .  But I can't do it without your cooperation . Viziru 
made off "·ith a number of secret documents, \\·hich mea ns that his fl ight was 
premeditated . You two \\ ere very good friends; therefore i t's impossible that 
you didn't discuss together the preparations for it .  The proof is that two 
months after h is  desertion you have tried also to cross the border clandes
tinely. The case is clear. It's futile for you to try to conceal anyth ing. For your 
own good, tell us all you know. With whom did you meet and how did you 
work?" 

B i ris was strangely cal m  as he continued to smoke, listening to Duma . 
H e  kept glancing at h is  hands to sec if they had begun to shake aga i n .  He 
could not understand \\ hat m iracle had occurred, but the trembl ing had 
suddenly ceased-just when,  he was not sure. Now he regarded h is motion
less hands \\ ith a sense of security and pride S\\ceping slowly over h i m .  

" I  don't know i f  you'll bel ieve m e , "  he declared i n  a firm voice, "but th is 
is the way it  was .  I real ized l ong ago that Yiziru \\ anted to leave the cou ntry to 
search for Ileana. He had told me noth ing, but I guessed . \Vc met very often 
during the days before he left and he kept giving me money. He gave me 
dol lars, Swiss francs, and gold.  He told me to keep it because someday I 'd 
need it .  Then a few days before he left for Prague he told me that he wasn't 
comi ng back, and he asked me \\·hat I was planning to do,  if  I didn't want to 
go to Paris too.  I answered that  I 'd be happy to go because I had nothi ng to do 
here in Romania .  Whi le  I was a teacher I felt I had a tic with something and 
social ly  my existence had a meaning. Now, if he also left, I was condemned to 
die of hunger-that is,  more precisel y, of tubc•cul osis .  Because, as you know, 
tubercul osis is a capital i stic malady-in order to be delivered from it you have 
to overeat. Yiziru seemed very well satisfied that I had decided to leave. H e  
told me that in principle the crossing o f  the border was al ready arranged, that  
a large group of people would cross i n  the course of the fal l ,  and that I 'd have 
to be ready to leave at the beginning of October. " 

H e  stopped and puffed aga i n  on his  cigarette. Duma's roving eyes halted 
on Protopopescu's face, and he began to finger the dossier slowl y .  "Who else 
was in the group?" he  asked. 

"I don't know. He didn't mention any other name. He just said to be 
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ready to leave and that a week at the latest after receiving the postcard to 
present myself at aleea Alexandru i n  Arad and ask for a Doctor Vlad. That was 
al l .  . . .  " 

"What kind of postcard?" asked Protopopescu . "What was written on i t? 
Who signed i t?" 

"The signature wasn't i mportant, but the text of the message was this,  
approximately, 'We are ready to harvest the grapes and we await  you with 
pleasure. '  Then there were a few conventional sentences about the weather. " 

"Why do you say that the signature wasn't i mportant?" Protopopescu 
interjected. "Who signed i t?" 

" I  give you my word of honor that the signature was indecipherable. It 
could have been Popeanu, Popescu , Topescu , I onescu . . . .  I couldn't figure it 
out. " 

"It wasn't Pantelimon by any chance?" questioned Duma, smil ing, gaz
ing di rectly into Biris's eyes. 

The color left the other man's face and he felt h imself begin to tremble 
again.  Avidly he drew on his cigarette. "No, it wasn't that," he managed to 
articulate after a pause, and his voice sounded strangled. 

"Then how do you know about Panteli mon?" demanded Duma , "and 
what do you know about h im?" 

"I don't know anything. Viziru told me that a man named Pantelimon is 
connected with the passing of this group across the border. That's a ll . "  

"What does this Panteli mon l ook l ike?" continued Duma. "Where did 
you meet h im?" 

"I 've never met h im.  I thought that I was going to see him at Arad . "  
"Think carefully now. " Smil ing, Duma persisted. "It's to your advan

tage. "  
" I  give you my word of honor . . .  " 
"All right, all right. Maybe you'll  remember later , "  intervened Pro

topopescu . "Meanwhile tell us what message you were to take to Paris. You 
spoke a l i ttle whi le  ago about a message from the labyrinth .  What does i t  refer 
to?" 

Biris turned his  head and l ooked at h im a l ong time. He seemed to be 
wondering whether domnul Protopopescu was joking or speaking seriously. 

"I told you it was just a saying of ours. Stefan once sent me to I leana with 
a message. He said that he had felt  l ost, as if he were in a labyrinth , but that 
nevertheless he had not let h imself be overwhelmed by despair and finally he 
had discovered it was possible to get out. But I'm not sure this was the exact 
content of the message to I leana because I was rather i l l  on the day he told 
me. I had just had a hemorrhage . . .  " 

"When did this happen?" asked Duma. 
"Oh, a l ong time ago,"  Bi ris exclai med, smil ing. "Before the flood

before the war. In 1 938 or 1 939-1 don't remember now . . . .  That was the 
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message from the labyri nth , "  he concluded, seeing that both of the men were 
looking at h im intently ,  \\·a i ting for h i m  to proceed. 

Domnul Protopopescu shook his head and ran his tongue around the 
inside of his mouth and o\'er his teeth as though he had suddenly di scovered a 
bitter taste that he wanted to be rid of. "Let us tell you what this message from 
the labyri nth means.  The group in Paris claims that in the Carpathian 
Mountains an  armed resistance has been organized which the government 
\\ ill never be able to annihi late . . . .  " He paused a m oment and then went on . 
"It  can't be annihi lated because the places where the guerillas are hiding are 
as difficult to conqu er as a l abyri nth . . . .  And so the message that they expect 
from you m ust give them precise details about this armed resistance i n  the 
mounta ins . " 

Biris began to laugh. "That's absurd ! "  he excla imed, shrugging. "I give 
you my word of honor that i t's nothing more than an express ion only the two 
of us know. It was the message Stefan addressed to I leana through me. But 
this happened long ago, before the war.  Probably even Viziru doesn't re
member now \\ hat he said then , in 1 938  or 1 93 9  . . . .  " 

"Let us remind you what the content of the message m ust be, " Pro
topopescu resumed. "It had to do ,,·ith the resistance organized by Pan
tel i mon . . .  " 

"That's absurd ! "  Biris repeated after a greedy puff on his cigarette. "I 
ha\'en 't the slightest notion who Pantel i m on is !  And as far as armed resistance 
is concerned , Viz i ru and I \\-ere in fu ll agreemenr tha t i t  \H>Uid be absolutely 
stupid to organize anyth ing l ike that. If I 'd wa nted a reason for going to Paris it 
would have been to tell e\'eryth ing I th i nk about the resistance and all 
that. . . .  " 

"Approximately what did you want to say?" asked Duma , beginning to 
dru m  on the dossier '' i th h is  fi ngers. 

" You al ready know what I think-that it \HJuld be utter madness , that i t's 
not only absurd hut positively criminal to goad people to armed resistance. On 
the contrary, the Paris group should have explai ned to the Westerners that 
they have permanently l ost this part of Europe and that they l ost i t  precisely 
because of their pol icies.  The Soviets didn't occupy the countries from Stettin 
to the Adriatic .  The Al l ies invited them to establ i sh themselves in this half  of 
Europe. And at Teheran President Roosevelt didn't  ask us, or the Czechs, or 
the Pol es if  ,,.e wanted to be occupied and educa ted by the Soviets. He took 
the in i tiative h imself without consulting anyone. What right do the Ameri
cans have now to force resistance on us? They offered us as  a gift to Russia . 
Very "·ell .  Let's draw the conclusi ons-they've lost over a h undred mi l l ion 
Europea ns who tomorrow wi l l  fight aga inst them and will fight wel l .  The 
Paris group ought to expla in  thi s  to the Westerners, and they ought to tell 
them something else too--tel l  them they won't have th i ngs so good much 
l onger, because soon thei r turn will  come. Tell them that i t's useless to hope 
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they'll escape or be able to continue to l ive in peace and quiet and capitalism 
just because they sacrificed a hundred mill ion Europeans. They should bear 
in mind that soon their turn will come!" 

"This is  very interesti ng, " Protopopescu declared. "And what did Viziru 
say?" 

"He agrees with me entirely . " 
"Then why did he flee with the documents?" asked Duma . "Because 

,,·e're friends I can tell you that they were documents relative to our war debts 
and economic agreements with the Soviets. Doesn 't it seem to you that they're 
rather important?" 

B iris shrugged his shoulders aga in ,  and Protopopescu broke in with 
"Let's drop that. . . .  What connections do you have in Paris? Whom do you 
know?" 

"Other than Viziru and conu M isu I don't know anyone. " 
Domnul Protopopescu caught Duma's eye for a moment and smiled.  

"W cissman knows a great many people. This could be interesting . . . .  " 
He rose from the armchair  and held out h is hand hasti ly. "We'll give you 

time to th ink it over. Maybe you'll remember Pantel imon's message. Then 
we'll send you to Paris by sleeping car. . . .  We'll send you l ike Viziru , "  he 
added, smiling at Biris. 

Generally they summoned him to the interrogation at  three in the morning. 
The guard would lean over h im,  put his hand on his shoulder, and shake 
h im.  "Please! Up!"  he would say. 

Bi ris invariably found Duma seated at the desk with a dossier opened in 
front of h im.  He had ceased to rise in greeting or to shake his hand. In fact he 
hardly even looked at h im.  Biris remained on his feet in front of the desk and 
tried to guess ,,·hat the first question would be. Would Duma ask h im,  "When 
did you last see Weissman?" or "What did Viziru tell you before he left for 
Prague?" Ordinarily Duma began with one or the other of these two questions 
in order to lead up to the meeting with Pantel imon and the content of the 
message of which Biris was supposed to be the bearer. At intervals he inter
rupted the conference to read Biris passages from his previous statements,  
which Duma kept before him and thumbed through continually as he l istened . 
When Biris lapsed into silence Duma l ooked up slowly from the file. 

"Go on ! Keep talking! I 'm listening. " 
After the second interrogation Biris had learned to respond with what he 

thought Duma wanted to hear. He would expound on what he planned to do 
in Paris, s ince the official seemed to be especially interested in this. When 
Biris spoke of St. -Germain-des-Pres and the Cafe Deux Magots, Duma would 
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stop turning over the pages of the dossier and slmdy raise his eyes from the 
papers, brightening visibly. 

' "Do you know Paris wel l ?" he asked once. 
"Only by hearsay and from l i terature. I 've never been there . " 
"I ha\·e. It's very beautifu l .  . . .  " 
Still standing before the desk, Biris would conti nue his chronicle,  strok

ing the top of his head from time to time. ' ' I 'd l ike to go to the Deux Magots at 
sunset. I 've heard that the Existential ists gather there at that t ime. I 'd l i ke to 
gd into a d iscussion with them,  just to spoil their fun.  'Why don't you come 
and \·isit us beh ind the Iron Curtain? '  I 'd ask them . 'You'll sec how \\·e pose le 
probleme du choix and \\ hat becomes of le probleme de Ia liberte! Why don't 
you come visit us? You ' I I  gd acquainted with the true "historic moment. " ' I 'd 
l ike to chat with them and afterward I 'd shake hands \\·a rmly and say, '\Vhen 
you're in the cattle car headed for the fields of progressive labor or standing 
before a firing squad you'll remember \\ hat I told you this evening . . . .  ' "  

"Bir is !"  interrupted Dum a ,  frm\lling slightly .  "You're mad ! "  
" � o .  I ' m  not , "  smi led Bi ris. "Because I \\ouldn't have the courage t o  say 

that. I'm too much of a CO\\ ard.  I only tel l  it to you because we're friends. I n  
Paris I 'd b e  content to discuss philosophy.  M y  obsession i s  philosophy. And 
now I rea l i ze why. It 's because I 'm a coward . I 'm afra id of l i fe. And not only 
l ifc-l'm afra id of e\·crything. You saw hem· I shook \\ hen you brought me for 
the first examination.  I \\·as quaking \\ ith fear. I was terrified that you m ight 
beat me, torture me . . . .  " 

" 'Don't be afra id ,"  Du ma soothed h i m .  " ' \\'c \\ on't do anyth ing to you. 
And if you \\ ant to go to Paris \\<.:'11 send you there. But be honest with us. 
Tell us a I I  you kno\\ . "  

' " If  you \\ on't do anyth ing to coana Viorica and i f  you promise not to beat 
me, and if you give me cigarettes, I 'll tel l you everyth ing . . . .  But now let me 
ta lk about Paris .  I 've seen a photograph of St. -Germain-des-Pres. I 'd l ike to 
walk there i n  the evenings and mcd the Existen tialists . . . .  " 

He spoke thus for a l ong time,  except \\ hen Duma interrupted h i m .  He 
spoke about Paris and al l  he wanted to do there, about the discussions with the 
phi losophers. He paused only long enough to beg for cigarettes, which he 
smoked greedi ly ,  choki ng and coughing, and asking for permission to be 
seated . But he discovered that the stenographer \\·as half-asleep, looking at 
him \\·ith her hands in her lap and her pad closed i n  front of her. Disap
poi nted , he turned to Duma and questioned h im.  "Then you're not i nterested 
in \\ hat I 'm saying any longer? You're not recordi ng my comments?" 

Duma shook his head slmd y  in unconscious im itation of domnul Pro
topopescu .  "We're l inked by an old friendship and I want to help you go free, "  
h e  sa id after a pause. " For half an hour you've been talking nonsense. A tenth 
of what you've said up to now would be enough to get you sentenced for l i fe . " 

' "Just give me ti me to contradict myself, " repl i ed Biris,  becoming nervous 
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again all at once. "I told you I 'm a coward and I don't have the courage to 
defend my point of view to the end. I 'm a teacher of philosophy. I can change 
my position-! can change i t  from one moment to the next! "  

"Maybe tomorrow you'll b e  inspi red , "  Duma suggested , pressi ng the 
button to call the guard. "Try to remember about Pantelimon .  And bear this 
in mind-our patience is not without l imit  . . . .  " 

One night he awoke and saw Bursuc beside him dressed in ordinary street 
clothes. He was s i tting on a cha i r  at the foot of the bed. 

"What have you done to me?" the monk exploded. "What'vc you got me 
into?" 

Biris rubbed his eyes and glanced around the room . They were alone. 
"Where's the typist?" he demanded. "I want to make some important state
ments . . . .  " 

"I've come to save you , "  broke in Bursuc, lighting a cigarette. "We're 
alone. Don't forget that I 'm a monk and I possess all the gifts of the Holy 
Spirit. I 've come to fortify you spiritually . . . .  " 

He held out his package of cigarettes. Selecting one, Biris began to roll it 
around between his fingers. Then he carried it to his nose and sniffed it, 
savoring its aroma. "That's strange , "  he said . " I  seem to have no desire to 
smoke . . . .  What time is it?" 

"Almost two . Duma told me I could stay as long as I like. They aren't 
going to take you to be i n terrogated tonight. They'll be satisfied with what I 
tell them. I 've come to save you . . . .  You're a\dully naive, " Bursuc added 
with a smile. "Whatever possessed you to spout political theories about the 
resistance, the West, Communism , and all that nonsense? They're just in
terested i n  one thing-what you know about Viziru and Pantelimon . Tell 
them , man !  If you don't others will and they'll find out anyway. They've got 
their hands on the whole Arad network. They know more than you can 
i magine . . . .  " 

"What time did you say it was?" 
"Two!"  exclai med Bursuc, getting up from his chair .  
"That's strange. I don't seem to be aware of time anymore. It doesn't 

seem to be passing. " 
"Biris , "  said Bursuc, beginning to pace the floor, "I 've come to save you. 

These people know all about Viziru and Pantclimon . Don't think that you'll 
be betraying someone if you tell them what you know too. After that they'll let 
you go and send you in a sleeping car to Paris . . .  " 

"With the Existential ists ! "  Biris interrupted, twisting the cigarette and 
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sniffing it aga in .  ' 'How wonderful that  wil l  be! Viziru told me about a hotel in 
St. -Germain-des-Pres. We'll discuss philosophy . . .  " 

"These people j ust want to test you to see if you're a man of your word 
and trush,·orthy.  Then they'll send you to Paris. They'll ask you to work for 
them , and you tell them you'll do it .  What will it cost you? Agree to every
thing they ask. Once you reach Paris you can do as you please. " 

"But coana Viorica is sti l l  here,"  Biris said, suddenly troubled , "a h os
tage in their hands. Has she found out anything?" 

";\/o, they haven't told her. But you know they've made a search . They 
ransacked your papers. " 

For awhile Biris was si lent, musing. "Bursuc, " he said i mpulsively,  ' ' I 'm 
a lost man.  I don't  deserve to l ive. I have no dignity of any kind.  I 'm a coward . 
Because I was afra id ,  I 've told them all I knew. I told them about I lea na and 
Stefan even before they threatened me. I told them all  I knew, h oping they'd 
let me go. I 'm a coward . . . .  " 

"You were u nwise. You made pol itical statements against the govern
ment. " 

"That's true. I \\ as wrong. I felt too much hatred inside-the hatred of a 
\\ eak man.  I spoke hateful ly  aga inst the Westerners because they abandoned 
us. That was a m istake. I ought to have made an effort to understand the free 
world too. Anyone else would have done what they did .  When it's a matter of 
saving yourself you don't think about the other one. You simply sacrifice h i m .  
It's been that  \\·ay since the world began.  I ' m  sorry now for a l l  I said . " 

"You said a lot of nonsense! Your hatred blinded you . "  
" If  I should get to Paris I wouldn't tel l  them that. I 'd tell them someth i ng 

different. I'd want to bring them a kind of message of love a nd farewell
something l ike this: 'Ave Occidens , we who are behind the I ron Curta in ,  \\·e, 
morituri te salu tant ! '  . . .  H m,· do you say in Latin '\Ve \\·ho are behind the 
I ron Curtain?' You've studied theology. You know Latin better than I do. 
Salve Occidens, morituri te salutan t !  I t  would be wonderful to go to Paris and 
tell them that. So  they'll know that even though they've condemned us to 
death , \\·e fools and paupers h ere still love and venerate them. Because the 
West is there-\\·here the sun sets. That's where the true twil ight is a nd it's 
more beautiful there than h ere. Only there, in the \Vest, do people real ize 
that they die. That's why in the \Vest men love H istory-because it reminds 
them continually that men a re mortal and civil izations are m mtal .  \Ve who 
live here don't have much reason to love H istory. Why should we l ove it? For 
ten centuries History meant for us the barbarian invasions.  For another five 
centuries i t  meant the Turkish terror, and now for I d on't know how many 
centuries H istory will i mply Soviet Russia . . . .  " 

"Biris !"  cried Bursuc, "You're beginning to talk  nonsense aga in .  And I 
want to help you . I want to save you !"  
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· ·Hm\ do you say in Latin,  'We who are behind the Iron Curtain?' Qui 
inlocunt  . . .  post parientem {erreum?" 

' ' I  don't know! " responded Bursuc, losing h i s  temper. "I came here to 
talk seriously with you . . .  " 

"Anyway I 'd l ike to del iver a message to them in Latin .  Occidentals are 
cultivated people. In Paris, at Oxford , at Cambridge, they still speak Latin. 
Ave Occidens , we Easterners, morituri te salutant! Nos, qui habitant  intra 
saepta {errea . . .  or qui habitant  intra cancel/as ferreos . . .  moriturz te salut
ant !  . . . It  \\ ould be wonderful . "  

"You were a fool , "  declared Bursuc. "You got yourself into this mess 
through your stupidity. If you wanted to defect why didn't you tell me? You 
had to foll ow Viziru's advice. " 

"All th is was because ! was afraid and I was a coward . And I 'm afraid 
now. I'm afraid they'll beat me. " 

Bursuc sat down again and sighed . "They promised me they won't do 
anything to you if I bring them your statement about Pantel imon . Let's make 
it together. What \\ ould you say this fell ow l ooks l ike?" 

Biris closed h is eyes. Bursuc waited for some time in the bel ief that he 
was trying to remember, but when the interval of silence lengthened he 
reached over and shook h im.  "Hey, have you gone to sleep?" he asked 
sharply. 

Biris regarded him thoughtfully and brushed his hand across his eyes. 
"What time is i t?" he i nquired in a whisper. "It's strange how I 'm no longer 
a\\·are of time at a l l .  I think I 'm very tired . . . .  " 

"All right !"  exclaimed Bursuc, suddenly rising. "Don't say I didn't try to 
save you . I wash my hands of you. Go on--do whatever you want. If you want 
to become a martyr of the resistance, just keep it up! But if we should ever 
meet agai n  don't complain . "  

Biris smiled .  "Where d o  you th ink we might meet? Do you bel ieve i n  the 
existence of Paradise? I 'd l ike for us to meet again in the shadow of a l i ly in 
Paradise . . . .  Too bad it  doesn't exist! " he added sadly. 

"Man, tell them who Panteli mon is!" Bursuc cried in exasperation. 
"You spoke a moment ago about martyrs. I 'd l ike to be able to be a 

martyr. Not for some cause, but just to protest against fate. I 'd l ike to be able 
to have the fai th of the Christian martyrs. To be a St. Sebastian.  But I'm too 
cowardly. Even the idea of physical suffering terrifies me. I 've heard that they 
beat you on the soles of your feet. When I th ink about it I begin to trem
ble . . . .  If I had faith I'd pray. Perhaps prayer helps you to endure such pain. 
Can't you fortify me with something? Can't you give me some kind of prayer 
to keep me from being afraid? I swear to you,  if I weren't afraid I 'd tell 
everything I think to anyone and in any circumstance. But the way I am-a 
coward-1 keep contradicting myself all  the time. Give me a prayer that will 
strengthen me . . . .  " 
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"Prayers arc no good if you don't have fai th , "  said Bursuc bitterly. "You 
have to have great faith and then Cod strengthens you . But you don't need 
that .  Just tell \\·ho Pantcl i mon is and you'll be free. Tell them his name-his 
real name. " 

"Pantel i mon ! "  Biris excla imed with a sm ile .  "Thy name is l egion ! "  
Bursuc stared at h i m  and then started for t h e  door. "All right! I 've done 

my duty and now I wash my hands of i t .  To each his own misfortune . . . .  " 

From that nigh t onward he kept having th is dream:  he thought that i t  was the 
eve of Easter and he  was standing on the deck of a sh ip,  holding a l ighted 
candle in h is  hand. It seemed to h i m  that the flame lengthened and mounted 
ever h igher, a slender fi lament of l ight.  He followed it \\·ith his eyes as i t  
touched the arch of the sky and pierced i t .  He tipped his head back in order to 
sec it  better, and there high abm·c \\ here the l ight penetra ted the h eavens a 
radiant face appeared . U ndoubtedly i t's Cod or j esus Christ, he said to h im
self, and he  awoke overcome with emotion,  his  spirit fl ooded wi th a happiness 
that was beyond bel icf. 

Once \\ hen he a\\ okc someone \\·as spongi ng his face with a moist d oth . 
The next moment he real ized \\ hat had occurred . I had a hemorrhage in my 
sleep! The d oth was red , and even though he did not feel the need to spit 
there \\·as a taste of bl ood in h is mouth . He heard Duma's voice . 

"\\'hat do you say, Doctor? How do you expla in it?" 
"That depends on what you did to h i m , "  responded someone behind 

h i m  \\hom Biris could not sec . " I t  depends on \\ hcthcr the iron was warm or 
hot . " 

"It \\·asn't even l ukc\\·arnl,  domnu ' Doctor, "  Biris heard another voice 
speak up, apparently coming from the \\ al l .  "I had just stretched h im out 
\\ hen he began to bleed. " 

"You're exaggerating , "  suggested the doctor dryly .  "You probably gave 
h i m  a few vigorous slaps and stunned h im . "  

"Only o n  the soles of the feet, domnu ' Doctor. I S\\·ear by the heads of my 
children, I only touched h i m  on the soles of his feet and he began to spit 
bl ood . . . .  " 

" Did he cry out?" demanded Duma. "Did h e  say anythi ng?" 
"He didn't make a sound, domnule I nspector. After I hit h i m  the second 

time I l ooked to see \\·hat  he was doing. H e'd closed his eyes and he seemed to 
be smil i ng, bu t he \\·as l i mp. " 

"He fainted , "  the doctor said .  "Probably he \\·on't last much l onger. 
Besides, I 've seen his  X-rays. He has cavit ies as  big as a fi st. " 

"That doesn't mea n  anyth i ng ,"  declared Duma. "Other consumptives 
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have gone through here and they didn't faint.  Some of them seemed to be 
even more resistant than the strong and healthy ones . "  He lowered his voice. 
"How long before the injection takes effect?" 

"It ought to have taken effect already . . . .  But if you want to be sure he 
doesn't die it  would be better to leave h im alone tonight. You can try again 
tomorrow. "  

"Impossible. We've received special orders. Give him another injection 
so he'll stay awake, and then we'll try the alternative method . "  

B iris smiled when he saw the doctor approach him with the syringe in 
one hand, questioni ng him.  "How do you feel?'' He began to rub Biris's arm 
with a piece of cotton saturated with alcohol . 

"Wel l ,  thank you. "  He waited for the prick of the in jection , but the 
doctor had already emptied the syringe, removed the needle with a deft 
gesture, and was again rubbing his arm with the sterilized cotton. Bi ris stared 
at h im i n  amazement. My God, when did he do it? he wondered. Just a 
moment ago he was there with the syringe i n  his hand . . . .  

"How do you feel?'' asked Duma, approaching the bed. 
"Thank you. I feel fine. My feet arc a l i ttle cold ."  
"You'll have to  warm him up,"  the doctor said to  the man who was 

standing near the wal l .  "Wait fifteen minutes and then you can begin . . . .  " 
Duma put his hand on Biris's forehead and the sick man felt a peculiar 

warmth permeate his body, attended by a feel i ng of sympathy that moved him 
almost to tears. "You won't beat me?" he inquired with a smile. 

"I told you that an  old friendship binds us . . . .  " 
" Don't beat me. I 'l l  tell you all I know. We were friends. I don't under

stand why you won't believe me . . . .  " 
Duma stared at him and tried to smile. "Biris , "  he said finally. "We've 

received special orders. It would be better if you'd tell us the content of the 
message. We know you had connections with Pantel imon . Many witnesses 
have testified . . . .  " 

Biris sighed in despair.  "If you won't beat me I ' l l  tell you everythi ng you 
want me to, but I don't know Pantel imon. If you l ike I'll  describe some 
man-any man-and I'll say that i t's Pantelimon and I'll sign the statement. 
But I swear to you I don't know him. " 

Duma said no more and withdrew slowly. When Biris tried to raise 
h imself he real ized that he was strapped to the bed. 

"Don't beat me!" he cried, his voice unexpectedly sharp. He waited. He 
heard footsteps departing, and he heard the door close. Then a face that 
seemed familiar bent over h im.  The man was robust and swarthy, with a thick 
black moustache that almost covered h is upper l ip. 

"Talk, domnule Professor, say something!"  he begged. "I 've got orders to 
use the alternative . . .  " 

"What alternative?" 
"I have children, "  the other insisted . "Say something! If you know, say 
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something! Like domnul I nspector asked you . He has orders. I pray you as I 
pra� to Cod! I han� five children . . . .  " He looked at Biris and "·iped h is face 
aga in  and again " i th a gaudy handkerchief. 

' " \\'hat alternative?" 
The man ,,·as embarrassed, but he smiled .  Wiping h is ha nds on his  

handkerchief. he thrust it  into his  pocket. Then he leaned toward Biris and 
suddenly h is face seemed si nister. 

'Talk! You good-for-noth ing l i ttle professor!" he whistled through his  
teeth . "Say something, because if you don 't you'll die under the red h ot iron , 
and al l  my l ife I 'l l  have you on my conscience!"  

" Don't beat me!"  cried Biris ,  frightened. 
Exasperated, the man raised his hand. A moment later Biris found 

hi mself again aboard the ship that ,,·as advancing o\·er the sea on the eve of 
Easter. Again he held the l ighted candle, clasping it tightly with both hands, 
exhila rated , fea rful that someone m igh t snatch it from him. Around him on 
the deck as far as he could see people \\ere kneel ing ,,·ith candles burning in 
their hands. H e  ,,·a ited a fe\\ moments for his flame to ascend,  but the tiny 
tongue of fi re hesitated and faltered . Final ly it began to rise, and then i t  sank 
down aga in ,  \\ a\·ering and threatening to go out.  The ship was speeding 
fomard in the night and Biris began to fear  that the ribbon of l ight would not 
ha,·c enough force to reach the ,·atilt of hea,-cn a nd break through it. A great 
sadness overwhel med h i m  and,  mm·ed , he began to pray, h is  eyes fixed on the 
flame. Then unexpectedly it fla red "·ith sudden bri l l iance, and joyfully Biris 
threw back h is head so his  eyes could fol low its ascent. He watched it touch 
the sky, a nd there aga i n  was the shining golden face, "·a iting for h im in the 
luminous openi ng. It's Cod !  he said to himself, man·eling that he could still 
think. so lost \\·as he in the incomparable bliss that engulfed h i m .  

" \\'hat have you done t o  h im.  Barsa ne?" he heard a famil iar voice say. 
"He has three doses of oil of camphor and three of strychnine in h i m .  H ow 
the de,·il could he fa int again?" 

"I didn't even touch him,  domnu '  Doctor!" sa id the man by the wal l .  
So his  name i s  Barsa n,  Bi ris thought as he a\mke, a n d  he smiled .  He has 

five children.  And in order to give them tea and black bread every morning he 
has to beat people on the soles of their feet and burn them " i th a h ot iron . . . .  
And yet he can only gi,·e them tea and black bread . . . .  His  eyes fil led "·ith 
tears of pity ,  and he bega n to bl ink rapidly to clear them . \\'hen he tried to sit  
up he felt the tug of the straps that  encircled his  body. Duma was speaking. 

"\\'hat's the matter \\·ith h i m ,  Doctor? \\'hy did he fa in t?" 
"Canso/a mentum . "  said Bi ris , smil ing. "You studied at the U niver

sity-don't you remember? Consolamentum . . .  the Albigenes . . . .  " 

At once Duma \\·ent to h i m  and l ooked intently i nto his  eyes. "I didn't 
study philosophy, " he sa id,  and Biris thought that his  ,·oice broke with sad
ness . 

"Ask Bursuc. H e'll expla in it to you . He's a theologian . . . .  " 



After a long silence Duma asked h im,  "Did you feel anything? Did you 
suffer?" 

"I don't think so. I don't remember. . . .  " 

Duma looked steadily i nto his eyes . He seemed to be waiting for Biris to 
continue. He brought h is hand to his forehead. "Let h im al one, " he sa id after 
awhile. ' ' I 'm going upsta irs to make a telephone cal l . "  

Biris l istened to the sound of footsteps as the doctor walked to the door , 
and he heard him whisper before he left the room, "I don't bel ieve he'll last 
long. A special ist ought to sec h im . "  

For days-Biris did not know how many-they had not summoned him to 
the i nterrogation. Whenever he woke up he would immediately ask the time. 
He did not always receive an answer. Often he awakened alone, and then he 
was afraid. He would close his eyes quickly in order to recover the bliss of the 
dream.  The ship continued its voyage in the night-always the same night 
that had no beginning and no end. But there were not so many lights and Biris 
did not always have the candle in his hands. Once he stayed a long time on 
the deck, trying to understand what was happening to him,  how he had come 
to be on board this ship and where the journey would end. He began to walk, 
but the darkness was so impenetrable that very soon he abandoned his efforts 
and halted . He heard only the noise of the motors and the sound of the waves 
as the prow cut through them . When he longed to sec the lighted candles 
aga in  his wish seemed sufficient to start them burning, for suddenly the entire 
deck was aglow with the points of l ight. He opened his eyes wide and looked 
around. Barsan was kneel i ng by the bed, imploring him with clasped hands, 
"Talk, domnule Professor, my children arc destitute! I pray you as I pray to 
God! I have five children . . . .  " 

Biris began to weep, unaware of his tears. Someone always has to pay, he 
thought. And this time Barsan will pay. In order that he, Biris, can know 
bliss, Barsan has to suffer. He was overcome by a feeli ng of i nfi nite compas
sion and he smiled as he wept. "Barsanc," he whispered. "Don't be afraid of 
God . H e  won't do anything to us. We'll all go to Paris . . . .  " 

"I pray you as I pray to God, domnule Professor , "  Barsan continued 
without rising from his knees. "Talk!" 

"What must I say?" asked Biris,  making an effort to rouse himself. 
"What they told you to say-the contents of the message. I 'l l  be saved, 

and you too . . . .  
Troubled, Biris stared at h im.  "If it  wil l  save you , Barsanc, I 'll say it. I 'll 

say it  just for your sake. Inform Duma that I'll  tel l everyth ing. Have him bring 
a stenographcr-1'11 tell everyth ing . . . .  " Then he closed his eyes and waited. 

Presently he heard Duma's voice very ncar. "It \\·ould have been better if 
you'd decided this long ago. You wouldn't have suffered so much . "  
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" Did you bring the stenographer?" Biris asked without opening his eyes. 
' 'She's here beside me. You may begin . "  
"I ask you to record that I ' m  doing th is only for Barsan's sake, to save 

h i m  . . . .  " 
He paused a fc\\ moments,  his  eyes still closed, frowning as though he 

were making a great effort to remember. Then he began to recite, h is  voice 
a lmost choking with despair: 

" Down from the flo\\ cring 
Wild mou ntain garden 
Threshold of paradise 
Three flocks of sheep 
Come along the path 
Dcccnding to the val l ey 
With their shepherds three . . .  � 

'With their shepherds three . . .  ' Wha t  comes next?" 
"Biris ! "  he h eard Duma say harshly, "arc you making fun of us?" 
He opened h is eyes, bu t he did not look at them . His u nfal tering gaze 

was on the cei l ing.  "No.  It's very serious.  You'l l  soon sec why. I t's a code 
language. This is the way the message from the labyrinth begins . "  

I t  was suddenly quiet i n  the cel l .  
"Tell m e  wha t comes next , "  said Biris ,  con ti nuing to regard the cei l ing. 

"It  has to do with the message. It 's from the �1ounta in . "  
" Do you know what comes next?" demanded Duma of the stenographer. 
Biris heard the girl's t imid voice. "I think so. " She approached the bed 

and con ti nued the poem . 

"Sec how the h\ o 
The al ien ones 
Plot and scheme together 
Confer wi th one another. 
At sunset they \\· i l l  kil l  
The �1oldavian,  the m ighty, 
For he has many sheep 
Old and splendid with horns. 
He has \\ ell-trai ned horses 
And fine strong dogs . . . .  " 

After a \\hile,  seeing tha t Bi ris was l istening with his eyes closed and 
saying nothing, Duma interrupted the girl . "Do you remember now?" he  
asked Biris.  

"Yes .  Set it dmm carefully because I migh t forget it  aga i n .  I t's a coded 

• opening l ines of the celebrated Romanian folk bal lad: ,\1iorita (The Little E\\ C 
Lamb}. 
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message. This code was chosen precisely because it's very simple. Everybody 
knows it. We learn it in primary school . "  

"Be more expl i cit ,"  commanded Duma. 
"This is the message. They sing i t  on the Mountain, but the people on 

the shi p  know it too. Only, on the ship no one sings it  anymore . . . .  " 
"Biris ,"  Duma interrupted again,  "this is in your own interest. Speak 

clearly. To whom is the message addressed?" 
"It's a coded message, and it's for Paris. All messages go to Paris. The 

ships take them . They only travel at night, without l ights, but they all go to 
Paris. To the West. Salve Occidens ! "  

"You're mad! "  cried Duma. "You're ridicul ing us!" 
"All messages begin l ike this-'Down from the flowering wild mountain 

garden, threshold of paradise . . . .  ' But you can't decipher them if you don't 
have the key, and you won't find the key except on the ship. When you wake 
up on the ship, you real ize that you're going to Paris. Everyone will be there 
in the shadow of the lily-in Paris-and then this message was i nvented 
which even children i n  pri mary school know. But it's a coded message. I t  has 
to do with Paris . . . .  " 

"Who invented it?" insisted Duma. 
"Pantel imon . "  
A n  eerie silence crept over the room . Biris hesitated, his lips parted. 
"Go on,"  Du ma urged. "Who is Pantel i mon? What sort of man is he? 

Describe him as precisely as you can . "  
"He's a tall handsome man with black, fiery eyes. H e  seems ageless. He's 

not l ike an ordinary person. They say that he's from the Mountain.  When you 
get near h im you realize it's too late-you can't resist him.  You're his. I t  
happens to everyone. Once you've met h im you can never leave h im.  He 
takes us  a l l  to  Paris . . .  " His  voice faltered and he  d id  not resume his  account. 

"Barsane," he heard Duma say then, "the next time you see he's raving, 
don't bother us . . . .  " 

Biris waited. When he heard the door close he opened his eyes slowly 
and smiled at Barsan ,  who approached him menacingly. "You no-good 
blasted l i ttle professor! You make a fool out of me and get me fired and throw 
my children out on the streets! But never mind ,  just wait, I ' l l  squeeze the fat 
out of you , you damned consumptive! You won't forget me!" 

The flock of sparrows had flown away again,  darting up from directly beneath 
the balcony, scattering in fright, twittering sharply, shrilly, and reassembl ing 
in a few moments about ten meters in front of him on the cemetery wal l .  St. 
Martin's summer, Stefan found h imself th inking. It's absurd! Absurd ! Absurd! 
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The black trees, bare of l eaves, dampened by the dew, seemed to sparkle l ike 
glass in the clear,  bright glow of the autumn twil ight. Stefan blinked his eyes 
repeatedly and declared to h imself, I t's absurd! Everythi ng's absurd
absolutely without meaning . . . .  H e  heard Weissman speaking. 

"Perhaps i t's not true.  The sa me thing was said about the others. H e  
ought t o  . . .  " M isu d i d  not venture t o  finish the sentence . He seemed to 
rea l ize suddenly how ridiculous and vain his thought was. 

"I  told h im . "  he began again presently.  "I  warned h i m  to stay away from 
Bursuc . "  

Stefan l eft h i s  place ncar the balcony door, a n d  a s  he  passed the desk, h e  
extinguished h is cigarette among the stubs that a lmost fil led the ashtray. H e  
sat down o n  the sofa and bent h is head, h i s  eyes tracing the patterns in the 
carpet. 

"At fi rst, when we hardly  knew each other, he talked to me constantly 
about Parten ie.  He was obsessed by Partcnie's destiny. I t  seemed to h im that 
Partenie had a premoniti on of someth ing and that was why he wrote i n  such 
haste. If he really did have a premonition he was the only intell igent man 
among us all . "  

\Veissman gave a sudden sigh and rose from the armchair, almost 
springing to h is feet. He circled the desk several times and strode resolutely to 
the balcony door. Openi ng it \\ ide, he breathed deeply through his nose, 
grindi ng his tt:cth in exasperated , puerile fury, as the sparrows flashed in front 
of the windows with an abrupt and deafen ing clatter. They chased each other 
in brief disorderly  flight to the end of the street. 

'There's no God, no justice, no anythi ng !"  exclai med \Vcissma n .  
"There's noth i ng but luck. You don't need anything else. Whoever doesn't 
have luck is better off not born-or dead in h is cradle! It's better not to know 
anyth ing . "  

Stefan glanced u p  from the carpet and smiled i nvoluntari ly .  He searched 
in h is  pockets for a package of cigarettes. "If what you say is true it  would have 
been better for the Romanian people not to have been born at al l ,  or to have 
died in i nfancy. Our \\·hole nation is a luckless lot. " 

' ' I 'm not thinking of nations , "  said \Veissman without turning his head . 
"I was th inking of men, of i ndividuals. If you don't have luck there's no use 
being born. You just don't get an)'\\'hcre. There's noth ing else besides luck. If 
God existed . . .  " He i nterrupted h i mself again with an embarrassed air, as 
though he had real ized, just a moment before uttering the i rretrievable 
phrase, that he was about to say something fool ish . He returned to the middle 
of the room and let h i mself slip into the armchair,  giving the impression of 
being exhausted by a tremendous exertion. He was l ike a different man. His 
rather fleshy hands at the end of his short arms-those hands that he  rubbed 
together so expressively when he wished to make an i mportant pronounce
ment-nmv rested slackly on h i s  lap. 
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"Maybe . . .  just the same . . .  " he murmured after a pause, a l ittle fear
fully,  "God m ight permit him to escape . . . .  Everything depends on what sort 
of man Pantelimon is . " 

Stefan shrugged ·his shoulders, i ncapable of controll ing his impatience. 
"It's preposterous!" he cried. "There's no connection between the two. Biris 
has absolutely no idea who Panteli mon is .  I t  was a stupid thing that his name 
was ever mentioned in connection with the crossing of the border. The 
imbecile or scoundrel who did that will have hundreds of innocent l ives on 
his conscience. Pantel imon has nothing to do with i t .  This is the concern of 
the others . "  He got up from the sofa and began to walk  about the room . 

"Do you know h im?" inquired Weissman with diffidence . 
"No. And I hope no one knows h i m . "  
" S o  do I .  People are s o  indiscreet . . .  " 
Stefan stopped abruptly before Weissman and stared at h i m .  "St. Mar

tin's summer,"  he said suddenly. "How i ncongruous! I keep trying to re
member what Biris said to me once when we had barely met. I t's remarkable 
how I forget things now."  

"Was it  something about the summer of St .  Martin?" 
"I  don't think so, but I 'm not sure. I don't remember. I t  was in the 

summer of 1 936 in Bucharest, shortly after I had met him at Casa Pestera . I 
ran i nto h im by chance on the boulevard one evening. I recall  that it had been 
quite hot that day, and since I didn't know him very well yet, I thought he was 
a l i ttle drunk. But he wasn't. H e  told me then a lot of i mportant things . . . .  " 

"In connection with the summer of St. Martin?" 
"I simply can't remember. H ow absurd ! "  He began to pace the floor 

aga in .  Mother! What  was it that happened one autumn during the summer of 
St .  Martin? . . .  I wonder what prompted me to ask Mother that? he ques
tioned himself a moment later when he became aware of his thought. It has 
no bearing on this case. Biris didn't know her. He d idn't even know his own 
mother-or I think he knew her, but he was too young when she died and he 
didn't remember her. . . .  

"I  ought to tell you somethi ng, " Weissman ventured timidly, after steal
ing a glance at his  watch . "Someone's coming. She ought to arrive any 
minute now . . . .  " 

I haven't thought of Mother for a long time. I t's as though I 'd forgotten 
her. I don't think about Father either. I 'm afraid to remember them. I keep 
trying to cl ing to something living-something that will be i n  the future . . . .  
It's preposterous . . . .  

"Do you hear me?" demanded Weissman. "I  told you that one evening 
when I was with friends of Vidrighin I met a very beautiful woman who said 
she knows you . . .  She was doamna Wainwright-the former domnisoara 
Zissu ,"  he added hesitantly. 
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"Stella Z issu?" Stefan stopped i n  the middle of the room and turned to 
face his friend. 

"I wanted to surprise you, but I didn't know . . . .  I hadn't found out about 
Biris . . . .  She ought to arrive any minute, " he repeated, glancing agai n  at his  
watch. "Perhaps i t  would  be better not to receive her.  I'll  telephone her 
tomorrow and tell her that some friends took us out in their car this morning 
and we had a breakdown and didn't get back until after midn ight. . . .  " 

"That's interesting. She got married then . "  
"She was lucky. " Weissman sounded somewhat envious. "She caught a 

mi l l ionaire. N ow she has an apartment at the Georges V ,  a car at the 
curb . . . .  But we can't receive her. She wouldn't understand. Our grief is no 
concern of  hers . . . .  " 

"She was a beautiful  woma n . "  Stefan went back to his place on the sofa .  
"And she was l ucky. " 

"She was eager to see you . She said she met you i n  Lisbon and that she 
was in l ove with you once. Oh, she's qui te i ndiscreet! She told everythi ng. 
Vidrighi n's friends were there, foreigners, and she told the whole story-how 
the Engl ish stripped you to the skin-and she made a big joke of i t. She sa id,  
'He stood there naked . But he's a handsome man and he has a fine fig
ure . . . .  

"She could tell us a lot, " Stefan mused , staring absently at the pattern i n  
the rug. "She knows a great many thi ngs . "  

"I  say let's not receive her," insisted \Veissman . "We'll invite her another 
time. She'll notice we're sad and she'l l  ask questions. Then she'll spread it a l l  
over Paris . . . .  But after al l , "  he added , seeing that  Stefan was si lent and 
pensive, "we'll  do as you wish . She's coming to sec you .  She admitted in front 
of all  Vidrighin's friends that you two had a big romance, that you were ready 
to commit I don't know what fol ly for her-that you were going to run away to 
America together. . . .  I know a lot about you, so I didn't beli eve her, but the 
others, Vidrighi n 's friends . . .  " 

'Tm very curious to meet her aga in ,"  commented Stefan presently with a 
smile. "She might be very useful to us. " 

"As you wish , "  said Weissma n ,  l ooking once more at h is watch.  "She 
ought to arrive at any moment-now, in fact. She said she'd come at four
thi rty or a quarter to five. S he's a l i ttle l ate . . . .  " 

That night he a\\·oke suddenly to fi nd his entire being overflowing with a 
happiness he had never known.  H i s  body seemed renewed and ful l  of vigor, 
bursting with health . He had not felt so well in years. When he opened his 
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eyes and was confronted with the darkness of the cel l ,  he was not afraid. He 
did not hesitate but sprang from the bed and stood up without a stagger, 
call ing "Barsane!" in a whisper. No one answered. He's resting, Biris guessed, 
and he smiled. He sleeps at night too, l ike everyone else. Immediately he 
recalled the message and began to shake with excitement. If no one were there 
to tell it  to he would forget it again .  Groping, he went in the direction of the 
door, his hands extended in front of h im in the dark. He knew why he had 
awakened. It  was because he had to tell the others-those who remained
what it had been his privilege to understand, although the circumstances of 
this comprehension, or whose assistance might have come to his aid, he did 
not know. But now everythi ng was perfectly clear. The simplicity of it all was 
extraordi nary. He was ashamed not to have understood it sooner, since it was 
exactly as it should be. Even children would understand it .  

His hands touched the cold damp wall of the cel l , and he began to grope 
along it to the right and then to the left. Yes, it was exactly as it should be. At 
a certain moment the ship stops, the gangway is extended, and crossing over it ,  
you d isembark. Your feet scarcely touch dry land when you real ize that up to 
that moment you have been traveling continuously, that you never have stayed 
in one place, and that even the idea of stopping would have been i ncon
ceivable. At the instant of touching the ground, when you have finally stopped, 
al l  your life-all  the l ives of others, a l l  that has happened to you until then
appears to you now as it really is and not as it once seemed to be. 

Although he continued to feel his way through the darkness he did not 
come upon the wet iron of the door. He decided then to circle the room, 
staying close to the wal l .  He could feel the beating of his heart, the throb of 
l ife i n  h is body, and this euphoria began to trouble h i m .  He must hurry so 
that he would not forget. Again he whispered, "Barsane! Barsane!" a nd 
stopped to l isten. But he could hear only his heartbeat and the sound of his 
breathing, which was somewhat labored, as though he had been running long 
and fast. If Barsan had been here he would have told h im,  and Barsan would 
have repeated it the next day to Duma or to his children. He has five . . . .  
People would have found out-those who remained here-and their l ives 
would have begun again from the beginning as if they had been born a second 
time. 

After awhile he stopped, his hopes dissipated. He thought he must be 
dreaming. It seemed to him that he had groped endlessly through the dark
ness, circl ing the walls of the cel l ,  and that he ought to have reached the door. 
He could hardly have missed it. It was made of i ron and it was wet and cold.  
He could not have fai led to feel it  under his fingers. If he had found the door 
he would have begun to beat on it with his fists until he woke up the guard i n  
the corridor. He would have told h i m  first. H e  would have said i t  a s  succinctly 
as possible and in the simplest words, so that he could understand too. Then 
he would have told him he wanted to make a statement. At the same time, as 
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he waited for Barsan to return,  he would have repeated the message over and 
over in his  m ind to be sure that he would remember it .  He fel t  his  heart beat 
faster and he set off aga i n ,  walking rapidly, keeping one hand on the wal l  and 
moving the other constantly back and forth i n  the darkness around h i m .  He 
seemed to be afraid of col l iding with something or someone. S uppose he did 
not find the door? H e  might forget. It  was childishly simple, but he could 
forget i t  at any moment. 

H e  paused aga i n  and began to beat on the wal l  with both fists. But at 
once he realized the futi l i ty of h is gesture. H is clenched hands struck 
noisel essly on the cold,  mouldy stone. It  was l i ke pounding on sand. Panic 
seized him then and he left the wal l ,  running toward what h e  thought was the 
middle of the cel l .  H e  began to shout. "Barsane!" he cried and then stopped 
because the loudness of h is voice frightened h i m .  It was much stronger than 
he had expected. I 've got to deliver the m essage while there's sti l l  t ime! he 
found h imself thinking. H e  cal led out aga in  several ti mes and was deafened 
by the clamor of the i ntermi nable echoes awakened by h is cry. He put h is 
hands over his cars. They've l ocked me i n  another cel l ,  he sa id to h imself, 
shaken by fear, a special  cel l without an iron door, without any exit. They 
locked me in here while I was asleep. They must have lo\\'cred my bed by a 
special apparatus, through an opening i n  the cei l ing, through a trapdoor that's 
closed so tightly no noise can penetrate it-l ike being scaled up in a tomb! 
They've shut me in here al ive! As if they knew I 'd be entrusted with a message! 

Standing moti onless , he l istened , his arms hangi ng l i mply, \\·caril y at h is  
s ides.  He felt despa ir  engulf h im.  H is l ife might have had a meaning, a 
fulfil lment-and they had prevented it !  He had something to say, somethi ng 
very important, the only thing that needed to be sa id.  All the rest
philosophy,  poiitics ,  l ove-were games played by children . He had squan
dered his l ife playing them.  Everyone else too, \\·ithout exception,  had done 
the same thi ng. What he had discovered that night was the only th ing \\ orth 
kno\\ ing. Something that began on the ship . . . .  

He became alarmed aga in  and put both hands to h is face frantically, 
feel ing h is cheeks, trying to prod his memory. There was something about a 
sh ip,  but there were other th ings besides-things that were much m ore i mpor
tant. The ship was just at the beginning. It  \vas onl y after the ship stopped that 
the true revelation commenced! He must say something about what happened 
after the ship stopped. He moistened h is l ips several times and breathed very 
deeply, but he no longer remembered . He only recal led the ship. 

In  h is  despai r  tears gathered i n  his eyes. He hastened through the dark
ness, extendi ng his hands before h i m ,  and i n  a fe\\. moments he found the 
wal l  aga in .  He wanted to l ean on it, to rest his head upon his arms so that he 
could weep \\ i thout restraint,  but suddenly he fel t  an  intense burning deep 
with in his  chest. He clenched his ja\\·s together tigh tly in a desperate attempt 
to halt the swift rush of blood, but in a m oment it began to stream from the 
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corners of his mouth and from his nostrils. Weakly he let his mouth drop 
open wide, unaware that he had fal len on his knees. His chin,  his  neck, his  
chest felt wet and sticky. A cold sweat covered his body. Defeated, he closed 
his eyes and collapsed on the concrete floor. At the same time he remembered 
aga in all that had been reveal ed in the moment when the ship stopped and the 
gangway was noiselessly lowered. He smiled. 

Even before he was fully awake he recognized the strong odor of the hospita l ,  
and he heard a deep voice that sounded far away. "He's been i n  a coma for 
several days. He hasn't regained consciousness s ince. The doctor was amazed 
at such stamina . . . .  " 

"The women have come to ask for the body, " he heard Bursuc say. 
'They're waiting in the courtyard . At Police Headquarters they were told he  
had died. They came to  the Patriarchate and fel l  on their knees i mploring me, 
as if I were Cod, to i ntervene so they could have the body . . . .  " 

"He should have died the day before yesterday, according to the doctor. " 
Biris opened h is eyes and saw Bursuc. The monk was dressed i n  his 

surplice. "Your blessing, Father!" the sick man whispered. 
''I 've come to get you , "  said Bursuc, his voice quavering slightly. He 

went qu ickly to the bed and laid his hand on Biris's forehead. "You're saved. 
The women are in the courtyard waiting for you . "  

"Coana Viorica?" I t  was difficult for Biris to speak. 
"And I rina . They came i n  a car. I told them to wait . " 
' ' I 'd l ike to see them . . .  " 
"We're taking you home , "  interrupted Bursuc. "We're going i n  the car. " 
' ' I 'd l ike to see them now,"  insisted Biris. 
"I  don't know if they'll let them come in. I ' l l  go ask. " He started to leave 

the bedside, but Biris caught his sleeve. 
"Stay with me. Send someone else. I just want to see them. Otherwise I 

can't . . .  I see that I can't die . . . .  " 
"Don't be childish. You're safe no\\·. We're going to take you home and 

you'll get wel l . "  
" I  know. But there's n o  more time . . . .  I 'd l ike to ask you something. I 

don't know when this was. I think it was last night. I understood it then . . . .  
Come closer. Listen carefully. I understood. I t's something very simple. Tell 
them all that it's very simple. Tell Barsan,  too, not to worry. I t's very simple. 
I 've forgotten the rest now, but assure them all that that's the way it  is. Tell 
them not to be afraid . . . .  " 

He stopped in order to swallow. H is mouth seemed to have become dry. 
Bursuc turned and called to someone who was waiting in the doorway of the 
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sickroom.  "Co to the Chief and tell h i m  to let the women i n .  Tell h i m  I 
request it .  Tell h i m  why. " Frightened, he moved his  hand i n  a vague gesture. 

'Tel l coana Viorica too , "  sa id Biris ,  "but don't tell it to her l ike that. 
Don't tel l her '' hat it '' as l ike \\'hen you saw me. Don't alarm her. Just tel l her 
that it  \\·as tuberculosis, l ike :\'!other. That's the way Mother died-with 
tuberculosis .  I was condemned l ong ago . . . .  " 

BurstiC rubbed his  eyes \\ ith his left hand. "They promised me they 
wouldn't do anyth i ng to you , "  he began,  and his  voice faltered . ' ' I 'm a monk. 
They shouldn't have l ied to me. I \\·as always honest \\·ith them . I never l ied to 
the m .  They shouldn't have deceived me and m ocked me . . . .  " Tears ran 
down his checks and he searched the pockets of his surplice until he found a 
handkerchief. H e  dabbed at his  eyes and face. 

"It's not their faul t , ' ' Biris went on. "It's no one's fault .  . . .  And now I 
want to make a request. Tell Stefan '' hen you sec h i m  . . .  " 

" I 'll tell h im noth ing! " cried Bursuc,  with a shudder. " It's on account of 
h i m  you're here. I don't wa nt to hear anyth ing!"  

"Just tell h i m  this-that he's right. There is  a way out .  Tell h i m  to look 
for it. . . .  " He stopped speaking and gazed fixedly,  very intently ,  at some spot 
di rectl y in front of h i m ,  at somethi ng that seemed to be difficult for h i m  to 
sec. "And IlO\\ . . .  hurry! . . .  hurry!" he \\ hispcrcd. 

Bursuc leaned over h i m ,  alarmed . "\\'hat's the matter? \\'hat do you 
want?" 

Biris \\ as s i lent, sti l l  staring stra ight ahead. 
"Nurse !"  cried Bursuc. 
"Coana Viorica , "  murmured Biris .  "Tell her I wanted to go to Paris . " 

He smi led and turned to face the m onk. Reaching for his  hand, he held it  
tightly in both of his .  "Absolve me, Father, " he  sa id in a surpris ingly cl ear  
voice. "H urry ! "  

' ' I ' m  not \\ orthy , "  Bursuc exclai med, bursting into tears. " I 'm more 
si nful than you . I 'm a thief, a criminal . I'm not worthy to absolve you . "  He 
dropped to his knees and began to sob. His  head lay on Biris's hands. 

"A prayer, " Biris whispered . "Say a prayer. . . .  Hurry . . . .  " 

"You say it too . "  Bursuc raised his head slmdy.  "Say it with me . . .  ' Our 

Father, which art i n  H eaven . . .  " ' 
Biris nodded assent, repeating the \\ Ords s lmd y  and with increasing 

effort. \\'hen the door opened and doamna Porum bache rushed i nto the room 
he tried to raise h imself on his elbows. His face brightened suddenly and he 
smi led .  Doamna Porumbachc screamed-a startled cry that was stifled as she 
froze with her hand over her mouth . Irina fel l on her knees beside the bed. 
Happy, at peace, Bi ris gazed at them with eyes that saw no m ore. 
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7 
STEFAN CLOSED THE DOOR BEHIND HIM, AND WITHOUT TURNING ON THE LIGHT 

he stood for a moment l istening intently. They're not at home, he said to 
himself. Maybe they've gone to see a motion picture. Then I have at least two 
hours ahead of me . . . .  Tiptoeing to the window, he opened the shutters. 
When he rested his arms on the windowsil l ,  as he did so often , he was greeted 
by the cool freshness of the summer night, and he leaned out to look at rue 
Vaneau, a street not entirely unfamiliar to him.  He had read about it in La 
Cousine Bette long ago, even before his first visi t to Paris twenty-five years 
earli er.  

In  February, when he had spent his first night on the fourth floor of this 
hotel , time had somehow reversed itself mysteriously and he had felt 
that he was once again in his secret room. There were thi n  wooden 
doors on each side and the walls seemed as insubstantial as screens. The 
slightest sound could be heard-every footstep, all his neighbors' dis
cussions. Stefan had l istened rather absently at fi rst. His thoughts kept 
turning back twelve or thi rteen years to the time of the secret room in 
Bucharest when he had overheard the conversations between Vadastra 
and Arethia . 

During the first few weeks he seldom slept at the hotel , and 
when he did spend a night there it was necessary for him to put Boulcs 
Quiess in his cars so that he could go to sleep, since it was always 
late, after midnight, when the last of his neighbors went to bed . He 
quickly learned to know these people, even before he met them on 
the stairs or in the hallway. The room on the right was occupied in 
February by a young couple who prepa red thei r meals on an alcohol 
stove. He heard them take the silverware out of a suitcase they kept 
under the bed and he listened as they washed their pots and pans. They 
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talked al l  the time about the apa rtment that they would soon occupy. 
The sound of meat sizzling in the frying pan would reach h is ears, and 
soon the odor of cote de mou ton began to filter under the door. Then 
Stefan ,,·ould go to the ,,·indow and open it noisily in order to inform his 
neighbors that his  room was being i nvaded by the smell of fried mutton . 
;:-\o matter h ow many newspapers he stuffed around the door, the 
ki tchen smells always found their way into h is quarters. 

Fortunately, in a short time the young couple succeeded in secur
ing the apartment, and their place was taken by a woman whose age was 
difficult to determine-she was probably younger than she looked-and 
a l i ttle girl of nine or ten who had a bandage over half of her face. Stefan 
had met them in the lobby on the evening of their arriva l .  The woman 
was completing the registration form , and the girl , seated on a su itcase, 
,,·as '' aiting for her with a resigned a i r .  The child had regarded Stefan 
sternly "·ith her one unbandaged eye. Stefan found out later from the 
porter that the girl had had an accident in which one side of h er face 
had been burned. They had come to Paris so the child could enter a 
hospital for plastic surgery. He did not know, the porter had said, if the 
,,·oman ,,·ere her mother or her aunt or only a friend of the family.  They 
did not have the same name, but the l i ttle girl called her "Mama . "  
Every night when the \\ Oman changed the dressing and bathed the 
\\ Ound before they went to bed , the girl \\ ould moan and sta mp her feet. 
Sometimes she screamed and tried to run away. 

The first t ime he heard her scream Stefan had just returned from a 
long walk  i n  the company of Baraga n ,  whom he had met that  afternoon 
as he was ,,·aiti ng on rue Copemic for the IRO office to open . It was 
al\\·ays a \'dried assortment of individuals \\ ho found themselves thrown 
together in the queue, which grew rapidly in length before two o'clock. 
Stefan leaned against the wal l  and looked at the people around h i m ,  
trying to guess their national i ties before they spoke. Some were wearing 
clothes that had once been mili tary uniforms, which , in order n ot to 
arouse suspicion, had been altered unskillfully and concealed under a 
cloak or a faded trench coat. There were also those whose garb bespoke 
elegance. Freshly shaved, they smoked their American cigarettes as they 
talked a mong themselves, without a glance at  the others in the l ine. 
They seemed to be trying to create the i mpression that their having to 
stand on the sidewalk of rue Copernic was due to an error-that they 
had mistaken the h our and for that reason had to wai t  with all the 
riffraff, but everythi ng would be a rranged once they spoke to Monsieur 
X . . . . Near  Stefan a young man leaned on the wal l ,  smoking. His th ick 
black eyebrows al most grew together and he had a deep sca r across his  
cheek. H e  i nhaled the smoke of h is cigarette i nsatiably, and from time 
to time he took out a handkerchief and wiped his mouth . Presently he 
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turned to Stefan and asked in Romanian if he knew M. Bremont, the 
man who was i n  charge of questioning the Romanians and assembling 
their dossiers. In this way they entered into conversation. 

The young man said his name was Baragan and that he had come 
there from H ungary, where he had been imprisoned for six months for 
crossing the border i l legally.  H e  had been released on the morning of 
January l ,  1 948 ,  and the fi rst thing he discovered upon leaving prison 
was that King Mihai had abdicated the night before. From that time
from New Year's Day until that  very afternoon late in February when he 
met Stefan-Baragan had been pondering a plan of action. He had 
come to Paris to recruit resolute volunteers and to put his plan into 
operation that spring. After he filled out the questionnaire he waited on 
the street for Stefan to talk with h im and try to persuade h im to join his 
cause. They set off on foot from rue Copernic, and all  the way to Ia 
place de Ia Concorde he talked constantly. Stefan suggested a cup of 
coffee in Montparnasse, and they descended into the Metro station. 
The only time that Baragan ceased to expound on the sub ject of h is plan 
was while they were in the crowded subway. He contented himself with 
eyeing his travel i ng companions curiously, wiping his mouth with his 
handkerchief from time to time. In the cafe he listened cautiously for a 
moment to be sure no Romanian was being spoken at the tables near 
them , and then he revealed the final details of the plan. 

It would take fifteen, or at the most twenty, volu nteers. But the 
men must be committed, because there was not the sl ightest chance of 
their surviving. Furthermore, he must draft a message addressed to all 
the leaders of Europe and America . Days or weeks in advance he would 
type one or two hundred copies of it, which would be signed b} all the 
volunteers. Then he would send the statement to political figures, 
writers, major journalists, and church leaders. I n  the message he would 
explain that it was not their intention for this gesture to have any 
immediate political repercussions. It was just a last desperate, futile cry 
of peoples who were condemned to death . For that reason Baragan 
wanted to l ocate volunteers from all the countries occupied by the 
Soviets. Their deed then would become a col lective symbol of protest 
from those parts of Europe that had been sacrificed in a few spectacular 
meetings of the Allies. S ince no means of escape from this situation 
existed, there was nothing left to do except make a non-poli tical gesture 
that would focus the attention of the Westerners on the tragedy of the 
sacrificed nations. Baragan's plan was s imple-he would post the letters 
to the l eaders of Europe and the United States so they would a l l  arrive 
on the same day as those mailed to the Parisians. Then in the m iddle of 
the night at Ia place de Ia Concorde the volunteers would blow them
selves to pieces with dynamite.  Baragan,  Stefan learned , had studied 

546 



indmtrial chemistry for three �'Cars and had '' or ked in a munitions 
factory under the Communists. He cla imed to kno\\· h(J\\ to prepare the 
charge of dynamite so precisely that  there \\"Ould be no chance any of 
them would l ive through it .  "So far I 've found two volunteers , "  he 
confessed , lcm cring his voice, "a Romanian and a Hungarian .  But to 
rea lly impress \\ orld opin ion there must be at l east fifteen . . . .  I 'm not 
putting pressure on anyone, " he added, a l i ttle embarrassed , al most 
apologetic. "It 's just an i nvitation to an examinati on of conscience . . . .  " 

That evening when he returned to h is h otel Stefan had heard the 
girl screa ming, and he  stood astounded in the middle of the room 
\nmdcring ,,·hat to do. Perhaps he should knock on the door to sec if 
they needed something. He thought the \\ Oman \\·as struggl ing with the 
girl , because he could hear her h eavy breath ing. She might have been 
stra ining to h old the child '' ith one arm in an effort to keep the other 
hand free. t\ l i ttl e later he heard her talking and \\ hispering to the l i ttle 
one, kissing her, pleading with her to forgive her.  The girl had begu n to 
cry. Stefan relaxed and stretched out on the bed . 

"You're plan is not a bad one, "  he had said on leaving Baragan .  "I 
regret that I 'm not free, as I \\·as a fe\\ years ago. It would be a beautiful 
death and a purposeful one. I had a friend once , a playwright. H e  
dreamed of \Hiting a kind o f  tragedy inspi red by the agony of the 
Nibelungen . H e  \\ ould have l iked your plan \'Cry nlllch . . . .  But I'm not 
free. I 'm searching for someone. "  "Please don't tell anyone, " Baragan 
had said .  "If the police fi nd out they'll expel a l l  of us . . . .  " 

The l i ttle girl sobbed qu ietly .  From the room on the left came the 
constant and regular tramp of footsteps. The man had become impa
tient and had begun to pace about in agita tion.  "He must be \\'a i ling for 
his girl friend , "  guessed S tefa n .  He \\ as a Creek ,,ho had a fami ly  
somewhere nearby in that quarter of  Pa ris . \\ 'hen it \\ as t ime for d inner 
a car stopped in front of the hotel and Stefan heard the horn blow. H is 
neighbor qu ickly opened his window and signaled to the occupants. In 
his haste he a lmost ran all  the way dmm the three fl ights of sta irs .  Stefan 
had seen them all  several times-the mother, a sister, and an uncle who 
was constantly scowl i ng, \\ ore dark glasses, and hardly ever spoke. H e  
simply blew the h orn \\ henever his ncphe\\ seemed to b e  delayed . 

Once Stefan had questioned Stella Wai nwright, " Does your hus
band, by any chance, have among his numerous friends a Creek mil
l ionaire, a very dark-skinned man \\ ho wears sunglasses? A man of 
indefinite age, stern , sul l en ,  who never smi les and is always i mpatient? 
A man '' h o  l ikes to be s i lent and \\·ho delights in prolonging his silence 
if he th inks that the others-above all his sister and his nephew
suspect that he's angry , especially at them?" Stefan was not being seri
ous when he asked her th is .  He kne\\ he was painting an exaggerated 
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portrait,  that he was constructing a character. He knew too that there 
could be no possible connection between Wainwright and the man with 
the dark glasses who l ived somewhere i n  the shadow of the I nval ides . 
But he l iked to cut short Stella's frenzied chronicle of l ife in New York, 
of her conquests among the multimill ionai res , of the receptions at the 
Georges Y. I t  pleased h i m  to interrupt her just when her narration had 
become most animated. He would  ask her an absurd question concern
i ng Mr. Wai nwright. Stella would give h i m  a l ong hard look, then 
sl ightly lowering her lashes she would smile in satisfaction . "You're 
jealous !"  she would say. "You envy me. All Roman ians envy me for 
having mil l ions, for being beautiful , for having an American passport!" 
Sometimes she would add, "I 'm sorry, but you're n ot what you used to 
be. You've aged . . . .  " 

She repeated this to him whenever she had the opportunity ever 
since she had gone to see him on boulevard Murat. "Stefa n ,  you've 
aged! You have too much gray hair !"  She had remained unaltered. She 
was just a l i ttle too elegantly dressed, a l i ttle too well-groomed. "I 
forgave you, "  she told him once. "And yet I regret that I did!  I t  would 
have pleased me to take revenge !"  "Have you been in Switzerland?" 
asked Stefan abruptly. "Do you know anyone in the American Embassy 
in Berne? I have to go to Switzerland and they won't give me a visa . . . .  " 
Stella had seated herself on the sofa .  She stared at h i m  a long time 
without attempting to hide her disappointment. "I can't get over how 
much you've changed, "  she said . "You were a handsome man . "  "Do 
you know a nyone at the Swiss Consulate?" Stefan insisted. "That de
pends on what you're goi ng to do in Switzerland. " "I have to search for 
Ileana . "  Stella was thoughtful for a moment and she smiled .  "I leana? 
Are you sti l l  i nvolved with her?" "Do me a very great favor," Stefan 
continued.  "If  you'll introduce me to Wainwright, I ' l l  ask him myself. 
Americans are sentimental .  Perhaps I can persuade him . . . .  " 

S ince that afternoon early i n  November he had seen her re
peatedly, but it was not until January that he succeeded in making the 
acquaintance of Wai nwright. "He's gone,"  she would tell h i m  when 
they met. "They cal led him on the telephone from London this 
morning . . . .  " Or, another time, "He took a plane for New York yester
day. He promised me he'd be back next week . . . .  " Stefan didn't always 
bel ieve her. He would stay near the door of her apartment at the Georges 
V, close to the wal l ,  smiling, embarrassed. "Are you afraid?" She came 
closer. "Are you afraid of me?" "I know you want to get even with me," 
he said.  ' ' I 'm protecting myself. " "I  hated you for several years, but n ow 
that's past. You're lucky . . . .  " "Don't think I 'm giving in to you , "  she 
warned h im once as she walked slowly across the salon. "Don't harbor 
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any il lusions.  I l ike you because you're Romanian and you're unhappy. 
You 're a drifter , and tomorrow or the next day you'll have to find work 
in the market , l ike the others. Or else you'll emigrate to Canada to chop 
\\ ood in the forest, or you'll go to Argentina or Australi a .  That's why I 
l ike you . I l ike to remember the time when we were together,  when you 
teased me. Tell me a story . I l ike to listen to you. Tel l  me what else 
happened in Paris . . . .  " 

He sat on the sofa and watched her as she walked around the room , 
his  eyes consta ntly seeking hers in an effort to read her thoughts-to 
divine ,,·hat she was planning to d o-and he talked to her. "It was in 
1 92 8 , "  he bega n once, "the year I took my doctorate here in Paris . I had 
a friend who was a theologian . . .  " " No , "  Stel la interrupted h i m .  
" Romanians don 't interest m e .  I 'm tired o f  hearing about noth ing but 
tragedies and misfortunes. Tell me something else . " "Hear  me out and 
you 'l l  discover hem I decided to study political economy after I made 
friends \\ ith a theologian .  Because you may not know this-! came here 
to Paris to study theology . . . .  " Suddenly he relaxed and beamed at  her,  
u nconsciously recovering the freshness of his youth . Stella studied him 
attentively,  her eyes sl ightly  closed, and waited eagerly for h im to con
tinue. He often invented characters from his student days in Paris ,  but 
then he wondered \\ hat he would do with them.  How wou ld he carry 
them through the world for twenty years and through what ci rcum
stances would he be  able to  bring them to  the present? "Tell me some
thing else, " Stella would break in from time to ti me,  her patience at an 
end , and she would get up abruptly to search for a package of cigarettes 
or to go to the windcm and look out on the street. "Tell me something 
interesti ng ! "  ' " just listen ! "  he \\ ould say. " I n  those days when I went into 
a Romanian restaurant . . .  " He knew that th is  always held her atten
tion .  She wa nted to kno\\ \\ hat went on in the Romanian restaurants . 

Often she invited h im to dinner i n  the even ing. "Oh, no!"  he 
\votdd protest, ' "th is  evening you're my guest . . . .  " "You'll  spend al l  
your money! " Stel la  \HJUid tel l  h im,  and he thought he  detected a 
gleam of wickedness i n  her eyes. " 'You won't have a cent left and you'll 
have to go to work nights at the market l ike a common laborer. . . .  Let's 
go to a Roma nian restaurant, " she added , smil ing. "''d en joy disgracing 
you . "  "Shall ! tell you what else happened to my theologian friend?" he 
went on as though he had not heard. 

As they entered the restaurant Stella would glance around her 
conspicuously, laughing and chattering in a loud voice until she felt 
herself the center of attention . Then she would lean close to Stefan and 
whisper to h i m .  Once she stated , "All these people th ink you're my 
lover. And since they know you're a poor devil of a refugee , they 
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imagine that I 'm supporting you!"  She brought her face close to his .  
"Let's find out what happened to my friend the theologia n , "  he 
suggested again ,  u nruffled. 

Usually Misu Weissman would  remark when he came in  with the 
coffee i n  the morning, "You were with Stella aga in .  I found out from 
Vidrighin 's friends . "  And a few minutes later he would add, "You told 
her aga i n  about the theologian . . . .  You were unwise. She's extremely 
i ndiscreet. " "You won't misunderstand me," Stefan would interrupt. 
"You know why I left the country . . . .  " Misu Weissman would regard 
him with an embarrassed smile. "Vidrighin's friends say that you're 
living with Stel la .  I had an argument with one of them last n ight. " "The 
only serious thing . . .  " Stefan would continue as though he had heard 
noth ing. "The only thing tha t worries me is that I can 't get to meet 
Wainwright. Probably Stel la doesn't want me to . . . .  " 

But one day he met him unexpectedly in the lobby of the Georges 
V. A fat man, becoming bald,  but still rather young, he wore gold
rimmed glasses that concealed his eyes in a curious manner. You could 
not recognize their color or even discern in which di rection he was 
looking, and this gave you the disconcerting impression of talking with 
someone who did not see you . He was sitting with a group of men 
around a low table. Stella led Stefan by the hand and presented h i m  as if 
she thought him a rare and exotic animal .  "Hm\ do you do?" said 
Wainwright in English, shaking Stefan's hand vigorously without l ook
ing at him.  Then he turned back to his companion and they resumed 
their conversation. "He adores me," Stella said. "He doesn't refuse me 
any caprice . . . .  We're dining together this evening , "  she added. 
" Everybody's invited. You can talk to him . . . .  " But it  was impossible to 
talk to h i m  that evening. Wainwright had approached Stella and put his 
hand on her shoulder. "You will excuse me, my dear ,"  he apologized, 
speaking in English, and he nodded to Stefan several times and smiled.  
"This eveni ng you're my guest, " Stella had said.  "Friends of Vidrighin 
will be there, and conu Misu too. " 

A few weeks later, \Yhen he was finally able to speak with Wain
wright, he real ized that no matter what he might say Wainwright did 
not l isten.  He nodded his head approvingly all  the time and he smiled,  
but he was unable to l isten , regardless of his good intentions. "Don't 
worry, "  Stella assured h i m .  "If he made a promise, he'll get you your 
visa . "  This was in March.  Several days before that Misu Weissman had 
come home preoccupied and troubled. "Some difficulties have arisen ,"  
he said,  "and I can't persuade Vidrighin .  He's obstinate and suspicious. 
I t's the business I told you about. " 

Actually he had spoken only very vaguely about the matter he was 
working on wi th Vidrighin  and a Belgian syndicate. All that Stefan had 
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learned ,,·as that it concerned the redemption of stock of a Romanian 
petroleum corporation which had recently been absorbed by Sovrom
petrol . "But don't let it  bother you , "  ;\1isu had continued. "The deal 's 
a l l  set, \\ ith or \\·i thout Vidrighin .  There are plenty of other interested 
people.  I told you eventually \\·c 'll be mil liona ires . . . .  " And since he 
noticed that Stefan remained silent and thoughtfu l ,  Weissman began to 
talk  aga in ,  simulating a cheerful ness he did not feel . "I  mentioned you 
aga in to Stella .  She's remarkably curious and wants to know all about 
you . ' I  don't understand h i m , '  she said to me,"  and before he was aware 
of it  he had started to imitate her. " ' It's impossible to understand h im.  
Do you understand h im? \\'hat sort of  man i s  he?  Sometim es I have the 
impress ion he's crazy. Or perhaps he \\"ants to play the fool ,  but I don't 
understand why. H e's a very strange creature. I'd l ike to know \\"hat goes 
on in his mind-\\ hat he's thinking. Because he's always thinking! ' " 
"You imitate her very ''-el l , "  Stefan commented with a smile.  "I might 
be l istening to her. I didn't know you were such a good mimic . . . .  " 
Flattered , \\'cissman began to laugh , but he must have remembered 
Vidrighin ,  for a shadow crossed his face. He made an effort to banish 
the thought and rubbed h is hands together in agitation.  "Yes, she's very 
curious , "  he began aga in ,  seating hi mself on the sofa .  "And it seems to 
me that she's a l ittle jealous too. 'Who's his girl friend?' she asked me. 
' I leana , '  I anS\\Crcd , ' I leana Sidcri .  He left Romania to sea rch for 
her. . . .  ' "  He stopped , suddenly embarrassed , and glanced apprehen
sively at Stefa n ,  \\ ho hastened to reassure h im.  "You ans\\-crcd her very 
properl y. I t's no secret . . . .  " "That's just ,,·hat I told her-it's no secret. 
It's better for people to kno\\ '' hy you came here so they won't make all 
kinds of accusations. But Stella \\ oulcln't bel ieve me. ' I  didn't ask you 
about I leana , '  she said .  'I \\ ant to know \\ ho his girl friend is here in 
Paris . ' I anS\\ Crcd that I don't knm\ , that I'm not acquainted \\·ith her. 
Did I say the righ t th ing?" he asked , looking directly in Stefan's eyes. 
"You know the other Romanians arc asking the same question , but they 
th ink that you 're Stella's . . . .  I told her that too and she laughed. She 
seemed cldightccl . ' Do you th ink this puts him in an embarrassing 
position?' she asked me. Do you think the Romanians arc convinced 
that I 'm supporting him?'  I looked at her a long time and answered , 
'You're too young and too beautiful to find it necessary to support a 
man . '  Do you think that \\ aS a good answer?" "Perfect !" Stefan assured 
h im.  "I have the impression that she sti l l  l oves you and is terribly 
jealous , "  Weissman added after a\\ hilc .  "We ought to speak seriously 
with her one of these clays . . . .  " And \\·hen he observed that Stefan did 
not appear to u nderstand, he explained ,  lowering his eyes in embar
rassment and \\ Onclcring what to do with his hands, "To tell her that 
some difficulties have a risen, but that if someone with a l ot of money 

5 5 1  



would step in-for i nstance, Wainwright-we'd become multimil
l ionaires in a few weeks . . . .  " 

Several times after that Stefan tried to sway her. H e  \\·ould let her 
get involved in telling him about her conquests and then, unexpectedly, 
he would interrupt. "You can persuade Wainwright to participate in 
conu Misu's business deal . "  Stella would gaze at him with half-closed 
eyes. She wondered if he could be speaking seriously. Or was this a joke 
uttered simply for the purpose of cutting her off? "Have you some 
interest in the deal?'' she asked him one day. "None. " " . . .  Fortunately 
for Misu . Otherwise it  would come to nothing. I 'd even sell my jewels 
to destroy it and then I'd be sorry, because I find the old man quite 
personable . . . .  " "Can I tell conu Misu all this?" he had asked her, but 
Stella  did not reply. "' 'd l ike for you to be rich . "  She had continued to 
pursue this thought dreamily, "Very rich, but with all your money 
invested in one big business. And then in a single day I 'd destroy you! 
I 'd reduce you to zero, so you wouldn't even have enough to pay your 
hotel bi l l !  And you'd come to beg Wainwright to lend you a few 
thousand francs, but of course I 'd be there and I 'd signal h im to refuse. 
Probably you'd commit suicide, because you're too proud to beg. Or 
maybe it  would be more serious-you'd be put in jai l .  And after that 
you'd inevitably commit suicide . . . .  " 

She was s i lent then for some time, smiling absently, as though she 
could not bear to abandon her dream.  Suddenly she demanded, "Will 
you have di nner with me tonight? I was invited to eat with Vidrighin's 
friends, but I can decline. " She waited a moment i n  front of h im,  
impatient, fidgeti ng. I t  seemed a considerable struggle for her  to keep 
from throwing herself at him and ripping him to shreds. "You're my 
guest, "  Stefan said, "but we can't go to the Romanian restaurant or 
Vidrighi n's friends will find out about it. " "Let's go to St. -Germain
des-Pres then,  so I can see the Existentialists . . . .  " 

Later, after they had left the restaurant and had stopped i n  a 
number of cafes , they were walking toward the Georges V when Stella 
caught his arm and whispered to him,  "How happy we'd have been 
together! I 'd have had money and we'd have been happy. I was crazy 
about you. I thought you l oved me too a l i ttle . . .  " "I never said I loved 
you . "  "I thought you were too proud to tell me. " She was silent, 
musing, cl i nging to hi� arm. "And yet you've changed since you be
came an American citizen," he said some time later. "When I first 
knew you, you used different expressions. You were always saying 
·you're a pig! ' Now you don't say it  at a l l .  You've changed . "  Stella had 
sought his eyes in the dark, leaning her head closer to h is,  and she had 
smiled with visible effort. "If you only knew how much I hate you ! "  she 
murmured. "I  never thought I could hate anyone so much! I keep trying 
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to think of something horrible to do,  something that will destroy you 
completely . . . .  " But he continued to accompany her very amicably, 
talking to her without stopping until  they reached the lobby of the 
Georges V,  "·here he kissed her hand courteously. "You've been a dear !"  
\\ as h er parting thrust. "See you soon ! "  

O n  the first night that he spent in  the hotel i t  was very late when he 
went to sleep , since he  \\·as forced to l isten to the conversations in the 
adjoining rooms and he struggled "·ith the memories of his secret room 
in Bucharest. He pressed the pillow over his head and fi nally managed 
to drop off, but the next morning he bought a box of Boules Quiess. 
After that whenever he heard his neighbors come in at night he stuffed 
these in his cars so that the noise was at least muffled. At this time he 
was sti l l  l iv ing "·ith i\l isu Weissman on boulevard :\1urat, spending only 
his afternoons and eveni ngs at  the h otel . Someti me later \Veissman said 
to h i m ,  "You ought to give notice of your change of address . "  " I 'd 
rather not if I can avoid it. I 'd l ike my address to remai n  secret. " 
" I mpossibl e!" interrupted Weissman. "You don't have that right and 
the pol ice are very strict. They m ight make a search .  Yes , a search !"  he 
insisted. "The superv ision of aliens.  Don't forget that ours is a special 
situation . "  "Then I' l l  report the change, but I ask you i n  al l  seriousness 
not to tell a nyone ,,·here I 've mm·cd . Especially, don't tell Stella  or 
Vidrigh in 's friends . "  Weissman concealed a quick glance at  Stefan,  a 
sly smile on his  l ips .  "With respect to me don't worry, but at the same 
ti me let me ca ll your attention to the necessity for caution.  If you 
happen to have any i mportant meetings-! mean pol i tical ones-it 
\\ auld be better for you to come here to my place. Give me a call and 
I' l l  l eave you the key. " 

At the beginning of March Stefan installed h imself permanently  in 
the hotel . Shortly after that  the woman and the l i ttle gir l  with the 
burned face moved to the floor below and in thei r place a family from 
Swcclen arrived for a stay of two "·eeks. Earl y in the morning Stefan 
heard the man working at his typewriter, while the woman sat near the 
\\ indo\\ most of the time, humming to her l i ttle son, whom she held  on 
h er lap. In  the room on the left there \vas almost no sign of l ife from the 
Greek during the course of the morning. "He's studying for his exam
i nati ons , "  the porter said .  "His family rented the room for h i m  so he 
could work undisturbed . "  The uncle with the dark glasses continued to 
come regularly at the dinner h our, blowing his horn as soon as he 
stopped the car in front of the h otel . S ometimes in the afternoon Stefan 
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could tell that the Greek was wai ti ng for his girl friend, because he 
tramped impatiently about the room and kept opening the window to 
look out at the street. When Weissman came the first time to sec Stefan, 
the girl  had j ust arrived and the man was quarrel ing with her. For nearly 
three-quarters of an hour he berated her for being late. Weissman stood 
amazed in the middle of the room. He had not imagined that one could 
hear the voices of the other tenants so distinctly. "Let's go, "  he whis
pered. "I  have i mportant th ings to tell you and your neighbor might 
understand Romanian . . . .  " 

As they went downstairs and set off for a nearby cafe Weissman 
seemed more preoccupied than usual .  He had found out long since that 
Stella would not intercede with Wainwright. 'Til surprise them yet ,"  he 
had said then, and now as he walked along absently beside Stefan,  
staring vaguely ahead with his hands in the pockets of h is overcoat, he 
repeated it,  "You'll see, coane Stefan,  I 'l l  give them all a surprise! I 'l l  
surprise you too . . . . Because you're skeptical , "  he added , turning to 
Stefan with l aughter i n  h is voice. 

It's true, I am skeptical ,  Stefan started to answer. He had wondered 
many times h ow Weissman could sti l l  have money. He mainta ined the 
same l ife-style-always riding in taxis, issuing frequent invitations to 
everyone to dine in expensive restaurants, never fai l ing to send flowers 
to Stella  whenever she i nvited h i m  to dinner. "He's h ead over heels in 
debt and yet he borrows constantly , "  she had told Stefan once. "That's 
why Vidrigh i n  withdrew from h is busi ness deal . . . .  " 

"I figured you out a long time ago,"  Weissman continued. "You're 
skeptica l .  But I'll give you a surprise too. " Then, unexpectedly, he 
broke into a laugh . "That creature!" he exclaimed finally. "She sends us 
both greetings fro�n Ita ly on the same postcard ! She ran off without a 
word . . . .  " 

He h unted nervously i n  his pocket and showed Stefan a picture 
postcard from Naples .  "Greetings from both of us, Stella . "  "She didn't 
say anyth ing to anyone,"  Weissman went on, disturbed. ' 'What will 
Vidrigh in's friends th i nk? I 'd just a rranged some dinners with his friends 
and the Belgians. Stella was to have been there too. You can 
imagine-a woman as beautiful as she always makes an impression . "  
Stefan tried vainly to get Misu t o  confide i n  h im,  to inform him o f  the 
current status of the transaction, but Weissman repl ied evasively, 'Til 
give everyone a surprise . . . .  " He thrust his hands angrily into his over
coat pockets. 

In April ,  with the a id of a former university classmate, Stefan 
found work at an economic agency. Three times a week he went to the 
office, read the Russian and Romanian j ournals and magazines on 
economics and made resumes for an information bulletin .  He had not 
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told a nyone,  and \\ hen \\'cissman came to see h i m  one morning he 
caugh t sight of the pile of materials and questioned him casually,  " Do 
you read Russian al l  the ti me? You're fortunate! You're keeping up '' ith 
'' hat's goi ng on in Romania . . . .  " H e  sat dmm on the edge of the bed 
and ran his  hand over his  face. Stefan looked at h im in alarm. Misu 
seemed to grm\ old before h i s  eyes. But the next m oment he managed 
to smile  aga i n ,  and this effort made h i s  countenance appear infinitely 
sad . Stefan tried to persuade him to stay for l unch, but \Veissman 
refused . He ,,·as invited clsc,, hcre. He always a nswered him l ike 
that-he \\·as invited , or he was having guests for dinner, i n  which case 
he wou ld ins ist that Stefan join them.  \\'hen he came to visit in the 
morning he a h,·ays seemed pressed for time. He would sit dmm absently 
on the sofa ,  but after a fc\\ moments he \\ ould get up aga in  to l ook out 
the " indow or pace the floor '' ithout speaking. Stefan kept trying to get 
h i m  to talk  about the business negotiations. "I kno\\ a l ittle about such 
th ings. I \\ as  an  economic adviser. . . .  \\'hy don't you tell me about i t?" 
' " I 'll tell you . I 'l l  tell  you someday very soon , "  pro mised :\1isu . Then 
one morning, much emba rrassed , \\ ith a sudden blush , \Vcissman 
asked Stefan to loa n  him ten thousand fra ncs . "'' m  expecting a draft 
from Belgi u m , "  he sa id .  ' " I 'll return this i n  the evening. " H e  telephoned 
Stefan that night a nd a nnounced triumphantly, "I 'm cal l ing fro m  the 
Georges V. Stella's back ; :md \\ a nts to sec you without fa i l .  She insists 
that we d ine together th is C\"Cn ing. " 

It \\ as early in :\ lay .  That c\-cning \\·as the fi rst one that had felt  
truly l ike spring, and the sky \\ as clear and sparkli ng. A sizable group of 
people was gathered in the lobby around a small table of aperitifs .  
I mmediately Stella grasped his arm and drc\\· h im into a corner. "I have 
a lm-cr , "  she whispered. "He's here. Sec if you can guess.  I 'l l  give you a 
quarter of an hour. " Then, smil ing and cl i nging to his arm, she brought 
h i m  back into the m idst of the group.  Stefan surprised an expression on 
Weissman's face that conta ined a mixture of joy and fear .  He seemed 
del ighted at the i ntimacy Stella \\ as displaying toward Stefan,  as though 
all his hopes depended upon it, and yet he was afraid to rejoice too 
much in case he should become the victim of an i l lusion.  "She's dying 
for you , coa ne Stefan , "  he " hispcred a few minutes later, approaching 
h i m  to fill h is  glass. "You've de,·astated her. . . .  " Embarrassed, Stefan 
smiled .  

Fifteen m i nutes later Stella pulled him into a corner of the room 
aga in .  Stefan i ndicated one of the young men with a glance. She was 
ecstatic a nd mum1 ured, "You didn't guess ! I told you he's more than a 
lmu! I told you I adore h i m ! "  "Stel la , "  Stefan interrupted, taking her 
hand in h is, "you don't knm' ho\\ much it pleases me to hear you say 
that .  I 'l l  \'Cnture to make one request of you . . .  " "You didn't guess ! "  
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Stella whispered again in agitation . "He's terribly nice. Look again,  
no\\. Maybe you'll guess this t ime . . . .  " H e  glanced arou nd and 
thought that he saw who i t  was. One of the young men was standing 
silently apart, turning his glass around in his fingers, gazing morosely at 
the carpet. "Is  it  he?" Stella nodded. "I have a request to make,"  Stefan 
i nsisted. "It  doesn't have a nything to do with me. It's conu Misu's affair. 
I ntercede with Wainwright for him. I t's a very serious matter. . . .  " 
Frowning, Stella  stared at h im.  She seemed to be wondering for a 
moment what it was he was trying to tell her. Then she took his arm and 
led h i m  to a chair. "''m simply mad about h im!"  she whispered, and 
then she added, "Don't worry. He doesn't understand Romanian.  He's 
from South America . . . .  " Weissman approached him once more, with 
the same mixture of happiness and fear still showing in his  eyes. "You're 
terrific!" he whispered. "She's in a good mood to give in tonight !"  
"Coane Misule, " Stefan confided presently, " it's not what you think. 
There's nothi ng between us. We're just friends. I asked her once more 
tonight to i ntercede with Wainwright and I 'l l  ask her aga in .  But don't 
i magine that between us . .  . She has a lover. . . .  " Speechless, 
Weissman considered him for a l ong time. 'Tm just beginning to have 
some hope , "  Stefan said in an effort to reassure h i m .  "Now that she's 
not furious with me I may be able to persuade her to speak to Wain
wright. . . .  " 

After that time he saw Weissman less often. Once Misu told h im 
on the telephone that he had found a new silent partner. He seemed 
cheerful enough , but when they met that afternoon the expression on 
his face worried Stefan . He appeared both frightened and humil iated, 
and his humil iation arose from the fact that he seemed unable to master 
h is panic. After that he talked constantly of goi ng to Belgium, but 
Stefan simply did not believe h im.  He ran into h i m  once coming out of 
the Metro. Weissman was embarrassed. He wore an expression of gu ilty 
surprise. "I forgot to phone you that I postponed my departure, " he said, 
and he blushed. But Stefan had never been informed definitely that he 
was l eaving. Perhaps Misu had mentioned it  to his other friends without 
recall ing exactly whom. In any case, he looked tired a nd had not 
shaved. The fact that he had ridden on the subway-he who always 
traveled i n  a taxi-seemed ominous to Stefa n .  "Have you seen Stella 
l ately?" Misu asked once. "I heard that she's been disgracing herself 
with that new man of hers. Her l ife's one big orgy, goi ng from bar to 
bar .  She's not interested in seeing Romanians anymore. She says she's 
bored with us poor devils . . . .  " 

The Greek moved at the end of May and after that the room on the 
left was occupied again  by transients . A traveli ng salesman, a Lebanese 
student, and several Engl ishmen slept there, in that order. After the 
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Swedish family left, the room on the right was taken by a woman of 
i ndefinite age whose disti nguished face was a lmost beautiful but lacked 
expression . She had come from one of the provinces , the porter told 
h i m ,  and w:1s in the process of getting a divorce. She was a lmost always 
away. \Vhcn she returned in the eveni ng she was generally accom
panied by a fri end with whom she would remain closeted for a l ong t ime 
in her room, absorbed in conversation.  

\Veissman came once agai n  at the beginning of June to borrow 
another ten thousand francs . "Can you i magine? On my way into the 
city th is morning I lost my briefcase, or perhaps it  was stolen on the 
l\1etro. I don't know. Fortunately I didn't have too much m oney and 
my identification card wasn't in it  . . . .  " He seemed confused and smi led 
\\ ithout ceasing, moving his hands helplessl y, as though he were afra id 
that Stefan would not bel i eve h i m .  "I wouldn't ask you for so much , but 
I 've invited some Belgian friends to dinner and I don't have time to go to 
the bank. I 'l l  return it to you th is evening. Or rather, to be certai n ,  give 
me unti l lu nch tomorrow. If I don't have time to come, I 'l l  telegraph i t  
to you . . . .  " 

It \\·as a week before he received it .  The porter handed it to h i m  i n  
an em· elope. \V eissman h a d  left i t  a t  the h otel \\ hen Stefan was away. 

When he came home at night he  l iked to remai n  for a\\ hi lc  in the darkness 
contemplating the street as he leaned on the \\· indm,·s i l l .  It was a lmost ten 
when he rctume�l to his  room . At that time there were fewer people passing 
by,  and before el even rue Vaneau seemed deserted . But i t  suddenly came to 
l ife aga i n  an hour later \\·hen the neighborhood motion picture theaters closed 
their  doors. 

If they've gone to the cinema I have two h ours ahead of me, he said to 
h imself. He had work to do, but that night he seemed unable to tear himself 
away from the \\ indO\\ . I have time, he  repeated. I 've 1\\'0 good hours . . . .  

He thought he heard a knock at h is door, and he  stepped back, startled. 
With rapid strides he crossed th e room, and l ocating the wall switch , he  
turned on the  l ight. The knocking sounded aga i n .  "Come in !"  he  cri ed .  

I m m ediately the porter opened the door, b u t  he  d i d  not enter. From the 
doon\·ay he held out a rather large package wrapped in brown paper and 
bound ven· securelv with several strands of cord . 

"An �rrand b�y brought it just now, " he sa id.  "I gave h i m  a hundred 
francs . . . .  " 

Stefan searched nervousl y in his bi l lfold and held out two hundred-franc 
notes without a \\ Ord . Biris! he remembered suddenly, and the thought trou-

5 57 



bled him. On that evening the porter knocked on the door, and then we met 
on bulevardul Dinicu Golescu and we talked about Partenie-about an article 
of Partenie's. That was in 1 936---in August-I remember very wel l .  . . .  

"Thanks, and good night, " said the porter, withdrawing. 
Stefan stood perplexed on the threshold with the package under his arm. 

No, it wasn't then, he corrected h imself. That wasn't the evening I met Biris. 
He felt his heart l eap. I gave him a hundred lei . . . .  He said that  he came back 
{rom the Bratianu Statue . . . .  That's what the porter sa id to me another time, 
earl ier,  when he came up to my room and brought me the gloves. On the 
Night of St. John, ,,·hen I met I leana.  He said that they belong to the young 
lady who was with you , Stefan recalled ,  and he took a deep breath, holding it 
as if he wished to suppress a sigh . He closed the door and started to go to the 
desk with the package still under his arm , but changed his mind and sat down 
on the bed. The bundle was heavy. He turned it from one side to the other 
trying to untie the string, but he grew impatient and got up to search on the 
washstand for a discarded razor blade. He had never found out defi nitely if 
they were her gloves and he d idn't even know what had become of them. He 
was carrying them in his pocket on that evening when he met Biris on 
bulevardul Dinicu Golescu and Biris had spoken about Partenie. 

Now the detai ls  of that meeting returned to him with greater clarity. The 
behavior of men is like the functioning of an organ-like a kidney, for instance, 
or the genitals . . . .  He cut the cords with difficulty because they were stout 
and tightly tied , and he began to unwrap the package. After removing the 
brown paper, he noticed that there was a scaled parcel i ns ide with an envelope 
on top, open and unaddressed . It conta ined a single sheet of paper with a few 
l ines on it  penned by Weissman . "This was the surprise, "  read the note, and 
he had signed his name, then added as a postscript, "They arc the master
pieces of the Romanian l iterature of tomorrow. Take care of them. Yours, 
with all confidence and friendship . "  He had signed it  aga in .  Bibicescu's 
manuscripts, surmised Stefan.  But why would he send them to me? he won
dered somewhat fearfully. What can have happened to him? 

H e  rose from the bed and went to close the \\ indow. Picking up the 
package again he placed it  on the desk. Why would he send them to me? 
Carefully he cut the seals of the inner wrapper and took out a bundle of 
notebooks and loose pages covered with writing. They're Bibicescu's manu
scripts, he conti nued to repeat to himself in an effort to quiet his growing 
apprehension. He began to thumb through the papers hurriedly, reading only 
the titles. He found a typewritten copy of The Wake . "By Ciru Partenie and 
Dan Bibicescu" was written on the fi rst page. There was a sheaf of hand
written pages i nscribed, "The Return from Stalingrad, A Modern Myth in 
Five Acts, by Dan Bibicescu . "  A penciled notation in  Bibicescu's handwriting 
was in one corner. "Provisional and unfinished version . "  Stefan glanced at 
page one. "The scene represents the ruins of a blockhouse in Stal ingrad . . . .  A 
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fe\\ moments later a colonel appears. Col onel: What's happened here? . . .  
Don 't you hear me? \\'here's the sergeant? . . .  " There were more bundles of 
pages cl ipped together and these Stefan set aside ,,· ithout looki ng th rough 
them . \\'hy \muld he send them to me? he found h imself \mndering aga i n .  

H e  sa\\ a thick copybook \\ i th a short note i n  Bibicescu's hand\Hiting 
attached to the con:r with a pin .  I t  bore the date 1 5/X/1 94 5 Bucharest. 
"Found by me at Ciuln i ta in house -- , together with other papers of l ess 
importance. It is  a copybook of int imate notes and memoirs belonging to Ciru 
Partenie (may be considered a fragment of a jour nal , the only one which has 
been preserved for us) . "  Stefan ,,·as disturbed. H e  h esi tated . Perhaps i t  would 
be better if  I didn't read it, he  told h imself. :"-!everthel ess he  opened the 
notebook and \\ as struck im mediately by the many obl i terations that had been 
made " i th ink of a cl iffen.:nt col or .  H ere a series of \\ Orcls, there even an entire 
l ine, had been crossed out, obviously by another hand. "Today __ was 
here , "  and the name had been deleted . "She has not come to sec me for 
SC\Tral \\Tcks. I had hoped that the break \\·as final . "  Stefan fel t  the hand tha t 
held the manuscript shake slightly, and he laid the notebook on the desk. 
Fa rther clmm on the same page he sa\\ the l ine ,  "She asked me if I still love 

__ , " a nd again the name \\ as marked out. .. 'Of course I love her , '  I 
ans\\ered . "  Stefan l ifted the book and held the page closer to the l ight ,  tryi ng 
to decipher the name tha t had been expunged . He heard his own agitated 
brea thing. Hi�  efforts \\ere unsuccessful ,  and he began to read from the 
beginning of the page. There \\ as no elate on it, nor any other explanatory 
note. "I find myself again in that sa me strange landscape which seems to me 
to possess a clarity.  a bea uty. that is u tterly remote and futi le .  I feel that I have 
\\ anderecl for a long ti me alone,  that I ha,·e been borne . . .  " The sentence 
remained uncompleted . Perhap� it 's part of a li terary work, Stefan th ought.  
Or maybe someone ca me i n  upon him as he sa t at his  desk and i nterrupted h is 
\\ rit ing. Later \\ hen he reopened the n otebook, he no l onger rem em berecl 
'' hat he had mea n t  to �av or it didn't  interest h im.  Because a fe" l ines farther 
on he starts something else . "The difficulty \\ ith intel lectual characters-they 
all resemble one a n other. They all speak the same way. Ulti mately they're 
uninteresting.  The golden ru le: to avoid characters presumed to belong to an 
educated class.  Hard to com·ince the reader that an intellectual can have 
strong passions . "  :\'ext there ,,·ere some truncated phrases. · ·-- was here 
today. She asked me if  I sti ll lo\-e __ _  'Of course ! l ove her , '  I repli ed .  I was 
afraid that she \\ ould not understand me, that she \\·ould i magine I had 
repl ied to her i n  this \\ ay in order to reconfirm our separation . In fact th is was 
so. I did want to do just that. Fortunately she bel ieved me. Very sentim entally 
she begged me \\ i th tears i n  her eyes to remai n  on fri endly terms '' i th her. I 
promised . "  

Stefan turned the page. " In l i terature simple peopl e with po\\·erful 
pass ions dominated by a s ingle vice or some mania seem alive and authentic. 
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The others, especially the good, kind, intel ligent people, and above all  people 
preoccupied with moral problems, seem insipid, amorphous, devoid of per
sonality.  Basically, from the point of view of l iterature, they arc uninteresting. 
What contemporary novelist would dare to choose as a principal character an 
individual who,  let's say, longs for 'perfection'? Such characters seem artifi
cia l ,  bookish . A false perspective on the passionate personality has been 
created and what is most amusing is that the cerebral , erudite, cloistered 
writers have been responsible for this . . . .  " 

Interrupting his reading to l ight a cigarette, Stefan glanced ahead i n  the 
manuscript. There followed an entire page of observations concerning fic
tional characters and the technique of the novel. He skipped over this.  Next 
came some personal notations. "Ten days with X. I discover a lot of sensa
tional particulars about her grandfather-about his last affair, when he was 
over seventy, and the scandal he caused when he went to the magistrate to 
acknowledge the child. X implores me not to utilize these confidences. She 
tells me that rumor has it  that I only write about what has happened to me or 
what I've heard has happened to others. I ask her: what else could I write 
about? She replies qu ite candidly, 'A writer ought to have imagination' . . .  " 

Stefan was more cal m  now as he leafed through the pages, smoking. 
There was a lengthy sketch for a story. "At a name-day celebration in  the 
house of a bourgeois family. (I usc the house of X,  the famil ies of Y and Z) 
The son has i nvited several classmates. Descriptions. In particular,  V, ugly, 
with wire-rimmed glasses, freckles . The story opens with his cry-'Doam na , 
Niculaie won't come out of the cel lar! ' " Stefan glanced absently over the 
summary of Niculaie's adventures . Several pages of descriptions and dialogues 
fol lowed. Here and there he noticed many corrections, as if Parten ie might 
have worked over this outli ne before undertaking the writing of the story. As 
he turned the pages Stefan paid special attention to the l ines that contained 
excised names. "Presented to __ my last memoir of Mangal ia . "  " __ or 
The Journal of Retrospective Jealousy. I 'd thought about writing that for a 
long time. I found out today that __ is preparing a novel with this title . . . .  " 
Stefan skimmed through the notebook without reading the observations and 
reflections concerning the art of the novel that he was continually running 
across. Only once, when his eye halted by chance on the word "myth"-a 
term that he  did not expect to find u nder the pen of Partenie-he read the 
entire notation . "I am a member of a generation of sacrificed writers. None of 
us will be able to write i n  a major style. We suffer from psychological tics ,  
from the cliches of  our  recent l i terary experiences, etc. We must rediscover 
the mythical narrative, but it will not be done by someone l ike me-a 
rationalist devoid of a taste for myths. " 

As he turned the pages Stefan absently extinguished his cigarette. Several 
sheets had been tom out and for a few seconds he eyed with sudden u neasi
ness the bits of paper that stil l  adhered to the back of the binding. "Could it 
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have been cmw Misu who tore them out?" he wondered . Toward the middle 
of the notebook the entries became fuller. They seemed to have been trans
formed gradually into l i ttle essays or fragments of memoirs ,  as if once having 
sta rted to write, Partcnic had forgotten that this was an i n ti mate j ournal a nd 
had al lowed h imself to be carried a\\·ay by his i nspi ration.  Certa in pages were 
crossed out with a blue pencil a nd a notation , "used , "  was scribbled in an 
upper comer. H e  had begun one page with a talc about someone who had 
spoken to h i m  that day about La Vcuvc Cl i quot. The person's name had been 
obl iterated , but when Partcnic asked naively, "Who's that?" he had been 
informed that i t  was a brand of pink cha mpagne. He had n ot known that there 
was such a thing as pink champagne and had become the target of much 
teasing. I n  relating this event Partenie permitted h imself to become involved 
in recol lections about h is fi rst glass of champagne.  He was sti l l  in the liceu , 
and he and his  schoolmates had gone one evening to a bar, the Olympia,  
where they had ordered a bottle, first taking the precaution to determine its 
cost. After this there were memories of his classmates of that time and of a 
meeting at Constanta ten or fifteen years later. It read almost like a story. The 
descriptions became increasi ngly precise and ful l ,  the dialogues more l ively, 
and on page after page one could discern h(m the \\Titer i ntervened more 
di rectly in the narrative. The talc broke off abru ptly, and Partcnic had made 
the notation in blue  penci l ,  "To be resum ed . "  

A few pages farther on , a confession interested Stefa n .  "Speaking with 
-- about th e Journal of Jules Renard, she asks me if I also am writ ing a 
journal.  I reply that I wrote one earl ier, but I only kept those pages that can 
serve di rectly or indirectly for l i terature . 1\ll  the rest could be burncd-'and 
that's ,,·hat I did '' ith them . ' I added . "  

Stefan stopped a nd reread the last l ines. During the past half hour his 
m i nd had been occupied subl i minally \\·ith the task of pinpointing, by means 
of allusions i n  the text the yea r i n \\ hich it  had been written.  H e  made another 
attempt. Partcnic had died in 1 93 9  at the age of thi rty-six .  If  he had burned all 
the other notebooks it  meant  that th is  one before him was the last in which he 
had made entries. And there \\ ere blank pages still remaining in this book. 
H ence he had written i t  a few years before his death , perhaps sometime 
between 1 93 3 and 1 939 .  But up to thi s  poi nt Stefa n  had come across no 
precise references to J oana ,  nor did Partenic refer to the books he was writing 
or to those he  had completed . He began to turn the pages aga in .  Several t imes 
he found notations i n  bl ue penci l ,  "plan for a novel , "  "used , "  "to be dc
\'elopcd . "  Stefa n  thought that something more reveal ing might appear toward 
the end of the copybook, and he turned to the last notes . Here he found what 
seemed to be a portion of a n  u n interrupted passage about a woman ,  Lenora . 
He \\·as surprised that the name had been allowed to remain .  H e  turned back a 
fc\\ pages to find the begi nning ,  and glancing over the fi rst l ines , he gathered 
that they consisted of recollections from the author's early youth concerning 
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certain romantic encounters. In this section no names had been obliterated . 
Whoever had untcrtakcn this task must have grown ti red of it or had not had 
time to continue to the end. 

"While walking today along calea Mosilor I thought I saw Fanny. I 
stared at her and at last she recognized me. We arc very nearly the same age. 
\Vhen I was seventeen she was an apprentice at the shop and was about 
fourteen or fifteen. Today she l ooked l ike a middle-aged woman who m ight 
be anywhere between thirty-five and fifty, and yet she could not be more than 
twenty-seven or twenty-eight. " Stefan stopped reading and made a rapid cal
culation . If Partcni e  was thirty-six in 1 939  and the meeting with Fanny had 
taken place, say, five or six years before, in 1 93 3 or 1 934 when he was th i rty, 
then he had known J oana at that time. Perhaps they were engaged or had just 
broken off their engagement. 

" 'Do you remember me? I was with duduia Eleonora . . .  ' she said. I 
thought then that she gave me a sad smile, reveal ing several gold teeth . ' I  
remember perfectly , '  I answered. 'How could I forget Lenora?' I realized that I 
had spoken with unwarranted familiarity and as usual I aggravated the situa
tion further. 'How could I forget my first love?' I exclaimed and even broke 
into a laugh . 'I was seventeen and I ' l l  never be that again ! '  'Ah, youth ! '  She 
sighed. ' I t  was beautiful .  I t  seems l ike a different life. Poor duduia Eleonora! I 
heard that she fell very low in her last days. She died i n  a hospital . She'd even 
sold her piano . . . .  ' 'I heard that too, ' I said and tried to change the subject 
qu ickly. I asked her if  she knew anything about the other girls-Anicuta ,  
Puia, Sofi a .  Without any effort all those names which had been buried for so 
many years came to my mind again .  Fanny seemed surprised by the accuracy 
of my memories. She told me something about Anicuta-she was her best 
friend-but I did not l isten. At that moment I was thinking about my novel . I 
was sorry that I had burned it .  U ndoubtcdly it was detestable-a pseudo
autobiographical talc written when I was about nineteen or twenty. But i t  
would have amused me to  reread i t  now to  see what Fanny, Anicuta ,  and the 
other girls had become in my fictionalization of them. I remembered only the 
destiny that I bestowed on duduia Eleonora . She had become Lenora , the 
femme fatale . The hero was not seventeen, l ike me, nor was he a student in 
the first year of col lege. He had become Doctor V, the misunderstood and 
rebell ious genius, a bit demoniacal ,  a bit fatal istic, pursued by m isfortune-as 
I l iked to picture myself at that time. 

"Until I reached home I kept thinking about that one th ing. How could I 
have produced such a monstrosity? The actual situation was extraordinary and 
it did not lack a certain tragic grandeur. I was seventeen and she was thi rty-five 
or thirty-six. My passion for her was deep and true, and it consumed me. I ran 
away from home. I was ready to commit any fol ly, even to kill myself. Then 
how-wishing to write all this and wishing especially to write it  as an au
tobiography in the first person singular-how had I produced such a terrible 
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novel ? It was al together insipid,  dul l ,  false, grandiloquent-although almost 
noth ing that I had written was exaggerated. I had not only l ived i t-I had l ived 
it  \\ i th fiery ardor .  But I was not yet twenty and I had not learned even so 
simple a thing as this: that i n  transfonning duduia Eleonora i nto Lenora I had 
completely annuled the authenticity of the events, and that  by turning myself 
i nto Doctor V, who was in l ove with Lenora-not duduia Eleonora-I had 
written the autobiography of a puppet. . . .  " 

Stefan did not know just when h e  ceased to read the l ines alth ough his 
eyes st i l l  fol l owed them. H e  had heard the door open i n  the room on the l eft. 
S omeone murmured a few \Vords whose sense he did not catch , but the voice 
sou nded famil iar .  H e  raised his  eyes from the n otebook, l i sten i ng, h olding his 
breath . The footsteps of his  new neighbor headed for the window. He drew 
the bl i nd .  An exclamation in Romanian foll owed. "Five hundred francs !"  
Suddenly Stefan thought that he  must be dreaming. "Five h undred francs a 
night! " he hea rd aga i n  i n  Romanian,  and then the man said i n  Engl ish,  "Half 
a pound! It seems extravagant!" 

I t  was Vadastra's voice! For some time Stefan sat motionless, his  hand on 
Partenic's n otebook, his head turned toward room 1 6. He had not changed his 
position after the moment when he had begu n to l isten.  H e  h ea rd the man 
walk about the room , thrust aside a cha ir ,  utter an exclamation. Stefan 
thought that  Vadastra halted then i n  one spot, l istening, but he real ized 
immediately that he had en tered the washroom and turned on the faucet. H e  
heard h i m  rinse ou t a glass a s  h e  conti nued to mutter t o  h imself. 

Suddenly Stefan made up his mind.  He crossed the room on tiptoe in 
order to make as l ittle noise as possible and went out into the hal l way. After a 
momen t's hesitation while he tried to rouse h imself by alternately clenchi ng 
and opening his  fists, he started downsta i rs .  

"He's an English ma n , "  the porter i nformed h i m .  "He arrived this evening 
from London . "  

" '\\'hat's his  name? I h eard h i m  speak and I seemed to recognize his  
\'OICe. 

The porter opened the register and read aloud, "Harry Johnston , born in 
1 907 , resident of Birm i ngham . "  

" ' I  think i t's h e , "  sa i d  Stefa n ,  and he  went back u p  the sta i rs ,  consulting 
his ,,·atch .  Past el even .  H e  began aga i n  to walk on the tips of his toes before he 
reached the fourth floor, and when he came to room 16 he hesitated , h olding 
his breath , waiti ng. He h eard footsteps i nside the room and decided to knock, 
but then he heard nothing more. During an interval that seemed very l ong to 
h i m  there was no sound. The footsteps had ceased. He knocked aga i n  and the 
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next instant a stern, raucous voice boomed out from di rectly behi nd the door. 
The man must have been standing there with his ear against the panel .  

"What's the matter? Who i s  i t?" the new tenant demanded i n  English. 
"C' est le concierge, " Stefan responded, suddenly intimidated. "Some

body is asking for you , "  he concl uded, also in English . 
He heard the key turn i n  the l ock, and slowly, cautiously, the door began 

to open . Stefan recognized h i m  at once as he appeared before him with his 
hand resting on the door handle, poised to draw back immediately. H e  knew 
it was Vadastra in spite of h is  dark glasses, his  moustache that had grown 
thicker, his  altered face. It was a l i ttle asymmetrical .  One temple seemed to be 
higher than the other. 

"I  heard you speak some words in Romanian a l i ttle while ago,"  Stefan 
said,  "and I thought that I recognized your voice, domnule Vadastra. I 
thought that you . . .  " 

Vadastra turned his head a l ittle to the left, glancing toward the corridor 
leading to the rooms that overlooked the courtyard, and he asked, speaking in 
a Romanian that was touched slightly with a foreign accent, "What do you 
want?" 

"I thought you were killed in the air raid .  I searched everywhere for you. 
Perhaps you remember me . . .  " 

"Domnule consilier Viziru , "  said Vadastra with a smile.  " I  know you very 
well .  I know all about you . "  

"It's i ncredible!" cried Stefan,  and then he realized why one temple 
seemed h igher than the other. It  was due to a horizontal scar that fol lowed his 
hairline. "There wasn't a sign of l ife from you. I rina knew nothing . . .  " 

"Please. Come i n . "  Vadastra opened the door wide and stepped back to 
let Stefan pass. "Do you know Irina wel l?" he  asked, sitting down on the edge 
of the bed . "When did you see her last?" 

"Shortly before my departure last summer. I saw Cheorghita too. He had 
passed into the second class at the primary school . "  

Vadastra moistened his l ips and smiled absently. "' 'm perfectly informed 
about them. Cheorghi ta is exceptional . I rina has remained what she \\·as,  a 
model wife. " 

"Everyone thinks she's a widow. She even thinks so herself .  . .  " 
"That's not so certa in ,"  Vadastra interrupted. "She was informed i n  good 

time. " 
"I don't think she knows anyth ing ,"  i nsisted Stefan.  "She'd have told me. 

She'd have given me some h int. " 
Vadastra shrugged and smiled again with obvious satisfaction . "Perhaps 

she received special i nstructions. Possibly she . . .  " He interrupted himself and 
frowned, and suddenly severe, suspicious, he peered at Stefan.  "Actually, " he 
added, "how do you know that I 'm Vadastra? Perhaps I 've let you beli eve so 
because thi s  confusion is advantageous to me. I know a lot about you, but you 
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knm\ nothing about me.  You th ink I 'm Vadastra and I let you bel ieve this for 
motives \\ hich you don't suspect. But presuming I am Vadastra, what conclu
s iollS \\ Ould you d ra\\-?" 

Licking his l ips constantly, he got up from the edge of the bed and 
approached his caller. Even through his dark glasses his eye seemed to probe 
deep into Stefan,  who suddenly felt awkward and shifted in his chair  as 
though he were trying to recall  something. At last he sl ipped his hand into his 
pocket and searched for his package of cigarettes. But he had l eft them in his 
room on the desk and he smiled at Vadastra, inquiring, "You don't smoke, do 
you?" 

"N"o, thank you . . . .  But presuming I am the man whom you think I a m ,  
what would you conclude?" 

" It's hard to say. I haven't recovered yet. . . .  I imagine that you were 
gravely wounded on the night of the air raid and you had amnesia .  Such cases 
occurred frequently during the \\ ar .  I suppose that . . .  " Stefan broke off in  
embarrassment when he noticed that Vadastra was surveying him with an 
express ion at once triumphant and contemptuous. 

"Conti nue,  please. Continue. I 'm l istening \\ i th the greatest interest. A 
plausible enough hypothesis .  It 's good to consider all  hypotheses . "  

' "You had amnesia . . . .  Although i n  th is case I don't understand why no 
one knew about it at  the Legation . Especially after the death of Antim . . . .  " 
Stefan hesitated aga i n .  

"I  know. I knm\ the story , "  Vadastra said ,  raising h is hand in a brief 
signal to Stefan to skip that detai l  and get on with his account. "Continue 
please . " 

"Of course England \\ as at war ,  and we could assume that one amnesia 
victim more or less would constitute no problem . You spent years in a h ospi
tal somewhere in the cou ntry and everybody thought you were dead. And 
\\ hen you recovered your memory you found that Romania was engaged in a 
\\·a r with the Soviet Union,  that she was on the point of los ing the war, or was 
even occupied by the Russians al ready, and you preferred to stay where you 
\\ ere in England, under another name and l iving another l ife. I u nder
stand . . .  " 

" ' I nteresting, " declared Vadastra , beginning to pace the floor. "This is 
one hypothesis .  I confess it doesn't  seem convincing to me.  I t's too simple, 
al most banal .  I t  \\ ould have been much too trite a l ife for the man you bel ieve 
to be Vadastra. But \\ e could also form other hypotheses. For instance let's 
assume-it's just a conjecture, you u nderstand-that the person you are 
thinking of did not have amnesia,  but that for various reasons he  was afraid to 
go home and he l ived for several weeks u nder an assumed name. You will ask 
me h ow this could be done in London in wartime. Very simply-if you find 
some identification papers. There were plenty of dead that n ight.  But l et's take 
a look at another hypothesis.  Your Vadastra , l et's say, wanted to fight on the 
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side of the All ies, and Romania was occupied that autumn by German troops. 
All you members of the Legation were suspected of being pro-Nazi .  The man 
you believe to be Vadastra m ight have presented h imself at a mil itary office 
and declared that he wanted to enlist in the British Army, but only on 
condition that the Legation not be i nformed. Perhaps you don't know, but a 
large number of Romanian seamen enlisted i n  that way and the Legation 
never was the wiser. But although he joined the British Army there were 
certain reasons why your man could not go to the front. H owever, he could be 
useful in other services--classified as auxil iary but infinitely more i mportant. 
Think of it! He was a Romanian . He was bel ieved dead by al l his people. He 
could have been very useful if he had been dropped by parachute into 
Romania.  With h is false papers he could have l ived for the duration of the war 
a l ife fil l ed with dangers and adventures. Not, of course, at Bucharest, be
cause he would have risked being recognized, as he was here this eveni ng by 
you. Not at Bucharest, but, iet's suppose, at Ploesti in the region of the oil 
fields, or at Campina at the refineries. 

"But l et's assume something else. Let's make another hypothesis. Say, 
for instance, that we're in London on the n ight of September 9, 1 940, the 
night of the bombing. By some miracle your man, Vadastra, was saved at the 
last moment, but he was not evacuated by ambulance. Suppose, rather, that 
he was rescued by someone who was passing by in a car on his way out of 
London that very morning, and that he picked up Vadastra and took him with 
him to some place in the country. That man was an officer. Vadastra, for 
personal reasons, d idn't tell him that he was Romanian, but said-let's 
assume-that he was Greek, or Serb. But sometime during the days that 
followed he was addressed in Greek or Serb and he did not understand it. 
Then, of course, he became suspect and might even have been placed under 
arrest. Those who questioned him knew well enough that the Legation had 
announced the disappearance of a Romanian citizen named Vadastra, but the 
i nterrogators did not inform the Legation about the Romanian whom they 
had arrested, because they wondered if perhaps it might have been contrived, 
a matter of something else entirely-espionage, perhaps. And then your man 
was in prison for months and months, perhaps even years, until  the English 
convinced themselves that he was not engaged in spying. Or maybe, on the 
contrary, they discovered in questioning him some very important things 
concerned precisely with espionage, and they thought that they could use 
Vadastra as a double agent. So they sent h im someplace where he could be of 
use to them, say the Near East or even Romania!" 

Stefan listened to him fascinated, although he could not always follow 
the man's thoughts, because Vadastra would frequently lower h is voice almost 
to the point of whispering. Then Stefan would realize that he had lost an 
entire phrase or sentence, and h is own thoughts kept running back to London 
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at the t ime of the blitz, or to the evening he spent in Antim 's flat, or even sti l l  
further to his secret room in Bucharest. 

"Yes , it's true, " S tefan agreed. "One can make a lot of hypotheses . And 
yet you should have informed Irina . . .  " 

· ·wait !  I haven't fin ished , "  Vadastra interrupted, becoming suddenly 
agita ted. "The number of hypotheses is infinite, but I haven't yet told you the 
most interesting one. It might be that everyth ing that  seems so complex and 
remarkable to you was in  real i ty much si mpler. \Vc could i magi ne that i n  his 
youth Vadastra had an ideal concerning which he had never spoken to anyone 
and that th is ideal had been destroyed by his superior, a certa in  Popescu . We 
could i magine that th is Vadastra , as anyone would expect, had sworn to 
avenge h i mself, to destroy someday the man who had humil iated him and 
had preven ted him from real iz ing this ideal .  U nfortunately that man, his 
one-time superior, was invulnerable .  Let's assume that he  was a major pol i ti 
cal figure or a general or someone \\ ho guides th ings from beh i nd the scenes , 
and you have no way of striking h i m .  Let's assume further that th is man,  
Vadastra's ersh, h ilc superior, is  placed one day in  the service of enemies of 
Romania ,  say the :\'azis or the Communists. Then Vadastra's revenge ac
quires grea t importance, becoming almost a subl ime idea , a patriotic duty. 
Because to vanquish that  man no sacrifice is too great. For he-let's call h im 
Popcscu-is a deadly enemy. He sells out his  country pure and simple. He 
sdls  out  to  the enemy in order to  sa\·c his skin . . . .  Then you'l l  understand 
\\ hy Vadastra sacrificed everything-family ,  peace , happiness-to track h im 
down and eventually destroy h i m  . . . .  " H is mice dropped suddenly. "To 
destroy h i m  utterly . . . .  " He was thoughtful for a moment, brooding. 

"Yes , it's tru e , "  Stefan admi tted , and he rubbed his face in an effort to 
a\\·akcn h imself from \\ hat seemed to him l ike a drea m .  "All those hypotheses 
are plausible. " 

"And then one C\Tning, " Vadastra resumed , looking di rectly ahead of 
him as if he \\ere speaking to someone else, "you meet someone in the room 
next to yours \\ hom you take to be Vadastra , the man whom you and 
everyone else considered dead eight years before. In  a moment of weakness 
the man you bel ieve to be Vadastra replies to you in Romanian and confi rms 
your opinion that he is Vadastra , \\ hom you thought lost. Like al l  Romanians 
you arc indiscreet, and tomorrO\\ al l  Paris \\ ill  find out ,what happened . Of 
course you ha\·e no proof that the man with whom you're nO\\ conversing is 
one and the same with your Vadastra , but you'll  persist in bel i eving this 
because it  pleases you to have something extraordinary happen to you . And 
the \\ hole \\ orld \\ i l l  find out that Vadastra l ives . "  

" ;-.:o, I \\·on't tell anyone . . .  " Stefan began .  
"Just l et m e  fi nish ! "  Vadastra interrupted rudely.  "This would b e  n o  

seri ous matter if  it  h a d  happened t o  someone else . But let's i magi ne that the 
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man you consider to be Vadastra is here on a very important secret mission. 
We could make several hypotheses. Let's assume, for instance, that he had 
come to Paris to investigate why one of the networks of information and 
counterespionage that operate in Romania was discovered by the villain 
Popescu. No one could do this better than he, because he alone knows 
Popescu's methods of working. But we can assume something more. Let's 
imagine that the man you consider to be Vadastra has to go farther, perhaps 
even so far as to be parachu ted into Romania . Let's imagine that he has to 
fulfil l  an important mission in the homeland. But what will happen now? 
Tomorrow you'll tell all Paris that you met me, and Popescu will find out 
inside of twenty-four hours . . . .  " 

"I give you my word of honor that no one will find out anything . . .  " 
"Of course you'll pay dearly for your indiscretion, because it's unneces

sary to add that you won't survive for long! But what good would it be for me 
to know that  if I fai l  in my mission you'll be found dead somewhere in the 
vicinity of Paris? The important thing for me would be not to have met you at  
a l l ,  or having met you , not  to be recognized. I t's true, you don't know where 
I 'm going or what I intend to do, but the simple fact that you suspect Vadastra 
is a l ive is a very serious matter . . .  in my present situation , "  he added, medita
tively. 

"For my part you can be certain ,"  declared Stefan.  "I know how to keep 
a secret. I understand very well how serious i t  is . . .  " 

"You can't understand," continued Vadastra, "because I 've told you 
nothing. All I 've related to you were simply hypotheses to test you , to observe 
your reactions. Actually you know nothing about me. You don't even know if 
I'm reJIIy Vadastra . . . .  But let's assume that I am . . .  " He paused a moment 
and his voice altered, "But no, let's not. Let's not assume anything for the 
present. I'm tired. We'll talk again tomorrow morning. I 'l l  put you on trial 
then to see how discreet you can be . . . .  " 

He conducted Stefan ceremoniously to the door, opened i t, and as he 
stood there he spoke suddenly and very loudly in English, "I was very glad to 
meet you, sir. . . .  " 

Stefan was almost grateful to him for unexpectedly putting an end to the 
conversation . He felt that he would  not have been able to l isten much longer. 
As he entered h is own room his glance fel l  on the manuscripts and he smiled. 
In haste he lighted a cigarette and puffed it feverishly for a moment. Then he 
threw himself on the bed. He ought to have informed Irina, Stefan found 
himself thinking, and he discovered that he had already finished h is cigarette. 
He looked at his watch . It was after midnight. He really should have informed 
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Ir ina.  And I leana too ought to have i nformed me, given me some sign of l ife,  
just a \\·ord-a signature on a postcard-to let me know she's sti l l  al ive. 
Vadastra ought to have done this for Irina. 

H e  real ized h ow different th is Spiridon Vadastra was from the man he 
had known. H e  was not l ike the same person , not so ridiculous as i n  former 
years. S omethi ng's happened to him and he's changed. H e's become another 
man. Almost eight years have gone by, and with the passage of time he's 
become someone else. 'Poor doamna Zissu ! '  he  said then on the n ight of the 
air raid .  Maybe he doesn't remember now who doamna Z issu was. When I 
question h i m  tomorrow morni ng he may not be able to remember. If he did 
suffer from amnesia he may never again remember anythi ng from his  youth 
or doamna Zissu . Or maybe he just won 't want to tell me and he'll  say that he  
no longer remembers her  or that it  doesn't matter anymore . . . .  " 

He sprang from the bed and \\ ent to open the \\·indm\ . Mechanically he  
l i t  another cigarette, and then a moment later h e  noticed that he  was sti l l  
holding the box of  matches in his hand.  He looked at  it ,  undecided, wonder
ing what to do \\· ith it, and finally thrust it into his pocket. Seating h i mself at 
the desk, he glanced at the manuscript and saw that it  was open to the page 
beginning " . . .  the autobiography of a puppet . . . .  " 

He thought he heard a sound from the room next door and he turned his 
head, l istening intently. Vadastra was snoring softly as he slept. I t  was l ike a 
gentle  m oa n .  Suddenly Stefan felt ridiculous. All  h is actions since h e  had 
returned to his room seemed pointless and absurd .  H e  felt l ike a frightened 
child \\ ho is aware of bei ng \\·atched and does not know how to behave. I can't 
sleep, he said to h i mself. I 've got to do something . . . .  H e  gathered up the 
manuscripts, wrapped them in the paper in  which they had been packed, and 
placed them in the closet. Then he turned off the l ight and went out on 
tiptoe. The porter was dozing with his head resting on his arms. 

"I'm not sleepy , "  said Stefan. " ' 'm going to take a l i ttle walk. . . .  " 

When he awoke he glanced at his  \\·atch i n  dismay. It was nearly nine o'clock. 
He bathed hurriedly,  control l ing his impatience with difficulty, and put on 
his dress ing gown . Taking his cigarettes with him he l eft the room. He 
knocked timidly on Yadastra's door, but there was no answer and, worried 
Pow, he  went downstairs to question the porter. He learned that Yadastra had 
requested his bill early i n  the morning and had left before seven.  "He ex
plained that he had to catch a tra i n  to the provinces . "  

Returning to h i s  room Stefan felt that the whole s i tuation was preposter
ous, absurd . I should have expected this .  I should have kept an eye on h i m .  I 
shouldn't have slept. H e  l i t  a cigarette and lay down on the bed . Why did 
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Misu have those things delivered to me? he found himself suddenly won
dering. He \\·ent dmmstairs agai n  to telephone Weissman,  and he l istened for 
a long time to the bel l ringing in the study on boulevard Murat. Perhaps he 
,,·anted to surprise me. He suspected I 'd read Partcnic's notebook fi rst. He's 
waiting for my i mpressions, my reactions. Maybe he even spent the evenings 
this fal l  shut up i n  his room crossing out the names with a pen while I was 
asleep next door. Probably J oana's name was among them . . . .  

"0Jo one ans\\ ers ,"  said the porter seeing that Stefan made no move to 
replace the receiver. "He's not at home. Try later. . . .  " 

He tried aga in several times that morning .  And after he came back from 
lunch he \\ Cnt dmm every hour and telephoned, l istening as if spellbound to 
the bell sounding in the empty room . The afternoon was ,,·arm and Stefan 
dre\\· the bl inds at his  "·indo\\ . He relaxed on the bed and waited, al though 
he did not know \\ hat he "·as waiting for. He checked the time now and then , 
lit a cigarette , and descended regularly, obstinately, to use the telephone. 

"What did the del ivery boy say?" he asked the porter. "Did he say when 
the package was given to h im?" 

"He didn't say anythi ng. He asked for you and started to go upstairs, but I 
didn't let h i m .  I told h im that after nine o'clock in the evening tradesmen 
can't go up to the rooms. I understood '' hat he wanted and I gave him a 
hundred francs . . . .  " 

The sun descended slowly, unnoticed, behind the Inval ides . Stefan 
searched through the package of manuscripts, selected Partenie's notebook 
and laid it on the desk. " . . .  I had written the autobiography of a puppet. " He 
reread the passage, trying to arouse agai n  the interest \Vith which he had 
perused it the n ight before. But Vadastra's "·ords, the explanations of the 
porter, and Misu \Veissman's mysterious allusions kept coming i nto his mind. 
'Til give them al l  a surprise. I 'l l  surprise you too,  coane Stefan,  because you're 
skeptical ! "  He sat for awhile staring at the page that he had begun to read. 
Then, as though he were ashamed of his reflections, he decided abruptly to 
continue. 

"While \\Titing I told myself that I do so in order to heal myself, but 
probabl y I ,,·as hea l ed long ago. I sec no fever in the novel anymore. And yet, 
\\ hat a \\·onderful theme! Not as I conceived it at nineteen, but the way it 
deserved to be seen by a \niter. The dramatic tale of Doctor V \\·as not 
interesting, nor was he himself-that rebel l ious genius-absorbing. The story 
of the piano was far more provocative, although I al most fai led to mention i t  
a t  a l l  in the novel . By transforming duduia Eleonora into Lenora and her 
dressmaking shop into the salon of the widow of a war profiteer, the piano lost 
its essential function as a symbol of an existence that seemed to her then , in 
1 920, to be enchanted. I t  was the only souvenir she had kept from the 
apartment the captain had rented for her ten years before on bulevardul 
Elisabeta and had furnished so luxuriously-'l ike the palace of an oriental 
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pri ncess , '  duduia Eleonora \\ ould say. That morning the capta i n  had signaled 
the coachman to stop on the boulevard in front of a new h ouse that was 
several stories h igh . Taking her hand he drew h er after h im i nto the elevator. 
' I t  \\'as l ike a palace ! '  Eleonora excla imed .  'When I went in and caught sight 
of the pia no I threw my arms around his neck and began to cry ! '  'Do you want 
to make me j ealous aga in?' I interrupted her i n  a tone of false irony, although 
it \\'as true that I \\ as insanely jealous of that  poor shadow-the capta i n .  
There was nothing but expensive furniture,  nothing b u t  s i l k  a n d  gold , '  she 
continued rapturously, 'but above all there \\'as my dear piano! And when my 
fortunes decl ined ,  I sold and pa\\'11ed everythi ng, but I couldn't part with the 
piano . . .  . '  

"But there \\'as n o  place for the piano in  m y  novel . Duduia Eleonora had 
become Lenora , \\'i dow of a \\'ar profiteer. In h er dressmaking establishment 
the piano was imposi ng, just  as she had preserved i t-out of tune,  covered 
\\ ith brocades, adorned \\ i th photographs of herself at twenty and two large 
vases ful l  of a rtificial flo\\'ers that were dusty and faded .  I t  was burdened with 
memories and dead i l lusions. In renouncing the true Eleonora I l ost from the 
outset more than half of the epic substance of the n ovel, because without the 
pia no I could not justify Miti ca 's jealousy . . . .  " 

"I t's she! It's doam na Zissu !"  exclaimed Stefan.  "I t's Miti ca Porum
hache's Zisuleasca ! "  Suddenly h e  was aware that  he had known this  al l  the 
time. He had known it when he had begun to read again .  Possibly he had 
suspected it even the evening before when the word "piano" first caught h is  
attention . "She'd even sold her  piano!" Vadastra's p iano,  he sa id  to  h imself. 
Vadastra's doamna Z issu ! 

He wanted to savor h is  discovery , but now a vague sadness numbed h i m .  
t\ feeling of dis i l lusionment that he  could not explain gripped h i m  slowly. 
Vadastra's doam na Zissu , he  repeated to himself. Vadastra's doam na 
Zissu . . .  as if this would dispel the troubled melange of melancholy and 
disappointment that threatened him. H e  began to make rapid ca lculations, 
hoping that the mental juggl i ng of destinies and fragments of time could 
unfetter the joy that he  knew was ca�1ght somewhere in the depths of his 
being, caught and shackled there-for what reason he could not comprehend. 
In 1 920-2 1 doamna Z issu would have been about thi rty-five or thirty-six years 
old, whi l e  he was a mere youth of seventeen . She had been his  first l ove,  just 
as she was also Vadastra's a few years later. \Vhen she met Vadastra , he was i n  
the liceu a n d  was probably fifteen o r  sixteen, whi le  doam na Z issu would have 
been forty. "The disti nguished doam na Zissu , a beautiful woman who loved 
me . . . .  " Perhaps he had been her last lover, because s oon after that  she had 
died in misery after having sold all her possessions, even the piano. 

Everyth ing seemed clear to him now and he l onged almost desperately to 
enjoy h is discovery, his  enlightenment. The capta in ,  Mitica Porumbache, 
then Partenie,  then Vadastra-all had l oved her. To each of them she had 
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been either h is first or his last love. Probably this accounted for Stefan's 
obsession with the mystery of doam na Zissu. Partenie had loved her first and 
then he had l oved J oana. Perhaps Stefan should have met her too and loved 
her after Partenie, just as he had met I oana and loved her when she was the 
writer's fiancee. But i nstead it was Vadastra who had met her. "The distin
guished doamna Z issu ,  a beautiful  woman who loved me . . . .  " This must 
have been why those words had disturbed him so much when he heard them 
through the flimsy wal l  of his secret room . Why had they obsessed him for so 
many years in such an i ncomprehensible manner? Possibly he had discerned 
in them a part of his destiny that he had betrayed, a fragment of his own life 
that had been assigned to him but that he had not l ived , although he did not 
understand why. I t  had remained unfulfilled and had fol l owed him therefore 
l ike a ghost, demanding actualization, pursuing h im,  driving h im to probe 
until he found the answer. 

So this was doamna Zissu , Mitica Porumbache's Zisuleasca , he re
minded himself, smil ing-a dressmaker who had once known the idleness 
and prestige of being kept in grand style. Then her fortunes had decl ined, and 
she had again taken up her l ife as a seamstress. But she was still very beautiful 
and had undoubtedly a great deal of charm if at seventeen Partenie had run 
away from home because of her and even contemplated suicide. I t  might have 
happened to me . . . .  It should have happened to me, he corrected himself. 
And now it seemed that his agitation and i mpatience subsided strangely. He 
felt reconciled, resigned.  

I ought to do something, he thought. Perhaps I should pray. I should tell 
someone that something has happened to me, that a l l  the events of my l ife 
have had a meaning but I didn't understand i t. I didn't know how to look for 
it. That's why thi s  name pursued me-doam na Z issu . I must tell some
one . . . .  "Lord , thy will be done. " He spoke aloud , suddenly. "Thy wi l l  be 
done, " he repeated more softly. He had never before experienced such a 
feel ing of great peace, and yet it was tinged with fear .  I could die now that I've 
found out. I could die without meeting her again,  without being able to tell 
he,r that I know who doamna Zissu was, that my obsession wasn't absurd, that 
it had a meaning . . . .  It had a meaning. I must tell I leana that everything 
that's happened had a mea ning . . . .  "Thy wil l  be done!"  he said aloud again,  
suddenly, fearfully.  He sat unmoving for some time, as though l istening for 
somethi ng he could not hear. Then he began to read aga in.  

"Because without the piano I could not justify Mitica's jealousy, and so I 
abandoned those sensational scenes that I reconstructed from Eleonora's tales. 
Long after midnight, sometimes in the morning, Mitica and Eleonora would 
return from the Garden of Gaiety and go up to the apartment furnished and 
pai d  for by the capta in .  When Mitica , who was almost always drunk, caught 
sight of the piano he would begin to swear-at fi rst through his teeth and 
then, abandoning all restrai nt, he would become increasingly louder and 
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more vulgar. At last Eleonora would burst into tears, and he would caress her 
and beg her forgiveness, saying tha t  he  had only meant to tease her. But after 
she moved from bulevardul Elisabeta and sold a l l  her furnishings, keeping 
only the piano, Mitica woul d  declare whenever he came to see her that this 
was the last time he would set foot in her house if she did not sell that piano.  
He would go to it and s lap the l id or the wooden s ide with his open hand,  
l istening to i t  resound and shou ting, 'Hear how it  s ings when you touch it ! '  Al l  
these details I had no way to relate in  the novel . Mitica had been changed
he, my predecessor in the heart from which Eleonora had not managed to 
evict the capta in even after he had died. Nor could I h ope to dispel his  
memory. Among the many gestures that legendary characters make, the cap
tain had chosen the most romantic, the gesture par excellence-he had com
mitted suicide. 'He kil led h imself because of me! I sent him to his grave! And 
he had become a major! '  And so, in the novel , Mitica had become a bank 
clerk, methodical  and stodgy with no depth of character, reduced to tics and 
cliches ,  because in  my great naivete I bel ieved tha t  this was the only way to 
heighten the contrast between his  mediocrity and the pathetic genius of Doc
tor V. 

"Then too the whole episode at the Garden of Gaiety had to be dropped. 
I replaced it \\·ith a rendezvous in a summer garden restaurant frequented by 
the nouveaux riches , the war profiteers. The scene of the meeting between the 
captain and Mitica had begun u nder circumstances that I did not exactly 
u nders tand.  Eleonora had been reluctant to tel l me about it. She sa id that she 
didn't l ike to recall such sad th ings. That scene had become in my novel a 
banal episode of bourgeois jealousy. H owever, it seems that  there was an 
unforgettable row that night at  the  Garden that was mentioned in  the news
papers and talked about in the neighborhood for years. The capta in  had 
arrived unexpectedly from Jassy and found Eleonora at the table, dining in  the 
company of M i tica and surrounded by the musicians . 'Is the boy mine?' he 
demanded , very pal e  but cal m .  Eleonora claimed that she screamed i ndig
nantly. 'Is he mine? Like the children of the tailor!-her former h usband
'are his?'  Then up jumped Mitica and the fight began .  Eleonora had fa inted , 
and she remembered nothing more. She said she only remembered the finale,  
which was l ike a story by Pushkin .  A patrol came, and the officer in  charge 
l ifted the captain from the gravel, where he had fal len u nconscious after 
receiving a blow on the head with a bottle of seltzer. All  the participants in the 
scuffle had pounced on h i m .  The officer helped him up--bloody, disfigured, 
h is u niform in  tatters-supported him with difficulty u nder h is arm because 
he was wobbling l i ke a drunken man, and sa id to h im,  'Captain Sideri, you're 
u nder arrest! ' " 

Stefan raised his  eyes from the notebook. Capta in S ideri , you're u nder 
arrest! Dear domnule Weissman, you have no way of knowing. For many 
years I 've l oved a girl-IIeana.  I leana Sideri . Captain Sideri , you 're u nder 

573  



arrest ! Maybe he was her uncle. Maybe he was even her father! I ' l l  have to do 
some figuring . . . .  " 'Who's his girl friend?' she asked me. ' I leana , '  I an
S\\ Crcd. ' I leana S ider i .  He left Romania in order to search for her. . . .  It's no 
secret ! ' " This was ,,·hat Weissman had told him one morning when he 
brought the coffee. Ileana Sideri . He left the country . It 's no secret . . . .  

He looked at his \\ atch, surprised, as if  he had just wakened, and he saw 
that it was after nine. With a feel ing of apprehension he left the desk and went 
down all the flights of sta irs on the ru n.  The porter saw h im com ing and 
smiled. "Trying aga in?" 

I gave him a hundred francs. He said that  he came from the Bratianu 
Statue. He asked for you and wanted to go up to your room. I told him that 
after nine o'clock in the evening . . .  Captain Sideri . . . .  

"No one answers. " He heard the porter speaking. "He's not at home. He 
hasn't come back. " 

He fled Romania to search for her. It's no secret. Stefan l istened patiently 
to the bell resounding shrilly in the study on boulevard Murat. 

After the motor coach had left Paris he remembered that he had not eaten. 
And I 'd have had time to cat-there was a cafe on the corner . I could have 
eaten a sandwich . Nel mezzo del cammin di vita nostra . . . . The line came 
back to h i m .  He had been repeating it  constantly-he did not kno\\ \\·hy- . 
while walking the streets from place de Ia Muctte to Etoile .  And then near 
Etoile he thought he understood \vhy. It  was to avoid the absurd refra in that 
also kept recurring in his mind.  But his body hasn't been found! 

When he had gone downstairs in the morning the porter had indicated 
with a slight i ncl i nation of his head a man who was seated at the l i ttle 
table in the l obby, turning the pages of the telephone di rectory. His face 
\\·as blank, expressionless. He rose from his cha i r  and smiled awkwardly. 
"Monsieur Stefan Viziru? You l ived for awhile on boulevard Murat at 
the apartment of Monsieur \Vcissman . . .  " 

"Has something happened to him?" i nterrupted Stefan .  
"No.  That is . . .  To be  more precise, \\'C don't knm\·. Be  so good, 

please, as to come with me and give us some information . "  
The taxi had left them i n  front of a pol ice station somewhere ncar 

boulevard Murat. Stefan had emerged from it nervously, l ighting 
another cigarette at the last moment, and then he had sat on a bench 
near the door and waited \vh ile the inspector was talking on the tele
phone. 

His body hasn't been found! Stefan's sudden strange l ighthearted-
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ness , he real ized , had its �mncc i n  this apparentl y i i}signifi cant deta i l .  
Although ci rcumstances poi nted to \Vcissman 's suicide on a beach in  
Belgium,  the fact that his  body sti l l  \\'as m issing placed in doubt every
th ing one might conclude from his mysterious disappearance. The 
sa me th ing had happened to Vadastra . Only Anti m had understood: 
" :'\ o  one has seen h i m  dead . . .  " he had declared \\ ith out ceasing, 
sitting ensconced i n  his armchair  in the salon of the Embassy i n  Bel
grave Square. He had not dared to go out alone on the street because no 
one had been able  to prove that Vadastra ,,·as dead by  showing h i m  h is  
body. 

He supposed it  was unreasonable for h i m  to believe that  \Veissman 
had not ki l led h imself. but he  l iked to imagine him somewhere free of 
the terror of his debts. l iberated fro m  the obsession of his great business 
enterprise, dressed in the apparel of a \·agabond and setting off for some 
d istant spot in the '' ide \HHid . . \nd one day he would send Stefan a sign 
of l ife ,  a few \\ ords on a postcard . The inspector had l istened with 
attention and then thanked Stefan affably. "�o. they ha\'en 't fou nd his 
body yet. " he had repeated once aga in in the doorway,  smil i ng. He was 
somc,, hat baffl ed by Stefan 's i nsistent return to this question i n  the 
course of their  com-crsJtion.  

At Etoi le  he stopped in front of a kiosk and purchased the noon 
editions of the papers. He glanced through them quickly,  seized by a 
sudden excitement, to sec if perhaps . . .  There \\·as no information 
relati\-c to the disappearance of \\'cissman.  Aujourd'hui ete ,  he read on 
the front page and it puzzled him u ntil he  had almost reached Ia place 
des Tcrnc�. Of course. The summer solstice. St .  John's Eve. His body 
hasn't  been found.  1\'e/ mezzo del cammin di v1ta nostra . . .  He rolled 
up the papers. laid them on a '' i ndm,· ledge , and hurried on.  

Pare :\ l onccau \\·as a lmost deserted at about one o'clock. A woman 
sat on a bench absently eati ng a sand,, ich. There were a fC\\ children 
l i ngering at their play, and a pa i r  of lovers. The warmth of the day was 
making itself felt C\Tn here in the shade of the trees. Una selva oscura 
. . .  Proceeding idly, he paid l ittl e attention to his surroundings as he 
went through the pa rk and emerged on the sidc\\'alk aga i n .  He hastened 
his steps. 

On boulc\'ard des Courcclles he ,,·as about to cross over to the 
other side of the street \\ hen he saw the three motor coaches in a row 
some d istance ahead of h i m .  \\'ithout curiosity he \\ ent toward the m ,  
b u t  he  walked faster as if he \\Tre afraid that the moment before he  
reached them they \Hmld lea\'e. They were sta nding in front of  a large 
courtyard . Stefan read the i nscription on the building. "Club des 
Etudiants . "  Leaning aga i nst the wal l  he wiped his face \\'ith his hand
kerchief. Croups of young people \\"Cre \\'a i ling i n  the courtyard and on 
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the sidewalk,  and seated around the tables at the cafe on the corner. As 
the afternoon became h otter Stefan took off his jacket and draped i t  over 
his shoulders. He lit a cigarette and smoked it tranquil ly ,  his eyes fixed 
on the pavement before h im.  Finally a girl with a book of tickets in her 
hand came out of the courtyard and approached the nearest group. He 
saw the young people take out thei r billfolds and from his own he 
selected a five-hundred-franc note, which he handed to the girl when 
she stopped in front of him.  She gave him a ticket and two hundred 
francs in change. "Thi rd bus , "  she said. 

I'd have had time to eat a sandwich . There was a cafe on the corner in the 
shade . . . .  The coach was proceeding now between fields of grain dotted with 
poppies. I t's l ike this at home in Romania,  he found himself thinking. He had 
been looking out of the window ever since they left Paris. "Destiny is the 
fragment of Time . . .  " He remembered Bibicescu's words. " . . .  the fragment 
of Time that H istory allows us . . . .  " What exactly did he mean by that? Stefan 
did not try to understand. His thoughts took h im more deeply into the past, a 
time l ong, long before. When was i t? In his youth? In his childhood?  In a 
time l ong past he had been on a train and had looked out of the window upon 
a similar landscape of gently waving wheat and barley fields scattered with 
poppies. Then as now the road wound between the hil ls  and the woods of 
beeches and l ocusts. 

They passed through several vil lages and small towns, and as the bus 
went by them he tried to read the names, wondering where the caravan was 
going. About a quarter of an hour after they left the last vil lage he began to 
perceive the outline of a forest in the distance. While he gazed at it, the bus 
seemed to change course as though the road were going to take them around 
it. Sadly, he turned his head to keep it in view-that forest so dense and dark, 
composed of great tal l  trees . But he noticed shortly that it was again in front of 
them on the right. They were going directly into it! Now he thought he had 
known this from the beginning. The day was warm . On such a summer noon, 
clear and hot, these busses with their burden of young people could only be 
going into a forest. 

"In these places there were once marshes , "  he said suddenly to the youth 
beside h im.  The boy was tal l  and blond and wore glasses, and he had smiled 
at Stefan as they were leaving the coach . Adjusting his step to Stefan's he had 
walked along with h i m  and told h im about the concert and who would be 
performing. But Stefan was not l istening. He was gazing far ahead of him at 
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the \\'ails of the monastery. " \Vhere th is forest is now there used to be 
marshes , "  Stefan repeated. 

"There sti l l  are marshes , "  said the youth , "but they're on the other side 
of the forest. " 

The young people hurried along the walk i n  a compact group,  for the 
concert was to begin at three-th i rty . They reached the entrance and Stefan 
hesitated. In the shade he saw the cars parked one after another i n  a row. 

"''m going to walk a l i ttle longer ,"  he said. "This is my fi rst visit to 
Royaumont. " 

The young man smiled and promptly disappeared, swallowed by the 
throng. Stefan watched them en ter the courtyard, augmenting the crowded 
l ines of people converging on the building. "Only a few rooms and the chapel 
are left , "  the boy had told h i m .  "The monastery was destroyed during the 
Revolution, but the concerts are hel d  in the former chapel . I t  has a certai n  
atmosphere, an  atmosphere . . .  " he  h a d  begun i n  a clear  voice surprisingly 
mascul ine,  shaded with emotion.  But at that  point Stefan had ceased to l isten . 

After the last group disappeared beh i nd the ruined wing which was all 
that sti ll remained of the monastery, Stefan set off alone down the walk. 
Whatever possessed me to tel l h i m  there used to be marshes here? he asked 
h i mself suddenly. If we'd spent another half-hour together, u ndoubtedly I 'd 
have told h im about Snagov and h ow Mia called out and h ow . . .  At that 
moment he  real ized that th is was what he  had been thinking about when he 
had mentioned the marshes near Bucharest where he had gone to swim as a 
boy, where the tal l  shady trees had grown in later years. His  mind had reverted 
also to that summer afternoon at Snagov when he had heard Mia cal l ing and 
had seen her for the last t ime, trying to raise her h ead.  But then a wave had 
struck agai nst her face and the \\ arm water of the lake had engulfed her. 
Almost th irty years have passed since then, he thought, attempting to free 
h i mself from this n ightmare. I t's sti l l  frightfu l .  . . .  

H ere under the tal l  trees the heat  of the summer afternoon had not yet 
penetrated. Aloud he repeated, "Nel mezzo del cammin di vita nostra . . .  
Una selva oscura . . .  " Suddenly he  felt as though someone were watching 
him and he  smiled i n  embarrassm ent. He was a ware that he  was repeating 
these \\Ords to help him drive awa y  the memory of the marshes and h is 
childhood and Mia 's blond hair  floating for a s ingle endless moment on the 
gently rocking surface of the warm lake. He began aga i n ,  "Una selva oscura 
. . .  " and he  tried to shake off the strange sensation of chi ldish fea r  that 
someone unseen and very near was fol lowing h i m  and watching him and 
reading h is soul l ike a book, knowing h is outrageous childish h ope that he 
could escape al l  those memories by reciti ng the one verse of the Inferno that  
he  knew. H e  wandered deeper and deeper into the forest, a lways accompanied 
by that  obscure and implacable presence that divined al l  his  thoughts and 
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caused him to smile with chagrin .  He felt l ike a small boy surprised at his play 
by the eye of a stranger. The game cannot be resumed, but he must wait with 
a guilty grin on his face, catching his breath timidly, until the alien eye 
disappears and he is a lone once more with the mystery of the play that only he 
understands . 

He saw her in the distance and his heart began to race even before he 
identified her. H e  started to ru n.  The car was standing by the side of the lane 
under the light shade of a maple .  The door was open. I leana was bending over 
the back seat of the car, trying to fit a stack of magazines between two small 
valises. When she heard his heavy steps she turned around, startled, then 
suddenly became very pale. 

"This was it," Stefan said as he ran. "This was the car!" He stopped i n  
order to quiet the pounding of his heart and swallowed several times with great 
effort. What a stupid thing to say! It was an absurd and i ncredible greeting. He 
had been rehearsing this  conversation for years, i magining the many possible 
circumstances of their reunion. He had heard h imself innumerable times 
pronouncing the first words he would say to her, and they had never been 
anything l ike these. And yet, a l though he saw her from afar and ran to meet 
her, although he guessed that it was she before he recognized her, he was 
incapable of any other utterance. He had seen the car. 

"It's the car I told you about," he expla ined . Why did he allow this to 
continue? Why did he let someone else speak for him, in his name, before he 
could speak, before he could say what he wished to say? "It's the one I thought 
\vould disappear, the one that would vanish exactly at midnight. . . .  " 

I leana leaned on the open door . She looked just the same as when he 
had left her-tanned by the sun ,  with eyes the color of that  rare species of 
pansy. No, he thought a moment later, it was not when he had last seen her 
that she had l ooked l ike that, not when he had left her in their room at 
Bussaco on New Year's Eve. This was the way she had looked when he saw 
her for the fi rst time at Baneasa , turning her head to see who was foll owing 
her through the grass. " In these places there were once marshes , "  he had told 
her then. Those were the first words he had said to her.  Although he had 
known about the car at that time too, he had not spoken of it until later. He 
had talked to her about the marshes, about the trees he had planted when he 
was in the liceu , about the hedgehog, about the heavens that open on the 
Night of St. John.  But even then he had known from the beginning about her 
car. 

"It was exactly l ike this ,"  he continued .  "You had a small  ring with a 
Yal e  key and several other l i ttle keys . . . .  " 
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\\'ith some effort he managed to smile and he looked into her eyes . "This 
time it's not a hal luci nation.  It's real . . . .  " 

For years she had n ot permitted herself to recal l  the night at Bussaco. I t  
seemed l ike a petrified t ime transformed i n  some mysterious manner 
in to a sort of fortress with high stone walls .  \Vhcn she returned in  
rc\'cric to the past, she  sa\\' from a di stance the \\'ai ls  of  the  night a t  
Bussaco and she fled from them, she detoured around them . S h e  im
mersed herself i n  other memories-the fisherman's house at Casca is ,  
the last years she had spent on strada Batistci ;  or she went back even 
farther to the \'acations at Zinca , the summers of her childhood. The 
petrified t ime had assumed the appearance of the room at Bussa co. I t  
had become s in ister, l ike a room i n  which someone had d ied ,  before the 
wreaths and black draperies had been brought i n .  She had begun to 
dress.  ' ' I 'm n ot trembl i ng !"  she repeated constantly to herself. ' ' I 'm not 
trembling!"  \\'hen the car mo\'cd si lently out of the courtyard of the 
hotel and entered the forest,  she had noticed the wisps of fog hanging 
among the trees l ike gloomy shrouds, and an u ndefined feeling of 
futil ity settled upon her. All the l ife around her seemed suddenly to 
ha\'e been snuffed out. '' I 'm not crying, " she repeated to herself. ' 'I 'm 
not crying!" 

"\\'hen I sa\\ you at Baneasa i n  the distance, I kne\\ you'd come in a car.  
wasn't crazy. It  \\ asn't a halluci nation . I t  \\'as this car, this \'cry car. . . .  " 

Entroncamento, :\ ladrid , the telegram to the Valkyrie. The hours spent 
in the \\ait ing room of the ra il road sta ti on , hiding her eyes in the 
newspaper so that she \\ ouldn't be recognized by someone from the 
Legation.  The night on the sleepi ng ca r going to Barcelona . "Est-ce que 
,\ ladame desire encore que/que chose? "  the steward had asked her. 

"I kne\\ I 'd fi nd you . I \\·ent to Zinca too. The peasants had burned the 
mansion.  :\ Iarina had died .  But I kne\\ I 'd find you . . . .  " 

I leana did not turn her eyes away from his .  She \\'aS frightened. She did 
not know \\ hat other th i ngs he might say,  \\ hat other \\Ords would leave his 
l ips ,  bu t she feared them . 

"I knew i t , "  Stefan resumed ,  "when I understood al l  that has happened, 
\\ hen I found out who doamna Zissu was . . . .  " 

Suddenly troubled ,  he \\·as s i lent .  Ileana released her grip on the car and 
stepped to the edge of the lane, seating herself on the grass. She encircled h er 
knees wi th her arms and bent her head.  H e  approached her slmdy, anxiously,  
th inking that she was crying, and stood self-consciously before her. 
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Sometimes at n ight despair would awaken her. I 've nothing from him,  
nothing. She would press the pil low over her mouth so the Valkyrie 
would not be disturbed, and she would sob. But the Valkyrie always 
heard her, and a few minutes later she would tap l ightly on the door and 
come i n ,  embarrassed, with fear in her eyes, not knowing what to say. 
"He l eft me nothing,"  I leana would moan.  " I  wish I had something 
from him-a fl ower, at least, or a handkerchief, or an envelope with the 
address written by him. Anything . . .  just something of h is . . . .  " One 
night she had said, ' 'I 'd l ike to have a baby. I hope I have a baby . . . .  " 
And after that  she kept repeating, ' ' I 'm going to have a baby . . . .  " Her 
Portuguese friend in  Lisbon wrote to her almost daily. She mentioned 
that  Stefan had sen t flowers several times , that he had looked for her at 
Cascais, he had telephoned to Madrid. Then she wrote that he had 
taken a plane to Bucharest. He'll go to sec Tante Alice, I leana had said 
to herself. H e' l l  find out where I am and in a few days he'll be here. 
He'll come with a bouquet of l i l ies of the valley, with h is hair wet from 
the rain,  without a raincoat. H e'll ring the doorbell and he'll have a 
bouquet ofli l ics of the valley in the rain and I ' l l  open the door and we' l l  
look at each other. . . .  He'l l  smile at me . . . .  " She told the Valkyrie, 
"This is what he always does. He disappears for weeks or months and 
then he shows up again unexpectedly in the rain with a bouquet of 
flowers in his hand, and he smiles in an embarrassed way, l ike a child . "  
Then she would add quickly, " I  want a child by h im.  I'm expecting a 
baby . . . .  " 

"Stefan,"  she murmured without raising her eyes, "what do you want from 
?" me. 

At once he dropped down beside her on the grass and stared at her, 
incredulous, but he did not presume to touch her. "Ileana ! It's I, Stefan . . . .  
H ow I 've searched for you ! I knew I'd find you again . . . .  " He heard himself 
speaking, but it  seemed to him that his words faltered impotently, as though 
spoken by someone else in h is place-someone who tried to imitate h im but 
did not succeed because a very sl ight, almost imperceptible falseness betrayed 
him the very moment he pronounced the words. " I t's I, Stefan!" he repeated 
with anguish in his voice. 

That winter her days had been spent in waiting. Tante Alice wrote to 
her regularly, but she never mentioned Stefan. One day I leana decided 
to inquire about him, and after some time Tante Alice replied, "I 've 
heard that he's at the front in Russia . . . .  " 

She heard him continue to repeat,  "It's I . . .  I t's I .  . . .  " 

She kept to her room all  the time, smoking incessantly and gazing out at 
the lake. Whenever the Valkyrie came in she found her with a cigarette 
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bet\\ een her l ips and she would hasten to open the window. "I knew 
from the start that it would be l ike this ,"  I leana told her. "I knew I 
wouldn't  have a baby. I knew that n othing would be left to me from 
h im.  I knew it as soon as I saw him.  From the moment I set eyes on him 
in the forest I knew it would be th is ,,·ay, that I 'd have n othing from 
h im.  This was my fate-to have noth i ng . . . .  " "Ileana ! "  the Valkyrie 
exclaimed one night, and her own cry startled her, "you won't be able to 
live without h i m .  Go to Romania after h i m ,  search for h im!"  "Probably 
he died in Russia , "  Ileana responded .  "In any event he's dead to me. If 
he didn't go to Tante Alice's to l ook for me, it means that I 've died so far 
as he's concerned, and n ow he's dead for me too. And I have n oth i ng 
left from h im,  not even a n  envelope addressed by his hand . "  

Often \\ hen the Valkyrie entered the room she found I leana 
stretched out on the diva n ,  sti l l  smoking. "He told me only three times 
that he loved me. Three times in six years! H e  talked to me more about 
Vadastra a nd doamna Zissu. He talked about Time and about the car 
that  ought to have disappeared at midnight, about the room Samba and 
about the heavens that could open.  He talked to me about everyth ing, 
even about the \\ a r  and Vidrighin's intrigues-but he  never spoke to me 
about his  l ove. I 'm not even sure he  l oved me. H e  just said that I was h is 
destiny. I 've loved him ever si nce I Sa\\ h im.  H e  was walking behind me 
i n  the forest a nd I turned my head and I knew then that he  was the 
one-that I 'd l ove th is man all my l ife. I knew it, but I didn't want to 
admit it .  He \\as married; he  adored his wife; soon they had a baby. But 
I knew that I 'd love him all my life ,  even though I didn't want to admit 
it .  I kept trying to forget h im.  A nd maybe eventually I would have 
forgotten him if he hadn't reappeared unexpectedly so many times. 
Suddenly he would come to sec me or telephone me, and then I 'd 
real ize that I hadn't forgotten him yet. But I didn't want to admit it . " 

"Ileana ! "  the Valkyrie had sa id ,  taking her hand, "go and look for 
h i m ! "  "He'll  look for me ,"  she cried, jumping up abruptly from the 
diva n .  "He'll search for me on his knees to the end of the earth and he  
\\ on't find me! If he hasn't d ied in Russia , he'll  search for me for the  rest 
of his l ife, but he'l l never find me! Only . . .  I wish I 'd have a child by 
h i m  . . . .  " 

' ' I leana ,  what's wrong with you?" Stefan asked her,  his voice dropping sud
denly to a whisper, for he  feared that he could no longer trust it  not to betray 
h im.  

"I wish I 'd have a baby , "  she  would repeat to  herself whenever she  fel t  
l ike crying. These words would bring the tears to  her eyes, because they 
reminded her of what might have been but was not. The Valkyrie would 
hear her sobbing with the pi l low over her m outh and would get out of 
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bed . But then she would hesitate and wait t imidly, uncertainly,  wonder
i ng if she should go to her and try to comfort her. One morning I leana 
remarked, "I hope he's not dead, because then I have a reason to l ive: to 
get even with h im!  This is all I ask-to bear his child and avenge myself. 
Is this too much, Val? I don't ask for anything else-just to have a baby 
and get even with him . . . .  " 

"I knew this was how it would happen , "  he whispered. H e  had noticed the 
wedding ring on her finger, but he had looked at it without seeing it, refusing 
to acknowledge it. He drew closer to her. 

" I  went to Zinca , "  he began tentatively, after a pause, trying to escape 
from his own voice , to separate h i mself from it, to extract it and throw it  
behind him somewhere so that final ly he could be alone with Ileana. 

But al l  his  efforts suddenly seemed i n  vai n  and he fell  silent. At that 
moment everything seemed vain . There was that wedding ring on Ileana's 
finger, and the warm gleam of the burnished gold reminded him of the 
fruitlessness of his striving. He turned away and his glance fel l  upon the car. 

All at once he fel t  as though the blood were draining from his veins and 
spreading over the ground at  his feet. I t  was the car! I t  was not h is love for 
I leana but the car that was his destiny! There i t  was, exactly as he had seen it  
in the Forest of Baneasa , exactly l ike al l  those other cars that had jarred his 
consciousness. I t  was l ike that taxi he had found on New Year's Eve, almost 
buried under the snow, while Ioana waited impatiently for h im,  her mind 
intent on the festivities already underway in the house in Cotroccni .  It  was l ike 
the car whose picture he had tried to paint, and l ike the one that he had seen 
wrecked on the road to Ciuc when he had heard I leana cry, "My fiance . . .  
Maybe he's still a l ive!" This was the car he had pictured in his mind when 
Fil imon told h im about the cyclone. It was somewhere on the h ighway 
between Lisbon and Estori l ,  overturned by the waves and wind. "Mon cher, " 
Filimon had excla imed, "a car turned over right in front of me . . .  struck by 
the waves i n  the m iddle of the road . . . .  Imagine!"  

Would his l ife have taken a different course if Filimon had not told him 
about this? Perhaps he would have remained much longer under the spell of 
Circe, of Stella Zissu,  for undoubtedly he had been enchanted. He could not 
have left her. He might have gone with her to New York, continuing to insist 
that he did not love her, continuing to talk  about l oana and Ileana, but 
incapable of breaking her spell .  He would have had to follow her everywhere 
and wait fearfully for her to approach him with her parted l ips , her white teeth 
gleaming menacingly. 

It  was the same car. 
"I have to leave, "  Ileana said, suddenly rising from the grass. "I 've 

delayed too long already. I have to reach Lausanne tonight. " 
He wanted to tell her, Nonsense! Don't you realize that it's absurd? 
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\\'c'vc scarcely met aga in .  I looked for you for six years-on the front in 
Russia and in the Crimea . I went to strada Batistci ,  I went to Zinca.  Don't 
you sec h ow absurd it  is? 

But he only said , "The Valkyrie hasn't sung yet , "  and he was amazed at 
the calmness of his voice. He too had stood up abruptly, and I leana looked at 
h i m  in wonder, a faint smile tugging at her l ips. 

" H ow did you know she was singing?" 
"I  imagined it . " 
H e  wanted to say, I knew it at once when by chance I d iscovered on the 

bus that there was a concert at Royaumont and there would be foreign artists. 
I knew. 

"I imagined it, " he repeated. "I  thought that was why you came-to hear  
her. You came together . . .  " 

"I have to leave , "  said I leana . "I should have l eft long ago. I 'd started to 
leave, but I thought someth ing \\·as wrong with the motor and I stopped . I t  
wasn't anything . . . .  To your misfortune , "  she added \\·ith an uncerta in smile .  
"It  gave you a chance to meet me aga in . . . .  \\'hat arc you smoking?" she 
inquired unexpectedly, searching his eyes, her l ips trembling sl ightly.  

"Gauloiscs Blcucs . " 
How qu iet he felt  nm\ . H e  took out h is cigarettes and offered her one, 

striking a match . H e  wanted to say, This is incredible!  Haven't you under
stood yet? Haven't you understood anyth ing except that  you don 't l ove me 
anymore? But this is serious only for me. You sti l l  have your whole l ife ahead 
of you . Don't you rea l ize \\ hat you 're doing is absurd? Haven't I told you that  
I recognized the car? 

" I  l ike to smoke a Cauloisc nm\· and then . "  She turned upon him a smile 
that was sad and distant, heavy \\ ith melancholy, but it was a smile and 
Stefan's face brigh tened to see it .  

' ' I 'm glad that \\C met aga in ,  Stefan .  I 'm glad you're alive. I knew you 
\\ere al ive.  I 'd heard it,  and now I 'm glad I saw you agai n  . . . .  You haven't 
changed, "  she added after a moment. 

' ' I 've grown older. " 
' ' I 'm not aware of it .  For me, in any case . . .  " 
"Yes. I understand , "  Stefan interrupted , smil ing. "I know what you 

mea n .  For you I 've stayed the same because I d ied long ago . "  
"Yes . " 
" I  ought to have known that. I left for the front because I knew that if I 

didn't die there th i ngs would be even worse for me. I would have to find out 
someday, d i rectly from your own lips,  that I had been dead to you for a long 
time . . . .  " 

"You mustn't do that , " lleana hastened to tel l  h im.  "I mean you mustn't  
think . . .  You mustn 't th i nk of that. . . .  " She paused . "Arc you l iving in 
Paris?" 
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"Yes . "  
"I  can let you off on the way, but we must leave now. I 've waited too long 

already. Whenever you wish we'll l eave. " 
"Probably if I should ask you-if I should beg you not to leave today, or 

at any rate not to go in this automobile  . . .  Probably if I should say . . .  " 
"No, Stefan,"  she interrupted, wi th a smile. "Now, I 'm asking you-1 

beg you , if you prefer--don't ask me anything. Don't tell me anything. " 
"You don't understand , "  began Stefan,  troubled.  "I meant that this 

" car . . .  
" I  know, I know!" She sounded exasperated, discouraged. "You think 

that th is car . . .  Oh , I don't want to remember. All I ask of you is this: be so 
kind as not to remind me! After six and a half years the fi rst thing you said to 
me was something about that car. " She tried to smile. "You haven't 
changed. "  

" I  only wanted to tell you . . .  It's not what you think. I f  you were to leave 
another day, or if you were to go back by tra in . . .  " 

"No, Stefan.  I have a terribly nervous husband. H e  won't be able to sleep 
until I 'm home . . . .  He phoned me a few hours ago. " She spoke wistfully. ''I'd 
hoped that at l east at the Abbey of Royaumont there wouldn't be a telephone, 
but I wasn't that lucky. There's one here . . . .  H e's waiting for me. " She 
seemed resigned and annoyed . " ''ve taught him to think that I'm an ideal 
wife . . . .  We'd better go," she said in haste and threw away her cigarette. 'Til 
leave you in Paris . " 

"If you could put up with me, I 'd ask you to let me go a l i ttle farther with 
you . You could drop me off later wherever you l ike . . .  at a rai lway station 
along the way . . .  " 

' ' I 'd rather . . .  " she began. Her voice trembled slightly and, frightened, 
she l owered her eyes. 

"I leana!" Stefan whispered, seizing her hand. "I don't ask anything else 
of you. Maybe we'll never see each other again.  I ' l l  never ask you for anything 
more . . . .  " 

She had said to the Valkyrie, "Ask him not to i nsist any longer. I know I 
make him suffer, but i t's impossible for me to call  him by any other 
name. I learned to cal l  h im 'Doctor. ' I can't call  him Bernard. H e's so 
good . . .  he's been so kind to me-but I can't cal l  h im Bernard. He's 
been a saint. The fi rst time he asked me to cal l  him Bernard I said  'St. 
Bernard' and we both laughed. But now he's very upset. He insists. And 
it's impossible for me. H e's my doctor, my savior. I can't cal l  him 
Bernard . "  "But he  l oves you ,"  the Valkyrie excla imed .  " I  know. He's 
told me so. I know I l ove him too. I 've told h im.  I love him more than I 
love my own self. I love him the way I believe the sai nts are loved. 
That's why I can't call  h im Bernard. "  
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"\\'hat do you think of h im?" the Valkyrie had asked her i n  the 
beginning. She had seen h im only a few times. H i s  kindness, his  dis
tinction , his  intell igence shone in his  eyes , and she had l iked this at 
once. "He's a remarkable man , "  the Valkyrie had contin ued. "He's a 
doctor, a psychologis t ,  an artist al l  i n  one. H e's a genius .  H e's a very 
remarkable man . . . .  " When she had met h i m  he had two children , and 
a l i ttle while after that he came one evening to tell them that he had one 
more, a boy. He seemed to be happy. He invited them to his villa a few 
kilometers from Lausanne on the shore of the lake. It was a Sunday 
afternoon . His wife was waiting for them on the terrace with the elder of 
the two l i ttle girls. She seemed to radiate a happiness that was s imple 
and ca l m .  

"The truth is that he saved me, " s h e  s a i d  later t o  the Valkyrie .  
"Because of h im I 've begun to l ive again . "  And another t ime,  " H e  told 
me,  teasing, that he was afra id he was fal l ing i n  l ove with me. I reas
sured h i m .  ' Don't  \\ orry, Doctor. I 'm unlucky in love. ' H e  reminded 
me of a drea m I 'd told h im a year earlier.  ' I t  means that  you've resolved 
your cris is , '  he said then , and he repeated it to me aga i n .  'Don't be 
afraid of Stefan anymore. You've accepted and arc reconciled to his  
death-physical death or spiri tual death , it's the same th ing. You've 
accepted this fact, th is evidence that Stefan has died so far as you're 
concerned. You'\'c become reconciled to l ife and now you begin a new 
one . '  'Of course , '  I repl ied. 'I O\\ e th is  to you . ' 'But you must go further. 
You must make peace with h i m-with Stefa n ,  the man you loved who 
made you suffer and who is now dead to you .  You must . . .  . ' 'I know , '  I 
a nswered. ' I 've done it already. ' "  "You ought to tell h i m  h ow you 
waken at n ight from your s leep,"  the Val kyrie had interrupted . "You 
ought to tel l him you wake up screa ming and calling for Stefa n . " ''I 've 
told h i m .  H e's known that  for a l ong time. " 

Then after a year had gone by she found out that  there was persis
tent talk at the cl inic about the two of them , the doctor and herself, 
about their fri endship ,, hich \\ as much too intimate, even incriminat
ing. "I should sec h im less frequently , " she had said to the Valkyrie. "It  
wil l  be hard,  because I 've grown accustomed to being with him. I need 
his friendsh ip.  H e's been l ike a saint . "  "I have the impression that he 
l oves you , "  rema rked the Valkyrie, "that he's terribly in l ove with you . "  
"0Jo,  it's not that , "  declared Ileana quickly.  "I t's a different kind of love. 
I t's affection of an enti rely different sort. S omething else . . . .  " 

One evening after dinner he had come to see her unexpectedly. H e  
seemed to b e  much disturbed . "I leana , "  he  said,  "will  you b e  m y  wife?" 
He was suddenly pale and he l ooked deeply into her eyes. "But, Doc
tor . . .  " "Call me Bernard . "  "I feel terrible . . . .  What about Claire?" "I 
told her , "  he said promptly.  "I had to tell her and she understood. 
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We're separating. She left this morning with the children . "  "How aw
ful ! "  Ileana exclaimed. "But it would have been a hell . "  H is words 
came faster. ' ' I 'd be l iving a l ie.  I'd destroy her life and eventually mine 
as wel l .  Will you be my wife?" he asked aga in .  "Whatever your answer 
is you must realize that I can no longer turn back. I cannot live a 
l ie  . . . .  " "How a'Wful ! "  repeated I leana . "Claire . . .  " 

"Ask h im not to i nsist, " she said to the Valkyrie. "It's impossible for 
me. I can't accept. I can't call h im Bernard. I can't be his wife. " "But he 
loves you . He's obtained h is divorce. This is driving him out of his 
mind.  Do you want him to lose his reason completely? You're destroy
ing h im.  You've told me you love h i m ,  that he's the only man you l ove 

. and ever will love. You've said that he's been l ike a sa int to you . . . .  " "I 
can't! " I leana insisted. "I can't l ie to him!" 

Finally she told Bernard. "I can't l ie .  I love you too much to lie to 
you. But you know what's in my heart. You're the man I love most in 
the world .  You're the only person I really love. I loved Tante Alice, but 
now she's gone. Yet I can't lie to you . You know what's in my heart. " 
"It's just your i magination, " he said,  taking her hand and holding i t  i n  
h i s  own . "You're wrestl ing with a shadow, somethi ng that's been dead a 
long time, but you persist in giving it l ife through your imagination, 
your own life. I t's only a shadow. " "I sti l l  call to him,  even now, in my 
dreams at night," she whispered in despair .  "That doesn't matter. For 
twenty years I've called out in my sleep the name of the teacher who 
slapped me once when I was a child-slapped me so hard the blood 
came. It has absolutely no significance . . . .  " 

They were married in January 1 946. When she sometimes awoke 
with a screa m at night, she heard him beside her, comforting her. "You 
were frightened, "  he would say, "you had a bad dream. " "How kind you 
are ,"  was her answer, and she started to bring his hand to her l ips, but 
he quickly bent and kissed her hand instead. ' ' I 'd l ike for us to have a 
chi ld , "  he said to her once. "How kind you arc, " she whispered. And 
often after that he repeated, "''d l ike for us to have a child. " Several 
months later he told her, "Probably you're sti l l  not persuaded that we 
must have a child. We both need it, or at least I do. I need to have that 
to look forward to . . . .  " 

Sometimes in the night she would awake and find h im beside her, 
gazing at  her with a smile that was not always convincing. I t  was an 
expression that  had begun to appear weary. "''m not sleepy, "  he would 
say. " I  can't sleep . "  " Doctor!" she cried on one occasion. "You're not 
happy!" "Call  me Bernard , "  he begged her. "Learn to cal l  me Bernard . "  
"You aren't happy,"  she repeated, "because of me, because of me . . . .  " 
She wanted at least to be able to cry, to show him it grieved her that she 
could not make him happy. But her eyel ids were h ot and dry and rough, 
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and she did not look at h i m  but kept repeating, "because of me, because 
of me . . . .  " "But what about you?" he asked her once. She turned to 
h i m ,  wondering. \Vhat did he mean? "I?" she meant to smile, but 
instead she shrugged her shoulders. "No.  That's no answer, " he in
sisted . "I kno\\ what's gnawing at you and consuming you l ike an 
invisible cancer, but it's preposterous! I t  only exists in your i magination. 
You also have to want to do someth ing about it .  You have to want to 
l ive. There's absolutely noth ing \\Tong \\'ith you otherwise. You've rec
ognized for yourself that  Stefan no longer means anyth ing to you, that  
he's just  a shadow you nourish with your i magination. But no\\ you 
have to want  to conquer it, you have to want  it. . . .  " 

"What's the matter with Bernard?" the Valkyrie asked her. "What's 
wrong with h im?" "I leana , "  she cried one day, "what's happened be
h\ ccn you? Don't you love each other anymore?" "Yes , yes , of course , "  
I l eana assured her. " I t's something else. H e's tired . H e  works too much 
and suffers from insomnia. I 've told him he has to take a l ong vacation , 
a very l ong one. \Vc m ust go somewhere together, far away . . . .  " "Arc 
you serious? \Vhy a rc you crying?" "1\'o, you're mistaken, I'm not 
crying. But I'm sorry. I was afraid it \\'Ould be l ike this. You know very 
well that I didn't  \\·ant . . .  that  I resisted as much as I could.  I told h i m ,  
' Doctor, you must stay a s  you arc . . . .  For me you'll ah\·ays b e  a sa int. ' 
That's ridiculous , '  he answered. These arc images that you yourself 
project, and then you bel ieve they actually exist. You bel ieve tha t  I 'm 
the way you i magine me, a St. Bernard . . . .  ' " 

But the Valkyrie continued to ask, "What's happened to you two? 
What's the matter \\ i th Bernard?" Once she had begun, "I heard a 
colleague of h is saying . . .  " "I don't want to hear  about i t ,"  I leana had 
interrupted. "Please, I impl ore you , don't tell me anyth ing . . . .  " I n  the 
night she heard h i m  walking about in his room . Waking, she lit a 
cigarette and smoked it absently, l i stening to the footsteps on the other 
side of the wal l .  S ometimes she called to h i m ,  " Doctor! Doctor!" H is 
l ips sti l l  wore the same s trained smile when he entered . ' ' I 'm sorry . . .  " 
" I t's nothing , "  he quieted her, " i t's noth ing. " Once she said, "But you 
know if you want me to I can disappear. I 'd be happy to be able to do 
something for you . I 'l l  go home to Romania. I t's impossible for anyone 
to come back from there . "  "I leana !"  He was alarmed. "Are you mad? 
You're al l  I have! I l ive only for you !"  

They spent that  winter on the Cote d'Azur, determi ned to appear 
happy together, to enjoy their  vacation,  their  wealth . In the spring they 
went to Sicily.  One evening at Taormina he asked her suddenly, " Do 
you know that Viziru 's in Paris?" They were walking in the park and 
I leana stopped . The color left her face and she stared at  him for a l ong 
time. " H is name is Viziru ,  isn't it? Stefan Viz iru ,  former consi/ier in the 
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Ministry of the Economy. I inquired through a university classmate 
who's stationed now at the Swiss Legation in Bucharest. It was very 
simple .  Besides I ought to have done this l ong ago. Maybe it was a 
mistake that I didn't. " She continued to gaze at him, pale, mute. "Yes, 
he's in Paris. He defected last summer when he was on a mission to 
Prague. And now here's what I 've been thinking . . .  " "Bernard ! "  she 
whispered, "I beg you, I i mplore you . . .  " "No, my dear, it's very 
serious . "  Stern, unmoved, he watched her eyes. "An i mage in your 
mind prevents you from living, so the problem is very simple-you 
must go and confront the image. " "Bernard!"  she pleaded. "You'll  have 
to confront it  and see for yourself that Stefan Viziru is simply a phantom 
without l ife, or blood, or sou l .  It owes its existence to your imagination, 
which animates it. . . .  " "Bernard! "  She grasped his arm and both were 
silent for a l ong time. They did not l ook at each other. 

"You'll have to hurry,"  he reminded her all that day. "It's out of 
the question ! "  she protested . "I swore that he'd never see me again,  that 
he wouldn't find me even if he searched on h is knees to the ends of the 
earth . . . .  " "That's nonsense!" the doctor interrupted. "You must 
hurry . . I 've inquired and he's sti l l  in Paris, but we can't wait much 
longer. He may leave. He's a refugee now. " "Impossible !"  "I  have 
perfect confidence in you , "  he had said on a later occasion . "I know 
what will happen. You'l l  s imply confront him and be cured . "  Another 
day he suggested, "Go with Anne-Marie. Go by car. . . .  " He must have 
found out about the concert at  Royaumont and arranged through the 
office of Swiss Cultural Affairs in Paris for the Valkyrie to be invited. 
"Now you have to go, "  he pressed her. "Take Anne-Marie so you won't 
be alone. Stay in Paris for several days. I know his address. Send him a 
note by special messenger and make an appointment to meet him at a 
cafe. Or no, it would be better to meet him in a garden-the Luxem
bourg, for instance. Ask h im to come there. I nsist. And after two hours 
Anne-Marie will come to get you . I 'l l  phone you in the evening and you 
can tell me the details of the interview. I believe I 'll be able to determine 
then if you'll need to see him a second time . . . .  " 

Then suddenly early in the afternoon she had been summoned to 
the telephone. "Lausanne calling,"  they told her. He had tried to locate 
her in the morning at her hotel , but she had been invited to lunch at 
Royaumont with the director of the concert. "Have you written to 
him?" he asked. "Not yet. " ' ' I 'm glad," he said precipitately. "It's not 
necessary. I 've thought it over and it was a stupid idea . . . .  " "I won't 
write h im,"  I leana whispered. "But I have one request to make , "  he 
continued, "a big favor. . . .  " "Say it. " "''ve never asked anything of you 
before, but today I have this one request. . . .  " "Say it ,"  repeated Ileana. 
"Maybe you' l l  smile and think that . . .  " "What is it?" A note of anxiety 
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had entered her voice. " \\'hat's the matter?" "Nothing . . .  except that I 
feel extremely nervous. I couldn't close my eyes all  night. I real ized that  
I 'd made a foolish mistake for which both of us might have to pay very 
dearly. Even now I sti l l  feel terribly nervous.  My heart . . .  " "Bernard !" 
" �o.  it's noth ing serious, it's just  because of the i nsomnia.  But I 'd l ike 
you to come back i m m ediately. If you leave now you could reach the 
border before m idnight. . . .  Are you sorry I 've asked you th is?" "No,"  
whispered I leana .  ' " I 'm glad ."  "Is  that true?" ' ' I 'm glad ,"  she repeated. 
" I 'll tell you why \\ hen I get home. " "I leana!  That's the first tim e  you've 
told me that. . . .  " ' ' I 'm glad, " she murmured again .  "My darl ing!" She 
could tell that  he  was deeply moved . 

"Talk to me,"  she urged at intervals. The s i lence between them seemed to 
assume a tangible form and it frightened her. 

He held his  gaze straight ahead of him where the h ighway stretched away 
endlessly, rising sl ightly between a double l i ne of poplars. Very near them the 
sun went down behind a hi l l .  

" ' It's extremely hard for m e  to talk about myself, "  Stefan began after 
awhile .  "I  th ink you know the most important thing. The rest isn't interest-

" mg. 
"Just talk  to me. Tel l  me again about the m ost i mportant th ing . . . . " 
"I think you know. It's appall ingly si mple. It can be reduced to a nam e  

a n d  an image, that's a l l .  A n  i mage . . .  " 
"An i mage?" echoed I leana,  d istressed. 
"Yes . I calculated the tim e-l've always had this mania for computing. 

For a lmost fourteen years I was obsessed by a name: doamna Zissu. And for 
twelve years-exactly twelve-I was obsessed by a n  i mage. An automobile. " 

"I u nderstand , "  I leana m u rm ured, watching the point where the h igh
way lost itself in the d ista nce. 

"I don't th ink you do," said Stefan with a tormented smile. " U ntil 
yesterday even I didn't u nderstand. U ntil yesterday . . .  no, to be m ore precise, 
until just a few h ours ago. " 

"I know , "  I leana rejoined .  "It's a question of the car. Always something 
about the car! An i mage. Without l ife , without blood, without sou l .  An 

" 1 mage. 
"Yes ,  an i mage. But now I understand. " Maybe I should try again to tell 

her ,  he  thought. We sti l l  have time. She has her whole l ife before her .  She 
has her l ife . . . .  

"An i mage, " resumed I leana,  musing. "You haven't changed. A hal
l ucination that  even you didn't bel ieve i n  at  fi rst. . . .  But you've persisted in 
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clinging to it stubbornly, furiously, desperately. You've nurtured it with your 
own l ife , giving your blood and your soul to keep i t  al ive. You've held it 
constantly before you , always near you , until . . .  until you bel ieved that you 
could no longer l ive without it. That image is your l ife, your fortune, your 
happiness. I t's your fate . . . .  " 

"Yes. That's the way it was .  But now I understand why . "  
"Only a n  image, " I leana went o n ,  "a hallucination . And for that you 

destroyed your l ife. You made those who were dear to you suffer and you 
destroyed their l ives too. " 

"Yes. That's so. Everyone fails in l ife .  Except the saints . "  
"Why d o  you say that?" asked I leana, irked. "Why are you always talking 

to me about saints? Ever since I 've known you you've never stopped talking 
about the saints. Why? Why?" 

The h ighway emerged from between the rows of widely spaced poplars 
and ski rted the slope of a h il l  planted with grapevines . 

'Tm not sure myself. Maybe it's because, l ike everyone else, I've had a 
longing for an unbroken kind of existence. Only a saint can l ive both in time 
and outside of time, in eternity. Only such an existence, ful l ,  rounded . . .  " 

"An image and a name,"  Ileana broke in again .  "A name you heard once 
long ago through a wal l . "  

"It  wasn't just a simple wall l ike any other. I t  was . . .  " 

"I know. It was a part of your secret room . You heard it there in your 
sanctuary . . . .  " 

"It  wasn't a sanctuary. It was simply my secret room . "  
" . . .  Your sanctuary that you yourself created i n  your imagination ,"  

continued I leana hopelessly. "An image that you superimposed on another 
image-that of the room Samba of your childhood .  And because of that name 
and that image you destroyed your life. You l ived an i l lusion and you de
stroyed your l ife !"  

"Yes. But now I understand why. I found out who doamna Zissu was. 
Partenie loved her. And before him Mitica Porumbachc loved her. And 
before him . . .  " He hesitated. Captain Sideri, you're under arrest! 

"Stefan!"  she whispered suddenly without turning her head, continuing 
to look straight before her over the h ighway. 'Tm sorry I have to tell you this, 
but my heart aches fur you-it's breaking with pity. I pity you terribly . . .  " 

"I understand . "  

Here i n  the shadow of the beech and maple forest the evening seemed further 
advanced. It was already night under the trees. 

"Talk to me, " entreated I leana again.  "We don't have much more time 
together. Talk to me . . . .  " 
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"It  �mclls l ike home,"  Stefan sa id .  "You'd th ink \\ l' were i n  a forest in  
Romania . "  

" I t's true, " said I leana i n  a \'oicc that was suddenly soft. " I  didn 't notice it 
at fi rst but i t's so. It has a fragrance l ike the woods at home . . . .  " 

"Like the woods at home. " 
"Y cs , it's true.  It '' as l ike this . "  
"But not a t  Zi 11ea , "  Stefan resumed after a pause. "You didn't have such 

great forests at Zi 11ea . "  
"There was one there, \'cry old and very large, but i t  was some distance 

away from our place. It \\ as beyond '/'an te Cecile's land. I remember it very 
\\dl .  . . 

" :"\ oth ing is left of it n ow. The peasants cut it dcm n the same '' inter they 
burned the mansion.  It wa� a very hard ,,·inter and many died of the cold or 
typhus or of h unger. ·· 

" I  kn<m , "  '' hispcrcd Ileana.  "I heard . "  
Captain Sideri , }'ou're under arrest! remembered Stefa n .  I ought to tell  

her. She has her '' hole l ife ahead of her. She has her life . . . .  

The rc�ta urant had been built  ncar a m ill  and the tables stood in  a row along 
the bank of the strea m under an arbor of i\'y and wisteria . 

"There's something fa mil iar  about this place , "  Stefan began tentatively, 
"someth ing I 'v e  known , but I can't  remember what . " 

"Yes , that's so. It resembles somethi ng in Romania . "  
After a long si lence Stefan rema rked , " I  can't quite recall what. . . .  " 
" Don't think of it anymore , ' '  interrupted Ileana with a smile. "Don't be 

always remembering things-what used to be, \\ hat might have been.  Don't 
keep l i\'i ng in the past !" 

"You're right. I t 's our greatest s in that we can't  l ive in  the present .  . . .  
Only the saints l i \'c conti nually in the present. " 

I leana stared at h im and smiled aga i n ,  absently crushing her cigarette i n  
the ashtray. Idly she deciphered the letters o n  it: Souvenir . . . .  "Stefa n , "  she 
said ,  "you ha\'cn't changed . You've stayed just the same. " 

' ' I 've grown older . "  
" ;\' o ,  you haven't. You'll  never be able t o  grow old . "  
"It's very strange . . . .  This water that  flm,·s so fast, this water flowing and 

fal l i ng out of the m i l l ,  remi nds me of something. " 
"Y cs-and m e .  H ow beautiful  it is ,  incomparably beautiful .  . . .  And the 

beauty of the n ight is so haunting! Everything's so beautifu l .  . . .  " 
I ought to tell her now, he thought. She has her l ife before her. " I leana , "  

h e  began ,  suddenly troubled. "If I request something of you , i f  I i mplore you 
to l isten to me to the end and not i nterrupt me . . .  " 
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"No, Stefan,  don't say anything. I t's better-much better-not to say 
anyth ing . "  

"No, you don't understand. I want t o  tell you something entirely dif
ferent. I t  has no connection with me, or if you insist it has only a very 
insignificant connection. I t's somethi ng that only concerns you . . .  " 

"Please, Stefan ! "  she whispered, looking at him fearfully. "Please !"  
" . . .  something that concerns you and you alone. I t's about your l ife . . .  " 
"Then I 'm leaving!" 
" . . .  and your future . . .  " 
She started to rise from her chair, but Stefan caught her arm and stopped 

her. "All right, I'll  do as you ask. I won't say anything more. Stay. Please 
stay . . . .  " 

I leana's eyes searched his again and she laid her hand on his arm. "Don't 
be angry, Stefan.  I don't want to hurt you . But th is is better. "  She paused 
thoughtfully. "It's so beautiful  here. I'm sorry we can't stay l onger. I don't l ike 
to think about leaving. The night's so beautifu l .  . . .  " 

"It's l ike something . . .  " mused Stefan,  and he seemed reconciled .  He 
smiled.  "We stil l  have time. " 

She glanced hastily  at her watch and the color receded from her face. Reach
ing for the glass that had been left almost untouched on the table, she drained 
it suddenly. 

"I t's late. I n  ten or fifteen minutes I have to leave. We'll part. . . .  " Her 
voice was grave and it faltered and was l ost in the ubiquitous sound of the 
turbulent water. "''d l ike to say something. But I want to be sure that you'll 
l isten and not i nterrupt me no matter what I say. Stefan,  what do you hold 
most dear in all the world?" 

"You , "  he said simply, averting his eyes. "Forgive me for saying it. " 
"That's all right, that's all right. It doesn't matter, "  responded I leana 

impatiently.  ' ' I 'm asking you to swear to me by that which you hold most 
dear.  I want you to swear to me that you'll do what I 'm going to ask you to do. 
Do you swear it?" She turned and looked di rectly at h im,  and in that  moment 
Stefan saw that she had become again the woman he remembered. This was 
the way he had always seen her, ever since they had walked side by side 
through the grass, ever since she had shaken her head at him and told h im 
with a smile, "I  don't understand you. I 'm sorry. Probably you're saying some 
very in teresting things but I don't understand you . . . .  " 

" I  swear, " he said. "It's unthinkable for me to do it, but I swear. " 
"You've sworn to me, Stefan,  you've sworn by me! There's noth i ng more 

to do . . . .  And now this is what I ask. Don't search for me anymore, don't 
even think of me! Or think of me as someone who has died. This is really 
what happened to me-l died long ago. Remember whatever you wish, but 
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don't th ink of me anymore as someone l iv ing in the present-in the time that 
Cod still gives me to J i,·e . . . .  " 

"Cod . . .  " Stefan repeated , his  voice scarcely audible. 
"I  ask you to forget me. But before you do, I 'd l ike to inform you of one 

more thing. I don't tell you this to torture you and make you regret e,·erything 
that might have happened and did not.  � laybe i t  wasn't your fault-but 
nei ther was it  m ine-that I met you and fel l  in l ove with you , that ! l oved you 
and couldn't forget you . I t  was my destiny. Probably when I was born a Fate 
came who had not been im· i ted ,  and she predestined misfortune for me. 
Listen to me, please! "  she cried ,  ra ising her hand i n  alarm ,,·hen he tried to 
speak. " You swore you'd l isten to me. This was destined for me. Probably you 
\\ere not at fault at al l .  But I 'd l ike you to know this-that 1\·e remained 
fa ithful to my destiny. I let you believe I didn't  IO\·e you anymore, but I l ied .  
I 've ne,·er stopped l oving you for a moment. �laybe I didn't always want to, 
but this was the way it was. 1 \·e l oved you ever s ince I saw you the fi rst t ime 
twelve years ago i n  the Forest of Baneasa , and I l ove you today. I was con
demned to 10\·e you . I ' l l  love you , probably, until the last moment of my l i fe. 
This I ,,·as condemned to do. I t  was my fate. If  l ) i ,·e fifty or a h u ndred years 
longer and if I have chi ldren and my children have children, and after fifty or 
a hundred years I die surrou nded by my children and gra ndchildren, in the 
moment of death I ' l l  call the name that 1 \·e cal led for the past twelve years
'Stcfan! '  And I 'll declare then , as I do nO\\ every night when the thought of 
you \\ akens me, that I 've 10\·ed only you . And if-which is probable-! l ive 
exiled among strangers, with children and grandchildren who will know not a 
word of Romanian . . .  if as an old \\ Oman I remember scarcely anything of 
the language " h ich once \\ aS mine, in the moment of death I 'l l  tell you in 
Romanian that I 10\·e you . . . .  Don't i n terrupt me, please! You swore you'd 
l isten to me. Let me say it a l l !  I want you to know everyth ing. I want you to 
kno\\ that when I first real ized I loved you, a fe\\ weeks after I met you , i t  
seemed incredible that I could love you after seeing you just a few times .  That 
was in 1 936. I rid iculed myself in order to bring me to my senses . I told myself 
repeatedly that this was unheard of. It xas l ike Tristan und Isolde . . . .  S tefan,  
for me i t  was l ike that story. On that n ight, perhaps with out intention and 
" ithout knowing i t , you must have given me some magic potion to  drink. 
You entered my blood , my soul ,  and since that  t ime I 've lived only because of 
you .  I haven't l ived l ike a person who is al ive and wide awake, but as a 
shade . . .  perhaps as the dead l ive only in memories. Unfortunately I 've had 
such meager memories to live i n-the brief disastrous quarter h ours you gave 
me when you appeared with a bouquet of l i l ies of the valley to tell me that 
you were in l ove with me. But you told me this once, or at most, twice in a 
year,  and al l  the rest of those precious minutes you ga,·e me were devoted to 
talki ng about the car i n  "·hich I ought to have come but did not. . . .  " 

"Ileana! It's this car !"  Stefan exclaimed in a whisper. He leaned toward 
her and grasped her hand in a gesture of despair .  
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"Please, let me finish ! Let me finish ! "  she sa id, pulling her hand away, 
frightened. "You swore that you'd let me finish . . . .  You-my heart, my 
fortune, my tormenting demon-came a few times a year, stayed a quarter of 
an hour or once in awhile perhaps thi rty minutes. You talked about a car that 
ought to disappear at midnight, or else about the mystery of doamna Z issu . 
Stefan, " she whispered, looking i n  his eyes, smiling with difficulty, "if you 
ever love me again,  if you ever love anyone again ,  don't do that! It's horrible. 
I 've lived in the memories of a few hours. If I put together all the hours and 
minutes you've given me perhaps they'd amount to a day and a night. I've 
l ived in them in the way that  shades l ive on their memories of an entire and 
full l ifetime. You gave me a magic potion to drink, Stefan.  You never knew 
what you did . . .  " 

"Ileana , "  Stefan murmured. "Let me . . .  " 
"You swore by me, Stefan!  You swore to do as I asked. And all I ask is 

thi s--don't say anything! Just let me look at you . We don't have much more 
time to be together. Just let me look at you . . . .  " 

She said to him,  'Til leave you at the station. I 'l l  let you off at the first one. 
Probably there'll be a train to Paris before midnight. " 

"I leana . . .  " 
"You swore to me, Stefan !"  She did not let h im continue. "You swore 

that you'd l isten to me, that you'd never search for me again,  that  you'd think 
of me as someone who died a long time ago . . .  " 

" I  swear it now . . .  I swear it again , "  whispered Stefan.  "I swear by all I 
have left i n  the world that this is the last night I ' l l  ask you to let me sit beside 
you in this car , "  and he repeated , emphasizing the words, "In this car. I swear 
it  . . . .  " 

When they had left the last l ights of the town behind them Ileana said,  
"Stefan,  tell me a story. Tell me about your childhood. Tell me about the 
hedgehog and the butterfl ies in the forest. I l ike to hear you talk about your 
childhood. I like to i magi ne you as a child . . . .  " 

He stole a glance at h is watch. "Soon we'll part ,"  he said suddenly. "I swore to 
you, I swore by you , and I ' l l  keep my word. But there's no judge in the world 
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,, ho \\ <mid not al lo\\ me, without exceeding the letter of the oath , a few 
\\ ord�-\'(:ry brief-and I 'l l  ask you too not to interrupt me. I have very l i ttle 
to tel l you . I 'l l  say it  in a few \\ Ords . " 

'That's the ,,·ay you arc , "  I leana remarked quietly and she smiled .  
' ' I  was a fool . :\'o,  more precisely,  I was bl ind.  For twelve years I didn't 

understand. I t  \\ as not until this afternoon that  ! understood. I knew from the 
beginning, e\"Cr si nce I first sa\\ you , that ! loved you , and that I 'd love you al l  
my l ife . . .  " 

"Stefa n ! "  
" . . .  that you \\ Crc destined for m e ,  that w e  h a d  drunk the same potion 

together . . .  " 

Frightened , Ileana turned to l ook at h i m .  "Stefan!"  
"Be careful !  There's a truck ahead . . .  " H e  felt his  heart racing. I t's not 

yet mid night. She has her whole l ife before her. . . .  
"You swore to me!" H e  hea rd the hopeless catch in her voice. "You 

swore to me! Have at least a l ittle pity . . . .  " 
"just a few \\ ord� ."  he pleaded. "Careful !"  he cried i n  alarm a m oment 

later. "If you'l l  let me, I'll take the wheel. . . .  " 
" :\'o. It's all right. Don't be frightened . But I begged you not to tell 

me . . . .  Give me a cigarette, please. Light it for me. " 
Stefan obeyed and dre\\' the fi rst puff of smoke for her,  then he placed i t  

\\ ith a trembling hand bch\ccn her l ips .  
"That's good . . . .  It's a Cauloisc, "  s h e  said softly. "Talk to m e .  Tel l me 

more. Forgive me for screaming. I was frigh tened . . . .  " 
"I leana , be careful ! ' '  Stefan cried aga i n .  
"Arc �·ou afra id?" s h e  asked , tu rning her head and smil i ng. "Don't be. 

I'm \cry ca lm.  I'm quite cool beh i nd the \\ heel . "  
But it's not yet midnight, h e  conti nued to tel l  hi mself mechanically.  I 

should sti l l  ha\c t ime to tel l  her. . . .  
" j ust a few \\ ords , " he began aga i n ,  "but please, I beg of you , I implore 

you , listen to me. Soon, very soon, we'll part. " 
"That's so. I ' l l  l isten . I know you'll make me suffer and I 'l l  remember 

these few words my \\ hole l ife ,  but I 've never been able to refuse you . . . .  " 
"I was blind.  I knc\\ a l l  the time that you were destined for me,  but I 

didn't understand ,,·hy. I leana ,  if I ask you . . .  Watch out! What are you 
doing? Let me drive awhile !" 

" Don't be afra id . "  Smi l ing, she soothed h i m. "If  you wil l ,  please, throw 
a\\ ay my cigarette . . . .  " 

Taking it ,  he touched her hand and began to tremble. H e  thought that 
she was trembling too. I must tell her everything. I must tell her now. 
"Ileana!" he whispered , "my love, my bride . . .  " 

"Stefan !"  She seemed to lack the strength to cry out, to oppose h i m .  H er 
mice choked with exhaustion. 

"�1y bride,"  Stefan continued quickly,  as if he  no longer heard her. "I 
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have loved you as you loved me, irrationally, l ike a restless spirit that cannot 
die, not understanding, not comprehending what was happening to us, why 
we were fated to love and yet not be able to love, why we were destined to 
search for each other, never to meet . . .  " 

In the beam of the headlights of an approaching car he saw her face for a 
moment, and he saw that she was crying. She was looking straight ahead l ike a 
blind person , her eyes wide, unblinking, unseeing. 

"I  want to tell you th is, but not to make you suffer. I want to confess that 
I 've loved no one but you .  Perhaps I 've never shown i t, but I 've loved no one 
but you. And this afternoon I understood why. There was something that I 'd 
forgotten, and I was a fool . I was bl ind ,  I never should have forgotten. And 
now I have to tell you. I l oved only you and I must tell you. I 've loved only 
you , and I'll l ove you too in the last moment when . . .  " 

He was suddenly silent. His strength deserted him. I must tell her now 
while there's stil l  time, he reminded himself, watching her cry. I must im
plore her to stop here, to telephone Lausanne, to take the train.  I must fall  on 
my knees and plead with her . . .  

" My darl ing!"  he heard her whisper. 
"I  just �ant you to know this , "  he began again with great effort. "I want 

you to know . . .  " 
" My darl ing!" 
He saw the parapet, and beyond it  he could picture the abyss that yawned 

in the darkness. He began to tremble. I have to tell her. I sti l l  have time to tell 
her! But the headl ights of a car l ifted them out of the darkness, blinding him,  
and instinctively he drew closer to Ileana. That moment-unique, infinite
revealed to him the total beatitude he had yearned for so many years. I t  was 
there in the glance she bestowed on him,  bathed in tears. H e  had known from 
the beginning this was the way it would be. He had known that, feel ing him 
very near her,  she would turn her head and look at him.  H e  had known that 
this last moment, this moment without end, would suffice. 

596 


	Cover
	Title Page
	Copyright
	Preface to the English Edition
	Translators' Introduction
	The Forbidden Forest
	Part One
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9

	Part Two
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7





