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Camine in Miscare este un program principal Timisoara 2021, produs de
Asociatia Prin Banat. Este singurul program din dosarul de candidatura
care se desfdsoara in jurul Timisoarei, in regiunea Banatului istoric,
scopul acestuia fiind de a incuraja oamenii sa-si impartaseascd
mostenirea culturala si povestile personale cu cei din jur, pentru a intari
dialogul intercultural. Avand ca tema centrala fenomenul migratiei,
programul isi propune sa pund oamenii aflati in miscare in contact cu
comunitdtile locale pe care le intalnesc in drumul lor, promovand
storytelling-ul (arta povestirii) ca 0 metodd de a aduce oamenii laolalta
si de a le reda sentimentul de apartenenta la un spatiu.

CONTEXT

Renumiti pentru ospitalitatea lor, banatenii, siin special timisorenii,
pastreaza inca un numadr de stereotipuri adanc inradacinate. Cele mai
frecvente se referd la populatia rromd si migrantii regionali (precum
oltenii sau moldovenii, care au ajuns in Banat ca urmare a dislocarilor
fortate de populatie din timpul regimului comunist, sau de bunavoie,
pentru munca ori studii).

Camine in Miscare urmareste sa combata aceste stereotipuri,
expunandu-le prin storytelling si artd contemporand experimentalg,
pentru a sublinia beneficiile diversitatii si ale comunitatilor interculturale.
Pe de altd parte, anumite evenimente din trecutul tumultuos al Banatului
istoric, cum au fost razboaiele iugoslave (din anii '90) sau deportdrile in
Bardgan (in anii '50), continua sa fie subiecte tabu. Chiar si acum,
oamenii au retineri in a vorbi despre ele. Prin intermediul proiectului
Camine in Miscare intentiondm sa cream un climat optim pentru a putea
discuta deschis teme de acest gen, incurajandu-i pe supravietuitori sa
vorbeasca despre experienta lor personald si documentandu-le
povestile.

Pe termen lung, Camine in Miscare promoveaza integrarea si isi
propune sa ia legdtura cu centre si tabere de refugiati si sa desfasoare
o serie de evenimente culturale si workshop-uri educationale in aceste
locuri. Unul dintre obiectivele programului este sa scoata in evidentd si
povestile acestor oameni si sa atragd atentia asupra complexei situatii
in care acestia se afld, precum si sa promoveze potentialul acestor
grupuri de a imbogati cultural comunitatea locala. Programul urmareste
sa faciliteze intalniri si sa confere tuturor participantilor un sentiment
comun de apartenentd la aceste locuri.

Moving Fireplaces is a Timisoara 2021 program, produced by Prin Banat
Association. It is the only cultural program in the bidbook that takes
place outside the city of Timisoara, in the historic region of Banat. Its
aim is to encourage people to share their cultural identity and to build a
new sense of citizenship. Focusing on displacements, mobility, and
migration topics, the project aims to connect people who are on the
move with the local communities they encounter, and promote the idea
of storytelling as a way of bringing people together and regaining their
sense of belonging.

BACKGROUND

While being renowned for their tradition of hospitality, the people of
Banat, and especially of Timisoara, still hold a few deep-rooted
stereotypes. The most frequent of them regard Roma people and
regional migrants (such as Oltenians and Moldavians, who are here as a
result of forced relocation during the communist regime, or of their own
accord, moving for work or studies).

Moving Fireplaces objective is to counter these stereotypes by exposing
them through storytelling and contemporary artistic experimentation, in
order to highlight the benefits of diversity and intercultural communities.
On the other hand, some events in the tumultuous past of the region,
such as the Yugoslav Wars (in the 90s) or the Deportation to Bdrdgan (in
the 50s), continue to be taboo subjects. Even now people are reluctant
to talk about these topics. Through Moving Fireplaces we intend to
create an optimal climate to freely debate these types of subjects,
encouraging survivors to share their personal experiences with others
and document their stories.

On long term, Moving Fireplaces promotes integration. It aims to
approach refugee centers and camps, and to run a series of cultural
events and educational workshops in these locations. The objective is
to shine a different light on the people living there, and raise awareness
of their condition, in order for the locals to better understand their
complex situation, and their contribution to intercultural enrichment. The
project aims to create encounters and a sense of belonging in all
participants.



MECANISM SPECIFIC DE
INTERVENTIE
PENTRU PERIOADA 2017-2018

inceput in toamna anului 2017, proiectul a avut trei module de
implementare, dupd cum urmeaza: Modulul | a fost dedicat punerii bazei
unei strategii de interventie culturald locala si regionala, pe termen
scurt, mediu si lung. In cursul acestui modul, am fost elaborata
metodologia si planul de actiune pentru perioada de implementare
2017-2018 a proiectului. Modulul Il a fost dedicat etapei de cartare si
construirii asa-numitelor Fireplace-uri (Camine = localitati), precum si
desfasurarii primei editii a evenimentului ,Camine in Miscare”, in satele
Margina si Zorani. Rezultatele primilor ani de cercetare au fost
prezentate in cartea CAMINE IN MISCARE. 2017-2018.

MECANISMUL GENERAL DE
INTERVENTIE PENTRU 2019-2020

Pentru 2019 si 2020, viziunea noastra este de a continua dezvoltarea si
consolidarea retelei de Camine (localitati) si programului Camine in
Miscare in Banatul romanesc si sarbesc, cu scopul de a conecta
Timisoara (RO) si Novi Sad (SRB), ambele orase fiind capitale culturale
europene in anul 2021.

MECANISMUL GENERAL DE
INTERVENTIE PENTRU ANUL 2021
SIULTERIOR

Pana in 2021, toate Caminele (localitatile) vor fi interconectate, oferind
un tur cultural autentic in regiunea Banatului istoric.

CONCEPTELE DE FIREPLACE,
FIREKEEPER $I CAPITOL

Ce e un FIREPLACE?

Fireplace-urile sunt sate sau orase mici care vor fi selectate pentru a
deveni puncte permanente pentru proiectul Moving Fireplaces, cu
scopul de a crea un traseu cultural in Banat. Miza noastra este ca pana

ll

SPECIFIC INTERVENTION
MECHANISM
FOR 2017 AND 2018

Started in 2017, the project had three implementation modules, as
follows: Module | was dedicated to building the foundation of a strategy
for local and regional cultural intervention, in the short, medium and
long term. During this module, the methodology and action plan for the
implementation period 2017-2018 were also developed. Module Il was
dedicated to the mapping of the so-called Fireplaces (localities), and to
unfolding the first edition of the Moving Fireplaces event in the villages
of Margina and Zorani. The results of the first years of research were
presented in the book MOVING FIREPLACES. 2017-2018.

GENERAL INTERVENTION
MECHANISM FOR 2019 AND 2020

For 2019 and 2020, our vision is to continue the development of Moving
Fireplaces, in the historic Banat region. Our aim is to extend the project

in the Romanian and Sebian Banat, in order to connect the two capitals

of culture in 2021, Timisoara (RO) and Novi Sad (SRB).

GENERAL INTERVENTION
MECHANISM FOR 2021 AND
BEYOND

By 2021, all the Fireplaces in the network will be inter-connected,
offering an authentic cultural tour in the Banat region.

FIREPLACES, FIREKEEPERS AND
CHAPTER CONCEPTS

What are FIREPLACES?

Fireplaces are villages and small cities which will be selected to
become permanent locations in the Moving Fireplaces project, in order
to create a cultural route through the Banat region. By 2021, our aim is
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in 2021 fiecare Fireplace sa beneficieze si de o instalatie de artd
permanenta.

Ce e un FIREKEEPER?

Firekeeper-ii sunt locuitori ai satelor si oraselor mici care vor deveni
Fireplace-uri. Pot fi persoane care trdiesc acolo sau care s-au mutat
acolo in ultimii ani (de exemplu, tineri care au renuntat la joburile de la
oras, si-au cumpadrat o casa la sat si s-au mutat acolo). Ei sunt cei care
intretin instalatiile artistice, ghideaza oaspetii prin localitate (Fireplace),
le spun povesti ale zonei si le arata imprejurimile.

Ce e un CAPITOL?

Un Capitol e o zond geografica ce contine doua sau mai multe
Fireplace-uri (localitati). Pe termen lung, gruparea Fireplace-urilor in
Capitole aduce o seama de beneficii:

GRUPURI TINTA

Grupurile tintd sunt urmatoarele: comunitati locale si indivizi locuind in
zona Banatului istoric, indiferent de etnie, gen, rasa, religie sau
orientare sexuald; refugiati si migranti; actori in industriile
creative/culturale; autoritati publice de la nivel local, regional si national;
profesionisti (IMM-uri si experti) activi in turismul cultural la nivel local,
regional si national; studenti si membri din mediul academic; institutii
neguvernamentale, organizatii si asociatii active in sectorul cultural.

to mark every Fireplace with a permanent art-installation produced as
part of the project.

Who are FIREKEEPERS?

The Firekeepers are residents of the villages and small towns which will
become Fireplaces. They can be individuals who have always lived
there or persons who moved there in recent years (e.g. young people
who quit their city jobs, bought a house in a village and moved there).
They are the keepers of the art-installations, they guide the guests
through the Fireplaces, telling them local stories and showing them the
surrounding areas.

What are CHAPTERS?

A Chapter is a geographical area which contains two or more Fireplaces
(localities). On the long term, merging the Fireplaces under CHAPTERS
can bring many benefits:

TARGETED GROUPS

The targeted groups are as follows: local communities and individuals
living in the historic region of Banat, irrespective of their ethnicity,
gender, race, religion or sexual orientation; refugees and migrants;
members of creative/cultural industries; public authorities at local,
regional and national level; professionals (SMEs and experts) active in
cultural tourism, at local, national and regional level; students and
members of academia; non-governmental institutions, organisations
and associations active in the cultural sector.
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METODOLOGIA CERCETARII IN
CAMINE TN MISCARE.
EXERCITIUL ETNOLOGIC

O

METHODOLOGY OF RESEARCH IN
MOVING FIREPLACES.
AN EXERCISE IN ETHNOLOGY

Nicoleta Musat > Alexandru Dragan
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Proiectul se afla la al doilea an al cercetarilor de teren si al prezentarii
datelor. Construit in linia inceputd anterior (finalul lui 2017 — vara lui
2018), terenul vine intr-o linie de continuitate, dar si de addugare de noi
maniere de a ne raporta la informatiile obtinute. In 2019, el s-a
modificat, in primul rand, prin plasarea in spatiu, aria cercetarii fiind anul
acesta plasata in zona de granita a Romaniei cu Serbia si foarte scurt,
cu Ungaria. Desfasurat tot in rural, el a urmarit diverse obiective: sa
arhiveze povestile cu si despre granitd si despre migratia din jurul
granitei, sd identifice rolul pe care I-a avut trasarea frontierei de stat, in
interbelic, asupra destinelor locuitorilor zonei liminale, sd documenteze
narativ istoriile legate de spatii cu statut social din gospodaria
tardneascd (a se vedea exemplul camerei bune), respectiv sa puncteze
felul in care locuitorii ruralului se raporteaza la noul statut pe care il are
Timisoara — cel de capitala europeana a culturii. Nu intotdeauna
obiectivele trasate inainte de inceperea cercetarii isi gdsesc acoperire
in modul prin care un cercetator alege sd isi construiasca terenul.

Fie o cercetdatoare: ea a ales sa cerceteze migratia contemporand si
din vechile regimuri din zona granitei de vest a Romaniel. ,A lucrat,
deja, in teren; dispune de o culturd de specialitate convenabild, a
publicat cdteva articole despre...” as putea scrie pentru inceput,
trimiténd, intr-o intertextualitate voitd, la un text devenit clasic'. In linia
aceluiasi text, as putea afirma ca cel mai bine poti intelege migratia si
starea de granitd lasandu-te prinsa in aceste conditii precare ale
existentei?. Pe de alta parte, in teren, lucrurile stau intotdeauna altfel.
Precaritatea a venit mai degraba din alte zone, si anume din
nepracticarea unui exercitiu clasic de etnologie. In buna linie
malinowskiand, urmatd de cercetatori pana in contemporaneitate,
pentru a intelege modul de gandire al unei comunitati — sau de a intra
in contact real cu indigenii® — se practica locuirea, pentru o perioadd
moderat-indelungatd —in satul respectiv. Or, in cazul cercetarii de fata,
am avut de-a face mai mult cu o cercetare de tip hit and run, multisited,
dar extrem de condensatd. Culegerea datelor s-a facut concentrat si cu
scopul clar al identificarii unor teme (sus-mentionate) ce trebuiau
investigate. Interviul semi-dirijat sau de tip povestea vietii, jurnalul de

V. Jeanne Favret-Saada, Les mots, la mort, les sortes, Gallimard, Paris, 1977, p. 15.

The project is in its second year of field research and data presentation.
Built along the line started before (end of 2017 — summer of 2018),
fieldwork is inscribed within a direction of continuity, but it has gathered
new methods of relating to the gathered information. In 2019, fieldwork
changes, firstly because its spatial disposition, the area of research this
year being based in the border area between Romania, Serbia and
Hungary (briefly). Undertaken in rural areas, it had diverse objectives:
the archiving of stories with and about the border and about migration
around the border, to identify the role of the action of crossing the state
border had in the inter-war years, played over the destinies of
inhabitants of the liminal area, narratively documenting histories linked
with spaces of social status inside the peasant homestead (see the
example of the good room) as well as underlining the way in which rural
inhabitants relate to the new status Timisoara has gained — that of
European Capital of Culture. It was not always the case that initial
objectives set at the beginning of research were covered in the manner
a researcher chooses to construct his/her fieldwork.

Let's take the example of @ woman researcher: she chose to look into
contemporary migration as well as that in the old regimes of the
western border area of Romania. “She already did fieldwork; has
sufficient specialty training, has published some articles about...” |
could start writing, referring to a willing intertextuality, to a text that has
become a classic’. In line with the same text, | could state that you can
best understand migration and the border condition becoming
enveloped in these precarious conditions of existence?. On the other
hand, in the field, things are always different. Scarcity came from other
areas, mainly stemming from not practising a classic exercise in
ethnology. Well in line with Malinowski who researchers have kept until
now, in order for one to understand the way of thinking of a specific
community — or engaging in indigenous contact® - habitation is
practised on a moderate to long term period — in said village. But, in the
case of this research, we are talking about hit and run, multi-sited
research, but an extremely condensed one. The gathering and data was
done in a concentrated manner and its clear purpose was the one of
identifying themes (mentioned above) that were to be investigated. The

2 Favret-Saada afirma cd a inceput s inteleaga vrajitoria atunci cand s-a Idsat ,prinsd de vraja”.
Favret-Saada said that she began to believe in witchcraft when she was caught by the spell.

3 Bronislaw Malinowski, Argonauts of the Western Pacific, G. Routledge & Son, Londra, 1922.



teren, notitele din teren, documentarea fotografica, utilizarea arhivelor
de familie cu un continut impresionant de fotografii sau acte, observatia
participativd si mai consistentele sau mai putin consistentele discutii
sunt moduri de construire a cercetarii.

Orice perioada de strangere a informatiilor este urmatd de o perioada
de prelucrare a datelor, prin convertirea lor in fext. Descrierea
etnografica este procesul de transformare a actiunilor intentionale:
privitul si auzitul in scriere sau, in cuvintele unui etnolog: organizarea
textuala a vizibilului*. Ce urmeaza este un text etnografic, o scriere
despre o culturd. Migratia si transformarile pe care relocarea le aduce in
povestea de viata, trauma sau povestea succesului, starea de limitd si
transgresarea ei se transforma in concepte bune de gandit. Un etnolog
elvetian, scriind despre cum terenul se transforma in text punea, ca
ultima etapa, ceea ce, in termeni osificati am spune: diseminare.
Diseminare a informatiei catre confrati intru etnologie. Dar, dincolo de
aceastd etapd, azi se practica din ce in ce mai intens, etnologia
colaborativa sau partajata, ca forma de democratizare a domeniului si
de includere a comunitatilor cercetate. Proiectul Camine in Miscare
practicd, de la bun inceput, partajarea si construirea informatiei prin
colaborare. E 0 manierd de a vulnerabiliza® cercetarea si de a muta polii
de autoritate dinspre o autoritate stiintifico-livresca a cercetatorului
netrait in comunitate, spre o autoritate trdirista a localnicului dispus sd
participe la un exercitiu de auto-reflectie comunitard. Nu intotdeauna un
succes, etnologia colaborativd asigurd un echilibru al know-how-ului
despre o comunitate, articuland, de fiecare data, opinii locale atunci
cand cercetdtoarea depaseste limitele interpretarii.

* Francois Laplantine, Descrierea etnograficd, Polirom, lasi, 2000, p. 57.
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partly directed interview and the life story, the field journal, field notes,
photographic documentation, the usage of family archives with an
impressive content in papers of photos, participatory observation and
chats of a more consistent or inconsistent manner are modalities of
building research.

Any period of gathering information is followed by a period of data
processing through its conversion into text. The ethnographic
description of transforming intentional actions: watching and hearing
into writing or, in the words of an ethnologist: the textual organisation of
the visible*. What follows is an ethnographic text, a writing about
culture. Migration and the transformations that relocation brings to life
story, trauma or the story of success, the condition of the border and its
transgression are transformed into good concepts to be thought upon.
A Swiss ethnologist, writing about how fieldwork turns into text added,
as a last step, that which, in ossified terms one would call:
dissemination. The dissemination of information between brother unto
ethnography. But, beyond this stage, nowadays collaborative of
partitioned ethnography is intensely practised, as a form of
democratisation of the field and of inclusion of research communities.
The project Moving Fireplaces practices, from the very beginning, the
partitioning and construction of information through participation. It is a
manner of making the research vulnerable®and a shift from the
scientific-academic research who does not live inside the community
towards and authority of experience, that of the local who is willing to
join in an exercise of comunitary self-reflection. Not always successful,
collaborative ethnology ensures a balance to the know-how about a
community, articulating local opinions each time the researcher
oversteps the boundaries of interpretation.

> Conceptul de observator vulnerabil este frumos desfacut in volumul lui Ruth Behar, The Vulnerable Observer — Anthropology that Breaks your Heart, Beacon Press, 1996, p. 3: "Loss,
mourning, the longing for memory, the desire to enter into the world around you and having no idea how to do it, the fear of observing too coldly or too distractedly or too raggedly, the
rage of cowardice, the insight that is always arriving late, as defiant hindsight, a sense of the utter uselessness of writing anything and yet the burning desire to write something, are the
stopping places along the way. At the end of the voyage, if you are lucky, you catch a glimpse of a lighthouse, and you are grateful. Life, after all, is bountiful.” Intrebarile legate de
echilibrul relatiei dintre cercetdtoare si temele care o intereseaza, respectiv dintre cercetdtoare si persoanele cu care lucreaza si pe care le observa este un permanent exercitiu al
incercarilor ce au, uneori, nevoie de confirmarea comunitatii locale si nu de autoritate stiintifica pentru a fi teoretizate.

The concept of the vulnerable observer is beautifully presented in the volume Ruth Behar, The Vulnerable Observer — Anthropology that Breaks your Heart, Beacon Press, 1996, p. 3:
"Loss, mourning, the longing for memory, the desire to enter into the world around you and having no idea how to do it, the fear of observing too coldly or too distractedly or too raggedly,
the rage of cowardice, the insight that is always arriving late, as defiant hindsight, a sense of the utter uselessness of writing anything and yet the burning desire to write something, are
the stopping places along the way. At the end of the voyage, if you are lucky, you catch a glimpse of a lighthouse, and you are grateful. Life, after all, is bountiful.” The questions related
to the balance of the relationship between the researchers and the topics they are interested in, respectively between the researchers and the people they work with and observe, are
a permanent exercise of the tests that sometimes need the confirmation of the local community and not of scientific authority to be theorized.
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Dincolo de text pot exista cifre, coordonate spatiale, trasee sau
traiectorii? Fiind vorba despre multa miscare, am incercat sa cuantificam
localitatile evocate de respondenti: locuri de munca, de studiu, de
joacd, de deportare, migrare, confruntare sau desfatare. Transcrierea
interviurilor a presupus asadar si crearea unei baze de date unitare,
care cuprinde toate localitdtile evocate de respondenti, clasate dupd
lumina in care sunt puse (amintire pozitiva, negativd sau neutra) si dupad
descrierea succinta a activitdtilor intreprinse in locul respectiv. Ulterior,
bazei de date i-au fost adaugate coordonate XY, astfel incat ele sa
devind puncte pe harta Banatului, Europei si chiar a lumii. A rezultat,
asadar, o serie cartograficd ce cuprinde harta vietii fiecarui respondent.
La sfarsit, prin suprapunerea straturilor cartografice in programul ArcGis,
a rezultat o harta generala a miscarii.

Ce urmeaza este o descriere, respectiv o variantd de interpretare, a
lumilor intalnite in vara anului 2019, in Jimbolia, Lenauheim, Comlosu
Mare, Comlosu Mic, Dudestii Vechi si Beba Veche, cu toate
suprapunerile pe care le-a adus timpul si granitele vietilor unor oameni.

Can there be numbers, spatial coordinates, routes or trajectories
beyond the text? Because it is about movement, we tried to quantify the
localities evoked by the respondents: places of work, study, play,
deportation, migration, confrontation or delight. Transcribing the
interviews meant therefore creating a unified database, which takes
into account all localities evoked by the respondents, classified
according to the light they were put in (positive, negative or neutral
memories about a place) and following the short description of actions
undertaken in that specific place. Later, the XY coordinates were added
to the database, in such a way that they became points on the map of
the Banat, Europe or the world. What came about was a cartographic
series that contains the life map of each respondent. In the end, by
overlapping the cartographic strata in the ArcGis software, the result
was a general map of movement.

What follows is a description, respectively a variant of interpretation, of
the worlds encountered in all the overlappings that time and borders
have brought upon people's lives.
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RECHESTIONAREA FRONTIERELOR BANATULUIL.
DISCONTINUITATI SI LITIGII
LA GRANITA ROMANO-SARBO-UNGARA

O

RE-QUESTIONING THE BORDERS OF THE BANAT.
DISCONTINUITY AND CONFLICT
AT THE ROMANIAN-SERBIAN-HUNGARIAN BORDER

lonela-Felicia Moscovici
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Istoriografia romana a rezervat ocazional un spatiu distinct studiului
frontierelor intr-o acceptiune mai largd, interdisciplinard: geografice-
regionale, nationale-politice, sociale-confesionale, existand o sumd de
articole si de lucrari care abordeazad intr-o maniera unilaterald acest
subiect®. Atunci cand vorbim de limite, descoperim o prevalenta pentru
cuvantul ,frontiera™, chiar daca exista in limba romana o multitudine de
alte acceptiuni, de termeni considerati sinonimici pentru a vorbi despre
delimitarile teritoriale: ,granita” (cuvant de origine bulgara —
granica), ,hotar” (care provine de la slavul atar, semnificand
regiune, fie din ungurescul hotdr, care simbolizeaza limitd
teritoriald), ,linie de demarcatie”, ,limitd teritoriala”, ,margine”,
»~confinii” (care provin din latinescul confines sau din frantuzescul
confins, uzajul tindnd de registrul livresc), ,fruntarie” (actualmente
acest cuvant nu se mai foloseste). Urmarind filonul pana la explicatiile
etimologice ne putem da seama de bogatia lexicului legat de cuvantul
frontiera care rezoneaza foarte bine cu substantivul comun banat,
simbolizand provincie limitrofa®. Teoretizarea conceptului de frontiera s-
a dezvoltat mai degraba in spectrul geopoliticii contemporane®.

REPERE SI CONTURURI ALE
FRONTIERELOR BANATENE

Bogatul material (articolele din presa, lucrarile cu caracter
propagandistic, documentele diplomatice, scrisorile si memoriile
contemporanilor) va fi supus unei (de)constructii prin intermediul a doi
coeficienti: discursul si mentalitatile reflectate de imaginile care se
construiau, la nivelul carora putem identifica maniera de a percepe si de
a imagina conturul frontierelor. Analiza de continut trebuie sa fie,
bineinteles, precedata de un preambul in care sa putem surprinde

Romanian historiography has occasionally reserved a distinct space for
the study of borders in the larger interdisciplinary sense: geographical-
regional, national-political, socio-confessional, there being a sum or
articles and papers that tackle this subject in a unilateral manner®. When
talking about limits, we discover a prevalence for the word "border”’,
even though there exists in the Romanian language a multitude of other
accepted terms, terms considered synonymous when used to talk about
territorial demarcation: "granita — border” (a word of Bulgarian origin
— granica), "hotar-boundary” (coming from the slavic atar, meaning
region, or the Hungarian hotdr, symbolizing a territorial limit), "limita
de demarcatie — demarcation line”, "limita teritoriala — territorial
limit”, "margine — margin”, ”confinii — confinia” (coming from Latin,
confines, or the French, confins, usage having to do with scholarly
usage), "fruntarie - frontier” (a term no longer in use). Going along
this vein until the etymologic explanations, we become aware of the
richness of language linked to the word border that resonates very well
with the common noun banat, meaning border province®. The
theoretisation of the concept of the border has been developed rather

from the spectrum of contemporary geopolitics®.

LANDMARKS AND CONTOURS OF
THE BORDERS OF THE BANAT

The richness of material (press articles, propaganda, diplomatic papers,
letters and contemporary memoirs) will be subjected to a
(de)construction through the help of two coefficients: discourse and
mentalities reflected by the images built at the level of which one can
identify mode of perception and imagining the contour of borders. The
content analysis must of course be preceded by a preamble in which

%Vasile Vese, Crina Capota, Frontiere si identitati in istoriografia romaneasca, in Codrii Cosminului, 2005, 11, p. 163-170; Sorin Sipos, Mircea Brie, Florin Sfrengeu, lon Gumenéi, Frontierele
spatiului romanesc in context european, Editura Universitatii din Oradea, Editura Cartdidact din Chisinau, Oradea, Chisinau, 2008; Valer Moga, Frontierele Europet: istorie si actualitate,
in Annales Universitatis Apulensis Series Historica, 2015, 2/19, pp. 5-11.

"Dictionar explicativ al limbii romane (DEX), Academia Romana, Institutul de Lingvistica ,lorgu lordan”, Bucuresti, 1998, s. v. frontiera: din frantuzescul ,frontiere”, linie naturala sau
conventionald care separa teritoriul unui stat de teritoriul altor state sau intinderi de apa care nu fac parte din teritoriul sau.

8 René Bustan, Les Relations roumano-hongroises dans la perspective de la construction européenne, Editions Publibook, Paris, 2007, p. 182.

° |lie Badescu, Tratat de geopolitica, vol. I, Editura Mica Valahie, Bucuresti, 2004, pp. 229-231.



situatia generala a acestei provincii cu functia de bastion al influentei
austriece pe limita sud-estica.

Derularea istoricd a frontierelor Banatului este una filmica: tinutul acesta
a fost inglobat in statul lui Burebista, a fost strabatut de legiuni romane
in cucerirea statului dac al lui Decebal, s-a aflat sub administratie
romand, a fost parcurs timp de sute de ani de valurile migratoare, a
cunoscut primele forme de organizare statala spre sfarsitul primului
mileniu, pentru ca mai apoi sa dobandeasca sub dominatia Coroanei
maghiare statutul de marca, cu rol insemnat in sistemul defensiv
antiotoman. Partea esticd a provinciei a fost stapanitd vremelnic si de
voievozii Tarii Romanesti, pentru ca in 1552 sd fie cucerit in totalitate de
turci. Dupa 1718 si trecerea sub stapanirea Habsburgilor, Banatul a fost
organizat ca provincie de frontierd, militarizatd, datoritd necesitatii
Imperiului de a-si consolida pozitiile in aceastd parte a Europel. Din
1751, regiunea a dobandit o administratie civila™. Strabatuta de
observatorii si calatorii secolului al XVll-lea, idealizata de tinerii
revolutionari din 1848 care o considera demna de a figura alaturi de
pamanturile promise, regiunea a fost mereu invocata drept un dar
profetic, cu o arhitectura destul de complicata. Intre 1867 si 1918,
Banatul a fost o realitate administrativd si economica integranta a
Imperiului Austro-Ungar, cu functie de polarizare, de structurare si de
organizare a numeroase campuri de activitate, intruchipand, de
asemenea, o entitate sociologica, prin sentimentul de apartenentd al
locuitorilor fatd de o comunitate cosmopolita din punct de vedere
etnico-religios™.

Atunci cand vorbim despre problematica Banatului intr-o epoca
postconflictuala si intr-un spatiu ce resimte traumele Marelui Razboi, ne
confruntdm cu o noud manierd de a percepe frontierele. Razboiul a
reprezentat pentru aceastd provincie o descentrare, a creat un
dezechilibru, 0 noud forta gravitationala care a pulverizat frontierele.
Asistam la o trecere de la singular (frontiera Banatului ca provincie a
Ungariei de Sud) la plural (frontierele romane, sarbe, ungare, proiectele
liniei de demarcatie propuse de specialistii Comisiei afacerilor romane
siiugoslave, organism international special creat la sugestia premierului
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we must gather the general situation of the province with the role as a
bastion of Austrian influence on the southeastern limit.

The historic unfolding of the borders of the Banat is cinematographic in
nature: this territory was included into Burebista's state, was transited
by Roman legions during the conquest of the Dacian state of Decebalus,
was under Roman administration, was transited for hundreds of years
by migratory waves, knew the first forms of state organisation at the
end of the first millenium, only to become a defensive buffer during the
dominance of the Magyar Kingship, holding a role in the anti-ottoman
defense system. The eastern part of the province was temporarily under
the control of Wallachian voivodes only for it to be entirely conquered
by the Turks in 1552. After 1718 and its passing into Habsburg dominion,
the Banat was organized as a frontier province, becoming militarized
due to the need of the Empire to consolidate its position in that part of
Europe. From 1751 onwards, the province gained civilian
administration'. Transited by observers and travelers during the 181"
century, idealised by the young revolutionaries of 1848 who considered
it worthy of being associated with a promised land, the region was
always invoked as a prophetic gift, with quite a complicated
architecture. From 1857 to 1918 the Banat was an integral administrative
and economic part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, holding a polarizing
function, structuring and organizing multiple fields of activity.
Embodying also a sociological entity through the feeling of belonging
shared by its inhabitants regarding a cosmopolitan community from an
ethical and religious point of view™.

When speaking about the problematics of the Banat in the era of post-
conflict in a space that experienced the traumas of the Great War, we
are confronted with a new manner of perceiving borders. War
represented a de-centering for this province, creating a lack of
equilibrium, a new gravitational pull that pulverized borders. We are
witnessing a shift from singular (the border of the Banat as province of
Southern Hungary) to plural (the Romanian, Serbian and Hungarian
borders, the projects of demarcation lines proposed by the specialists
of the Commision for Romanian and Yugoslav affairs, an international

"0 Raularian Rusu, Organizarea spatiului geografic in Banat, Editura Mirton, Timisoara, 2007, p. 168.
" Adriana Babeti, Le Banat: un Paradis aux confins dans Le Banat: un Eldorado aux confins, in Adriana Babeti, Cécile Kovacshazy (coord.), Culture d'Europe Centrale, Hors série n° 4,

2007, pp.18-23.
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britanic David George Lloyd in cadrul Conferintei de Pace pentru a
rezolva contecioasele teritoriale)”. Promovarea Banatului drept o
provincie romaneasca sau sarbeasca din perspectiva unei recuperari
firesti, a unei reparatii morale in urma unor conjuncturi istorice nefericite
ocupa un loc central in actiunile diplomatice din 1919 intreprinse de
Romania si Regatul Sarbilor, Croatilor si Slovenilor. Razboiul oferea o
sansa singulard acestor doua state tinere, aceea de a putea obtine
aceasta provincie si de a o integra organic in granite nationale, etnice
si/sau naturale.

Desprinse din tabdra Aliatd, cele doua state, Regatul Romaniei si
Regatul Sarbilor, Croatilor si Slovenilor devin concurente directe in
cursa pentru obtinerea Banatului. Romania facuse primul pas in 1916,
cand reusise sd statueze intr-un act diplomatic international, tratatul cu
Antanta pentru intrarea in razboi, obtinerea integrala a provinciei. in
toamna anului 1918, a fost randul Serbiei sd vina cu o replicd. Aceasta,
luand pulsul capitularilor succesive ale Turciei, Bulgariei, Austriei si al
iminentului sfarsit al razboiului, dispunand de forte armate revenite
victorioase de pe frontul de la Salonic, porneste in ,cucerirea”
teritoriului bandtean vizat: partea vesticd a provinciei. Ca viziune, staful
decizional de la Belgrad anticipeaza faptul ca frontierele Banatului vor fi
omologate si fixate in urma unor lungi dezbateri in cadrul anuntatei
Conferinte de Pace. Ca tactica se recurge la atacarea actului de
revendicare al Romaniei, obtinut in 1916, prin luarea efectiva in posesie
a teritoriului (ocuparea Banatului de cdtre armatele sarbe in prima parte
a lunii noiembrie 1918, cu intentii marturisite de asigurare a pdcii),
folosita ca instrument convingator de contestare, la nivel international,
si ca factor de presiune, la nivel regional. Odatd lansata competitia
directd, era nevoie de interventia unui arbitru, fapt deloc comod, dat
fiind contextul de reasezare a intregii lumi de dupa razboi. Era nevoie
de timp si de o atmosferd favorabila, de constituirea unui organism
avizat care sd preia sarcina de mediere a celor doud state si care sd
stabileasca criteriile de delimitare si departajare. Frontiera Banatului
devine o miza majora pentru cele doua state, recent devenite rivale®.

organism specially created at the suggestion of British Prime-Minister
David Lloyd George during the Peace Conference in order to resolve
territorial sollicitations)’. The promotion of the Banat as a Romanian or
Serbian province from the perspective of a normal retrieval, a moral
reparation after unhappy historical circumstances had occurred,
occupied a central point in the diplomatic actions of 1919, undertaken by
Romania and the Kingdom of Serbs, Croats and Slovenians. The war
offered the singular chance for two young states, the chance to gain
this province and organically integrate it into the national, ethnic and/or
natural borders.

Detached from the Allied camp, the two states, the Kingdom of Romania
and the Kingdom of Serbs, Croats and Slovenians start competing
directly for obtaining the Banat. Romania took the first step in 1916,
when it managed to state in an international diplomatic agreement, the
treaty with the Antante, that for joining in the war it would obtain the
integral ownership of the province. In the autumn of 1918, it was Serbia's
turn to reply. The country, taking account of the successive capitulations
for Turkey, Bulgaria, Austria and the imminent end of the war, counting
on victorious troops returning from the Thessaloniki, starts the
"conquest” of the targeted territory of the Banat: the western part of the
province. As vision goes, the decision making staff in Belgrade
anticipated that the borders of the Banat would be officialized and fixed
after long debates during the upcoming Peace Conference. They rely on
the tactic of attacking Romania's right to claim, obtained in 1916, by
taking actual possession of the territory (the occupation of the Banat by
Serbian armies) in the first part of the month of November 1918 with the
admitted intention of peace keeping), to be used as an instrument used
to convincingly contest decision at international level, and as an
element of pressure at regional level. Once in open competition, there
was a need for a referee, an uncomfortable fact given the context of re-
settling the whole world was going through after the war. Time and a
favorable atmosphere were needed in order to establish an informed
organism that had to take upon itself the mediation of the states in
order to establish the criteria for delimitation and judgement. The
border of the Banat became a huge stake for the two states which had
become rivals®.

2 Dumitru Preda, loan Chiper, Alexandru Ghisa, Romania la Conferinta de Pace de la Paris (1919-1920). Documente diplomatice. Vol. I, 1 decembrie 1918 — 28 iunie 1919, Editura Semne,

Bucuresti, 2010, p. 305.

¥ Emmanuel Gonon, Fréderic Lasserre, Espaces et enjeux: méthodes d’une géopolitique critique, Paris, 2001, p. 321.



Dacd am realiza o ierarhie cronologicd a revendicarii provinciei
bandtene, am putea observa cu usurinta ca bdtalia diplomatica s-a
desfasurat initial la Petrograd (1914-1916), iar mai apoi la Paris (1918-
1920), iar cea a influentdrii opiniei publice internationale se instrumenta
de la Paris, eventual Londra. Mediile intelectuale si decizionale franceze
si engleze erau mari amatoare de asemenea mijloace, cele ale unei
dezbateri publice a chestiunilor litigioase, iar chestiunea Banatului (la
question du Banat) era una dintre ele.

FRONTIERELE BANATULUI -
OBIECT SI SUBIECT AL
REVENDICARII

Argumentarea demonstrativd a obtinerii Banatului de catre Romania,
realizatd de primul ministru lon I. C. Bratianu, din calitatea sa de prim-
delegat al tarii la congresul pacii, (memoriul La Roumanie devant le
Congreés de la paix, la question du Banat de Temeshvar) se construia pe
aspectele etnice (ponderea elementului romanesc, preferinta svabilor
de a fi cuprinsi intr-un stat romanesc), geografice (caile de comunicatie
fluviale), economice (migratia fortei de munca, cerealele campiilor,
bogatiile forestiere, reteaua cailor de comunicatie feroviare), istorice
(pastrarea caracterului latin in ciuda migratiilor, serviciile militare oferite
de comunitdtile romanesti nobililor unguri, rolul capeteniilor (bani) de la
Lugoj si Caransebes in medierea relatiilor dintre turci si principii
Transilvaniei, instituirea administratiei austriece).

Nikola Pasic, primul-ministru si seful delegatiei sarbe la Conferinta de
Pace, si-a sprijinit revendicarea unei parti a Banatului pe respectarea a
trei principii esentiale, in numele cdrora a si reusit sa lupte atatia ani:
national (natiunea sarba nu s-a lasat ingenuncheatd), dreptul popoarelor
la autodeterminare™ (un stat independent, eliberat de orice dominatie

25

If a chronological hierarchy was needed for the recovering of the
province of the Banat, one could observe the diplomatic battle that
unfolded initially in Petrograd (1914-1916) and then later in Paris (1918-
1920), the influencing of international public opinion being done in Paris
and sometimes London. French and British intellectual circles loved
such means, some of the public debates enjoyed these means, those of
a public debate on religious problem, and the question of the Banat (a
la question de Banat) was one of them.

BORDERS OF THE BANAT -
OBJECT AND SUBJECT OF LAYING
CLAIM

The argumentation proven by the obtaining of the Banat by Romania
was achieved by Prime-Minister I. C. Bratianu as first-delegate at the
peace congress, (the memoir La Roumani devant le Congrés de la paix,
la question du Banat de Temeshvar) was built upon ethnic aspects (the
ratio of the Romanian element, the penchant of the Swabians to be
integrated into the Romanian state), geographic aspects (river traffic),
economic aspects (the migration of the workforce, cereal, resources in
wood, the network of railroads), historical aspects (the preservation of
the Latin character in spite of migration, the military service tendered by
the Romanian communitirs towards Hungarian nobles, the roles of
chieftains (the bani) from Lugoj and Caransebes in meditating relations
between the Turks and Transylvanian princes, the establishment of the
Austrian administration).

Nikola Pasi¢, prime-minister and head of the Serbian delegation at the
Peace Conference re-enforced the claim for a part of the Banat based
on the respect of three essential principles in the name of which he
managed to fight for so many years: a national principle (the Serbian
nation didn't surrender), the right of nations for self-determination™ (an
independent state, liberated of any foreign domination), the right of

" Vasile Ramneantu, Istoricul relatiilor romano-iugoslave in perioada interbelica, Timisoara, Editura Mirton, 20086, p. 16.
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straina), dreptul natiunilor mici la un tratament egal™. Provincia era
locuitd de sarbi care aveau dreptul si doreau sa facd parte dintr-un stat
national, iar Serbia era gata sd facd uz de toate resursele (mai ales
democratice — plebiscitul) si sa-i primeasca.

Oamenii care locuiau in zonele din apropierea frontierei erau sub
amenintarea constanta a agresiunilor, a nedreptatilor, a neintelegerilor
si a ingratitudinilor. Dacad frontiera nordicd (Muresul) si cea sudica
(Dunarea) erau putin mai reci, stabilizate, cele din est si vest erau
instabile, metamorfozandu-se continuu in functie de deciziile militare
sau de negocierile politice. Dundrea nu era doar o frontiera naturalg,
fortificatd in secolul al XVIll-lea de catre austrieci, ci respira un anumit
aer de legenda care era purtatorul unei pacificari olimpiene. Sectorul
Bazias-Orsova pdrea a fi sursd de litigiu. Punctul de vedere al prim-
ministrului roman 1. .C. Brdtianu, exprimat cu ocazia inaugurdrii
lucrdrilor Conferintei de Pace in fata reprezentantilor Marilor Puteri, se
inscrie Tn acest sens: ,Dunarea trebuie sa faca frontierd, sd garanteze,
ca siin timpul celor zece secole trecute relatiunile amicale intre ambele
popoare™.”

Crezul acesta a fost sustinut de Bratianu inca de la mijlocul lunii
ianuarie, la Belgrad, in fata lui Alexandru Karageorgevic, regentul
regelui Petru |. ,Departe de a constitui pentru Romdnia un act inamical
fatd de Serbia, [...] solutia ii era impusd de convingerea cd Dundrea era
singura granitd capabild sa evite, in viitor, procese intre noi si sarbi, asa
cum ele existd, din nenorocire, in Dobrogea, intre bulgari si tara
noastrd. Ar fi nenorocit sa transam, sub inrGurirea unor factori
vremelnici, o chestiune care poate usura sau compromite pentru
totdeauna, dezvoltarea relatiilor intre cele doud popoare.”” Evolutia

small nations to be treated equally®. The province was inhabited by
Serbs that had the right and wanted to be part of a national state, and
Serbia was ready to make use of its resources (especially those of a
democratic nature — plebiscite) in order to receive them.

The people inhabiting areas close to the border were under constant
threat of aggression, injustice, misunderstandings and lack of gratitude.
If the northern border (the Mures river) and the southern one (the
Danube) were colder, stabilized, the ones in the East and West were still
unstable, metamorphosing continuously based on military decisions
taken and political negotiations. The Danube was not only a natural
frontier, fortified in the 18" century by the Austrians, it also breathed of
legend that brought with it an olympian process of pacification. The
Bazias-Orsova sector were a source of dispute. The point of view of the
Romanian prime-minister, I. C. Bratianu expressing himself on the
occasion of the inauguration of the work session of the Peace
Conference in front of the Great Powers, is the following: "The Danube
must be our border, guaranteeing our survival, as it has done before, in
the 10 centuries past when, guaranteeing the friendly relations between
both peoples'®.”

This credo was sustained by Bratianu since the middle of January, in
Belgrade, in front of Alexandru Karageorgevic, regent of King Peter I.
“Far from representing a belligerent act towards Serbia [...] the solution
was imposed by the conviction that the Danube was the only border
that could prevent law-suits between use and the Serbs, that
unfortunately existed in Dobrogea between the Bulgarians and our
country. It would be unfortunate to treat such and issue superficially,
under temporary factors, as this affair can make the relationships
between our two countries to develop or become compromised”.” The

> Miodrag Ciuruschin, Relatiile Romaniei cu Serbia in perioada 1903-1919, teza de doctorat sustinutd la Universitatea de Vest Timisoara, Facultatea de Litere, Istorie si Teologie,

Timisoara, 2009, coordonator stiintific prof. univ. dr. loan Munteanu, p. 550.

Miodrag Ciuruschin, Romania's relations with Serbia from 1903-1919, PhD thesis held at the University of the West of Timisoara, Faculty of Letters, History and Theology, Timisoara,

2009, scientific coordinator prof. dr. loan Munteanu, p. 550
6 Romanul, nr. 23, 11 februarie 1919, p. 5.

" Notd de audienta a lui lon I.C. Bratianu, presedinte al Consiliului de ministri si ministru al Afacerilor Straine al Romaniei, seful delegatiei romane la Conferinta de pace de la Paris, la
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negocierilor si impdrtirea din ce in ce mai evidenta a Banatului au
reactivat temeri mai vechi: pierderea Dunarii in sectorul vestic al
regiunii. Intelectualii reuniti in iunie 1919 la Siria, o localitate situatd in
comitatul Arad, la nord de Mures, cu scopul de a organiza o liga pentru
revendicarea Banatului, au proclamat ca si profesiune de credinta:
,Strigati in lumea larga, ca Dunarea-i furatd™™®. Acest indemn este o
forma de protest impotriva ludrii in stapanire de catre sarbi a unei parti
a teritoriului bandtean. Fluviul a fost, de altfel, cale de acces a trupelor
sarbe de ocupatie, care |-au traversat in noiembrie 1918, urmand doua
directii: una pe la Portile de Fier, alta pe la gurile Moravei.

in ceea ce priveste nordul Banatului, faptul de a militariza linia
Muresului a reprezentat un lucru ciudat pentru locuitori. Decizia a fost
luatd in urma armistitiului de la Belgrad, semnat la 13 noiembrie 1918
intre Antanta si Ungaria. Era vorba de transformarea Muresului intr-o
linie de demarcatie arbitrara intre Ungaria si Transilvania romaneascd,
pe de o parte, ramase sub autoritatea guvernului de la Budapesta, si
Banatul, pe de alta parte, care va fi pus sub controlul trupelor sarbe ™.

Presa semnaleaza profundele nemultumiri ale locuitorilor din zona
dundreand si muresand, lasate pradd haosului si jafurilor. Atat vecinii
sarbi din sudul Dundrii, cat si vecinii unguri din nordul Muresului erau
considerati capabili de rapt. Revendicarea frontierelor se conjugd, in
modalitati variate, cu prejudecati (tendinta romanilor de a-i judeca
defavorabil pe sarbi, in general din cauza comportamentului trupelor de
ocupatie care au facut rechizitii fara compensatii; aerul de superioritate
al castigatorului sarb fatd de romani, considerati ca si perdanti, in urma
pacii separate de la Bucuresti), stereotipuri (imaginea colectivd care
circula despre sarbi: falsii aliati/aliatii ciudati, iar despre romani:
oportunistii), zvonurile (compromisul divizarii Banatului, favorabil
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evolution of negotiations and the obvious division of the Banat
reactivated older fears: the loss of the Danube in the western sector of
the region. A group of intellectuals meeting in June 1919 in Siria, a
township situated in the county of Arad, north of the river Mures, who
assembled with the aim of organizing a league for the reclaiming of the
Banat, proclaimed that their task of faith would become: "To yell in the
whole wide world, that the Danube's being stolen from us.”* This
exhortation is a form of protest against the occupation of the Serbs of a
part of the territory of the Banat. The river also was the way of access of
Serbian troops into the territory, who crossed through it in November
1918 following two directions: one from the Iron Gates, another by the
mouth of the Morava.

With regards to the north of the Banat, the fact the line of the Mures
river was militarized was a strange occurrence for the inhabitants. The
decision was taken as a result of the Belgrade Armistice, signed on the
13" of November between the Antante and Hungary. It regarded the
transformation of the Mures river into an arbitrary demarcation line
between Hungary and Romanian Transylvania under the authority of
Budapest on the one hand, and the Banat on the other hand, territory
which was put under Serbian military control™.

The press reports on the profound unhappiness of the inhabitants of the
Danube and Mures rivers areas, which were open to chaos and robbery.
The Serbian neighbors south of the Danube as well as the Hungarian
neighbors north of the Mures were considered capable of thievery. The
claims to the border are intertwined, in various ways, with prejudice (the
Romanian tendency to judge the Serbs unjustly in general because of
the behavior of occupation troops that requisitioned good without
compensation; the air of superiority of the Serbian conqueror regarding
Romanians, considered to be the losers, as a consequence of the
separate peace signed in Bucharest), stereotypes (the collective image
that circulated regarding the Serbians: false allies/ weird allies, and the
Romanians: opportunists), rumors (the compromise of splitting the Banat
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sarbilor, acceptat de politicianul roman Take lonescu, care a influentat
cercurile decizionale ale Conferintei).

Spatiul Banatului este puternic conditionat de clivajul intre est si vest, o
opozitie care marcheaza locul privilegiat al frontierei occidentale pentru
romani si al frontierei orientale pentru sarbi. Dinspre Bucuresti,
provincia apare ca ,una din acele bogate zone care prelungesc pana la
Tisa ramurile puternice ale latinitatii”2°. Perceput dinspre vest, din
directia Belgradului, Banatul trebuia sa asigure un cordon de securitate
tandrului stat iugoslav. Vazuta din perspectiva romaneasca, se punea
problema mobilizarii tuturor eforturilor si resurselor pentru dobandirea
unei frontiere istorice (pdstrarea frontierei vestice a Banatului si
stergerea celei estice), in timp ce sarbii puneau in chestiune o frontiera
strategica (sa o impinga, sd o forteze spre est pana la o limita
satisfacatoare). Revendicarea frontierelor romane pare orientata spre
trecut, ancoratd in mitul paseit al Paradisului pierdut, licitand un Banat
intreg care sa contribuie la asigurarea cadrului politic si administrativ al
dezvoltdrii natiunii romane, intr-o logica a pacii. Efortul sarbilor de
regasire a unor limite cat mai sigure, izvorat dintr-o percepere a
frontierelor prin prisma fatalitatii razboiului, pare orientat spre viitor,
spre o existenta milenarista a statului iugoslav. Aici isi poate gasi
explicatia confruntarea dintre liderii lon I.C. Bratianu, ancorat in traditia
diplomatica si Nikola Pasic, aflat in contact cu mediile de influentd ale
capitalei pariziene.

Comitatul Torontal care se situeaza in partea de vest a regiunii este
descris in presa romaneascd prin sintagma: ,la marginea
romanismului”?'. Pe de alta parte, calatoria generalului Berthelot in
Banat, in decembrie 1918, este perceputa drept un tur ,,pe frontiera
etnica occidentald a romanismului”??, asemeni unui periplu din centru
(de la Bucuresti, capitala Regatului Romaniei si cartierul general al
comandamentului francez) spre periferie, spre zona de interferenta a
culturilor mostenitorilor Imperiului Austro-Ungar, spre punctul de
frictiune intre revendicdrile sarbe si romane. Calatoria si-a avut ecoul in
multe articole de presa: ,,Desigur impresia generalului Berthelot va fi ca

20 Sébastien Serbesco, La Roumanie et la querre, Librairie Armand Colin, Paris, 1918, p. 47.

in favor of the Serbs, accepted by the Romanian Take lonescu, who
influence the decisional circles inside the Conference).

The region of the Banat is strongly conditions by the split between east
and west, an opposition marking the privileged place held by the
Romanians toward the western border and by the Serbs regarding the
eastern border. From Bucharest, the province is seen as “one of the
richest areas that stretches until the Tisza river the tendrils of
Latinness”?°. Perceived coming from the west, from Belgrade, the Banat
was supposed to offer a cordon of security for the young Yugoslav
state. From a Romanian perspective, it was a problem of mustering all
resources and efforts in order to gain a historic boundary (the keeping
of the western frontier of the Banat and the erasing of the eastern one),
while the Serbians were putting into question a strategic boundary
(pushing it, forcing it eastwards towards an acceptable limt). The claim
upon the Romanian borders seems focused on the past, anchored in
the olden myth of Paradise lost, bidding for the whole of the Banat
which would contribute to the securing of the political and
administrative framework needed for the development of the Romanian
nation inside a logic of peace. The Serbian effort of finding safer
boundaries, stemming from a perception of borders seen through the
eyes of the fatality of war, seems oriented towards the future, towards a
millenarian existence of the Yugoslav state. Perhaps here is the reason
for the confrontation between the leaders I. C. Brdtianu, anchored in
diplomati tradition, and Nikola Pasi¢, who was in contact with the
circles of influencers in the French capital.

The county of Torontal, situated in the western part of the region is
described in the Romanian press through the phrase: "at the edges of
Romanianness”?'. On the other hand, the journey of General Berthelot
to the Banat, in December 1918, is perceived as a tour "of the western
ethnic frontier of Romanianness”??, similar to a journey from the centre
(from Bucharest, the capital of the Kingdom of Romania and the
headquarters of French Command) towards the periphery, a zone of
superimposed cultures of the inheritors of the Austro-Hungarian Empire,
towards the point of friction between Romanian and Serbian claims. The
journey was echoed in the press of the time: "Certainly the impression

2'lon Jianu, Soarta Banatului. Scrisoare catre domnul N. lorga, Romanul, nr./no. 41, 16/29 decembrie/december 1918, p. 2.

22 Romanul, nr./no. 41, 16/29 decembrie/december 1918, p. 1.



(sic!) chiar si romanii din colturile periferice doresc cu aceeasi ardoare
ca si romanii din partile centrale, sd li se realizeze visul de veacuri...
unirea”?.

FRONTIERA DE VEST A
BANATULUI, CEA CU ROMANIA,
ESTE O ZONA DE TENSIUNE, DAR
S| DE CONTACT IN CARE SE
SIMTEA GUSTUL LIBERTATII.

Ea apare in acelasi timp ca o barierd care se interpune, dificil de
depasit, dar si ca o poartd clandestina. Ocupatia militard a Banatului de
catre armatele sarbe care au fixat in sate garnizoane si patrule de
supraveghere, persecutiile si perchezitiile jandarmeriei ungare care a
organizat raiduri de comando i-au determinat pe locuitorii romani sa se
refugieze in Romania. Frontiera apare in multe privinte ca un loc al
groazei si al sperantei, al mortii si al invierii, al negarii si al afirmarii.
Dincolo de aceasta linie invizibila, care delimita Banatul de Romania,
romanii au putut sa se manifeste fara retineri si fara a fi cenzurati. Dar
depasirea acestei margini s-a dovedit a fi asemeni unei calatorii
initiatice intr-un univers al colportarii de zvonuri si frici, intr-un loc ce
abolea conventionalul, in care temerarul se expunea voluntar raului.
Disputa trecerii in cealalta lume este surprinsa foarte bine in evocarea
lui lon Babeu.

,Ne-am odihnit, am mancat, incdlzindu-ne mai cu seama, si mane zi—a
treia de la plecare — travestiti in haine taranesti si prevazuti cu de-ale
gurii, am plecat cu o trasurd, care ne-a dus peste lablanita pana la
Pecinisca, langd Badile Herculane, unde am ajuns seara, pe la vreo 10

ore. Aci, in sat fiind multi sarbi, am tras la un drumas in marginea satului,

unde, dupd ce am cinat, ne-am ascuns sub paturi, dormind, bineinteles,
tot sub ele. Mane zi — a patra — la orele 3 dimineata a venit un

23 |bidem.
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of General Berthelot will be that (sic/) even if Romanians from all the
peripheries want with the same passion similar with Romanians from the
centre, to accomplish the dream of ages... union”?,

THE WESTERN FRONTIER OF THE
BANAT WITH ROMANIA IS A ZONE
OF TENSION BUT ALSO OF
CONTACT WHERE THE TASTE OF
FREEDOM WAS FELT.

It appears as a barrier which appears, is hard to overcome, but also as a
clandestine passage. The military occupation of the Banat by the
Serbian armies who established garrisons in villages and had
surveillance patrols running, the searches done by the Hungarian
gendarmerie organizing commando style raids determined the
Romanian inhabitants to take refuge in Romania. The border appears in
some places as a land of horror and hope, death and resurrection,
negation and affirmation. Beyond this invisible line that divided the
Banat from Romania, the Romanians could manifest without holding
back and without censorship. But the overcoming of this frontier proved
similar to a journey of initiation into a universe of colportage, rumors
and fears, a place where the conventional was abolished, where the
fearless were exposing themselves voluntarily to evil. The challenge of
passing into the other world is captured very well in the account of lon
Babeu.

"We rested, ate, warming up mostly and the next day — the third since
we left — dressed in peasant clothing and supplied with food, we left in
a carriage that took us over the lablanita up to Pecinisca, by Baile
Herculane where we arrived at night, around 10PM. There were many
Serbs in the village so we went to a traveler's house near the edge of
the village, where we ate dinner and hid under the blankets, falling
asleep, under the blankets, of course. The next day — the fourth — at
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baietandru, tocmit de cu seara de gazda noastrd, cdruia i-am dat 60
cor(oane) pentru a ne conduce peste Carpati, pe cai de contrabanda,
pana la vechea frontierd. Dupd un mars grozav de obositor, de 11 oare,
am ajuns la ora 2 dupa masa la frontierd, unde baietandrul ne-a pdrasit,
intorcandu-se indarapt, iar noi am ramas sa ne continuam drumul in
stirea Tatalui si a sortii prin neaua pand la pept, era de 120 cm nalta.
Scurt, dupd plecarea baietandrului, s-a abdtut asupra noastra un viscol
cum numai in munti se poate abate. Urla si gemea padurea de
gandeam cd e sfarsitul lumii. Zapada inghetatd, biduita de viscol, ne
orbea si ne tdia obrajii. Crengi si ramuri din varful fagilor si brazilor
seculari se prabuseau cu mare zgomot, amenintand sd ne striveasca
sub greutatea lor. Si groaza sd fie si mai mare, se lasasera un intuneric
si 0 bezna, cd nu mai puteai vedea la 10 pasi. Cand apoi vreo cativa fagi
se prabusird, cu bubuit de artilerie la pamant, fiind smulsi din raddcina
de viscol, fugiram de dupa addpostul lemnelor si o luaram orbis intr-o
directie. Ajutati de noroc, insa, daduram de niste transee din timpul
rdzboiului, unde ne addpostiram timp de doud oare cat a tinut prapddul.
Linistindu-se apoi viscolul si luminandu-se zarea putin — ceata tot mai
domnea regiunea —am pornit mai departe condusi de instinctul de
orientare dobandit in razboi. Curand ddduram de o partie ce ne
condusd in scurt timp pana in satul Niegusa, jud. Mehedinti, unde am
aflat cu groaza ca lupii mancasera doi lucratori in ziua aceia chiar in
regiunea pe unde veniserdam noi.

— Noal! zic eu catre colegii mei, mai asta trebuia, sd ne manance lupii
dupad atat prapad ce fu in munte.

Fiind inca ziud, ne-am continuat drumul ajungand pana in satul Marga,
unde am si ramas peste noapte si unde ni s-au gatat complect
alimentele, fiind siliti a cersi pe la stane, mamaliga si varzd acra, pana
ce am putut ajunge, a opta zi, la Turnu Severin.

Opt zile si doua nopti de mars de la Oravita la Turnu Severin.”?

Pentru alti romani trecerea frontierei era similara unei expulzari,
reprezentand o deceptie. Este cazul unui voluntar roman care s-a
implicat la sfarsitul anului 1918 in organizarea garzilor nationale din sud-
estul Banatului. Un comandant sarb al armatei de ocupatie i-a
recomandat sa apuce calea Varciorovei spre Romania pentru a-si salva

24 Jon Babeu, Din peripetiile subsemnatului si ale colegilor.

about 3 in the morning a lad came, hired the night before by our house,
whom we gave 60 crowns to lead us over the Carpathians on
smuggler's routes, up to the old border. After a hard march which took
11 hours, we arrived at 2 PM at the border where the lad left us, turning
back while we kept on under the watchful eyes of the Father and of
Fate through the breast-deep snow, 120cm tall. Soon after the lad had
left us a great snowstorm hit us, the kind of storm only the mountains
can conjure. It was howling and moaning so loud we were thinking it
was the end of the world. The frozen snow, blown up by the storm
blinded us and cut into our cheeks. Branches and twigs from the tips of
beeches and centuries old first came crashing down with a great noise,
threatening to squish us under their weight. And for the horror to be
even greater, there was darkness and pitch black, you couldn't see 10
paces in front. After a few beeches went down like the sound of
artillery, being ripped out of the roots by the storm, we ran out of
shelter and wandered blindly. Helped by luck we stumbled into some
old trenches that had been left over after the war where we took shelter
for two more hours until the storm abated. As the storm passed the sky
alighted a little — fog still reigned — we headed off lead by the
orientation instinct we had gained in the war. We soon ran into a
footpath that led to the village of Niegusa in the county of Mehedinti,
where we found out, to our horror, that the wolves had eaten two
laborers that day, exactly in the region we had passed.

"Well well!” I said to my colleagues. "That would have been too much,
getting eaten by wolves after the hell we went through on that
mountainside.” Because it was still light out, we kept going until we
reached the village of Marga where we stayed overnight and where we
ran out of food completely being forced to beg at sheepfolds for
polenta and sauerkraut until we reached Turnu Severin on the eighth
day.

Eight days and two nights of marching from Oravita to Turnu Severin.”?
For other Romanians, passing the border was the same as an expulsion,
representing a dissapointment. This is a case of a volunteer that got
involved, at the end of 1918, in setting up the national guards in the
southeast of the Banat. A Serbian commander of the occupation army
recommended to take the road of Varciorova toward Romania in order
to save his life. The line that separated Romania and the Banat didn't



viata. Linia care separa Romania si Banatul nu reprezenta pentru
voluntarul roman decat ,0 spurcata de frontiera”?®.

Pentru strainii sau pentru militarii care au tranzitat Banatul la sfarsitul
anului 1918 si inceputul anului 1919, extremitatea orientald aparea ca
fiind romaneasca, in timp ce cea occidentald era sarbeasca. Vizita
generalului Berthelot si observatiile sale preliminare, marcate intr-o
scrisoare, ne ofera cel mai concludent exemplu: ... am ajuns la Orsova,
care face frontiera Banatului. Este o frontierd absolut artificiald,
deoarece populatia acestei regiuni este clar romaneasca, chiar daca
sarbii emit pretentia de a pune mana pe acest teritoriu.”? Dar
constatdrile urmatoare, cele facute de cdtre generalul francez dupa
intaInirea cu printul sarb Alexandru, au anuntat soarta Banatului vestic:
,in Torontal nu sunt romani.”?’

O justificare foarte nuantatd a acestei realitdti ne ofera geograful
Emmanuel de Martonne, supranumit si ,trasatorul frontierelor”, membru
al Comitetului de studiu francez care a redactat rapoartele preliminare
pentru Conferinta de Pace: , Traversand Dundrea, gasim, in Banat, una
din regiunile cele mai amestecate. Mozaicul, in care se suprapun
culorile ce i reprezinta pe romani, sarbi, germani si unguri, permite
totusi distingerea predominantei romanilor in est, adica in munti
(comitatul Krasso-Szoreny si partea de est a Temesului), cea a sarbilor
de-a lungul Dunarii si a Tisei si existenta unei largi zone intermediare,
ale carei ramificatii patrund pand la Tisa, in care singura trasatura clara
este 0 anumita preponderentd a germanilor in nord, in jurul Timisoarei.
Acest tablou este rezultatul unei istorii zbuciumate.”?

Interesul principal, fie el sarb sau roman, consista in a gasi argumentul
revelator, cel mai bun posibil, pentru a putea justifica revendicarea
frontierelor. Discursurile nu au facut decat sd intretina un climat
tensionat la nivel diplomatic si politic, care prin intermediul presei s-a
revarsat si asupra comunitatilor locale din Banat. Toate aceste formule
se integreaza in modelul taxonomic al revendicarii. n texte se pot
identifica semnificatii si substraturi, care respectd tiparele ideologice

25 Un voluntar, Banatul sub ocupatie sarbeasca, Almanahul Banatului, 1930, pp. 90-92.

represent for the Romanian volunteer anything more "than a blasted
frontier”?.

For foreigners or military personnel transiting the Banat at the end of
1918 and the beginning of 1919, the easter extremity appeared as being
Romanian, while the westers one was Serbian. The visit of General
Berthelot and his preliminary observations, put down in a letter, offer
the most conclusive example: ”... have arrived at Orsova, which makes
up the border of the Banat. It is an absolutely artificial border because
the population of this region is clearly Romanian, even if the Serbian are
claiming this territory.”?6 But the following observations, made by the
French general after meeting the Serbian Prince Alexander, announced
the fate of western Banat: ”in Torontal there are no Romanians.”?’

A very nuanced justification of this reality is offered by geographer
Emmanuel de Martonne, nicknamed the "border tracer”, a member of
the French Study Committee that wrote the preliminary reports of the
Peace Conference: "Crossing the Danube we find in the Banat one of
the most mixed regions. The mosaic in which the colors representing
the Romanians, Serbs, Germans and Hungarians are superimposed, still
permit us to detect a predominance of Romanians in the east, meaning
the mountains (in the Krasso-Szdreny county and in the eastern part of
Temes), that of the Serbians along the Danube and the Tisza river, and
the existence of a large intermediary area whose connections stretch all
the way to the Tisza, and whose only defining feature is a certain
predominance of Germans in the north, around Timisoara. This is the
result of a troubled history.”?8

The main interest, be it from a Serbian or Romanian standpoint,
consisted in finding the illuminating argument, the best possible
argument, that would justify border claim. The speeches did nothing
more than fuel a climate of tension at diplomatic and political level,
which through the press poured over the local communities of the
Banat. All these formulas integrated the taxonomic model of claim. The
text are full of meaning and subtext which respect the ideological

26 General Henri Mathias Berthelot, Jurnal si corespondenta. 1916-1919, Editura Presa Universitard Clujeand, Cluj, 2000, p. 333.

27 General Radu R. Rosetti, Marturisiri (1914-1919), Editura Modelism, Bucuresti, 1997, p. 302.

28 Emmanuelle Boulineau, Un géographe traceur de frontiéres: Emmanuel de Martonne et la Roumanie, in L’Espace géographique, 2001, 4, p. 358.
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prin modul de structurare a frazelor, sarace in continut, dar folosindu-se
repetitii, enumerari de argumente si de justificari asupra participarii si a
efortului de razboi, schematizdri stereotipe pana la cliseu. Textele
romanesti se organizeaza intr-o maniera circulara, revenind la acelasi
laitmotiv: integralitatea Banatului, avand ca fundament unitatea
geografica si cursul istoriei.

Interviul cu ministrul roman in ltalia, Alexandru Lahovary, publicat in
jurnalul Corriere della Sera, justifica revendicarea romaneascd a
integralitatii regiunii, mizand pe delimitdrile naturale care urmeazd
relieful: ,Banatul este un tot indivizibil care are frontierele naturale
foarte bine delimitate. De-a lungul istoriei sale, in timpul tuturor
ocupatiilor straine, Banatul nu a fost divizat. Integralitatea sa este
conditionatd si chiar garantata prin situatia economicd, geografica,
indicata de principalele rute comerciale pe Mures, Tisa si Dunare.”?®

Exista o serie de discursuri putin mai conciliante, pregatite sa cedeze in
fata argumentelor sarbilor, dar doar cu titlu compensatoriu, deoarece
integralitatea Banatului nici nu era pusa in chestiune. ,Nu este decat o
parte a comitatului Torontal, reprezentand o fasie de pdmant de-a
lungul Tisei, intre Mures si Dundre, pe care sarbii ar putea-o cere. Dar s-
ar putea concepe oare o frontiera a acestei regiuni, care din punct de
vedere geografic sd fie trasata altundeva decat pe Tisa insasi? Ne-am
putea imagina cad marea artera transilvana formata de comunicatiile si
de gurile de varsare ale Muresului in Dundre sa apartina altcuiva decat
insasi regiunii transilvane? Se interpune unei astfel de situatii atat
siguranta din punct de vedere strategic, cat si necesitati economice.
Este cazul cel mai potrivit, ca prin aceste consideratii de importanta
capitald sa temperam principiul nationalitatilor. Intregul Banat trebuie
deci sd revina Romaniei: Serbia va primi compensatii in alte parti,
sprijinindu-se pe un argument mai bun. Cat priveste soarta
compatriotilor sdi, prietenia profundd si neintrerupta dintre cele doud
popoare ii demonstreaza ca nu are motive pentru a se teme.”%

Sarbii pun accent in argumentdrile lor pe dificultatea compromisului intr-
0 regiune mostenitoare a Imperiului Austro-Ungar. insa, de fiecare data,
acestia pun miza pe argumentul etnografic, ce ar trebui sd satisfaca
nevoia de securitate a noului stat, Regatul Sarbo-Croato-Sloven. Ziarul

patterns through the way phrases a constructed — poor in content,
using repetition, enumeration of arguments and justifications regarding
the taking part in the war effort, stereotypical schematizing down to
cliches. The Romanian texts are organized in a circular fashion, coming
back to the same leitmotiv: the wholeness of the Banat having as its
base geographic unity and the flow of history.

The interview with the Romanian minister Alexandru Lahovary in Italy,
published in the newspaper Corriere della Sera, justifies the Romanian
claim of wholeness of the region, banking on the natural delineations of
the landscape: "The Banat is an indivisible whole where natural borders
are well defined. Throughout its history, during foreign occupation, the
Banat was never split up. Its wholeness is conditioned and guaranteed
by the economic and geographic situation, indicated by the main
commercial routes on the rivers Mures, Tisza and Danube.”?

There is a series of more conciliating speeches, aimed at conceding to
the arguments of the Serbians, but they are still compensatory in nature,
because the wholeness of the Banat is never questioned. "It is nothing
more than a part of the county of Torontal, representing a tract of land
along the Tisza, between the Mures and the Danube, which the Serbs
would claim. But could one conceive a border for this region, that from
the geographical point of view could be traced elsewhere than on the
Tisza itself? Could we imagine that the great Transylvanian artery
formed by communication lines and the points of flow of the Mures into
the Danube, could belong to anybody else than the Transylvanian
region? Such a situation is blocked by the need for strategic safety as
well as an economic necessity. The best option is that these
consideration of a capital nature must temper the principle of
nationalities. The whole of the Banat must therefore become part of
Romania. As to the fate of its compatriots, the profound and
uninterrupted friendship between the two people prove that there are
no reasons for fear.”3

The Serbians underline, in their argumentation, on the difficulty of
compromise in a region which is the inheritor of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. But, as always, they bet on the ethnographic argument which
should satisfy the need for security of the new state, the Serbo-

29 Drepturile Romaniei asupra Banatului”, Romanul, nr./no. 18, 23 ianuarie/january - 5 februarie/february 1919, p. 3.

30 Sébastien Serbesco, op. cit., p. 86.



Romdnul publica un comentariu pe marginea discursului primului
ministru sarb. ,Vorbind despre viitoarele hotare ale viitoarei Serbii, dl.
Pasici, recunoaste cd in tarile care fusera in jug austriac, neamurile
trdiesc atat de imbinat incat e foarte greu a trage granite nationale.
Politica austro-germand a fost sd creeze provincii cu poporatie
impestritata, pentru ca sd faca imposibila unirea nationala. Privitor la
chestia Banatului, dl. Pasici crede ca nu vor fi dificultati din partea
Romaniei. O parte a Banatului, spune el, e curat sarbeascd, iar cealaltd
curat romaneasca. lar o parte mica de tot e impestritatd din punct de
vedere national.”®" Un alt delegat sarb, Vesni¢ Milenko, reprezentantul
diplomatic al Serbiei la Paris, se exprima in acelasi registru: ,,Viitoarele
nostre frontiere cu Romania trebuie sa corespunda, pe masura
posibilului, limitelor etnografice. Suntem vecini prietenilor nostri romani,
de cand si unii si altii traim in aceasta regiune. (...) Argumente de ordin
istoric, etnic, moral si economic militeazd in favoarea noastra pentru
partea de vest a Banatului. Ele se sprijina cu putere pe consideratii de
ordine si de interes european, care presupun o serioasa acoperire a vaii
Moravei, ct si a Belgradului.”*

DEFINIREA CONTURURILOR
GRANITEI ROMANO-SARBO-
UNGARE

Contestate de statele competitoare, reasezate de ocupatia trupelor
sarbe si de misiunea militara franceza (Zona de Ocupatie Franceza cu
sediul la Lugoj), suprapuse pe hdrtile expertilor francezi, englezi,
americani si italieni din Comisia afacerilor romane si iugoslave,
frontierele Banatului au fost supuse partajului. Cele trei beneficiare
urmau sd obtind dupa cum urmeaza: Romania — portul Bazias, urmand o
linie spre nord pana la cursul Muresului in apropiere de Szeged, calea
feratd care lega Timisoara de Arad, Serbia — cele doua maluri ale Tisei
si cdile ferate care leaga Chichinda Mare, Becicherecul Mare, Varsetul
de Panciova, Ungaria — coltul de nord-vest al provinciei.

3'Romanul, nr./no. 15, 19 ianuarie/january - 1 februarie/february 1919, p. 4.
32 Milenko Vesnitch, La Serbie a travers la guerre, Editions Bossard, Paris, 1921, p. 109.
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Croatian-Slovenian Kingdom. The newspaper The Romanian publishes a
comment regarding the speech of the Serbian Prime-Minister.
"Speaking of the future borders of Serbia, Mr. Pasici admits that in
countries that suffered Austrian rule, nations live so intertwined that it is
difficult to trace national borders. Austro-german politics was one of
creating provinces with mixed populations so that national unity would
be an impossibility. Regarding the question of the Banat, mr. Pasici
believes there should be no difficulties from the side of Romania. A part
of the Banat, he claims, is purely Serbian, while the other purely
Romanian. And a small part is a mix of nationalities.”' Another Serbian
delegate, Vesnic¢ Milenko, the diplomatic representative of Serbia in
Paris, expresses himself in the same vein: "Our future borders with
Romania must correspond, in the realm of possibility, to ethnographic
limits. We are the neighbors of our Romanian friends since we all live in
this region. (...) Historical, ethnical, moral and economic arguments
support our claim for the western part of the Banat. They are strongly
based on consideration of European nature and interest which take into
account a strong coverage of the valley of Moravia, as well as
Belgrade.”*

THE DEFINING OF THE
ROMANIAN-SERBIAN-HUNGARIAN
BORDER CONTOURS

Contested by competing states, realigned by Serbian occupation and
the French Military Mission (The French Occupation Zone based in
Lugoj), superimposed on the map of experts from France, the UK, the
U.S.A. and lItaly taking part in the Commission for Romanian and
Yugoslav Affairs, the borders of the Banat were subjected to partition.
The three beneficiaries would get the following: Romania — the port in
Bazias, following a line towards the north until the course of the Mures
near Szeged, the railway line that linked Timisoara to Arad, Serbia — the
two banks of the Tisza and the railway lines that link Great Kikinda,
Small Becicherec, Panciovan Varset, Hungary — the nort-western corner
of the province.
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Frontierele statelor constituie elemente de securitate pentru pace,
motiv pentru care acestea se imprima cu o valoare intangibilg,
inviolabila. Dupd rdzboi si semnarea tratatelor de pace, o revizuire a
frontierelor mai putea fi posibila doar cu acordul unanim al partilor in
cauza®. Astfel, intre oficialitatile romane si sarbe au avut loc mai multe
intalniri de lucru privind aplicarea pe teren a tratatului de la Sevres,
instituidu-se o comisie mixta prin protocolul de la Timisoara din ianuarie
19223, Pe 24 noiembrie 1923, a fost semnat la Belgrad un protocol de
delimitare a frontierei si de schimb de localitati intre Romania si Regatul
Sarbo-Croato-Sloven®. Dificultdtile si tensiunile s-au datorat
incapacitatii forurilor superioare ale Comisiei afacerilor romano-
iugoslave de a delimita clar teritoriul provinciei banatene, ce apdrea
drept un creuzet in care se suprapun nationalitdtile sarbd si romana. in
fapt intalnirile romano-sarbe aveau sarcina de a corecta situatiile
absurde care se ivisera prin delimitarea temporard.

Putem lua drept exemplu edificator localitatea Checea din comitatul
Timis, unde noua frontiera strabatea centrul comunei. Cimitirul se gasea
pe teritoriul sarbesc, astfel cd preotul roman nu putea indeplini slujba
de inmormantare. Cortegiul funerar se vedea nevoit s se indrepte spre
cimitir fara preot®®. In urma protocolului preliminar incheiat la Timisoara
in anul 1921 si semnat la Belgrad in 1923, localitatea este transferata
Romaniei, iar linia de demarcatie ce taia localitatea in doua a fost
stearsd. Un alt caz il reprezenta satul Partos, care in 1918 fusese in
intregime trecut sub administratie sarbeasca. In 1923, centrul satului
trece la Romania, iar marginea localitatii si terenurile agricole raman
Serbiei. Rectificarea frontierei romano-sarba translateaza intreaga
localitate Romaniei, cu exceptia catorva hectare din vasta proprietate a
contelui Karacsonyi®.

Pentru a putea sintetiza evenimentele anului 1919 si ale perioadei
urmdtoare, soarta Banatului a fost sub semnul disputei frontaliere: la
nivel local se mentine o atmosferd tensionatd, de incertitudini; la nivel

The frontiers of states constitute elements of security that ensure
peace, a reason for why they are imbued with intangible, inviolable
value. After the war and the signing of peace treaties, a revision of the
borders is only possible by unanimous consent of the parties involved.®
Therefore, a series of work meetings took place between Romanian and
Serbian authorities in order to apply the Treaty of Sevres, by forming a
mixed commission through the Protocol of Timisoara of January 1922.3¢
On the 24" of November 1923, a delimitation and locality exchange
protocol was signed in Belgrade between Romani and the Serbian-
Croation-Slovenian Kingdom®. The difficulties and tensions
encountered were due to the inability of the superior forums of the
Commission of Romanian and Yugoslav Affairs to clearly define the
territory of the Banat province, which seemed like a melting pot which
overlapped Romanian and Serbian nationalities. In fact, the Serbo-
Romanian meetings had the objective of corrections absurd situations
that had come up because of the initial partitioning.

The locality of Chechea from Timis county can be taken as a good
example — here the new Serbian border passed through the middle of
the village. The cemetary was on the Serbian side, therefore the priest
could not perform burial rites. The funerary procession was forced to
head into the cemetery without the priest®. Following the initial
protocol written up in Timisoara in the year 1921 and signed in Belgrade
in 1923, the locality was transferred to Romania, and the demarcation
line that had cut it in half was erased. Another case was the village of
Partos. The centre of the village is Romanian while its margins and
agricultural land is Serbian. The adjustment of the border moves the
entire locality to Romania, with the exception of several hectares of the
vast property belonging to Count Karacsonyi®’.

In order to sum up the events of the year 1919 and of the following
period, the fate of the Banat was under the sign of border dispute: at
local level the atmosphere is tense, full of uncertainty; at regional level

3 Victor Aelenei, Teoria juridica a frontierei, in Buletinul stiintific al Academiei Fortelor Terestre ,Nicolae Balcescu”, 2006, 11, 22, tome 2, apud Viorica Moisuc, Istoria relatiilor
internationale pana la mijlocul secolului al XX-lea, Editura Fundatiei ,Romania de Maine”, Bucuresti, 2002, pp. 111-112.

% Valer Moga, Interesele Romaniei si ale Serbiei in Banat. Dificultatea trasarii unei frontiere intre Aliati (1914-1920), in Annales Universitatis Apulensis Series Historica, 2015, 1, p. 150.
% Mihaela Barbieru, Relatiile militare romano-iugoslave intre anii 1918-1923, in Arhivele Olteniei, S.N., 2010, 24, p. 154.

% Muzeul Banatului din Timisoara, fond/fund Nicolae lliesiu, caiet/fascicle Timis, Checea, p. 153.

3 |dem, Partos, pp. 485-486.



regional se agraveaza problema aprovizionarii si a dereglarii
transporturilor, diferitele autoritati succedandu-se si inlocuindu-se in
lipsa unui cadru bine reglementat. Astfel, sarbii au parte de o dislocare
progresivd spre vest, renuntand cu greu la pozitiile lor initiale; francezii
devin mai prezenti incercand sa inlocuiasca vidul de autoritate prin
asumarea unei misiuni de interpunere si prin crearea unei zone libere,
in timp ce romanii obtin instalarea unei administratii nationale intr-o
regiune bulversatd. Frontierele Banatului au mostenit un bagaj plin de
dorinte nesatisfacute, incertitudini, disponibilitati emotive, tendinte de
compensare carora locuitorii comunitatilor cosmopolite i-au imprimat
exercitiul bunei convietuiri de dinainte de razboi.
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the problem of supply is worsened and transport is disrupted, different
authorities alternating and replacing each other because of the lack of a
well established legal framework. Therefore the Serbian suffer
dislocation towards the west, unwilling to give up on their initial stance;
the French become more present, trying to replace the void of authority
by taking on a buffer mission and by creating free zones, while the
Romanians obtain the establishment of a national administration in a
troubled region. The borders of the Banat have inherited a bagage
brimming with unfulfilled wishes, uncertainties, emotional availability,
tendencies to compensate which the inhabitants of cosmopolitan
communities have imbued with the exercise of peaceful cohabitation
from before the war.
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La Roumanie devant le Congres de la Paix, Anexa
SHAT, Vincennes — Série 6 N, cutia 77.
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FRONTIERA DE VEST A BANATULUI:
O SOCIO-GEOMETRIE A MARGINILOR

O

THE WESTERN BORDER OF THE BANAT:
A SOCIO-GEOMETRY OF THE MARGINS

Alexandru Dragan
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FRONTIERELE EUROPEI
CENTRALE: POLISEMII S
FLEXIBILITATI

Studiul frontierelor presupune inti de toate o necesitate a focalizarii, a
nisdrii, tocmai pentru ca aceastd notiune cuprinde polisemii lingvistice i
factuale foarte largi. Practic, putem aborda problema din punct de
vedere politic (ca spatiu de delimitare potentialmente conflictual),
economic (ca spatiu de schimb), social (ca marca a decalajelor sociale)
sau cultural (ca limite variabile intre culturi, obiceiuri si practici cotidiene
mai mult sau mai putin ancorate in istorie).

Limba romana cuprinde o polisemie remarcabild cand vine vorba
despre frontiere. Ne putem referi la frontiera ca ,linie naturala sau
conventionala care desparte teritoriul unui stat de teritoriul altor state”
(cf. DEX), sau la granitd ca ,limitd de demarcatie intre doua entitati
statale” (ibid.), dar si la mai local-identitarul hotar, ce presupune o limita
de demarcatie intre doud proprietati. Aceastd fascinatie practicd a
limitelor a imbogatit cursivitatea lingvisticd atat prin referirea la limite
exterioare (capat, margine, sfarsit), cat si prin raportari centripete
(miezuina, mejdina, mijloc).

Inevitabil, fenomenul frontalier este unul al limitelor, abordate de catre
om inca din primele structurdri ale societatii umane. Acest fapt este o
normalitate, limita tinand de nevoia de spatiu propriu pe care o resimte
omul social. Asadar, intre teritorialitatea individuala (ancestrala) si
teritoriile statale actuale, diferenta nu este una de esenta, ci de
dimensiune si formalizare (mijloace de control si forme ale demarcatiei).
Prin urmare, spiritul aproprierii unui teritoriu ramane constant, dar
limitele s-au inscris intotdeauna intr-o fluctuatie ciclica de expansiune
sau restrangere teritoriala®.

THE BORDERS OF CENTRAL
EUROPE: POLISEMIES AND
FLEXIBILITIES

The study of borders involves, to begin with, a necessity for focus, of
the niche especially because this notion contains very vast factual and
linguistic polisemies. In fact, we can approach the problem from a
political viewpoint (as a potentially conflictual delimitative space), an
economic viewpoint (as a space for exchange), a social viewpoint (as a
mark of social lag) or cultural viewpoint (as a variable limit between
cultures, customs and daily practices that are more or less anchored in
history).

The Romanian language contains a remarkable polysemy when it
comes to talking about borders. We can refer to granitd (border) as a
"natural or conventional line that separates the territory of a state from
that of another” (cf. DEX), or border as "demarcation line between two
national entities” (ibid.), but there's also the more locally-identifiable
hotar (boundary), which implies a demarcation limit between two
properties. This practical fascination with limits has enriched the
linguistic flow by referring to exterior limits (capdt — bottom of, margin —
margin, sfarsit — end), as well as centripetal references (miezund,
mejdind, mijloc — middle).

Inevitably, the phenomenon of the border is one of limits, approached
by man since the first structuring of human society. This factis a
normality, the limit having to do with the need for a space of one's own
that man experiences socially. Therefore, between individual
territoriality (ancestral in nature) and actual state territories, the
difference is not one of essence but of dimension and formalization
(means of control and forms of demarcation). Thus, the spirit of
closeness of a territory remains constant, although the limits have
always been on a course of cyclic fluctuation of territorial expansion of
contraction®®.

% Nicolae Popa, Frontiere, regiuni transfrontaliere si dezvoltare regionald in Europa Mediana Ed. Universitatii de Vest, 2006.



Indiferent de epocd, frontierele limiteaza si delimiteaza, unesc si separa
pe cel de aici de cel de dincolo, pe cei de dinduntru de cei de-afara sau
pe cei de dinainte de cei de dupd. Aceste fapte conduc la ideea cd
frontiera este inainte de toate un spatiu geopolitic. Astfel, inca din
Antichitate frontiera este un factor protector ideal (vezi granitele
oraselor grecesti sau limes-ul roman). insa tocmai acest fapt a
transformat frontierele in spatii de excludere reciproca si in fronturi ale
conflictelor. Pana in Evul Mediu, frontierele au reprezentat spatii
intermediare, adesea de conflict intre entitati care doreau sa isi asigure
un contur cat mai vast si propice supravietuirii si dezvoltarii*®. Abia n
secolele XVI-XVII se generalizeaza sistemele vamale, devenind parti ale
intelegerilor interstatale. Cunoscut este cazul Tratatului de la Pirinei
(1659) dintre familiile Bourbon si Habsburg, prin care sunt fixate
reglementari administrative, comerciale si militare si care pune in
lumind cumpdna de apa a muntilor Pirinei ca frontierd naturald
formalizata“.

Dacd lungul sir de conflicte armate a insemnat o jalonare perpetud a
frontierelor lumii, atunci cand acestora din urma li s-a suprapus o
componenta culturalg, ele au devenit mai durabile. Este, la prima
vedere, un paradox acela ca un fapt cultural-identitar (deci teoretic soft)
sa lase urme mai adanci pe hartile lumii decat unul armat (hard). Dar
putem evoca aici un prim exemplu de trasare a unei limite milenare:
configurdrile teritoriale aparute n urma Marii Schisme (1054), care
insumeazd deja un mileniu de diferentieri culturale, religioase si
economice. Europa Occidentald si cea Orientala au mers, deci, spate in
spate vreme de secole, urmand ca apoi sa treaca intr-o etapa a
confruntdrilor si, in final, a diferentierilor. Unde am putea plasa Banatul
in acest cadru istoric? Cert, intr-o zona de interferenta, penduland
progresiv ca margine a Occidentului si Orientului: a Regatului Ungariei,
apoi a Imperiului Otoman, apoi a Imperiului Habsburgic, Austriac si
Austro-Ungar, pentru ca apoi sa devind parte a sferei crestingtatii
orientale.

Odatd cu ponderarea activismului religios in Europa ultimului secol si
jumatate, disputa asupra frontierelor a fost forjata de avantul statelor
nationale, cladite pe vechile socluri ale imperiilor, de multe ori in spatiile
de margine ale acestora, cum e cazul interstitiului austriac, otoman,

3 Amadeo Lopez, La notion de frontiére, America. Cahiers du CRICCAL, 1993, pp. 7-20.
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Regardless of historical period, borders limit and define, unite and
separate those from here from those over there, the ones within from
the ones without or the ones before from the ones after. These facts
lead to the idea that the border is before anything else a geopolitical
space. Thus, since Antiquity, the border is an ideal protective factor
(think of the borders of Greek city states of the Roman /imes). It's also
this fact that has transformed borders into mutual exclusion zones and
in conflict fronts. Up until the Middle Ages, borders represented
intermediary spaces, usually ones of conflict between entities that
wished to ensure a vast contour that would allow for survival and
development®. It wasn't until the 16th-17th centuries that customs
systems were generalized, becoming part of inter-state agreements.
The case of the Treaty of the Pyrenees (1659) between the families of
Bourbon and Habsburg, through which administrative regulations were
fixed as well as commercial and military regulations, delineating the
watershed of the Pyrinees as a formalized natural border.

If the long line of military conflicts meant a perpetual tracing of the
World's frontiers, when these were finally loaded with a cultural
component, they became more durable. It is, upon first glance, a
paradox that a culturally-identitary fact (soft in theory) can leave deeper
marks on the world's maps than a military one (hard). But we can invoke
as a first example of tracing milenary boundaries: the territorial
configurations that occurred after the Great Schism (1054) that sum up a
millennium of cultural, religious and economic differences. Western
Europe and Easter Europe traveled, back to back, for centuries ending
up in a period of confrontations and finally one of differentiations.
Where could we place the Banat inside this historical framework?
Certainly, in an inference zone, swingin progressively as a margin of
West and East: that of the Kingdom of Hungary, then that of the
Ottoman Empire, then that of the Habsburg Empire, Austrian and Austro-
Hungarian Empire until it became part of the sphere of oriental
Christianity.

Once religious activist in Europe became moderate starting with the last
century and a half, the dispute over borders was forged by the elan of

national states, build on the old foundations of empires, emerging in the
margins of former empires, like for example the case of the interstitia of

40 Daniel Séré, La paix des Pyrénées: vingt-quatre ans de négociations entre la France et I'Espagne, Honoré Champion, p. 607.
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tarist si german (Romania - 1877 si lugoslavia, Cehoslovacia, Polonia -
1918). Aceste modificari structurale au generat si recentrdri ale acestei
parti de continent, fiind propuse de-a lungul timpului mai multe
decupaje care sa cuprinda spatiile sus mentionate. Se pune asadar
intrebarea Unde este centrul Europei? Ce spatii cuprind Europa
Centrald? Si, in cazul lucrarii de fata, face parte Banatul din Europa
Centrala?

Geonimul Europa Centrala dateaza ca expresie din secolul XIX*' si se
referd la spatiul conturat de-a lungul timpului de migratiile popoarelor
germanice si slave, generand un complex geocultural si geopolitic care
a mutat centrul de greutate al Europei dinspre Mediterana spre nord.
Valurile consecutive de transferuri de populatie dinspre teritoriile de
astdzi ale Germaniei, Austriei si Frantei catre estul Europei (sasi, svabi)
au impins limitele Europei Centrale tot mai la Est, spre Arcul Carpatic.
Dar destramarea imperiilor si, mai apoi, Cortina de Fier au retrasat
geometriile Europei, punand in dezbatere limitele Europei Centrale. Atat
dupd cel de-al Doilea Razboi Mondial, cat si dupd cdderea
Comunismului, cercetdtorii nu au gasit inca un consens referitor la acest
aspect (vezi fig. 1). Unii*? iau drept referinta fostele imperii, trasand
limitele Europei Centrale pana la Carpati. Altii*® considera mai coerent
patrulaterul cuprins intre Germania, Polonia, Ungaria si Elvetia.

Fig. 1. Socio-geometrii in jurul conceptului de Europa Centrala
Decupaje: prelucrari personale cf. bibliografie. Fond
cartografic: Wikimapia
Socio-geometries around the concept of Central Europe
Cut-outs: personal reworkins as per bibliography.
Cartographic resources: Wikimapia

41 Nicolae Popa, op. cit., p. 22.

Austrian, Otoman, Tsarist or German rule (Romania — 1877 and
Yugoslavia, Czechoslovakia, Poland — 1918). These structural alterations
generated re-centering of these parts of the continent, being subjected
to several shapings that could hold all of the above mentioned spaces.
There begs the question: "Where is Europe's centre? What spaces are
included in Central Europe?”. And, in the case of this paper, “is the
Banat part of Central Europe?”

The geonim of Central Europe was coined in the 19" century* and refers
to the space shaped along the ages by the migrations of Germanic and
Slavic peoples, generating a geocultural and geopolitical development
that shifted the center of gravity of Europe from the Mediterrannean
towards the north. The consecutive waves of population transfer from
the territories of today's Germany, Austria and France towards Eastern
Europe (Saxons and Swabians) pushed the boundaries of Central
Europe ever eastwards, towards the arc of the Carpathians. But the
falling apart of empires and then, the fall of the Iron Curtain, have re-
traced the geometries of Europe, putting into debate the limits of
Central Europe. After the Second World War, and similarly, after the fall
of Communism, researchers could not reach a consensus referring to
this point (see fig. 1). Some* take the former empires as reference,
tracing the limits of Central Europe up to the Carpathians. Others®
consider the quadrangle of Germany, Poland, Hungary and Switzerland
as being more cohesive.

Caslellan (1994)

Castellan (1994)

Jordan (2008) CIA Factbook (2015) Johnsan (2011)

42 Lonnie Johnson, Central Europe: Enemies, Neighbors, Friends, Oxford, Oxford University Press, 2011; Czestaw Mitosz, Une autre Europe, Paris, Gallimard, 1964; Peter Jordan, Large-

scale structuring of Europe according to cultural space criteria, SSOAR, 2005, pp. 162-173.

43 Georges Castellan, Histoire des peuples de I'Europe centrale, Fayard, 1994; CIA Factbook.



Ramane evident ca problema nu este incd transatd, cu atat mai mult ca
fostele imperii continud sa alimenteze perceptii si reprezentdri actuale.
Mai mult decét atat, geopolitica germanofond a operat mai bine de un
secol cu termenul ,,Europa de Mijloc” - Mitteleuropa, care a dobandit
conotatii politice si revizioniste puternice, prin referire la dominarea
centrului continentului de catre autoritatea Berlinului*. Dezinhibata de
incarcatura istoricd, face cariera o noud vocabuld - Europa Mediang, ce
cuprinde un spatiu geografic relativ coerent, plecand din Boemia si
Silezia pana n Balcani®.

Dincolo de variile asocieri de cuvinte amintite mai sus, notdm faptul ca
din experienta geoistoriei, nicio frontierd nu este imuabila*. Mai mult
decat atat, 52,1% din frontierele actuale ale lumii (insumand 133.206 km
in lungime) sunt trasate dupa anul 1900 (vezi fig. 2)!

in medie, cele mai vechi frontiere sunt cele europene, dar nicidecum
cele din Europa de Est sau din Balcani, trasate mai toate dupd anul
1920. Frontierele Romaniei fac in acest caz nota discordanta prin
diversitatea lor: daca frontiera pe Dundre este una dintre cele mai vechi
de pe continent (1444), frontiera de pe Prut apare in anul 1812, dupd
Rdzboiul Ruso-Turc, iar cea din Dobrogea in 1878, dupd Razboiul de
Independentd. Altfel spus, in limita sudicd a Banatului se intalneste o
frontierd din 1444 cu una din 1920.
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It is clear that the issues had not been resolved, seeing that the former
empires continue to fuel present perceptions and representations.
Moreover, German speaking geopolitics operated for more than a
century using the term "Middleurope” - Mitteleuropa, which gained
strong political and revisionist connotations, when referring to the
domination of the center of the continent by the authority in Berlin®.
Uninhibited by historic undertones, a new term is gaining traction —
Median Europe, which includes a geographically relevant space,
starting from Bohemia and Silesia until the Balkans.*®

Beyond various word associations mentioned above, it is noteworthy to
mention that from the experience of geohistory, no border is
immovable*. More than that, 52.1% of the actual borders of the world
(summing up the length of 133,206 km) were traced after the year 1900
(see fig.2)!

On average, the oldest borders are european, but these do not include
those of Eastern Europe of the Balkans, traced in their majority after the
year 1920. The borders of Romania are in this case the exception,
through their diversity: if the border with the Danube is one of the oldest
on the continent (1444), the border on the Prut river appears in 1812,
after the Russo-Turkish War, and that of Dobrogea appears in 1878, after
the War for Independence. In other words, on the southern limit of the
Banat meet a border from 1444 with one from 1920.

44 Yaél Hirsch, Nostalgie de la Mitteleuropa et engagement politique. Vies et destins de trois poetes déracinés: Else Lasker-Schiiler, Benjamin Fondane, et Czeslaw Milosz, Raisons

politiques, 1-41, 2011, pp. 121-139.
45 Michel Foucher, Fragments d'Europe, Fayard, 1993.

46 Frédéric Encel, Mon dictionnaire géopolitique, Presse Universitaire de France, 2017, p. 500.
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Fig. 2. Vechimea frontierelor la nivel european (harta sus) si mondial (grafic)
Sursa: fond cartografic Reddit/pisseguri 82. Date prelucrate dupa Brownlie, 1979; Parodi, 2002; Prescott, 1975, 2008;
Abazov, 2008; Anderson, 2003; Daskalov, 2017; Magocsi, 1993.
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Age of borders at european level (map above) and world-wide (graph)
Source: cartographic fund Reddit/pisseguri82. Data processed after Brownlie, 1979; Parodi, 2002; Prescott, 1975, 2008;
Abazov 2008; Anderson, 2003; Daskalov, 2017: Magocsi, 1993.

FRONTIERELE ,FANTOMA"

Frontierele imperiilor din partea central-estica a Europei s-au pulverizat
acum 100 de ani. Totusi, precum fantomele, ele apar in centrul atentiei
in momentele cele mai neasteptate: cand unele statistici reliefeaza
ecartul tehnico-edilitar al locuintelor din Bucovina versus teritoriile din
jur, cand ne sunt transmise diferentele electorale dintre vestul si estul
Ucrainei, cand analizam influentele lingvistice maghiaro/sarbo/germane
din Banat si Ardeal, sau asemanarea planimetriei asezarilor din Banat,
nu cu acelea din alte parti ale Romaniei, ci cu Slavonia croatd.

"PHANTOM"” BORDERS

The borders of empires in the central-eastern part of Europe were
pulverized 100 years ago. Still, similar to ghosts, they appear in sharp
focus in the most unexpected moments: when some statistics underline
the technical-municipal spacing of buildings in Bukovina compared to
surrounding territories, when we receive the electoral differences
between western and easter Ukraine, when we analyze the linguistic
influences of Magyar/ Serbian/ German in the Banat and Ardeal, or the
similarity of ground plans of settlements in the Banat with Croatian
Slavonia and not with other parts of Romania.



Un studiu comparativ axat pe aceasta tema a fost realizat in cadrul
proiectului Phantomgrenzen in Ostmitteleuropa®/, si isi propune sa
cartografieze potentialele frontiere fantoma ale Europei (fig. 3).

Frontiére intra-étatique
Frontiére étatique

1875
1930

1878
198y

1914
2014

A comparative study focusing on this subject was done inside the
project Phantomgrenzen inn Ostmitteleuropa®’, aiming to map all
potential phantom borders of Europe (fig. 3).

Fig. 3. Frontiere fantoma in Europa Centrala si de Est
Sursa: von Hirschhausen, 2017 (voi reface harta pe cont propriu)

o

Phantom borders in Central and Eastern Europe
Source: von Hirschhausen, 2017

Remarca generald este aceea cd fantomele apar ca fracturi ce
traverseaza parti centrale ale Poloniei, Romaniei sau Serbiei, avand
dimensiuni considerabile. Exemplele amintite mai sus, aleatoriu, se
diferentiaza de tipologia mai simplelor frontiere etnice sau culturale,
care marcheazd mai degraba diferente identitare sau de grup, mai putin
conectate cu teritoriul. Frontierele fantomd, in schimb, iau mai putin in
calcul diferentierile etnice, axandu-se pe practici diferite dupa modul lor
de ancorare profunda in teritoriu®®.

Este clar cd discutdam despre vechi continuitati spatiale care continud sa
depdseasca actualele frontiere. Aceste continuitati sunt transfigurate in
mentale colective regionale, fapt dovedit cel mai clar prin hartile

The general remark is the one that phantoms appear as cracks that run
through central parts of Poland, Romania and Serbia, having
considerable dimensions. The above mentioned examples, randomly,
set themselves apart from the simple typology of ethnic or cultural
borders, marking rather identitary or group differences that are less
connected with territory. The phantom borders take less account of
ethnic differentiation, focusing on different practices based on the way
of a deep embedding in the territory*®.

It's clear we are talking about old spacial continuities that continue to
transcend actual borders. These continuities are transposed into mental
collectives of a regional nature, fact proven clearly through election

47

47 Béatrice von Hirschhausen, De I'intérét heuristique du concept de «fantéme géographique» pour penser les régionalisations culturelles, L’Espace Géographique, 2017, 42, 106-125.

48 Ibid.
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electorale. Cazuri recursive sunt acelea ale Romaniei, unde Carpatii
reprezinta in continuare o bariera mentald considerabila, dar siin
Polonia, unde sunt vizibile interstitiile a trei imperii (fig. 4). Ca forma
concluziva, amintim ca aceste geografii mentale ancorate in realitati
defuncte pot genera momente de instabilitate pentru statele nationale
din matricea actuala, cu atat mai mult in cazul acelor tdri in care politica
de coeziune nu functioneaza optimal si in care decalajele interregionale
se adancesc.

maps. Recurring cases happen in Romania, where the Carpathians still
represent a considerable mental barrier, but also in Poland where the
interstitium of three empires is visible (fig. 4). As a conclusion, one has
to remind of mental geographies anchor in defunct realities that can
generate moment of instability for national states in the current matrix,
so much so when talking about countries were cohesion politics does
not work at optimal levels and in which inter-regional lags are getting
larger.

Poland Presidential election, 2015 Eliamentary election, 2015
By county  First round, % of vote % of vote
7 Bronistaw HE Andrzej mPO HEPiS
Komorowski (PO) Duda (PiS)
Germany -k
Imperial s
border Russia
: -
Austria-Hungary
Romania Presidential election, 2014 Parliamenta ry election, 2016
By region First round, % of vote % of vote
M Klaus lohannis WM Victor Ponta "B PNL BHPSD
(PNL) (PSD)
Austria-
Hungary
Bucharest
Ll
Romania

Fig. 4. Diferente spatiale la nivel electoral in Romania si Polonia (2014-2016)
Sursa: The Economist, 21.11.2018, Imperial borders still shape politics in Poland and Romania

o

Spatial differences at election level in Romania and Poland (2014-2016)
Source: The Economist, 21.11.2018, Imperial borders still shape politics in Poland and Romania
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VESTUL JUDETULUI TIMIS: UN THE WEST OF TIMIS COUNTY: A
DEGRADE FRONTALIER BORDER GRADATION

Observatiile directe de teren intreprinse in intervalul iulie-septembrie Observations in the field undertaken in the period July-September 2019
2019 au ridicat ipoteza existentei unei degraddri progresive a brought with them the hypothesis of a progressive gradation in the

elementelor socio-spatiale dinspre centrul judetului Timis spre marginea  element of socio-spatial elements starting from the center of Timis
occidentala a acestuia. Anchetele calitative de teren au confirmat acest  country, towards its western border. Quality surveys in the field
lucru. In continuare, vom testa aceasta ipoteza si din punct de vedere confirmed this fact. In view of this, we shall test the hypothesis from a

statistic. Am impartit unitdtile administrativ-teritoriale din lungul statistical standpoint. We have divided the territorial-administrative units
frontierei in trei siruri paralele: inelul 1 — UAT-uri riverane frontierei (cu along the border in three parallel lines: ring 1 — TAU on the border side
rosu in Fig. 5), respectiv inelele doi si trei (cu portocaliu si galben). (inredin Fig. 5), and rings 2 and 3 respectively (in orange and yellow).
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Fig. 5. Indicatori demografici de-a lungul frontierei de Vest a judetului Timis
Prelucrari personale dupa date INSSE, 2019

Demographic indicators along the western border of Timis county
Personal processing fom data from INSSE, 2019
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O primd observatie este aceea cd in imediata apropiere a frontierei
locuiesc 77.344 locuitori, in 17 comune plus orasele Jimbolia si
Sannicolau Mare. in acelasi timp, ponderea populatiei tinere (0-19 ani)
este superioard atat mediei judetului Timis (21%), cat si Municipiului
Timisoara (16%) si chiar celorlalte doud inele complementare (20.9% si
20.7%). Acest fapt se explica printr-o rata de fertilitate foarte ridicata in
comunele Saravale (32% - lider judetean), Checea, Giulvaz si Sanpetru
Mare (toate peste 25%).

Cu toate cd ponderea tinerilor este relativ ridicata in apropierea
frontierei, acest unic indicator nu este suficient de cuprinzator pentru a
explica in profunzime dinamicile socio-teritoriale. Astfel, daca in ultimii
10 ani comunele situate pe inelul al treilea in jurul frontierei au castigat
6.389 locuitori, iar cele de pe inelul al doilea aproape 1.000, acest
indicator este negativ in apropierea frontierei (-0.5% in ultimii 10 ani).

O solutie pentru acest declin se leaga de dezvoltarea axelor de materie
si energie care penetreazd perpendicular frontierele: Timisoara — Lovrin
— Cenad, Timisoara — Carpinis — Jimbolia si Timisoara — Deta —
Moravita. O dezvoltare a acestora ii poate conferi frontierei un grad mai
ridicat de porozitate, plasand comunitdtile din lungul frontierei mai putin
marginal din punct de vedere economic. Practic, acest spatiu depinde
de capacitatea Timisoarei de a reinnoda legaturile clasice cu
hinterlandul vest-banatean, dar mai ales de a dezvolta relatiile de
schimb cu actorii intermediari (Novi Sad, Szeged) si indeosebi majori
(Budapesta si Belgrad). Felul in care se vor desfdasura aceste deziderate
va influenta starea comunitatilor frontaliere: recentrandu-le sau,
dimpotrivd, marginalizandu-le.

A first observation is that in the immediate vicinity of the border there
are 77,344 inhabitants in 17 localities plus the cities of Jimbolia and
Sannicolau Mare. At the same time, the ratio of young population (0-19
years of age) is superior to the average of Timis county (21%) as well as
that of the administrative center of Timisoara (16%) and also that of the 2
complementary rings (20.9% and 20.7%). This fact can be explained by
a high birth rate in the localities Saravale (32% - first in the county),
Checea, Giulvdz and Sanpetru Mare (all over 25%).

Although the ratio of young people is high close to the border, this
indicator alone is not sufficient to explain in-depth socio-territorial
dynamics. Therefore, if in the last 10 years the localities situated in the
third ring around the border have gained 6,389 inhabitants, and those
on the second ring have gained offer 1,000, this indicator is negative
close to the border (-0.5% in the last 10 years).

A solution to this decline is linked to the developing of axis of matter
and energy that perpendicularly penetrate the borders: Timisoara —
Lovrin — Cenad, Timisoara — Carpinis — Jimbolia and Timisoara — Deta —
Moravita. A development of these can offer the border a higher rate of
porosity, placing communities along the border in a position that would
be less marginal from an economic perspective. Basically, this space is
dependant on the capacity of Timisoara to re-tale the classic links of the
western Banat hinterland, but also on the development of relationships
of exchange with medium (Novi Sad, Szeged) and major actors
(Budapest and Belgrade). The way in which these potentialities will be
developed shall influence the state of border communities: re-centering
them or, on the contrary, marginalising them.
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INSUPORTABILA USURATATE A GRANITEI -
CAMINE IN MISCARE
LA FRONTIERA

O

THE UNBEARABLE LIGHTNESS OF THE
BORDER - MOVING FIREPLACES
AT THE FRONTIER

Nicoleta Musat
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JIsi pierde parazolu, dar continua sa inainteze spre Comlos si Lunga, cu
un singur tel: sd trdiascd starea de granitd. Dar mai ales s-o vada.”*
Parcurse in vara lui 2019, cateva sate din zona limitei de stat a Romaniei
cu Serbia s-au devoalat printre filtre cercetatoarei, filtre puse Tnainte
ochiului observator de texte clasicizate ale beletristicii si ale cercetarilor
antropologice din partea aceasta de tara. Satele deportatilor in Baragan
nu mai pot fi vazute decat de dupa cercetarile grupului A Treia Europa,
coordonat de Smaranda Vultur, Comlosu si Lunga se intrevad prin
Ochelarii lui Mircea Nedelciu, ai Adrianei Babeti si ai lui Mircea Mihdies,
Lenauheimul se vede prin lentila ui Adam Miiller-Guttenbrunn. Si daca
dam lentilele, lupele, ochelarii, ramele si cercetarile jos si desfacem,
asemeni autopsistilor fictiunii postmoderne sus-citate, foile de ceapa ale
satelor de la limita vestica a Romaniei si incercam sa intelegem cum
anume se traieste la granitd, ce povesti se misca in ritmul oamenilor,
cum se vede lumea de la marginea pustei? Sa purcedem, deci, la
decaojiri.

CE ESTE GRANITA?

Fara a face un excurs lingvistic sau unul de contextualizare istorica,
incerc sa discut despre semnificatiile unui termen.
Granita/frontiera/confinia/hotarul marcheazad limitele teritoriale ale unui
stat, dar sunt si generatoare de spatii inter-liminale, in care oamenii
inteleg sa trdiasca, poate, o stare de marginalitate sau, poate, de
recentrare a propriei vieti. Granita genereaza stagnare, dar, paradoxal,
genereaza si miscare: “Smuggling, migration, cross-border shopping
and other kinds of trans-border movement occurring within or outside
the limits of the law may challenge and even undermine state efforts to
define the identities of those who live at the border, a point touched
upon by almost all our contributors. Such activities certainly offer an
opportunity for exploring the strength or fragility with which state
structures impose their definitions and exert their influence, for it is in

49 Mircea Nedelciu, Adriana Babeti, Mircea Mihaies, Femeia in rosu, Polirom, 2011, p. 32.

"She loses her parasol, but she keeps going towards Comlos and
Lunga, with only one goal in mind: to experience the border condition.
But especially to see it.”* Traveled through in the summer of 2019,
some of the villages found on the border area between Romania, Serbia
and Hungary revealed themselves through filters to the researcher,
filters set before the eye of the beholder by classic texts of literature
and anthropological research in this part of the country. The villages of
the deportees to the Bardgan cannot be seen except through the
research of the group The Third Europe, lead by Smaranda Vultur,
Comlosu and Lunga can be seen through the Glasses of Mircea
Nedelciu, Adriana Babeti and Mircea Mihaies, the village of Lenauheim
is seen through the lens of Adam Miller-Guttenbrun. And if we remove
the lenses, magnifying glasses, the glasses, frames and research,
similar to the hitch-hikers in the above mentioned postmodern fiction,
the onion layers of villages at the western limit of Romania, and try and
understand how exactly one lives on the border, what stories in the
rhythm with the people, how is the world seen on the brink of the
steppe? Let us then proceed with peeling away the layers.

WHAT IS THE BORDER?

Without linguistic digression or historical contextualization, | am trying to
talk about the meanings of a term. The border/ frontier/ confinia/
boundary marks the territorial limits of a state, but it also generates
inter-liminal spaces in which people understand how to live together, a
state of marginality or of re-centering of their own lives. The border
generates stagnation, but, paradoxically, it also generates movement:
“Smuggling, migration, cross-border shopping and other kinds of trans-
border movement occurring within or outside the limits of the law may
challenge and even undermine state efforts to define the identities of
those who live at the border, a point touched upon by almost all our
contributors. Such activities certainly offer an opportunity for exploring
the strength or fragility with which state structures impose their
definitions and exert their influence, for it is in the ease or difficulty with



the ease or difficulty with which exit and entry are exercised that state
regulations are frequently made most apparent.”®°

Granita genereaza miscare, genereaza fluxuri, genereaza treceri de
indivizi sau de comunitati. Sau, in linia lui Wilson si Donnan: “Borders
are spatial and temporal records of relationships between local
communities and between states™'. Starea de granitd e maniera
culturala prin care oamenii isi apropriaza frontiera si o integreaza in
propria naratiune de viatd, transformand-o in spatiu cunoscut. “Border
peoples, because of their histories, and objectified and subjectified
cultures, not only have to deal with the institutions of their own state,
but with those institutions of the state or states across the border,
entities of equal and sovereign power which overshadow all border
relations. An anthropology of borders is simultaneously one of a
nation's history and of a state's frontiers.”>? Oamenii de granita au un
statut aparte, puternic imprintat de loc si locuire, a unei stari liminale si
a unei continue negocieri identitare, comunitare, regionale si statale.
Zona marginald a frontierei este ofertanta in povesti care, poate, lipsesc
din pdrtile centrale ale unui stat. Statele din marginea Romaniei au o
poveste aparte, un melanj de istorie, memorie si fictiune care merita o
aplecare din cand in cand.

DOARA V-AM SPUS.
IT WAS A DREAM®3

Din Banat in America pare drum lung, mai ales cand se calatorea pe
vase luate din porturi germane. Undeva spre finele secolului XIX, pe
cand granitele conturau altfel Banatul, nu putini au fost aceia care au
plecat spre Statele Unite, in multe cazuri in cautarea de resurse
economice. Cateva particularitati ale comunitatii romanesti in America
sunt studiate imediat dupa formarea acesteia, de doi cercetdtori, pe
care i mentionez cronologic: Serban Drutzu, respectiv Christine Avghi
Galitzi. Textele parcurse ale celor doi imbind, deopotriva, metode ale
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which exit and entry are exercised that state requlations are frequently
made most apparent.”

The border generates movement, flux, the passing of individuals or
communities. Or, in the vein of Wilson and Donnan: “Borders are spatial
and temporal records of relationships between local communities and
between states™'. The border condition is a cultural manner through
which people appropriate the border and integrate it into their own life
narrative, transforming it into a known space. “Border peoples, because
of their histories, and objectified and subjectified cultures, not only have
to deal with the institutions of their own state, but with those institutions
of the state or states across the border, entities of equal and sovereign
power which overshadow all border relations. An anthropology of
borders is simultaneously one of a nation's history and of a state's
frontiers.”>? Border people have a special standing, powerfully
imprinted by place and habitation, by a liminal state and a continuous
identity negotiation, communication, both regional and national. The
marginal area of the border is very fertile when it comes to stories
which, perhaps, are missing from the central part of a nation. Nations
bordering Romania have a special story, a melange of history, memory
and fiction that deserve attention from time to time.

AS | SAID.
IT WAS A DREAM>*

From the Banat to America seems like quite the way to go, especially
when travel was done on steam ships that left German harbors.
Somewhere at the end of the 19" century, when borders shaped the
Banat in a totally different way, a lot of people left for the United States,
most of them in the search of economic resources. Certain
particularities of the Romanian community in America have been
studied as soon as it was established by two researchers, which | will
now mention in chronological order: Serban Drutzu and Christine Avghi

50 Thomas M. Wilson, Hastings Donnan (ed.), Border Identities. Nation and State at International Frontiers, Cambridge University Press, 1998, pp. 21-22.

5 |bidem, p. 4.
52 Ibidem, p. 8.
53 Mircea Nedelciu et all, op. cit., p. 79.
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unei etnografii clasice (textul lui Drutzu ofera descrierea comunitatilor
atat din Canada, cat si din Statele Unite), cat si o manierd mai degraba
stiintificizata, pornind si citand volumul lui Serban Drutzu, dar oferind
statistici extrem de minutioase, cat si fragmente din marturiile
migrantilor.

De ce aceastd temd, in secolul al XXI-lea, intr-o cercetare despre
migratia si miscarea culturald implicita? Pentru ca nedefinit, tema
plecarii in America s-a inserat in discutiile cu persoanele intervievate.
Fie ca am povestit in Lenauheim, in Comlosu Mare sau in cel Mic, vag
sau mai putin vag, tema plecarii in America a surventt, fie initiata de
cercetdtori, fie amintitd de interlocutori. Azi vazuta mai degraba ca un
spatiu al medonaldizdrii lumii, America a purtat mai degraba simbolistica
abundentei, cu care, intre timp s-au investit spatii vestic-europene.
Construita printr-o suprapunere de imagini — cea romaneasca, cea din
naratiunile din teren, cea din realitate — America este un obscur obiect
al dorintei despre care se nareazd minimal, dar care existd, incd, in
discursul colectiv.

La inceputurile comunitatii romanesti in America, emigrantii romani
veneau dinspre doud mari spatii: Vechiul Regat, respectiv Austro-
Ungaria (Transilvania si Banat), fiind intr-un procent covarsitor tarani
(89%), care se indreptau, surprinzator, spre zona industriald a Statelor
Unite, unde necesarul de fortd de muncd a fost mai mare decat in
partea agricold, unde oamenii aveau mai multe competente, dar unde
nevoia de mana de lucru era redusa, in parte datoritd mecanizarii
agriculturii. Veniti intr-un val nou de emigranti (new migration®), romanii
se aldtura grecilor, bulgarilor, italienilor, polonezilor sau portughezilor;
numdrul lor se tripleaza din 1890 (comunitatea numara 6.359 de
persoane) in doar un deceniu (cand se ajunge la 19.109 persoane)®®.
Urmdtorul deceniu aduce cel mai mare flux de migranti, pentru ca in
perioada Primului Razboi Mondial sa se constate o incetare a miscarilor
de populatii. Din Transilvania (care include in statistici si Banatul) vin, in
medie, peste 86% dintre cei 5.498 de migranti romani ce ajung la Ellis

Galitzi. The texts of the two authors connect, on the one hand, methods
of classic ethnography (Drutzu's text offers the description of
communities in Canada as well as the United States), as well as a more
scientific manner, starting from and quoting Serban Drutzu's volume,
while offering extremely detailed statistics, and on the other hand,
fragments of migrant testimonies.

Why this theme in the 21st century in a research about migration and
implicit cultural movement? Because without it being sought for, the
theme of /eaving for America inserted itself into the conversations with
the interviewees. Whether we conducted interviews in Lenauheim,
Comlosu Mare or Comlosu Mic, in @ more vague or pronounced manner,
the theme of going to America survived, either if mentioned by the
researchers or the interlocutors. Seen today as the center of the world's
Mcdonaldisation, America used to carry with it the symbolism of
abundance, which in time, was attributed to western-european spaces
of habitation. Built upon a superposition of imagery — from novels, from
field narratives, from reality — America becomes the obscure object of
desire which is minimally narrated but which exists still in collective
discourse.

At the beginning of the Romanian community in America, Romanian
immigrants came from two large regions: the Old Kingdom and Austria-
Hungary (Transylvania and the Banat) respectively, represented in an
overwhelming percentage by peasantry (89%)° that were headed,
surprisingly enough, towards the industrial centres of the United States
where the need for workforce was greatest, compared to the
agricultural sector where these people were more qualified to work in
but where the need for manpower was reduced, mainly due to the
mechanization of agriculture. Arriving in a new wave of migration (new
migration®), the Romanians joined the Greeks, Bulgarians, Italians,
Poles or Portuguese; their number triples starting with 1890 (the
community numbered 6359 people) in just a decade (when it reaches
19109 persons)>® The next decade brings with it a great flux of migrants
and starting with the period of the First World War, population migration
ceases. On average, over 86% of the 5498 Romanian migrants that

5 Christine Avghi Galitzi, A Study of Assimilation Among the Romanians in the United States, Columbia University Press, 1929, p. 13.

% |dem, ibidem, p. 21.
% |pidem.



Island. Interesant de mentionat este faptul cd avem de-a face cu o
migratie reversibila (two way movement — dupd cum o numeste Ch.
Galitzi): cei care pleaca in State se intorc dupa o perioadd in localitatile
de bastina: “At times, it was economic success which fired the
Romanians with a desire to take back to their native villages the
savings for hard years of labour, and to show to their country men the
result of persevering work.”> Recesiunile economice din State, din anii
1907 si 1911, i determina pe oameni sd revind in Europa pentru a evita
somajul sau cheltuirea economiilor. Galitzi identifica si alte motive
pentru care se revine in Transilvania si Banat, dupd cativa ani de
America: tihna batranetii si atasamentul de locul nasterii, legaturile
familiale. Dupa reformele agrare din Romania din 1919 si 1921, taranii au
cumparat pamant cu banii economisiti si au obtinut un statut mult ravnit:
pe cel de proprietar. intoarcerea acasa marcheaza, de fapt,
transformarea de statut la care sunt supusi multi: isi permit sa arate
consatenilor cd exista si sa marcheze existenta aceasta prin
achizitionarea unei case si prin cumpdrarea de pamant. Nu multe s-au
schimbat intr-un secol. Si azi, migrantii romani investesc in case (a se
vedea fenomenul caselor faloase) si, mai degrabd in masini care sd
ateste noua imbogatire.

in anii 1920, comunitatea migrantilor din America ce declarase ca tara
de rezidenta Romania a ajuns la cifra de 102.823 persoane, pentru ca la
finalul anilor '20 sa creasca cu inca aproximativ 50.000 de persoane®;
dintre acestia peste 83% erau barbati. Avem, deci, de-a face cu o
comunitate de tdrani romani pe cale sa devina lucratori industriali,
dintre care, initial, peste 30% erau analfabeti. Un grup, deci, vulnerabil,
care se putea remarca doar prin forta brutd de lucru, nu prin deprinderi
aparte, care sd i fi individualizat. Aceasta vulnerabilitate i trimitea spre
munci grele, spre munci indezirabile sau nedorite de altii, care, in cele
din urmg, le permitea un soi de independenta financiara ceea ce facea
ca dorinta de emigrare sa existe. Unul dintre migranti povesteste: “/n
the summer of 1906, while selling fruit in Brdila, | heard a Roumanian
Jewish woman relate with great enthusiasm the rapid way in which a
relative of hers made a fortune by keeping a restaurant in Philadelphia.
From that day on the word Philadelphia kept ringing in my ears until |
found myself walking in the streets of West Philadelphia searching for

57 Ibidem, p. 28; (in engleza, in original).
58 Ibidem, p. 30.
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arrived on Ellis Island came from Transylvania (which includes the Banat
in its statistics). It is worth mentioning that we are dealing with
reversible migration (two way movement — as Ch. Galitzi calls it): the
ones that leave for the States return, after a time, to the places of their
birth: “At times, it was economic success which fired the Romanins with
a desire to take back to their native villages the savings for hard years
of labour, and to show to their country men the result of persevering
work.”>” The economic recession of 1907 and 1911 in the States force
migrants to return to Europe in order to avoid unemployment and the
depletion of their savings. Galitzi identifies other reasons for returning
to Transylvania and the Banat as well, after a few years spent in
America: old age and attachment to the birth place, family ties. After the
agrarian reforms of 1919 and 1921 in Romania, the peasants bought land
with the money they had saved and gained a status exposed to the
collective: they can afford to show their village co-inhabitants that they
exist and they mark said existence by buying a house or land. Not much
has changed in a century. Even today, Romanian migrants invest in
houses (with regards to the swanky houses phenomenon) and cars,
more often than not, which attest to a new affluence.

In the 1920s, the migrant community in America that had declared
Romania as country of residence, reached 102823 persons, and by the
end of the 20s,, this number grew by approximately 50000 people®;
out of this number 83% were men. We are dealing with a community of
Romanian peasants about to become industrial workers, from which,
initially, over 30% were illiterate. A vulnerable group that could only
make its presence felt through the means of brute work and not with a
special skill set that could be individualised. This vulnerability meant
they were doing hard labor, tasks that were undesirable or unwanted by
others, this in the end providing these individuals with a sort of financial
independence that kept the desire to emigrate alive. One of the
migrants relates: In the summer of 1906, while selling fruit in Brdila, |
heard a Roumanian Jewish woman relate with great enthusiasm the
rapid way in which a relative of hers made a fortune by keeping a
restaurant in Philadelphia. From that day on the word Philadelphia kept
ringing in my ears until | found myself walking in the streets of West
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employment.”® Din Vechiul Regat se pleca mai degraba din motive
economice, din Transilvania se pleca si din motive politice, in unele
cazuri. Discursuri nationaliste insistau pe greaua administratie impusa
romanilor, care a determinat plecarea acestora. |. Draghicescu scrie, cu
patos: “This administration was so deprived of scruples and so abusive
that the Romanians could stand it no longer and migrated in masses.
Whole villages were turned into deserts. The population was forced to
expatriate and went to the United States of America.”®® Fara a intra in
polemica si fara a dezvolta aici o discutie despre statutul romanilor in
Imperiul Austro-Ungar inclin sa cred c&, asemeni altor europeni din noul
val de migratie, si romanii au plecat in cautarea unei bunastari
economice. Ch. Galitzi remarcd acest lucru, convinsa cd |. Draghicescu
are un discurs partinitor, care scoate din ecuatie cauzele economice din
perioada 1899 — 1913.

Este interesant de remarcat faptul ca romanii practicau si o migratie
sezoniera (aproape intr-un ritm biologic): in lunile de iarnd vindeau in
America produse de acasa sau isi cautau slujbe ca servitori, bucatari,
soferi, carutasi sau oieri, pentru ca vara, cand era de lucru in
agricultura, sa revina acasd si sa-si ingrijeasca pamantul. Pare ca se
practica o navetd, mai degrabd decat o dislocare de grupuri, iar relatia
cu spatiul era una mult acceleratd, din acest punct de vedere. Un drum
pand la New York se contureaza, in aceasta opticd, drept extrem de
fezabil, intr-un timp mult mai molcom decat cel in care vietuim astazi.
Serban Drutzu mentioneaza, la un moment dat, ca un bilet cumpdrat din
Hamburg sau Brema, spre Statele Unite costa in jur de 300 de coroane
(echivalentul a 100 de dolari, care, la cursul inflatiei de azi ar insemna in
jur de 2.500 de dolari): ,[...] pentru asemenea cdiGtori, bucurosi sa
treacd apa pe punte (in clasa Ill-a), drumul nu era cu mult mai mare ca
300 de coroane, necerdndu-li-se (sic!) pasaport, ori alte formalitati.”®

,Ne-am dus cu trenu pand la Triest, cu mama, tata si frati mei. De-acolo
ne-am suit pa un vapor si ne-am tot dus pdnd in America. Dupd zece
ani ne-am intors. Tin minte ca acuma cum ne-am intors pd vaporu
Regele ltaliei. O lunG da zile am tot venit pd ocean. La 26 februarie 1921

5 Ibidem, p. 49.
%0 Ibidem, p. 53.

Philadelphia searching for employment.”*® Migration from the Old
Kingdom is mainly done based on economic reasons, while in
Transylvania was based on political reasons, in some cases. Nationalist
discourse insisted on the heavy burden the administration imposed on
the Romanian population which determined their departure. I.
Draghicescu writes, with pathos: This administration was so deprived of
scruples and so abusive that the Romanians could stand it no longer
and migrated in masses. Whole villages were turned into deserts. The
population was forced to expatriate and went to the United States of
America.”® Without polemic and without going into the status of the
Romanians inside the Austro-Hungarian Empire, | tend to think that,
similar to other Europeans in the new wave of migration, Romanians
were in search of a better economic standing. Ch. Galitzi remarks upon
this, convinced that I. Draghicescu had a biased discourse that took out
the equation the economic arguments of the period 1899-1913.

It is interesting to note that Romanians practised seasonal migration
(almost based on a biological rhythm): in the winter months they sold
home-made products in America or they looked for work as servants,
cooks, drivers, cart drivers or sheep-herders, while in the summer
months, when there was work in agriculture to be found, they went
back to tend to their land. They seemed to be commuting more than
displacing in numbers, and their relationship with the space was much
more accelerated, from this viewpoint. Going to New York, from this
perspective, becomes quite feasible in a time that flowed much more
slowly than today. Serban Drutzu mentions, that a ticket to the United
States purchased from Hamburg or Bremen cost 300 crowns (the
equivalent of 100 dollars which, taking account inflation, would mean
around 2500 dollars today): "I...] for those sort of travelers, happy to
cross the Ocean on the third class deck, the way across didn't cost
more than 300 crowns, not being required to present a passport or any
other papers™®’

“We took the train to Trieste, with my mother, father and my brothers.
From there we got on the boat and kept on until we reached America.
After 10 years we came back. I still remember we returned on the ship
King of ltaly. It took us a month to cross the ocean. On the 21st of

61 Serban Drutzu, Romanii in America, disponibil la: https://archive.org/details/romaniiinamerica00drut/page/n8 , accesat in 21 octombrie, 2019, p. 11.



am plecat din New York si am ajuns la sfirsitu lu martie. Atunci am avut
deja 15 ani. Tin minte vaporu, cum m-am uitat cu binoclu, cu cucheru, si
am vazut pietrele Gle mari da la Gibraltar, cum am vazut Africa, Turcia,
Italia. Cit statea un pic vaporu in porturi, noi ne-am coborit. Numa ne-
am uitat cu cucheru. Au, Doamne, cit dd frumos o putut fit”6?
madrturiseste un personaj din romanul Femeia in rosu, descriind o
situatie deopotrivd romaneascd, cat si posibil reala. La limita dintre
realitate si fictiune, drumurile spre si dinspre America devin aproape
situatii arhetipale. Pleaca nu indivizi, ci comunitati intregi care reiau
povestea initiald, a primului trecator al Atlanticului. Oceanul este ca un
deal, in viziunea scriitorilor, cat si a unor potentiali migranti din pusta
bandteand. Consistenta telurica a apei dd marturie despre faptul ca
oamenii iau Banatul cu ei. Si mai reusesc sa descrie complet ironic: cum
un locuitor al pustei poate asemdna oceanul cu un deal? Curat
experiment postmodern de relectura a peisajului!

inainte de Primul Razboi Mondial, traseul clasic insemna, dupa cu am
spus, trecerea din Austro-Ungaria in Germania, spre porturile Hamburg
sau Brema, iar dupa razboi drumul s-a reorientat, odata cu retrasarea
granitelor si aparitia noilor state: se pleca dinspre Mediterana®.

in satele de granita, in vara lui 2019, se povesteste vag despre America.
Memoria individuala a retinut din corpusul de naratiuni colective
existenta unor indivizi (de regula, rude indepadrtate sau vecini) care au
trecut oceanul, asemeni unor pdrinti intemeietori si care s-au intors
aducand fie bani, fie supranume (americanu’), prin care se marca
apartenenta la un alt spatiu, i, deci, 0 noua asumare identitara.
Lucratori in spatii industriale au revenit si au cumpdrat pamant; matusi
sofisticate au trimis fotografii in tard, in care apar in posturi de familii
burgheze, implinite economic, cu trasura si ponei si copii imbracati dupa
moda vremii. Matusi despre care nu se mai stie nimic, in afara de faptul
ca au fost in America. Schelete narative, recuperate cu putin entuziasm,
mai interesante pentru cercetdtoare decat pentru interlocutori. Noile
spatii ale abundentei sunt in alta parte iar America anilor '20 nu mai
este vazuta decat in piese minuscule de puzzle. Intr-o epoca a

62 Mircea Nedelciu, op. cit., p. 79.
63 Cf. Serban Drutzu, op. cit,, p. 12.
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February 1921 we left New York and arrived at the end of March. | was
15 back then. | remember the ship, how | watched through binoculars,
the Gucker as we called it, and we saw them big rocks of Gibraltar,
Africa, Turkey, ltaly. When the ship was in the harbor we didn't get off.
We just used the Gucker to look. Oh man! It was so pretty!” relates a
character in the novel "The Woman in Red”, describing a decidedly
literary situation that could quite possibly have been real. At the
threshold between reality and fiction, the roads towards and from
America turn into archetypal situations. It is not individuals leaving, but
whole communities that take up the initial journey, that of crossing the
Atlantic. The Ocean as a hill, in the vision of the writers, seen as well
from the viewpoint of migrants from the steppe of the Banat. The telluric
consistency of water gives an account of the fact that the migrants are
taking the Banat with them. And in doing this can also ironically
describe: how can a traveler from the steppe associate the ocean with a
hill? A clear postmodern re-reading of landscape!

Before the First World War, the classic journey meant, as mentioned
before, crossing Austria-Hungary into Germany, towards the ports of
Bremen and Hamburg, and after the war the road changed together
with the reorganisation of borders and the appearance of new states:
the new direction was towards the Meditterranean®.

In the border villages, in the summer of 2019, America is mentioned
vaguely. Individual memory has kept, from the corpus of the collective
narrative, the existence of certain individuals (usually relatives of
neighbors) who crossed the ocean, similar to founding fathers who then
returned either bringing money or nick-names (The American) which
marked their belonging to a different space and the taking on of a new
identity. Industrial workers returned and bought land; sophisticated
aunts were sending pictures back to the home country where families
appear exhibiting a bourgeois lifestyle, a healthy economic background,
poney drawn carriages and children dressed up in the fashion of the
times. Aunts that nobody knows anything about anymore, remembered
with little enthusiasm, more interesting for the researchers than the
ones telling the story. The new spaces of abundance are elsewhere
now and America in the 20's is no more than an insignificant puzzle
piece. In the era of globalisation in which Romania imports the values of
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globalizarii in care importdm valori ale consumerismului american,
America industriald devine nereprezentativa.

fntr-un volum important pentru cei interesati de functionarea sociala a
memoriei®, Paul Connerton analizeaza cazul Primului Razboi Mondial
pentru a dezvolta o teorie despre cum isi amintesc oamenii momentele
aparent definitorii sau refuza sa si le aminteasca. Narativa secolului XX,
sustine Connerton, nu poate exclude marele razboi (vorbim de Primul
Rdzboi Mondial) pentru cd, spre deosebire de al doilea razboi, care a
presupus dislocdri ale soldatilor si lupta in transee departe de casa, in
primul razboi multi au luptat in propriile zone. Narativa arhetipala in
acest sens, sustine cercetatorul, este cea a bataliei de pe raul Somme.
Aparent, rememorarea episodului este emblematicd, dar diferitd pentru
participantii la eveniment. Maniera in care acestia aleg sd le transmitd
urmasilor propriile amintiri este revelatoare pentru ce au inteles
participantii directi la eveniment ca s-a intamplat. Fenomenul
transmiterii a fost analizat de Carlo Levi, citat de Connerton, pornind de
la acest mare eveniment istoric. in vreme ce se afla in exil, in anii '30, in
satul Gagliano, din sudul ltaliei, Levi a descoperit in sat un monument
dedicat eroilor Primului Razboi Mondial. In jur de cincizeci de nume erau
trecute pe monument, ceea ce facea ca aproape toate familiile din sat
sa aiba o rudd mai mult sau mai putin apropiata cazutd pe front. in plus,
in sate mai trdiau cei ce participasera direct la lupte, iar Levi si-a creat
ocazia de a discuta cu acestia.

Niciunul dintre cei interpelati nu a povestit despre evenimentele din
timpul razboiului, desi perioada de la incheierea lui era relativ scurta, iar
participantii, dupa cum am spus, numerosi. in schimb, spre surprinderea
medicului transformat in cercetator, cu totii povesteau despre un alt
razboi. Este vorba despre Razboiul Briganzilor, ce avusese loc cu peste
sase decenii in urma, si care se regdsea in toate povestile satenilor,
inclusiv ale femeilor si tinerilor. Parte a memoriei lor colective, Razboiul
Briganzilor capatase dimensiuni mitice, aproape subconstiente.%
Asemeni satenilor din Cagliano, satenii din satele de granita ale
Banatului nu povestesc despre un moment care a insemnat plecare
spre Lumea Noua (eveniment rar, pentru secolul XX), despre matusile
sau unchii ce au trecut Atlanticul (care, in sine, trebuie sa fi fost o
experienta greu de uitat), cu care de multe ori au fost contemporani si

84 paul Connerton, How Societies Remember, Cambridge University Press, 2010.
85 |dem, ibidem, pp. 20-21.

American consumerism, the industrialized America of the past is no
longer representative.

In an important volume for those interested in the inner-workings of
social memory®*, Paul Connerton analyses the case of the First World
War in order to develop a theory about the way in which people
remember apparently defining moments or refuse to remember them.
The narrative of the 20" century, Connerton says, cannot exclude the
Great War (meaning the First World War) because, compared to the
Second World War that meant the dislocation of soldiers and trench
warfare far from home, in the First World War many soldiers fought
close to home. The archetypal narrative in this sense, the researcher
claims, is that of the Battle of the Somme. Apparently, the remembering
of this episode is iconic, but different for the participants. The manner in
which the participants choose to relay their memory to their ancestors is
revealing in regards to what the direct participants understood
happened. The phenomenon of transmission has been analyzed by
Carlo Levi, quoted by Connerton, starting with this significant historic
event. While in exile, in the 30's, in the village of Gagliano, in southern
Italy, Levi discovered a monument dedicated to the heroes of the First
World War. Around 50 names were inscribed on the monument, which
seemed that almost all the families in the village had at least a relative
who died in the war. More than that, veterans who participated in the
fighting were still alive in the village, so Levi managed to speak to them.

None of the interviewees talked about the events of the war, although a
small amount of time had passed since its conclusion, and the veterans
were numerous. To the surprise of the doctor turned researcher, all the
veterans spoke about another war. They spoke about the Brigand War
that had taken place six decades before and that could be found in the
stories of all villagers, including women and youth. Part of their
collective memory, that war had taken on mythic proportions of an
almost subconscious nature®®. Similar to the villagers in Cagliano's story,
the villagers from the border area of the Banat do not talk about leaving
for the New World (a rare event, for the 20" century), about aunts or
uncles who crossed the Atlantic (which, in itself, must have been an
unforgettable experience) and who were sometimes their
contemporaries and who, in some cases, returned to the community. On



care, in unele cazuri, au revenit pentru a se afirma in comunitate. in
schimb, cu totii nareaza despre migratia spre satele lor, cu trei sute de
ani in urmd, a svabilor. Un eveniment mai apropiat in timp, aparent mai
de impact, este filtrat de relatia memorie-uitare si trecut in tacere,
pentru a face loc altuia, venit din timpuri imemorial-mitice, asupra caruia
exista mai putin control factual, dar mai multa libertate de miscare
miticd. Venirea svabilor in Banat, scrisd in nenumaratele heimatbuch-uri
este repovestita sau macar mentionatd ca eveniment marcant al
comunitatii.

CIVILIZATOR IN BANAT, MIGRANT
IN ROMANIA

Romania nu a fost niciodata in istoria ei un stat colonial, un stat care s
se doreascd civilizator sau un stat care sa transmita altora valori ale
Occidentului. Dar a fost un stat care a alipit regiuni ce au fost colonii ale
unui Imperiu. Delicat de abordat, in termeni incorecti poate politic,
Banatul se configureaza, mai degraba ca un e/ dorado al confiniilor®®,
nu unul al colonizdrilor. Pare cd spre Banat au venit, din proprie vointd,
svabii dundreni, cu secole in urma, ca spre un taram al fagaduintei, o
zond cu conflict spre zero, un taram al bunei intelegeri. Pe care I-au
preluat, cartat, destelenit si apoi [dsat in urma si in care revin periodic.
Banatul, spatiu al svabilor fara svabi a devenit un loc al memoriei
acestora, despre care se povesteste, dar in care nu se mai traieste.

Realizata in trei valuri, vreme de cateva decenii, colonizarea a presupus
miscdri organizate de populatie, instrumentate fie de Imperiu, fie de
mari proprietari de teren®, primul tip regasindu-se in Banat, al doilea in
zona Satu Mare. Politicile colonizatoare ale contelui Mercy,
implementate dupa instaurarea administratiei imperiale in Banat au
presupus aducerea de mestesugari in zond, in special in spatiile urbane,
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the other hand, they all talk about the migration to their villages which
happened 300 years ago, the migration of the Swabians. A more recent
event, and apparently a more impactful one is filtered through the
relationship between memory and forgetting, passed into silence to
make room for another, come from imemorial-mythic times, upon which
there is little factual control but more freedom of mythic movement. The
coming of the Swabians into the Banat written down in numerous
Heimatblicher is re-told or at least mentioned as a defining moment for
the community.

A BUILDER OF CIVILISATION IN
THE BANAT, A MIGRANT IN
ROMANIA

Romania has never been a colonial state in its entire history, a state that
would wish to become a civilising factor or one that wished to transmit
to others the values of the West. It did though annex regions that used
to be the colonies of an Empire. A delicate subject, and put in perhaps
terms that do not align to political correctness, the Banat is configured
more like an e/ dorado of confinias®, rather than one of colonisations. It
seems the the Danube Swabians came to the Banat out of their own
volition centuries before, drawn towards it like some promised land, an
area devoid of conflict, a land of common ground. A land they took
over, mapped, plowed and then left behind and to which they
periodically return. The Banat, a space of Swabians without any
Swabians had instead become a place holding their memory which is
talked about but not experienced.

Accomplished in three waves separated by a few centuries, the
colonisation meant organized migration, orchestrated by either the
Empire or big land owners®’, the first example being that of the Banat
and the second relating to the area of Satu Mare. The colonisation
politics of Count Mercy, implemented after the establishment of the
imperial administration in the Banat, meant bringing in craftsmen into

8 Cécile Kovacshazy, Adiana Babeti (coord.), Le Banat: Un Eldorado aux confins, Centre Interdisciplinaire de Recherches Centre-Européennes (CIRCE), Université de Paris - Sorbonne

(Paris V), 2007.

67 Rudolf Graf, Germanii din Banat sau istoria intre doud emigrari, Smaranda Vultur (coord.), Germanii din Banat, Paideia, 2000, p. 18.
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scrie R. Graf®, forta de lucru calificata contribuind astfel la o evolutie
economicad a regiunii.

O altd maniera de a vedea lucrurile, altfel decat cea a taranilor
necalificati care luau drumul Americii, doua secole mai tarziu. S-a
acordat scutire de taxa pentru cei care voiau sa vind in Banat, iar nou-
venitii au fost intdmpinati cu reticenta de catre nativi®®. Este inceputul
unei relatii sinuoase intre ceea ce azi banatenii numesc bastinasi si
venetici, doud categorii de alteritati care si-au negociat, vreme de trei
sute de ani, vecindtatile, imaginile grupului de care apartineau,
imaginile grupului de care se diferentiau.

Svabul colonizator a devenit svabul civilizator, despre care inca se
povesteste in satele de granitd. ,Problema cea mai mare a colonizadrii
bandtene o constituia asezarea de populatie tardneascd care sa
transforme regiunile necultivate in terenuri productive si sa aplice
metode moderne de cultivare a pamantului. Prin urmare, a fost pus la
punct un sistem de recrutare si de transport al colonistilor [...].”°

Maniera asumata ca fiind superioara de raportare la agriculturd i-a
convertit pe svabi in civilizatori; in acest sens, civilizare insemna tehnica
superioara de lucru, care sd transforme pamantul in productie, nu doar
sa mentind o manierd de supravietuire. In acest sens, civilizatorul este
cel care are acces la abundenta, in contrast cu cel care lucreaza pentru
a obtine necesarul supravietuirii. As indrdzni sa scriu cd faptul de a trece
de la o maniera autarhica si autosuficientd a gospodaririi la a avea
surplus ar putea sa insemne inceputurile capitalismului in regiune. lar
surplusul odata valorificat duce nu doar la bunastare, ci si la stabilirea
de relatii sociale inter si intra-comunitare.

Bunul svab este svabul eliberator: ,Unul dintre acestea, observat si de
alti autori, este cel al rolului civilizator al germanilor colonizati in
provincie. Respectivul rol a fost sesizat de autorii apartinand diferitelor
etnii, insd, in monografiile germane, el capata proportiile unui mit, dupd
cum concluzioneaza un atent analist al fenomenului (Bocsan 1996, p.
265-283). Un alt stereotip este cel al eliberdrii Banatului de catre
austrieci in anul 1716. Luarea Banatului de la Imperiul Otoman, care il

%8 |bidem, p. 19.
89 |dem, ibidem.
0 1dem.

the area, especially in the urban areas, writes R. Graf®®, the qualified
workforce contributing to the economic evolution of the region.

Another perspective, compared to the unqualified peasants who would
travel to America two centuries later. The one who wanted to settle in
the Banat were exempt from paying taxes, and the new-comers were
welcomed with reticence by the natives®® It was the beginning of a
sinuous relationship between what today the inhabitants of the Banat
call natives and new-comers, two categories of otherness that had
negotiated, for 300 years, their proximities, group self-images that they
belonged to and the group self-images they were dissimilar from.

The colonising Swabian became the civilising Swabian that is being
talked about in the border villages. "The biggest problem of the
colonisation of the Banat was constituted by the settling of peasantry
that was supposed to turn fallow regions into productive farmland and
apply modern cultivation methods. Consequently a recruitment and
transport system of colonists was put into place [...]""°

The superior manner of relating to agriculture converted the Swabians
into civilisation bringers; in that sense, the civilising process meant a
superior technique in agricultural work that transformed the land into a
means of production not just subsistence. In this sense, the bringer of
civilisation is the one who has access to abundance, in contrast to the
one just working for subsistence. | would dare write that the shift from
an authentic and self-sufficient manner of working the land to having a
surplus brought about the beginnings of capitalism in the region. And
the surplus, once capitalized brings with it not only wealth but also the
establishing of inter and intra-community relations.

The good Swabian is the liberating Swabian: ”One of the roles,
observed by other authors as well, is that of bringers of civilisation
when referring to the colonised German who came to the province. The
respective role was highlighted by authors of different ethnicities,
although, in german monographies, said role takes on the proportion of
myth, as a close analyst of the phenomenon concludes (Bocsan 1996,
p.265-283). Another stereotype is that of the liberation of the Banat by



stdpanise pana atunci, este de obicei infatisata pe larg, dandu-i-se
dimensiunile unui gest intemeietor.”” Gestul intemeietor, asociat
germanilor din Banat prin texte scrise, ii transforma pe acestia in parinti
mitici. Alin Gavreliuc scrie despre relatiile cu germanii: ,n pofida unei
primiri rezervate in anii de inceput, treptat, o data cu sfirsitul secolului al
XVlll-lea, <neamtul» devine «al nostru» (Leu, 1996b, p. 242), constituind
un reper identitar apreciativ pentru toti ceilalti locuitori ai regiunii
(Dumistrdcel, 1996; Leu, 1996b, 2000b; Chelcea, Ldtea, 2000, pp. 75—
86), jucand rolul unui pedagog social, promotor al unui model economic
viabil, intemeiat pe muncé si consecventd pastrat pind astazi.”’?

Civilizator, pedagog social, iatd cateva dintre manierele de raportare la
comunitatea svabeasca. Initial priviti cu reticenta, svabii isi negociaza
identitatea locald de asa maniera incat devin parte integranta a
Banatului, chiar siin absentia. In decursul celor trei secole de
coexistenta, svabii au transformat, alaturi de celelalte etnii, imaginea
banateanului intr-un mixaj, in fata cdruia orice formd de purism devine
neavenita. De remarcat faptul cg, in linia lui Gavreliuc: ,,S-a ajuns la
situatia neobisnuitd ca subiecti de etnie romand ce se considerau «ai
locului» sd fie foarte critici la adresa «viniturilor» — subiecti de etnie
romana cu care se aflau in raporturi potentiale —, dar si la adresa
identitdtilor regionale de origine ale «noilor veniti», activind mecanismul
perceptiei stimulilor complecsi (Doise, 1973; Tajfel, 1982; Sedikides,
Scholper, Insko, 1998)"73. Svabul generic este perceput ca tinand de
acea identitate mixatd a banateanului, fiind al locului, in vreme ce
alteritatea e reprezentatd de viniturile din Oltenia, Moldova sau Ardeal,
cu diferite grade ale stranietatii si respingerii. A/ nostru semnifica mai
degraba regionalul, in vreme ce alteritatea e reprezentata de viniturile
din Regat (valurile noilor veniti in Banat se succed, incepand cu anii '45
ai secolului XX, dupd ce svabii sunt dusi in deportare in Uniunea
Sovietica, apoi in Baragan; alt val este determinat de procesul de
colectivizare, care a insemnat miscari de populatii din zone mai putin
dezvoltate economic spre spatiul Banatului). Vinitura este o maniera
peiorativd de a desemna alteritatea incd neintregratd la nivelul
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the Austrians in the year 1716. The conquering of the Banat from the
Ottoman Empire, which had owned the territory until that time, is usually
described in detail, taking on the proportions of a founding gesture
undertaken by a progenitor.””! The founding gestures associated with
the Germans from the Banat through written texts, transforms them into
mythical parents. Alin Gavreliuc writes about the relationships with the
Germans: “In spite of a reserved welcome in the first years, slowly,
beginning with the 18" century, "the German” becomes "one of us”
(Leu, 1996b, p. 242), taking on an identitary reference point for all the
other inhabitants of the region (Dumistracel,, 1996; Leu, 1996b, 2000b;
Chelcea, Latea, 2000, pp. 75-86), becoming a social pedagogue, a
promoter of a viable economic model based on work and perseverance
which has held up until today.””?

Bringer of civilization, social pedagogue, these are some of the
modalities one can relate to the Swabian community. Initially regarded
with apprehension, the Swabians negotiated their local identity in such
a way as to become an integral part of the Banat, even in absentia.
Along three centuries of cohabitation, the Swabians transformed,
alongside the other ethnicities, the image of the native of tha Banat into
a melange, in the face of which any form of purism becomes null and
void. It is important to mention that, in line with Gavreliuc: "The unusual
situation came up when subjects of a Romanian ethnic origin and
considered themselves to be "native”, became very critical of
"newcomers” - other subjects of Romanian ethnic origin with which they
were in a relationship of potential rapport with — also relating to the
aforementioned "newcomers's” regional origin, activating a mechanism
of complex stimuli perception” (Doise, 1973; Tajfel, 1982; Sedikides,
Scholper, Insko, 1998)"3. The generic Swabian is perceived as being in
keeping with the mixed identity of a native from the Banat, being of that
place, while otherness is represented by newcomers from Oltenia,
Moldova or the Ardeal, with different grades of strangeness and
rejection. One of us is more indicative of the regional while the
otherness is represented by the newcomers from the Kingdom (the
successive waves of migrants arriving in the Banat starting with the 40's
in the 20™ century, after the Swabians were deported to the Soviet
Union and then to the Baragan; another wave is brought on by the

"'Vasile Docea, Monografia ca exercitiu de memorie colectiva. Cazul istoriilor germane ale Banatului in Smaranda Vultur (coord.), Banatul din memorie, Marineasa, 2008, p. 332.
2 Alin Gavreliuc, Mentalitate si societate. Cartografii ale imaginarului identitar din Banatul contemporan, editura Universitatii de Vest, 2003, p. 216.
3 Nlin Gavreliuc, Mentalitate si societate. Cartografii ale imaginarului identitar din Banatul contemporan, editura Universitatii de Vest, 2003, p. 217.
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practicilor discursive, in special in prima jumatate a secolului XX, in care
timpul ce trecuse de la Marea Unire era insuficient pentru noi negocieri
identitare. Paradoxal, germanul este Celdlalt si totusi al nostru, in vreme
ce Romanul (a se citi olteanul, moldoveanul, ardeleanul) este al nostru,
si totusi Celalalt. Explicatia lui Gavreliuc este lamuritoare in acest sens:
LIntrucét pentru bandtean in-grupul era format inevitabil din
reprezentantii unui spectru etnic divers, datoritd eterogenitatii etnice i
pluralismului cultural conturate istoric de timpuriu, tiparul psihosocial al
diferentierii interregionale isi poate afla o parte din explicatii. Prin
urmare, putem aprecia intr-un registru ipotetic cd dacd imaginea
«neamtului» sau «sarbului» pentru bandtean este mai pozitivd decat cea
a «olteanului» sau «<moldoveanului», faptul se datoreazd in bund masurd
acestei fortdri a dinamicii demografice si a mobilitatii sociale naturale de
catre factorul politic.”’*

Cand miscdrile de populatii sunt politica de stat, deci au si o dimensiune
autoritara, in sensul in care in anumite epoci si in anumite regiuni avem
de-a face cu state puternice si cetateni vulnerabili, iar statul isi
violenteaza cetatenii, in sensul despre care vorbeste Max Weber,
imaginile alteritatii se conformeaza politicilor statale. Unul dintre
episoadele mai putin discutate legate de miscdrile de populatii din
secolul XX in randul comunitatilor svabesti este cel al refugierii din
perioada celui de Al Doilea Razboi Mondial, migrare masiva a celor din
mediul rural, o miscare ce se incadreaza intre cele ale deportarilor
successive (fie in URSS, fie in Bardgan). Pentru Lenauheim, spre
exemplu, datele sunt urmdtoarele: ,Din cei 2426 locuitori din
Lenauheim, 283 au fost incorporati, 1053 s-au refugiat, 884 s-au intors
si 184 au ramas printre strdini, faurindu-si o noud patrie in Germania,
Austria, Franta, Anglia sau America.””

Momentul refugierii, despre care incd se povesteste in Lenauheim este
redat astfel: ,in septembrie, 1944, cAteva unitati germane au fost val-

vartej injghebate in Banatul sarbesc, au ocupat Jimbolia si se indreptau
spre Timisoara. Aceste unitati germane au fost completate prin recrutari

process of collectivisation which meant the movement of populations
from underdeveloped economic areas into the Banat). The newcomer is
a pejorative manner of defining otherness which has still not been
integrated as a term in the practice of discourse, especially when
referring to the first half of the 20" century, when the time that had
passed from the Grand Union had been insufficient for new identitary
negotiations. Paradoxically, the German is the Other and yet ours, while
the Romanian ( meaning the one from Oltenia, Moldova or the Ardeal) is
of us, yet still the Other. Gavreliuc's explanation elucidates: "Whereas
for the inhabitant of the Banat the in-group was inevitably formed by
representatives of a diverse ethnic spectrum because of heterogeneous
ethnicity and cultural pluralism that were historically defined from early
on, the psycho-social pattern of interregional differentiation can be part
of the explanation. Therefore, we can estimate in a hypothetical register
that if the image of "the German” or "the Serb” is seen as more positive
for the native of the Banat than that of "the native of Oltenia” or "the
native of Moldova”, this is due in large part to a forced demographic
dynamic and natural social mobility rather than politics.””

When the movement of populations becomes state politics, hence
taking on an authoritarian dimension, in the sense that in certain time
periods and in certain regions we are dealing with powerful states and
vulnerable citizens, in which the state enacts violence upon its citizens,
in the sense which Max Weber refers to, the images of otherness
conform to state politics. One of the less discussed episoded linked with
population displacement in the 20" century among Swabian
communities is that of the refugee exodus during the Second World
War, a massive migration from rural areas, an episode that is placed
alongside successive deportations (either to the USSR or the Bardgan).
Lenauheim, for example, reveals the following data: "Of the 2426
inhabitants of Lenauheim, 283 were drafted into the army, 1053 were
refugees, 884 returned and 184 stayed in other countries, building a
new home in Germany, Austria, France, England and America.””®

The moment of refuge, that is still talked about in Lenauheim, is
recounted in the following manner: ”In September 1944, some German
units were haphazardly established in the Serbian Banat, occupied
Jimbolia and headed for Timisoara. These German units were

7 Alin Gavreliuc, Mentalitate si societate. Cartografii ale imaginarului identitar din Banatul contemporan, editura Universitatii de Vest, 2003, p. 217.
" Hans Brauner, Lenauheim/Tschad — Monografie, editata din insarcinarea Asociatiei Svabilor din Lenauheim, 1982 / 2016 pentru editia in limba roména, p. 66.



fortate a tuturor tinerilor e la 17 ani in sus. Comandamentul acestor
unitati, ca si conducatorii politici ai Grupului popular care treceau
granita indemnau populatia la refugiu in fata rusilor intrucat se apropia
frontul. In graba au fost incarcate alimente, haine, lenjerie etc., in carute
tardnesti lungi, care erau protejate cu un acoperis de protectie
impotriva intemperiilor. Au fost inhamati cei mai buni cai si s-a pornit in
data de 16 septembrie cu intreaga familie in cadrul unei coloane mari in
directia Jimbolia, Knicanin (Rudolfsgnad) (peste Tisa) prin Bacska pana
la Dundre si la Baja, peste Dundre, prin Panonia, de-a lungul lacului
Balaton pana in Austria; St Polten, Krems pana in pddurea Boemiei, in
zona Krumman pand la Oberplan [...]. Dupa cateva saptamani, casele
refugiatilor au fost ocupate de asa-zisi «colonisti». Acestia au pregatit
pauperismul atat de necesar pentru ca comunismul sa prinda
radacini.”’® Momentul plecarii in refugiu, in Boemia, seamana cu cel al
plecarii in pribegie, un nesfarsit sir de carute cu coviltir serpuind prin
pusta, peste Tisa si Dunare. Din inregistrdrile facute in vara lui 2019,
aflam cd cineva din armata germand a coordonat intreaga actiune care
i-a directionat pe locuitorii Lenauheimului spre localitatea Krumau din
Cehoslovacia.

Unul dintre interlocutori a plecat cu parintii, sora, bunica si nepotii mici,
iar la sosire au fost preluati de familii de localnici, care i-au gazduit
cateva luni, pana la sfarsitul razboiului. Au primit cartele pentru haine si
mancare, copiii au mers la scoala, au interactionat cu trupele
americane, ajunse in Cehoslovacia. Din aceste interactiuni a ramas
amintirea portocalelor, a tigdrilor pe care le fumau americanii si a
jocurilor de bowling. intoarcerea acasa a insemnat reluarea traseului Si
0 maniera de a inchide un cerc. Dupa cum mentioneaza si monografia
comunei, casele svabilor erau locuite de colonisti romani, adusi din
diferite regiuni ale tdrii. O noud negociere identitara urma sa inceapd.
Comunitatile svabesti isi continud fluxurile de miscare, impuse de noul
regim politic, unul al represiunilor. Miscarea finald a fost plecarea in
Germania, ceea ce a determinat ca Banatul sa se redefineasca: ,Mai
ales in ultimii ani ai regimului Ceausescu, cind emigrarea svabilor
devenise o politica incurajatd fatis de catre stat, sau in anii tranzitiei,
cind liberalizarea politica a generat un adevarat exod al germanilor,

76 Ibidem, p. 48.
% |bidem, p. 48.
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supplemented with the forced recruitment of all youngsters of 17 and
upwards. The commanding element of these units, as well as the
political leaders of the Popular Group that passed the border, urged the
population on to seek refuge from the Russians as the war front was
coming closer. In haste, long horse-drawn carts were loaded up with
food, clothing and bed-clothes etc., protected by a roof against the
weather. The best horses were harnessed and the population left on
the 16" of September, whole families forming a long column, heading
towards Jimbolia, Kni¢anin (Rudolfsgnad) (over the Tisza river) through
Bdcska until the Danube and at Baja, across the Danube, through
Panonia, along Lake Balaton into Austria; St. Polten, Krems until the
Forest of Bohemia, in the area of Krumman up to Oberlin [...] A few
weeks later, the houses of the refugees were occupied by so called
<<colonists>>. They were the ones that prepared for the penury that
was so necessary in order for Communism to take root.”®® The moment
of refuge, towards Bohemia, is similar to an exodus, an endless wagon
train snaking its way through the steppe, over the Tisza and the
Danube. From the recordings of the summer of 2019, we found out that
somebody from the German Army coordinated this action that directed
the inhabitants of Lenauheim towards the township of Krumau in
Czechoslovakia.

One of the interlocutors left together with his parents, his sister,
grandmother and small nephews, and upon arrival were taken in by
families of inhabitants that housed them for several months, until the
end of the war. They received ration books for clothing and food, the
children went to school, they interacted with American troops that had
reached Czechoslovakia. From these interactions there lingers the
memory of oranges, American cigarettes and bowling. Coming back
home meant retracing the whole route and closing the circle. As the
monography of the village states, the Swabian houses were inhabited
by Romanian colonists brought from different regions of the country. A
new identity negotiation was about to begin. The Swabian communities
continue their movement flux, imposed on them by a new political
regime, one of repression. The final movement was leaving for
Germany, which determined a re-definition of the Banat: "Especially in
the last years of the Ceausescu regime, when the emigration of
Swabians became state politics openly encouraged, or in the years of
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harta identitara a Banatului s-a modificat abrupt, dincolo de pragul critic
acceptabil al unei mobilitati sociale naturale.””’

SI CUM VA SPUNEAU?
REFUGIATI... REFUGIATI. MAI BINE,
DEPORTATI.”®

in noaptea de 18 spre 19 iunie 1951, zeci de mii de oameni din zona de
granitd dintre Romania si lugoslavia au fost ridicati din casele lor si
deportati in Campia Romana. De atunci li s-a spus deportati sau
baraganisti, iar ei povestesc despre aceastd experienta cui ii intreabd
cum a fost viata ,,pe Baragan”. Bibliografia dedicata deportarii este
consistenta si in continud publicare. Deschizator de drum este volumul
Smarandei Vultur, /storie trditd, istorie povestitd, aparut in 1996, dupa
ani de teren in satele locuite deopotriva de romani si de svabi. Directia
imprimatd de S. Vultur mai greu poate fi schimbatd, muncii domniei sale
i se pot adduga noi marturii, ceea ce au si facut — intre altii — Daniel
Vighi si Viorel Marineasa’®, Romulus Rusan®, Rafael Mirciov®, alaturi de
marturii cum este cea a Elenei Spijavca®, deportata care a tinut un
jurnal cu intrdri aproape zilnice, in perioada in care a fost in Baragan.

Raportul de condamnare a crimelor comunismului® contine informatii
despre dislocarile de populatii din perioada 1945-1964, desfasurate
dupa model sovietic: ,De inspiratie stalinistd, ele au reprezentat forme
de violentare, din ratiuni politice, a unor drepturi fundamentale ale

77 Alin Gavreliuc, op. cit., p. 217.
’8 Interviu la Beba Veche, septembrie, 2019.
Interview at Beba Veche, septembrie, 2019.

transition, when political liberalisation generated a veritable exodus of
Germans, the identitary map of the Banat changing abruptly, beyond the
critically acceptable point of natural social mobility.””’

WHAT WAS | SAYING?
REFUGEES.. REFUGEES. BETTER
SAID, DEPORTEES.”™

On the night between the 18" and the 19" of June 1951, tens of
thousands of people from the border area of Romania with Yugoslavia
were taken from their homes and deported into the Romanian Plain.
Ever since they were called deportees or baraganians, and they tell of
the experience to whoever asks about life "on the Bardgan”. The
bibliography dedicated to the deportation is consistent and in
continuous publication. The one which opened the way was Smaranda
Vultur's volume, History lived, history recounted, published in 1996, after
years of fieldwork in villages inhabited by both Romanians and
Swabians. The direction set by S. Vultur cannot be changed, those who
added to her work include — among others — Daniel Vighi and Viorel
Marineasa’®, Romulus Rusan®, Rafael Mirciov®', along with testimonials
like that of Elenei Spijavca®, a deportee who kept an almost daily
journal throughout the deportation in the Bardgan.

The report on the condemnation of the crimes of Communism?®? contains
information about the population displacements from the period 1945-
1964, that proceeded under the Soviet model: “Inspired by Stalinism,
they represented forms of violence based on political reasoning,

7 Daniel Vighi, Viorel Marineasa, Rusalii ’51- Fragmente din deportarea in Baragan, Marineasa, 2004.

80 Romulus Rusan (coord.), Morti fara morminte in Baragan, Fundatia Academia Civicd, 2011.

8 Rafael Mirciov, Lagarul deportarii — Pagini din lagarul Baraganului, Mirton, 2016.
82 Elena Spijavca, Nopti si zile in Baragan, Fundatia Academia Civica, 2004.

8 Vladimir Tismaneanu (coord.), Raport final, Bucuresti, 2006, https:/www.wilsoncenter.org/sites/default/files/RAPORT%20FINAL_%20CADCR.pdf.



oamenilor (dreptul la proprietate, la o viatd normald, la libertate de
miscare etc)”.

S-a distrus tesutul social, relatiile familiale, structura transmiterii ,,de
bunuri reale si simbolice™, s-a exercitat autoritate statala nu doar la
nivel individual, ci mai ales la nivel comunitar, prin impunerea unor
politici de instaurare a fricii, ca instrument de control. ,Documentele
consemneazd Hotdrdrea Consiliului de Ministri nr. 1554 din 22 august
1952 si decizia M.A.I. Nr. 744 din 25 august 1952 pentru infiintarea
coloniilor de muncd, a domiciliului obligatoriu si a batalioanelor de
muncd ca fiind cadrul legal al unor decizii care privesc trimiterea in
colonii de munca si fixarea de D.O. precum si intrunirea comisiilor ce
iau aceste decizii”®. Reducerea capacitatii individuale si comunitare de
miscare in spatiu a insemnat un moment de coercitie care se adduga
luptei pentru supravietuire. Marturiile participantilor directi, intervievati
decenii dupa momentul intoarcerii, atesta incercarile de supravietuire in
deportare, uneori in forme lirice: ,,Si ne-or pus langa un par/ Mai rdu ca
pe-un animal.” sau ,Noi aici casi ne-am facut/ Paie si pdmant batut/ Si
cu stuf acoperite/ Mai rdu ca grajdu cu vite.”®

Se pleaca fortat, in bou-vagoane, dinspre pusta bandteana, spre
Bardgan, cdlatorie care tine cateva zile siin decursul cdreia oamenii nu
sunt informati unde anume sunt dusi. Gandul la Siberia, de unde unii s-
au intors numai pentru a fi dislocati din nou ofera o posibila explicatie
pentru noua destinatie. La finalul calatoriei spre necunoscut, banatenii
sunt debarcati, i se dd in primire un loc pentru casa si tot ce le mai
rdmane de facut este sa devind intemeietori. Noile localitdti infiintate
sunt numeroase: , Viisoara, Olaru, Dalga, Fundata, Dropia, Pelican,
Ezeru, in regiunea Bucuresti: Salcami, Rachitoasa, Movila Galdaului,
Valea Viilor, Latesti, in regiunea Constanta; Mazdreni, Zagna,
Bumbadcari, Schei, Frumusita, Rubla (Valea Calmdtuiului) in regiunea
Galati.”® Peste 44.000 de familii vor ramane in noile localitati pana spre
1956. Motivele invocate pentru masiva deportare tin de lupta de clasa,
desi oficial acuzatia era de titoism (sustinere a regimului Tito din fosta

8 |dem, ibidem, p. 289.

8 |pidem.

8 |pidem.

8 Smaranda Vultur, Istorie traitd, istorie povestita, Amarcord, 1997, p. 44.
8 Raportul de condamnare, ed. cit., p. 294.
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against the fundamental rights of individuals (right to property, to a
normal life, to freedom of movement etc.)”®*,

The social tissue was torn apart as well as family relationships, the
structure of transmitting “actual and symbolic goods”®>, state authority
was not only enacted on an individual level, but also at the community
level, through the enforcing of the politics of fear as an instrument of
control. "Documents attest the Decision of the Council of Ministers nr.
1554 from the 22" of August 1952 and the decision of the Ministry of
Internal Affairs from the 25" of August for the establishment of work
colonies, of forced domicile and work battalions as being the legal
framework of decisions regarding the sending into work colonies and
fixing O.D. (obligatory domicile) as well as the meeting of these
commissions that will take said decisions. "¢ The reduction of individual
and community capacity for movement meant a moment of coercition
that was added on top of the struggle for survival. The testimonies of
direct participants, interviewed decades after their return, attest to the
struggles during deportation, sometimes depicted in lyrical form: "And
they left us near a pole/ Worse than an animal.” or "We built houses
here/ Out of beaten earth mixed with straw/ Covered with reeds/ Worse
than cattle sheds.”™

Departure is forced, they are loaded onto train cars used for the
transportation of cattle, going from the steppe of the Banat towards the
Bdragan, a journey lasting several days throughout which the people
are not informed where they are being taken. The thought of Siberia,
where some had returned only to be displaced once more offers a
possible explanation regarding the new destination. At the end of the
journey into the unknown, the locals from the Banat are unloaded, given
a plot of land for a house and now all that is left is for them to become
founders. The freshly founded localities are numerous: “Viisora, Olaru,
Dalga, Fundata, Dropia, Pelican, Ezeru, in the region of Bucharest:
Salcami, Rachitoasa, Movila Galddului, Valea Viilor, Latesti, in region of
Constanta; Mazareni, Zagna, Bumbacari, Schei, Frumusita, Rubla (Valley
of the Calmatui) in the region of Galati.”® Over 44.000 families stayed in
the new localities until 1956. The motives conjured up for the massive
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lugoslavie) si de securizare a frontierei de stat: ,Compararea
categoriilor indicate ca deportabile in 1951 cu cele indicate in
documentele intocmite la plecarea din Bdrdgan, cdnd in tabelele facute
pe localitdti se indicd la fiecare cap de familie motivul pentru care a
fost adus in Bardgan, ne indicd schimbdrile de ordin politic intervenite
dupd moartea lui Stalin, dar si continuitdtile cu epoca dominatd de
tutela acestuia. Astfel, desi un raport al MAI din 10 aprilie 1956 explicd
mdasura deportdrii prin ratiuni de securitate la frontierd, dacd urmdrim
acuzatiile aduse capilor de familie de pe listele cu cei care urmeazd a fi
eliberati, constatdm acuzatii dintre cele mai diverse: exploatare,
nationalism, contrabandd, suspiciune de spionaj etc., aceleasi cu cele
prevdzute in directiva dupd care s-a facut ridicarea.”®

Ce s-a intamplat a fost o descentrare comunitard si individuala, prin
pierderea proprietdtii si a locului in lume. Viata cotidiand a fost
violentatd puternic de un eveniment care a actionat asupra a localitati
intregi, mai degraba fragilizand decat intarind frontiera. Interesant este
de remarcat cd spatiul de granitd si securizarea lui, care vorbeste
despre relatia pe care un stat o are cu propria identitate si cu cea a
vecinilor, a devenit spatiu si cauza a traumei, iar securizarea granitei,
asa cum se clama in documente a insemnat, in fapt, vulnerabilizarea e,
prin dislocarile masive. Pe de alta parte, relocarea a insemnat si o
fluidizare identitard, cat si o inversare a ordinii firesti a lucrurilor.
Naratiunile de viatd au fost distruse, discursul despre cotidian fiind viciat
de un discurs despre noul statut: de element dusmanos. Un nou tip de
limbaj, cu cateva elemente cheie, se creeazd in timpul in care se
imblanzeste spatiul Baraganului. Oamenii devin elemente, agentii
Securitatii sau ai MAI sunt permanent numiti generic ,ei”®°. Cei din
Baragan devin ,,oameni rdi, ciumati, hoti, tigani, raufacatori, deocheati,
talhari - si ca o forma a alteritatii absolute — coreeni”®. Discursurile
post-trauma nu sunt, insd, discursuri ale victimelor si nici discursuri
despre razbunare. In schimb, ele sunt, intr-o logica basmica, discursuri
despre triumful binelui asupra raului, despre reechilibrare, despre

8 |bidem, p. 298.

deportation had to do with class struggle, although officially the
accusation was titoism (the support for the Tito regime in former
Yugoslavia) and the securing of the state border: "The comparison of
categories deemed as deportable in 1951 with those indicated by
documents written up as the leaving towards the Baragan took place,
indicate the political shifts that occurred after the death of Stalin, but
also the continuity of an age dominated by his tutelage. Therefore,
although a report of the Ministry of Internal Affairs from the 10" of April
1956/70 explain the deportation measure on the grounds of securing
the border, if we look into the accusations brought upon the heads of
families on the lists that were used to set them free, we notice a
diversity of indictments. exploitation, nationalism, smuggling, suspicion
of espionage etc., the same that were stated under the directive that
was used for deportation. %

An individual and communal decentering took place, through the loss of
property and of a place in the world. Everyday life was heavily disrupted
by an event that acted on entire villages, weakening and not
strengthening the border area. It's interesting to mention that the
border area and its securing which speaks volumes about the
relationship a state has about its own identity and that of its neighbors,
became the cause and space for trauma, and the security of the border
as stated in documents actually meant its vulnerabilisation through
massive dislocation. On the other hand, relocation meant identitary
fluidity as well as an inversion of the normal order of things. Life
narratives were destroyed, everyday discourse becoming contaminated
with the new status: an enemy element. A new type of language with
some key elements was created in a time when the space of the
Baragan was tamed. People become elements, the agents of the
Security and of the Ministry of Internal Affairs are permanently and
generically called "them”?°. The people in the Baragan become "bad,
plague victims, thieves, gipsies, wrong doers, immoral, highway-men —
and as a form of absolute otherness - Koreans”®'. Although Post-trauma
discourses are not the discourses of victims or those of revenge. They
are, in a way of fairy-tale logic, discourse of the triumph of good over

% Autoritatea care decide cine e sau nu deportabil e una din ipostazele alteritatii negative, intruchipate intr-un vag ei. Frontiera dintre ceea ce esti si cum esti denumit, socotit, considerat

e cu precizie trasata”. in Smaranda Vultur, op. cit., p. 33.

»1he authority that decides who is deportable or not is one of the assumptions of negative otherness, embodied in a vague them. The border between what you are and how you are

called, counted, considered is precisely drawn”. in Smaranda Vultur, op. cit., p. 33.
9 bidem, p. 32.



pierderea pamantului, familiei, locului, dar despre castigarea unei noi
identitati, chiar daca, initial, greu de asumat.

in septembrie 2019, unul dintre interlocutorii mei, mi-a spus, lacrimand,
ca la intoarcerea din deportare lumea din sat i-a numit refugiati,
suprapunand un termen mult vehiculat azi in mass-media peste propria
conditie. La intrebdrile mele neincrezdtoare a lamurit ca, de fapt, erau
numiti deportati.

Salvarea din deportare a venit odata cu povestitul despre deportare,
care a adus cu sine ,functia tdmdduitoare a povestitului, catarsisul pe
care il sustin rememorarea si istorisirea.”®? Marturiile obtinute in
deceniile de dupa reintoarcerea din deportare nu doar rememoreaza
trauma, scrie Smaranda Vultur.

.Ele sunt si o incercare de a reintegra biografiei personale, de a o face
suportabild, oricum, de a o raporta la un sir de evenimente ce
alcatuiesc istoria unei vieti.”* De multe ori, ,reusita copiilor a fost
maniera prin care destinul reechilibreazg”** narativa de viata, diplomele
obtinute compenseaza viata deturnatd. De multe ori, deportatii refac
ceea ce au pierdut, ajung ca, in unele situatii, dupa revolutie, sa
prospere si fie sa recupereze ce li s-a luat, fie sa compenseze prin alte
bunuri. De multe ori, bunurile reale vin sd tina locul celor simbolice
pierdute. Cei care i-au dus in deportare, care s-au ocupat de intocmirea
listelor, cat si de punerea in aplicare a dislocarii, acei generici ,ei” nu au
loc in narativa traumatizata a deportatilor. Lipseste din poveste situatia
basmica a confruntarii directe, in schimb, ca un tip de surogat narativ,
un conflict tot apare.

La intoarcerea din deportare, in casele deportatilor acestia gasesc noi
locuitori. Necivilizati, neechilibrati, neobisnuiti cu spiritul Banatului,
acesti inlocuitori de banateni sunt responsabili pentru felul deplorabil in
care arata casele. Nu de putine ori, una dintre situatiile clasice prezinta
felul in care, pe timpul iernii, noii locuitori ai Banatului se incdlzesc
distrugand si punand pe foc parchetul din casele svabilor, indeosebi.

92 |dem, ibidem, p. 26.
% |bidem.
% Ibidem, p. 20.
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evil, of regaining balance, about the loss of land, family, place, but also
about the gaining of a new identity, even if at first one that was very
hard to take on.

In September 2019, one of my interlocutors told me, with tears in his
eyes, that when returning from deportation, the other inhabitants of the
village called them refugees, superimposing the much used term the
media uses today, to describe their condition then. As my next
questions denoted skepticism, the interlocutor cleared up the matter,
declaring that actually they were called deportees.

The escape of deportation came with the recounting of deportation
which brought with it the "healing function of telling stories, catharsis
that sustains remembering and storytelling.”®? Account obtained in the
decades since the returning from deportation not only recount trauma,
Smaranda Vultur writes.

“They are also an attempt at putting back personal biography, making
it bearable, in a way an attempt at reporting upon a series of events
that make up the story of a life.”* Many times "the accomplishment of
the children was the way in which destiny was re-balanced”**inside the
life narrative, earned diplomas compensating for a hi-jacked life. Many
times, the deportees make up for their loss and end up, in certain
situations, after the Revolution, prospering or regaining that which had
been taken away from them, or by other means. Many times, real goods
take the place of symbolic losses. The ones that deported them, that
made up the lists as well as handling dislocation, the generic “them”
have no place in the traumatizing narrative of the deported. What is
missing from the fairy-tale situation is that of direct confrontation, but,
as a narrative surrogate, a conflict still emerges.

While returning from deportation, new inhabitants occupy the houses of
the deportees. Uncivilized, unbalanaced, unused to the spirit of the
Banat, these substitutes for the natives of the Banat are responsible for
the deplorable shape the houses in. Many times, one of the classic
situations presented recounts that during winter, the new inhabitants of
the Banat used the wooden parquet of Swabian houses as heating
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Episodul este extrem de controversat si datator de pulsiuni pentru ca
pune in relatie doud maniere de a se raporta la gospodarie: casa, ca loc
al statutului in sat (pentru banateni) vs casa ca resursa (0 maniera
utilitara de raportare, ce instrumentalizeaza spatiul locuibil); de
neconceput este pentru bandtenii intorsi din lupta pentru supravietuire
faptul ca altii incercau, de fapt, sa supravietuiasca. Sunt doar maniere
alternative de raportare la ce inseamna a trece si a birui diversele
contexte.

material in the winter. The episode is extremely controversial and
causes instinctual responses because it sets together two manners of
relating to the household: the house, a place of status in the village (for
the natives of the Banat) versus the house as resource (a utilitarian
manner of rapport, making the living space into a tool); for the natives of
the Banat it is inconceivable that upon returning from a place where
they struggled for survival, to return to a place where others are now
doing the same. These are two alternative manners of relating to the
meaning of getting through and overcoming certain contexts.



i



St

{
o

r
BTN

'.“.u i




CAMINE IN MISCARE. 2019

O

MOVING FIREPLACES. 2019

73



OL MARE

S

=)
L
o
]




LOCURILE DOCUMENTATE

o

MAPPED FIREPLACES

75



76

COMUNA BEBA VECHE

Judet: Timis
Localitati apartindtoare: Beba Veche (resedintd), Cherestur, Pordeanu
Localitati documentate prin proiect (august 2019): Beba Veche

Populatie totala cu domiciliul (2011/ 2019): 1665 / 1549

Stabiliti cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 19 / 22

Plecdri cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 30 / 32

Pondere populatie 0-14 ani (2011/ 2019): 17.5% / 14.1%

Pondere populatie 15-65 ani (2011/ 2019): 68.3% / 72.1%

Pondere populatie peste 65 ani (2011/ 2019): 14.2% / 13.8%
Pondere someri - pop. 18-62 ani (august 2010/ august 2019): 4.7% /
0.2%

Nr. mediu salariati (2011/ 2018): 204 / 386

Capacitate cazare (2019): 0
Sosiri turisti (2019): 0

fnnoptari (2019): 0

Durata sejur (2019): nespecificat

Distanta fata de Timisoara (rutier): 98 km

Coordonate geografice: 46.130483, 20.30069

Cai de acces: masina

Mijloace de transport intre sate si imprejurimi: masina, bicicletd

BEBA VECHE COMMUNE

County: Timis
Related localities: Beba Veche (residence), Cherestur, Pordeanu
Localities mapped through the project (August 2019): Beba Veche

Total population (2011/ 2019): 1665 /1549

With domicile (2011/ 2018): 19 / 22

Departures with domicile (2011/ 2018): 30 / 32

Population share 0-14 years old (2011 2019): 17.5% / 14.1%

Population share 15-65 years old (2011/ 2019): 68.3% / 72.1%
Population share over 65 years old (2011/ 2019): 14.2% / 13.8%
Unemployment rate - pop. 18-62 years old (August 2010/ August 2019):
4.7% 10.2%

No. employees (2011/ 2018): 204 / 386

Accommodation capacity (2019): 0
Tourists arrivals (2019): 0
Overnight stays (2019): 0

Lenght of stay (2019): N/A

Distance from Timisoara (by car): 98 km
Geographical coordinates: 46.130483, 20.30069
Access ways: by car

Access between localities: car, bycicle



COMUNA COMLOSU MARE

Judet: Timis

Localitati apartinatoare: Comlosu Mare (resedintd), Comlosu Mic, Lunga
Localitati documentate prin proiect (august 2019): Comlosu Mare,
Comlosu Mic, Lunga

Populatie totald cu domiciliul (2011/ 2019): 5458 / 5434

Stabiliti cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 73 /110

Plecdri cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 89/107

Pondere populatie 0-14 ani (2011/ 2019): 19.2% / 17.7%

Pondere populatie 15-65 ani (2011/ 2019): 68.5% / 69.7%

Pondere populatie peste 65 ani (2011/ 2019):12.3% / 12.7%
Pondere someri - pop. 18-62 ani (august 2010/ august 2019): 4.3% /
1.7%

Nr. mediu salariati (2011/ 2018): 393 / 1042

Capacitate cazare (2019): 0
Sosiri turisti (2019): 0

fnnoptari (2019): 0

Durata sejur (2019): nespecificat

Distanta fata de Timisoara (rutier): 57 km

Coordonate geografice: 45.890713, 20.627734

Cai de acces: masina, tren

Mijloace de transport intre sate si imprejurimi: masina, bicicleta
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COMLOSU MARE COMMUNE

County: Timig

Related localities: Comlosu Mare (residence), Comlosu Mic, Lunga
Localities mapped through the project (August 2019): Comlosu Mare,
Comlosu Mic, Lunga

Total population (2011/ 2019): 5458 / 5434

With domicile (2011/ 2018): 73 / 110

Departures with domicile (2011/ 2018): 89/ 107

Population share 0-14 years old (2011 2019): 19.2% / 17.7%
Population share 15-65 years old (2011/ 2019): 68.5% / 69.7%
Population over 65 years old (2011/ 2019): 12.3% / 12.7%
Unemployment rate - pop. 18-62 years old August 2010/ August 2019):
43%/1.7%

No. employees (2011/ 2018): 393 /1042

Accommodation capacity (2019): 0
Tourists arrivals (2019): 0
Overnight stays (2019): 0

Lenght of stay (2019): N/A

Distance from Timisoara (by car): 57 km
Geographical coordinates: 45.890713, 20.627734
Access ways: by car, by train

Access between localities: car, bycicle
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COMUNA LENAUHEIM LENAUHEIM COMMUNE

Judet: Timis County: Timis

Localitati apartinatoare: Lenauheim (resedintd), Grabat, Bulgdrus Related localities: Lenauheim (residence), Grabat, Bulgdrus
Localitati documentate prin proiect (august 2019): Lenauheim, Localities mapped through the project (August 2019): Lenauheim,
Grabat Grabat

Populatie totala cu domiciliul (2011/ 2019): 6380 / 6343 Total population (2011/ 2019): 6380 / 6343

Stabiliti cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 128 /120 With domicile (2011/ 2018): 128 / 120

Plecdri cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 126 /153 Departures with domicile (2011/ 2018): 126 / 153

Pondere populatie 0-14 ani (2011/ 2019): 17.6% / 15.6% Population share 0-14 years old (2011 2019): 17.6% / 15.6%

Pondere populatie 15-65 ani (2011/ 2019): 70.6% / 70.7% Population share 15-65 years old (2011/ 2019): 70.6% / 70.7%
Pondere populatie peste 65 ani (2011/ 2019): 11.8% / 13.7% Population ove 65 years old (2011/ 2019): 11.8% / 13.7%

Pondere someri - pop. 18-62 ani (august 2010/ august 2019): 3.5% /1%  Unemployment - pop. 18-62 years old (august 2010/ august 2019): 3.5%
Nr. mediu salariati (2011/ 2018): 434 / 1105 /1%

No. employees (2011/ 2018): 434 / 1105
Capacitate cazare (2019): 0

Sosiri turisti (2019): 0 Accommodation capacity (2019): 0
innoptari (2019): 0 Tourists arrivals (2019): 0
Duratd sejur (2019): nespecificat Overnight stays (2019): 0

Lenght of stays (2019): N/a
Distanta fata de Timisoara (rutier): 47 km

Coordonate geografice: 45.873272, 20.801705 Distance from Timisoara (by car): 47 km
Cadi de acces: masina Geographical coordinates: 45.873272, 20.801705
Mijloace de transport intre sate si imprejurimi: masina, bicicletd Access ways: by car

Access between localities: car, bycicle



COMUNA TEREMIA MARE

Judet: Timis

Localitati apartinatoare: Teremia Mare (resedintd), Teremia Micd, Nerdu
Localitati documentate prin proiect (august/noiembrie

2019): Teremia Mare

Populatie totala cu domiciliul (2011/ 2019): 4859 / 4765

Stabiliti cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 57/ 70

Plecdri cu domiciliul (2011/ 2018): 66 /103

Pondere populatie 0-14 ani (2011/ 2019): 19.4% / 17%

Pondere populatie 15-65 ani (2011/ 2019): 70.7% / 70.8%

Pondere populatie peste 65 ani (2011/ 2019): 9.9% / 12.3%
Pondere someri - pop. 18-62 ani (august 2010/ august 2019): 3.7% /
0.2%

Nr. mediu salariati (2011/ 2018): 544 / 826

Capacitate cazare (2019): 0
Sosiri turisti (2019): 0

fnnoptari (2019): 0

Durata sejur (2019): nespecificat

Distanta fata de Timisoara (rutier): 67 km

Coordonate geografice: 45.934416, 20.525769

Cai de acces: masina, tren

Mijloace de transport intre sate si imprejurimi: masing, tren (Teremia
Mare - Nerau), bicicleta

TEREMIA MARE COMMUNE

County: Timig

Related localities: Teremia Mare (residence), Teremia Micd, Nerdu
Mapped location through the project (August/November

2019): Teremia Mare

Total population (2011/ 2019): 4859 / 4765

With domicile (2011/ 2018): 57/ 70

Departures with domicile (2011/ 2018): 66 / 103

Population share 0-14 years old (2011 2019): 19.4% / 17%

Population share 15-65 years old (2011/ 2019): 70.7% / 70.8%
Popultaion over 65 years old (2011/ 2019): 9.9% /12.3%

Unemployment - pop. 18-62 years old (August 2010/ August 2019): 3.7%
10.2%

No. Employees (2011/ 2018): 544 / 826

Accommodation capacity (2019): 0
Tourists arrivals (2019): 0
Overnight stays (2019): 0

Lenght of stay (2019): N/A

Distance from Timisoara (by car): 67 km

Geographical coordinates: 45.934416, 20.525769

Access ways: maging, tren

Access between localities: by car, by train (Teremia Mare - Nerdu),
bycicle
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677. O AMINTIRE NEPLACUTA /
677. AN UNHAPPY MEMORY

Ana-Maria Ursu

S-a nascut in 1944 in Lenauheim. E svaboaica. Are 75 de ani. Are 0 sord
nascuta in 1942. Si una ndscutd in Bardgan.

Fetele au crescut alaturi de mama si de bunici. Tatdl se duce la razboi,
apoi este luat prizonier la rusi.

O venit acasd in '50. Eu am avut 6 ani si nu-I mai vazusem.

Mama ne-a pregdtit sd mergem la gard sa-/ asteptdm, dar nu am mai
apucat pdnd la gard. O mai venit o fatd care isi astepta tatdl.

Cei doi barbati iesiti din prizonierat nu mai au rébdare sd ia trenul din
Jimbolia spre Lenauheim si vin acasa pe jos.

Tata m-a luat in brate si am mers acasd. Mult timp pentru mine era ca
un strdin. Dar ne-am apropiat incet, incet.

Linistea nu tine mult. In 1951, de Rusalii, familia este trimisa in Baragan.
Bunicii rdman in Lenauheim.

Ne-o dus la Bardgan, in vagoane de animale. Nu am luat nimic de
acasd, eram oameni saraci. Intr-un vagon eram 3 familii. Eram paziti de
cdtre un granicer. Nu care cumva sd fugi. Dar unde sa fugi?!

Am ajuns noaptea acolo si ne-o dus pe camp. Pe miriste. Dimineata
ardta locul dla ca un tdrg. Gramezi de haine. Fiecare a avut un stélp cu
numdr de casd.

677 — asta nu uit ¢t trdiesc eu.

Conditiile sunt foarte grele. Oamenii nu au acoperis deasupra capului.

Parintii o pus niste baloti cu scanduri de pat pentru acoperis. A inceput
sd ploud, lemnul putrezea. Dar mdacar copiii stdteau sub alea.
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She was born in 1944 in Lenauheim. She is a Swabian. She is 75. She
has a sister born in 1942. And one born in the Baragan.

The girls grew up with their mother and grandparents. Their father was
away at war, and then was held prisoner by the Russians.

He came back in 1950. | was 6 then and had never seen him.

Mother dressed us up to go to the train station and wait for him, but we
never got there. A girl who was also waiting for her father came along.

The two men that had been set free had no patience to wait for the train
to take them from Jimbolia to Lenauheim so they walked home.

Father took me into his arms and we went home. For a long time he
was a stranger to me. But we slowly got close.

Peace is not long. In 1951, on Pentecost, the family is sent into the
Baragan. The grandparents are left behind in Lenauheim.

They took us to the Bdrdgan, in cattle boxes. We took nothing, we were
poor. There were three families in a train car. We were guarded by a
border guard. So as not to run away. Run away where?!

We arrived at night and they took us into a field. In the morning the
place looked like a market. Heaps of clothing. Each had a wooden
stake with a house number on it.

677 — I won't forget it for as long as | live.

The conditions were difficult. People had no roofs over their heads.
The parents put some planks over bales to make a roof. It started

raining and the wood started to rot. But the children had some shelter
at least.
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Vine un ordin prin care familiile cu copii trimise in Baragan, care au un
cel putin un membru al familiei ramas in Banat, isi pot trimite copiii
fnapoi acasa.

Fetele stau un an in Lenauheim la scoald, apoi vine un alt ordin:

Au zis: ,Copiii care au pdrinti in Baragan trebuie sa se intoarca la eil”
De la scoald ne-a luat direct la Militie si am dormit acolo pdnd am
plecat.

Cand se intorc surorile, parintii ii asteaptd intr-o casa nou construitd din
caramizi de pdmant. Au o surioara mai mica, nascuta acolo.

Sunt probleme mari cu apa. Se sapa fantani, dar apa, desi limpede si
rece, este saratd. Nu se poate folosit nici macar la spalat. Nici animalele
n-o pot bea. Apa se ia de la Dundre, de la kilometri depdrtare. Mai sunt
si cei care trec cu carutele prin sat si vand apa.

Apa din Dundre era bund, doar cGnd erau furtuni, atunci era ,cafea cu
lapte”. Vara era praf mult si cald de ziceai cG mergi pe jar. larna a fost
mai greu, ¢d a fost viscol mare. Erau toate natiile. Si nemti, si turci si
romani. i s-a facut un sat adevdrat acolo. Cu scoald, primdrie, militie,
dispensar. Erau si oameni bogati. Eu md gandesc cd familia mea a
mers in locul altuia, pentru ¢d noi nu am avut pdmant, nu am avut
nimic. Chiaburii au venit cu vagoane cu mobild, grdunte, animale.

Familia se intoarce din Bardgan in 1956.

Viata isi reia cursul normal. Tatdl intrd in colectiv, familia lucreaza la
CAP.

Svaboaica se casdtoreste cu un roman.

Dupa Revolutie, 0 grdmada de lume pleaca din sat, relocandu-se in
Germania.

Surorile si parintii ei pleacd. Ea ramane impreuna cu sotul in Lenauheim.

There comes an order stating that families with children that were sent
into the Bardgan with at least one family member left behind in the
Banat can send their children back home.

The girls spent a school year back in Lenauheim when another order
comes:

They said: “Children with parents in the Bardgan must return to them!”
They took us away from school to the Militia post and we slept there
until we left.

When they return, the parents are waiting for them in a new house built
out of mud bricks. They find out they have a baby sister who was born
there.

Water is an issue. Wells are dug but the water, although clear and cold,
is salty. It cannot even be used for washing. The animals cannot drink it.
Water is drawn from the Danube, kilometers away. There are also those
who drive through the village in wagons selling water.

The Danube water was good, but when there were storms it turned into
“coffee with milk”. In the summer there was a lot of dust and it was hot,
it was like walking on embers. Winter was tougher, there were big snow
storms. There were all nationalities there. Germans, Turks and
Romanians. And they built a real village there. With a school, a town
hall, a Militia post, a dispensary. There were also rich people there. |
believe my family was taken instead of another because we had no
land, we had nothing. The kulaks came in freight cars with furniture,
feed, animals.

The family returns from the Bdrdgan in 1956.

Life takes its course. Her father joins the collective, the family works for
the collective farm.

The Swabian woman marries a Romanian.

After the Revolution, a lot of people leave the village, settling in
Germany.

Her sisters and parents do the same. She stays in Lenauheim with her
husband.



Mai povesteste despre Baragan:

Lumea nu prea md crede. A trecut si asta, numai ¢d e 0 amintire
nepldcuta.

She still talks about the Baragan:

People don't really believe me. It passed, but it is an unhappy memory.
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CANTEC LUNG /
THE LONGEST SONG

Ana-Maria Ursu

N. P. s-a nascut in Comlosul Mic in anul 1948, ultima. Singura
fata intre 6 frati. Toti fratii ei s-au ndscut in Bulgaria.

Toti bunicii ei erau din Strejestii de Sus, judetul Arges. N.P.,
bunicul din partea mamei a fost prizonier la rusi. S-a inecat pe Volga
dupa ce pluta pe care calatorea s-a rasturnat. incerca sa se intoarca
fnapoi acasd dupa razboi. Bunicul din partea tatalui a murit in Bulgaria.
Bunica din partea mamei a murit 1a trei zile dupd ce s-a ndscut N.

Trebuia sG md aducd si pe mine pe lume, cd altfel nu as fi
existat. A fost un cdntec lung.

Cand s-a ndscut N., mama ei avea 40 de ani. Tatal ei avea 47.
Trdisera multa vreme in Cadrilater, pand cand Romania a trebuit sa-I
cedeze inapoi Bulgariei dupa Tratatul de la Craiova din 1940. Trdisera
pana atunci intr-o localitate numitd Bazargic.

Din Bazargic parintii mei au fost trimisi in Basarabia. Mi s-a
ndscut un frate acolo.

Din Basarabia au fugit din nou, trecand prin Brdila. I-a prins
iarna pe drum. Incepe razboiul. Tatal pleaca pe front.

Au mers prin Brdila, si mama mea zicea ¢ in Brdila erau
oameni rdi, pentru ¢a aruncau cu pietre dupd ei. Erau plini de paduchi,
nu aveau unde sd se spele. Era dezastru.

Au ajuns cu cdruta la Maglavit, judetul Dolj.
La Maglavit a muncit mama mea. Coseaq, facea de toate. Tot

ce castiga dadea pe mdncare. A fost greu. Primarul insa era un om
foarte bun. Stia in ce situatie era familia. Intr-un grajd i-a facut mamei

N. P. was born in Comlosu Mic in the year 1948, the youngest.

The only girl among 6 brothers. All her brothers were born in Bulgaria,
except one.

All her grandparents came from Strejestii de Sus, Arges county.
N. P., her maternal grandfather was taken prisoner by the Russians. He
drowned in the Volga while the raft he was traveling on capsized. He
was trying to make it home after the war. The grandfather on her
father's side died in Bulgaria. Her maternal grandmother died 3 days
after N. was born.

I had to be brought into the world, otherwise I wouldn't have
existed. It was the longest song.

When N. was born, her mother was 40. Her father was 47. They
had lived for a long time in the Cadrilater, until Romania gave the
territory back to Bulgaria following the Treaty of Craiova from 1940.
They had lived until then in a town known as Bazargic.

From Bazargic my parents were sent to Bessarabia. One of my
brothers was born there.

From Bessarabia they fled again, passing through Braila.
Winter caught up with them on the road. The war starts. The father
leaves for the front..

We passed through Braila and my mother used to tell me that
it was full of mean people, because they were throwing rocks at them.
They were full of lice and had no place to wash. It was a disaster.

They arrived by wagon to Maglavit, Dolj county.
In Maglavit my mother worked. She sowed, she did it all. All

she earned was spent on food. It was hard. The mayor was a good man
though. He knew the situation the family was in. He arranged a room



mele si copiilor o camarutd. Asa au trecut iarna. Tata a ajuns in
Maglavit mai tdrziu, deoarece fusese pe front.

in 1945 tatal ei primeste repartitie si este trimis impreund cu
familia in Banat, la Comlosu Mic.

Tatal meu era foarte invatat. S-a nascut in 1901. A fost si
invatator, si jandarm. A citit foarte mult, a fost mai umblat. Tata a fost
legionar.

Pus sa pdzeascd moara, tatal ei este prins si pus la zid pentru a
fi impuscat la ordinele primarului din sat. Scapd datorita interventiei
unchiului din partea mamei.

Datorita trecutului legionar, tatdl incearcd sa remedieze

,provenienta nesanatoasd” a familiei, contribuind activ la colectivizare,
intrand in partidul comunist.

Tata zicea ,dacd nu md intorc cum bate vantul, am si eu de
suferit, aveti si voi de suferit”. A trebuit sa devinG membru in partid, cd
altfel risca inchisoare. El, la infiintarea CAP-ului, mergea din casd in
casd sa inscrie oamenii in Colectiv. Si mama mea pldngea. Ea nu era
de acord.

Tata zicea ,,eu am sa mor, ¢d sunt batrdn, dar tu ai s@ prinzi
timpurile cGnd ai sa vrei sG mori”.

Cu toate cd tatdl este membru de partid, iar familia este
saracd, sunt deportati in Baragan.

Pe ce motiv? V-am spus c@ primarul era rdu, iar secretarul era
rasist. Numai romanii veniti aici au fost dusi in Baragan. Chiaburii nu au
fost deportati. Numai sdracii care nu au avut o bucatd de pitd. Listele le
faceau primarul si secretarul.

Mama mea urla. Nici nu se stabilise bine si iar trebuia sd
plece. Era de groazd. Ne-au lasat in gara din Ciulnita.

,Descurcati-va!”
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for my mother and the children in a stable. That's how they passed the
winter. The father joined them in Maglavit later on, returning from the
front.

In 1945, her father is posted and sent together with his family
in the Banat, in Comlosu Mic.

My father was a learned man. He was born in 1901. He was a
teacher and a gendarme. He read a lot, he had seen the world. My
father used to be a legionary.

In charge of protecting the mill, her father is captured and put
against the wall to be shot by order of the village mayor. He escapes
because the maternal uncle intervenes.

Because of his legionary past, her father tries to remedy the
"unhealthy origin” of the family, contributing actively to collectivisation,
joining the Communist Party.

My father used to say “if | don't turn as the wind dictates, | will
have to suffer and so will you”. He needed to be a party member or he
risked going to prison. When the collective farm was founded, he went
from house to house in order to register into the collective. And my
mother kept crying. She did not agree.

Father used to say, "/ will die as | am old, but you will live in a
time when commiting suicide would be the easy option”.

Although the father becomes a party member, the family is
poor, and they are deported into the Baragan.

What was the reason? | told you that the mayor was mean and
the secretary was a racist. Only Romanians who came to the Banat
were taken into the Bdrdgan. The Kulaks were not deported. Only the
poor who didn't even get a piece of bread are taking. The lists were
written up by the mayor and the secretary.

My mother was screaming. She didn't even have time to settle
in when we have to go. It was horrible. They unloaded us in the railroad
station in Ciulnita.

"Handle it!”
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In Ciulnita era camp cdt vedeai cu ochii. Am gdsit o potecd pe
langa calea feratd si am mers pe ea sd vedem unde duce. Si am ajuns
la Dropia. Acolo erau deja 2 sau 3 familii de basarabeni.

Acolo au facut ai mei o casutd cu o camerd, o bucdtdrie si o
tindd. In camerd dormeau fratii si tatdl meu. Eu cu mama dormeam in
bucdtdrie. Era o fantdnd in capatul satului facuta de basarabeni si
cdram cu galetile apd. Casa era facutd cu barne din floarea soarelui.
Gardurile erau din tuleile méncate de animale. Calcau cu animalele
pdmantul amestecat cu ciulini ca sa facd ziduri. De acoperit, puneau
tulei si paie. Si ploua in casd. Mama a facut o sobd din pamdant si
adunam ciulini de pe camp si ne incalzeam iarna. lernile erau grele.

Primul an. Nu prea aveam mdncare.

Mergea mama mea sa lucreze cu ziua la Ciulnita pentru o sitd de
malai pentru mamaligd. Cu aia ne facea o mamaliqutd cand venea
seara si una pentru dimineatd. Aveam lapte de la o vaca.

Tata lucra tot in Ciulnita, la o livada mare de meri, pruni, caisi.
Cand lua salariul aducea un sac de pdine neagrd. Fratii ceilalti lucrau
pe timp de iarnd la vaci, in alt sat. Erau copii, dar lucrau. Acum nici la
30 de ani nu mai lucreazad tinerii. Acum e o rusine munca.

Parintii ei lucrau pana si noaptea. Nu-si poate explica de unde au
avut atata putere. Mancarea era slabd. Mama ei facea dulceata din
dovleac indulcitd cu lubenita pentru cd nu se gdsea zahar. Mergea bine
cu mamaliga.

Cu toate cd primul an a fost foarte greu, urmatorii s-au inlesnit
datorita puterii de munca a parintilor ei.

Pamdant era cat voiai. Nu erau militieni, nu te intreba nimeni
nimic. Nu-i cerea nimeni impozit sau aftceva. Mai erau puscdriasi la
lucru pe pamantul IAS-ului. Detinuti politici. Mama voia sd le dea de
madncare, cd erau legati cu lanturi, vai de ei. Si detinutii nu o ldsau pe
mama sa le dea, ca sd nu aibd ea probleme.

The field in Ciulnita stretched as much as the eyes can see.
We found a foot-path that went along the railroad tracks and we
decided to follow it and see where it goes. And that's how we reached
Dropia. There were 2 or 3 families of Bessarabians.

That's where my parents built a house with a room, a kitchen
and a porch. The room turned into a bedroom for my brothers and
father. Me and my mother slept in the kitchen. There was a well at the
end of the village dug out by the Bessarabians and we carried the
water in buckets. The house was made of poles build out of sunflowers.
The fences were made out of the stalks of plants that the animals left
by had eaten. They used the animals to step thistles into dust,
combined it with earth and started erecting walls. For covering, the
used stalks of plants and dried up straw. And it was raining inside.
Mother build the stove out of earth and we gathered thistle to keep
warm. The winters were tough.

First year. We lacked food.

My mother went to work by the day in Ciulnita for a plate worth
of corn flour. She cooked us polenta when she came home in the
evening and again in the morning. We had milk from a cow.

Father also worked in Ciulnita in a big orchard full of apple, plum
and apricot trees. When he got his pay he would bring home a sack of
black bread. My other brothers worked during the winter tending cows
in another village. They were children but they worked. Now 30 year
olds don't do any work. Work is now considered shameful.

Her parents even worked at night. She still can't explained where
they could gather the strength. The food wasn't very nutritious. Her
mother made pumpkin preserve sweetened with watermelon because
sugar couldn't be found. It went well with polenta.

Although the first year was hard, the following were better
because of all the work put in by her parents.

There was land at your heart's desire. There were no Militia
men, nobody asked you anything. Nobody came to collect taxes or
anything. There were convicts working the IAS land. Political prisoners.
Mother wanted to give them some food because they were chained up



in Comlosu Mic, tatal N. ingropa saci cu grau sub un morman
de gunoi ca sd ramand familia cu ceva dupa predarea cotei spre CAP.
Dupd deportare, in campia Baraganului, dupa primul an petrecut la
Dropia, familia avea atat de mult grau incat nu stiau ce sa mai faca cu el.

Au scos paturile din camera fratilor si au acoperit camera cu
grau de nu se mai vedea nici geamul. Si nu am mai dus lipsa de
mancare, cd mama facea paine acasa. Atunci au mai cumparat cai, 0
vaca si pasari. Aveam si gradina de legume mare. Apoi au mai intarit
casa.

Are amintiri frumoase din Dropia.

M-au facut pionierd la scoald, cand mi-au dat diplomele, pentru
cd eram cea mai bund la invataturd. Faceam serbdri frumoase la
cdmin. Imi aduc aminte acum cd era si o bisericd acolo, tot oamenii au
construit-o. Nu stiu de unde era atdta putere si vointa.

Cénd s-a construit biserica, din chirpici, fiecare familie trebuia s@
dea de mdncare muncitorilor, care erau tot din sat de acolo.

Duminica si la sdrbdtori mergeam la Bisericd.

Aveam si magazin. LaGngd magazin se facuse si un birtulet, iar
fratele meu ziua vindea la magazin si seara la birt. Acolo se strdngeau
oamenii si mai organizau ceva pentru sat. Asa au ajuns sd ridice un sat
care era chiar frumos.

Nuntile erau saracacioase. Vara se faceau in drum, siiarna la
caminul cultural. Erau oamenii uniti, puneau mand de la mand. Aveam
si muzicanti in sat. Ei cGntau in fiecare duminicd la bal. Cntau si la
taragot, si la tobd. La acordeon s-a cantat mult. Era un acordeon
nemtesc.

like animals. And the convicts wouldn't let her help them so she
wouldn't get into trouble.

In Comlosu Mic N.'s father would bury grain sacks under a pile
of garbage so that the family would be left with something after giving
the family's share towards the collective farm. After deportation, in the
plain of the Bardgan, after one year spent in Dropia, the family had so
much grain that they didn't know what to do with it.

They took out the beds out of my brothers' room and covered it
with grain so high you couldn't see the window. And we lacked for
nothing, mother baked bread at home. Then they bought some horses,
one cow and poultry. We also had a big vegetable garden. And then
they reinforced the house.

She has beautiful memories from Dropia.

I became a pioneer in school, when they handed us the
diplomas, because | was the best in class. We had beautiful pageants
at the cultural home. | remember there was also a church which the
people built.  don't know where all that strength and will-power came
from.

When the church was built, from clay, each family had to give
food to the workers, who were also from the village.

On Sundays and holidays we went to church.

We also had a grocery store. Next to the store, there was a
small tavern, and during the day my brother worked in the store and in
the evenings he worked in the tavern. That's where the people
gathered and organized for the village. So they ended up founding a
beautiful village.

The weddings were poor. In the summers they were held in the
road and in winter they were celebrated at the cultural home. People
were united, they contributed. We even had musicians in the village.
They sang every Sunday when there was a ball. They even sang the
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taragot and the drum. There was also a lot of singing on the accordion.

It was a German accordion.
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La bal era biletul 3 lei. Pe atunci 3 lei erau multi bani. Barbatii
pldteau intrarea. Din banii de bilete s-a mai luat mobilier in cGmin.
Traiau ca intr-o familie, erau uniti. Nu erau lacomi, se ajutau.

Acum am auzit cd in Dropia nu mai e nimic.
in 1956, deportatilor li se permite intoarcerea inapoi in Banat.

Stiti ce bucurie a fost?! Tot cu trenul de marfa, tot prin gara din
Comlosu Mare am ajuns, dar nu asa cum am plecat. Cand am plecat a
fost vai si amar. Cdnd am venit, intr-un vagon erau animalele si in altul
noi. Ne-au ldsat sa ludm ce am vrut.

Mama n-a mai vrut sa se intoarca, dar au convins-o fratii mei mai
mari.

Fratele mare a ajuns contabil la IAS, mama a lucrat a CAP,
ceilalti frati lucrau tot la CAP, tata s-a angajat portar la fabrica de
cardmida de la Jimbolia. Parca din apd ne-am ridicat.

Cu toate acestea, desi era bund la invatatura, tatal ii interzice N.
sd mearga la liceu. A lucrat la CAP.

Se casatoreste la 18 ani, fortatd de pdrinti. Primul sot este insd o
dezamdgire.

A fost un chin. Toatd ziua bauturd si jocuri de cdrti. Dupd 3 ani
am fdcut un copil, un bdiat, dar am rdmas fard sof.

Divorteaza si se muta impreuna cu copilul intr-o chirie la
Jimbolia. Lucreaza la fabrica de incaltaminte. Il cunoaste pe un barbat
din Salaj, venit la muncad in Banat. Desi ea nu mai vrea sd se
cdsatoreasca pentru a doua oard, o face la insistentele celui care i-a
fost partener de viata.

Cu sotul din Sdlaj am plecat la Chizdtdu. Am stat acolo 9 ani.
Am construit o casd. Nu am mai vrut sa plec de acolo. Bdiatul terminase
liceul, la facultate nu a mai vrut sG meargd. A fost padurar la Lipova.

At the ball a ticket cost 3 lei. That was a lot of money back then.
Men paid the entry fee. Out of the money for tickets they had bought
furniture for the cultural home. They lived like a family, united. They
weren't greedy, they helped each other.

Now | heard there's nothing left in Dropia.
In 1956, the deportees are allowed to return to the Banat.

Can you imagine the joy?! We came back on a freight train,
through the Comlosu Mare station, but not in the manner in which we
left. When we left, we were so poor. When we came back, we had a
train car for animals and one for us. They let us take back whatever we
wanted.

Mother didn't want to return, but my older brothers convinced
her.

My older brother becomes and accountant for the IAS, mother
worked in the collective farm, my other brothers as well, father was a
night watchman at the brick factory in Jimbolia. It's like we raised
ourselves up from the muck.

With all this, and although she was a good student, her father
does not allow her to attend highschool. So she worked for the
collective farm.

She gets married at 18, forced into it by her parents. Her first
husband is a disappointment.

It was torture. All day there was drinking and card playing. After
three years | gave birth to a boy, but became without a husband.

She divorces and moves in with her child in a rented house in
Jimbolia. She works at the shoe factory. She meets a man from Sdlaj
who had come to work in the Banat. Although she doesn't want to get
married again, she does it at the insistence of the person who still her
life partner.

With the husband from Sdlaj, | moved to Chizdtau. There we
lived for 9 years. We build a house. | didn't want to leave there. The boy



La Chizétdu insd, nu aveam pamént. In 1993 am véndut casa
aia si am venit in Comlosu Mic. Aici am cumpdrat o casd de la stat. Era
o ruind. Am venit aici pentru pdmant. Am avut 15 hectare de la bunicd,
mamd si 0 matusd. Le-am impdrtit intre frati. De la CAP am mai primit
un hectar si doudzeci. In curte am avut 26 de scroafe fatdtoare si 8 vaci
cu lapte. Unele ierni dormeam cu scroafele care stateau sa fete.

In spate tineam 50 de porci grasi. li predam la Jimbolia. La
Nedar. La abator. Am mai luat si pamant. Dar fard acte, pentru ca
proprietarii au murit si am rdmas asa.

Sotul ajunge vice-primar la Comlosu Mare.

L-a votat satul. El nu a dorit. Ca nu-i pldcea politica. El era un om
calm, vorbea cu toatd lumea nu conta ce era, nu se certa cu nimeni.

Spune cd cel mai rau in Comlosu Mic se traieste acum.

Pe vremuri Comlosu a fost o minune de sat. Pot sa vd spun cd
nici un parc din Timisoara nu aratd cum ardta Comlosu Mic pe atunci.
Strazi curate, flori peste tot, case ingrijite. Am avut strand aici. Era in
locul fabricii de cénepd. Cd aici a fost fabricd de cdrdmidd, de cdnepd,

moard, crescdtorie de porci.

Nu mai poate munci si trdieste singurd. Bdiatul ei e in Germania,
casatorit. Are o fetita.

Baiatul zice ,mai un an si vin”. Eu de abia astept sd vind sd le
dau tot ce am, cd nu stiu cdte zile mai am.

A fost un cdntec lung.
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had graduated highschool, but he didn't want to attend university. He
became a forester in Lipova.

In Chizatau though, we had no land. In 1993 we sold the house
and came back to Comlosu Mic. Here we bought a house from the
state. It was a ruin. We came for the land. We had 15 hectares from my
grandmother, mother and an aunt. We split the land among us siblings.
From the collective farm I got another hectare. | had 26 piglet bearing
sows and 8 cows that gave milk. Some winters | spent sleeping with the
sows that were about to give birth.

In the back we kept 50 fat pigs. We would bring them to
Jimbolia. To Nedar. To the slaughterhouse. And then we bought more
land. But without any papers because the owners were dead so we left
it like that.

Her husband becomes vice-mayor of Comlosu Mare.

The village voted for him. He didn't want it. He disliked politics.
He was a calm man, he could talk to anybody, didn't matter who it was,
he never got into fights.

She claims the worst living in Comlosu Mic is done now.

Once upon a time Comlosu was a miracle of a village. I can say
that no park in Timisoara looks now the way Comlosu Mic looked back
then. Clean streets, flowers everywhere, well kept houses. We also had
a swimming pool here. It was where the hemp factory was built. Here
we had a brick factory, a hemp factory, a mill, a farm for raising pigs.

She cannot work anymore and she lives alone. Her boy is in
Germany, married, with a daughter.

He always says "one more year and I'll visit”. | can hardly wait so |
can give them all | have, because | don't know how many more days |

have left in me.

It's been the longest song.
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DE AIA VA POVESTESC /
THAT'S WHY I'M TELLING YOU

Ana-Maria Ursu

W. e din Lenauheim. A lucrat o vreme la spitalul din Jimbolia. A prins

vremuri de maxima strictete. Vremuri de haos banalizat. Si vremuri
relativ normale.

A fost ceva ce m-a durut foarte mult:

Cum mergeam de la gard la spital, la Jimbolia, in fiecare dimineatd
aduceau oameni de la frontierd. Batuti, plini de sange. Nu-i duceau la
spital, ci la pichet. [i plimba prin tot orasul ca sd-i vadd lumea. Sine
spunea: ,dacd faci ca e, asa pdtesti si tu”, cand treceau pe 1angd noi.

Erau niste militari adusi de prin Moldova care asa au fost instruiti. li
batea foc pe cei care incercau sa treacd frontiera, sau ii impusca.

Eu am lucrat in administratie la spital si am vazut multe lucruri. Aduceau
oameni impuscati si cei de la medicina legald scriau cd au avut ceva la

inimd, i puneau in sicriu si ii trimiteau la pdrinti acasd. Nu aveai voie s
vorbesti despre asta.

Multi care au fost batuti, au fost batuti pentru o viatd intreagd. Le
dddeau la rinichi.

Mai erau cei care ajungeau impuscati la chirugie, stateau cu militianul
la usd...

Pe 26 decembrie 1989, la spitalul din Jimbolia apar ambulante venite
din Austria si Germania.

Au venit cu ajutoare. Grupul din Austria ne-a facut si sistemul de apd in
Lenauheim.

Au vrut mai intGi sa inteleagd cum functioneazd sistemul comunist in
Romdnia. Au rdmas pdnd dupd Revelion la mine acasd, in Lenauheim.
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W. is from Lenauheim. He worked for a while for the hospital in

Jimbolia in times of extreme strictness. Banal chaos. And he lived
through relatively normal times.

Something really hurt me then:

' was walking from the train station to the hospital, in Jimbolia, and
each morning they were bringing people in who had tried to cross the
border. Beaten up, bloody. They didn't take them to the hospital but to
the guard post. They walked them all over town so people could see.
And they told us: “try and do anything like that and you'll end up just
like them” as they passed by.

There were these soldiers brought from Moldova that were trained that
way. They beat up the ones trying to cross the border, or they just shot
them.

I was working in the hospital administration and | saw a lot of things.
They were bringing in people who were shot and the coroners would
declare they died from heart disease, they lay them dead in a coffin
and sent them back to the families. You weren't allowed to talk about it.

Many of those who were beaten, were damaged for life. Hit in the
kidneys.

There were those who were operated for gunshot wounds, and the
Militia man was at the door...

On the 26™ of December 1989, ambulances from Austria and Germany
show up at Jimbolia hospital.

They came with aid. The people from Austria also built the water supply
system in Lenauheim.

Firstly, they wanted to understand how the communist system
functioned in Romania. They stayed until after New Year's at my house
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M-au intrebat de ce mai avem nevoie si am ajuns la concluzia cd
trebuie facut un dispensar pentru Lenauheim. Sa bagdm apd si curent.
Tatdl meu m-a ajutat sd facem si sistemul de apd pentru sat. Banii
pentru proiect i-au dat cei din Austria. De atunci sunt cetdtean de
onoare in Lenauheim. Austriecii au venit tot timpul s verifice sistemul
de apd, sa-l imbunatateascd.

Pe 15 ianuarie 1990 afla ca la primdria din Lenauheim se dau formulare
pentru pasapoarte.

A doua zi am depus formularele la Politie, in Timisoara. Dupd incd o zi
am aflat ¢d deja se eliberau pasapoartele, desi initial ne spuseserd cd
va dura 2 luni. Dupa cdteva zile ma duc cu nevasta la Timisoara sa
ludm pasapoartele. Acolo a deschis unul geamul, a strigat numele la
megafon si apoi a aruncat pasaportul pe geam.

Dupd o saptdmdand am zis sG mergem pdnd in Serbia, ¢d nu fusesem
niciodatd. Am fost la Kikinda cu copiii, am cumpdrat blugi pentru ei. A
fost ceva deosebit. Am venit inapoi, si prin aprilie mi-a zis socrul meu ca
ei au fost in noiembrie 89 in Germania si sG mergem si Noi.

Jti trebuia vizd pentru Austria si Germania. Ai ajuns acolo i voiai sd
ramai? [fi trebuia chemare. Chemarea o ficeau rudele de acolo, dar nu
fiecare a vrut sd-ti dea chemare. Pentru ¢d se angaja sd-ti dea de
madncare dacd tu nu te descurcai acolo.

Ne-am dus la Bucuresti cu trenul de seard ca sd ajungem la Ambasada
Germaniei. Am luat viza, repede inapoi la tren. Era sd pierdem trenul.
Am fost la Belgrad si am luat viza pentru Austria, ¢d asa trebuia.

Am plecat in Germania cu Dacia 1300. Voiam doar sd vedem cum e
acolo. Acolo trebuia s mergi la lagdrul din Niirenberg sa spui ,bund
zZiua, sunt aici, eu vreau s@ rdman’”.

Ei iti verificau actele, si acolo cu Securitatea lor am avut de discutat. Ca
mi-au zis sa renunt la cetdtenia romdnd. Am zis cd nu fac asta, pentru
cd in Germania nu e comunism, ci capitalism. N-am cedat si mi-au dat
actele si am rdmas acolo. Pentru copii am rdmas, nu pentru mine, ¢d eu

in Lenauheim. They asked me what was needed and we came to the
conclusion that Lenauheim needed a dispensary. Also running water
and electricity. My father helped me with the water system for the
village. The money for the project was given by the Austrians. Since
then [ am an honorary citizen of Lenauheim. The Austrians came back
to check on the system and improve it.

On the 15" of January 1990 he found out that the Lenauheim town hall
was handing out passport forms.

The second day we filed the forms with the Police in Timisoara. After
another day we found out that the passports were already being
emitted, although initially they had told us we would have to wait two
months. A few days later | take my wife and we went to Timisoara to
get the passports. There someone opened a window, yelled out my
name on a loudspeaker and threw the passport out the window.

A week later we decided to visit Serbia, as we had never been there.
We went to Kikinda with the kids, bought blue jeans for them. It was
something special. We came back and in April my father in law told me
that they had visited Germany in November '89 and that we should visit
as well.

You needed a visa for Austria and Germany. You got there and wanted
to stay? You needed official summons. The summons was supposed to
be from relatives who lived there, but not all of them were willing to
write one. Because they had to take on the responsibility of feeding you
if you couldn't manage to find work there.

We went to Bucharest with the night train to get to the German
Embassy. We got the visa and quickly took the train back. We almost
missed it. We went to Belgrade and got the visa for Austria, because it
was needed.

We left for Germany in a Dacia 1300. We just wanted to see what it was
like there. You had to go to the Niirnberg camp and say “Hello, [ am
here, | would like to stay”.

They would check your papers, and we had a chat with their local
Securitate. They told me to renounce my Romanian citizenship. | told
them | won't do such a thing because Germany is not a communist, but
a capitalist country. | didn't give in so they gave me my papers back



ma descurcam. M-am intors in august la Lenauheim, la parintii mei, ca
sa-i vizitez. Ei nu au vrut sa plece.

De atunci vine de 3 ori pe an inapoi in Lenauheim.
Primele impresii din Germania au fost placute.
Toatd lumea vorbea nemteste.

A fost interesant cu televizorul. In '90 a fost Campionatul Mondial de
Fotbal. Cu toate cd nu eram microbist... dar sa vezi totul la televizorul
color! Si filme?! Era ceva.

E somer in primele 5 luni de trai in Germania. Timp in care se uita mult
la televizor.

Atdtea documentare fascinante! Pand in '89 nu aveai decdt 2 ore de
televizor, asta dacd nu aveai intrerupere de curent. Pentru noi nu a fost
o0 problemd pentru cd stiam limba germand. M-am acomodat repede.

M-am dus la Fortele de Muncd. Au vrut sG ma trimitd la un seminar, sG
mai fac o scoald in administratie. Eu am zis ca am nevoie de bani si cd
vreau sa muncesc. Puteam sd iau ajutor social, dar nu stiam asta, si nici
nu voiam sa iau, nu eram obisnuit sa iau. Pand la urma am gasit la o
firmd care producea chimicale. Eram administrator acolo si am primit si
locuinta. Am castigat foarte bine acolo, dar munceam mult. Si sémbata,
cdteodatd si duminica. Locuinta era mare. Am avut noroc.

Desi se stabileste in Germania, pdstreaza legatura cu comunitatea din
Lenauheim. Impreund cu romanii din Lenauheim infiinteaza o asociatie.

Tata era un organizator bun si de la el a pornit. Am fost revizor 4 ani in
Asociatia Svabilor din Germania, si din 2001 m-au propus ca presedinte.
Nu prea am vrut, cd nu aveam timp, dar pdnd la urmd am acceptat.

A fost o femeie de aici care s-a ocupat sG adune datele. Am luat un
computer. Era 3000 de marci unul. Dar a meritat investitia. Am pus
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and | stayed there. | stayed for the children, not for myself, because /|
could manage. | returned in August to Lenauheim, to my parents, to
visit. They didn't want to leave.

Since then he visits three times a year.
The first impressions of Germany were nice.
Everyone spoke German.

It was an interesting thing with the TV. In 1990 there was the Football
World Cup. | wasn't a big football fan... but watching everything on a
color TV! And movies?! That was something else.

He is unemployed for the first 5 months of his stay in Germany. In this
time he watches a lot of TV.

So many documentaries that were fascinating! Up to '89 you barely had
2 hours of TV a day, and that if you had the electricity going, which it
seldom was. For us it wasn't a problem because we spoke German. |
quickly adapted.

I went to visit the employment office. They wanted to send me to a
seminar, do some more schooling in administration. | told them | need
money and | want to work. | could have been on wellfare, but | didn't
know it and didn't want it, wasn't used to it. In the end I found this
chemical production company. | was an administrator there and got a
place to live. | earned very well there, but | worked a lot. Saturdays and
even on Sunday. The flat was large. | was lucky.

Although he settled in Germany, he keeps in touch with the Lenauheim
community. Together with the Romanians from Lenauheim, he finds an
association.

My father was a good organizer and he started it. | was an auditor for
the Association of German Swabians for 4 years and in 20011 was
nominated for president. | didn't really want it,  had no time, but in the
end | accepted.

There was this local woman who handled the gathering of data. We
bought a computer. It cost 3000 Marks. But it was worth the
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datele in computer. Asa am invatat sa lucrez pe computer. M-a ajutat si
fiul meu.

Sunt 120 de sate din Banat inscrise in asociatie, 162 de membri sunt din
Lenauheim. Membrii primesc de 2 ori pe luna ziarul local si platesc o
cotizatie anuald.

Raman cam aceiasi ca numdr, ¢d atunci cand moare bunicul, de
exemplu, preia nepotul. In Banat avem 12.400 de membri, dar am avut
18.000, prin '90-'91. E in scadere. Obiectivul asociatiei este de a
mentine legdtura cu parohia catolicd, ca sd ingrijim cimitirul si sa
pastram legdtura cu comunitdtile svabilor.

Relatia copiilor nascuti in Germania cu satul natal al pdrintilor difera.

Daca ei le povestesc lucruri bune despre Romdnia, atunci copiii vin cu
pldcere in vizite. Dacd nu, copiii au impresia cd aici nici nu e soare.

Considera ca asociatia va exista si peste 15 ani.

Poate nu la fel ca azi. Depinde si de cine va fi primar, si de oameni. Eu
vreau sd tin legdtura cu toatd lumea. De exemplu, am organizat,
Impreund cu primarul, o festivitate in Lenauheim, cdnd s-au facut 200
de ani de existentd. A fost foarte frumos. Organizam si ,Fiii satului” in
fiecare an, pe 8 septembrie.

Despre retrocedarile de pamant, spune ca unii nemti nu prea au mai
vrut proprietatile inapoi. Pe unii pur si simplu nu i-a interesat.

Tata a fost si in comisia aia. Cine era trecut in registru a primit
pdmantul inapoi. Unii s-au trezit prea tarziu, ¢d in 2007 s-au incheiat
procedurile. Desi au fost informati.

Nemtii au fost foarte modesti. Aici a fost Imperiul Austro-Ungar. Ungurul
le-a impus sd invete limba maghiard. Nu au avut ce face. Apoi, dupd
1918, au trebuit sa invete romana. Cu romanii nu a fost asa dur. Ca au
fost si scoli in limba germand.

Asa a fost sd fie.

investment.We put the data into the computer. That's how I learned to
use it. My son also helped.

There are 120 villages in the Banat that are members of the association,
162 of its members are from Lenauheim. The members receive the local
newspaper 2 times a year and they pay a yearly fee.

Their number stays about the same, because when the grandfather
dies, the nephew takes his place. In the Banat we have 12,400
members, but we used to have 18,000 in '90-'91. The number is
dropping. The objective of the association is maintaining a link with the
Catholic parish, tending the cemetery and keeping in touch with the
communities of Swabians.

The relationship of children born in Germany to the native village of they
parents differs.

If they tell them good things about Romania, then the children visit with
Joy. If not, the children have the impression the sun doesn't even want
to shine here.

He believes the association will still be there 15 years from now.

Maybe not like it is today. It depends on who will be mayor, and it
depends on the people. | want to be in touch with everyone. For
instance, | organized together with the mayor a celebration in
Lenauheim for the 200" anniversary of its existence. It was very
beautiful. We also organize the “Sons of the village” each year on the
8" of September.

About the giving back of the collectivised land, he says that some
Germans didn't want it back. Some weren't interested anymore.

My father was in that commission. The ones registered got their lands
back. Some found out too late because in 2007 the procedures were
closed. In spite of being informed.

The Germans were modest. This used to be the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. The Hungarian forced them to speak Hungarian. They had no
choice. Then, after 1918, they had to learn Romanian. But it wasn't as
tough with the Romanians. There were German schools.

That's how it went.



FREDI

Ana-Maria Ursu

Fredi s-a nascut pe 17 iulie 1930 la Lenauheim.

Este svab din Banat. A inceput sd invete limba romand in clasa a doua.

in 1940 era la scoald in Timisoara. Cel mai mult fi placea sa mearga cu
tramvaiul din Fabric, Piata Traian, pana in losefin. In timpul liber mergea
cu scoala la padure sau la cinematograf.

La cinematograf, inainte de film, se dadeau reportaje de stiri. incepuse
razboiul.

La un moment dat profesorii au zis sa incepem cu educatia politicd, cu
hitleristii. La noi la scoald erau si romani si unguri care au invatat
nemteste. Profesorii ne puneau pe echipe, si prin jocuri ne explicau cat
a omordt fiecare echipd. Aveam panglici - unii rosii, altii negre.

Politica lui Hitler a pdtruns peste tot. Au fost activisti de partid, ca si
acuma - ¢ mai vin de la nu stiu ce partide. Am fost verificati. Eu eram
tandr si nu prea dadeam atentie. Un invatdator era cu tineretul siif
pregdtea pe tinerii de peste 18 ani pentru razboi. ,,Hai sa te invat
politica lui Hitler”, zicea dla.

Asa a fost pe timpul rdzboiului. Si noi la scoald am invatat despre Hitler.
L-am avut si pe perete, IGngd regele Mihai. Aici la tard a fost regele
Mihai, Hitler si crucea.

La Timisoara a fost doar Hitler.

Dupa doi ani este repartizat la liceul din Jimbolia, unde isi continua
studiile.

La Jimbolia nu a mai fost asa de strict ca la Timisoara. Nu era introdusd
politica asa de tare. Atuncea unchiul meu a fost ministrul tineretului din
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Fredi was born on the 17th of July 1930 in Lenauheim.

He is a Swabian from Banat. He started learning Romanian in the
second grade.

In 1940 he was attending school in Timisoara. He liked riding the tram
from Fabric, Traian Square towards losefin. In his spare time we went
on school trips to the forest and to the cinema.

In the cinema, before the movie, they showed newsreels. The war had
started.

Suddenly our teachers told us we would start political education, with
the hitlerism. In our school there were also Romanians and Hungarians
attending, learning German. The teachers would divide us up into
teams and through games they explained how many kills each team
got. We had ribbons — some red, some black.

Hitler's politics was everywhere. They had party activists, like they do
now — that come from | don't know which party. We were checked. |

was young and didn't pay much attention. A teacher took care of the
youth and prepared the ones over 18 to go to war. “Let me teach you
Hitler's politics," he used to say.

That's how it was during the war. In our school we learned about Hitler.
We had him hanging on the wall, next to King Michael. Here in the
country it was King Michael, Hitler and the cross.

In Timisoara it was only Hitler.

Two years later he is assigned to the highschool in Jimbolia where he
continues his studies.

In Jimbolia it wasn't as strict as in Timisoara. Politics wasn't that
present. Back then my uncle was the Minister of Youth in Romania in



98

Romania in 1943-1944. Mergea prin tard sa convingd tineretul sa
meargad la razboi pentru Hitler.

Ultima loviturd in care s-a vazut ¢@ nemtii o sa piardd razboiul, a fost
cand au incercat sa convingd bdieti de 17 ani sd meargd pe front. A
venit o comisie din partea armatei, un ofiter din partea nemtilor si unul
de aicea. l-au controlat, au pus parafa si gata. S-a quzit ¢d i-au dus la
Periam, apoi la Timisoara, apoi la Deta. Cicd acolo era o scoald de
pregdtire pentru razboi.

Sapte baieti din sat au cazut pe front dupd prima sdptamana. Familia lui
Fredi a fost si ea atinsa de rdzboi, dar, din fericire, nu a pierdut pe
nimeni.

Am avut un unchi Franz, care a luptat in armata roménd. In Crimeea a
cazut prizonier si cdnd o venit acasd, a intrat in curtea matusii acolo
unde stateam si-mi zice:

- Nu md cunosti, dar eu sunt unchiul tau.

Pand nu a venit bunica mea, mama lui Franz, eu nu stiam cine e. Era
tare slabit. Zicea cd a fost tinut prizonier si ¢cG@ a mancat carne crudd de
cai impuscati. De acolo a fost in lagdr nu mai stiu unde, apoi a fost
trimis acasd. Zdrentuit.

La inceput a simpatizat cu hitleristii, dar dupa ce a vazut efectele
razboiului si-a schimbat categoric optiunea. De atunci nu mai tine cu
nimeni. Despre evrei se auzise ca fusesera adunati in lagdre. In
Lenauheim nu fuseserd niciodata evrei.

Treceau ocazional insa vanzatori ambulanti evrei.

Unul vindea unsoare cu cdruta. I-a zis mamei mele:

- Doamna, va dau bani sa-mi cumpdrati si mie o gdsca - taiati gdsca, iar
mie dati-mi numai ficatul, restul e al dumneavostrd.

Si de fiecare datd cand trecea pe acolo, mama ii pregdtea ficatul de
gasca. Evreul asta era din Timisoara.

1943-1944. He used to travel the country trying to convince youth to go
to war for Hitler.

The last nail in the coffin, when it was clear that the Germans were
losing the war, was when they tried convincing 17 year old boys to go to
the front. A commission came on behalf of the Army with a Romanian
and a German officer. They gave the boys a physical, stamped some
papers and that was that. We heard they were taken to Periam and
then Timisoara and then Deta. There was a school for war training
there.

Seven boys from the village were killed on the front in the first week.
Fredi's family was also touched by war but fortunately no one was lost.

I had an uncle named Franz, who fought in the Romanian Army. He
became a prisoner in Crimeea and when he returned home, he came
into my aunt's yard where we were sitting and he tells me:

"You don't know me, but I'm your uncle.”

Until my grandmother, Franz's mother arrived, | didn't know who he
was. We was very weak. He said he had been taken prisoner and had
only eaten the raw flesh of shot horses. From there he was taken to a
camp somewhere and then sent home. In tatters.

At first he sided with the hitlerists, but after seeing what war can do, he
changed his opinion. Since then he isn't siding with anyone anymore.
There were rumors the Jews were being rounded up and taken to
camps. There had never been any Jews in Lenauheim.

Travelling Jewish merchants though, passed through occasionally.

One was selling lard from his wagon. He told my mother:

"Madam, I'll give you some money to buy me a goose — cut the goose
and give me the liver, keep the rest.”

And each time he passed through, mother would prepare the goose
liver. That Jew was from Timisoara.



Au fost mai fost doi frati pe nume Schneider care strangeau porcii grasi
de prin sat. Anuntau cu tobele ¢ vin sd strangd porcii.

in septembrie 1945, Fredi impreuna cu intreaga sa familie devin
refugiati.

A venit razboiul. Au venit rusii.

S-a format o coloand cu cdrute, am plecat prin Ungaria, Austria, pand in
Boemia, care apartinea de Cehoslovacia, pdnd in orasul Krumau. Acolo
am fost primiti si repartizati.

Ce poti s iei intr-o carutd?

Haine in principal, un sac doi de fdind, alimente necesare pentru drum,
noi am fost 9 sdptdmani pe drum.

Am avut un delegat din partea armatei germane cu 0 motocicletd cu
atas, erau 3 militari care ne-au condus. Am fost asteptati in unele
comune, mai asteptam si cGte 3 zile s vedem dacd ne putem intoarce,
dar rusii avansau si noi am fugit.

Fuge impreuna cu toatd familia - tata, mama, bunica, cei trei copii mici
ai unchiului Franz. Cel mai mic avea 7 luni.

Eu am mers 9 saptamani pe jos, nu am mers nici un kilometru in caruta
cd nu am avut loc. Eram 8 persoane. Plus cd era cdruta incarcatd cu
haine, cu tot necesarul.

Dormeam prin santuri. Treceam prin comune - tata m-a invatat sa cer
lapte pentru copilul mic in ungureste. Am primit lapte, pdine. Cu cersitul.

In orasul Linz in Austria, am fost asteptati de Crucea Rosie. Acolo am
primit si primele medicamente.

Stau 3 zile in apropierea Vienei, unde era stationatd armata germana
care le oferd alimente si ajutor medical, ajutandu-i sa ajunga in
Cehoslovacia.

Am plecat 300 de cdrute din Banat. Am ajuns 30. Restul au fost prinsi si
dusi in Rusia.
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There were also two brothers named Schneider that gathered all the fat
pigs in the village. They announced it with drums, that they had come to
round up the pigs.

In september 1945, Fredi together with his whole family became
refugees.

The war came. The Russians came.

A column of wagons was formed, we left through Hungary, Austria until
we reached Bohemia which belonged to Czechoslovakia, up to the city
of Krumau. There we were taken in and allocated.

What can you take with you in a wagon?

Clothes, mainly, a sack or two of flour, food for the road, and we spent
9 weeks traveling.

We had a delegate from the German Army riding in a motorcycle with a
sidecar, with 3 soldiers leading the way. We were waited in some
localities, waiting for 3 days in some parts to see if we could return, but
the Russians were advancing so we fled.

He flees with his family — mother, father, grandmother, uncle Franz's
three small children. The youngest is 7 months old.

I walked for 9 weeks, didn't even travel a kilometre in the wagon as
there was no room. There was 8 of us. On top of that, the wagon was
full of clothing and the essentials.

We slept in ditches. We passed through localities — father taught me to
ask for milk for the baby in the Hungarian language. | received milk,
bread. By begging.

In the city of Linz in Austria, we were awaited by the Red Cross. That's
the place where we received the first medicine.

They spend 3 days near Vienna, where the German Army was stationed.
The German Army offers them food and medical aid, helping them reach
Czechoslovakia.

300 wagons left the Banat with us. 30 reached our destination. The
others were caught and sent to Russia,



100
in Krumau, Cehoslovacia, sunt cazati la familia Rausch.

Rausch era hornar si a avut un bdiat cdzut pe front. A vrut sa ia numai
adulti. Atunci a intervenit Crucea Rosie si 0 organizatie de tineret care a
luat cei trei copii ai unchiului Franz. Bunica a fost luatd in gazdd de doi
batrani. Tata si cu mama au fost luati de vecinul lui Rausch care stdtea
vis-a-vis. Eu am stat cu sora mea.

Am primit cartele. Pe cartele puteai sd-ti iei zilnic alimente, dar un
singur rénd de haine, o pereche de pantofi sau bocanci, la alegere.
Asta a fost pe carteld. Dacd cartela a fost tdiatd, nu mai primeai nimic.
Cartela o aveai de la primdrie si puteai sa-ti cumperi cu ea de la orice
pravdlie. Cred cd erau doud pdini pe sdptdmdnd de familie.

Tatal lui Fredi, tamplar de meserie, gaseste de munca la un ceh.

Cehul I-a zis lui tata sd preddm toatd cartela la un restaurant si sa
mdncdm de acolo. Am incercat, dar eu nu am fost multumit. Tot eram
flamand. Ciorbd lungd si cam atdt.

Viata isi reia cumva cursul normal. Fredi impreund cu alti copii de svabi
deportati merg la scoald unde preda un profesor pe nume Nikolaus
Brainer din Jimbolia, refugiat si el.

in 24 martie 1945 ins, scoala se inchide iar cladirea devine lazaret
pentru ranitii de razboi. Frontul se apropia din ce in ce mai mult de
Krumau.

In 7 sau in 8 mai s-au auzit tunete. Eu ma tot plimbam de colo-colo ca
sa aduc vesti. Siin piata mare, primarul, un om batran, a facut apel la
populatie:

- Fiti atenti ca dusmanii sunt in apropiere, vreau ca in orasul nostru
Krumau sd nu mai aud un glont. Tot ce aveti alb, cearceaf, orice, sd

puneti la ferestre.

Vicele lui o fost ofiter in armata germand si a fost ranit la ména stanga.

In Krumau, Czechoslovakia, they are being housed with the Rausch
family.

Rausch was a chimney-sweep and had a boy that died on the front. He
only wanted to house adults. Here's where the Red Cross intervened
and a youth organisation took care of uncle Franz's three children.
Grandmother was taken in by an old couple. Mother and father were
taken in by Rausch's neighbor that lived across the street from him. |
stayed with my sister.

We were given ration cards. You could buy food daily, but you could
buy clothing only once — a pair of shoes or boots, your choice. That's
the story with the ration card. If your ration card was cut, you got
nothing. You received it from the town hall and could use it to buy
goods from any store. | think two loaves of bread, per family, per week,
was allowed.

Fredi's father, a carpenter, finds work with a Czech.

The Czech told my father that we should give our ration books to a
restaurant and eat there. We tried, but I was not pleased. | was still
hungry. We got some weak broth and nothing more.

Life slowly comes back to normal. Fredi, together with other deported
Swabian children attend school where a teacher named Nikolaus
Brainer from Jimbolia, also a refugee, is teaching.

On the 24" of March 1945, the school closes and its building is used as
a field hospital for the wounded coming in from the front. The front was
closing in on Krumau.

On the 7" or 8" of May we heard something like thunder. | was walking
from here to there in order to bring news. And in the large square, an
old man, gathers the population and holds a speech:

“Be aware that the enemy is close, and | want that in our town of
Krumau no one fires a shot. Take any white material you have, a sheet,
anything, and hang it at your window.”

The vice-mayor used to be an officer in the German Army and had a
wounded left hand.



Vice-primarul din Krumau scoate pistolul si il impusca pe batranul
primar.

A fost mare scandal intre oameni. Ofiterul a fost luat si nu s-a mai auzit
nimic de el. La inmormdntarea primarului tot orasul a fost in picioare,
toti au mers cu el pdnd la cimitir. Noi, refugiatii, nu l-am cunoscut, dar |-
am respectat pentru cd a vrut pace.

La Krumau, armata americana si cea sovieticd se intalnesc.

Americanii au venit cu 0 masind micd, cu doi ofiteri. Rusii au venit cu
tancuri. S-au intdinit, au discutat. Rusii s-au retras. Am rdmas cu
americanii. Ei, atuncea am trdit.

Americanii jucau Kegel (popice) folosind portocale pe post de mingi.
Copiii alergau sa prindd portocalele care se rostogoleau din spatiul de
joc al soldatilor americani.

Un sofer de culoare care aproviziona cantina militarilor americani
obisnuia sa-si aprindd o tigara, sa tragd cateva fumuri si apoi s-0 arunce

pe jos, unde badietii, Fredi inclusiv, se bateau pe ea.

Cei care aveau peste 18 ani primeau si cartele pentru tigdri. Eu nu am
avut, ¢@ pe atunci aveam 14-15 ani.

in 1946, refugiatii se intorc inapoi in Romania. intdmpina dificultati
deoarece in Ungaria podurile peste Dundre fusesera distruse.

Se foloseau barje pentru trecere.

Sierau niste unguri care ne-au trecut cu un fel de podest unde puteai
sd pui si cdruta. Dar plata cum o fost?

Ei iti faceau inspectia sa vada ce ai la tine si dacd le pldceau lor ceva,
ceas de mand de exemplu:

- Dd incoace, cd altfel nu treci dincolo!

De la noi o luat doud paturi. Noi am avut doud paturi frumoase si
ungurii le-au vazut:
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The vice-mayor of Krumau takes out his gun and shoots the old mayor.

There was a big scandal among the people. The officer was taken
away and nothing was ever heard from him again. At the mayor's
funeral all the town was there, standing, and they all followed the
casket to the cemetery. Us, refugees never knew him, but we respected
him because he wanted peace.

At Krumau, the American and Soviet armies meet.

The Americans arrived in a small car, with two officers. The Russians
had tanks. They met, talked. The Russians withdrew. We were left with
the Americans. Well, that's when we started living.

The Americans bowled using oranges instead of balls. The children ran
to catch the oranges that rolled off the surface of play used by the
American soldiers.

An African-American driver who supplied the American cantina, used to
light a cigarette, take a few drags and then throw it on the ground,

where the boys, including Fredi, would fight for it.

Those over 18 got ration cards for cigarettes. | had none, because | was
barely 15 back then.

In 1946, the refugees return to Romania. They have difficulty passing the
Hungarian border as the bridges over the Danube were destroyed.

Barges were used for the crossing.

And there were these Hungarians that took us to the other side on a
kind of raft where you put the wagon. But how was pay handled?

They inspected your belongings to see if there was something in there
which they liked, like a wrist watch for example:

“Give it here, otherwise you're not crossing!”

From us they took two blankets. We had these beautiful blankets and
the Hungarian saw them:
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- la ridica-te, sus cu tine! i-au spus tatei.

Au luat améndoud paturile si salut. La altii o luat bicicleta, ceasul de
mand, inele. Ai dat, ai trecut, nu ai dat, ai stat. Sora mea a avut un ceas
de mdnd pe care |-a cedat.

Ne-au scos din coloand pe marginea fluviului, ne-au incarcat in carute
si ne-au trecut dincolo. Trei cdrute treceau deodatd, pe platforma
respectivd.

Cand au ajuns inapoi in Lenauheim, casele refugiatilor svabi fusesera
ocupate de colonisti — oameni adusi din toate colturile Romaniei.

Fredi si familia lui s-au trezit fard casa.

Asa cd am tras la o mdtusd. Acolo am fost 19 oameni. Au fost si vecinii
fot la ea, cd ea a rdmas, nu s-a refugiat. Am fost 4 familii in 3 camere.
Eu am dormit in sopron, cu cdruta. Era incd vremea bund.

S-a dus sd vada casa pe care o pardsisera. Acolo trdia un colonist
roman — Gheorghe Palaga. Omul i-ar fi primit cu drag, dar nu mai era
loc. Erau deja 7 intr-o casa cu 3 camere.

Fredi s-a dus sa se plimbe prin sat.

M-am dus la strada principald sd vad noutdtile si am vazut cd au
inceput un fel de dusmanie cu noi. Ne spuneau sa ne intoarcem la
Hitler.

intre tineri au existat si batai. Majoritatea pornite datorita fetelor
nemtoaice pentru care concurau atat tinerii romani, cat si germanii.

Fetele erau cu doud tdisuri — aveau ochi si pentru lon si pentru Hans.

La 19-20 de ani au inceput casdtoriile, intre romani si nemtoaicele de
aici. Se bdteau bdietii pe ele.

La danturi am avut si eu scandal. Ca fata m-a ales pe mine - fata era
nemtoaicd.

“Get up, up!” they told father.

They took the blankets and that was that. From others they took their
bicycle, a wrist watch, rings. If you have something to give them, you
passed. You gave something of value and they let you pass. My sister
had a wrist watch that she gave away.

They just took us out of the column that ran along the river, loaded us
up an ferried us across. Three wagons at a time could be transported in
this manner.

When they reached Lenauheim, the houses of the Swabian refugees
were now occupied by colonists — people brought from all corners of
Romania.

Fredi and his family were now homeless.

So we went to an aunt. We were 19 people in all at her house. The
neighbors were also there because she had decided to stay. There
were 4 families living in three rooms. | slept in the tool-shed, next to the
wagon. The weather was still good.

He went to see the house he had left behind. In it lived a Romanian
colonist — Gheorghe Palagd. The man would have gladly taken them in
but there was no more room left. 7 people living in a 3-room house.

Fredi went walking through the village.

I walked on main street to see what's new, and | saw that a certain type
of rivalry started. They were telling us to go back to Hitler.

There were fights between the youth. Most of them were over German
girls.

Girls had two edges — they had an eye for lon as well as Hans..

At 19 or 20 years of age, the youth started getting married, Romanians
marrying the German girls here. Boys would be fighting over them

I had trouble when we held dances. Because the girl had chosen me,
and she was German.”



in 1947 se infiinteaza OTS — Organizatia Tineretului Satesc.

Tinerii comunisti. A fost unul Lungu care a fost seful nostru, al tineretului
din partea baietilor. Ne-am inscris si noi, ce sa facem?! Ei au inceput sa
Joace fotbalul, am inceput si eu. De aia nu am luat nici o palma de la
ceilalti. Ca ne-am imprietenit.

Se apucd serios de sport. Ajunge sd joace handbal la Timisoara pentru
Banatul, si apoi pentru TehnoMetal.

La TehnoMetal a fost un inginer stagiar Bagiu. Facea actiuni cu
Bdragan. Mi-a zis ¢G nu poate sa-mi zicd prea multe, dar cd trebuie s
plec acasd. Sa aflu ce se intdmpld cu pdrintii mei.

Ma duc la gard — in gard nu erau decdt trenuri pentru animale. Ajung in
Lenauheim - in gard era plin de familii cu animale, cu copii pldngénd,
cu batrani. Erau deja dati afard din sat.

Fiecare familie care trebuia deportatd avea cdte un soldat in fata casei.

O matusd de-a mea era si ea afard.

Eu nu am stiut pe unde sd o fau. Prin dos sau pe strada principald, pe la
primdrie.

Am mers pe strada principald si l-am vazut pe primarul nostru ¢@ semna

ceva.

Am vorbit cu el si a schimbat soldatul din fata casei mele la altd casd.
Asa a scapat familia mea de deportare. Numai mdtusa a plecat si a stat
vreo 5 ani in Bdrdgan.

Face armata la Anina. Sta trei luni in mina.

La 23 august vine locotenentul si spune cd le trebuie bdieti cu care s
facd echipd de fotbal pentru Resita. Am adunat o echipd de unde am
putut si am mers la Resita. Echipa era condusd de un sublocotenent. I-
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In 1947 he joins the OVY — the Organization for Village Youth.

The young communists. There was one called Lungu who was our boss,
of youth, running the boy chapter. We signed up, what could we do?
They hosted football matches for enjoyment and | started playing as
well. And that's why nobody beat me, because we became friends.

He takes up sports with a passion. He ends up playing handball for
Banatul in Timisoara, and then for TehnoMetal.

In TehnoMetal there was this engineer acting as an intern named
Bagiu. He was part of a Bardgan commission. He told me that he
cannot divulge much, but that | have to go back home. Find out what
had happened to my parents.

So 1 go to the train station — in the station, a lot of train cars used for
cattle. I arrive in Lenauheim — in the train station it was full of families
with animals, crying children and old people. They were being kicked
out of the village.

Each family that was to be deported had a soldier stationed in front of
their house.

One of my aunts was outside.

[ didn't know how to enter. Using the back way or the main street, close
to the Mayor's Office.

I walked along the main street and | saw the mayor signing some
papers.

| talked to him and the mayor decided that the soldier should move in
front of the neighboring house. That's how my family escaped
deportation. It was only my aunt who got deported and spent 5 years in
the Baragan.

He is drafted into the army and is doing his tour in the town of Anina. He
spends three months in the mine.

On the 23rd of August a lieutenant shows up and tells me he needs
boys for a football team for a tournament in Resita. So we put together
a team and headed towards Resita. The team was led by a second
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am batut pe cei de la Timisoara, pe cei din Oravita siincd o echipd. La
3 dupd-masa ne-au dat sG mdncdm si sa bem cdte o sticld de bere.
Apoi vine un ofiter din Resita si ma inchide in biroul lui. Vine si unul din
Timisoara. Cel din Anina nu pleacd inapoi fard mine. Crede ca sunt
dezertor. Pand la urmd pleacd cel din Anina.

Hainele si valiza lui Fredi raman in Anina. Ofiterul din Resita ii promite ca
va trimite pe cineva din Lenauheim panad la Anina ca sa recupereze
efectele lasate de Frediin cazarma.

Militarii din Anina se razbuna pe trimisul ofiterului din Resita. Mesagerul
este tuns si tinut 3 zile in arest. Apoi este trimis in Resita cu valiza i
hainele lui Fredi.

Asa am ajuns sd joc cu echipa din Resita. Am fost la Brasov, Constanta,
Bucuresti. 40 de zile am fost plecat cu sportul. Asta in 1951-1954.

in 1954 apare primul televizor in sat.

Am fost la un vecin si in curtea lui erau peste 50 de barbati care se
uitau la televizorul din fereastrd.

Totin 1954 se casatoreste si vrea sa intre in partidul comunist. Trebuie
sa isi scrie auto-biografia.

Si.am scris tot - ¢ am avut un unchi in armata romana si unul in armata
germand, cd tata a avut birt. Cel de la Jimbolia cand a citit, a zis cd
sunt pui de chiabur si mi-a respins cererea.

| se ndscuse un baiat — Helmut — si Fredi avea nevoie de un loc de
munca.

Colectivul era infiintat. Fiind de meserie dulgher, proaspat intors din
armatd, m-am dus la tovardsul presedinte al colectivului din

Lenauheim, si pentru cd se construia mult, i-am zis ¢d vreau Sa lucrez
pe santier. £l mad stia de la fotbal. Dupd un timp a vazut cd sunt priceput
sim-a pus seful echipei de constructie.

lieutenant. We beat a team from Timisoara, one from Oravita and
another team. At 3 PM they gave us lunch and a bottle of beer.

Then along comes an officer from Resita and he locks me in his office.
One from Timisoara come too. The one from Anina won't leave without
me. He thinks | deserted. Finally the officer from Anina leaves.

Fredi's clothes and luggage are still in Anina. The officer from Resita
promises he will send someone from Lenauheim to Anina to get back
Fredi's belongings from the barracks.

The soldiers from Anina take their revenge on the messenger sent by
the officer in Resita. He has his hair cut and is held in the stockade for 3
days. Then he is sent back to Resita with Fredi's belongings.

And that's how I ended up playing football for the team in Resita. | went
to Brasov, Constanta, Bucharest. 40 days on the road doing sports. This
happened from 1957 to 1954.

In 1954, the first television set arrives in Lenauheim.

I went to see a neighbor, and there in his yard there had gathered over
50 men watching the TV set that had been put in the window.

Also in 1954 he gets married and wants to join the Communist Party. He
therefore has to write his autobiography.

And | wrote everything down — that | had an uncle in the Romanian
Army and one in the German Army, that my father once owned a village
tavern. The party activist from Jimbolia, upon reading, told me I was
nothing more than a kulak pup and rejected my application.

A son was born to him — Helmut — and Fredi needed a job.

The collective farm was running. Being by trade a carpenter, and
freshly returned from the army, | went to see the comrade president of
the collective farm in Lenauheim, and because there was a lot of
construction going on, I told him | want to work on a construction site.
He knew me from playing football. After a while he saw | was good at
my job and he put me in charge of a construction crew.



In 1958 am fost vice-presedinte la colectiv. Atunci m-am dus la Jimbolia
cu auto-biografia mea si imi pune ala de acolo o singurd intrebare.

Sima intreaba: ,Ce convingere ai?”

l-am zis ¢d vreau s@ lucrez. Si mi-a dat carnetul. Ca aveau nevoie de
cat mai multi oameni in partid. Mai ales din alte natii. Principalul era
taxa lunara. Sedinte, ioc.

Munca la colectiv nu e usoard, mai ales cand unele decizii sunt luate
fara a tine cont de logica.

Noi am avut vreo 3 ani pasune de la CAP pe Semenic. Pentru tineretul
bovin. O prostie! Duci tu animale sdndtoase de acasd sus pe Semenic 3
zile cu trenul?! In Timisoara stateau ore intregi.

Animalele voiau apd. Oamenii veneau cu gdleti sd le dea apd.

Cand se deschidea usa trenului, animalele sdreau, unele isi rupeau
picioarele. Apoi urca muntele cu ele! larba e tare pe Semenic. Dacd nu
duceam saptdmdnal camioane cu nuiald, acolo ramdneat.

La noi in sat, U. asta, seful colectivului, nu stia sa spund ,nu”. Chiar
dacd propunerea venita din partea partidului era o prostie.

El' nu avea nicio pregdtire, nicio scoald.

Afla cd munca lui este remunerata cu 3000 de lei. Inginerul-sef
Niculescu, colegul lui, primea aceeasi suma. La fel ca medicul veterinar.
Singura persoand care primea 5000 de lei era pontatoarea de la
primarie.

Refuza sa semneze statele de plata in semn de protest. Situatia dureaza
mai multe zile pana cand primarul in functie isi termind mandatul, iar
activistul de partid il propune pe Fredi primar in Lenauheim.
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In 1958 | became the vice-president of the collective farm. That's when |
went to Jimbolia with my autobiography again and the guy there asks
me a question.

He asks.: "What are your beliefs?”

I told him I want to work. And so he gave me the party membership
book. They needed as many people as they could get into the party.
Especially from other nationalities. What mattered was the monthly tax.
They held no meetings.

Work on the collective farm is not easy, especially when certain
decisions are taken without considering logic.

We had some pasture land from the CAP on the Semenic mountain. It
was for young cattle. A totally stupid idea! Taking healthy animals,
loading them on a train to take them to Semenic on a three day trip?!
We waited in Timisoara for ages.

The animals were thirsty. People came bearing buckets of water.

When the door of the train car would open, the animals jumped, some
of them breaking their legs. And then we were supposed to take them
up a mountain! The grass on the Semenic was thought to chew. We had
to bring in trucks with straw or all the animals would have died there on
the mountain.

In our village, this U. personage, the head of the collective farm, didn't
know how to say "no”. Even if the proposal that came from the party
was totally moroni.

He had no training, no schooling.

Fredi finds out that this undertaking is paying 3000 lei. Chief-engineer
Niculescu, his colleague, is being paid the same amount. The same
went for the vet. The only person earning 5000 lei is the check-in clerf
from the town hall.

He refuses to sign the payment slips in protest. The situation drags on
for several days until the acting mayor finishes his mandate and the
party activist would like for Fredi to be the mayor of Lenauheim.
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In 17 noiembrie 1969, m-a chemat in biroul lui si mi-a zis cd stie de
cearta cu animalele si cG-mi da timp 2 zile sG ma gandesc dacd vreau
sd fiu primar. Dupd 2 zile ma asteptau la primdrie cdtiva activisti din
Timisoara. Eu le-am zis cd sunt pentru Lenauheim, cd aici m-am ndscut
si aici vreau sd fiu intre oameni, fard sG am necazuri, fard sG ma cert.
Panad la urmd am spus ,da”.

Este primar din 1969 pana in 1980 in Lenauheim.

Copiii lui doresc sd emigreze in Germania dar, datorita faptului ca este
primar, cerererile de emigrare sunt constant respinse.

Pana la urma, copii reusesc sa emigreze. Li se aldturd si Fredi in 1990.

Am fost in Landshut, Bavaria, aproape de Miinchen. Am avut pensie
mare si atunci am decis sG-mi cumpdr o casd. Am luat 100.000 mdrci
de la stat, am pldtit ratd lunard de 1500, dar la urma urmei eu nu m-am
simtit bine. Am mai lucrat si cGt am avut pensie.

Am fost la unul care intretinea parcurile in oras. Baiat bun. Rudy il
chema. El md tot intreba de Banat. Il interesa mult.

Siodata imi aduce inca un batran care, imi zice ,tigane din Romania,
care ai venit incoace sa ne iei munca si péinea”. In mintea mea mi-am
zis: ,dacd tu md faci tigan, eu nu o sd md exprim asa”.

Dar zic:
- Tu stii unde a izvordt Dundrea?

Ala se uitd la mine. Zice:
- Nu.

Atunci ii zic:
- Eu am invatat la scoald in Romdnia, si tu esti neamt si nu stii? Nu ti-e
rusine?!

Dar m-o lovit cdnd a zis , tigane din Romdnia”. Si asta ma doare si azi.
Desconsiderat. Tu esti o cdrpd acolo, in Germania.

On the 17 of November 1969, | was summoned into his office and told
that he was aware of the fight regarding the animals and that I have 2
days to think about becoming mayor or not. Two days later they were
waiting for me at the town hall together with some activists from
Timisoara. | told them | am all for Lenauheim, because it is the place
where | was born and that | want to be among the people, without
causing trouble of arguments. Finally | agreed.

He becomes mayor from 1969 to 1980 in Lenauheim.

His children have a desire to emigrate to Germany, but, because he is
mayor, their emigration application are constantly being denied.

Finally his kids manage to emigrate. Fredi joins them in 1990.

I'was in Landshut, Bavaria, close to Munich. I had a big pension and |
decided to buy a house. | took out a state loan of 100,000 Marks and
paid a monthly mortgage of 1500, but in the end | didn't feel good
there. | kept on working while being retired.

I worked for someone who dealt with maintaining the local parks in
town. The man's name was Rudy. He kept asking about the Banat. He
seemed interested.

And one day he brings an old man with him and he tells me "Romanian
gipsy, you came here to take our work and bread”. In my mind | said: "if
you are calling me a gipsy, | will chose no to address you in the same
manner”.

| just say:
Do you know where the Danube starts flowing from?”

And that one looks at me. He replies:
"No.”

And then | tell him:
“I learned that in school in Romania and you are German and do not
know? Aren't you ashamed of yourself?!”

But he hurt me when he called me a "Romanian gypsy.” It still hurts
today. Disconsidered. In Germany you are no more than a rag.
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REPREZENTANTA IMPERIULUI AUSTRO-UNGAR /
A REPRESENTATIVE OF THE AUSTRO-HUNGARIAN EMPIRE

Ana-Maria Ursu

Tatal ef a fost ardelean — jumdtate ungur, jumatate neamt. Mama
romancd. Se considera reprezentanta imperiului Austro-Ungar.

Lavenica Pestesan s-a nascut in Comlosu Mare in anul 1957. Numele ei
de fatd a fost Spieler.

Bunica ei s-a nascut in Rusko Selo in 1907. Bunicul ei s-a nascut in 1899
in ceea ce pe atunci se numea Hotarul Kikindei. Ambii s-au ndscut pe
ceea ce acum este teritoriul national al Serbiei.

Imi povestea bunicd-mea, Mama Katica asa: ea a fost o frumusete
blondd cu pdrul cret. Bunicul meu, Tata lon, a fost un brunet cu nas
roman. Doi frumosi.

Bunicii mele i facuse curte un grdnicer sarb. Dar cum nu existd cal
verde si sarb cuminte, pdrintii ef i-au spus cd nu le trebe sarbi in vitd.

Tata lon era cu 8 ani mai mare decdt ea si i-a luat mintile. S-a hotardt
cd avea sd o fure.

Sarbul, care era gelos, urmdrise toate miscdrile lui Tata lon, ca granicer
fiind nu prea avea ocupatie. Siii prinde sdrbul plecand din casa, fugind
cu zestrea. Asta se intdmpla in Rusko Selo, mai jos de Nakovo.

Sipac! La jesirea din casd, vrea sdrbul sd ia zestrea. I-a luat cu el, i-a
plimbat din post in post. Mai mult ca sa-si batd joc de ei si sa-i sperie.

Au dormit vreo trei nopti in puscdrie, dar dup-aia s-a plictisit sarbul de
el

Her father was from the Ardeal — half Hungarian, half German. Her

mother was Romanian. She considers herself to be the representative
of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

Lavenica Pestesan was born in Comlosu Mare in the year 1957. Her
maiden name was Spieler.

Her grandmother was born in Rusko Selo in 1907. The grandfather was
born in 1899 in what was then the Boundary of Kikinda. Both born in
what is now the national territory of Serbia.

My grandmother used to tell me, Mother Katica she was called: she was
a blond beauty with curly hair. My grandfather, Father lon was dark
haired with a Roman nose. Two beautiful people.

My grandmother had been courted by a Serbian border guard. But
there isn't such a thing as a green horse and a well-behaved Serb, her
parents told her they didn't need any Serbians in the bloodline.

Father lon was 8 years older than she was and he totally bewitched
her. They decided they would elope.

The Serbian was jealous and had been watching Father lon, because
as a border guard there was not much to do. And the Serbian catches
them as they're leaving with the dowry. This was happening in Rusko

Selo, a little way below Nakovo.

And bam! Upon leaving the house, the Serbian wants to confiscate the
dowry. They took them with him, walked around from guard post to
guard post. More to humiliate them than anything else.

They spent three nights in prison, but then the Serbian got bored with
them.
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Au trecut Bega Veche peste un pom cdzut. Asa a adus-o Tata lon pe
Mama Katica in Comlosu Mare. Si cdnd a vazut Mama Katica in ce casd
de chirpici a adus-o Tata lon, a vrut sa fugd inapoi.

Familia este saraca.

Nimeni nu o avut stare dintre ai meij, tot ce s-o fdcut, s-o fdcut prin
mdini, prin muncd proprie.

Bunicii ei ridica impreuna casa.

O casd fantastic de frumoasa, spun cei care au vazut-o atunci. Era
afard din sat, era pe ultima stradd, numitd lenie, aflatd pe drumul care
ducea spre holdd. Dincolo de drum era casa lor.

Dupa Primul Razboi Mondial multi comloseni aleg sa emigreze in Statele
Unite. Bunicii Lavenicai raman in Comlosu Mare.

Nu stiu care o fost poezia cu exodul. V@ spun ¢d ai mei bunici, sGraci si
supusi s isi facd casa, nu or mai avut ei timp sa se intereseze.

Dar probabil ca asa o fi fost - in general cand pleacd lumea dintr-o
parte in alta isi zice:

,Ma duc acolo, cd acolo este cutare.”

Simulti dintre plecatii in America au fost chiar bine vazuti - oameni
seriosi, s-au dus sG munceascd, s-au dus sa se supund, aldturi de
polonezi, de cehi, de cam toatd partea asta de Europd de dupd Primul
Razboi, oameni din Imperiu, cam toti or plecat, dar cu gandul sa vind iar
acasd, sa isi cumpere pdmant.

Foarte putini au rdmas acolo. Mergeau sd facd bani, trimiteau banii
acasd in Comlosu unde altii le cumpdrau pdmant. Apoi se intorceau
pentru pdmdant.

Asta o fost! Ca pamdantul de la Comlos este printre cele mai bune.

Si-au cumpdrat padmantul, a venit al Doilea Razboi.

S-a terminat si cu pamantul.

They crossed the Bega Veche over a fallen tree trunk. That's how
Father lon brough Mother Katica to Comlosu Mare. And when Mother
Katica saw the thatched house Father lon had brought her to, she
wanted to go back home.

The family was poor.

Our family had no money, everything they did, they did through hard
work.

Her grandparents build a house together.

A beautiful house, the ones who saw it told me. It was outside the
village, on the last street, called lenie, on the road that headed towards
the fields. Across the road was where the house was.

After the First World War a lot of inhabitants from Comlos emigrated to
the United States. Lavenica’s gransdparents stay in Comlosu Mare.

I don’t know what the story of the exodus was. But | can tell you that my
grandparents, who had to build their house, didn’t have time to think
about it much.

That’s probably how it went — when people leave from one place to
another they tell themselves:

“I'm going there because you can find this and that.”

And a lot of those who left for America were well seen — serious
people, went to find work, went to submit, together with the Poles, the
Czechs and most of this part of Europe after the First War, people from
the Empire, they all left, but with the thought of returning and buying
land.

Few settled there. They went there to make money, they sent the
money back to Comlosu where other bought land for them. Then they
came back for the land.

That’s how it was! The earth in Comlos was one of the best.

They bought the land and then came the Second War.

And that's where the story with the land stopped.



Amintirile din Al Doilea Razboi Mondial le are de la mama ei:

Se auzeau bombardamente. Si bunicul a sGpat un sant Iangd casd
unde s-au ascuns mama si bunica.

Despre deportarile in Bardgan stie de la femei bdtrane din sat.

Nemti au deportat. Si foarte multi roméni. Mai ales cei care au fost in
America. Imi povestea o bétrénd cd totul se intémpla noaptea. Ii
asteptau vagoanele la gard. Felicia, verisoard-mea, s-a ndscut in
Baragan.

T§i aminteste cum ardta odata satul, dupad ce se incheie perioada de
deportdri in Bardgan:
Nemtii aveau partea lor de sat. Prin centru. Si partea unde e scoala.

La scoala, pand in clasa a IV-a, erau doua sectii — cea germand si ce
romana.

In a cincea veneau cu noi si trebuia sa-i invétam roméneste. Le era
foarte greu sd invete. De fapt, mai mult au invatat romanii de la nemti.
Ordinea, punctualitatea, munca, asta au luat romanii de la nemi. Asa a
inflorit Comlosu, de fapt. Pe baza exemplului de la nemti.

La sfarsitului anilor 70, guvernul Romaniei permite populatiei de etnie
germana sa pardseasca tara. Comlosul Mare incepe sa-si piarda nemtii.

Ei si-au platit foarte scump plecdrile. Acolo nu au gdsit ce au sperat. Nu
stiu cum au putut sa se gdndeasca ca-i asteaptd nemtii cu flori. Ca-s
de-ai lor. l-or facut si romani prosti, si tigani, si in toate felurile.

Deci umiliti. Nu a fost usor nici pentru ei.
Sotul ei devine locotenent la graniceri pe vremea regimului Ceausescu.

m

Memories from the Second World War were passed onto her by her
mother:

Bombing could be heard. And grandfather dug a ditch by the house
where my mother and grandmother hid.

She knows about the deportations in the Bardgan from the old women
in the village.

The Germans were deported. And a lot of Romanians too. Especially
those that went to America. An old lady told me it happened at night.
The freight cars were waiting for them at the station. Felicia, my cousin,
was born in the Bardgan.

She remembers how the village once looked like, after the period of
deportation in the Bardgan finished:

The Germans had their side of the village. Around the centre. And
where the school is.

In school, until the 4™ grade, there were two sections — the German and
the Romanian one.

In the fifth grade the Germans joined us and we taught them Romanian.
It was difficult for them to learn. Actually it was the Romanians that
learned more from the Germans. That's how Comlosu blossomed
actually. By taking example from the Germans.

At the end of the 70's, the Romanian government allows the ethnic
German population to leave the country. Comlosu Mare starts losing its
Germans.

They paid a lot of money for leaving. But when they got there they
didn't find what they expected they would. | don't know how they could
imagine that the Germans there would be welcoming them with
flowers. Because they're like them. They called them stupid Romanians
or Gypsies, and the like.

So they were humiliated. It wasn't easy for them.
Her husband becomes a lieutenant in the border police during the
Ceausescu regime.
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Pe vremea aia era micul trafic clasic cu pasaport. Mergeam si noi la
sdrbi si e la noi. Acolo erau preturile mai mici si mai ales acolo gaseai
orice. Orice.

Eu mergeam cu bicicleta la Nakovo si mancam inghetatd. Romanii
cumpdrau alimente, materiale textile. Am avut noroc c@ de la noi pdnd
in vest era doar un pas. Nu se imbogateau oamenii din micul trafic. Mai
faceau si ei un ban in plus.

Mai erau si unii care incercau sa fugd peste granitd. Erau prinsi si
bdgati la puscdrie.

Au fost si oameni care au reusit. Un om din Lunga a luat-o prin cucuruz
strigéndu-si cdinele si, cand a vazut ca a trecut dincolo, a fugit.

Cum s-a trait revolutia in Comlos?

La televizor. O mica demonstratie in strada. Noi chiar am asteptat sa
vedem ce va fi. Dar nu vreau sd vorbesc despre asta. Doar ¢d au
inceput sa plece oameni de aici. Peste tot. La Lunga s-a inchis vama si
se trecea doar pe la Jimbolia.

Comlosu Mare a trdit Revolutia din 1989 la televizor.

Embargoul era la mica intelegere cu vamesul.

Se cara combustibil si in buzunare. Unii au reusit sa strangd niste bani,
altii mai putin. Pe 1dngd frica cd nu iti plateste sdrbul benzina. S-au
intamplat si din astea.

Fiul ei e in Austria, cainele in Germania, dar ea prefera sa ramand in
Comlosu.

Spune cd la Comlosu Mare s-a trait tot timpul bine.

Back then there was the classic border traffic with a passport. We
visited the Serbs and they did the same. Their prices were lower and
you could find anything. Anything!

I rode my bicycle to Nakovo to eat ice-cream. Romanians bought food,
textiles. We were lucky the West was only a stone's throw away. People
didn't get rich off the smuggling. But they earned a little extra.

There were also those who wanted to run over the border. They were
caught and thrown into jail.

There were also those who made it. A man from Lunga just went
through the cornfield calling after his dog and when he got to the other
side he started running.

How was the Revolution experienced in Comlos?

On TV. A small protest on the street. We really waited to see what
would happen. But | don't want to really talk about it. It's just that
people started leaving. The border in Lunga closed and you could only
pass through Jimbolia.

Comlosu Mare experienced the Revolution of 1989 on TV.

The Embargo happened by coming to an agreement with the border
guard.

They carried fuel even in their pockets. Some managed to make
money, others less so. Without counting the fear that the Serb would

not pay for the fuel. It happened.

Her son lives in Austria, her dog is in Germany, but she prefers staying
in Comlosu.

She says Comlosu Mare was a place where one always lived well.
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GUSTUL BARAGANULUI /
TASTING THE BARAGAN

Toate lucrurile pe care nu le poate uita un copil
deportat

de Vlad Odobescu
Fotografii si documente din arhiva Petronelei Tdmas

Cand isi aminteste drumul spre Bardgan, Petronela Tamas (72 de ani)
simte uneori gust de cirese putrede. In noaptea in care soldatii au batut
in usa casei lor din Dudestii Vechi si i-au grabit spre vagoanele de marfa
care asteptau in gara, fard sd le zica unde-i duc, bunicul ei a luat - pe
langa ceva mobild si-o prelatd - un cos cu cirese. Era vremea cireselor i
familia Ronkov®® culesese o gramada pentru compot.

Era foarte cald in vagon, trenul mai oprea prin gadri, lumea striga ,Dati-
ne apd, ca nu mai putem”, si o parte dintre soldati se induplecau si-i
lasau sa coboare dupa apa. insa soldatul care-i pazea pe ei era fricos Si
nu-i Iasa nici in ruptul capului. Petronela avea patru ani, plangea intruna,
iar ai ei incercau s-o linisteasca: , Taci, nu mai plange, du-te si manancd
niste cirese”. Dar drumul nu se mai incheia, iar ciresele se stricasera si
ea trebuia sa tot manance cirese ca sa n-o doboare setea. ,Si-acum
vreo doi ani fi spuneam sotului: «Simt gustul de cirese putrede ca atunci
cand ne-a dus in Bardagan. Nu mai pot»”.

Actiunea de deportare in Baragan din iunie 1951 a vizat zona granitei cu
lugoslavia, acolo unde Gheorghe Gheorghiu-Dej se temea cad liderul de
la Belgrad, losip Broz Tito, ar putea isca framantari politice. Erau vizati
cetatenii straini, refugiatii din Basarabia, fostii functionari si militarii scosi
din sistem, fostii chiaburi si fostii detinuti politici. I total, peste 40.000
de oameni au devenit victime ale operatiunii.

% NOTA: In unele documente numele e scris ,Roncov”.
NOTE: In some documents the name is written down as ,Roncov”.
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All the things a deported child cannot forget

by Vlad Odobescu
Photographs and documents from the archive of Petronela Tdmas

When remembering the voyage into the Baragan, Petronela Tamas (72)
feels the taste of rotten cherries. In the night the soldiers knocked on
their door in Dudestii Vechi and hurried them to get on the train cars
meant for transporting cattle that were waiting for them in the train
station, without telling them where they are being taken, her
grandfather took — along with furniture and a tarp — a basket of
cherries. It was cherry season and the Ronkov® family had picked a lot
of them in order to make compote.

It was hot in the cattle box, the train stopped in certain stations, the
people yelled "Give us water, we can’t take it anymore”, and part of the
soldiers took mercy and let them get out to look for water. But the
soldier guarding them was scared and wouldn’t let them exit. Petronela
was four, always crying and her parents were trying to calm her down:
"Shush, stop crying, go eat cherries.” But the voyage seemed unending
and the cherries had gone rotten and she had to eat cherries in order to
keep the thirst at bay. "Two years ago | told my husband: <<I feel the
taste of rotten cherries in my mouth, like the time they took us into the
Bdaragan. | can’t stand it anymore.>>"

The deportation into the Baragan in June 1951 targeted the border area
with Yugoslavia, where Gheorghe Gheorghiu-Dej feared that the leader
in Belgrade, losib Broz Tito, could foment political dissent. The
individuals targeted included foreign citizens, refugees from Bessarabia,
former clerks and military personnel that had been purged, former big
landowners and former political prisoners. In total, over 40,000 people
fell victim to the operation.
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Petronela Tamas scotoceste printre hartii si fotografii vechi si gaseste
hotararea care a dus la deportarea familiei sale si citeste din ea: ,Pentru
asigurarea securitatii zonei de frontierd cu lugoslavia, se disloca pe o
lungime de 25 km unele categorii de elemente periculoase sau care pot
deveni periculoase.” De la Bucuresti a venit o hartie cu numarul de
familii ce trebuiau deportate din Dudestii Vechi, o veche comunitate
bulgdreasca din Banat, insa secretarul local de partid si primarul au
facut lista celor ce urmau sa plece. in intocmirea ei n-a contat doar
numarul hectarelor detinute de fiecare, etnia ori statutul politic, ci si
dusmaniile locale.

Bunicii si parintii Petronelei erau ,elemente periculoase” pentru ca
aveau 37 de hectare de pamant si pentru ca bunicul fusese membru al
Partidului National Liberal - aripa Bratianu. Au fost insa primii pe lista
pentru Bardgan pentru cd secretarul local de partid voia sd se razbune
pe mama Petronelei, Ana Ronkov, dupa o intamplare in care femeia il
facuse de ras. Cu o luna inaintea deportarii, mai-marele comunist venise
cu jandarmii sa-l caute pe fratele ei si a vrut sa spargd usa. Ana, care
era insdrcinatd in opt luni, a incercat sa-i opreasca, iar la un moment dat
I-a impins pe secretar pe scadri si l-a batut. Dupd aceea l-au ridicat pe
sotul ei, Gheorghe Ronkov, l-au bagat intr-o pivnita cu nisip umed pe jos
sil-au calcat in picioare. ,Si cand au facut listele pentru deportare in
Bardgan, secretarul de partid a zis cd «in rest, puteti sa schimbati daca
vreti, dar pe locul | tot ei raman»”.

Hokok

in duminica dinaintea plecarii, tobosarul satului a venit in fata bisericii, a
batut toba si a anuntat ca ,in urmdtoarele cinci zile nimeni n-are voie sa
iasa pe cAmp, pentru ca armata o sa faca trageri”. In timpul &sta, in gara
trageau vagoane de marfd si nimeni nu stia ce-i cu ele. Dupa aia, in
noaptea dintre 17 si 18 iunie, soldatii au inceput sa batd pe la porti. 87
de familii trebuiau urcate in trenuri.

Din noaptea plecarii, Petronela Tamas tine minte doar niste bubuituri si
cuvintele celor mari: ,Hai, draga, scoala-te!”. Nu intelegea ce se
intampla, dar i vedea pe-ai ei plangand. Au incdrcat tot ce-au crezut ca
poate sa le fie de folos. Aveau o mobild noua si frumoasa, din nuc.

Petronela Tamas is rummaging through papers and old photos, finding
the paper that brought with it the deportation of her family and starts
reading:”In order to ensure the security of the border area with
Yugoslavia, some categories of dangerous or potentially dangerous
elements shall be displaced on a stretch of 25 km.” A paper had arrived
from Bucharest having on it the number of families to be deported from
Dudestii Vechi, an ancient Bulgarian community in the Banat, but the
local party secretary and the mayor were the ones writing up the lists of
names. In writing the list, not only the number of hectares owned,
ethnicity or political status mattered, but also local rivalries.

Petronela’s parents and grandparents were deemed "dangerous
elements” because they owned 37 hectares of land and because her
grandfather had been a member of the National Liberal Party — the
Bratianu wing. They were first on the list because the local party
secretary wanted to take revenge on Petronela’s mother, Ana Ronkov,
after an incident where the woman had made him lose face in public. A
month before deportation, the Communist grandee had come with
gendarmes looking for Ana’s brother, wanting to kick the door in. Ana, 8
months pregnant at the time, tried to stop them, shoving the secretary
down the stairs and beating him. They then arrested her husband,
Gheorghe Ronkov, putting him in a basement with wet sand on the floor
and beating him to a pulp. "And when they made the lists for the
Bdaragan, the party secretary said <<you can change the rest of the
names, but they stay on the 1%t position on this list.>>”

Hokok

On the Sunday of departure, the village drummer came in front of the
church, beat on the drum and announced that "in the coming five days,
no one shall work the field, because the Army is holding live fire drills.”
Meanwhile, train cars used for hauling goods were being pulled into the
train station without no one knowing why. Following this episode, on
the night between the 17 and the 18" of June, soldiers knocking on
doors. 87 families were to be loaded onto trains.

From the night of departure, Petronela Tamas remembers some knocks
and adults talking: "Come on dear, get up!” She didn’t understand what
was going on, but she could see her parents crying. They loaded
everything they thought they would need. They had new and beautiful



Bunicul, ,,un om cu picioarele pe pamant”, a zis sd ia masa cu ei, iar
bunica si mama au sdrit cu gura pe el: ,,Cum sd iei masa asta
frumoasa?”. El le-a zis: ,Mdi, voi sunteti proaste? Cine stie unde ne duce
si ce facem? Trebuie sa avem o masa, sa stam undeva”. Au luat masa si
a fost tot ce-a rdmas din mobila aceea, pentru ca restul a disparut din
casa imediat dupa plecarea lor®”. Curand dupa plecarea lor, casa si
batatura s-a golit, au dispdrut gastele, gdinile, porcii si tot ce mai aveau.
Un vecin, prieten de-al tatdlui, a reusit sa le pdstreze un candelabru din
camera din mijloc pe care hotii nu reusisera sa-l dezlege din tavan. ,Pe
asta am tinut-o la mine si numai asta ti-am putut salva”.

Drumul spre Bardgan a tinut trei zile. La un moment dat, au deschis usa
vagonului ca sa se mai racoreascd, trenul s-a oprit, iar unul dintre cai s-a
speriat si a sarit din tren. Bunicul a sarit dupa cal, dintr-un soi de reflex,
si trenul a pornit. La prima statie tatdl Petronelei a cerut celor ce-i
pdzeau sa mearga inapoi pe calea ferata ca sa-l gdseascd. Bunica,
mama fnsarcinata in opt luni, 0 mdtusd in varsta de 16 ani si o fetitd de
patru ani au rdmas sa continue singure drumul. Cand au ajuns la Fetesti,
toatd lumea a inceput sa-si coboare lucrurile si animalele din tren. Pana
sa coboare ele tot, au ramas ultimele. Cand au ajuns la locul pentru
deportati, in asezarea care avea sa fie numita Valea Viilor, au gasit niste
loturi insemnate cu cate patru tarusi infipti in pamant. Mai era unul
singur liber, inspre margine, acolo aveau sa-si incropeasca addpostul.
La ceva timp dupd, au ajuns si tatal cu bunicul.

Au ridicat un fel de cort din prelata luata de bunicul din Dudesti. ,Siam
stat acolo. Dar altii n-au avut nici atat. Altii, cand au venit ploile, si-au
bagat copiii in dulap. N-aveai unde.” Mai adusesera o plita: au fixat-o
intr-un damb, au facut focul cu ciulini din aceia care se rostogoleau
peste tot si cu radacini de porumb si acolo faceau de mancare. Le Idsau
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furniture, made of walnut. Her grandfather, "the practical type”, told
them to bring the table along and her mother and grandmother ganged
up on him: "What do you mean take this beautiful table with us?” He
told them: "Are you both daft? Who knows where they are taking us and
what we’ll do there? We need a table to sit on.” They took the table and
that was what remained of the furniture because all the rest
disappeared as soon as they left the house.” Soon after their departure,
the house and yard was emptied, the geese, pigs and everything else
evaporating. A neighbor, his father’s friend, managed to keep a
chandelier from the middle room that the thieves couldn’t detach from
the ceiling. "I kept this and that’s the only thing | could save.”

The road towards the Bardgan lasted for three days. All of a sudden, the
door of the cattle box opened to let in cool air and the train stopped
and one of the horses got scared and jumped off the train. The
grandfather jumped out after the horse out of reflex and the train
started again. At the first train station stop, Petronela’s father asked the
ones guarding them to let him go back along the train track to find him.
The grandmother, the pregnant mother, a 16 year old aunt and a 4 year
old girl stayed behind, continuing the journey on their own. Until they
got off, they were the last to arrive. When they arrived to the place
designated for the deportees, the settlement which was to be called
Valea Viilor, they found land plots marked with 4 stakes in the earth.
There was only one plot left, close to the edge, where they would start
building their shelter. Some time afterwards, the father and grandfather
returned.

They erected a sort of tent with the tarp taken by the grandfather from
Dudesti. "And we stayed there. Others had less than that. The others,
when the rains came, stuck their kids in the closet. There was nowhere
else.” They had also brought along a cooktop: they fixed on top a
mound, fired those kind of thistles that were rolling around everywhere
together with corn roots underneath, and that’s how they cooked their

%7 La mult timp dupa aceea, tatal lor, Gheorghe Ronkov, avea sa afle din intdmplare unde a ajuns mobila de nuc. Dupa ce s-au intors in Dudestii Vechi a lucrat o vreme ca dascal si
mergea cu preotul de Boboteaza ca sa sfinteascd casele bulgarilor. Intr-o zi a venit acasd si a spus ¢d a vazut mobila lor, dar n-a vrut nici in ruptul capului sa zica la cine. ,l-a zis mamei:
«Noi nu putem intoarce nimic inapoi, las-o acolo unde e. Nu-ti spun». Ca mama precis s-ar fi dus sa faca scandal. Nu i-a spus nimic si a murit i ea tot il mai intreba: «Dar spune-mila

cine-i mobila?». «Nu-ti spun»”.

LA long time afterwards, their father, Gheorghe Ronkov, would randomly find out where his walnut furniture ended up. After returning to Dudestii Vechi, he worked for a while as a
cantor and accompanied the priest for Epiphany to anoint Bulgarian houses. One day he came home and said he had seen the furniture, but wouldn’t say who owned it now. "He told
mother: <<We can’t turn back time, just leave it. | won’t tell you.>> Because mother certainly wanted to make noise about it. He never told her, he died, and she still asked: <<Just tell

me who has it. No | won't>>"
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si pe alte femei sd fiarba cate o supd pentru copiii lor, nevoia de a
supravietui i apropia.

La inceput, oamenii locului erau speriati de ei, cel mai probabil din
cauza zvonurilor raspandite de cdtre autoritati si nu voiau sa-i lase nici
sd ia apd. Se duceau la o fantana de la ferma agricold de stat, dar la un
moment dat au gasit locul imprejmuit cu sarmd ghimpatd si n-au mai
putut lua nici de-acolo. ,La sfarsitul verii, spre toamnd, au murit foarte
multi, pentru ca n-am mai avut de unde sa luam apa si am luat din
[canalul] Borcea, dar apa era infectatd”. Cand vedeau un nor si credeau
C-0 sa ploua scoteau afara toate vasele, inclusiv farfurii si cescute si
asteptau apa de sus. Setea era chinuitoare. Petronela isi aminteste cd a
iesit odatd pe drum si a vazut o urmd de copita umpluta cu apd si a vrut
sa bea apd de-acolo si atunci a venit o alta fata si au inceput sd se bata:
care sd bea prima din apa aia?

O fetitd care era de-0 seamd cu ea s-a imbolnavit la un moment dat si
parintii au dus-o la un medic care era si el deportat. Doctorul le-a zis ca
stie ce are, dar n-are medicamente sa-i dea, asa ca i-a sfatuit sa incerce
sa o duca la un spital din Constanta. Un invdtator i-a invatat sa scrie o
chiar in ziua in care fetita a murit. Un alt copil din satul deportatilor a
scapat pentru ca parintii si-au luat inima in dinti si l-au dus direct la
spital, unde au dat de-un medic suficient de inimos incat sa le dea pe
ascuns medicamentele de care era nevoie.

Sora Petronelei s-a ndscut in Baragan, la mai putin de doua luni de la
sosire. Mama ei s-a dus sa nasca la Fetesti. La o zi dupa nastere i-au zis
ca n-are dreptul sa mai stea in spital si au trimis-o cu bebelusul intre cei
patru tarusi. ,Erau calduri groaznice, era frig, batea vantul, noi stateam
in cort si bunicul a zis: «Nu se poate, trebuie sa facem ceva». A sdpat o
groapa si a facut un bordei. Dar nu era cum erau bordeiele dinainte, ci
parca erai ingropat de viu in pamant. Au incaput doar doua paturi:
bunicul dormea cu bunica, tata cu mama si cu mine, si sora-mea era
intr-un leagan. Si a venit intr-o noapte o ploaie atat de mare, ca la un
moment dat mama a intins mana sa vadd unde-i copilul si si-a dat
seama ca plutim in apd cu leagdn cu tot.”

food. They let other women cook soup for their children, the need for
survival bringing them closer.

In the beginning, the locals were scared of them, mostly because of the
rumors being spread by the authorities and they didn’t even want to let
them draw water. They went to a well dug inside a state farm but all of a
sudden they found the place surrounded by barbed wire and couldn’t
take any more water from there. "By the end of summer, beginning of
autumn, a lot had died because they drank dirty water from Borcea
[canal]l.” When they saw a cloud and thought it was about to rain, they
took out all their pots and pans, including plates and tea cups and
waited for water from above. The thirst was torture. Petronela
remembers going out on the road and seeing a hoofmark filled with
water, wanting to drink the water gathered there and another girl came
along and they started fighting: who should drink first?

A girl that was the same age as she got sick and her parents took her to
a doctor that had also been deported. The doctor told them that he
knows what disease the girl is suffering from, but that he doesn’t have
any medicine, so he told them to try a hospital in Constanta. A teacher
taught them to write an application. The answer took a while getting
back: they found out they could take the girl to the hospital on the day
she died. Another child in the deportees’ village lived because his
parents risked it and took him straight to the hospital, where a good-
hearted doctor gave them the medicine they needed without anyone
seeing.

Petronela’s sister was born in the Baragan, less than two months after
the family’s arrival. Her mother gave birth in Fetesti. One day after
giving birth she was told that she was no longer allowed to stay in the
hospital, sending her back to the 4 stakes in the ground together with
the baby. "There was unbearable heat, cold, the wind blew and we
stayed in the tent and grandfather said: <<We can’t keep going on like
this. We need to do something.>> He dug a hole and made a shanty.
But not like shanties from old times, it was more like being buried alive.
Only two beds fit inside: grandfather slept with grandmother, father and
mother and me slept in the other bed and my little sister was sleeping in
her cradle. And one night there was such a huge downpour that mother
stretched out her hand to see how the baby was doing and noticed we
were floating, cradle and all.”



Spre toamna au primit pe inventar niste materiale de constructie, ca sa-
siridice case. Erau doua tipuri de locuinte, una cu mai multe camere i
una doar cu o camera si-o bucatarie. Au mers pe a doua varianta,
pentru ca inca sperau ca se vor intoarce repede la Dudesti. Bunicii
dormeau in bucatdrie, iar restul familiei in camerd. Pana la urma, tatal s-
a angajat la Fetesti, cara paine cu caruta de la o panificatie din zond si
cand putea sa aducd acasa o paine, o impdrtea cu alti amdrati deportati.
Bunicul muncea si el pe unde apuca. La un moment dat a mers la cineva
si a ajutat sa taie un taur. Nu l-au platit, dar i-au zis: ,Uite, mosule, daca
vrei, ia tu capul dsta de taur si du-l acasa”. Batranul a luat capul, I-a pus
pe umar si a pornit spre casd. Cand a ajuns plin de sange, bunica s-a
speriat si a inceput sa tremure: ,Doamne, ce ti-au facut? Te-au
omorat!”. La care el i-a zis: ,Taci din gurd, cd avem carnel!”. ,Si nici
carnea aia, cat am avut-o, n-a zis: «Asta ne ramane noud, mancam trei
zile». A chemat-o si pe mdtusa, care se casatorise intre timp, sa-i dea si
ei 0 bucatd de carne”, isi aminteste Petronela Tamas.

Siea, si sora ei, au umblat desculte, pand ciulinii le-au gaurit picioarele
siranile au inceput sd puroieze. Cand a vazut asta, bunicul a luat un
lemn, |-a cioplit cu toporul si le-a facut niste saboti, prinsi pe deasupra
cu fitil ingust de lampa. ,Umblam asa, si eu si sord-mea, Doamne ce
fericite eram cd nu ne mai intepa! La un moment dat nu stiu unde a fost
sia gasit fitil mai gros, si - cand ne-a pus din alea - in primul an cu alea
am umblat si iarna cu ei. N-am avut.”

inainte de prima iarna in Baragan, rudele de la Dudesti au strans bani
pentru un vagon in care sd le trimita cate ceva de imbrdcat si de
mancare. Din casa lor, neamurile au reusit sa recupereze paltonul tatei
si alte cateva lucruri. Au pus sunca, faina, fiecare a contribuit cum a
putut. Fix inainte sa plece, omul care s-a incumetat la drum si-a amintit
sa ia niste menta pentru fetite si a pus-o in haina. Cand a ajuns la
Fetesti, autoritatile il asteptau. l-au zis cd n-are voie sa le aduca nimic si
au confiscat totul, l-au amenintat c-o s&-| si inchida. Ins, dupa ce i-au
luat lucrurile, I-au lasat sa plece, iar omul a reusit sa ajungd pana la ei
acasd. Le-a dat doar ceaiul pe care-l uitase in haing, ,asta e singurul
lucru care a ramas”. Tatdl, care lucra la carat paine in oras, s-a intors
intr-o seara trist si i-a zis mamei: ,Mi-am vdzut paltonul”. Vazuse pe
cineva pe strada imbrdcat in paltonul lui, dar n-avea cum sa-i zica
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In autumn they were distributed some building materials, in order for
them to build houses. There were two types of houses, one with more
rooms and one with just a room and a kitchen. They chose the second
type because they hoped they would soon be returning to Dudesti. The
grandparents slept in the kitchen while the rest of the family used the
room. The father found a job in Fetesti, hauling bread with a wagon
from the local bakery and when he could bring a loaf home, he shared it
with other unfortunate deportees. The grandfather found work where
he could. At one time he helped someone slaughter a bull. They didn’t
pay him for the work but said: "Look old man, take the bull’s head, bring
it home.” The man took the head, put it on his shoulder and went home.
He arrived covered in blood and grandmother got scared and started
trembling: "My God! What did they do to you? They killed you!” To which
he replied: "Shut up, there’s meat to be had!”. "And not even that meat,
the amount we had, he never referred to it in the manner of: <<This is
ours only, we'll eat of it for three days.>> He invited my aunt, who had
married in the meantime, and gave her a piece”, Petronela Tamas
remembers.

Her and her sister walked barefoot until the thistles punctured their feet
and the wounds started running with pus. When he noticed, the
grandfather took a piece of wood, sculpted it with his axe and made
clogs, which were held to the feet using oil lamp fuses. "We walked
around like this, me and my sister, God! We were so happy nothing was
stinging us anymore! And then he found thicker fuses — and when he fit
those on the clogs — the first year we used them to walk in winter as
well. We didn’t have anything else.”

Before the first winter in the Bardgan, the relatives from Dudesti put
some money together in order to send them a train car full of clothing
and food. The relatives managed to recover the father’s winter overcoat
and some other things. They packed ham, flour, everybody pitched in
any way they could. Right before leaving, the man who wanted to brave
the road, remembered to take some mint for the little girls and put it in
his coat. When he reached Fetesti, the authorities were waiting for him.
They told him he was not allowed to take anything with him and
confiscated the goods, threatening him that he would be jailed. But,
after confiscating everything, they let him go and the man managed to
get to where they lived. He only brought the mint he had forgotten in his
jacket, to be used for tea, "that’s the only thing they didn’t take.” The
father that was hauling bread in the city came back sad one evening
and told the mother: "I've seen my winter overcoat.” Someone was
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omului nimic. Autoritatile vandusera totul localnicilor si strainul acela
probabil nu stia de unde e: s-a bucurat doar ca s-a facut cu un palton.

T§i mai aduce aminte de-o iarna cumplita. Casa lor era la marginea
asezadrii si era batuta de vant din toate partile, iar cand a venit zapada
mare le-a acoperit casa cu totul. Nu mai vedeau nimic si nu puteau
deschide usa, ca trebuia impinsa in afara. Au ramas blocati acolo. Au
avut noroc de un batran care-si amintea cam pe unde e casa Si a strans
oamenii care reusisera sa iasa si au sapat cu totii. ,Parca si-acum il aud
pe bunicul cand imi zice mie si lui sora-mea: «Strigati tarel». Si ne-au
scos, dar ne-au scos nici nu stiu pe unde, pe sus cred. Si-acum, uneori
cand inchid ochii si vad un intuneric gri, imi amintesc de imaginile alea.”
Mai mult de o zi statusera ingropati.

De la o vreme, localnicii au inceput sa inteleaga situatia lor, s-au prins
cd nu erau vinovati de cine stie ce faradelegi. Si-au dat seama cd au ce
invdta de la cei deportati. De la bulgari, de exemplu, care erau gradinari
priceputi, au invatat cum sa-si tina gradini cu legume. In schimb,
oamenii locului i ajutau sa comunice cu cei de-acasd. Deportatii n-
aveau voie sa trimitd scrisori spre Dudesti, doar carti postale pe care se
vedea fiecare cuvant. Tatal a gasit pe cineva din Fetesti care sa
primeascd in locul lor scrisori din Dudesti, iar omul acela venea si le
aducea vestile de-acasd. Satul lor era o lume indepartatd, un fel de
paradis pierdut.

Petronela Tamas tine in mana o fotografie facuta in Bardgan, facutd in
primul an in care au ajuns acolo. in stanga, e tatal ei, cu o caciula mare
de oaie pe cap. Langa el e mama, care o tine in brate pe cea micad.
Petronela sta dreaptd in fata lor, cu mainile aliniate pe langa corp. Daca
nu stii cata suferintd era stransa in momentele alea, pare o fotografie
banala de familie.

in decembrie 1955 au inceput sa se ridice restrictiile, iar pe 28 ianuarie
1956 au plecat spre Dudestii Vechi. Nu-i astepta insd acolo viata
dinainte: intr-o parte din casa locuia un ofiter impreund cu sotia, iar o

wearing it on the street but he couldn’t confront the person. The
authorities had sold the confiscated goods to the locals and the
stranger probably didn’t know that what he bought was confiscated
property: he was just happy to get a winter coat.

She remembers a horrible winter. Their house was at the edge of the
settlement and was windswept from all sides, the snow getting so big
that it covered their house. They couldn’t see anything and couldn’t
close the door because it opened by pushing out. They were stuck
inside. They had luck with an old man that remembered where the
house was, buried under all that snow, and gathered all the people who
could get out of their houses in order to dig them out. "I can still hear
my grandfather telling me and my sister: <<Yell louder!>> And they dug
us out, but | remember they did if from above. Even now when | close
my eyes and see a grey darkness, | remember those images.” They had
been buried for over a day.

After a while, the locals started understanding the deportees’ situation,
catching on that they were not guilty of breaking the law. They figured
they had what to learn from the deportees. From the Bulgarians, for
example, who were skilled gardeners, they learned how to tend
vegetable gardens. In exchange the locals helped them communicate
with the outside world. The deportees were not allowed to send letters
to Dudesti, only postcards on which every word could be seen. Her
father found someone in Fetesti who could receive letters from Dudesti
instead of them, and that person brought them news from home. The
village was in a far away place, a sort of lost paradise.

Petronela Tamas is holding a picture taken in the Baragan, in the first
year of they arrival. To her left is her father with a big sheep wool hat on
his head. Next to him is her mother holding the baby. Petronela is to
their right with her hand hanging by her body. If you wouldn’t know the
suffering gathered into those moments, you would think it an ordinary
family picture.

In December 1955 the restrictions started to lift and on the 28" of
January 1956 they left for Dudestii Vechi. But their former life was not
waiting for them to return: part of their house was now occupied by an



alta parte din casa familiei Ronkov devenise un abator al armatei. in
camera de la stradd, cei de la abator curatau matele: facuserd o gaurd
in zid si aruncau cu gdleata mizeria, care ajungea pe drum. Au locuit o
vreme la un vecin, au facut degeaba cereri la primdrie, pana ce unul
dintre mdcelarii care lucrau in casa i-a invatat cum sa procedeze: sa
intre intr-o camerd care fusese o vreme cotet pentru gaini si sa-i pund
pe noii locatari in fata faptului implinit. Intr-adevar, nu i-a scos nimeni
de-acolo, dar nici bine nu le-a fost.

Simteau in continuare ura revarsatd in sat odatd cu venirea
comunismului. Fiecare familie era urmarita si nu vorbeau deloc despre
ce-au trait in Baragan. ,Bunicul imi zicea: «Cand te intreabd ceva, sa nu
mai spui la nimeni nimic, ca putem s-o patim si mai rau». Si la toti a
ramas frica asta. Si cand au trecut anii, n-am spus la nimeni nimic. O
frica din aia animalica a intrat in noi.”

Copiii fostilor chiaburi n-aveau voie sa mearga la liceu. Petronela
incepuse in Baragan scoala la sase ani, era o elevd buna. Dupd
gimnaziu a incercat sa continue scoala la Sannicolau Mare, dar cand a
ajuns la secretariat au intrebat-o cum de indrazneste sa ocupe locurile
oamenilor muncii si n-au primit-o.

Mama ar fi zis sd faca o scoala profesionald, dar tatdl s-a incapatanat, a
zis ca fata lui o sa facad liceul. Au aflat de un liceu nou, la Nadlac si au
trimis-0 acolo pe-ascuns, cu o carutd. Mai-marii comunisti din Dudestii
Vechi au aflat pand la urma si-au incercat sa-i pund bete-n roate, dar nu
le-a iesit. Petronela a terminat liceul in 1964, iar apoi a dat admitere la
Filologie in Timisoara si a luat. Nu scrisese in fisa de admitere ca era
fiica de chiabur. Cand s-a aflat, a iesit scandal si au chemat-o intr-o
comisie, dar a scdpat-o un fost coleg de-al tatalui sau care era contabil-
sef al facultatii, cu niste bani si niste trucuri birocratice. Tatal ei muncea
din greu pentru ca ea sa-si continue studiile: ,,Cat am fost eu la liceu si
la facultate, el a lucrat cu ziua. Lucra la vie, cu vermorelul in spate. O
doamnd in varsta mi-a spus: «Doamne, cat a tinut tatal tau la tine, cd
plangea si spunea: Sd stiu cd mananc pamant, dar fata mea trebuie sa
faca scoala»”.
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officer together with his wife, and the other part of the Ronkov house
had become an Army slaughterhouse. The room that was at the street
was used by the butchers to clean entrails: they had dug a hole in the
wall and were throwing buckets full of muck through the hole directly
onto the road. They lived with a neighbor for a while, wrote countless
and useless applications to the town hall, until one of the butchers
working in their house taught them how to proceed: just move into a
room that had been turned into a chicken coop and confront the new
tenants with a fait accompli. It turned out that nobody turned them
away, but it wasn’t comfortable either.

They still felt the hate that had taken over the village as Communism set
in. Each family was being followed and they never talked about their
experiences in the Baragan. "Grandfather said:<<If they ask, tell them
nothing because we might get into worse trouble>>. And we all had this
dear. And even as the years passed by | kept silent. An animal’s type of
fear had entered us and wouldn’t let go.”

The children of former kulaks were not allowed to attend highschool.
Petronela started school in the Bardgan at six, being a good student.
After graduating from the gymnasium she continued going to school in
Sannicolau Mare, but when she got to the administrative office they
asked her how dare she take up one of the places reserved for the
working class, and therefore would not accept her.

Her mother thought it would be best she attended a vocational school,
but her father stuck to his guns meaning for his girl to go to highschool.
They found out a new highschool had opened in Nddlac and they sent
her there in secret, in a wagon. The Communist big-wigs in Dudestii
Vechi found out and try to sabotage the affair but did not succeed.
Petronela graduated highschool in 1964 and took the exam for getting
into the Literature Faculty in Timisoara, being admitted. She had left out
of the admission form that she was the daughter of a kulak. When it
came out there was a huge scandal and they summoned her in front of
a commission but she managed to get out of it because one of her
father’s colleagues was the chief accountant of the faculty, managing to
pull some bureaucratic and financial tricks. Her father was working hard
for her to finish her studies: "While | was in highschool and college, he
was a day worker. Working the vineyards with the pesticide pump on his
back. An old lady told me: <<My god your father loved you so much, he
used to cry and say: Even if | have to eat dust, my daughter will go to
school >>”
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in studentie I-a cunoscut pe actualul sau sot, Cornel, care devenea
inginer agronom. S-au stabilit impreund la Dudestii Vechi. El a lucrat in
domeniul lui, ea a devenit profesoard. Au inceput o viata noud, dar
Baraganul a fost mereu acolo, in memoria ei.

Petronela Tamas nu intelege de ce istoria deportarilor trebuie stearsa
cu buretele, asa cum autoritdtile au tot incercat sa facd. Imediat ce-a
avut posibilitatea, ea a inceput sa ceard documente din arhive si i-a
indemnat si pe altii s-o faca. Ar vrea ca lumea sa inteleaga ce-a fost, ca
sd nu se mai repete niciodatd asa ceva.

Asezarile deportatilor au fost rase si putini dintre cei care sunt azi acolo
isi amintesc ceva legat de asta. ,Si se va sterge, pentru cd eu am acum
72 de ani, iar atunci aveam 4 ani. Cine mai e in viata? Nu mai e nimeni.
Cei care-au fost si-au patimit au uitat. Cand am fost mai tanara nu
intrebam atata, dar acum mi pare rau ca nu l-am intrebat pe tata mai
multe. El nu prea spunea multe. Pana a murit bunicul, n-a vrut nimic sa
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Spuna.

Luca Ronkov a murit in 1982 si n-a apucat sa-si vadd inapoi pamantul. A
murit insd cu speranta cd o sd se intample la un moment dat. Atunci
cand au incercat sa transforme magazia pentru grane in baie, bunicul
nu i-a Iasat pentru ca se gandea cd vremurile se schimba si, daca o sd
primeasca pamantul inapoi, va fi nevoie de-un loc bun de depozitare.

Imediat dupa 1990 au recuperat pamantul, dar n-au avut cu ce sa-I
lucreze, pentru cd nu erau utilaje si statul nu-i ajuta pe tarani in niciun
fel. Cand in Dudestii Vechi a venit o companie italiana care a inceput sa
cumpere terenurile oamenilor, lumea a inceput sa renunte la pamant pe
nimica toata. ,Pur si simplu ne-au fortat sa-l vindem. Am zis la inceput:
«Cornele, nu vreau sd vand niciun hectar de pamant, parintii mei pentru
asta au fost in Bardgan, atata au patimit».” Nu aveau inca titluri de
proprietate, iar primarul de la vremea respectivd le-a spus cd, daca nu
vand catre italian, o sd le dea terenuri mai proaste prin nu stiu ce

While being a student in college she met her actual husband, Cornel,
who was training to become an agricultural engineer. They settled
together in Dudestii Vechi. He worked in his area of expertise and she
became a teacher. They started a new life but the Bardgan always
lingered in her memory.

Petronela Tamas doesn’t understand why the history of deportation
should be washed away clean, the way the authorities have tried
countless times. As soon as she could, she started asking for archive
documents and advised others to do the same. She would like the
world to understand what it was like so that it should never happen
again.

The deportee settlements have been razed and few of those still left
there today still remember something about it. "And it will all wash
away, as | am 72 and back then | was only 4. Who's still alive? Nobody.
The ones that were there and suffered have forgotten. When | was
younger | didn’t have so many questions, but now I'm sorry | didn’t ask
father more about it. He didn’t say much. Until grandfather died he
never wanted to talk about it.”

Luca Ronkov died in 1982 and never got to see his land back into the
family’s possession. He died hoping that it would happen at some point.
When they tried turning the grain shed into a bathroom, grandfather
wouldn’t let them because he was thinking that times always change
and should they recover their land, they would be needing a good
storage space.

Shortly after 1990 they recovered their land, but didn’t have the tools
needed to work it and the state wasn’t going to help the peasants.
When an ltalian company showed up in Dudestii Vechi offering to buy
up land, the people starting selling it for a pittance. "basically forced us
into it. | initially said: <<Cornel, I'm not selling a hectare of the land
where my parents were sent into the Baragan and suffered so much
for>>" She didn’t have the property records yet and the mayor
threatened that if they didn’t sell the land to the ltalian, then she would
get some bad land next to some big puddles, unworkable land. "So



baltoace, pe care n-o sa le poata lucra. ,Si atunci ce sa facem? A trebuit
sa-l dam”. Au pastrat terenurile de care nu era interesat italianul si le
lucreaza si-acum cum pot, cresc si animale.

Comunitatea din Dudestii Vechi se destramd, si totul a plecat de-atunci,
din vremea in care trenurile fi asteptau in gara. ,Au schimbat vietile unor
oameni pentru totdeauna. M-a urmdrit tot timpul asta. Eu ma gandesc la
pdrinti, cd acum sunt si eu parinte. Si ma gandesc ce greu le-a fost lor.
Eu, copil fiind, poate nu pricepeam atata. Dar ca parinte sa-ti planga
copilul de foame si sa n-ai ce sd-i dai si sa vezi cd copilul vrea sa
mearga la scoald si n-are dreptul...”. Se mai cearta uneori cu sora ei,
care zice cd ,n-a fost chiar asa de rau in Bardgan. Sora ei era insa prea
mica ca sa-si dea seama. Dar ea tine minte totul: cum arata casa de-
acolo, cum era strada, cum bunicul plantase un corcodus si ea credea
ca imediat o sa faca fructe, iar el ii zicea ca uite, acum avem si pomi, 0
sa fie bine.
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what were we to do? We sold it.” They kept the land the Italian was not
interested in and they still work it in any way they can, raising animals.

The community in Dudestii Vechi is coming apart, and it all started,
when the trains were waiting for them at the station. "They changed the
lives of people forever. This has haunted me. | am thinking of the
parents, because | am one now as well. | am thinking how difficult it
must have been. Me, being a child, didn’t quite understand it. But as a
parent, with your child crying of hunger and you having no food or
wanting to go to school and being unable to...”. She fights with her
sister sometimes who claims "the Baragan wasn’t that bad.” But her
sister was too small to know. But Petronela remembers everything: how
the house there used to look, what the street was like, how grandfather
had planted a wax cherry tree and she believes that it would bear fruit
instantly, and him telling her that see, now we have fruit trees it will turn
out well.






A FOST UN SAT NEMAIPOMENIT /
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IT USED TO BE A WONDERFUL VILLAGE

lulia Cotrdu

Este suficient s3 existe un singur schimb de replici cu un localnic, unul
mutat chiar si recent in sat (aproximativ 10 ani) si va apdrea inevitabil
replica: ... a fost un sat nemaipomenit”. De ce a fost Lenauheimul un
sat nemaipomenit? Pentru ca era populat de oameni gospodari, pentru
ca pamantul era peste mdsura de roditor si prielnic agriculturii, pentru
cd avea casd de nasteri, cresd, gradinitd, scoald, salon de coafura,
cofetarie, farmacie etc. Tot ceea ce putea fi trebuincios comunitatii. Dar
de ce oare era nemaipomenit si nu mai este in aceeasi masura?

Poate pentru ca pe atunci, cand totul era altfel, paradisul era locuit de
svabi. Asadar, prezenta populatie invoca stralucirea Lenauheimului ca
pe o sintagma atotcuprinzatoare, care are menirea de a convinge noul
venit cd indiferent de impresiile pe care i le lasa prezentul, satul detine
urmele unei civilizatii model. Este de luat in considerare faptul ca
aceasta populatie este una majoritar romaneascd, foarte putini sateni

bazele localitatii.

Se pare ca svabii au reprezentat un model pentru romani, insa unul greu
de urmat.

incep acest jurnal tocmai cu o intdmplare de la sfarsitul activitatii de
teren in Lenauheim, care surprinde pe scurt unul dintre paradoxurile
acestui spatiu.

Curioasa de soarta garii, pornesc impreuna cu Nicoleta pe strada pe
care cu o zi inainte porniseram spre cimitir. Dar gara... se afla la capatul
celdlalt al satului. Ce ironie! Banuiam cd vom fotografia o ruing, sine de
tren inghitite de vegetatie, indicatorul cu ,Halta Lenauheim”, ca o cruce
pusd pe mormantul gdrii. Totusi, cu cat inaintam mai mult, cu atat
apdreau semne de viata. Un sir de flori galbene parea ca ne deschide
drumul, o gradind partial semanatd, un caine in lant, cateva ghivece cu
muscate animau o anexad, la etajul cladirii perdelele lasau sa se
intrevada plante puse la lumina. Cumva, gara incepea sa semene a
pseudo-gospodarie... Impresia mea a fost ca ma apropii de patul unui

One interaction is enough with any local, even one who moved in
recently (say 10 years ago) and the following line will inevitably pop up
in conversation: ”... it used to be a wonderful village”. Why was
Lenauheim a wonderful village? Because it was inhabited by diligent
people, because the land was overly fertile and well suited to
agriculture, because it had a birthing house, a nursery, a kindergarten, a
school, a salon, a confectionery, a pharmacy etc. All that a community
could need. But why did it used to be wonderful and now isn't?

Maybe back then, when everything was different, this paradise was
inhabited by Swabians. Therefore, the present population invokes the
glamour of Lenauheim as an all encompassing phrase which is meant to
convince the newcomer, that whatever their impressions of the present,
the village still holds the remnants of a civilisation model within it. It is
noteworthy to take note of the fact that this population is now Romanian
in its majority, very few villagers still having roots that go back to the
families of German colonizers that settled and built the village.

[t seems that the Swabians were a role model to the Romanians, but
one that was hard to keep up with.

| begin this journal with an episode that took place at the end of field
work in Lenauheim, that quickly brought to light one of the paradoxes of
this place.

The curious fate of the station — | walk with Nicoleta on the street we
had walked down the previous day in order to reach the cemetery. But
the station is at the other end of the village. What irony! | suspected we
would be taking photographs of a ruin, of train tracks being engulfed in
weeds, the sign "Lenauheim Station” standing like a cross over the
grave of the station. But as we advance, signs of life started popping up.
A yellow flower-bed opened the way, followed by a partially planted
garden, a chained dog, some flower pots with carnations giving color to
an annex. The second floor of the building had drapes that covered
plants set in the light. The train station looked something like a
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muribund care nu reuseste sa moard. Cine il tinea incd in viata?! Domnul
Nelu.

Cuprinse de o poezie a locului, intalnirea cu domnul Nelu a fost pentru
noi mai mult decat o surpriza. Gara incepea sa semene tot mai mult cu
spatiul acela din partea opusa a satului, unde oamenii isi gaseau locul
de veci, un mausoleu patetic. Cu toate acestea am aflat cd tocmai
fotografiasem un spatiu privat, ca acest domn cumpdrase cladirea garii
siincearca de ceva ani sa nu o lase sa cada, pentru cd ii este acum
camin, un camin monument istoric (1918). De ce toata aceastd deviere
de la ideea principala? Pentru ca domnul Nelu nu este bastinas, iar una
dintre replicile sale este pe cat se poate de sugestiva: ,Eu am venit aici
pentru ca am crezut ca e un sat de nemti! (pauza de reflectie) Dar dsta e
sat de nemti?” Raspunsul ar putea fi astfel: Nu, nu mai este, dar cei care
il populeaza suntem noi... romanii. Asadar modelul svabilor a fost greu
de urmat, insd trecutul satului meritd sa supravietuiasca prin sintagma
»...a fost un sat nemaipomenit”. Chiar si fatada primdriei pastreaza
aceasta replica sub forma unei placi cu insemnele regalitdtii, care
plaseaza Lenauheimul in Plasa Jimbolia, Judetul Timis-Torontal,
marturisind si in acest fel faptul ca trecutul este ancorat inca in prezent.

Dacd in 1763 incepe procesul colonizarii, iar satul numit pe atunci
Csatad, devine unul cu o populatie majoritar germana, secolul al XX-lea
aduce cu sine reversul, debutand o miscare inversd, de pardsire a
gospodariilor. Domnul M., cunoscut in sat ca Fredi, ndscut in anul 1930
in Lenauheim, ne-a povestit experienta sa ca tandr de paisprezece ani,
nevoit s se refugieze timp de un an in Cehoslovacia, alaturi de familia
sa si alte familii de nemti. Ingroziti de venirea rusilor si de deportari,
solutia a fost exilul. Imaginea zecilor de cdrute incarcate cu putinul pe
care putea sa il ia fiecare in grabd, care lasd in urma gospodariile si
munca mai multor generatii, ma face sa ma gandesc la puterea de care
au dat dovada nu numai nemtii, ci toti cei care au reusit sd se salveze
l[asandu-si in urmd tot avutul. Sigur, si mai multa putere trebuie sa detii
in momentul in care, dupa un an de pribegie, te intorci si gasesti casa
ocupatd. Domnul Fredi ne-a povestit cu enorma simplitate si fara
emfaza momentul plecadrii si al intoarcerii. Vorba lui era blanda cand il
pomenea pe G.T., macelarul roman care se instalase cu familia in casa
M. Ne-a marturisit ca Gheorghe i-ar fi primit pe toti in vechea lor casa,
insa spatiul nu le-ar fi permis aceastd coabitare. Alti romani insa,
proaspat proprietari in casele nemtilor, au adus vrajba in sat, neputand

homestead. | had the sensation that | was close to the bed of a sufferer
who cannot die. What was keeping it alive? Mister Nelu.

Taken over by the poetry of the place, the meeting with Mister Nelu was
more than surprising. The station started looking more and more with
the space found at the other end of the village, where people go to lay
down for their final rest, a pathetic mausoleum. | found out | had
photographed a private space, that this gentleman had purchased the
train station building and had been trying for some years now to keep it
from falling apart because it has become his home, as well as being a
historical monument (built in 1918). Why all this detour from the main
idea? Because Mister Nelu is not a native, and one of his lines is highly
suggestive: "I came here because | thought this was a German village!
(pause for gathering thoughts) But is this really what a German village is
supposed to look like?” The answer could be as follows: No, not any
more, but those who inhabit it are we... the Romanians. Therefore the
Swabian model was hard to follow, but the past of the village deserve to
survive through the phrase ”... it used to be a wonderful village”. Even
the facade of the town hall keeps to the phrase under the guise of a
plaque with the signs of royalty on it, placing Lenauheim in Jimbolia
Area, Timis-Torontal county, attesting that the past is still firmly
anchored to the present.

If in 1763 the process of colonisation starts and the village that was then
named Csatdd becomes one with a mainly German population, the
20th century brings with it the reverse, staring with a movement of
leaving the homesteads behind. Mister M., known in the village as Fredi,
born in 1930 in Lenauheim, told us about his experience as a youth of 14
who was forced to seek refuge in Czechoslovakia for a year, together
with his family and other German families. Horrified by the approaching
Russians and the prospect of deportation, the solution was exile. The
image of tens of wagons loaded with the little each family could take on
short notice, leaving behind home and the labor of generations, make
me think at the inner strength the Germans, but not only them, needed
to leave everything behind in order to save themselves. Of course, even
more inner strength is required when, upon returning one year later,
you find your house taken over. Mister Fredi told us with enormous
simplicity and lack of emphasis about the moment of departure and
return. He spoke softly when mentioning T. G., the Romanian butcher
that had taken over the M. house. He confessed that G. would have
welcomed them back into their old house, but there was no more room
left for cohabitation. Other Romanians, on the other hand, fresh owners



sa-i intampine decat cu ,Mergeti la Hitler!”. Poate domnul Nelu,
proprietarul gdrii, in urma acestei scurte istorisiri, ar intelege mai bine
de ce Lenauheimul nu mai este un sat cu disciplind nemteasca si de
cand a inceput declinul comunitatii germane.

Perioada in care svabii s-au refugiat in Cehoslovacia pune si mai mult in
evidenta disciplina si unitatea de care au dat dovada atat ei cat si pemii,
cehi de etnie germana, care i-au gazduit in casele lor in functie de
numarul paturilor libere pe care le aveau in casd. De luat in seamd este
sifelul in care miscarile populatiei stimuleaza comunitatile sa se
adapteze si sd raspunda necesitatilor grupului migrator. Primaria
orasului in care toti acesti svabi din Lenauheim s-au refugiat, le-a oferit
cartele prin intermediul carora puteau cumpdra alimente, incdltaminte,
tigari. Nu este putin lucru sa primesti, refugiat fiind, ajutorul pentru
supravietuire addugandu-se chiar si putin confort.

De ce s-au mai intors acesti oameni in Lenauheim? De ce bunica
domnului M. a preferat sa plece in America, sa munceasca intr-o fabrica
de bomboane si sa revind in sat pentru a cumpdra o casa? De ce a
plecat si a doua oara si s-a intors sd cumpere pdmant? De ce nu a
ramas acolo, pe taramul fagaduintei? Raspunsul este simplu: pentru ca
acasa insemna Lenauheim. Insusi domnul Alfred mérturiseste in interviu
ca nu fsi putea imagina un alt loc cdruia sd fi apartind, in care sa-si
gdseasca originea. Pe de alta parte, nu existau motive sa plece,
Lenauheimul era un sat nemaipomenit. Acest lucru ne este confirmat
inca o datd, printr-o formula care poate fi un bun substitut:
~Lenauheimul a fost printre cele mai bogate sate din jur.”

Satul a continuat sd fie unul nemaipomenit si in perioada comunismului,
acesta din urma avand o baza solida pe care s-a putut cladi, luand
asupra sa intreaga glorie. Si de aceastd data atat nemtii, cat si romanii
au fost nevoiti sa dovedeasca putere si sa accepte faptul ca munca lor
de-o viatd este un bun comun si ca nu le ramane decat sa o ofere
statului. Dupd ani multi, colectivul a ramas, in memoria interlocutorului
nostru, spatiul de intalnire al romanilor si al svabilor. Un soi de
comuniune etnicd prin munca. Fredi este poate exemplul omului care a
stiut sa supravietuiasca si sa se adapteze timpurilor. A ajuns
vicepresedinte la colectiv, iar in anul 1969 a devenit primar al comunei.
Ne-a madrturisit cd a avut noroc in viatd, altfel nu isi poate explica faptul
cd familia lui a scdpat de deportarea in Bardgan, prin simplul fapt ca se
intalnise in locul si momentul potrivit cu un amic din echipa de fotbal in
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of German houses, brought strife into the village, unable to welcome
them with anything except "Go back to Hitler!”. Perhaps Mister Nelu, the
owner of the train station, upon hearing this story, would better come to
understand why Lenauheim is no longer a village of German discipline,
and where the downfall of the German community began.

The time that the Swabians spent as refugees in Czechoslovakia sheds
even more light on the discipline and unity they showed, together with
the Pems, Czechs of German ethnicity, that took them into their homes
according to the number of free beds they had in the house. Itis also
noteworthy to observe the way in which population displacement
stimulates communities to adapt and respond to the needs of the
group. The municipality where this group of Lenauheim Swabians found
refuge offered them ration cards through which they could buy food,
shoes and cigarettes. It's not a small feat to receive, as a refugee, to be
offered means of survival and even a little comfort.

Why did these people return to Lenauheim? Why did Fredi's
grandmother prefer to leave for America, work in a candy factory and
come back to the village in order to buy a house? Why did she leave a
second time and came back to buy land? Why didn't she stay, there, in
the Promised Land? The answer is simple: because home was
Lenauheim. Even Mister Alfred confesses during the interview that he
could not imagine another place that could belong to him, in which he
could find his origin. On the other hand, there were no reasons for
leaving, Lenauheim was a wonderful village. This fact is confirmed once
more through a phrase that can be used as a substitute: "Lenauheim
was amongst the first rich villages in the region.”

The village kept being great during Communism, said political period
having a solid base in the village upon which it could build its future
glory. This time, the Germans as well as Romanians were forced to
prove and accept their labor of a lifetime had become common property
and they have no alternative but to give it over to the state. After many
years the collective farm remained in the memory of our interlocutor as
a meeting place of Romanians and Swabians. A sort of ethin communion
through work. Fredi is the example of the person who knew how to
survive and adapt to the times. He became vice-president of the
collective farm, and in the summer of 1969 he became mayor. He
confessed that he had a lot of luck in life, otherwise he cannot explain
the fact that his family escaped deportation to the Bardgan, through the
simple fact that Fredi met a friend from the football team he was playing
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care juca. Norocul uneori este un cumul de calitati, alteori intamplare,
destin sau interventia fortei divine, insd impresia pe care mi-a lasat-o

domnul Fredi este cd norocul sau a fost firea sa extrem de adaptabild,
detinand gena omului migrator.

Un alt paradox este faptul cd abilitatea de adaptare a migratorului,
mentionatd mai sus, contrasta cu necesitatea de stabilitate. Cei cativa
au facut sa inteleaga si mai bine faptul ca heimatul sau este
Lenauheimul. La 81 de ani a revenit in sat unde a ales sa isi trdiasca
zilele batranetii in unicul loc in care se putea intoarce imaginar in
copilarie. Desi viata trditd in straindtate nu a fost lipsita de prosperitate,
reusind sa cumpere in cei cativa ani de munca o casd in Bavaria, nu a
reprezentat un factor suficient de puternic pentru contrabalansarea unei
replici de acest fel: ,Voi, tiganii din Romania, ne luati locurile de
munca!”. Desconsiderarea I-a ranit atat de mult pe acest Fredi, incat la
81 de ani a decis ca locul caruia ii apartine este satul natal. Situatia
aceasta este una tipica pentru minoritatile etnice. Pentru romani, svabii
vor fi mereu nemti sile vor atribui stereotipiile bine cunoscute, de cele
mai multe ori pozitive (cazul domnului Nelu), iar pentru nemti, svabii
sunt probabil romani sau ,tigani”, populatie demult instrainata patriei
mama. Concluzia mea este ca nici Germania, nici Romania nu ar putea
implini pe deplin aceste minoritati, singurul spatiu prielnic fiind tocmai
satul natal, acel micro-univers in care individul s-a format si a invatat sa
trdiasca. Prezentul insa vine cu provocari tot mai mari. Ce a putut
ramane viu din spiritul satului nemaipomenit? Probabil, amintirea.

Cu toate ca nu sunt multi svabi ramasi in sat, am avut ocazia sa intalnim
doua persoane din generatii diferite. Pe de-o parte domnul Fredi, pe de
alta parte doamna E. care cunoaste gloria Lenauheimului din povestile
bunicilor si ale parintilor. Am auzit si de la dumneaei o varianta a replicii
,era un sat nemaipomenit”, iar in urma interviului am realizat ca satul
avea o aura aparte chiar siin anii conducerii comuniste, pastrandu-se
un oarecare spirit al vremurilor bune, cand exista cofetdrie, iar copiii se
nasteau la sala de nasteri din sat, nu la Jimbolia.

Puntem considera ca Lenauheimul a fost o adevarata cetate care avea
sansa sa supravietuiasca usor unui asediu. Totusi, nu a facut-o...
Revenind la cei doi svabi care ne-au impartasit povestile lor de viata,
realizez ca am avut ocazia sa i intalnim tocmai pentru ca fac parte

for at the right time and place. Luck is sometimes an accumulation of
qualities, and sometimes just randomness, destiny or divine
intervention, but the impression that Fredi left on me is that his luck lay
in his extremely adaptable nature, having in it the gene of the migratory
human.

Another paradox is the fact that the ability for adapting of the migrant
mentioned above contrasts with the need for stability. The few years in
which Fredi worked in Germany, where his children had emigrate, made
him understand that his true Heimatland is Lenauheim. He returned to
the village at 81, choosing to live out his days in the only place in which
he can return to his childhood. Although life abroad was prosperous,
managing to buy a house in Bavaria after a few years of work, this did
not constitute a strong enough argument for the counteracting of words
like: "You Romanian gypsies come here to take our jobs!” The slur hurt
Fredi so badly that at 81 he decided that the only place he belonged to
was his native village. This is a typical situation for ethnic minorities. For
Romanians will be forever German and will have the accompanying
stereotypes, mostly positive (as in Mister Nelu's case) and for the
Germans, the Swabians are probably Romanians or "gypsies”, an
estranged population no longer belonging to the fatherland. My
conclusion is that neither Germany nor Romania could fulfill the needs
of this minority, the only suitable space is the native village, that
microcosm in which the individual grew up and learned about life. The
present comes with bigger challenges though. What of the wonderful
village's spirit still remains? Perhaps only its memory.

Although there are not many Swabians left in the village, | had the
opportunity to meet two people from different generations. On the one
hand Fredi, on the other hand Misses E. who knows about the glory of
Lenauheim from the stories of the parents and grandparents. | hear
from hear a varian of the ”it was a wonderful village” line, and after the
interview we noticed that the village had a special aura even in
communist times, keeping a certain spirit from the good old days, when
there was a confectionary and the children were born in the birthing
room in the village and not in the city of Jimbolia.

We can think of Lenauheim as a veritably citadel that could have
withstood a siege with ease. Still, it did not... Coming back to the two
Swabians who shared their life stories, | now realize that we got to meet
them because they are part of those who could only find their place in



dintre aceia care nu si-au gasit implinirea decat in satul natal. Si
doamna E. a incercat sa se instaleze in Germania, stat in care se afld
cea mai mare parte a familiei sale, insa monotonia peisajului si lipsa
comunicarii, chiar si conflictele cu vecinii, a facut-o sa revind acasa.

Marea parte a svabilor, care totusi au reusit sa se adapteze miscarii est-
vest, odatd la doi ani, are oportunitatea de a reveni in locul de origine
pentru a se reuni la evenimentul ,Fiii satului”. Acesta devine bun prilej
de amintire a gloriei de altadata a Lenauheimul.

Pe de alta parte, cei care ajung intdmplator sau nu in Lenauheim, pentru
cei care descoperd, poate, satul prin intermediul literaturii si pornesc pe
urmele lui Nikolaus Lenau, patrunzand in muzeul care fi poarta numele,
vor descoperi inca din prima incapere faptul ca satul a fost unul
nemaipomenit, sintagma fiind evocata de fiecare exponat si de intreaga
atmosferd si poveste care este creata atat in jurul scriitorului, cat siin
jurul comunitatii svabesti.

Pagina de ,Bun venit!” a site-ului www.satul-lenauheim.ro puncteaza un
aspect prin care eu imi propun sd inchei acest jurnal si anume, faptul ca
svabii sunt cei care ,,....au sfintit prin prezenta lor meleagurile bandtene.
Din pacate noi, contemporanii, am radmas doar cu amintirile acelor
vremuri.”%

Si-am incdlecat pe-un zmeu aurit, spunandu-va povestea satului
nemaipomenit!

% http://www.satul-lenauheim.ro/home.php?page=home, 23.07.2019.

129

their native village. Misses E. also tried settling in Germany, a state in
which most of her family has emigrated, but the monotony of the
landscape and the lack of communication, even conflicts with
neighbors, made her come back home.

A majority of Swabians who did manage to adapt to the east-west
movement, have the opportunity to come back to their place of origin
every two years for the event "Sons of the village”. It becomes an
opportunity to remember the glory days of Lenauheim.

On the other hand, those that end up out of chance or purposefully in
Lenauheim, those who discovered the village through literature and
follow the footsteps of Nikolaus Lenau, entering the museum that is
named after him will discover, starting with the first room, that the
village had indeed been wonderful, the phrase being evoked by each
object on display and by the whole atmosphere and story created
around the writer and the Swabian community.

The Welcome page of the website www.satul-lenauheim.ro points out a
fact upon which | wish to end this journal, namely that the Swabians
"blessed the lands of the Banat with their presence. Unfortunately, we,
the ones from the present, only have the memories of those days.”%

And jumping on the back of a golden dragon, after telling you the story
of the wonderful village!






LA ILIE. UN CROCHIU /
ILIE'S PLACE. A SKETCH
lonut Sociu

,S1 tot ziceam: hai cd plecam maine, plecam poimaine si uite ca din
maine-poimaine s-au facut 30 de ani de cand suntem in Banat si tot n-
am mai plecat”, zice Doru intre doud guri de bere.

E undeva pe la 40+, are ochi albastri si 0 voce puternica care rasuna in
tot barul.

,Nevasta-mea nu a vrut sa mergem inapoi”, continua el razand. ,Asa ca
n-am mai plecat.”

Doru si sotia lui s-au mutat aici, in Grabat, in anii '80, ei fiind amandoi de
loc din judetul Alba. Ca peste tot in targ, si in Apuseni viata era foarte
grea pe atunci si oamenii nu mai stiau incotro sa o apuce. Pentru unii
dintre ei, Banatul era o optiune. Era Vestul nostru. Farama noastrd de
Occident.

,i, intr-adevar, era altceva aici in perioada aia. Erai la granita si gaseai
de toate. Era Comtimul si gaseai pulpe de porc, salamuri, mezeluri,
costite. Dacd te invarteai bine, puneai mana si pe navete de Pepsi”,
povesteste Doru nostalgic.

E sambdta dupd-amiaza si oamenii incep sd se adune La llie, cel mai
vechi bar din Grabat, un sat din comuna Lenauheim, la vreo 50 de km
distantd de Timisoara. Pand acu’ ceva vreme, barul a fost al lui llie
Suciu, primarul din Lenauheim, dar intre timp I-a preluat Andrei, fiul lui.
Dupa ani de zile in care a stat in Timisoara (unde a lucrat si ca fotograf,
printre altele), Andrei s-a intors in sat hotdrat sa dea o fatd noua barului.
Si, Intr-adevar, e o carciuma atipicd in peisajul asta rural. E un loc
primitor si pasnic, o combinatie intre bar satesc si pub, unde oamenii vin
sa bea o bere, sd vada un meci si sd joace o carte.

Cat Andrei ne umple halbele, mie si unor prieteni cu care bat drumurile
prin Banat, arunc o privire pe o brosura si aflu ca satul dateaza din 1764,
perioadd in care toatd zona asta a fost colonizata de svabi. Si e suficient
sa faci o scurtd plimbare ca sa-ti faci o idee despre trecutul localitatii.
Strazile sunt largi, aerisite, i par trasate la linie, semn cd a existat un
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"And | kept saying: let’s leave tomorrow, the day after tomorrow and
here we are 30 years later, still in the Banat, still haven't left," says Doru
between two gulps of beer.

He’s aged somewhere around 40+, has blue eyes and a strong voice
that echoes in the whole bar.

"My wife didn’t want to go back,” he goes on, laughing. "So we stayed.”

Doru and his wife moved here, to Grabat, in the 80’s, being both
originally from Alba county. Like everywhere else in the country, life in
the Apuseni mountains was hard back then and people didn’t know
where to turn. For some, the Banat became an option. It was our
version of the West. Our little piece of the Occident.

"And truly, back then this place was something else. You were close to
the border and could find anything. There was Comtim and you could
find pork chops, salami, cold cuts, bacon. If you knew your way around,
you could even score some Pepsi cases”, Doru recounts nostalgically.

It's Saturday afternoon and people start gathering at llie’s Place, the
oldest bar in Grabat, a village in the locality of Lenauheim, some 50
kilometers away from Timisoara. Until some time ago, the bar used to
belong to llie Suciu, the mayor of Lenauheim, but in the meantime it has
been taken over by Andrei, his son. After years of living in Timisoara
(where he worked as a photographer, among other things), Andrei came
back to the village determined to give the bar a face lift. And it really is
not an ordinary watering hole, especially in this kind of rural scenery. It
is @ welcoming and peaceful place, a combo of village bar and pub,
where people come to have a beer, catch a game and play some cards.

While Andrei fills our pints, for me and a couple of friends that have
been on the road through the Banat, catch a glimpse of a brochure,
finding out the village was founded in 1764, a time when the area was
colonized by Swabians. And it's enough to take a short walk around to
get an idea about this place’s past. The streets are wide, spacious and
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plan foarte bine pus la punct atunci cand a fost infiintat satul. Numele
comunei - Lenauheim - vine de la Nikolaus Lenau, un mare poet austriac
nascut aici in 1802 (pe atunci se numea Csatdd).

E un du-te-vino continuu la ora asta, vin oameni de la munca care-si iau
cate o cinzeacd si-o halbd si copii care cumpara inghetata, pufuleti si
bere pentru parinti. Unii se lungesc la vorba, altii intra si-si dau bautura
peste cap, la botu’ calului.

Cain orice taverna de la sat, si aici se discuta de la distanta, se arunca
replici peste mese si se fac mistouri pe toate temele posibile (,ce facusi,
oltene?”, ,te imbadtasi?”). Andrei e in spatele barului si monitorizeazad tot
ce se intampla, reusind sd fie si autoritar si prietenos in acelasi timp cu
toatd lumea.

Doru continud sa-mi povesteasca despre viata lui in Banat si despre
schimbarile de dupd '90, cand au inceput sa fie privatizate diverse
fabrici si s-a dat undd verde la disponibilizari.

»Au luat americanii tot ce-au prins... Americanii, italienii”, intervine
Marcel, un tip scund imbracat in salopeta.

Doru schimbd subiectul si-mi zice ca inca nu e tarziu pentru el sa se
intoarca in Apuseni:

»Vreau sa-mi fac casa mea in Alba...”

,Lasa, md, cd tot aici, la Grabat, e mai bine.”

»1aci, ba, Marcele, cu vrdjeala ta. lo tot ma intorc in Apuseni, 0 sa vezi.”
,Haide, bd, ca doar stii ca noi nu avem probleme cu voi... Nu conteaza
cine e”, imi explica Marcel sorbind din halba de Bergenbier. ,Avem

ardeleni, moldoveni, olteni, de toate. Oameni sa fie, noi n-avem
probleme cu ei.”

seemed to be perfectly drawn, meaning that there was a well
established plan in place when the village was founded. The name of
the locality — Lenauheim — comes from Nikolaus Lenau, the great
Austrian poet born here in 1802 (back when the place was named
Csatad).

There’s a bustle at this time of day, people coming in from work buying
a shot of liquor and a pint, and children buying ice-cream, cheese puffs
and beer for their parents. Some people linger in conversations while
others come in and down their drinks right from the horse’s mouth.

Like any village tavern, discussions are held from a distance, lines are
thrown over tables and banter is had over any subject ("what’d you do,
Southerned?”, "getting drunk are we?”). Andrei is behind the counter
and is monitoring all that is going on, managing to be authoritatvie and
friendly at the same time with everyone.

Doru keeps telling me about his life in the Banat and about the changes
that took place after the 90’s, when factories started being privatized
and people were given the green light at layoffs.

"The Americans took everything they could get their hands on...
Americans, ltalians”, Marcel, a short guy in overalls, jumps into the
conversation.

Doru changes the subject and tells me it’s not too late for him to return
to the Apuseni Mountains:

”I'want to build my own house in Alba...”
"You never mind, it’s still the best place, Grabat is.”

"Can it Marcel, you with your two bit act. | am still returning to the
Apuseni, just you wait and see.”

"Come on now man, you know we take no issue with your kind...
Doesn’t matter where someone’s from”, Marcel explains sipping his
Bergenbier pint. "We’ve got people from Ardeal, Moldova, Oltenia, you
name it. It just matters that they know how to act like people, and
there’s no issue then.”



Se deschide usa si intrd llie Suciu, un barbat nalt, cu spate lat si voce
puternica.
,Sa trditi domn’ primar”, striga careva de la masa.

llie se apropie de Doru si-l intreaba:

,Ce faci, Dinamo?”

i

,Ce sa fac... la o berica. Batem la lasi in seara asta. Batem cu 1-0, clar.’

llie rade, se asaza pe un scaun, langa geam si-i cere o bere lui Andrei,
care e prins intr-o conversatie cu unul dintre prietenii mei:

JInainte, fiecare casd avea pregtiti carnati, sunca, jumeri. Noi am
invatat multe de la nemti”, zice el.

,Neamtul cand o fost aici ne-o invatat multe”, il completeaza llie, tatal
|ui, care e pus pe povestit. ,Neamtul nu arunca nimic, nici parul de Ia
porc. Facea perie de vadruit cu el. Nici unghiile nu le arunca. Tot
foloseau. Daca se casdtorea un tandr, primea mobila de la parinti. Nu
dadeau bani pe mobild, nu dddeau bani pe mancare. Singurii bani pe
care fi cheltuiau erau banii pe dulciuri. Totul se transforma de la dia
batrani intr-un lucru nou, reamenajat, lacuit, vopsit si asa mai departe.
Camera din fata era pentru dia tineri, intotdeauna dupa ce se
cdsatoreau.”

Cinci minute mai tarziu, isi face aparitia in bar un barbat ceva mai in
varstd, imbrdcat sport din cap pand in picioare si cu ghiuluri pe degete.

,000h”, strigd llie. ,Uite, el e Lica are 70 de ani maine-poimaine,
trdieste in Austria. E mare antrenor de fotbal. Grabatan get-beget. Poti
sa-l intrebi mai multe despre nemtii de aici ca-ti spune el. Licd, stai jos,
cd-ti dau o bere.”

,Nu beau, multumesc. O cafea as servi.”
Licd se asaza langa llie si nici nu apuc sa-l intreb ceva ca el incepe sa

vorbeasca pe un ton usor pedant, de parca urmeaza sa tind un curs in
fata unor elevi. Stam cu totii in liniste si-l ascultdm pe Lica:
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The door opens and llie Suciu, a tall man with a wide back and a strong
voice, enters.
"My regards, mister mayor”, someone yells from a table.

llie approaches Doru and asks:
"How’s it going, Dinamo?”

"How could it be going... having a pint. We're beating lasi tonight. 1-0,
that's a fact.”

llie laughs, takes a seat by the window and asks Andrei for a beer.
Andrei is stuck in conversation with one of my friends:

"Before each house made its own sausages, ham and jerky. We learned
a lot from the Germans,” he says.

"The German taught us a lot while he was around”, llie, his father who is
a talking mood, adds,”The German threw nothing away, not even the
pig’s hair. He made painting brushes out of it. Didn’t throw the nails
away either. Used everything. When a young man married, he got the
furniture as a gift from his parents. The didn’t spend money on furniture
or food. The only money they spent was on sweets. Any object inherited
from the old people was turned into something new, treated, lacquered,
painted and so on. The front room was always for the young ones after
marriage.”

Five minutes later an older man appears at the bar, dressed in a
tracksuit and with big rings on his fingers.

"00007, llie yells. "Look, this here is Licd, about to turn 70 any day now,
lives in Austria. He’s a great football coach. Original inhabitant of
Grabat. You can ask him more about the Germans, he’ll tell you. Lica,
have a seat, I'll get you a cold one.”

”"No drinking, thanks. I'll have a coffee though.”
Licd sits next to llie and | never get the chance to ask because he

immediately starts talking in a slightly pedantic tone, as if he is about to
hold a lecture in front of school children. We are all quiet and listen:
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,E adevarat ca lumea avea de lucru pe vremuri. Odata cu lichidarea
acestor institutii si trecerea la economia de piata, lumea a trebuit sa
faca ceva. La muncd in Serbia, in Ungaria, unde puteam si noi. Intrand in
UE, am avut o sansa mare sa patrundem pe piata din Vest si sd ne
integram cumva intr-o alta lume.”

fsi toarna doua lingurite de zahar in cafea cu gesturi meticuloase i
continud:

,Eu sunt plecat de 31 de ani in Austria. Ce sd zic... am fost fortat sa trec
granita. Regimul de atunci m-a impins sa fac asta. Am fugit. Si imi pare
rdu cd n-am fugit mai repede cand eram si mai tandr. Am cerut azil
politic in Austria si incet-incet mi-am adus si familia, dupa care am
cautat sa-mi ajut prietenii din copilarie, vecinii. Sa-i aduc si pe eiin
Austria. Le-am gasit locuri de muncd. Acum suntem o comunitate de
grabdteni intr-o localitate din Austria. La granita cu Elvetia, unde se
imbina Alpii elvetieni cu Alpii austrieci. Avem si o intreaga echipa de
fotbal acolo.”

,5-a schimbat mult Grabatul?” il intreb.

,Foarte mult. Grabatul s-a schimbat radical. Ne este dor... Dar sd va zic
ceva: este trist ca au plecat din localitate nemtii nostri care au construit
aceastd comund. Am invatat multe de la ei. Sd stiti ca noi suntem un
neam mai delasator. Imi aduc aminte cd aveam un vecin neamt. Ala
curata zapada la ora 5 dimineata pe strada lui. Oameni iubitori de
munca. Si asa ne luam si noi dupa ei.

.Fiecare matura strada lui. S3 fie strada curatd cand pleca undeva. Daca
nu era neamtul, nu aveam parchet si dusumele prin case”, intervine llie.

,Asa e”, aprobd Licd pe acelasi ton profesoral. ,,Avem aici un sat pietruit
care e facut de nemtiin 1942. Suntem mandri de el. E facut de ei, de
nemtii nostri. Si Grabatul s-a dezoltat frumos.

Am avut una dintre cele mai bune fanfare din tard! Dar sa vd mai spun
ceva... Eu nu sunt un asa mare patriot. Am umblat in toata tara, am fost
in toatd Europa, dar cand vin acasd, acasa md refer la Grabat. Nu ma
intereseazad ce se intampla la Bucuresti, la Ploiesti sau la Craiova. Mai
mult md intereseaza ce se intampla la Belgrad sau la Budapesta. De ce?

"It is true that people had jobs back then. Starting with the liquidation of
institutions and a shift towards a market economy, the people had to do
something. Went to work in Serbia, Hungary, where there was work to
be found. Joining the EU was a big chance to get on the Western
markets and become part of a different world.”

He meticulously pours two teaspoons of sugar in his coffee with
meticulous gestures and continues:

"I have been living in Austria for 31years now. What can | say... | was
forced to cross the border illegally. The regime back then forced me to
doit. I'ran. And | am sorry | didn’t do it sooner, when | was younger still.
I applied for political asylum in Austria and slowly brought my family,
after which | tried helping my childhood friends, my neighbors. Bringing
them to Austria. Finding them jobs. Now there is a community of Grabat
native living in an Austrian town. At the border with Switzerland, where
the Swiss Alps meet the Austrian Alps. We have a whole football team
there.”

"Did Grabat change a lot?” | ask.

"A whole lot, yes. Radically. We miss... But let me tell you: it is sad the
Germans in our community left, because they built this locality. We
learned a lot from them. You know, we Romanians are a neglectful
people. | remember having a German neighbor. That guy shoveled
snow at 5 AM in the morning on his side of the street. These people
enjoyed work. And so we took after them.”

"Everyone swept their street of dust. So that their street was clean
when they left to go out. If it wouldn’t have been for the German, we
wouldn’t have had parquet and wooden floors in our houses”, llie steps
in.

"Exactly”, Licd chimes with the same scholarly tone. "We have here a
village with cobblestones built by the Germans in 1942. We are proud of
it. Made by them, out Germans. And Grabat developed beautifully. We
had one of the best bands in the country! But let me tell you... I'm no
great patriot. I've traveled the country up and down, seen most of
Europe, but when | return home, by home | mean Grabat. | could care
less what passed in Bucharest, Ploiesti or Craiova. I'm more interested
in what’s going on in Belgrade or Budapest. Why? Can't really explain. |



Nu pot sa explic. Am in mine asta. Cand vin acasa, nu vin in Romania. Eu
vin la Grabat. Romania e abia de 100 de ani, dacd o ludm istoric.”

.Denumirea Romdnia vrei sa spui?”, intreaba llie incruntat.

,Ce au facut politicienii si oamenii de afaceri cu Marea Unire, aia e 0
poveste. Eu vin la Grabat, nu vin in Romania.”

,Pai, cum, md, Licd, si ce, poporul roman e de 100 de ani? Asta zici?”

»EU n-am nimic cu poporul roman.”

,Poporul roman are 2000 de ani”, zice llie deja infierbantat. ,Dar la tara
asta de ce nu s-a pus denumirea Dacia? De ce trebuia sa-i puna
Romania? Daca-i spuneam Dacia, aveam 2000 de ani. Sau 2500 de ani.
Sau chiar mai mult.”

»NU sunt istoric, domn’ primar. Armata Romana a intrat...”

,Lica, nu vorbim de Armata Romana, vorbim de Dacia.”

,Eu nu stiu de Dacia, eu nu I-am vdzut pe Decebal sau pe Burebista.”
,Da’ citestiistorie?”, intreaba llie.

~Pentru mine, istoria e strada mea, pompa de la stradd, locul in care m-
am nascut. Eu n-am vazut dacii decét in filme.”

,Dar de ce spui tu cd istoria nu inseamna nimic pentru tine?”
LAbsolut nimic.”

LAdicd... ce vrei sa spui? Cd dupd ce nu o sd mai fii tu, crezi ¢d nu o sd
mai zica nimenea cd Lica a fost un antrenor si asa mai departe?”

,Domnul primar, eu vd dau un exemplu. De ce natia noastra e atata de
lasa? Atata de perversd?”

,Lasa nu e, perversa da.”
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have it in me. When | come home, | don’t return to Romania. | return to
Grabat. Romania is barely 100 years old, if we are to speak historically.”

"The name Romania you mean” llie frowns with the question.

"What the politicians and businessmen did with that Great Union of
theirs is a story. | come back to Grabat, not Romania.”

"Come now Licg, you mean to say the Romanian people is barely 100
years old? Is that what you’re saying?”

" said nothing about the Romanian people.”

"The Romanian people is 2000 years old," says llie, heating up. "But

then why didn’t we call this country Dacia? Why did they have to call it
Romania? If we would have named it Dacia, it would have been 2000
years old. Or maybe 2500 years old. Or older still.”

”I'm no historian mister mayor. The Romanian Army came in...”

”Licd, we aren’t talking about the Romanian Army, we are talking about
Dacia.”

"I have no clue about Dacia, | never say Decebalus or Burebista.”
"But you’ve read about history, yes?”, llie asks.

"For me, my street is part of history, and the water pump down the
street, the place | was born in. I only saw Dacians in movies.”

"But why are you saying history means nothing to you?”
"Exactly nothing.”

"You mean... what exactly do you mean? That after you'll be gone, no
one will say that Lica was a football coach and so forth?”

"Mister mayor, allow me to give you an example. Why is our nation so
cowardly? So perverse?”

"It is not cowardly, only perverse!”
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,Tot globul spune asta despre noi”, izbucneste Lica. ,,Am citit recent pe

Facebook despre caricaturistul ala Popa-Popas... El a spus ceva ce eu
spun de 40 de ani. Ce cauta oltenii in Banat?”

,Dar ce cauti tu in Austria?” striga Andrei de dupa bar, sprijinit de
dozatorul de Bergenbier.

Licd se face cd nu aude si continua:
,Maria Tereza a Austriei si Franz Josef au construit satul asta...”

L1 totusi.... ce cauti tu in Austria?”, intreaba din nou Andrei zambind
multumit.

Se lasa linistea. Licd ia o gura de cafea.

,Cum ziceam, Maria Tereza a Austriei...”

"The whole World says the same”, Licd erupts. "I've recently read on
Facebook about that Popa-Popas fellow who draws caricatures... He
said something I've been saying for 40 years. What are the people from
Oltenia doing in the Banat?”

"But what are you doing in Austria?” yells Andrei from behind the bar,
leaning on the Bergenbier dispenser.

Licd pretends not to have heard and goes on:
"Maria Theresia of Austria and Franz Josef built this village...”

"But still... what are you doing in Austria?” asks Andrei again, smiling
with satisfaction.

There’s a lull. Lica sips his coffee.

"As | was saying, Maria Theresia of Austria...”
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POVESTIRI DIN TARAMUL NIMANU|

o

TALES FROM NO MAN'S LAND

Andrei Ursu
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CUVANT INAINTE

Din interviurile inregistrate, din povestile spuse de oameni, am
descoperit un alt Banat.

Opusul a ceea ce oamenii considerd ca inseamnd Banatul acum.
Am incercat sd privesc in profunzime, intr-un loc incert si aflat in
constantd miscare.

Am c3&latorit, pentru ca Banatul pentru mine a inceput sd insemne o
calatorie. Mai ales in trecut.

Am descoperit un amalgam de voci, imagini, destine, suferinta, stoicism
si acceptare. Senindtate. Si am incercat sa imi explic cum niste oameni
care au trecut prin atatea incercari pot, dupa 50 de ani de la
evenimentele trdite, sd povesteasca cu atata detasare evenimente
adanci, complexe si traumatizante in cel mai simplu limbaj, fard emfaza
sau dramatism. Sincer si modest.

Mi-am imaginat un Banat ca punct de trecere, un loc in care ajungi, un
loc unde esti adus sau trimis, un loc din care esti luat, un loc din care ai
plecat siin care te intorci fard sd-I mai recunosti. Pentru ca tu, sau locul,
sau lumea, sau oamenii din ea s-au schimbat iremediabil intre timp. Un
loc pe care daca nu-l privesti cu atentie iti poate scdpa privirii,
inselandu-te asemeni unei iluzii optice. Schimbdtor in felul in care
caldura tremurd la orizont facand aerul sa fiarbd si ochiul mintii sa
calatoreasca peste campia nesfarsitd, lasandu-ti gandurile sa alerge.

Banatul ca o Fata Morgana, un no man’s land, un taram al nimanui,
suspendat undeva in inconstientul colectiv al unor generatii, undeva in
trecutul care trimite spre noi, cei din prezent, firele rosii ale unor povesti
puternice, neverosimile, vesele, triste, uitate, reamintite, reinterpretate,
impdrtdsite ca sa nu fie inghitite de timp.

Andrei Ursu

FOREWORD

From the interviews, and the stories people told, | discovered another
Banat.

The opposite of what people nowadays think the Banat means.

| tried searching in depth, in an uncertain place, one that is constantly
shifting.

| traveled, because the Banat to me has turned into a journey. Especially
one that goes into the past.

| discovered an amalgam of voices, images, destinies, suffering,
stoicism and acceptance. Serenity. And | tried to understand how could
people that lived through so much be able to speak with such
detachment of deep, complex and traumatic events that happened to
them 50 years before, using the simplest language, without emphasis
or drama. Honestly and with humbleness.

I imagined a Banat as a threshold, a place you reach, a place where you
are brought or sent to, a place from which you are taken, a place you
left and now return to without recognising it anymore. Because you, or
the place, or the world and the people in it have changed irreversably in
time. A place that if you don't observe closely might escape your gaze,
deceiving you in the way optical illusions do. Shifting in the way the heat
moves on the horizon and the air boils and your mind's eye travels over
the endless plain, letting your thoughts roam.

The Banat like a Fata Morgana, a no man's land, suspended somewhere
in the collective uncoscious of generations, somewhere in the past that
send out to us, the people in the present, the red threads of powerful,
unbelievable, happy, sad, forgotten, remembered, reinterpreted stories,
shared with other so they don't get gobbled up by time.

Andrei Ursu
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CONAK /
MANOR

/burase de pe bancheta tare de lemn, lovindu-si spinarea de
perete, scurgandu-se odata cu lumina zilei care incepea sa dispard de
pe mucavaua ieftind a compartimentului, topita incetul cu incetul de
caldura.

Trenul alunecase indelung peste sine si dintr-o datd inghetase,
incercand sa se opreasca din mers asemeni unui nebun care nu-si mai
simte demult picioarele, ratacind si urland prin pustie; si el inca visa pe
sub pleoape avioanele trecand peste un cer pictat de cineva in culorile
peretilor de manastire, intr-un albastru al ochilor de sfinti.

Auzea in urechi zumzetul motoarelor si vedea siluetele
bombardierelor americane si englezesti si sirena urla, taind gandurile
oamenilor in doud. De jos, avioanele pdreau a fi muste sau bondari si el
se visa in cabina de ochire a unuia dintre ele, privind lumea de sus cu
ochi de insecta, vazand oameni misunand prin dispozitivul de ochire,
oameni misunand ca furnicile de mici; si apdsase butonul stiind ca burta
avionului se va deschide, si-si amintea cum odatd, copil fiind, ninsese cu
hartie peste orasul copildriei lui. $i pe hartiile asternute peste oras si
peste strazi si case si oameni, scria frumos cu litere mari: ,SEVERIN
ORAS FRUMOS, SAMBATA TE-NTORC PE DOS!”; si o bufnitura seaca 1l
trantise pe podea scotandu- din vis si aruncandu-I inapoi in realitate.

Locomotiva pufdia greu in campie. Pentru o clipd fumul de
mangal linsese geamul compartimentului, pe care-I crapase inainte sa
adoarma. Fuioare lungi si negre intraserd incet, mangaind peretii
scorojiti, iesind repede si rdspandindu-se undeva spre orizontul care
incepea sa fie inghitit incet de bezna.

incepu sd tuseasca in timp ce urechile inca ii tiviau de la
zgomotul franelor, oprind sarpele de metal in care se cuibdrise cu doua
zile in urma, incercand sa ajunga acolo unde fusese trimis. Plecase de la
Bucuresti cu coada intre picioare. Dar ce fusese nu mai era si ce era sa
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He flew off the rough wooden bench, hitting his back against
the wall, oozing off together with the day's sunlight that was
disappearing from the cheap cardboard panels of the train
compartment, slowly dissolving from the heat.

The train had skidded on its tracks for a long time and was
suddenly frozen still, trying to stop the same way a madman who cannot
feel his legs anymore does, roaming and howling through the wastes;
and he was still dreaming underneath his eye-lids, dreaming of planes
passing over a sky painted by someone in the colors of monastery
walls, painted in the blue of saints' eyes.

He could hear the hum of motors and he saw the silhouettes of
American and British bombers and the siren was wailing, cleaving
people's thoughts in two. From below the airplanes seemed like flies or
bumble bees, and he was dreaming of himself in the bombardier's turret
of one of the aircraft, watching the world from above with insect eyes,
seeing people the size of ants swarming below; and he had pushed the
button knowing the belly of the bomber would pop open, and he
suddenly remembered that once, as a child, it had snowed with pieces
of paper over the town of his childhood. And on the pieces of paper that
had set over the town and over the streets and the houses and the
people, there were neatly printed in capital letters the words: "SEVERIN,
YOU DARLING CITY, SATURDAY I'LL BOMB YOU PRETTY!”; and he
slammed to the floor with a dull thud, seeping out of the dream, being
thrown back into reality.

The locomotive was giving out labored puffs onto the plain. For
a moment the smoke from the coal fire licked the compartment window,
which he had cracked open before falling asleep. Long black strands of
smoke entered, caressing the flaked walls, escaping quickly and
spreading somewhere towards the horizon that was being slowly
swallowed up by darkness.

He started coughing while his ears were still ringing from the
sound the brakes had made while stopping the metal snake into which
he had huddled up two days before, trying to get to where he had been
sent. He had left Bucharest with the tail between his legs. But was used
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vina se lasa asteptat in timp ce el se gasea undeva in mijlocul nimicului,
in campie, undeva in Banat, intr-un tren care se oprise brusc, facand

rotile de otel sd scrasneasca si sa scuipe scantei peste pamantul crapat.

Scoase capul pe geam atunci cand auzi voci. Soarele
coborase, intrand in pamant, si totul parea ca urmeaza sa ia foc.

Cineva se certa cu altcineva si injuraturile erau rusesti.

isi lua ranita, iesind din compartiment si cobori scarile
vagonului. Locomotiva sangera fum, iar vantul statea.

Era cald.

Langd locomotivd, mecanicul, fochistul si conductorul se
fnjurau copios cu un individ scund indesat intr-un combinezon negru. Pe
sine statea un T34 rusesc cu o senila ruptd. Sinele erau distruse iar
mecanismul rotilor de tanc fusese facut bucati. Nimeni nu mai pleca
niciunde.

Trenul era lung si se innegrea cu fiecare noua clipd care
trecea, avand sd fie in curand inghitit de intuneric de la cap la coadd, in
timp ce rusul parea ca luase foc de la ultimele raze de soare ale zilei.

Fochistul isi dadea palme peste cap in timp ce mecanicul si
conductorul incercau sa dialogheze cu tanchistul intr-o rusa stricata
presdratd cu semne si injurdturi romanesti. Rusul tacea, privindu-i si
pufaind o mahorcd, obosit si fara chef. Ceilalti tanchisti iesisera afara si
ei ca sa-si intinda incheieturile, iar acestea se puteau auzi pocnind sec
in tacerea care se lasase dintr-o data.

Era clar ca n-avea cum sa mai ajunga pana acolo unde fusese
trimis. Ceilalti nici nu-I bagau in seama.

Fusese singurul pasager al trenului. Pesemne ca uitaserd de
el. De altfel, nici nu era prea sigur cd stiuserd vreodata ca-I caraserd
atata drum, pentru cad nimeni nu se sinchisise sa-I intrebe ceva sau sa-I
mai caute dupa ce le aratase hartiile. Acceptaserd cu totii cd era acolo
in vagon, sau cd dispdruse dupd ce-l vazusera prima oard, inghitit ca o
vedenie intr-un vis care pleaca de sub pleoape dupa ce clipesti; mai
departe de atat nimeni nu-l intrebase mai nimic, dorind sd uite si sa
creada ca nici nu existase de fapt. Se-ntdmpla atunci cand carai dupa
tine hartii de drum semnate si parafate de un colonel de Securitate.

to be wasn't anymore, and what was to come was taking its time, while
he was somewhere in the middle of nowhere, in the plain, somewhere
in the Banat, on a train that had suddenly stopped, making its steel
wheels grind and spout sparks over cracked earth.

He put his head out the window when he heard voices. The
sun was low, going back into the earth, and everything seemed about
to catch on fire.

Somebody was arguing with somebody else and the swear
words were in Russian.

He took his knapsack, exiting the compartment and going
down the train car steps. The locomotive was bleeding smoke and the
wind was still.

It was hot.

By the locomotive, the mechanic, the stoker and the conductor
were exchanging swear words with a short individual dressed in black
overalls. The train tracks were being blocked by a Russian T34 tank with
a broken tread. The tracks themselves were destroyed and the wheel
mechanism of the tank was broken to bits. Nobody was going
anywhere.

The train was long, turning black with each passing moment,
about to be swallowed up by the darkness from head to tail, while the
Russian seemed to have caught on fire from the last slivers of daylight.

The stoker was hitting himself over the head while the
mechanic and the conductor were trying to talk to the tank man in
broken Russian, interspersed with hand gestures and Romanian swear
words. The Russian was silent, watching them and puffing on a
makhorka cigarette, tired and not in the mood. The other tank men had
gotten out to stretch their joints, and these could be heard popping
dryly in the silence that suddenly fell over them.

It was clear to him now that he wouldn't be able to reach the
place where he had been sent. The others were paying no attention to
him.

He had been the train's only passenger. It seemed they had
forgotten about him. Actually he wasn't quite sure if they actually knew
they had taken him along all this way, because no one had bothered to
ask him anything or look after him since he had shown them his papers.
They had all accepted that he was there in the train car, or that he had
disappeared upon them first noticing him, swallowed up like a dream
vision that leaves the underside of eye-lids after blinking; further than
that nobody asked him much, wanting to forget and believing that he
never actually existed. It happened when you were carrying travel



Dac-ar fi stiut ei ce-nsemna de fapt asa ceva. Dar nimeni nu-si punea
astfel de intrebari. Era mai sandtos sd dai din umeri, sa taci din gurd si
sa-ti vezi de treaba.

Asta-i spusese si colonelul Fulga atunci cand fi inmanase
ordinele de mars dupad finalizarea anchetei:

- Daca te-ntreabd cineva ceva despre toata chestiunea, atunci
dai din umeri, taci din gura si-ti vezi de drum. Acuma, mars!

Siasa pleca el de la Bucuresti, Iasat in pace, eliberat din
functie si trimis la mama naibii in Banat unde bantuiau doar trenuri
goale, formatiuni de blindate rusesti si vantul in campie.

La tren nu mai era de stat. Cazuse si noaptea peste ei ca un
capag, iar rusii fumau tacand malc in timp ce-si intindeau o sticld. La
scurt timp i se alaturard si conductorul, fochistul si mecanicul.

Se gandi sa-i salute de rdmas bun:

- Euma duc, le spuse el, dar ceilalti nu spusera nimic, sau
poate ca nu stiau ce sa spund, sau poate ca le era frica sa raspunda
intunericului care dintr-o datd le vorbea.

Erau vremuri ciudate si triste. Dar nimeni nu-si punea intrebari.
Era mai sanatos asa. Oricum n-ar fi stiut cum sd facd dacd ar fi primit si
inteles raspunsul. Sau poate cd stiau fara sa mai fie nevoie sa se-ntrebe.
O simteau undeva adanc in ei si frica le-nclesta gura, punand lacat
gandurilor, Idsandu-le mintile sa misune in noapte pe picioare de
gandacel, nelasandu-i sa doarmd, fortandu-i sa viseze cu ochii deschisi
o realitate care nu mai era a lor, dandu-le insomnii care fi Iasau cu
obrajii supti si copti de cearcane, asemeni unor copii somnambuli. Cu
totii pierduti undeva departe de casa. Nimeni nemaistiind drumul inapoi.

Habar n-avea incotro s-0 ia.

O taie asa de nebun prin campie cu ranita in spate. Se gandi sa
scoatd lanterna, dar la scurt timp incepurd sd aparad stele si vedea
destul de bine pe unde merge.

Mergea prin nimic sub un cer peste care lumina explodase intr-
un suvoi de spuma alba ca laptele, si el se plimba pe sub galaxii
ascunzandu-si fata in gulerul vestonului, calcand obosit prin praful
campiei.
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papers signed and stamped by a Colonel of the Security. If only they
had known what something like that actually meant. But nobody asked
themselves those kind of questions. It was healthier to shrug, keep your
mouth shut and see to your own business.

That's what Colonel Fulga had told him when he was handed
his marching orders after the investigation was concluded:

"Should anyone ask you something about the whole matter,
you shall shrug, be silent and see to your destination. Now disappear!”

And that's how he left Bucharest, off the hook, relieved of his
position and sent into the middle of nowhere in the Banat, where
everything was haunted by empty trains, Russian tank formations and
the wind howling on the open plain.

There was no use staying with the train. Night had fallen on
them like a lid and the Russians were smoking in silence, passing a
bottle. Shortly afterwards the conductor, stoker and mechanic joined
them.

He thought about saying good-bye:

”I'm going”, he told them, but the others did not reply, or
maybe they didn't know what to say, or maybe they were afraid of
replying to the darkness that had suddenly decided to speak.

Those were strange and sad times. But nobody was asking
themselves questions. Or maybe everybody knew the answers without
needing to ask. They felt it somewhere deep inside, and fear was
clamping their mouths shut, locking their thoughts away, letting their
minds swarm in the night on tiny bug legs, not letting them sleep,
forcing them to dream, eyes wide open, of a reality that did not belong
to them anymore, giving them insomnia, leaving them with sunken
cheeks and black rings around their eyes, like sleepwalking children. All
lost somewhere far from home. Nobody knowing the way back.

He had no idea where he was supposed to go.

He just decided to head out into the plain with the knapsack
on his back. He thought about taking out his flashlight, but the stars
started coming out in the sky and he could see pretty well where he
was going.

He was heading nowhere under a sky over which the light had
exploded in a stream of white foam the color of milk, and he was
walking along under galaxies hiding his face in the collar of his military
jacket, tiresomely treading the dust of the plain.
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Luna il privea mare si argintie, luminand totul intr-un albastru
care-I nelinistea, in timp ce caldura zilei iesea din pdmant, undeva in
depdrtare ridicandu-se ceva ca o ceatd ce lui fi amintea de fantome si
povesti cu strigoi, dar era prea obosit si satul ca sa mai aibd timp si de
frica.

il apucasera gandurile, sarindu-i in carca ca o gloata de draci
iesita din crapaturile arse de soare ale campiei prin care cdlca, simtind
sub bocanci buruienile uscate si ajunse aproape cenusa. in fatd vazu
albia secatd a unui rdu, mai mult o zgarieturd trasd cu unghia sau cu un
betigas de un copil plictisit prin carnea uscatd si veche a lumii, Si
gandurile nu-i dadeau pace, prinzand parcd glas, devenind soapte
intrate Tn ureche odatd cu vantul noptii care se puse sa bata facand
ierburile si buruienile campiei sa fosneasca.

Atunci il vazu pe baiat, de cealaltd parte a raului care nu mai
era, privindu-| pierdut cu ochi ca niste gduri in pamant.

- Ce cauti aici? il intrebd pe bdiat.

- Dar tu ce cauti? i raspunse acesta desi buzele nu i se
miscaserd deloc, baiatul unduindu-se ca o vedenie intre razele de lung,
lingand peretii de ceatd care se apropiau. Ochii baiatului se-aprinserd
deodata, pulsand, si cdlatorul isi feri fata de vedenie asteptand sa fie
topit de lumina.

Clipi, trezindu-se in ceatd. Nemaiavand de ales, scobi in ranita
dupd lanterna si o aprinse incercand sa nu se gandeasca la ceea ce
tocmai vazuse, fortandu-se sa nu creada ceea ce simtea ca fiind
adevdrat — ca innebunise.

Ca baiatul era mort, asta era sigur. O constatase si comisia de
ancheta, dovezile erau acolo. Bdiatul se-mpuscase in cap cu un pistolet
de 9mm.

- Vina, tovarase, nu o purtati dumneavoastrd, ii spusese Fulga
pdrinteste, instiintandu-I ca nu va fi pus sub acuzare, dar ca nici n-avea
sd mai ramana pompier militar. Zambiti, tovarasu’! Putea sd fie si mai
rdu, mai zise Fulga infigandu-si un BelomorKanal cu filtru intre dintii
care-i ranjeau patati de nicotina. Lumea asta noua care se construieste
n-are nevoie de caractere lase, mai spuse colonelul suspinand in timp
ce respira fum albastru, lasandu-se invaluit ca de o aura in biroul mic si
imbacsit care mirosea a transpiratie barbateasca, a parfum ieftin si a
frica.

Pe perete, peste petlitele albastre cu stea rosie ale uniformei
colonelului de Securitate, tronau, deasupra fiecarui umar, Tovarasul

The moon was watching him, big and silver-gray, lighting
everything up in an unsettling blue hue while the heat of the day was
seeping out of the ground, and somewhere in the distance something
like a fog was appearing, reminding him of stories about ghosts and
strigoi, but he was too tired and fed up to think about fear.

His thoughts grabbed a hold of him, jumping on his back like a
legion of devils that were coming out of the sun-burnt cracks of the
earth he was walking on, feeling the dry weeds that had almost been
turned to ash under the soles of his boots. Before him was a dried up
river bed, more like a scratch done with a fingernail or a stick that had
dug into the dry and ancient flesh of the world, the work of a bored
child, and the thoughts would not release him, becoming voices,
whispers that were entering his ears together with the night wind that
had started blowing, making the weeds and grasses of the plain rustle.

That's when he saw the boy, on the other side of a river that
was long gone, staring at him with eyes like chasms in the ground.

"What are you doing here?” he asked the boy.

"But what are you doing here?” the boy replied, although the
boy’s lips had not moved, swaying like a vision between moon rays that
were licking the approaching walls of fog. The boy's eyes lit up all of a
sudden, throbbing, and the traveler hid his face from the apparition,
waiting to be melted away by the light.

He blinked, finding himself trapped inside the fog. Having no
other choice, he dug into his knapsack looking for the flashlight, which
he turned on, trying not to think about what he had just seen, forcing
himself not to believe what he felt to be true — that he had gone mad.

The boy was dead, that was a certainty. Even the investigation
committee had established that much, the evidence was there. The boy
had shot himself with a 9mm pistol.

"The blame, comrade, it not yours to bear”, Fulga had uttered,
using a parental tone, informing him that he would not be charged with
anything, but that he would also not be a military fireman anymore.
"Smile comrade! It could have been so much worse”, Fulga added while
he stuck a filtered BelomorKanal cigarette between his grinning teeth
that were heavily stained with nicotine. "This new world that is being
built has no need of cowardly types”, the Colonel added sighing while
he was exhaling blue smoke, letting himself be enveloped by an aura
inside his small and stuffy office that smelled of male sweat, cheap
perfume and fear.

On the wall, above the epaulets of the Security Colonel's
uniform, above each one of his shoulders, there loomed Comrade Stalin



Stalin si Tovarasul Dej, frumos inramati, veghind constructia temeliilor
noii lumi cladita din fel si fel de acte, ordine de drum, liste cu arestati si
note informative care circulau in suvoaie ce miroseau a tus, creion
chimic si sange prin mici birouri aflate in demi-solurile unor case din
Bucuresti.

- Lumea se schimbd, spuse Fulga dupa cateva clipe de tacere
care parusera ca ar fi fost in stare sa inghita epoci. lar cei care nu pot
concepe n-au ce cauta in ea. Zambiti. Totul este bine.

Dar nimic nu era bine. Simtea ca innebunise. Si lumea
innebunise odata cu el.

fi venea sa plangd, nemaistiind cum sa iasa din ceatd.
incepuse sa strige fara sd-si dea seama:

- Ajutor! M-am pierdut!

Si‘inapoi venea doar raspunsul campiei, inganandu-I printr-un
ecou:
- ..derdut, ..dut..., ... ut...

Tipd in continuare. Pand cand nu mai putu sd tipe. Dupa care
tipa din nou. Fdra sa-si dea seama, dintr-o data incepuse sa urle. Si urla
pana cand i se pdru ca reusise sa amuteasca ecoul cu urletele sale.

Pentru o clipd se asternu tacerea peste campie.

Apoi vantul incepu sa bata iar lin, miscand ceata. Cdlatorul se
opri din urlat, cazut in fund, privind tdmp un gol care incepuse sa se
surpe in ceatd. Lumina lanternei incepuse sa palpaie si calatorul
incepuse sa vadd ceva.

Era ceva ca un tunel si el era ramas fdra glas, atunci cand pana
la urma reusi sa-si stearga lacrimile, sa-si sufle nasul si sa se ridice de-
acolo unde era cazut. Tunelul era lung si intunecat. Nici urma de lund
sau de stele. Clipi, incercand sa-si obisnuiasca ochii, vazand ca lumina
lanternei nu mai era in stare sa taie bezna. Apoi lumina lanternei se
stinse. Sau poate cd el stinsese lanterna fard sa-si dea seama,
ascultand cine stie ce gand care-i rasdrise-n minte.

Se uita la golul aparut in ceata.
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and Comrade Dej, nicely framed, watching over the construction of the
foundations of a new world being built out of diverse paperwork, travel
orders, lists with the arrested and informative notes that were flowing in
unending streams that reeked of ink, chemical pencil and blood,
flooding small offices found in certain semi-basements of the city of
Bucharest.

"The world is changing”, Fulga said after a few moments of
silence that seemed capable of swallowing up entire ages. "And those
that cannot grasp this aspect have no business in this world. Smile. All is
well.”

But nothing was well. He felt that he was going insane. And the
world had gone insane in the same instant.

He felt like crying, not knowing how to escape the fog. He
started yelling without realizing he was doing it:

~Help! I am lost!”

The only reply was the plain's echo, mocking him:

He kept on yelling. Until he couldn't anymore. Then he went at
it again. Without noticing, he suddenly started screaming. And he
screamed until he thought that he had managed to mute the echo with
his screaming.

Silence fell over the plain for a moment.

Then the wind started blowing softly again, making the fog
move. The traveler stopped screaming, slumped to the ground, staring
moronically at a gap that had begun to tear itself out of the fog. The
beam of the flashlight started flickering and the traveler started noticing
something.

It seemed to be something like a tunnel and he was left
speechless, when he was able to finally wipe away his tears, blow his
nose and gather himself back up. The tunnel was long and dark. No
sign of moon or stars. He blinked trying to attune his eyes, seeing that
the flashlight's beam was unable to cut through the black. Then the
flashlight went out. Or maybe he had turned it off without realizing he
had done it, obeying some unknown thought that had popped into his
mind.

He was watching the gap in the fog.
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Cineva nevazut i croise o cale, si cdlatorul se gandi din nou la
aratarea pe care-o vazuse de cealalta parte a raului secat, undeva in
taramul nimanui.

Calea unduia prin ceatd si prin beznd, dar calatorul nu era
convins c-ar trebui sd se urneasca. Ar fi putut sa rdmana acolo pana la
dimineata.

Soaptele insa incepusera sd-i dea iar tarcoale urechilor,
rasarind de printre buruienile si uscaturile campului, ridicate odata cu
vantul care prinsese glas.

Tunelul incepuse parca sa tremure si, pe cand calatorul privea
intunericul, i se paru cd vede un licar de lumina.

Pdsi fard sa-si dea seama si continua sa paseascd pe cand
licarul crestea iar tunelul si ceata incepuserd sd se topeasca, intrand
fnapoi in pamant, aldturandu-se celorlalte vedenii care scapasera
pentru o clipd din taramul celor care nu se mai intorc.

Cineva aprinsese un foc in pustie si barbatul era acum sigur cd
nu-i vedenie. Ceata disparuse cu totul iar campia era iar acoperita de
lumina stelelor si a lunii. In depdrtate, in miezul intunericului, se vedea
lumina gdlbuie aruncata de flacari printre trunchiuri de copac. Vantul
incepuse sa batd cu putere dintr-o data, aducand nori peste cer, iar
barbatul se apropia tot mai mult acum, observand umbrele aruncate de
focul miscat de vant. Vazu copacii luminati de vdpaie, de parca cineva
tocmai aruncase o gdleatd de benzind peste flacdri.

Paduricea explodase brusc in fata ochilor lui, luminand
orizontul, inghitind pentru o clipa intunericul, stralucind intr-o luming
rosiatica care se domolea acum, incetul cu incetul.

Se opri in fata paduricei, simtind miros de benzina si tuicad,
auzind glas de oameni si sunet de muzicutd, vioard si acordeon.

Nici nu stia ce sa creada.

Era mai mult ca un balci. Scaune goale cu tapiterie roasa sau
arsd cu mucul de tigard, si 0o masa doldora cu resturi de mancare,
pahare pe jumatate pline cu vin rosu din marginile carora se pdrea ca
cineva muscase, si tot felul de vesela murdara stateau sub un tei inalt si
batran.

Un foc mare lumina scena dintr-o groapa scobita mai mult in
scarba cu lopeti de transee si tarndcoape aruncate cat colo in mijlocul

Someone had cleared him a path, and the traveler thought
again of the apparition he had seen on the other side of the dried up
river, somewhere in the middle of nowhere.

The way was winding through the fog and the darkness, but
the traveler was not convinced he should move. He could have just
stayed right there and waited for morning.

Whispers started circling his ears again, blossoming from
among the weeds and the dried up plants of the field, rising up together
with the wind that had taken on a voice of its own.

The tunnel seemed to start shivering, and while the traveler
was watching the darkness, he thought he saw inside it a flicker of light.

He started walking without realizing he was doing it and he
continued walking while the flicker was growing, and the tunnel and the
fog started melting, going back into the earth, joining all the other
visions that had escaped for a moment from the land of those who do
not return.

Someone had lit a fire in the wasteland, and the man was now
sure that it was not an apparition. The fog had dissipated completely
and the plain was once again enveloped in the light of the moon and
the stars. In the distance, in the middle of the darkness, he could see
the yellowish light of flames escaping through tree trunks. The wind
started blowing violently, all of a sudden bringing clouds over the clear
sky, and the man was getting ever closer now, noticing the shadows
being thrown all around by the fire that moved with the wind. He saw
the trees being lit up by the blaze, as if someone had thrown a bucket
of gasoline over the flames.

The small grove exploded into sight, lighting up the horizon,
swallowing up all the surrounding darkness for an instant, shining with a
crimson glow that was abating now, little by little.

He stopped in front of the grove, smelling gasoline and tuica,
hearing men's voices and the sound of a harmonica, violin and
accordion.

He really didn't know what to think.

It seemed to be a fair of some sorts. Empty chairs with worn
down upholstery that had suffered cigarette burns, and a table filled
with left-overs, half-drunk glasses of red wine out of whose rims
someone seemed to have bitten chunks out of, and all sorts of dirty
tableware, all under a tall and very old linden tree.

A large fire was lighting up the whole scene from a pit that had
been gouged out, more out of spite than anything, using trench shovels



unei alei pavate, printre pietre de pavaj scoase din lacas, zvarlite aiurea
intr-un concurs de aruncare jucat de niste uriasi beti care disparusera
demult de pe fata pdmantului; cutii de lemn goale, sparte, rupte, folosite
ca lemn de foc, bucati de mobila si cioburi. Rame vechi de tablou
stateau stivuite intr-o parte 1anga un gogoloi de panze pe care cineva le
folosise drept carpe cu care sa se stearga la fund.

Ghivece mari de flori stateau sparte peste tot, pamantul
varsandu-se din ele. Florile fuseserd rupte si imprastiate. Unele ghivece,
i se pdrea, purtau urme de gloante.

in foc ardeau carti. Multe carti. Nu vazuse atatea carti la un loc
in viata lui. Si nu stia cd puteau sa dea atat de multa caldura.

Cineva aliniase niste statui la ceva departare de foc. in spatele
statuilor observa conacul spre care ducea aleea pavata. Era cazut
cumva in penumbrd, de parca lumea se rupea in doud, una dintre parti
— cea intunecata — alunecand spre altceva, acolo unde nu mai putea
patrunde lumina cartilor care ardeau.

Vdzu niste forme miscandu-se frenetic in fata conacului, auzi
cateva chiote, spre el venind limpede versurile unei melodii cantate de
cineva intr-o voce groasd si gravd, acompaniata de vioara, acordeon si
muzicuta:

- Mai la deal de casa noastrd, creste-o floricic-albastrd, dragal
Floricia mea!

Dintr-o data unul dintre capetele statuilor exploda intr-o jerba
de gips. Se arunca pe burtd. Mai rdsunard alte doud impuscaturi si acum
niciuna dintre statui nu mai avea cap. Cantecul continua, condimentat
de chiotele petrecaretilor care o luaserd din loc, venind spre foc.

Ajunsera la foc fara sa-l bage in seama. n spatele lor venea un
bdiat descult imbrdcat intr-un frac care-i era prea larg, cu o basca roasa
pe cap, purtand pe umar un Nagant rusesc cu lunetd, impingand agale
o roabad plind cu carti. Barbatul care canta din voce era imbracat intr-o
fusta nemteasca, avea cizme de caldrie in picioare si un toc de pistol la
brau. Era un urias.

Nimeni nu-l bdgase in seama pe calator, de parca acesta era
invizibil. Se ridica si merse spre cel care pdrea sd fie seful — un militar
aproape la fel de urias ca cel in fustd - intinzandu-i hartia colonelului
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and picks that had been thrown away in the middle of a paved walkway,
lying among pave stones that had been torn out of their places and had
been thrown every which way in a rock throwing contest played by
drunken giants that had disappeared from the face of the earth long
ago; empty wooden boxes that were broken, torn-up, used as firewood,
bits of furniture and shards of glass. Old picture frames had been
stacked on the side by a big clump of canvases that someone had used
as rags for ass-wiping.

Big flower pots were lying broken everywhere, with earth
bleeding out of them. The flowers had been ripped out and thrown
away. Some pots, it seemed to him, had bullet holes in them.

Books were burning in the fire. A lot of books. He hadn't seen
so many books gathered in the same spot in all his life. And he didn't
know that books could give off so much heat.

Someone had lined up statues some distance away from the
fire. Behind the statues he noticed the manor that the paved walkway
was leading up to. It had somehow fallen in half-shadow, as if the world
had broken in two, one side — the dark one — slipping towards
someplace else, a place where the light of the burning books could not
reach into.

He saw shapes moving frantically in front of the manor, heard
some yelps and the clear sound of verses of a song sung by someone in
a thick and deep voice accompanied by violin, accordion and
harmonica:

"Up the hill from our house, a blue flower grows, my dear! My
dear little flower!”

All of a sudden one of the statues' heads exploded in a plume
of gypsum. He went prone. Two other shots rang out and now all the
statues were headless. The song went on, spiked with the shouts of the
revelers that started marching, coming towards the fire.

They reached it without even bothering to acknowledge his
presence. Behind them came a barefoot lad dressed in a tailcoat that
was too large for him, wearing a worn beret on his head and a scoped
Russian Nagant on his shoulder, pushing along a wheelbarrow full of
books. The man who was singing vocals was dressed in a German skirt
and was wearing riding boots and a pistol holster. He was a giant.

Nobody bothered with the traveler, as if he was invisible. He
got up and walked towards the one who seemed to be in charge — a
soldier, giantesque, similar in stature to the one wearing a skirt — trying
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Fulga, dar unul dintre cheflii, duhnind a tuicd, ii dadu un branci,
trantindu- iar la pamant.

Baiatul in frac darama roaba cu carti peste flacdri in chiotele
celor stransi acolo. Unul mai gras trase dupad el o galeata, aruncand
benzina din ea peste foc. Aceasta exploda, aproape orbindu-I pe
cdlator.

- Ba, da' greu mai ard si astea! tipd unul peste gemetele
cartilor ale caror cotoare grele din piele incepusera sa pocneascd,
raspandind un miros de parleala si praf de bibliotecad.

in vapaia starnita, calatorul observa cum la conac unii incarcau
mobile in niste carute, disparand mai apoi in intuneric.

Uriasul incdltat in cizme de caldrie si imbracat in fustd scoase
pistolul de la brau si trase cateva focuri. Ceilalti chiuird. Grasul bau tot
vinul dintr-un pahar si mai apoi musca una dintre margini, crontanind
agale in timp ce se indopa cu paine.

Calatorul se ridica de pe jos si o lud spre conac. in lumina
rosiatica aruncata de foc, clddirea parea cd plange. Avea geamurile
sparte, iar cineva arborase un steag rosu deasupra usilor din lemn
masiv de la intrare.

Pe fronton se mai puteau vedea urmele lasate de literele care
compusesera numele fostului proprietar ajuns acum moloz, dar
intunericul care se ldsase era prea adanc ca sa mai poata fi citite
vreodatd. Pe una dintre usi cineva batuse in cuie o pancartd de carton
pe care statea scris in litere mari si nesigure:

MINISTERIUL SANTATII, SATANTORIUL 3 — HITOFRENICI,
ANIMALI SIRIDUSI

inauntru era bezna, dar célatorul pasi, lasand lumina balciului
dracesc in urma, pierzandu-se prin incaperile goale ale conacului. In
curand nu mai auzea altceva decat liniste si gemetele casei care
suspina din toate incheieturile, podelele de lemn si tocurile usilor
paraind molcom in raceala noptii.

Scoase lanterna si spre mirarea |ui aceasta se aprinse.

Conacul fusese golit. Calca pe cioburi si trecea lumina
lanternei peste peretii care mai purtau urmele tablourilor nu demult
agdtate acolo, calatorul observand ca dreptunghiurile si patratele goale

to hand him Colonel Fulga's paper, but one of the revelers, reeking of
tuica, shoved him, slamming him to the ground once more.

The lad wearing the tail coat dumped the wheelbarrow filled
with books over the flames as the gathering cheered. A fat one dragged
a bucket along, throwing the gasoline inside it over the fire. The liquid
exploded, almost blinding the traveler.

"Boy, they sure do burn hard!” yelled one of the bunch over
the moans of the books whose heavy leather spines started popping,
spreading a smell of singed paper and library dust.

In the light of the blaze that was going up, the traveler noticed
that by the manor, a group of individuals were loading pieces of
furniture into some horse drawn carts, disappearing with them into the
darkness.

The giant wearing riding boots and dressed in a skirt took out
his pistol and fired off a few shots. The others bellowed. The fat one
drank a glassful of wine dry and then bit on its rim, crunching placidly
while stuffing his face with bread.

The traveler got to his feet and went towards the manor. In the
reddish glow of the fire, the building seemed to be weeping. Its
windows were all broken and someone had hoisted a red flag over the
heavy wooden doors at the entrance.

On the gable of the door one could still make out the marks
left behind by the letters that had made up the former owner's name,
before being turned into rubble, but the darkness that had fallen was
too deep, so that they could never be read again. On one of the doors
someone had nailed a cardboard sign on which there stood written in
big and unsure letters:

MINSTRY O" HELF, SATANTORY 3 — HIZZOFRENIKS, A-NOMALS
AND RE-DUCKTED

It was pitch-black inside, but the traveler entered leaving the
light of the satanic fair behind, losing himself in the empty chambers of
the manor. Shortly, all that he could hear was the quiet and the small
moans of the house as it was gasping from all its joints, the wooden
floors and the door-frames cracking softly in the cool night air.

He took out his flash-light, and to his surprise it still worked.

The manor had been emptied. He was stepping on broken
glass as he passed the flash-light beam over the walls that still kept the
impressions of the paintings that used to hang there not too long ago,



acum pastrasera culoarea originald a tapetului, care in rest fusese
decolorat de trecerea timpului.

Umbla fard noima prin casd, nestiind ce cauta, umbla din
inertie, trecand dintr-o camera in alta. Intr-una dintre ele cineva pictase
cu vopsea rosie litere chirilice pe care nu stia sa le citeasca.

Gasi o scara in spirald si urcd la eta.

Dddu intr-o biblioteca enorma si goala in mijlocul cdreia se afla
un pat de metal si nimic altceva.

Patul nu avea nici macar saltea.

Se asezad pentru o clipa pe marginea patului ca sa-si traga
sufletul. Lanterna lumina rafturile goale si lui i se parea ca std in mijlocul
unui cavou, acoperit de praf si de soapte.

Afara zgomotele chefului se mai potoliserd, iar in curand totul
se afundd in tacere.

Se auzea un ceas ticdind undeva induntrul casei, dar pand la
urma si acela se opri, dandu-si seama cd nu mai are de ce sa masoare
ceva care si-asa e infinit si curge dupd cum are chef.

Se intinse incet pe pat, cdutandu-si o pozitie cat de cat
comoda, folosind ranita drept perna si mantaua drept patura. Privea
pierdut umbrele aruncate de lanternd peste rafturile goale ale bibliotecii
si clipi, atipind fara sa-si dea seama.

Poate cd visa atunci cand tresari, ridicandu-se din pat pierdut
undeva la sfarsitul noptii. fi lua ceva ca sa se catere afara din vis si
inapoi in realitate.

Bezna era aproape totald. Luna apusese, iar bateria lanternei
se consumase. Se duse la geam si privi spre orizont, acolo unde
intunericul incepea sa devina laptos, prevestind zorile. in rest, lumea
inca era cuprinsd de intuneric.

il durea spatele. Si simtea ca ceva il apasa in ceafa.

Se-ntoarse si i se paru ca acolo, pe rafturile goale ale
bibliotecii, ceva miscd. Auzi picioare de ganddcel trecand repede-
repede peste lemnul mancat de vreme. Si ceva deschise ochii in bezna,
privindu-1.
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the traveler noticing the empty squares and rectangles had kept the
original color of the wallpaper while all the rest of it had been
discolored by the passage of time.

He was walking around the house aimlessly, not knowing what
he was looking for, out of reflex, going from one room to the other. In
one of them someone had used red paint to write with Cyrillic
characters on the walls, but he didn't know how to read them.

He found a spiral staircase and climbed to the floor above.

The staircase led into a huge and empty library in the middle of
which stood a metal framed bed and nothing else.

The bed didn't even have a mattress.

He sat down for a moment at the edge of the bed, to catch his
breath. The flashlight was illuminating the empty shelves and it seemed
to him that he was in the middle of a tomb, covered in dust and
whispers.

The noises of the party outside were dying down, and soon
everything had fallen silent.

A clock could be heard ticking somewhere inside the house,
but in the end it fell silent as well, realizing it was no use measuring
something that is infinite and flows after its own desire.

He slowly laid down on the bed, looking for a position that was
somewhat comfortable, using the knapsack as a pillow and his military
cloak as a blanket. He was watching the shadows the flashlight was
throwing on the empty shelves and he blinked, falling asleep without
even noticing.

He might have been dreaming when he shuddered, getting out
of bed, lost somewhere at the end of the night. It took him some time to
clamber out of the dream and back into reality.

The darkness was almost total. The moon had set and the
flashlight's battery was dead. He went to the window and watched the
horizon, where the darkness was turning milky, predicting dawn. All the
rest of the world was still steeped in darkness though.

His back ached. And he could feel something pressing on the
back of his head.

He turned around and it seemed to him that there, on the
empty shelves of the bookcase, something was moving. He could hear
little bug legs going quickly-quickly over the wood that had been eaten
away by time. And something had opened its eyes in the darkness,
watching him.
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Ceva il privea cu ochi de insecta de pe unul dintre rafturile
bibliotecii si incepuse sa zgarie lemnul, incercand sd se scurgd din acel
gol intunecat si sa-si facd loc, zgreptanandu-si rabdator lungul drum pe
care-l avea de strabatut prin praful timpului pana la el, venind din
impdratia insectelor inapoi printre cei dintre care plecase, inapoi in
lumea oamenilor.

Se gandi din nou la vedenia baiatului si inlemni, asteptand ca
strigoiul sa vind sa pund mana pe el.

Cineva il atinse atunci, iar calatorul nu fu in stare nici mdcar sa
urle. Dar nu era atins de stafia bdiatului. Era atins cu blandete de un
urias. Imbracat in uniforma militara.

- Ce cauti aici? il intrebd uriasul.

Calatorul dadu din umeri si scoase hartia lui Fulga. Uriasul
scapard un chibrit si arunca un ochi peste stampila in timp ce pe celdlalt
il tinea atintit spre varful tigarii pe care o apropie de flacara. Avea o fatd
tesitd, arsa de soare si strabdtuta de o cicatrice urata. Uriasul avea un
ochi care fugea intr-o parte, si mirosea ciudat, a pamant si liniste, si
avea maini mari si unghii murdare.

- Card-te! fi zise uriasul scurt. N-ai ce cduta aici.

Cobori scarile ca un somnambul, beat, impleticindu-se, si iesi
din intuneric in lumina rasaritului care trdgea soarele dupa ea afara din
pdamant. In fata conacului mirosea a ars si a somn si era liniste.

Vazu aliniamentul unui drum unduind printre un rand de plopi
si din departare veneau niste camioane descoperite aruncand praf,
apropiindu-se de conac.

0 lud pe drum, mergand fara sa gandeasca, privind drept
inainte, tinand strans hartia lui Fulga intre degete. Nu-si mai simtea
picioarele.

Camioanele trecura pe langd el si din remorci il priveau fetele
unor oameni tunsi chilug, imbracati in haine vargate. Stateau in
camioane drepti, unii dintre ei dormind in picioare, ingramaditi unii in
altii, asezati ca niste snopi care se unduiau lin in vantul campiei in timp
ce soarele incepea sd le ardd trasaturile de pe fata si din memoria
calatorului care urma drumul, impins de la spate de ceva ce nu stia sa
numeasca.

Something was watching him with insect eyes from one of the
shelves of the bookcase, and it started scratching at the wood, trying to
leak out of that emptiness so that it could make its way, clawing along
the lengthy path it had to go, patiently, through the dust of time, in
order to get him, coming out of the realm of insects back among those
it had left behind, back into the realm of men.

He thought again about the boy's apparition and froze still,
waiting for the strigoi to come get him.

Someone touched him then, and the traveler couldn't even
gather the strength to scream. But he hadn't been touched by the boy's
ghost. He was being gently caressed by a giant. Wearing a military
uniform.

"What are you doing here?” asked the giant.

The traveler shrugged and handed over Fulga's paper. The
giant lit a match and had one eye on the paper's official stamp while the
other one was fixed on the end of a cigarette he was bringing near to
the flame. He had a blunt face, sun-burnt and covered by an ugly scar.
The giant had a squinting eye, and smelled strangely, of earth and
silence, and big hands and dirty fingernails.

"Piss off!” he curtly said. "You have no business being here!”

He went down the staircase like a sleepwalker, drunk,
staggering, and went out of the darkness into the light of dawn that was
dragging the sun out of the bowels of the earth. In front of the manor it
smelled of immolation and sleep, and it was quiet.

He could see a road embankment winding through a row of
poplars and in the distance there were some flat-bed trucks coming,
throwing dust and closing in on the manor.

He took to the road, walking mindlessly, looking straight
ahead, clutching Fulga's paper. He couldn't feel his legs anymore.

The trucks passed him, and from their platforms the faces of
men with close shaved heads, wearing striped clothing, were watching
him. They were all standing up straight, some of them sleeping where
they stood, huddled up, like sheaves of wheat that were gently fretting
in the wind, while the sun had started burning the features of their faces
off and out of the traveler's memory as he kept to the road, egged on
by something that he could not name.



Merse pana cand soarele urcase bine pe cer, iar dimineata
stersese ultimele rdmdsite ale noptii de pe lume.
Inainte de a intra in sat auzi bocetele. Si cainii care Itrau.

Batranii si copiii erau stransi toti pe linia de tren in fata garii. Si
pe linie era un tren lung, atat de lung incat in oboseala zilelor petrecute
pe drum, cdlatorul nu intelegea sa-i vada capdtul. Si oamenii erau
impinsi in vagoanele de vite in timp ce copiii plangeau, iar batranii
priveau tacuti, unii dintre ei pierduti in lumile launtrice care se dezvdluie
tacerii.

Era vara lui 19511n Banat. Si trenuri pline cu oameni plecau. Si
trenuri goale se intorceau, trecand peste campia pustie, suierand in
mintea cdlatorului care isi aratd hartia sefului de post. Acesta-si sterse
de veston mana unsuroasa inainte de a cuprinde actul intre degete.

- Ai ajuns, ii zise acesta.

Si calatorul statea acum pierdut pe peron, privind trenul
umplandu-se, zarind intre fetele pamantii ale celor care urmau sd plece
chipul baiatului, uitat in momentul in care locomotiva avea sd suiere
pierduta, urnindu-se spre Baragan, aruncandu-si fumul in imensitatea
campiei.
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He walked until the sun had risen some distance into the sky,
and morning had erased the last remnants of night from the world.

Event before he entered the village, he could hear the wails.
And the dogs were barking.

The old ones and the children had all gathered on the train
tracks in front of the station. And the train was long, so long that the
fatigue of the last days spent on the road made the traveler incapable
of perceiving its end. And the people were being pushed into cattle cars
while the children were crying and the old people were silently
watching, some of them lost in the interior worlds that are only revealed
to silence.

It was the summer of 1951 in the Banat. And trains full of
people were departing. And empty trains were returning, passing
through the barren plain, howling in the mind of the traveler that
showed his paper to the station chief. That one wiped his greasy hand
off his jacket before touching the document.

"You have arrived”, he declared.

And the traveler was now just standing on the platform, lost,
watching the train being loaded up, noticing the face of the boy among
the ashen faces of those about to depart, about to be forgotten the
moment the locomotive shrieked, starting towards the Baragan,
throwing its smoke around, into the vastness of the plain.
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TRAUERMARSCH /
TRAUERMARSCH

La inceput cantau Mozart, si Haydn, si Bach. Strauss. Cantaserad si ceva
Chopin.

Apoi doar Wagner.

Ofiterilor germani stationati in sat le placea Wagner. Si Beethoven si
Bruckner. Dar baietii nu se pricepeau sa cante Bruckner. Si-l cam
mdceldreau pe Beethoven. Le placea mai mult Chopin.

Dupd 1940 cantau Chopin pe ascuns. Sau deloc.

Mai degraba deloc.

Entartete Musik war nicht mehr erlaubt.

Erau din Lenauheim, undeva in Banat, si cantau in fanfara:
Baumgartner canta la piculing.

Gaul si Knitsch erau clarinet si clarinet bas.

Olaiev, Tintoi, Boata, Ureche erau la vioard, viola, violoncel si contrabas.

Ciolac nu stia sa cante, nu avea ureche, dar isi petrecea timpul cu cei
din fanfara.

Vieru, Bitto si Bohm erau trianglu, tobd mica si gong.

Mai erau si alti baieti din sat in fanfard: Masia si Milente.

Mai erau Erasmuss, Heckl, Jung si Kirsch.

Si Mermeze.

Toti erau tineri.

Copii. 16, 17,18, 19 sau 20 de ani.

Toti traiau intr-un sat nemtesc, undeva in pustiul campiei Banatului, la
inceputul celui de-Al Doilea Razboi Mondial.

Baietii au trebuit sa aleagd, pentru ca s-au trezit peste noapte numiti
barbati. Apti. Patrioti romani chemati sa apere neamul stramosesc, glia
sivatra. Volksdeutsche die den Anruf des Blutes antworteten mussten.
Propaganda ieftind. Cuvinte goale.

Si baietii, saracii de ei, numai buni de aruncat in tocatorul de carne.
Baumgartner avea 16 ani si a intrat in Hitlerjugend.

Bohm era gras si radea tot timpul si din tot trupul. Recrutorii I-au
palmuit. Trebuia sa fie serios. Militarii dia germani nu prea stiau de
gluma.

Knitsch vroia sd se ajunga ofiter in Wehrmacht, dar I-au repartizat
telefonist in Luftwaffe. Ofiterii prusaci isi bateau joc de accentul lui de
taran svab.

Olaiev si Tintoi au fost luati in Armata Romana.

n the beginning they played Mozart, and Haydn, and Bach. Strauss. The
even played some Chopin.

Then just Wagner.

The German officers stationed in the village liked Wagner. And
Beethoven and Bruckner. But the lads didn’t really know how to play
Bruckner. And they kind of slaughtered Beethoven. They liked Chopin
more.

After 1940 the played Chopin only in secret. Or not at all.

Mostly not at all.

Entartete Musik war nicht mehr erlaubt.

They were from Lenauheim, somewhere in the Banat, and they played
in the band:

Baumgartner played the piccolo.

Gaul and Knitsch were clarinet and bass clarinet.

Olaiev, Tintoi, Boatd, Ureche were violin, viola, cello bass.

Ciolac couldn’t play, he didn’t have the ear for it, but he spent time with
the boys in the band.

Vieru, Bitto and Bohm were triangle, small drum and gong.

There were other lads in the village that were part of the band: Masia
and Milente.

There were Erasmuss, Heckl, Jung and Kirsch.

And Mermeze.

All young.

Children. 16, 17,18, 19 or 20 years old.

They all lived in a German village, somewhere in the wastes of the
Banat plain, at the beginning of World War Two.

The lads had to choose, because they were suddenly being called men
overnight. Fit for duty. Romanian patriots called upon to protect the
ancestral blood, the land and the hearth. Volksdeutsche die den Anruf
des Blutes antworteten mussten. Cheap propaganda. Empty words.
And the lads, poor them, were fit for being thrown into the meat grinder.
Baumgartner was 16 and he went into the Hitlerjugend.

Bohm was fat and laughed all the time, with his whole body. The
recruiters slapped him around. He had to be serious.

Those German military blokes didn't have much of a sense of humor.
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Boata si Ureche rupeau ceva germana. Au fost luati la munca in al
Treilea Reich.

Ciolac si Vieru au dezertat la inceputul lui '41. Au fost prinsi dupa
Caransebes si tinuti in carcera la Oravita, dupd care au facut puscarie
pana in '43 la Jilava cand i-au scos si i-au bagat intr-un batalion
disciplinar, pusi sa meargd prin campuri de mine undeva prin mlastinile
Pripyat.

Ciolac a pierdut un ochi. Vieru si-a pierdut mintile, dar au ajuns amandoi
acasa impreund, inapoi in Lenauheim.

Bitto si Gaul s-au bagat voluntari in Waffen SS.

Masia si Milente au rdmas acasd tot razboiul. Tatii lor au reusit sa-i
mituiasca pe ofiterii romani care venisera sa ia cu arcanul.

Masia si Milente s-au casatorit, au facut copii si au muncit.

Masia si Milente au fost declarati burjui si deportati in Bardgan in 1951.
De Rusalii.

Erasmuss canta la chitard. Lui Erasmuss i placuse atat de mult sa cante
la ea incat i-a dat nume.

Cand Erasmuss a intrat in divizia Panzergrenadiere Feldherrnhalle,
stationata undeva pe Frontul de Est, a primit in grijd un mortier de 8,8
centimetri denumit Puppchen — Papusica.

Erasmuss a uitat din acea zi numele pe care-I daduse chitarii Iasate in
Lenauheim, la mai mult de 2000 de kilometri distanta. Undeva intr-o
altd viatd care n-avea niciodatd sd mai fie a lui.

Heckl, Jung si Kirsch au murit in cel mai stupid mod la Stalingrad.
Mamele lui Heckl, Jung si Kirsch au primit scrisori de condoleante
semnate de seful de stat major al lui von Paulus in care li se explica
modul eroic in care copiii lor isi depuseserd vietile la picioarele altarului
pe care ardea flacdra eternd a celui de-al Treilea Reich.

Mermeze scria poezii lungi si intortocheate in noptile in care nu era
catdrat in cabina de ochire a unui bombardier Heinkel 111, privind de-
acolo de sus norii, peisajul si oamenii alergand de colo-colo, in timp ce
el statea cu degetul pe butonul de lansare, numarand secundele pana
cand avea sd auda suierul bombelor taind aerul.

Bitto a vazut la muncd, Sonderkommando-urile parjolind satele
Belarusului. $ii-a fost rusine sa se mai considere german.

Bohm a stat 4 ani in fata Leningradului, inghetand de frig, pierzand 2
degete de la degeraturi si procopsindu-se cu 3 medalii. Una pentru rani
suferite, una pentru un tanc distrus si ultima pentru simplul fapt cd
reusise sd supravietuiasca.

Masia a avut gemeni.

Gaul s-a impuscat din greseald in picior si era sa moara.

Knitsch wanted to become an officer in the Wehrmacht, but he became
a telephone operator for the Luftwaffe. The Prussian officers made fun
of his Swabian peasant's accent.

Olaiev and Tintoi were drafted into the Romanian Army.

Boatd and Ureche could speak some German. They were sent to work
in the Third Reich.

Ciolac and Vieru deserted at the beginning of '41. They were caught
after Caransebes and sent to jail in Oravita, after which they were sent
to Jilava prison until '43 when they were released and put into a
disciplinary battalion, sent to walk through minefields somewhere in the
Marshes of Pripyat.

Ciolac lost an eye. Vieru lost his mind, but they got home, back to
Lenauheim.

Bitto and Gaul volunteered for the Waffen SS.

Masia and Milente stayed home during the war. Their fathers had
managed to bribe the Romanian officers who were doing the recruiting.
Masia and Milente got married, had children and worked.

Masia and Milente were declared as bourgeois and deported to the
Bdrdgan in 1951. On the day of Pentecost.

Erasmuss played the guitar. Erasmuss liked it so much that he named
his guitar. When Erasmuss joined the Panzergrenadier Division
Feldherrnhalle, station somewhere on the Eastern Front, he got to carry
a 8.8 mm mortar around called Puppchen — Dolly.

Since that day Erasmuss forgot the name he had given to his guitar
which he had left behind in Lenauheim, 2000 kilometers away.
Somewhere in another life that would never be his anymore.

Heckl, Jung and Kirsch died in the stupidest way at Stalingrad.

Heckl's, Jung's and Kirsch's mothers received letters of condolence
signed by the Chief of Staff of von Paulus in which it was relayed to
them the heroic manner in which their children had laid down their lives
at the foot of the altar upon which the eternal flame of the Third Reich
burned.

Mermeze wrote long and winding poems in the nights in which he
wasn't huddled up in the aiming turret of a Heinkel 111 bomber, watching
the scenery from up in the clouds, and the people running from here to
there while he had his thing on the launch button, counting the seconds
before he would hear the howls of the bombs cutting through the air.
Bitto was the Sonderkommandos at work, setting the villages of Belarus
alight. And he became ashamed of considering himself a German.
Bohm spent 4 years in front of Leningrad, freezing his ass off, losing 2
fingers to frostbite and getting 3 medals. One for wounds suffered, one



Milente si-a spart un dinte la botezul fetitei sale pe care a numit-o
Annika.

intr-o noapte, Ciolac i-a auzit pe partizani cantand undeva in padurile
nesfarsite de mesteacan, sub o lund mare si grasd care statea sa puste.
Olaiev a fost la Cotul Donului. A incercat sa dea foc unui motor de T34
cu o carpd imbibata in motorind. $i a reusit.

Baumgartner a dat mana cu Himmler. A intins mana stanga. Pe cea
dreaptd o pierduse in a doua batdlie pentru Harkov.

Tintoi a cdzut prizonier la rusi si a fost trimis de catre Glavnoe
Upravlenie Lagerei in Magadan.

Tintoi a stat 10 ani in Magadan spunand basme si povesti unui grup de
vor v'zakonje, hoti in lege care-si tatuasera mecla lui Stalin sau a lui
Lenin pe piept ca sa nu poata fi impuscati.

Tintoi s-a intors teafdr acasa, uitand complet romana, vorbind insa rusa
fluent. Primul cuvant fusese mai greu, pentru ca nu era de fapt un
cuvant, era un acronim — GULag.

Boatd a lucrat in industria germana de armament. A scapat de sub trei
bombardamente americane si a vazut Dresda arzand din depdrtare in
timp ce mergea noaptea cu trenul spre Berlin.

Pe Ureche, care a lucrat o vreme pe santiere, nemtii l-au bagat in
armatd din lipsa de barbati apti de lupta.

Ureche era pe undeva prin sudul Frantei, cand americanii au debarcat in
Normandia. A dezertat si a incercat sd treaca Pirineii ca sa ajunga in
Spania. Probabil ca e inca undeva pe acolo pe undeva, ingropat sub o
avalansa.

Ureche era de la campie, de unde sd stie cd in munti n-ai voie sd
fluieri?!

Bitto s-a scarbit de nazisti si a incercat sd se aldture partizanilor. N-a
gasit partizani si s-a pierdut in padure. L-a addpostit un mosneag care
locuia intr-o caband aflata in mijlocul unei mlastini acoperita de ceatd.
Mosneagul avea o fatd. Si Bitto a ramas acolo, fericit si vesel, rupt de
lume pand cand a murit de moarte bung, in somn, la 93 de ani.
Erasmuss a innebunit intr-o dimineatd, la inceputul verii lui '44, aproape
de lasi. L-au lasat la Socola unde si-a revenit dupd aproape doi ani in
care n-a facut altceva decat sa se comporte ca 0 pasare. A ajuns acasa,
dar a fost deportat in Rusia. A ajuns in Kazakhstan, dar a reusit sa se
intoarca in '57. Incaruntise complet la doar 35 de ani.

Vieru spunea povesti la birtul din Lenauheim prin '72 sau '73, dar
singurul care-I mai intelegea era Ciolac. Restul oamenilor se uitau la ei
si dadeau jenati din cap, neputand sa inteleaga. Nestiind cine sunt. Sau
care-i treaba cu ei.
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for a destroyed tank and the last one for the mere fact that he had
survived/

Masia had twins.

Gaul accidentally shot himself in the leg and almost died.

Milente broke a tooth at his daugher baptism. Her name was Annika.
One night, Ciolac heard the parizans singing in the endless beech
forests, under a huge moon that seemed ready to burst.

Olaiev was at the Bend of the Don River. He tried to set the motor of a
T34 tank on fire with a rag dipped in diesel fuel. And succeeded.
Baugartner shook Himmler's hand. He stretched out his left hand. The
right one he had lost in the Second Battle of Harkov.

Tintoi became a Russian prisoner and was sent by the Glavnoe
Upravlenie Lagerei to Magadan.

Tintoi spent 10 years in Magadan telling fairy-tales and stories to a
group of vor v zakone, thieves in law that had tatooed the mugs of
Stalin or Lenin on their chests so they could not be shot.

Tintoi made it back home in one piece, completely forgetting to speak
Romanian, but fluent in Russian. The first word he learned was the
hardest, because it wasn't actually a word, but an acronym — GULag.
Boata worked for the German munitions industry. He survived 3
American bombardments and saw Dresden burning from afar while he
was riding the night train towards Berlin.

Ureche, who worked on construction sites, was drafted by the Germans
because of a lack of manpower.

Ureche was somewhere in the south of France when the Ameriancs
landed in Normandy. He deserted and tried crossing the Pirinees into
Spain. He's still probably around there, buried under an avalanche.
Ureche was from the plain, how was he to know there's no whistling in
the mountains?!

Bitto was fed up with the Nazis and tried to join the partisans. He
couldn't find any and got lost in the forest. An old man gave him shelter
in a jut that was in the middle of a fog covered swamp. The old man had
a daughter. And Bitto stayed there, happy and jolly, a stranger to the
world until he died of old age, in his sleep, at 93.

Erasmuss went mad on morning, at the beginning of the summer of '44,
near lasi. They left him at Socola hospital where he recovered 2 years
later, time which he spent behaving like a bird. He got home but was
deported to Russia. He was sent to Kazakhstan, but managed to return
in'57.

His hair was completely white at age 35.

Vieru told stories at the pub in Lenauheim in the year 72 or '73, but the
only one who could understand what he was saying was Ciolac. The
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Au mai fost si altii, dar e ca si cum n-ar fi fost, pentru ca nu mai e nimeni

care sd-si aminteascd de ei.

Au fost din Lenauheim.

Mermeze canta frumos din voce.

Baumgartner era inalt.

Heckl si Jung erau roscati.

Bitto avea ochii verzi.

Erasmuss vorbea peltic.

Vieru nu tacea niciodatd din gura.

Ciolac fusese cel mai frumos dintre ei.

Boata era incapdtanat.

Masia era pofticios.

Milente fuma de la 5 ani.

Bohm a ajuns acasd o aschie de om.

Ureche stia sa fluiere un singur ritm.

Stra-stra-strabunicul lui Kirsch avusese pe vremuri o livada de cirese.
Tintoi a tot continuat sa spuna povesti. Dar le spunea in rusa. Si nimeni
nu mai vorbea rusa.

Knitsch a fost indrdgostit toatd viata de verisoara-sa. A murit burlac.
Olaiev era cel mai bun la fotbal.

Gaul avea dintii cariati.

Cantau pe ascuns Nocturnele lui Chopin.

Le cantau prost. Dar o faceau din suflet.

rest of the people just watched them and nodded their heads in
embarrassment, unable to comprehend. Not knowing who they were.
Or what they were about.

There were others, but it's like they never existed, because there's no
one left to remember them.

They were from Lenauheim.

Mermeze had a beautiful voice.

Baumgartner was tall.

Heckl and Jung were red-headed.

Bitto had green eyes.

Erasmuss had a lisp.

Vieru never could never stop talking.

Ciolac was the most handsome of the bunch.

Boata was pig-headed.

Masia had a sweet-tooth.

Milente smoked since he was 5.

Bohm got back home as thin as a stick.

Ureche only knew how to hum a single tune.

Kirsch's great-great-great-grandfather used to own a cherry orchard a
long time ago.

Tintoi continued telling stories. He told them in Russian. And nobody
spoke Russian.

Knitsch was in love with his cousin his whole life. He died a bachelor.
Olaiev was the best at football.

Gaul had cavities.

They sang in secret the Nocturnes of Chopin.

They sang them poorly. But they did it with heart.



RAPORT INFORMATIV /
INTELLIGENCE REPORT

Dosar nr. 277809/52

PRIVIND pe CetdteaXXX/nca Ana a lui Sarbu, zisa Anica, zisd Vrdjitoarea

Maior XXXXXscu cu privire spre XXXXdentele petrecute in XXXXX
XXXlosu MXre:

in aceste vremi de inasprire a muncii din lagdrul pacii — al democratiei si
socialismului — care este condusa glorios de catrd Uniunea Sovietica in
contra oponentilor din/de la/ai lagarul/ui imperialist, permiteti sa
raportez:

- XXXXXX XXXXXXX XXX XXX 3 surse dupd cum urmeaza:

a) Florin Arghire zis Florin fara Picioare (pentru ca a ramas fara
XXXXXXXX)

b) sursa ARKASA care este XXXXXXX fruntas la XXX-ul din comuna
ComXXXu

¢) 0 baba din sat, fosta XXXtatoare care stie cam tot ce misca

reiese urmatoarele:

i) XXXXX XXXX XXX si superstiii

ii) la birtul XXSICA GRASA se XXX mult si sint multi XXtivi care joaca
cruce si table, fara devieri ideologice insa

iii) obscurantismul XXXgios din sat este la nivel XXXXXXX, adica nici asa,
nici XXXXX-foarte

din cele de sus si cu toate astea, se poate conchide:

1) oamenii se duc la Anica, zisa Vrdjitoarea, ca aceasta sd le prezica
XXXXXXX

2) numita Anica are un trecut nesanatos, are dosar politic si doi frati
care au luptat alaturi de fascisti si au murit

3) sustine ca este inrudita cu un fost colonel de armatd din XXXXresti
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File no. 277809/52

CONCERNING CitizXX/ness Ana daugher of Sarbu, called Anica, called
The Witch

Major XXXXXscu with regards to XXXXdents that occured in XXXXX
XXXlosu MXare:

In these time of hardening work in the camp of peace — of democracy
and socialism — which is gloriously being run by the Soviet Union
against the opponents which/from/ of the imperialist camp, permit me to
report:

= XXXXXXX XXXXXXX XXX XXX 3 sources as follows:
a) Florin Arghire called Florin the Legless (because he has no XXXX)

b) informant ARKASA who is XXXXXX first class at the XXX of the village
of ComXXXu
¢) a village babushka, ex-XXXcher who knows everything that moves

the following transpire:

i) XXXXX XXXX XXX and superstitions

i) at the pub XXE XXT CAT there's a lot of XXXXXXX and a lot of XXunks

that play cards and backgammon, with no ideological deviations though
iii) XXXigious obscurantism in the villaves is at a XXXXXXX level meaning
not very XXXXX but also not entirely XXXgerated

from all of the above and in spite of them, it can be conclusively that:

1) people from the village go and see Anica called The Witch in order for
her to predict the XXXXXX

2) said Anica has an unhealthy past, a political dossier and two brothers
who fought alongside the fascist and are now dead
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4) a fost sord medicald
5) nu mai are pe nimeni
6) este 0 babd

Dupa o vizita XXXXXX, sub pretextul de citire in XXt de cafea siin
palmd, urmata de o sesiune de Pacalici pe care nu am inteles-o, organul
din prezenta care se semneaza si se declara sus-numit, sustine pe
propie XXXpundere ca:

imbracat civil m-am deplasat spre cosmelia lui Anica a lui Sirbu unde am
constatat cele de mai jos:

- cetateanca zisa Vrdjitoarea traieste singura, inconjxXXXX de mite si
XXXni

- cetateanca zisa Vrajitoarea locuieste in curtea unui conac de burjui de
care are grija

- conacul este o ruind

- cetateanca nu pare cine stie ce gospoding

- cetdteanca vorbeste singurd cu o pozd a lui Jean BoXXX, fost
propietar de conac, sustine dinsa

- cetateanca asteapta pe numitul de mai sus, fost colonel disparut in
Razboiul Anti-Fascist

- dupd ce am intrebat despre colonelul XXXXXXXXXX si interoXXXXX si
XXXXbdrile, si un pic urlat la ea si palme peste XXXX, doar doud, Anica
a plins recunoscind ca se pare ca el este XXXX de mult, sau pur si
simplu XX Xxsta, ca a cunoscut la Bucuresti la bilci un barbat care
invatat-o XXrot, si a inceput sa plinga

- femeiea, saraca de ea, este fard dar si XXXX cu XXXta, am tras eu in
minte concluzia

Stabilind cele de mai sus si XXXX XXXXXX XXXX in concordanta cu
XXXXXXX XXXXXX XXXXX XXXXXXXXXXX XXXXXXX, desi totul pdrea ca
este S.T.AS, ma vad nevoit sa XXXXX XXXXXXXXX pentru a explica
evenimentele noptii dintre XX.XX.XXX2 spre XX.XX.195X, adicd noaptea
dinspre XXXXX spre simbata care sa md disculpe:

Am plecat normal si intreg la minte de la zisa Anica.
XXXXXXX XXXXXX XXXXX inexplicabil de o mita neagra, si dintr-o data

era ceata pe strada si XXXXXXXX XXXXX XXXX ridicat parul pe XXXXXX
XXXXX XKXX XXXX. Alergat de nebun prin XXX XXXXX XXXX si cazut

3) she claims she is a relative of a former Colonel in the Army, from
XXXXarest

4) she used to be a nurse

5) she has no one

6) she is an old hag

After a visit XXXXX under the pretext of being read my palm and in
coffee XXXunds, followed by a session of cards which | did not
understand, the organ in the present report which undersigns and is
above name, claims the following of their own XXXord that:

Dressed as a civilian | went to Anica's shack where | saw the below:

- the citizeness called The Witch lives alone, surrouxXXX by cats and
XXXs

- the citizeness called The Witch lives in the yard of a former bourgeois
manor she looks after

- the manoris a ruin

- the citizeness doesn't seem like much of a housekeeper

- the citizeness speaks to a picture of Jean BoXXX, former owner of the
manor, she claims

- the citizeness is waiting for the above mentioned, former Colonel who
disappeared in the Anti-Fascist War to return

- after asking her about Colonel XXXXXXXXX and interoXXXXXX and
XXXstions, and a bit of yelling at her and some slaps across the XXX,
just two, Anica started crying, confessing that it seems he is XXXX or
that he simply XXXXX Xxisted, that she had met a man at a fair in
Bucharest who had taught her Xxrot, and she started crying some more
- the woman, poor her, is without a XXXXX mad as a March XXXX, |
concluded mentally

Establishing the above and XXXX XXXXX XXXX in accordance with
XXXXXXX XXXXXXXX

XXXXXXK XXKXKXKX XXKXXXXX although everything seems to be O.K,, |
find myself in the position of XXXXXX XXXXXX in order to explain the
events of the night bewteen XX.XX.XXX2 to XX.XX.195X, meaning the
night between XXXXX to Saturday in order to exculpate myself:

I left normal and whole mentally from said Anica.



intr-o hazna. Desi deloc XXXXstitios intalnit fenomene XXudatX, auzit
XXXXXX si dracu mai stie ce.

Trezit ditamai dulau negru. Era sa ma muste, bine ca era legat. Fugit
prin porumb. Dat peste un tap. Tapul a inceput sa-mi vorbeasca.

Alergat din nou spre XXXXXX, evitat dulau, ajuns in drum. In departare o
XXXcruce.

Vazut in rascruce pe zisa Anica Vrdjitoarea fumind XXpa. Razand de
mine.

Luat-o la XXXX XXXX. Picat intr-o balta. Latrat alti clini. Trezit jumate de
sat.

Clini trezit in jumatatea aia de sat inclusiv pe militian XXlu Cirjoi, imbecil
de mare clasa. Cirjoi beat XXrt sau cel putin mahmur. Agitat. A iesit la
mine zbierind.

Am zbierat inapoi. Ne-am agitat mai tare, eu uitind cd sint in civil.

in agitatiune si considerat civil, ajuns batut si aruncat in pivnita de
cartofi a sectiei Militiei Republicii Populare Romine XX din XXXXX Mare.
injurat mortX si XXXnti si XXXnezei.

Militianul m-a batut destul de mediocru, pina cind s-a plictisit.

Clarificat situatie a doua zi. Chemat duba de la XXXXXoara, bagat
militian in duba, mers cu duba dupa Anica. Ajuns conac.

Anica din XXrti.

Vrdjitoarea dracului de negdsit. Cautat 3 zile, degeaba.

De atunci:

- nu mai pot dormi

- 0 vad peste tot
- am inceput sd ma rog
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XXXXXXXX XKXXXKX XXXXX unexplicably a black cat, and all of a sudden
there was fog on the street and XXXXX XXXX XXXX hair stood on XXX
XXXXX XXXXX XXXXX. Ran like a mad man through XXXX XXXX XXX and
fell in a latrine. Although not at all XXXXstitious encountered
phenomenas Xxird nature, heard XXXXX and hell knows what.

Woke up a huge black dog. It almost bit me, good thing it was tied up.
Ran through a cornfield. Encountered a billy-goat. The billy-goat started
speaking.

Rand towards XXXXX, avoided big black dog, wound up in the road. In
the distance there was a XXXXX-roads.

Saw in the cross-roads said Anica The Witch smoking XXpe. Laughing at
me.

Went towards XXXX XXXX. Fell in a puddle. Other dogs started barking.
Woke up half the village.

Dogs woke up in that part of the village Militia officer XXlu Cirjoi,
imbecile of the highest degree. Cirjoi drunk XXXpid and a little hung
over. Agitated. Came out at me yelling.

| yelled back. We got agitated, me forgetting | was in civilian clothing.
In the agitation and being considered a civilian, wound up beaten and
thrown into the potato cellar of the precinct of the Militia of the
Romanian People's Republic XX from XXXXXXX Mare. Swore at his XXad
relatives, XXints and XXds.

Militia man beat me up in a mediocre fashion, until he got bored.
Clarified situation the following morning. Called for the milia van from
XXXXXoara, put militia man under arrest in van, took van to get Anica.
Reached manor.

Anica vanished.

Goddamn witch not to be found. Searched 3 days, no good.

Since then:

- cannot sleep
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Declar XXX XXXXXX XXXX stare psihica precara.

Rog rdspicat XXXX XXXXX Calacea. Sau Baile Herculane dacd se poate.

Recomand XXXpd de specialisti teologi trimsa sa XXXXXze situatia
Vrdjitoare Comlosu Mare.

Predat cazul sectia CULTE.
Ma semnez,
Maior XXXXXXXX

Traiasca XXXXXXX si tovardsii XXXX XXXXXX, XXXX XXXXXXX si XXXX
pentru XXXX.

Incheiat azi, XX.XX.1952

NOTA SUPERIOR: LOCOTENENT-COLONEL XXXXXMATOV: 3t0T
yesiopek — nosop!!!

RECOMANDARE PUNITIVA: canal.

RECOMANDARE ULTERIOARA (30.04.1953) PRIVIND PREZENTUL
MATERIAL INFORMATIV DUPA PRELUCRARE: clasare in ARHIVA
SUPERSTITII si PARANORMAL, ardere dupd 5 ani de la clasare

- | see her everywhere
- started praying

Declare XXXX XXXXX XXXX bad mental state.

Request strongly XXX XXXX Calacea. Or Herculane Balneoclimateric
Resort if possible

Recommend Xroop of theological specialists sent to XXXXXigate
situation of Witch Comlosu Mare.

Handed over the case to RELIGIOUS CULTS section.
I sign myself,
Major XXXXXXXXXX

Long live XXXXXX and comrades XXXXXXXX XXXXX. XXXXXX XXXXXX
and the XXXX for XXXXX.

Written today, XX.XX.1952

NOTE OF COMMANDING OFFICER: LIEUTENANT-COLONEL
XXXXXMATOV: 310T Yyenosek — nosop!!!

PUNITIVE MEASURE: the Channel.

ULTERIOR RECOMMENDATION (30.04.1952) REGARDING PRESENT
INFORMATIVE MATERIAL AFTER PROCESSING: to be classified in the
ARCHIVE FOR SUPERSTITIONS and PARANORMAL, to be burned in 5
years after filing



MAMA /
MOTHER

Baiatul era pe moarte si ea fugise de la un doctor la altul,
incurcandu-le cu timpul fetele si gurile care se miscasera parca in gol, si
vocile lor facute cheag rasuflasera franturi de cuvinte legate raspicat,
fard emotie, si ochii lor sticlosi tdceau, si toate gurile spuneau acelasi
lucru:

- Doamna, va chinuiti degeaba. N-avem ce sa-i facem. Mergeti
la babe. Sau mai asteptati. Oricum o fi, in acelasi loc o sa ajungeti cu el.
Ca dup-aia se ocupa popii de restul.

Era pe drumuri de 7 zile, uitase ultima oara cand mancase i
avea gura uscatd de fricg, nu de sete. Bdiatul ei se stingea, lovit de un
blestem.

Nu era ca si cum fusesera vreodata o familie prea norocoasa,
dar incetul cu incetul, zi dupd zi, sdptdmana cu sdptdmana, luna care
alunecase pe nesimtite in alta lund, imbinandu-se intr-un ghem albicios
care strdlucea palid in ochiul mintii ei, si ani care se topisera sub soare
ca niste lumanari aprinse degeaba, transformate mai apoi in nimic
altceva decat timp care-i taiase linii in carne, strabatandu-i fata haotic,
ca liniile de tren desenate peste fata pdmantului de un copil in pragul
nebuniei, desenate fard nicio urma de grabd, apasat; si ea acceptase. i
cu toate cd acceptase, continua sd lupte. Poate ca innebunise si ea.

Barbatu-su innebunise primul. Dar el innebunise in singurul
mod in care barbatii stiau sd innebuneasca pe atunci — inecandu-se
incet intr-o furie tacuta, in munca si in alcool.

Cand ajunsesera in Banat prin '40, goniti de Tratatul de la
Craiova si de bulgarii care-i fugdrisera cu bate si dulai pana la gara din
Balgarevo, atunci a fost prima oara cand a plecat singurd, cu 5 copii
dupad ea. El ramdsese in urma sa se ocupe de bunurile lasate acolo. S-a
intors dupa 6 luni, singur, cu mana goala. Tacand. Poate atunci a fost
momentul in care el incepuse sd alunece, dar ea era prea obosita si
ocupatd de propria ei alunecare ca sa mai observe.

Cand l-au pus la zidul morii ca sa-l impuste niste betivi, romani
si-unguri din sat, cand stdtea acolo fatd in fata cu soarele stralucitor
privind gurile intunecate ale pustilor, in timp ce ea nu putea sa faca
altceva decat sa clipeascd, in timp ce copiii urlau, poate cd ala a fost
momentul in care bdrbatu-su innebunise, chiar inainte ca unchiul ei sa
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The boy was dying and she had gone from one doctor to the
other, mixing up their faces as time went by, and their mouths had
moved as if in a void, and their clotted voices had breathed bits of
words linked clearly, unemphatically, and their glassy eyes were silent,
and all mouths were saying the same thing:

"Madam, it's no use. We can't do anything. Go see the old
babushkas. Or just wait. However it might be, he'll end up in the same
place. And then the priests will do the rest.”

She had been on the road for 7 days, had forgotten the last
time she had eaten and her mouth was dry out of fear, not thirst. Her
boy was dying, hit by a curse.

It wasn't like they had been a very lucky family, but slowly, day
by day, week by week, month slowly by slipping into a new month,
merging into a white ball that was gleaming slowly in her mind's eye,
and years had melted under the sun like candles that had been lit for no
good reason, turned into nothing else than time that had cut ridges into
her flesh, crisscrossing her face chaotically, like train tracks drawn on
the face of the earth by a child on the verge of madness, drawn without
any sense of haste, jammed in; and she had accepted. And although
she had accepted, she kept on fighting. Maybe she had gone mad as
well.

Her husband was the first one to go insane. But he went
insane in the only way men those day knew how — by slowly drowning
in silent anger, work and drink.

When they reached the Banat around 1940, shooed away by
the Treaty of Craiova and by the Bulgarians that had chased them off
with staves and hounds to the train station in Balgarevo, that was the
first time she had gone off on her own, with small children in tow. He
had stayed behind to see to the property they had left behind. He came
back 6 months later, alone, empty handed. Silent. Maybe that was the
moment he had started to slip, but she was too tired and busy with her
own slipping to be able to notice.

When they put him against the mill's wall so that a bunch of
drunkards, Romanians and Hungarians from the village, could shoot
him, while he was standing there facing the brilliant sun, watching the
dark muzzles of the rifles, while she could do nothing more than blink as
the children were howling, maybe that was the moment in which her
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vina si sa-1 scape de betivii plictisiti care avuseserd in acea zi chef sd
omoare pe careva.

Poate cd atunci, in clipa aceea, barbatu-su vazuse ceva, acolo,
intre razele soarelui si intunericul care pdrea cd se scurge din gurile
pustilor in lumina aurie a unei dup-amiezi de vard tarzie. Poate ca
intelesese ceva, ca toti nebunii care vad ceea ce altii nu pot vedea. Si
apoi tac pentru ¢a nu pricep cum ar putea gura sa formeze cuvintele
folosite pentru a explica altora ceva ce nu se poate intelege decat prin
cuvinte care n-au fost incd inventate. Si care nici nu pot fi inventate
vreodatd. Si poate cd in felul acela, undeva, prin vreun cotlon pierdut al
mintii, gasit in timp ce ratacea, barbatu-su intelesese, alegand tacerea.

Se schimbase barbatul ei. Nu-I mai recunostea.

Dar poate ca si ea se schimbase. Nu se mai uitase in oglindd
din 1941.

La o ruga, in 1950, cineva ii puse o oglindd in fatd. Nu-si mai
amintea pe cine ar fi trebuit sd vada, si oricum nu se vazu pe sine. Vazu
pe altcineva. Pentru ca devenise altcineva. Dar nu avea timp sa se mai
gandeasca si la asta. Copiii erau mici, munca era grea si parea cd nu se
mai termina. Foamea era mare.

Razboiul se terminase si veniserd comunistii si se schimba
lumea. Si ordinea din ea.

Putin i pasa. Ea avea grijile ei.

Nu se gandise cd e un blestem. Se gandise cd asa e viata. Si
ca pentru unii viata e usoara. Pentru unii e cum e. Si pentru altii, ca si ei,
viata era grea. Dar era viata.

Cand i-au urcat in tren in 1951 ca sa-i duca in Baragan, erau
deja obisnuiti.

- Sa va luati ce intra intr-o valizd, le spusese ofiterul de Militie.

A luat cea mai mare valiza pe care a gasit-o. In rest, si-a
imbracat copiii cu atatea straturi de haine cate puteau duce. Ea a facut
la fel. Sii-au dus.

Barbatu-su tacea, privind zorile care luminau un cotet rasarit in
mijlocul nimicului, un copac sfrijit si campia. Barbatu-su se uita la copac.
Sieal privea incercand sa-i asculte tacerea, dar nu stia cum, desi trenul

husband went insane, right before her uncle could step in and save her
man from the bored drunks that were in the mood for a killing on that
day.

Maybe then, in that instant, her man had seen something,
there, between the rays of the sun and the darkness that seemed to
leak out of the gun barrels into the golden light of a late summer
afternoon. Maybe he had understood something, like all mad-men that
can see what the others cannot. And then they fall silent because they
cannot grasp how a mouth could form the words used to explain to
others that which cannot be comprehended except by using words that
had not been invented yet. And that would never be invented. And
maybe in such a way, somewhere, in some hidden recesses of his mind,
found while wandering, her man had understood, choosing silence.

Her husband had changed. She couldn't recognize him
anymore.

But maybe she had changed as well. She hadn't looked in the
mirror since 1941.

At a village festival, in 1950, someone had put a mirror up to
her face. She couldn't remember who she was supposed to be seeing,
and anyway she did not see herself. She saw someone else. Because
she had turned into someone else. But she had no time to think about
that. The children were small, work was hard and seemed endless. The
hunger was great.

The war had ended and the Communists had arrived and the
world was changing. Along with its order.

She could care less. She had her own worries.

She didn't think of it as a curse. She thought that's the way life
is. And for some life is easy. For some it's the way it is. And for others,
like them, life was hard. But it was life.

When they got them on the train in 1951 to take them to the
Baragan, they had gotten used to it.

"Take what you can fit into a suitcase”, the Militia officer told
them.

She took the biggest suitcase she could find. And then she
dressed her children in as many layers of clothing as they could wear.
She did the same. And then they took them away.

Her husband was silent, watching the dawn shedding its light
on a chicken coop that seemed to have sprouted up in the middle of
nowhere, a scraggy tree and the plain. Her man was watching the tree.



se oprise de ceva vreme, doar ca mintea ei era umpluta de roti care
clantaneau peste sine.

Au mers asa zile care ei i s-au parut atunci clipe. lar unele clipe
din noptile acelor zile trecusera mai greu decat anii.

La o oprire, noaptea, intre suspine molcome rasarind usor din
copii adormiti, simtise ceva in tacerea care se lasase peste ei, parandu-
i-se cd-l aude pe barbatu-su gandind.

- Daaaaaa... suspind acesta fara s-o priveasca, stingandu-si
tigara, intinzandu-se langd copii si adormind instantaneu, pe cand trenul
se urnea din nou.

I-au lasat intr-o alta campie. Dar s-au descurcat. Au tacut. Au
acceptat. Au muncit.

S-au intors inapoi in 1956 si ea incd nu se gandise ca e un
blestem. $i nici nu parea sd fie. Copiii cresteau. Familia se intorsese
fnapoi cu mai multe lucruri decat luasera atunci cand fuseserd trimisi in
Bdragan. Ea era insdrcinata.

Lumea din sat se schimbase.

Acum erau altii.

Mai erau si din cei de dinainte, dar nu prea multi.

Cei de dinainte pareau de parcd nici n-ar fi fost. Niste stafii.
Treceau aiurea prin fata ei calcand peste drumul de prafin timp ce lucra
in grading, sii se parea cd devenisera stravezii, nesiguri, cu soarele
trecandu-le prin pori, subreziti, in pericol sa dispard odatd cu adierea
vantului.

Barbatu-su umbla si el de colo-colo, tdcand, printre stafii.
Nici ea nu mai era prea sigurd cd e. Sau ce e. Sau cine.
Copiii erau cei care-i reaminteau de fiecare datd.

- Mamaaaa?! o strigau copiii razand, jucandu-se in praful curtii.
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And she was watching him, trying to listen to his silence but not
knowing how although the train had stopped for a while now; it was
only that her mind was still filled with the sound of wheels clunking over
the tracks.

They traveled for days that seemed to her no more than
moments. And some of the moments in those days' nights seemed to
drag on longer than years could.

At one stop, during the night, between the gentle sighs that
rose up from sleeping children, she felt something in the silence that
had set in over them, and it seemed to her she could hear her husband
thinking.

"Yessssss...” he sighed without looking at her, putting out his
cigarette, laying down by the children and falling asleep instantly, as the
train started moving again.

They unloaded them onto another plain. But they managed.
They kept quiet. They accepted. They worked.

They came back in 1956 and she still didn't think it was a curse.
And it didn't seem to be one. The children were growing. The family
came back with more than when they were sent into the Baragan. She
was pregnant.

The people in the village had changed.

Now there were others.

There were some left from before, but not much.

The ones from before seemed as if they really weren't there
anymore. Something like ghosts. They passed her, stepping into the
dust of the road while she was working in the garden, and it seemed to
her that they had become see-through, uncertain, the sun passing
through their pores, weakened, in danger of disappearing into a gust of
wind.

Her husband walked here and there, keeping quiet, among the
ghosts.

She wasn't sure of her material presence either. Or of what she
is anymore. Or who.

The children were the ones who always reminded her.

"Moooother?!” they called her, laughing, playing in the dusty
yard.
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lar copilul din burta ei misca, intorcandu-se in somn, crescand
zilnic, reamintindu-i ca si ea exista.

N-a crezut in blestem. Pana in clipa in care s-a nascut cel de-al
6-lea copil — o fetita - iar baiatul ei cel mare a inceput sa se
imbolnaveasca. Atunci a simtit ceva.

Venise un gand peste ea in noapte si n-o mai lasd sa atipeasca
pana la dimineata. Si mai apoi, pe cand muncea, simtea o apasare
undeva in fiinta ei, sau poate nu chiar in ea, dar oricum undeva
aproape. Si simtea cd urmeaza sa se intample ceva, iar gandul
nenorocit ii soptea in ureche ca tot ce ar fi putut sa faca era sa astepte.

incepuse cu o raceald, dar in cateva saptamani baiatul cazuse
la pat. Sdptdmanile se inchegara in luni. Baiatul slabise. Abia mai
vorbea. Era vandt si mirosea urat. Parea cd putrezeste camea pe el.

Barbatu-su tacea, intelegand ca nu se cuvine sa deranjezi ceea ce e, cu
zgomote care n-au cum sd explice ceva ce oricum va ramane pentru
totdeauna de nepriceput.

Copiii erau cand speriati, cand curiosi, cand plictisiti pentru ¢4,
desiintelegeau ca fratele lor mai mare e foarte bolnav, fiind inca prea
mici, nu pricepeau prea bine ce ar putea sa insemne una ca asta. Sau
ce-ar fi putut insemna moartea. Si tot ce vine dupd ea.

Nici ea nu stia prea bine. Banuia insa. Mai stia ca moartea se
aseamand vietii. Cd si moartea poate creste intr-o fiintd, asa cum si viata
creste. Sivdzandu-si bdiatul stingandu-se, incepuse sa creada ca sunt
blestemati. Cd ceva se ivise in miezul familiei lor, rozand incet in noapte
valul fin si moale ca o aripa auritd de fluture care std nevazut la pragul
dintre liniste si nefericire. Si cd atat rosese acel vierme, in toti acei ani,
pana cand isi facuse loc, tragand prin spartura toata nefericirea pe care
fusese in stare s-o tarasca in urma sa, infectandu-i pe toti.

- O sa moard, ii spuse barbatului.

- Du-I'la doctori, spuse acesta, iesind din camerd si plecand la
muncd, sau ca sd se plimbe aiurea prin sat pand cand noaptea si
foamea si frigul il aduceau inapoi acasa. Nu mai vorbise atat de mult de
mai bine de un an.

And the child in her belly was moving, turning in its sleep,
growing daily, reminding her that she existed.

She didn't believe in the curse. Until the moment her 6 child
was born — a girl — and her biggest boy fell ill. That's when she felt it.

A thought came over her in the night and it wouldn't let her fall
asleep until the following morning. And then, while at work, she felt
something pressing inside her being, or perhaps not inside, but really
close. And she felt that something was about to pass, and the cursed
thought whispered into her ears that the only thing that she could do
about it was to wait.

It started with a cold, but in a few weeks the boy was bed-
ridden. The weeks turned into months. The boy was weak. He could
barely talk. He turned blue and started stinking. It looked as if his flesh
had begun to rot on the bone.

Her husband was quiet, understanding that one cannot disturb
what is with sounds that cannot explain something that will forever
escape explanation.

The children were sometimes scared, sometimes curious,
sometimes bored because, although they did understand that their big
brother is very ill, being still too small, didn't quite fathom the
implications. Or the meaning of death. And everything that comes with
it.

She didn't know either. But she could imagine. She also knew
that death was similar to life. That death can grow inside a being as life
does. And seeing her boy getting weaker, she started believing they
were cursed. Something had loomed over their family, slowly gnawing
in the night on the soft thin veil, similar to a golden butterfly's wing, that
stands between peace and unhappiness. And that worm had kept
gnawing, all those years, until it could make its way through, carrying
with it through the gap all the unhappiness it could take with it, infecting
everyone.

"He will die," she told her husband.

"Take him to the doctors,” he said, leaving the room in order to
go to work, or wander about the village until night and hunger and the
cold brought him back. He hadn't spoken so much in over a year.



Doctori. Un cuvant care-o umplea de frica. Pentru cd doctorii
insemnau bani pe care nu-i avea si raspunsuri pe care nu dorea sa le
audd.

- Lasa-l sa se ducd, zicea vecina-sa. Si-al meu s-a dus. Toti 0 sa
ne ducem. Mai bine decat sa stam aici. Nu vezi ce vreme urdtd vine? Si
femeia incepu sa depanuseze porumb, uitand de lume. Poate ca si ea
innebunise.

Pe cerul nepdsator de deasupra se strangeau nori i vantul
batea, uscat de caldura.

Era decisd sd-si salveze baiatul. Si nimic nu ar fi putut s-o
descurajeze.

- Mergeti cu el la babe, zisese ultimul doctor si incd nu era
prea sigur dacd o spusese serios sau ca sd-si bata joc de ea.

Doctorul avea cearcane sub ochi, iar in lumina care intra greu
in cabinetul tacut, parea pe cale sa devind straveziu, subred. Simtea ca
daca ar fi stranutat in directia Iui, ar fi disparut intr-un nor de praf.

Doctorul nu isi bdtea joc de ea. Vorbea serios.

Bdiatul era din ce in ce mai rau. De cateva zile deschidea gura
fard sa mai poatd scoate vreun sunet, si era moale si acoperit de
sudoare. Se ducea. Nu mai avea timp.

Avea sa mearga la babe.

Stia de una care se zicea cd e vrdjitoare. Unii ziceau cd e
nebund. Altii n-aveau cine stie ce pdrere — betivii din sat spuneau cd era
doar o femeie batrand care locuia in curtea unui conac, intr-o cosmelie,
inconjurata de gaini si pisici.

Lasd casa in grija unei vecine dupa ce alaptd fetita, si o lua pe
jos peste camp pana in satul vecin ca sa ajunga la baba.

Drumul i se paru interminabil, iar in campia fara trasaturi pierdu
calea, avand impresia cd avea sa fie inghitita in orice moment de
orizont. Dar pe cat mergea, pe atat era si mai mult de mers, orizontul
fugind parca de ea, pastrand distanta.

Pe inserat dadu de sat. Un trecator ii spuse cum sa ajunga la
casa vrajitoarei.

Conacul era dardpanat si cuprins de intuneric, mancat de
vreme si de buruieni. Cineva furase gardul din fier forjat, in urma
furdciunii ramanand doar pilonii de caramidd si o poarta roasa de rugind
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Doctors. A word that filled her with dread. Because doctors
meant money she didn't have and answers she didn't want to know.

"Let him go”, the neighbor lady told her. "Mine passed as well.
We shall all pass. Better than to stay here. Can't you see how bad the
weather is getting?” and the woman started stripping corn, forgetting
the world. Maybe she had gone mad as well.

On the uncaring sky above, clouds were gathering and the
wind was blowing, dried up by the heat.

She was committed to saving her boy. And nothing could
discourage her.

"Take him to the old hags”, the last doctor told her and it
wasn't quite clear to her if he had meant it or he was just making fun of
her.

The doctor had black rings under his eyes, and in the light that
was barely getting through into the silent office, he seemed about to
become see-through, wobbly. She felt that if she sneezed in his
direction, he would disappear in a cloud of dust.

The doctor was not joking. He meant it.

The boy was getting worse. For a few days now he could
barely open his mouth, and no sound was coming out, and he was soft
and covered in sweat. He was fading. She had no more time.

She would go see the old hag.

She knew of one that people said was a witch. Some claimed
the old woman was insane. Others didn't really know what to think of
her — the village drunks told she was just an old lady that lived in the
yard of a manor, inside a wooden shack, surrounded by hens and cats.

She left the house with a neighbor lady after she breast-fed
the girl and went on foot across the field toward the next village so she
could reach the crone.

The road seemed endless, and in the featureless plain she lost
her way, feeling she would soon be gobbled up by the horizon. But as
she kept walking there was still so much more walking to be done, the
horizon running away from her, keeping its distance.

She reached the village by sunset. A passer-by told her how to
get to the witch's house.

The manor was dilapidated and swallowed by darkness, eaten
away by time and weeds. Someone had stolen the iron-wrought fence
and after the theft only the brick pillars and a rust-eaten gate remained,
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care se mai tinea intr-o balama. Poarta era deschisd, proptitd intr-o
batd.

in curte era beznd si la inceput nu vazu nimic. Poate ca baba
era o inventie.

- E cineva? isi ridica femeia vocea in intuneric.

Nu-i rdspunse nimeni si se gandea sa se intoarcd atunci cand
in intuneric vazu lumind. Cineva aprinsese o lampa cu fitil si dintr-o data
vazu patratul unui gemulet decupand bezna din jur si un cap de baba
rasarind in golul scobit de lumina.

- Ce vrei? intrebd baba. Vocea ei era subtire si batrana.

Pe femeie o trecura toti fiorii, dar ii spuse babei ce vrea. Baba
veni in pragul cosmeliei in care traia. N-o primi inauntru.

-Nu e loc, ii spuse baba, care era 0 mogaldeata de om.

Din cosmelie venea un miros de vechi si de busuioc. Baba
scoase afara un scaun si puse lampa pe el. Intrd inapoi inauntru
aducand o cutie mica de lemn, asezandu-se pup in pragul usii si punand
cutia in fata femeii care se aseza in praful curtii.

Lumina lampii era slabad iar trdsaturile babei nu se vedeau prea
bine. Mainile ii erau deformate de vreme. Deschise cutia, luand din ea
un pachet mare si lung de carti.

Femeii i se pareau a fi carti de joc, dar nu erau.

- Amesteca-le, i spuse baba in timp ce scotocea intr-un sort
ponosit, scotand de-acolo o pipa scurtd pe care o umplu fara graba cu
tutun, scaparand un chibrit si tragand rabdator din ea in timp ce o privea
pe femeie amestecand cu greu cartile. Erau vechi si soioase si aveau
desene ciudate pe ele, desene care spuneau multe celor care stiau sa
le inteleaga. Femeia nu stia sa le inteleaga. Abia le vedea in lumina
aruncatd de lampa.

Dupd ce le amesteca, baba prelud pachetul, il taie, mai
amestecad o data si trase o singura carte pe care o puse pe cutia de
lemn, cu fata in jos.

the gate barely hanging on by one of its hinges. It stood open, propped
up by a stick.

It was pitch black in the yard and at first she couldn't see
anything. Maybe the babushka was an invention.

”Is anyone home?” the woman raised her voice in the
darkness.

Nobody replied and she was thinking of turning back when she
saw a light. Someone had lit an oil lamp and all of a sudden she could
see the square of a window cutting away the darkness, the head of a
babushka appearing in the gap gouged out by the light.

"What do you want?” asked the babushka. Her voice was
strident and old.

Shivers went down the woman's spine, but she told the hag
what she wanted. The babushka came to the threshold of the shack she
was living in. And did not invite the woman in.

"No room”, explained the old woman, hunched over and small.

From inside the shack came the smell of old age and basil. The
babushka took out a chair and lay the lamp on it. She went back inside
and came out holding a small wooden box, sitting on her haunches on
the threshold of the door and laying the box in front woman who sat in
the dust of the yard.

The light of the lamp was weak and the crone's features were
not easily visible. Her hands were deformed by old age. She opened the
box and took a large and long deck of cards out of it.

The women thought they were playing cards, but they weren't.

"Shuffle the cards”, the babushka told the woman while she
was rummaging inside a time worn apron, coming out with a short pipe
she filled unhurriedly with tobacco, lighting a match and patiently
puffing while watching the woman who was shuffling the deck. The
cards were old and greasy and they had strange pictures on them,
pictures that said much to those that knew how to decipher them. The
woman could not decipher them. She could barely see them in the light
given off by the lamp.

After she was done shuffling, the hag took the deck, cut the
cards, shuffled them some more and took out a single card she put on
the wooden box, face down.



Tutunul fumega raspandind o aromd pe care femeia n-o mai
simtise niciodatd. Mirosul o linistea.

Baba isi ridica privirea si cdutd s-o cuprinda cu ea pe femeie.
Baba avea ochii verzi.

- Ce vrei? intreba ea pe femeie.
- Sa nu-mi moard baiatul.

Baba o privi, ochii ei verzi masurand-o fara sa se grabeasca.

- Mai ai si altii? chestiona baba.

- Da. Mai patru. Si o fetita. Un bebelus.

- Ceva mic pentru ceva mare, murmura baba.

- Poftim? tresari femeia.

- Sa vedem ce ne arata cartea, zise baba intorcand-o.

Pe carte se vedea o barca trecand peste ape involburate. in
barca era o femeie si un copil. in spatele femeii stateau 6 sabii infipte in
barcd, inalte si intepenite bine in lemn. Barca se indrepta spre un mal
indepartat, acolo unde apele erau line.

Baba isi lua unghia si o puse in capul copilului din barca.
- Pe cine vezi aici? o intrebd baba pe femeie.

Femeia se uita cu atentie, fortandu-si ochii in lumina aruncata
de lampa cu fitil in bezng, si i se paru ca barca misca peste ape, ca aude
sunetul apelor venind ca troncanitul unor roti de tren, intorcandu-i-se in
cap sub ghemul timpului tors in incalceala vietii ei. Clipi si cand se uita
mai cu atentie i se pdru ca vede chipul fetitei in barcd. Cand baba fsi
ridica unghia de pe carte, totul se linisti in mintea femeii si acum nu
vedea decat un chip de copil oarecare, imaginea cartii redevenind
soioasd si spaldcita in lumina slabd a lampii.

- Pe fetita am vazut.

- Mda, mosmondi baba golindu-si pipa. Se ridica usurel in
picioare, sufland peste flacara [ampii si intunericul se napusti peste ele
in satul adormit.

Femeia nu intelegea.

- Nu e nimic de inteles, zise baba citindu-i gandurile. Du-te
fnapoi acasa. Copilul tdu o sa strige dupa tine.
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The tobacco was giving off an aroma the woman had never
smelled before. It was a soothing smell.

The babushka raised her gaze and tried engulfing the woman
with it. Her eyes were green.

"What is it you want?” she asked the woman.
"I want my boy to live.”

The old woman watched, her green eyes taking their time.

"You have other children?” the old woman asked.

"Yes. Four more. And a girl. A baby.”

"Something small for something large”, the hag muttered.

"What?” the woman jumped.

"Let's see what the card reveals,” the old woman said, turning
the card over.

The card showed a boat passing over troubled waters. A
woman and a child were inside the boat. Behind the woman there stood
6 swords whose tips were inserted into the floor of the boat, tall and
firmly stuck into the wood. The boat was heading towards a distant
shore where the waters were calmer.

The old woman took a fingernail and set it on the head of the
child in the boat.

"Who do you see here?” asked the old woman.

The woman watched closely, forcing her eyes in the light that
the lamp threw into the darkness, and it seemed to her that the boat
had started moving across the waters, and she could hear the sound of
the waves coming on like the clanking of train wheels, turning inside her
head under the great ball of time the tangle of her life had woven. She
blinked and as she watched even closer it seemed to her she could see
the face of her baby girl in the boat. When the old hag took her
fingernail off the card, everything went quiet in the woman's mind, and
now she could only see the face of a random child, the image on the
card turning greasy and washed-out again in the weak light of the lamp.

"I saw the girl.”

"Well...” muttered the hag emptying her pipe. She rose slowly
blowing over the lamp's flame and the darkness flooded over them in
the sleeping village.

The woman didn't know what to think.

"There's nothing to understand,” said the old woman, reading
her mind.”Go back home. Your child will call out for you.”
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Femeia ramase nemiscata si pand cand se dezmetici nu mai
era nimeni langd ea in intuneric.

0O lua spre casa.

Ajunse spre dimineata.

Cineva o striga.

- Mama! Maaaaama?! Mamaaaa?

Bdiatul era in picioare, proptindu-se de pat. Parea de parca
relnviase.

Barbatu-su nu era acasd. Ceilalti copii dormeau.

Vecind-sa era in cealalta camerd. Fetita plangea si avea febra
foarte mare.

Nu dura mult. Fetita tdcu dintr-o datd, adormind parca.

Femeia intelesese, stiind ca nu mai trebuia sa astepte, ca nu
era niciun blestem. Intelesese ca asa era viata.

Siintelesese si multe alte lucruri, atat de multe incat nu-i mai
ramanea nimic altceva de fdcut, cdlatorind in tacere peste marea
involburatd a vietii sale, sperand cd malul pe care-I vazuse in intunericul
noptii trecute avea sa-i aduca liniste.

The woman stood there motionless and when she came out of
it there was no one beside her in the dark.

She went home.

She arrived in the morning.

Someone was calling for her.

"Mother! Moooother?! Motheeer?”

The boy was on his feet, propped up against the bed. He
seemed to have come back from the threshold.

Her husband was out. The other children were sleeping.

The neighbor woman was in the other room. The baby girl was
crying, running a high fever.

It didn't take long. The baby fell silent all of a sudden, as if she
had fallen asleep.

The woman understood, knowing the wait was over, and that it
wasn't a curse. She understood that it's just the way life goes.

And she understood many other things, so many that she had
nothing left to do, traveling through silence over the troubled sea of her
life, hoping the shore she had seen in the darkness of night would bring
her peace.
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VAZDUH /
WIDE BLUE SKY

pentru bunicul Liei / to Lia's granpa

Nu stiau ce sa faca cu el. Nu-l intelegeau, dar nici nu se
chinuiserd prea tare.

El n-avea chef sa le explice. Nici nu credea c-ar fi priceput
mare lucru daca ar fiincercat.

Mai bine sd nu se cazneasca.

Nu-i placea sd se agite.

Sau sa-si batd cuie-n talpa.

Dupd tot ce trdise, tot ce vazuse, despre cate tacuse, ce rost
avea sa se incurce cu niste prosti?!

Pentru ca erau prosti.

Multi prosti.

Bubuiau de prostie.

isi batusera joc.

Pusi pe ciupeala.

Pe spert.

Si pe furt.

N-aveau habar ce-nseamna viata. Omenia. Munca. O dadeau
cu comunismul, cd atata invatasera.

Stricati pe dinduntru.

Moi la cap. Si pepenii din Gottlob aveau mai multi creieri decat
adunatura aia de bostani cu basca.

Fara coloand.

Sub vremuri.

Si el era sub vremuri.

Cu dosar si provenientd nesanatoasa.

Era neamt. Se-ntorsese teafar de pe frontul de Est, nu dormea
noptile de la cosmaruri si ei ce facuserd?!

il pusesera sa lucreze la magazinul de la CAP-ul din sat. Ca
cicd nemtii sunt corecti.

Se pare ca fusese prea corect pentru gustul lor.

Si-acum, pentru ca nu fusese de acord cu furtisagurile, se
gandeau sd scape de el.

Sd scape! Sa-i dea altceva de facut. Sau sd se facd ca nu vede.

Si primeste si el ceva acolo.
Nu era haimana.
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They didn't know what to do with him. They didn't get him, but
then again they never really bothered trying.

He wasn't in the mood of explaining it to them. And he didn't
believe they would have understood much if they tried.

Better not have to bother about.

Or purposefully hobble himself.

After all he had lived through, after the amount of silences he
emanated, what was the point of getting mixed up with a bunch of
idiots?

Because they were idiots.

Aload of them.

They positively leaked idiocy.

They had taken everything as if it was a trifle.

Set on petty thievery.

On bribery.

And all out theft.

They had no idea what life was. What humanity meant. Or
work. They kept going on about Communism, because that's all they
learned.

Rotten on the inside.

Soft in the head. Even Gottlob watermelons had more brains
than that pack of empty headed melons wearing caps.

Spineless.

Under the times.

He was also under the times.

With a political dossier and an unhealthy background.

He was German. Had come back whole from the Eastern Front,
couldn't sleep at night, and what did they think of doing?!

They made him work for the collective farm grocery store in
the village. 'cause Germans are always correct.

Seems like he had been too honest for their taste.

And now, because he had disagreed with all their stealing,
they were thinking of getting rid of him.

Getting rid of him! Give him something else to do. Or turn his
eyes away. And he'll get a little something on the side.
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Dar ei erau haimanale. Si-ncercau sad-I prosteasca.

Fdcea el pe prostul de dragul mintilor moi care-ncercau sa-I
duca cu zdhdrelul, dar nu se ndscuse alaltaieri.

Tngelegea foarte bine cum merge lumea si oamenii din ea. Se
cam sdturase. Si de lume. Si de oameni.

Sivroia doar liniste si pace.

Au stat dia multi si prosti, frecandu-si gherutele de sobolani la
salopeta, gandindu-se cum sa-i vind de hac.

Ce si-au zis?! Nu vrea la magazin?! Pdi atunci sa-i dam o munca
pe care nu vrea nimeni s-o faca.

S&-I punem sd verifice liniile de tren.

Asta da pedeapsd, gandeau imbecilii.

Radeau.

Zambea si el.

Ranjeau.

El continua sa zambeasca.

Le pierise ranjetul. Au uitat de el. S-au plictisit. Au pus pe altul
la magazin. Si-au vazut de spert.

El zAmbea In continuare. intorcandu-le spatele siincepand sa
mearga.

Se trezea cu noaptea-n cap — dar el oricum nu prea dormea pe
atunci. Vise din razboi...

Avea 30 de kilometri de batut la pas pe langa linia de tren. In
fiecare zi.

Dar avea pasul sprinten, mintea limpede si sufletul curat.

Campia se lumina odata cu soarele care iesea din pamant.

Siel se simtea singur pe lume.

Scdldat in lumina ardmie care-i lingea pielea.

Calca pe traverse privind drept inainte.

Sivedea cum in departare cerul se apropie de pamant.

Cum linia de tren devine o scard.

Urc spre vazduh, gandea el pe-atunci, zambind.

A calatorit cu mintea pana dupa nori. Cunoscand fiecare cutd a
cerului, fiecare fericire si toate tristetile. Toate ploile si felul in care se
schimba vantul cand vine toamna.

Urca la cer in fiecare dimineatd.

Apoi se intorcea acasa si-si vedea de gradind.

Sifintr-o zi, dupa ce trecuse suficient timp, a ramas acolo in cer,
alegand sa nu se mai intoarca.

Gata de calatoria spre altceva.

He wasn't a bum.

But they were. And they were trying to trick him.

He played to fool on account of their soft minds that tried to
lead him along, but he wasn't born the day before yesterday.

He understood very well how the world and the people in it
worked. And he had had quite enough. Of the world. And people.

He wanted peace and quiet.

So the many and the stupid gathered, rubbing their little rat
claws together, thinking about how to best get rid of him.

And what did they think?! He doesn't want to work in the store
anymore?! Well then, let's give him a job nobody wants.

Let's make him check the railroad tracks.

That'll be a great punishment, the imbeciles thought.

The were laughing.

He smiled as well.

They grinned.

He kept on smiling.

Their grin faded. They forgot about him. They got bored. They
put someone else in charge of the store. And kept on with their petty
thieving.

He kept on smiling, Turning his back to them, he started
walking.

He woke up before dawn — but he normally did that because
he couldn't sleep. Dreams from the war...

He had 30 kilometers to walk along the railroad tracks. Daily.

But he had a spring in his step, his mind was clear and his
heart was pure.

The plain would light up as soon as the sun started coming out
of the ground.

And he felt he was alone in the world.

Bathed in the amber light that licked his skin.

He was stepping on the railway ties looking straight ahead.

And he could see how in the distance the sky was getting
closer to the earth.

How the railroad tracks became a ladder.

I'm climbing up into the wide blue sky, he thought then,
smiling.

He traveled with his mind way past the clouds. Knowing every
inch of sky, every happiness and all the sadnesses. All the rains and the
way the wind shifts in autumn.

He climbed up into the sky each morning.
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Then he went home to tend to his garden.

And one day, after enough time had passed, he stayed there in
the sky, choosing not to come back anymore.

Ready for the journey toward something else.
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TIGAI TEFAL BLUES /
TEFAL FRYING PAN BLUES

Pe vremea aia prindeau sarbii pe antena suita de unul in varful
unui siloz din Jimbolia.

Vedeau cristal.

De fiecare datd cand Timofte mergea la Timisoara, se lauda la
rude ca de la ei de la Jimbolia sarbii se prind fara purici.

La Revolutie, Timofte se uita la un maraton de episoade din
Dallas, dat de sarbi. Imagine ca-n Neckermann. A dat intr-o pauza de
reclame, din curiozitate, pe TVR.

Tocmai il impuscasera pe Ceausescu si pe Proasta.

Imaginea era de un cacaniu spalacit si plind de purici. Nici nu
se vedea prea bine cand i impuscase. Purici multi, zgomot gramada si
doud mogaldete sifonate inghitite de norisori bolndviciosi de praf.
Timofte s-a plictisit inainte sa caste, dand inapoi pe sarbi.

Dupa chestia cu Tmpu5catul, eveniment pe care Timofte I-a
receptat mai mult in treacdt, pentru ca pe de o parte lucra din greu ca
mecanic la CFR si, pe de alta parte il cam durea in cot de politicd, viata
in Jimbolia a revenit la normal - linii de tren, campia Banatului, granita si
TV-ul de la sarbi.

Pe-atunci marca era la putere.

Ageamiii vorbeau de dolari, cunoscatorii conversau in marci
germane. Se-ntampla micul trafic, intr-un ritm mult mai relaxat de data
asta, si lumea era multumita. Era liniste. Sila romani, si la sarbi.

Linistea s-a desirat incet la sarbi, ca un pulover din care cineva
incepe sd tragd incet un fir iesit din marginea unei maneci, pana cand
nu mai ramane nimic. Apoi linistea s-a spart ca un bol de portelan
scdpat din greseald pe jos. S-a facut tanddri ca o farfurie.

S-au luat de la un meci de fotbal. Dinamo Zagreb contra
Steaua Rosie Belgrad pe Maksimir.

13 mai 1990.

Lui Timofte nu-i venea sd creada.

Statea holbandu-se ca un bou cu un Bucegi cu filtru suspendat
intre buze Tn timp ce la teve, pe ecran, in imagine cristal, privea fara s3
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|n those days they could watch Serbian TV using an antenna
someone had hoisted on top of a grain silo in Jimbolia.

The image was crystal clear.

Every time Timofte traveled to Timisoara, he would brag to his
relatives that in Jimbolia you could watch the Serbs without any static.

During the Revolution, Timofte was watching a marathon of
"Dallas” episodes, running on Serbian TV. Image quality like in the
Neckermann catalogue. He switched, during a commercial break, to the
Romanian State Television.

They had just shot Ceausescu and the Savant.

The image was a washed-out shit-brown full of static. You
couldn't even see the execution clearly. Lots of static, a hell of a lot of
noise and two crumpled silhouettes being gobbled up in sickly puffs of
smoke. Timofte got bored before yawning, switching back to the Serbs.

After the whole situation with the Executed One, an event
which Timofte processed in passing, because on the one hand he was
working hard as a mechanic for the Romanian Railroad, and on the
other hand he really could care less about politics, life in Jimbolia came
back to normal — train lines, the plain of the Banat, the border and
Serbian TV.

Back then the Deutschmark was in power.

Greenhorns talked about dollars, connaisseurs conversed in
Deutschmarks. Small border smuggling was going on, in a much more
relaxed rhytm now, and everyone was happy. It was quiet. On the
Romanian, as well on the Serbian side.

That peace and quiet started pulling apart for the Serbs, like a
sweater out of which someone starts pulling a loose thread at the edge
of sleeve, until there's nothing left. Then the quiet shattered into a
million pieces, like a porcelain bowl one drops on the floor. Broken up
like a plate.

It started from a football match. Dinamo Zagreb versus Red
Star Belgrade on Maksimir Stadium.

13" May 1990.

Timofte couldn't believe his eyes.

He was just sitting there, staring like an ass with a filtered
Bucegi cigarette dangling from his lower lip, while on TV, on screen, in
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priceapa cum dia se bateau ca apucatii. Ultrasii croati de la Bad Blue
Boys contra sarbii de la Delije condusi de cel care avea sa devina Arkan.

A'inceput in tribune. S-au batut cu scaune. Au aruncat pietre.
Unii au scos cutitele. Politaii au sdrit sa-i desparta si sa-i linisteasca. I-au
linistit cu bastoane si canistre de gaz lacrimogen. Galeriile au ajuns pe
teren. Jucatorii celor doud echipe stateau pe teren si se uitau la ce se-
ntampla, scarpinandu-se in cap, neintelegand absolut nimic. Apoi Boban
a lovit un politist. Politaii au sdrit pe Boban, jucatorii pe politai. Apoi s-au
batut jucatorii intre ei. Au sters-o jucatorii la vestiare. Politia a tabarat pe
public. Ca la prosti.

La Timofte acasa mai era cineva, lipit si el de ecran — trecut
deja metaforic cu capul prin ecran, ajuns chiar dincolo de el - Boba, un
sarb din Jimbolia. Bunicul lui Boba venise in Jimbolia din Muntenegru,
de la Titograd, prin anii '30.

- Ce fac astia ma?! il intreba Timofte dupd ce reveni cat de cat
la realitate, uimit inca de calitatea imaginii.

- E de rdu, zise Boba, ridicandu-se incet, punandu-si pachetul
de Marlboro Rosu inapoi in buzunarul vestei de blugi si luand-o spre
usd. O sa fie razboi, mai zise acesta, dupa care trantise usa dupa el
disparand in noapte.

A mai trecut ceva timp. Timp in care Timofte si-a vazut de-ale
lui — CFR, table la birt cu baietii, politica ioc si filme din greu la TV.

Dintr-o data, cam dupd vreun an, prin iunie 1991, isi aminti de
Boba. Avea chef sa mai schimbe o vorbd cu el, sd mai rupa niste sarba,
sa bea niscaiva rachiuri, sd vada ce mai face, cum mai e. Pentru ca erau
amici si pentru cd Timofte cam rulase toate cunostintele, fiind un animal
social, dandu-si seama cd pe amicul Boba nu-I mai prinsese demult la
un pahar de vorba.

Timofte I-a cdutat la lucru, dar Boba nu era de gdsit. Nu mai
stia nimeni nimic de el. Aincercat la barul in care se intalneau sarbii, dar
barul era gol. Bdtea vantul. Patronul mormdia ca in curand avea sa pund
lacdt la carciuma. Timofte a cerut o bere inainte sd-si continue cautarile,
constient ca afacerile locale aflate la ananghie au nevoie de sustinerea
comunitatii.

crystal quality image, he was looking without understanding at how
those people were beating each other up like men possessed. Croatian
ultras from the Bad Blue Boys against the Serbians from Delije led by
the one who later would become Arkan.

It started in the stands. They started throwing seats. Then
stones. Some started taking out blades. The cops jumped in to try
separating and calming them down. They calmed them down using
batons and canisters of tear gas. The ultras invaded the pitch. The
players of the two teams were just sitting there, watching the mayhem,
scratching their heads, unable to understand what was going on. Then
Boban hit a policeman. The police jumped Boban, the players jumped
the police. Then the players were going at it amongst themselves. Then
they ran for the locker-rooms. The police jumped on the supporters.
Madness.

In Timofte's house there was someone else with him, glued to
the screen — metaphorically with his head beyond it — Boba, a Serb
from Jimbolia. Boba's grandfather had come from Montenegro, from
Titograd, to Jimbolia in the '30s.

"What are these fools up to?! Timofte asked Boba after he had
come to, amazed still by the quality of the transmission.

"It's bad”, Boba told him, getting up slowly, putting his
Marlboro pack back into the pocket of his denim vest and heading for
the door. "There will be war”, he concluded, after which he slammed
the door shut, disappearing into the night.

Time passed. Time in which Timofte saw to his affairs — the
Romanian Railroad, backgammon at the watering hole with the boys,
zero politics and a lot of movies on TV.

All of a sudden, about a year later, around June 1991, he
remembered Boba. He was in the mood of talking to him, trying to
speak some Serbian, have a couple of glasses of rakia, see how he is,
what he's up to. Because they were buddies and because Timofte had
rotated all acquaintances in the meantime, being a social animal,
realizing that he hadn't caught up with friend Boba for a drink and a talk
for quite some time.

Timfote looked for him at his workplace, but Boba was not to
be found. Nobody knew anything about him anymore. He tried the bar
where the Serbs met for talking, but the bar was empty. Nothing but
wind. The owner kept muttering that he would soon have to close the
joint. Timofte ordered a beer before continuing on his search, being
aware of the fact that struggling local businesses need the community's
support.



Afincercat la un prieten, prin vecini. Tot nimic. Atunci a mers
acasa la Bata, bunicul lui Boba cu radacini la Titograd.

- Unde-i? intrebd Timofte.

- La dracu, zise batranul Bata intrand inapoi in casa. Televizorul
urla. Imagine Neckermann. In imagine tancuri, blindate si soldati.
Slobodan Milosevici si razboi.

Timofte nu si-a pus prea multe intrebadri, cautandu-si altceva de
facut si, in general, vazandu-si de viata.

Din nou, nefiind prea tare preocupat de politica, Timofte a
revenit la ale lui pand cand a ajuns intr-o situatie mai delicata. Situatia
fiind cd ajunsese sa datoreze niste bani — 0 sumd mica — doar ca fiind
genul de om care nu prea stia cateodata de gluma, datora suma asta
mica intr-o valuta tare. In marci germane. Cam 500.

Nu obisnuia sa joace pe bani, dar in noaptea cu pricina tuica
intrase prea bine dupa bere ca sa-si mai dea seama ca s-a apucat sa
joace table cu niste traficanti din Comlosu Mare care nu stiau de gluma,
doar de jocuri de noroc.

500 de marci nu era cine stie ce catastrofd. Dar pentru salariul
|ui, care in minunata perestroika iliesciana gospodarita de apt numitul
Votcdroiu, zisa remuneratie emisd de stat catre cetdteanul Timofte se
evapora mai repede ca o sticld de Stolichnaya la ora pranzului intr-un
anumit cabinet al Ministerului de Finante, sau chiar la bufetul Camerei
Deputatilor, dupd obligatoria ciorbicd de burtd (care ar fi fost problema
in definitiv dacd s-ar fi consumat dimineata la micul dejun pe stomacul
gol, sau la Intercontinental inainte de culcare?!); zisa remuneratie
devalorizandu-se de prea multe ori intr-un an, pana cand 500 de marci
germane ajunseserd sa insemne pana si leafa celui mai sarac si cinstit
dintre cetdteni pe cateva trimestre bugetare. Dar mai cand venea vorba
de Timofte care, bugetar fiind, s-a trezit dintr-o data intr-o economie
inflationista, orice ar mai fi insemnat si asta.

Asadar, Timofte avea o problemd. Dar dupa cum era genul de
om parolist care-si pldtea datoriile, era decis sa se achite, urmand sa
gaseasca el o cale. Mai ales cd tablagii din Comlosu Mare nu erau cei
mai glumeti, binedispusi sau indulgenti interlopi de frontiera.

N-a trebuit sa caute mult. L-a ajutat un prieten cu un pont.
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He tried a friend, then the neighbors. Still nothing. Then he
visited the home of Bata, Boba's grandfather with roots in Titograd.

"Where's he at?” asked Timofte.

"Gone to hell,” old man Bata replied going back inside. His TV
was blaring. Neckermann quality imagery. In the images were tanks,
armored cars and soldiers. Slobodan Milosevici and war.

Timofte didn't ask himself too many questions, looking for
something else to do and generally seeing to his own life.

Again, not bothering too much with politics, Timofte went back
to his own business until he found himself wound up in a delicate
situation. The situation being that he ended up owing money — a small
sum — but because he was the type of guy that couldn't take a joke on
occasion, he owed the small sum in hard currency. In Deutschmarks.
500 to be more exact.

He didn't use to gamble, but on that particular night the tuica
had gone well with beer and he failed to notice that he had started
playing backgammon with some smugglers from Comlosu Mare that
didn't much care for humor, only gambling.

500 Marks wasn't much in the way catastrophes go. But on his
salary, that in the wonderful Perestroika lliescu had fathered,
administered by the aptly nicknamed Vodkaroiu, said remuneration
handed out by the state towards citizen Timofte evaporated quicker
than a bottle of Stolychnaia at lunchtime in a certain cabinet of the
Ministry of Finance, or at the Deputy Chamber buffet, after the
obligatory tripe soup (and what would have been the issue, in the end, if
said bottle was consumed for breakfast on an empty stomach, or at the
Intercontinental Hotel before going to bed?!); said remuneration losing
value multiple times in the same year, until 500 Deutschmarks meant
more than the pay of even the most honest and poor citizen on several
budgetary trimesters. That's not even mentioning Timofte, who, being a
State employee, woke up in a inflationist economy all of a sudden,
whatever that should of meant.

Therefore, Timofte had a problem. But as he was a man of his
word who paid his debts, he was more than committed to paying, and
we were going to find a way to do it. Especially since the backgammon
players from Comlosu Mare weren't the most light hearted, well-
meaning and indulgent border underworld types.

He didn't need to look for a solution for long. A friend helped
him with some advice.
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Era razboi in Sirbia. Deci n-a durat mult pana cand sa existe
lipsuri. Apoi s-a mai lansat in eter un cuvant pe care cetateanul Timofte
l-a prins din zbor — em-bar-go.

Dupd o bere scurtd urmata de jumate de pachet de tigari si
incd vreo trei tuiculite, un cetdtean binevoitor i-a explicat scurt
prietenului Timofte cam care-i faza cu geopolitica, razboaiele civile,
cererea, oferta si sfanta marcd germana.

Rdzboi+embargo=lipsa. Lipsa=cerere. Cerere=bani.
Bani=marci. Marci=stergerea datoriilor. Totul era foarte simplu, mai ales
cand stateau in gara Jimbolia la 5 dimineata, dupd o noapte de torpilare
lejerd, asteptand sa intre pe tura.

Ce se cerea pentru ca era lipsa in Serbia? De toate, mai pe
scurt.

Mai pe larg, printre altele, era lipsa de tigari. Tigdrile se
pldteau bine. Un pachet mergea cu 2 mdrci germane. Dupa un calcul
oarecum simplu, in timp ce se dregea cu a doua portie de ciorba in
atelierul de locomotive, scrijelind cu creionul chimic pe hartie de
impachetat, Timofte spdrsese in sfarsit codul aritmetic, socotind corect
ca trebuia sd vanda 500 de pachete de Marlboro Rosu ca sd faca destui
bani cat sa plateasca datoria. Costa 1 marca pachetul cumparat de la
cineva din Timisoara (luat pe datorie), 2 sa le vanda la sarbi.

Deci, ca sd faca 500 de marci profit si sd stingd datoria, trebuia
sa vanda de 1000 de marci. 1i vajaia un pic capul, dar pana la urma
calculele erau corecte. Faptul ca avea sa intre nitel in gaurd cu benzina
era acceptabil. Cat despre posibilitatea de a exista riscul sd fi confiste
granicerii marfa la granitd, sau sd treacd, dar sa dea peste un
cumpdrator care sd nu-| plateascad, Timofte pur si simplu refuzase din
start sd ia astfel de aspecte in considerare.

Timofte nu era prost, dar din ceva motiv se lipise de el genul
de noroc cel mai des intalnit la prosti si incepatori.

Pe scurt, a iesit bine.

A reusit sa-si plateasca datoria si sa se lipeasca de o afacere.

Baietii de la Comlosu Mare, chiar daca seriosi, nu prea
marinimosi cand venea vorba de cuvinte mari (si complicate) sau gesturi
de afectiune publicd, au schitat totusi apreciere pentru Timofte. Unu la
mana, dupa cum explicase cel mai vorbaret dintre baieti, pentru cd isi
platise datoria inainte de termenul limitd, si doi la mana, pentru cd o
facuse in felul in care o facuse, trecand granita ca prin branza, fara pile
si relatii, din noroc pur, impins de la spate de o inconstienta care frizase
prostia.

There was a war on in Serbia. So it didn't take long for there to
be shortages. Then a word got launched into the aether that citizen
Timofte caught on the fly — em-bar-go.

After a quick beer followed by half a pack of smokes and three
glasses of tuicd chasers, a well meaning citizen explained to friend
Timofte what deal was with geopolitics, civil wars, supply, demand and
the holy Deutschmark.

War+embargo= shortage. Shortage= demand. Demand=
money. Money= Deutschmarks. Deutschmarks= the erasing of debts. It
was all very simple, especially when they were sitting in Jimbolia train
station at 5 AM, after a night of light bingeing, waiting to start their shift.

What was the demand in Serbia because of the shortages?
Everyting, in a nutshell.

Upon further inquiry, among other things, there was a lack of
cigarettes. Cigarettes gave off a good pay-off. A pack of smokes went
for 2 Deutschmarks. After a somewhat easy calculation, while he was
sobering up with a second serving o ciorba inside the locomotive
workshop, scribbling with a chemical pencil on wrapping paper, Timofte
finally broke the arithmetic code, correctly calculating that he had to sell
500 pack of Marlboro Reds to earn enough money in order to pay his
debt. It cost 1 Deutsche Mark a pack bought from someone in Timisoara
(on loan), for a price of 2 to be sold to the Serbians.

So, in order for him to have a profit of 500 Deutschmarks and
extinguish his debt, he had to sell 1000 Marks worth. His head was
spinning a little, but the calculations were accurate. The fact that the
gasoline would eat at his profits a little was acceptable. As for the
possibility of there being a risk of having the borderguards confiscate
the merchandise, or if he managed to get through, that the buyer would
refuse to pay, Timofte flat out refused from the get go to take such
aspects into consideration.

He wasn't a fool, but for some reason the sort of luck stuck to
his person that is mostly encountered with idiots and beginners.

To keep it short, it turned out well.

He managed to pay his debt and end up with a business plan.

The lads in Comlosu Mare, although a serious bunch, not
particularly magnanimous when it came to big (or complicated) words or
gestures of public affection, did show appreciation for Timofte. On the
one hand, after the most talkative of the lads explained, because he
had paid the owed amount before the deadline, and on the other hand,
because he had done it the way he did, passing the border like a hot
knife through butter, without any connections, out of pure luck, driven
by a recklessness that bordered on stupidity.



Oricum bdietii realizasera repede ca Timofte avea potential.
Arbora genul de inocenta si emana o serenitate asociata sfintilor. Avea
o fatd onesta si muncitoare, iar Trabantul lui rablagit trecea neobservat
chiar si de cel mai rodat granicer — roman sau sarb — chit ca masina cu
pricina putea trece lejer 1000 de pachete de Marlboro Rosu peste
granita unei tari care se descompunea bucatd cu bucata.

Fard sd-si dea seama, Timofte era traficantul ideal, genul de
traficant care, fard s-o recunoasca, bdietii din Comlosu Mare si-ar fi dorit
sa fie, stiind ca n-au cum sd atinga niciodata astfel de culmi ale
excelentei.

Devenise un fel de mascota. Si ajunsese sa-si rotunjeascd
binisor veniturile din ceea ce, avea sa afle dupa cateva luni cetateanul
Timofte de la teve, ajunsese sa fie numita de catre unii ,tranzitie”.

Din nou, Timofte nu-si puse intrebdri legate de zisa ,tranzitie”,
in sensul in care nu stia prea bine nici dinspre ce spre ce se tranzita, nici
inspre unde, dar pana la urma el nici nu prea le avea cu politica; chiar
daca ajunsese sd tranziteze granita destul de des, preferabil pe la
Lunga spre Nakovo, unde granicerii picoteau in pichetul scheletic,
despielitati de vantul campiei.

Timofte n-avea ambitii mari, dar pentru ca dintr-o datd putea
sa castige lejer o suma onorabila de banuti, omul a inceput sa se
gandeasca la viitor. S-a pus serios pe treabd, rugandu-se ca razboiul sa
dureze cat mai mult.

Dupa cum 1i spuse un prieten - amic de pahar, care le avea cu
politica - Timofte afld cd din punctul de vedere al politicii mondiale,
razboiul civil care izbucnise in ceea ce acum se numea dintr-o data
(neoficial) Fosta lugoslavie avea sa dureze binisor.

- Potrivit de mult, zise zambind si dand din umeri amicul de
pahar al lui Timofte, mai comandand una.

A muncit pe branci. in timpul saptamanii lucra la CFR, iar de
vineri noapte pana duminicd dimineatd lucra la embargo. Dupa un an s-
a mutat de la ai lui din curte, cumpdrandu-si o casd. Era micuta, dar
avea o gradina mare, lucru care-i placuse nespus de mult neveste-sii.

Granicerii 1l placeau si- [dsau sa treaca pentru cd era prietenos
sile aducea tot timpul cate un termos cu ceai cald, si le lasa din cand in
cand cate un cartus de Marlboro Rosu, sau mai multe.
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Anyhow, the lads quickly figured out that Timofte had potential.
He emanated the kind of innocence and serenity associated with saints.
He had an honest and hard-working looking face, and his beat up
Trabant passed unnoticed past even the most experienced border
guard — be it a Romanian or a Serb — although the car could easily carry
1000 packs of Marlboro Reds across the border of a country that was
slowly decomposing.

Without being aware of it, Timofte was the perfect smuggler,
the sort of smuggler that, without ever being able to admit it, the lads of
Comlosu Mare wished they could be, knowing that they would never
reach such peaks of excellence.

He had become a sort of mascot. And had managed to add to
his earnings in a period that, citizen Timofte would learn several months
later from TV, ended up being named as "transition”.

Again, Timofte didn't ask any questions about said "transition”,
because he didn't quite understand the direction from what the
transition was being made, and to where, but then again he didn't really
understand politics; even if he used to transit the border quite often,
preferably from Lunga towards Nakovo, where the border guards were
half-sleeping in their dishevelled post, hacked at by the wind in the
plain.

Timofte had no lofty ambitions, but because he could suddenly
earn an honorable sum of money, the man started thinking of the future.
He got down to work, praying that the war would last as much as
possible.

As a friend had told him — a drinking buddy, who knew his way
around politics — Timofte found out that from the viewpoint of world
politics, the civil war that had erupted in what is now called (unofficially)
the Former Yugoslav Republic, would last for quite some time.

"An adequate amount of time”, Timofte's drinking buddy said,
smiling and shrugging, ordering another round.

He worked his ass off. During the week he was pulling shifts at
the Romanian Railroad, and from Friday night to Sunday morning he
was doing the embargo. A year in he had moved out of his parents'
yard, buying a house. It was small but it had a big garden, a thing his
wife liked very much.

The border guards liked him and let him pass because he was
friendly and always brought them a thermos of hot tea and sometimes
gave them a carton or two of Marlboro Reds.
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Traficantii din Comlosu Mare, din cel Mic sau din alte parti de-a
lungul frontierei cu Sirbia, care erau la inceputul carierei, veneau la
Timofte acasa ca la Mecca, cerandu-i sfaturi, punandu-i intrebari sau
doar venind sa-I vada, tacand malc si asteptand sa-I atingd, asemeni
unei moaste, strangandu-i mana in speranta ca simplul contact cu
beatificul mecanic ceferist devenit traficant avea sa-i binecuvanteze cu
acelasi noroc aducator de profit.

Traficantii mai mari il priveau cu admiratie si-I tratau cu
deferenta cuprinsi de un simt aproape extrasenzorial legat de pozitia
speciald a lui Timofte in Univers, patrunsi de o evlavie ce se invecina
aproape inconstient cu frica. Daca Timofte le-ar fi cerut un favor, oricat
de exagerat, de imposibil de indeplinit sau chiar periculos, marii
traficanti s-ar fi dat peste cap incercand sa-i facd pe plac. Dar Timofte n-
ar fi facut niciodatd asa ceva, pentru cd nu era genul. Era multumit,
vesel si linistit. Lumea era frumoasa si toate mergeau uns.

Apoi cineva |-a rugat sd fie nas de cununie.

Poate dacd ar fi refuzat, lucrurile ar fi stat altfel. Dar Timofte nu
era genul de om care sa fie in stare sa refuze.

S-a intamplat asa: trebuia sd faca 5000 de marci repede. Dacad
ar fi trecut tigari, i-ar fi luat o luna. N-avea o luna. Avea doud saptdmani,
pentru ca din nou, zisese ,da” dupa o noapte de bdut viteza urmat de o
stafeta cu obstacole pand la langoseria din gard. Si nu era vorba numai
de proaspetele indatoriri de nas — platit popa plus dascal, cadou pentru
miri, rdscumparat mireasa etc. Mai era si nevastd-sa, care urma sa
devind nasa pentru prima oara. Coaforul, dar mai ales echipamentul de
nasd, care costa scump, trebuia de asemenea platit. Repede.

Timofte, nefiind genul de om care sd se demoralizeze, fiind
optimist din fire, a intrebat pe unde stia si el, de la altii mai mari si mai
cunoscdtori (care din nou, ar fi facut orice pentru el), ce se plateste bine
peste granita.

N-a durat mult si a primit réspunsul cautat:

- Tigdi si oale de fontd sau de inox, a venit raspunsul. Cele mai
cdutate sunt tigaile Tefal.

Timofte auzise de aceste tigdi, ba mai mult, avea o ruda la
Timisoara care le comercializa. Dupd o zi intreaga de calcule aritmetice,
pauze mici care asigura mari succese si mai multi litri de cafea care sa-|

The smugglers from Comlosu Mare, Comlosu Mic and other
parts of the border with Serbia, that were just starting out, came to
Timofte's house like it was Mecca, asking for advice, asking him
questions or just dropping in to see him, sitting there quietly and waiting
to touch him, like he was a holy relic, shaking his hand in the hope that
the simple act of contact with the beatific locomotive mechanic turned
smuggler would bless them with the same profit bringing luck.

The bigger smugglers looked upon him with admiration and
treated him with deference, seized with an almost extrasensorial sense
that had to do with Timofte's position in the Universe, moved with a
sense of piety that unwittingly bordered on fear. If Timofte would have
asked them for a favor, no matter how outlandish, how impossible or
dangerous to be fulfilled, the big smugglers would have gone head over
heels in order to please him. But Timofte wouldn't have done such a
thing, he was not the type. He was content, happy and peaceful. The
world was beautiful and everything was running smoothly.

Then someone asked him to become godfather to a married
couple.

Maybe if he would have refused, things would have turned out
differently. But Timofte wasn't the type of person who could say no.

It went down like this: he need to make 5000 Deutschmarks
fast. If we would have smuggled cigarettes, it would have taken him for
about a month. He didn't have a month. He had two week, because
again, he had said "yes” after a night of speed-drinking followed by an
obstacle course race to the fast-food joint in the railroad station. It
wasn't just about his fersh duties as godfather — pay the priest and the
psalm reader, presents for the married couple, buying back the bride
etc. There was also his wife to take into account who was to be
godmother for the first time in her life. The hairdresser but especially
the godmother equipment, which was a costly affair, needed to be paid
for as well. And fast.

Timofte, being the kind of chap who never say die, being a
natural optimist, asked around, the bigger and more savvy (who, again,
would have done anyting for the man) what gave a big pay-off across
the border.

It didn't take long for the sought-after answer to appear:

"Pots and pans made out of stainless steel or cast iron” the
answer came. "The most sought after are Tefal pans.”

Timofte had heard of this brand of pans, even more, one of his
relatives in Timisoara commercialized them. After a whole day of
arithmetic, lots of small breaks that ensured big successes and many



scape de mahmureala si sa-i ungd bine rotitele, Timofte gasise in sfarsit
formula castigatoare, pregatindu-se sa faca drumul cu marfa care avea
sa-i asigure capitalul pentru a putea fi cel mai bun nas dintre toate
felurile de nas care putea sa fie.

Vroia sa termine totul dintr-un singur transport, asa cd a
inchiriat o mica remorca pe care a umplut-o varf cu tigai Tefal,
acoperindu-le cu o copertina de doc legatd cu sfoara de structura
metalica a remorcii.

Era 0 noapte de vineri rece in anul 1993 cand Timofte a trecut
granita sarbeasca in Trabantul care tragea dupd el o jumadtate de tona
de marfa de contrabanda, tigai Tefal care pe piata neagra din Serbia
valorau pe atunci mai bine de 10.000 de marci germane sau cateva sute
de miliarde de dinari (datorita fenomenului, auzit de Timofte, dar
neinteles niciodata prea bine, denumit devalorizarea monedei). O mica
avere.

Trebuia sa treaca de Kikinda si sa apuce un drum laturalnic.

Era o noapte fara luna si stele. Beznd peste tot.

Casele, strada si lumea erau afundate in intuneric. Oamenii
respectau starea de asediu. Timofte, pentru prima oara in atatea
drumuri, realizd dintr-o data cd asa arata o tard in care e rdzboi. O tard
cuprinsd de intuneric.

Sarbii stinsesera luminatul stradal sau poate pur si simplu
curentul cazuse din nou, sau poate vesnic, dacd americanii
bombardasera iar (pentru a cata oard oare?) centrala de curent de la
Novi Sad.

Oricum pe Timofte il luard dintr-o data fiorii si isi stinse farurile
de frica bombardierelor. Era o prostie, ce treaba ar fi avut niste avioane
supersonice cu un Trabant rablagit?!

Timofte se mai linisti in timp ce conducea molcom pe drumul
de tard spre locul de intalnire.

Se opriin rascruce, dandu-si seama cd era aproape. lesi din
masind ca sd-si mai intindd picioarele intepenite de frig si oboseala.

Din ceva motiv pe care nu si-l putea explica, simtea ceva in
stomac. Nu i se mai intdmplase niciodata.

{i se facu dintr-o data frica.

isi aprinse o tigara cand auzi cizme scrasnind in praful
drumului, undeva in intuneric.

- Ko ide tamo? veni o voce ragusita spre urechea lui Timofte,
zgariindu-i gandurile si inlemnindu-I. | se paruse cd aude clinc-clancul
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liters of coffee that helped rid him of his hangover and oiled his thinking
sprockets well, Timofte finally had the winning formula, preparing to
take the merchandise across the border, merchandise that would have
provided him with the capital that would have allowed him to become
the best godfather out of the variants of godfathers that he could be.

He wanted to get everything done in one shipment, so he
rented a small wheeled tow that he filled to the brim with Tefal brand
frying pans, covering them with a canvas tied with string across the
metallic structure of the tow.

It was a cold Friday night in the year 1993 when Timofte
crossed the Serbian border with his Traban towing half a tonne of
contraband, Tefal frying-pans that were worth 10000 Deutsche Marks
on the Serbian black marked, an amount worth several billion Dinars
(because of the phenomenon, which Timofte had heard about but never
really understood, called the devaluation of currency). A small fortune.

He had to pass Kikinda and take a country road.

It was a moonless and starless night. Pitch black everywhere.

The houses, the streets and the world were steeped in
darkness. The people were keeping to the curfew. Timofte, for the first
time in so many trips, suddenly understood that this is what a country
looks like. A country engulfed in darkness.

The Serbs had shut down the streetlights or maybe the power
had been cut again, or maybe forever, after the Americans had bombed
again (how many times has it been?) the power station in Novi Sad.

Timofte felt shivers passing through him and he turned off his
head-lights for fear of bombers. It was stupid, what business had
supersonic bombers with a beated down Trabant?!

Timofte settled down while slowly driving along a country road
to the rendez-vous point.

He stopped at the cross-roads, figuring he was close. He got
out of the car to stretch his legs that were stiff from the cold and
fatigue.

For some reason he could not explain, he felt something in the
pit of his stomach. It hadn't happened to him before.

He got scared all of a sudden.

Lighting a cigarette, he could hear bootheels grinding the dust
of the road, somewhere in the darkness.

"Ko ide tamo?” came a raspy voice towards Timofte's ear,
scratching his thoughts and freezing him to the spot. He thought he
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unui inchizator de Zastava sarbeasca. Facuse si el armata, si chiar dacd
el o facuse cu un AKM in brate, sunetul de glont pe teava era acelasi,
indiferent de varianta de Kalasnikov folosita.

Timofte ridicd instinctiv bratele deasupra capului.

- Rumunski Svercer, murmurd Timofte, abia mai putand sa-si
tind dintii in gura de la tremurat, simtind teava rece a Zastavei
impungandu-I intre umeri.

- Lopov! Sjebacemo te! veni raspunsul, urmat de un bocanc in
sale care-l darama pe Timofte, dandu-I cu fata de praful drumului. Teava
Zastavei se proptise intr-una dintre tamplele sale. Simtea gust de sange
in gura.

- Tefal tepsije, tefal tepsije, mai reusi sa scanceasca Timofte,
aratand spre remorca legatd de Trabant.

- Oooo! Tefall hahai unul dintre soldati care mirosea a
transpiratie, tigari si lubrifiant de arma.

Cineva scobi cu varful bocancului in pantecul lui Timofte,
impungandu-| tare si intorcandu-I cu fata in sus. Saracul om se zvarcolea
pe spate ca o testoasd, fiindu-i aproape imposibil sd se ridice. Trei fete
murdare cu ochi strdlucitori il priveau sub lumina unei lanterne aprinse
de un al patrulea pe care nu-I vedea, fiind doar o voce in noapte.

- Tu esti dla cu tigdile? veni vocea din intuneric ca o izbdvire.

Lui Timofte i se paru cd recunoaste vocea, dar nu era in stare
sa raspunda, cuvintele blocandu-i-se undeva in gatul intepenit de frica.
Reusi totusi sa dea din cap in semn de confirmare.

Barbatul care tinea lanterna si vorbea romaneste fluiera
prelung. Se auzi un motor mare si greu huruind in noapte, doud faruri
taind bezna la cateva sute de metri, iar camionul militar venea acum
spre ei, serpuind ca un monstru, pana cand ajunse in rdscruce.

Cineva aruncd un plic gros pe pieptul lui Timofte, iar soldaii
incepura sa descarce remorca si sa urce tigaile Tefal in camion.

Timofte era inca buimac, intins pe spate, paralizat de frica, in
timp ce ceilalti isi vedeau acum de treabad, ignorandu-I.

heard the clink-clank of a Serbian Sastava bolt. He had been in the
army, and even if he did his term with an AKM in his hands, the sound of
a round in the chamber was the same, irrespective of the Kalashnikov
variant used.

Timofte instinctively raised both arms above his head.

"Rumunski Svercer”, muttered Timofte, barely able to keep the
teeth in his mouth from chattering, feeling the cold barrel of the Zastava
pushing against his back, between his shoulders.

"Lopov! Sjebacemo te!” came the answer, followed by a jack-
boot to his back that floored Timofte, making him hit his face against the
dusty road. The barrel of the Zastava was now resting against one of his
temples. He could feel the taste of blood in his mouth.

"Tefal tepsije, tefal tepsije” he managed to whimper, pointing
towards the tow that was latched to the Trabant.

"0Ooo0! Tefall” blurted one of the soldiers that smelled of
sweat, cigarettes and gun oil.

Someone dug the point of their jack-boot into Timofte's belly,
pushing hard and turning him face up. The poor man was squirming on
his back like a tortoise, and found it impossible to get back up. Three
dirty faces with glittering eyes were watching him under the beam of a
flashlight a fourth person, still out of sight, had turned on. The fourth
person was just a voice in the night.

"Are you the one with the frying-pans?” came the voice from
the darkness, like a salvation.

Timofte thought he could recognize the voice, but he was
unable to reply, the words getting stuck somewhere in his through,
frozen shut by fear. He managed to nod in order to confirm.

The man holding the flashlight, who spoke in Romanian, gave
out a long whistle. A big heavy motor could be heard grumbling in the
night, two head-ligths cutting away at the darkness a couple of hundred
meters away, and the military truck was coming towards them now,
snaking like a monster, headin 'for the cross-roads.

Someone threw a fat envelope on Timofte's chest, and the
soldiers started unloading the tow and loading the truck with the Tefal
frying pans.

Timofte was still groggy, lying on his back, paralized with fear,
while the others were seeing to their business, ignoring him now.



- Nu le-o0 lua in nume de rau, zise vocea. Asa glumesc baietii.
S-au plictisit de atata razboi. Necunoscutul suspina si Timofte il auzi
aplecandu-se spre el.

Dintr-o data vdzu fata lui Boba deasupra Iui. Boba pdrea ca nu-
| mai recunoaste. Timofte abia il mai recunostea pe Boba — fata lui se
subtiase si se ascutise. Ochii i erau goi si privind in ei Timofte avea
impresia ca priveste in niste puturi fara fund. Fostul amic mirosea
ciudat. Lui Timofte i se ridica parul pe spate.

- Vrei o tigara? intrebd Boba.

Timofte clipi si Boba i infipse o tigard intre buze, aprinzandu-i-
o. Timofte trase, inecandu-se cu fumul si ridicandu-se incet in capul
oaselor.

- Ce mai faci? il intreba Timofte pe Boba.

Boba nu rdspunse, privindu-l doar adanc in ochi si dand din
umeri, ceva ca un grohdit iesindu-i din narile dilatate odata cu fumul
albastrui al tigarii.

Fumara in liniste pe cand soldatii terminara de incarcat tigdile.
Camionul se intoarse in rdscruce, gata de plecare, inapoi spre Novi Sad.
Boba se urca in camion.

Neputandu-se abtine, Timofte intreba:

- La ce va trebuie toate tigaile astea?

Boba se uitd spre el si scuipa raspunsul:
- Le topim ca sa facem gloante si grenade din ele.

- Auzi, Boba? se incumeta Timofte.

- Boba a murit la Prijedor, impuscand copii mici in cap pentru
gloria poporului sirb. Eu sunt fantoma lui, mai zise acesta razand gaunos
in timp ce camionul demara cu un raget, tigaile Tefal cloncanind cu
zgomot in remorca enorma acoperitd de panzd, troncanind pe drumul
de tard si disparand in noapte.

Timofte a luat plicul, s-a urcat in masina si a plecat acasa unde
n-a putut sa doarma timp de o saptdmana si n-a scos o vorba mai bine
de o luna.

Apoi, dupa un bombardament metodic aplicat ficatului sau cu
alcool de cea mai proasta calitate, ca o cazna suferitd de un sfant cazut
in pacat, urmat de trei zile de mahmureald crunta, Timofte s-a decis sa-
si bage direct piciorul in embargouri, tranzitii, politicd si viata. Si-a
vandut casa si Trabantul, a dat toti banii saracilor si a plecat in
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"Don't be mad at them,” the voice said. "It's just their sense of
humor. They're sick of so much war.” The unknown man sighed and
Timofte could hear him bending down towards him.

All of a sudden he saw Boba's face hovering over him. Boba
seemed not to recognize him. Timofte could barely recognize Boba —
his face had become thin and sharp. His eyes were empty and looking
into them, Timofte had the impression he was gazing into bottomless
pits. His former buddy had a weird smell to him. Timofte's hair stood on
end.

"Want a smoke?” asked Boba.

Timofte blinked and Boba stuck a cigarette between his lips,
lighting it. Timofte dragged on it, choking on the smoke and getting up.

"How are you?” Timofte asked.

Boba gave no reply, watching his eyes and shrugging,
something like a groan coming out of his dilated nostrils together with
the bluish smoke of the cigarette.

They smoked in silence until the soldiers were done loading up
the frying pans. The truck turned around in the cross-roads, ready to go
towards Novi Sad. Boba got on.

Unable to keep silent, Timofte asked:

"What are you doing with all these frying pans?”

Boba looked at him and spit out the answer:

"We melt them down to make bullets and grenades out of
them.”

"Listen Boba?” Timofte ventured.

"Boba died at Prijedor, shooting little children in the head for
the glory of the Serbian people. I am his ghost”, he said, letting out a
hollow laugh while the truck started with a road, the Tefal pans clink-
clonking in the back of the enormous truck covered by a tarpaulin,
setting off on the country road and disappearing into the night.

Timofte took the envelope, got into his car and went home
where he couldn't sleep for a week and didn't talk for a month.

Then, after he had thoroughly bombarded his liver with the
worst sort of alcohol, like a torture endured by a saint fallen into sin,
followed by the worst three-day hangover, Timofte decided to not give
a damn about embargoes, transitions, politics and life anymore. He sold
the house and his car, gave all his money to the poor and left for
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Germania. Fard sa spund nimdnui nimic. Nici macar neveste-sii care s-a
trezit pe drumuri, fara sot, insa cu un echipament de nasa care a costat
peste 1000 de marci. Si cu un permanent care a mai rezistat inca trei
luni dupa eveniment.
Nimeni nu mai stie nimic de Timofte.

S-a uitat si embargoul.

A rdmas doar granita si vantul urland aiurea prin campie.

Germany. Without telling anyone anything. He didn't even tell his wife
who wound up in the street, husbandless but with godmother
equipment that had cost 1000 Deutschmarks. And a hair-due that lasted
three months after the event.

Nobody knows anything about Timofte anymore.
The embargo has been forgotten.

All that's left is the border and the wind howling and rambling
through the plain.



KRUMAU

- Eu am trdit toate astea, spune batranul.

- Spuneti, il roagd un necunoscut aflat in bucdtaria de vard a
batranului, intr-o zi de iulie in anul 2019. Spuneti-ne despre ce a fost.
Spuneti-ne povestea dumneavoastrd.

- Spun, suspind batranul.

Spun:

Am trait.

Am trdit razboi si viata de refugiat.

Am fugit in 1944 de frica rusilor.

Pentru ca eram nemti. Sau un fel de nemti. Volksdeutsche ne
spuneau.

Ceilalti nemti, die Deutsche (adica germanii, singurii, unicii,
irepetabilii, cei care au inghitit galusca) se retrageau, pentru ca
pierdeau razboiul.

Sirusii veneau dupa ei ca sa se razbune...

Ofiterii urlau sa plecam mai repede, soldatii erau panicati:

Schneller, schenller! Alle zusammen!

Weg! Weg!

Der Russe kommt! lvan kommt!

Bubuia artileria in noapte. Ca o furtuna de tunete.
Venea Rusul. Venea Ivan ca sa faca prapad in Banat.

Am plecat sute de carute.

Eram ca un rau pravalindu-se anapoda peste drum, pregatit s3
se scurgd intr-un fluviu necunoscut. Si fluviul avea sa se scurgd mai
departe, intr-o mare de oameni care veneau din tarile din est
poticnindu-se obositi spre vest.

Am plecat cateva mii din satele de svabi din Banat.

Am plecat de acasa.

Pentru ca drumul era lung, unii n-au mai rezistat.

Pentru cd eram din campie si am trecut padurile, dealurile si
muntii si tdrile, unii s-au imbolnavit.

Pentru ca eram speriati si nu stiam limba, unii s-au pierdut.

Pentru ca eram somnorosi, unii nu s-au mai trezit.

187

"I live through all of that,” the old man says.

"Please tell the story,” a stranger sitting in the old man's
summer kitchen asks on a July day in the year 2019.”Tell us about what
happened once. Tell us your story.”

"I will tell it”, the old man sighed.

| will tell it so:

| have lived.

| have lived through war and a refugee's life.

We ran off in 1944 because we were afraid of the Russians.

Because we were German. Or a kind of Germans.
Volksdeutsche they called us.

The other Germans, die Deutsche (meaning the Germans, the
only, the unique, unmatched, the ones who had taken the bait hook line
and sinker) were losing the war.

And the Russians were coming after them to get their revenge...

The officers were yelling at us to get going, the soldiers were in
a panic:

Schneller, schneller! Alle zusammen!

Weg! Weg!

Der Russe kommt! lvan kommt!

The artillery was roaring at night. Like a thunderstorm.

The Russian was coming! lvan was coming to wreak havoc on
the Banat.

We left by the hundreds in horse-drawn carts.

We were like a stream overflowing the road haphazardly, ready
to flow into an unknown river.

And that river would flow along, into a sea of people coming
from the eastern countries and stumbling towards the west.

A couple of thousands left from the Swabian villages in the
Banat.

We left our homes.

Because the road was long, some did not make it.

Because we were from the plain and we passed wooded
areas, hills and mountains and countries, some fell ill.

Because we were scared and didn't know the language, some
got lost.

Because we were sleepy, some couldn't wake up anymore.
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Pentru ca ne era foame, am cersit.

Pentru ca eram strdini in tari strdine, unii au fost neomenosi cu
noi.

Pentru ca nimeni nu stia ce se intdmpla, s-au facut greseli.

Unii oameni sunt rdi la razboi. Altii devin asemeni sfintilor. Aleg
sa fie asa. Majoritatea incearcd sd supravietuiasca.

Oamenii erau confuzi. Erau speriati. Preocupati. Tngrijora;i
pentru soarta batranilor, femeilor, copiilor.

Copiii plangeau. Batranii sufereau in tacere. Femeile isi faceau
de treaba.

Am obosit.

Unii au ramas pe loc, unii s-au intors, unii s-au pierdut.

Unii s-au topit in peisaj.

Toate acestea nu le spune batranul de 89 de ani, dar le poti
intui in inflexiunile vocii sale, printre cuvintele care curg in microfonul
reportofonului unui strain care i-a batut la usd, rugandu-I intr-o dup-
amiaza torida de vard sd-si spund povestea vietii sale.

- Eu nu intelegeam prea multe, eram copil pe atunci. Aveam 14
ani, spune batranul de 89 de ani.

- Spuneti, zice o voce in reportofon.

- Spun, spun...

Spune:

Pentru mine era interesant.
Sa merg pe jos pe langa caruta, mii de kilometri.

FADE IN:
EXT. O CAMPIE, naintea rasaritului
Un drum care serpuieste spre orizont.

Un sir lung de carute cardnd mobile, plapumi si generatii.
Familii. Destine. Trecuturi, prezenturi si un viitor incert.

Siluete gata sa fie inghitite de un cer enorm, incd plin de stele.

Sunetul rotilor de carutd.

Because we were hungry, we begged.

Because we were strangers in a strange land, some of the
locals behaved badly towards us.

Because no one knew what was going on, mistakes were
made.

Some men behave badly in war. Some become similar to
saints. They choose the way to act. The majority try to survive.

People were confused. They were scared. Preoccupied.
Worried about the fate of the old, that of the women and children.

The children were crying. The old were suffering in silence.
The women saw to their daily chores.

We became tired.

Some stayed on the spot, some turned back, some got lost.

Some just melted into the landscape.

All these are not said by the 89 year old man, but you can feel
them in the inflexions of his voice, among the words that are flowing
into the microphone of the digital recorder a stranger that came
knocking at his door has turned on, asking him on a hot summer
afternoon for the old man to tell his life story.

"I didn't understand much at the time, | was a child then. | was
14 years old,” the 89 year old man says.

"Go on,” the voice speaking into the recorder demands.

"I'will go on...”

He goes on:

For me it was interesting.
To walk along the cart, thousand of kilometers.

FADE IN:
EXT. A PLAIN, before sunrise

A road snaking towards the horizon.

A long line of horse-drawn carts carrying furniture, duvets and
generations. Families. Destinies. Pasts, presents and an uncertain
future.

Silhouettes ready to be swallowed up by an enormous sky, still
full of stars.

The sound of cart wheels.



Un bebelus de cateva luni cGscand.
Pasi.
Cineva cdntd la muzicutd in timp ce soarele rasare, siluetele

cdldtorilor fiind profilate in penumbra unei cémpii asemeni unui pustiu.

Asa ar arata primele randuri ale unui scenariu de film.

Dar batranul nu spune nimic din toate astea. A umblat prea

mult, a vazut prea multe, a inteles poate atat de multe, incat a inteles sd
se exprime cat mai simplu.

Simplu:

A fost asa.

Am plecat.

Ne-am oprit.

Am cautat mancare.
Am mers mai departe.
Am mers.

Am mers.

Eram obositi.

Dar am mers.

Am mers.

Si-am ajuns.

- Spuneti, il rugam.
- Va spun, zice el.

Spun:

Am ajuns in 1945 in Boemia.

fntr-un loc numit Krumau.

Acolo era un primar german care nu era nazist.
Rusii se apropiau.

Oamenii erau speriati. Nu stiau ce sa faca.
Soldatii plecasera cu o noapte inainte.
Vice-primarul isi dorea ca orasul Krumau sd lupte.

Primarul a chemat toti barbatii in piata centrala a orasului

pentru sfat.
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A months old baby yawning.

Steps.
Someone plays the harmonica while the sun rises, the

silhouettes of the travelers being profiled in the half-light of a plain
resembling a wasteland.

That's what the opening lines of a screenplay would look like.

But the old man says nothing of the sort. He has walked too

much, seen too much, understood so much that he has mastered the art
of speaking simply.

a fight.

Simply:

It was like this.

We left.

We stopped.

We looked for food.
We went on.

We kept going.
We kept going.
We were tired.

But we kept going.
And we kept at it.
Until we arrived.

"Tell us,” we ask.
"I'will tell,” he says.

| will tell:

We reached Bohemia in 1945.

A place called Krumau.

The mayour was German but not a Nazi.

The Russians were getting closer.

The people were scared. They didn't know what to do.

The soldiers had fled the night before.

The vice-mayor wanted that the town of Krumau should put up

The mayor called all the men in the main square of the town to

hold a meeting.



S-a urcat la balconul primdriei impreuna cu vice-primarul care

fusese soldat si fsi pierduse o mana in razboi.

Vice-primarul era nazist.
Primarul a zis ca orasul se va preda pasnic, nimeni sd nu lupte.

Vice-primarul I-a impuscat pe primar in cap, acolo la balcon, in

vazul lumii.

Am vazut cu ochii mei.

Barbatii au tabarat pe vice-primar si l-au dus in padure.
S-au intors fard vice-primar.

Probabil ca |-au rezolvat, acolo in padure.

N-au venit rusii in Krumau.

Au ajuns americanii.

Un Jeep american cu un negru care fuma Lucky Strike.

Aprindea tigara, tragea cateva fumuri si o arunca pe jos, ca sa

vada cum ne batem pe ea.

Asa a fost.

S-a terminat razboiul.

Am plecat din Krumau.

in Ungaria, granicerii ne-au jecmanit.
Apoi am ajuns acasa.

Au venit comunistii.

Dar eu m-am descurcat.

- Mai spuneti-ne, cerem.
- Mai spun, suspina batranul.

Fiecare respiratie a batranului, fiecare pauza pe care o face,

He got up into the balcony of the mayor's office together with
the vice-mayor, who had been a soldier and had lost a hand in the war.

The vice-mayor was a Nazi.

The mayor told everyone that the town of Krumau would
surrender peacefully, no one should fight.

The vice-mayor shot the mayor in the head, there in the
balcony, while everyone was watching.

| saw it with my own eyes.

The mend jumped the vice-mayor and took him to the forest.

The came back without the vice-mayor.

They probably took care of him there, in the forest.

The Russians didn't reach Krumau.

The Americans did.

An American Jeep with a black man smoking Lucky Strikes
came.

He would light the cigarette, take a few drags and then throw
it on the pavement to see how we would fight over it.

That's how it was.

The war ended.

We left Krumau.

In Hungary, the border guards robbed us.

Then we got home.

The Communists came.

But | managed.

"Tell us more”, we demand.
"' will tell you more,” the old man sighed.

Each breath the old man takes, each pause he makes,

explodeazad in imagini si povesti, mai ales in acel loc special aflat explodes into images and stories, especially in that special place found
undeva intre, intre un cuvant si urmatorul, intre amintiri, in acel loc infinit  somewhere in between, between one word and the next, between

de unde vin toate povestile pe care oamenii le poarta cu ei ca pe 0 a memories, in that infinite space where all stories people carry with them
doua carne, pana cand oamenii pleacd, lepadandu-se de carne. Si like a second flesh come from, until the people leave, shedding their
ajung iar toate povestile spuse vreodatd, se intorc din nou la inceput, flesh. And they arrive, and all stories ever told turn back to the

pregatite sd curga din nou, si din nou, si din nou... beginning, ready to flow once more, again, and again, and again...
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BARAGONE: DROPIA EXPRES

Andrei Ursu
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PERSONAJE:
FETITA
FEMEIA/ MAMA
SPAC/ BARBATUL 1
COCLITU/ BARBATUL 2
MULLER/ BARBATUL 3
BROASCA/ BARBATUL 4
MACARCIUC/ BARBATUL 5
O VOCE LA MEGAFON
TIMP:
Odata.
LOC:
intre acolo si nicaieri, trecand prin niciunde.
I. DISLOCARE /
DISLOCATION
Liniste.
Lumina e feericd, o noapte cu o luna mare si plina care lumineaza
asemeni soarelui. Se aude vantul in cdmpie. Si croncanitul unei ciori in

zbor.

FETITA: Oamenii se trezesc cu noaptea-n cap, cand luna e plina.

Liniste.

CHARACTERS:

THE LITTLE GIRL

THE WOMAN/ THE MOTHER
SPAC/1ST MAN

COCLITU/ 2ND MAN

MULLER/ 3RD MAN
BROASCA/4TH MAN
MACARCIUC/ 5TH MAN

A VOICE ON THE MEGAPHONE

TIME:
Once.
PLACE:

Someplace between here and nowhere, passing through no particular
place.

Silence.
The light has a fairy-tale quality to it, a night with a full moon giving off
light as the sun. One can hear the wind blowing on the plain. And the

cawing of crows in flight.

THE LITTLE GIRL: The people wake up in the middle of the night, when
the moon is full.

Silence.



FEMEIA: Era o lund asa mare pe cer, de zici ca rasarise soarele noaptea.

FETITA: E plin de stele. Nu stiu inca sa numar, dar incerc. Imi ridic ochii
la cer siincerc. Apoi md plictisesc si ma uit in jur.

FEMEIA: Dintr-o data lumina aia ciudatd din strada se umpluse de
umbre. Umbre de copaci. Umbre de case. Umbre de oameni.

Sunete de pasi trecand prin praf.
O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Luati ce intrd intr-o valiza si la gara cu voi!
FETITA: La gard cu voi! La gard! Cineva urld sa mergem la gara.

FEMEIA: Era un tanar. Soldat sau militian, nu stiu ce era. Pe uniifi
astepta in fata casei un securist sau un granicer sau un boachter.
Boachter, adica un om la costum, un functionar.

FETITA: Mi se lipesc ochii de somn. As mai dormi un pic. Numai un pic.
(casca)

Liniste.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON (brusc): Aduceti galeti cu voil Galeti! Galeti! Galeti
si geamantane! Asta s-aduceti!
FETITA: Deschid ochii. Dar mi se pare ca visez.

BARBATII intra tarsait in scend. Sunt imbracati la fel, in pantaloni si haina
din material de sac. Unii desculti, altii incdltati. Au fiecare cate un
geamantan si o gdleata.

BROASCA: lu ducu noi?
MULLER: Wohin gehen wir?
SPAC: Ce-i asta dom'le?!

COCLITU cascd zgomotos.

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): Liniste baieti ca vin ostasii.
MULLER: Seid still!

SPAC: S5555.

BROASCA: Vin soldatii.

Tropait de bocanci prin praf.
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THE WOMAN: The moon was so big, it seemed as if the sun was rising in
the middle of the night.

TLG: It's full of stars. | don't know how to count yet, but | try. | raise my
eyes to the sky and I try. Then | get bored and | look around.

TW: All of a sudden that weird light in the street is filled up with
shadows. The shadows of trees. Of houses. Of people.

Sounds of footsteps in the dust.

A VOICE ON THE MEGAPHONE: Take what you can fit into a suitcase
and to the station with you!

TG: To the station with you! The station! Someone is yelling at us, telling
us to go to the station.

TW: There was this young man. A soldier or a Militia man, | don't know.
Some were being waited in front of their houses by a man from the
Securitate of by a boachter. Boachter, meaning a man in a suit, a clerk.
TG: | can't keep my eyes open I'm so sleepy. I'd sleep a little while
longer. Just a little. (she yawns)

Silence.

AVOTM(suddelny): Bring buckets! Buckets! Buckets! Buckets and
suitcases! That's what you bring!
TG: | open my eyes, but it seems like I'm dreaming.

THE MEN enter, dragging their legs. They are all dressed the same, in
pants and coats made out of sack cloth. Some are barefoot, some have
shoes. They each carry a suitcase and a bucket.

BROASCA: Iu ducu noi?
MULLER: Wohin gehen wir?
SPAC: The hell's going on?!

COCLITU yawns loudly.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainian): Keep quiet boys, soldiers are coming!
MULLER: Seid stil!

SPAC: Shush!

BROASCA: Soldiers are coming.

Jackboots can be heard in the dust.
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BARBATII se indreapta. Tac.

FEMEIA: Ne-au adunat pe toti in strada si ne-au dus la gara in pasi de
mars. In liniste.

BARBATII marsaluiesc in liniste. Sunt adormiti.
COCLITU casca.

BROASCA (in soapta): Un-doi. Un-doi.

MACARCIUC (un pic mai tare, in ucraineand): Un-doi. Un-doi-trei. Un-doi.

SPAC: Stang-drept, stdng-drept-stang.
MULLER: Eins, zwei. Eins, zwei.

COCLITU (cascand): Unu doi. Unu doi.
MULLER: Unu doi unu doi.

SPAC: Unu doi trei patru. Unu doi trei patru.
COCLITU: Unu doi. Unu (casca) doi.

BARBATII marsaluiesc, se vede ca nu le convine. Comenteaza.
SPAC: Afi vazut cd ne-au luat buletinele si au pus stampild pe ele?
MULLER: D.0. D.0. D.0. Scrie D.O.

BROASCA: Ce-nseamna D.0.?

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Datorita amenintarii titoiste, veti primi domiciliu
obligatoriu. Domiciliu obligatoriu.

SPAC: Obligatoriu unde?

COCLITU casca din nou, scoate BARBATII din ritm. Se poticnesc si se
opresc.

FEMEIA: Tineti ritmul si nu mai cascati atata, se rastea unul din intuneric
la ei.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Tineti ritmul dla!
COCLITU: Ce bal!? Nici sa cascam nu mai e voie?

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Da-i una sa tacal!

The MEN stand to. Keep quiet.

TW: They gathered us in the street and took us to the station in
marching step. In silence.

The MEN march in silence. They are sleepy.
COCLITU yawns.

BROASCA(whispers): One-two. One-two.

MACARCIUC(louder, in Ukrainean): One-two. One-two-three. One-two.
SPAC: Left-right, left-right-left.

MULLER: Eins, zwei. Eins, zwei.

COCLITU(yawning): One two. One two.

MULLER: One two one two.

SPAC: One two three four. One two three four.

COCLITU: One two. One (yawns) two.

The MEN march but they don't enjoy it. The start complaining.
SPAC: Did you see they took our IDs and stamped them?
MULLER: 0.D. 0.D. O.D. It says O.D. onit.

BROASCA: What does 0.D. mean?

AVOTM: Because of the Titois menace, you will be given Obligatory
Domicile. Obligatory Domicile.

SPAC: Obligatory where?

COCLITU yawns again and gets the MEN out of rhythm. They stumble
and stop.

THE WOMAN: Keep the rhytm and stop all that yawning someone was
barking at them in the dark.

AVOTM: Keep that rhythm!
COCLITU: What? Is yawning forbidden now or what?

AVOTM: Someone hit that guy so he keeps his mouth shut!



FEMEIA isi loveste palmele cu putere. COCLITU incaseaza loviturile.
SPAC: Ce dai ba?! Ce ti-a facut?

SPAC incaseaza si el palme.

Liniste.

MULLER fsi maseaza falca. SPAC isi trage nasul. Ceilalti BARBATI se uitd
in alta parte, rusinati.

FEMEIA: Haida! Zicea ala din intuneric. Haida!
0O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Haida, haida!

BARBATII isi trag picioarele. Un pic mai repede. Se mai aud palme.
BARBATII icnesc si-si trag picioarele cat pot de repede.

FEMEIA: Oamenii mergeau sleampat. Copti de somn. Pareau ca stau sa
se-nece in lumina aia ciudata. Mergeau greu, de parca ceva ii apasa. li

turtea sub o greutate enormd. Mie mi se parea ca mergeam cumva pe
fundul marii.

FETITA: Eu sunt mica. Am 5 ani. Mi-e somn si nu inteleg ce se-ntampld.
Tata md ia in brate.

BARBATII (soptind, ludnd geamantanele in brate): O s fie bine. O sa
vezi.

FEMEIA: Obrazul tatei era fierbinte, acolo unde-I lovise soldatul.

FETITA: E varg, dar eu tremur. Tremur. Afard e cald, dar eu tremur.

BARBATII merg si spun replici:

SPAC: Ce-0 sa ne faca?
COCLITU: Unde ne duc?
SPAC: La gara ne duc.

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): lar ma duc undeva! Abia am ajuns aici,
acum iar ma card in alt loc! Nu mai suport! Ce viatd e asta? Ce viata mai
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THE WOMAN claps her palms powerfully. COCLITU takes the hits.
SPAC: Why are you hitting him? What did he do to you?
SPAC also mimes getting hit.

Silence.

MULLER massages his jaw. SPAC sniffs. The other MEN look away,
ashamed.

THE WOMEN: Come on! The man in the darkness was saying. Come on!
AVOTM: Come on! Go! Go! Go!

The MEN shuffle their feet. A bit faster. Slaps are still heard. The MEN
gasp and shuffle their feet as fast as possible.

THE WOMAN: The people ambled along. Ripe with sleep. They looked
about to drown in that weird light. The walked with difficulty as if
something was weighing on them. Flattening them under a huge
weight. It looked to me as if we were walking on the bottom of the
ocean.

THE LITTLE GIRL: ' am small. | am 5. | am sleepy and | don't understand
what is going on. Father takes me in his arms.

THE MEN(whispering, holding the suitcases in their arms): All will be
well. You'll see.

THE WOMAN: Father's cheek was hot, there where the soldier had hit
him.

THE LITTLE GIRL: It's summer but I'm shaking. I'm shaking. It's warm
outside but I'm shaking.

The MEN walk and talk:

SPAC: What are they going to do to us?
COCLITU: Where are they taking us?
SPAC: They're taking us to the station.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): Taking me away again! | just got here and
now they're taking me somewhere else! | can't take this anymore! What
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e si asta?! la de-aici si du-te colo! Stai asa, ca nu e bine! Du-te dincolo!
Austriacul lasd la roman. Vine bolsevicul siia de la roman. Pleacd
romanul si se-ntoarce cu nazistii, fuge rusul. Nemtii pierd, romanii
tradeaza si se fac comunisti! Si eu?! Eu ce fac? Mars de-aici, ce cauti?!
Nu vezi cd nu te vrea nimenil? Du-te unde stiil Du-te-n Banat! (in
romana). Si de-aici unde aveti de gand sa ma duceti?! Unde ma mai
cdrati de data asta?! N-am suferit destule?! Din 1940 sunt tot pe drumuri!
Toatd viata asta am cdlgtorit! O viata mi-am pierdut pe drum!

COCLITU: Mai taci, bal

Liniste.

MULLER: Uite cta lume!
BROASCA: Pfaaal Astia sunt in stare sa urce tot satu-n tren.

Zgomote de pasi, voci, bebelusi care plang. Zgomotul unui zavor de
bou-vagon care se deschide. Zgomotele se taie brusc.

Liniste. Zgomot de ciori. Pasi. Liniste.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Atentiune! Alo! Alo! Avand la baza Hotdrarea
Consiliului de Ministri nr. 344 din 15 martie 1951, Ministerul Afacerilor
Interne, prin decizia nr. 200 dispune: dislocarea populatiilor din zona
granitei de vest cu lugoslavia, incepand de la Beba Veche (raionul
Timisoara) spre Gruia (raionul Severin) si pand la Turnu Severin (raionul
Gorj). Se vor elibera de dislocati si igieniza localitatile de cetatenii din
urmatoarele categorii: fruntasi, mijlocasi, chiaburi, nemti, banateni,
aromani, bucovineni, basarabeni, sarbi, olteni, bulgari, cei care au luptat
cu fascistii, legionarii, penticostalii si celelalte culte deviante, cei care au
membri de familie fugiti peste granitd, cei care au rude in inchisoare,
elementele subversive, elementele periculoase, elementele care pot
deveni periculoase, elementele dusmanoase, contrabandistii,
vagabonzii, banditii, exploatatorii, hotii, birjarii, birtasii, fostii mosieri,
fabricantii, tamplarii, farmacistii, ochelaristii, barbosii, mustdciosii, fostii
proprietari, actorii, ndsosii, poetii, stirbii, postasii, muncitorii, cheii,
medicii, profesorii, preotii si babele care nu tac din gura. Si grasiil
Atentia la mine!

kind of life is this? What life is this?! Get up and go there! Wait a minute,
that's not good! Go there! The Austrian leaves it to the Romanian. The
Bolshevik comes and takes it away from the Romanian. The Romanian
leaves and comes back with the Nazis, the Russian runs off. The
Germans lose, the Romanians betray and turn communist! And me!?
What do | do? Get out of here, what are you doing here?! Can't you see
nobody wants you? Go where you please! Go to the Banat (in Romanian)
And from here where are you going to send me?! Where are you carting
me off to this time?! Didn't | suffer enough?! I've been on the road since
1940! All my life I've spent on the road! A life lost on the road!

COCLITU: Stop all that yacking!

Silence.

MULLER: Look at all the people!
BROASCA: Oh boy! They want to get the whole village on the train.

Sound of steps, voices, babies crying. The sound of a cattle car lock
opening. The noises are cut abruptly.

Silence. Noisy crows. Steps. Silience.

AVOTM: Atention! Hello! Hello! Based on the Decision of the Council of
Ministers nr. 344 from March 15 1951, the Ministry of Internal Affairs,
through decision nr. 200 orders: the dislocation of populations from the
western border with Yugoslavia, starting from Beba Veche (Timisoara
district) to Gruia (Severin district) up to Turnu Severin (Gorj district). The
localities will be liberated and of the dislocated and sanitized of citizens
of the following categories: first state peasants, middle state peasants,
kulaks, Germans, inhabitants of the Banat, Aromanians, the ones from
Bukovina, the ones from Bessarabia, Serbians, Southerners, Bulgarians,
those who fought alongside the fascists, the legionaries, the
pentecostals and the other deviant cults, those who have family
members who fled across the border, the ones with relatives in prision,
subversive elements, dangerous elements, elements that could turn
dangerous, enemy elements, smugglers, vagabonds, bandits,
exploiters, thieves, carriage drivers, tavern owners, former landowners,
factory owners, carpenters, pharmacists, peope with glasses, people
with beards, people with mustaches, former owners of property, actors,
people with big noses, poets, people with missing teeth, postmen,
workers, bald people, doctors, teachers, priests and old women that
can't keep their mouths shut. And fat people! Attention!



BARBATII stau drepti.
0 VOCE LA MEGAFON: Bagajele sus!

BARBATII ridicd geamantanele deasupra capetelor.
FEMEIA: Ne-au urcat in vagoane.
BARBATII ridica fiecare céte un picior. Barbatii lasa piciorul jos.

Zgomotul zavorului de la vagon inchizandu-se.
Heblu.

FETITA (soptit): Mi-e frica.
Liniste.
BARBATII se foiesc. Adulmeca.

SPAC: Miroase a petrol. Si a var.

MULLER: Au curatat.

COCLITU: Ce sa curete?

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): Cacatul de vaca.
BROASCA: Asta-i vagon pentru vite
MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): isi bat joc de noi.
SPAC: fti dai seama.

Liniste.
MULLER: Hat jemand einen Streicholz?

COCLITU aprinde un chibrit. SPAC scoate o lampa cu petrol. BARBATII
aprind lampa. Se strang in fata lampii.

Liniste.

MULLER: Ce ne facem?

BROASCA: Tsi ni featsi?

SPAC: Las-o cu aromana! Vorbeste bre sa-ntelegem toti!
BROASCA: Ce ne facem?
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The MEN stand to attention.
AVOTM: Raise your bags!

The MEN raise the suitcases over their heads.
THE WOMAN: They got us into the cattle cars.
The MEN raise a leg. The MEN lower a leg.

The sound of the lock of the train car being driven in.
Darkness.

THE WOMAN(whispering): I'm scared.
Silence.
The MEN shuffle about. They sniff.

SPAC: It smells of petrol. And whitewash.
MULLER: They cleaned.

COCLITU: Cleaned what?

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): Cow shit.

BROASCA: This is a cattle car.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): They're humiliating us.
SPAC: You can say that again.

Silence.
MULLER: Hat jemand einen Streicholz?

COCLITU lights a match. SPAC takes out an oil lamp. The MEN light the
lamp. They gather around it.

Silence.

MULLER: What are we going to do?

BROASCA: Tsi ni featsi?

SPAC: Drop the aromanian! Speak so we can all understand!
BROASCA: What are we going to do?
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MACARCIUC (in ucraineana): mi vine sa-mi dau cu capul de pereti! Of,
doamne! Unde dracu' mai ajung de data asta, nici nu stiu ce-o sd ne
facem. (continud sa baiguie pe urmatoarele replici)

COCLITU (lui SPAC): Ce spune?

SPAC (da din umeri): Da' ce-s eu, expert?

COCLITU: Pai nu esti moldovean?

SPAC: Eu fs roman din Basarabia. El e ucrainean din Bucovina. Numai tu
esti moldovean aici! Ce nu pricepi?!

MULLER: Da ce spune?

BROASCA: Se plange probabil.

MACARCIUC: Ma plang, md plang.

MULLER: Toti ne plangem.

BROASCA: Asa-s romanii.

BARBATII tac.
Liniste.

COCLITU: Ce-i aia Baragan?

SPAC: Acolo unde ne duc.

BROASCA: Da' ce, am facut ceva gresit?
MULLER: Asa zic.

MACARCIUC: Cine zic?

COCLITU: Aia.

MULLER: Ei.

SPAC: Care, ma?!

MULLER: Stii tu care.

BROASCA: Dansii?

SPAC: Care dansi?!

COCLITU: Niste dansi... Dansi unul si unul.

Liniste.

BROASCA: Inainte era mai bine.
SPAC: Eh! Hoti si-atunci! Hoti si-acum!
COCLITU: Las ca vin americanii.

MACARCIUC (pe ucraineana): Ce bine-ar fi dac-ar veni americanii.

SPAC: N-0 sa vind niciun american.
BROASCA: Macar nu mai e razboi...

Liniste.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): | feel like hitting my head against the walls!
Oh God! Where the hell am | going to end up this time, | don't know
what we're goig to do. (he continues mumbling as the other lines run)
COCLITU(to SPAC): What's he saying?

SPAC(shrugs): What am |, an expert?

COCLITU: Aren't you from Moldova?

SPAC: I am a Romanian from Bessarabia. He is a Ukrainian from
Bukovina. You're the only one from Moldova here! What don't you get?!
MULLER: But what is he saying?

BROASCA: He's complaining probably.

MACARCIUC: I'm complaining, I'm complaining.

MULLER: We're all complaining.

BROASCA: That's just how Romanians are.

The MEN fall silent.
Silence.

COCLITU: What does Bardgan mean?

SPAC: It's where they're taking us.

BROASCA: But why, did we do anything wrong?
MULLER: That's what they say.

MACARCIUC: Who says?

COCLITU: Them.

MULLER: They.

SPAC: Who?

MULLER: You know who.

BROASCA: Those?

SPAC: Those who?!

COCLITU: A bunch of those... Those each and every one.

Silence.

BROASCA.: It was better before.

SPAC: Eh! Thieves then! Thieves now!

COCLITU: Don't worry, the Americans are coming.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): It would be something if the Americans were
to come.

SPAC: There's no Americans coming.

BROASCA: At least there's no war on...

Silence.



MULLER (scoate o franzeld de paine): Vrea cineva paine?

BARBATII isi impart painea, mananca in tacere.
FETITA: Primesc o bucata de paine si md linistesc. Adorm.

BARBATII mananca in tacere, apoi se intind si adorm.

Lumina se ridica.

FEMEIA: Ne-au tinut 6 ore pe sine, in vagoane, fdra sa plecam.

VOCEA LA MEGAGON: in majoritatea cazurilor s-a organizat ajutorul
pentru cei care stau in gard. Au apd si lapte, ceai si biscuiti pentru copii.
FEMEIA: Ne-au tinut fard sa ne dea nimic.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Oamenii stau la umbra.

FETITA: E foarte cald in vagon.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Este medic.

FETITA: Picotesc. Stam toti molesiti. Abia ne mai miscam. Unora li se
face rau.

BARBATII (soptit): Unul de la Comlosu Mare a murit in vagon, de la
caldura.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Populatia este bine. Este o echipa de UTM-isti
care vinde tigari.

BARBATII (soptit): Cica un militian s-a dus la un chiabur si-n loc s&-I
ridice, s-a imbatat impreund cu el. In comuna Nerau, militianul Bobu i-a
spus chiaburului Fleseriu sa fugd, pentru ca-i era nas.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Natural, au fost si ceva scapari.

BARBATII (soptit): Astia o sd ne fure tot de prin case.
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MULLER(gets out a loaf of bread): Does anybody want some bread?

The MEN share bread, eat in silence.
THE LITTLE GIRL: | get a piece of bread and | quiet down. | fall asleep.

The MEN eat in silence and then lie down and fall asleep.
The light comes back on.

THE WOMAN: They kept us for 6 hours on the tracks, in the train cars,
without leaving.

AVOTM: In the majority of cases aid was organized for those waiting in
the station. They have water and milk, tea and biscuits for the children.

TW: They kept us there and didn't give us anything.
AVOTM: The people are kept in the shade.

TG: It's hot in the train car.

AVOTM: There is a doctor present.

TG: | start falling asleep. We are all drowsing. We barely move. Some
get sick.

THE MEN(whispers): Someone from Comlosu Mare died in the traincar,
from the heat.

AVOTM: The population is well. A team from the UTM is selling
cigarettes.

THE MEN (whispered): Apparently a Militia man went to a kulak and
instead of bringing him in, they got drunk together. In Nerau, Militia man
Bobu told kulak Fleseriu to run away, because he was his godfather.

AVOTM: Naturally, some mistakes were made.

THE MEN(whispered): Those people are going to steal everything from
our houses.
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VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Sunt si aspecte de frica, neincredere si
zvonuri. De la Semlacul Mare au fugit doi dislocati, dar s-au intors
singuri. Cei stransi sunt unii veseli, unii speriati, unii indiferenti. La unii
starea este proastd, chiar daca s-a anuntat cd drumul este gratis.
BARBATII (incep sa vocifereze): Nu mai plecam odata?! Ce vreti?! Sa
murim aici in vagoane?! Ce-i astal?! Ce faceti cu noi?! Huooooo!!!!
(fluierd, vocifereaza etc.)

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: La Lenauheim sunt vagoane, dar lipseste
locomotiva.

BARBATII incep sa urle si sa-njure, sd bata in galeti, scandal maxim.
FETITA+FEMEIA: Gatal!!

BARBATII se calmeaza, stau cu fundul pe geamantane, pe galeti etc.
Liniste.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Tovarasul Belmustata raporteazad: Spiritele se
calmeaza, nu sunt incordate. S-au schimbat 7 porci slabi cu 7 porci
grasi. La Sculea un chiabur a sarit cu furca la un militian, dar dupa doua
trageri de focuri s-a potolit. Cadrele au primit camion, sofer si 1000 lei
bani de cheltuiald. Cetatenii ramasi in sat sunt tacuti si scosi la munca.
Se recolteazd orzul. Este vara. Este frumos. Nu s-a manifestat nimeni. Se
pleaca. Actiunea este terminata.

Fluierul unui CFR-ist, apoi cel al unei locomotive cu abur, zgomotul unui
tren care se pune in miscare.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Faceti, ba, cu mana ca sunteti fericiti ca
plecati.

BARBATII fac cu méana.

VOCEA DE LA MEGAFON: Zambiti si voi un pic, ce dracu! Si spuneti dupa
mine: B3-rd-gan, Ba-ra-gan, Ba-ra-gan!

AVOTM: There are fears, mistrust and rumors. Two of the dislocated fled
from Semlacul Mare but returned of their own accord. The people ready
for departure are either happy, scared, indiferent. Some are in a bad
mood even if it was announced that they would be traveling for free.
THE MEN(raise their voices): Why aren't we leaving?! What do you
want?! For us to die in these cattle cars?! What is the meaning of this?!
What are you doing to us?! Booo! (they yell etc.)

AVOTM: There are wagons for Lenauheim, but there is no locomotive.

The MEN start cursing and yelling, hitting the buckets, making noise.
TW+TLG: Enough! Stop it!!!

The MEN calm down, sit on the suitcases and buckets etc.

Silence.

AVOTM: Comrade Belmustatd reports: Spirits are calm, there is no
tension. 7 skinny pigs were exchanged with 7 fat pigs. In Sculea a kulak
attacked a Militia man with a pitch fork but calmed down after two shots
were fired. The cadres were given trucks, drivers and 1000 lei in
spending money. The citizens that stayed behind in the village are quiet
and sent to work. The barley is being harvested. It is summer. It is
beautiful. No one has manifested themselves. The trains are leaving.
The operation is over.

The whistle of a railroad worker sounds, then we hear the sound of a
steam powered locomotive, the sound of a train starting to move.

AVOTM: Wave godammit to show you are happy to leave.

THE MEN wave.

AVOTM: Smile a little, dammit! And repeat after me: Ba-ra-gan, B3-ra-
gan, B3-ra-gan!



Il. TRANZIT /
TRANSIT

BARBATII spun ,Baragan” in ritmul rotilor unui tren. Apoi fileaza si urca/
se suprapune peste vocile lor un sunet in fundal cu roti de tren. Sunetul
coboara. Ramane in fundal. Foarte subtil.

BARBATII in gol/ catre public:

BARBATUL 1: Jucam rummy cu nevastd-mea, cu medicul Cohn si cu
invatdtorul. Asta in fiecare seara. Si-i auzeam cum trec dansii cu masina.
Se opreau pe stradd. Se auzeau portierele. Si pasii lor prin pietris.
Treceau pe sub geamul nostru. Luau pe unul si pe altul. Noi tdceam.
Asta la inceputul lui 1951. Apoi s-au linistit. N-au mai luat pe nimeni. in
iunie 1951, au apdrut vagoanele de marfa in gard. Am crezut cd sunt
pentru recoltat cereale. Dar erau pentru noi. Ne-au trezit cu noaptea-n
cap, cu militari inarmati cu automate la usa. Haida, ne-au zis. La gara ne
astepta presedinta Consiliului Popular — o semianalfabetda. Cand ne-a
vazut, ne-a zis senin: ,Cum?! Si dumneavoastra?!” De parca nu ea ar fi
intocmit listele...

BARBATUL 2: Ma numesc Mixich Franyo, numit Hodi in satul natal, dupa
0 porecla datd tatalui meu. M-am nascut la Checea in 1919 si am avut o
copilarie si tinerete frumoase. Stramosii mei au venit in Banat in anul
1801 din Turopolje, Croatia. Familia mea este atestata din anul 1366,
avand rang nobiliar. in 1950, pe toata granita cu lugoslavia s-a pus gard
de sarma ghimpata inalt de 3 metri si s-a minat fasia de pamant din fata
gardului. Activistii ma numesc chiabur. Eu ma consider un om
cumsecade. Chiabur, dupa cate stiu eu, inseamna raufacator in
turceste.

BARBATUL 3: Duminica, pe 17 iunie 1951, au cazut Rusaliile. Era ruga. Pe
terenul de fotbal s-au jucat meciuri de cupa. In curtea bisericii s-a intins
hora. Cantau tiganii la tobe. Eram pe terenul de fotbal, cand trenul de
ora 5 de la Timisoara a oprit pe sine in curba de dinaintea de intrarea in
sat. Din tren au coborat militari care s-au raspandit in lanurile de grau.
Am crezut cd incepe razboiul cu Tito.
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The MEN say Baragan in the rhythm of trainwheels in motion. Then the
actual sound comes in. Then it lingers in the background.

The MEN speak to the audience:

1ST MAN: | was playing rummy with my wife, doctor Cohn and the
teacher. We did this every night. And we could hear them passing by in
a car. They stopped on the street. One could hear the car doors. And
steps on the gravel. Passing below our window. They would take one
person or another away. We kept quiet. This was in the begining of
1951. Then it turned peaceful. They didn't take anyone away anymore. In
June 1951 the freight cars showed up in the train station. We thought
they were for storing the harvested cereal. But they were meant for us.
They woke us up in the middle of the night, with armed soldiers with
automatics waiting for us at the door. Come one, they told us. At the
train station, the president of the Popular Council — an illiterate person
— was waiting for us. When she saw us she lightly said: What?! You too?!
As if it wasn't her who made up the list.

2ND MAN: My name is Mixich Franyo, nicknamed Hodi in my native
village, after a nickname my father had. | was born in Checea in 1919
and had a happy childhood and youth. My ancestors came to the Banat
in 1801 from Turopolje, Croatia. My family is atested since the year 1366,
having a nobiliary title. In 1950, along the border with Yugoslavia a 3
metre high barbed wire fence was erected and the strip of land in front
of it was mined. The party activists call me a chiabur. | consider myself a
good person. Chiabur, as far as | know, means criminal in Turkish.

3RD MAN: Sunday, 17" of June 1951 was the Pentecost. A holiday. On
the football field we played cup matches. There was a hora in the yard
of the church. The gypsies were playing their drums. | was on the
football field when the 5 PM train from Timisoara stopped on the track
in the bend before the village. Soldiers got out of the train and they
spread out in the wheat fields. | thought the war with Tito was starting.
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BARBATUL 4: Seara am inceput sa vedem lume noud prin sat. Militari si
civili. Ne-am trezit cu unul, un militar in fata casei. Eu ma uitam la el, el
se uita la mine. Am incercat sa intru in vorba cu el, dar mi-a spus sa tac
din gurd si sa intru in casa.

BARBATUL 5: Pe la 5 dimineata ne-am trezit cu un ofiter de militie cu
pistolul in mana la usa. A intrat in casd impreund cu un functionar cu
mutrd acrd si un soldat cu baioneta la arma.

FETITA: Am 5 ani si nu inteleg nimic din toate astea.
FEMEIA: Am 73 de ani. Au trecut mai bine de 60 de ani de atunci, si
incerc sa inteleg.

BARBATUL 1: Am lasat in curte doud seceratori-legatori marca Cormick,
0 seceratoare de lucerna marca Derrick, doua greble mecanice, patru
pluguri cu o brazda.

BARBATUL 2: Trei pluguri cu doud brazde, semanatoare marca Melichar.

BARBATUL 3: Semanatoare marca Diehl. Doud grape cu lant.
BARBATUL 4: 3 cdrute.

BARBATUL 5: O trasura.

BARBATUL 1: Cazi si butoaie din lemn.

FETITA: Papusica mea. Mi-am uitat papusica.

BARBATUL 1: Asteptam comisia de inventariere.

BARBATUL 2: Cand au ajuns, cu dosare sub brat, se vedea ca n-aveau
chef sa inventarieze tot.

BARBATUL 5: Ne promisesera despagubiri.

BARBATUL 3: Primarul dicta ce-i trecea lui prin cap.

BARBATUL 2: Ne-au despagubit pe dracu!

BARBATUL 4: La noi in sat s-au dislocat doar saracii.

BARBATUL 5: Primarul era ungur si rasist. Au deportat doar romanii si
colonistii refugiati din Cadrilater, basarabenii, sarbii si oltenii. Au facut
alte liste.

BARBATUL 1: Vicele era neamt. Militianul roman. Au primit bani sa
schimbe numele de pe liste. Bogatii au ramas in sat.

BARBATUL 2: Mi-a parut rau de animale. Am dezlegat caii si junincile sa
plece unde vor ele.

BARBATUL 3: Am deschis usile de la cocini. Cand am plecat din casa am
lasat usa si poarta deschise.

4TH MAN: In the evening we started noticing new faces in the village.
Soldiers and civilians. We noticed a soldier in front of our house. | was
watching him, he was watching me. | tried talking to him, but he told me
to shut up and go back inside.

5TH MAN: At around 5 AM we woke up to a Militia officer holding a gun
knocking on our front door. He came inside together with a sour faced
clerk and a soldier with a rifle with bayonet attached.

TLG: I'am 5 and | don't understand any of it.
TW: I'am 73. It's been more than 60 years since then, and I'm still trying
to understand.

1ST MAN: We left two Cormick reapers, a Derick ripper, two mechanical
rakes and four ploughs.

2ND MAN: Three ploughs, a Melichar reaper.

3RD MAN: A Diehl seeder. Two harrows with chains.

4TH MAN: 3 wagons.

5TH MAN: A carriage.

1ST MAN: Tubs and barrels made of wood.

TG: My dolly. | forgot my dolly.

1ST MAN: We were waiting for the inventory comission.

2ND MAN: When they arrived, files under their arms, it showed they
weren't in the mood to catalogue everything.

5TH MAN: We were promised compensation.

3RD MAN: The mayor was dicating whatever came to mind.

2ND MAN: Compensation my ass!

4TH MAN: In our village they only dislocated the poor.

5TH MAN: The mayor was a Hungarian and a rasist. The only deported
the Romanians and the refugee colonists from the Cadrilater, the
Bessarabians, the Serbians and the Southerners. They drew up different
lists.

1ST MAN: The vice-mayor was German. The Militia man was Romanian.
They received money to change the names on the lists. The rich stayed
in the village.

2ND MAN: | was sorry for the animals. | untied the horses and the cattle
so they could roam.

3RD MAN: | opened the doors of the pig sties. When we left the house
we left the door and yard gate open.



FEMEIA: O fata din vecini md intreba unde merg. I-am spus cd ma duc in
lume.

Sunetul rotilor de tren creste. Scade, creste. Scade.
BARBATII: Baragan, Bardgan, Baragan...

FETITA: Sunt foarte multi oameni in vagon.

FEMEIA: Eram 5 familii in vagon. Spac - care erau romani din Basarabia,
Macarciuc - care erau ucraineni din Bucovina. Coclitu erau moldoveni.
Broascd erau macedoneni veniti din Cadrilater. Si Miiller, adicd noi —
svabi din Banat.

FETITA: Barbatii vorbesc.

BARBATII se aduna unii in altii. incep soptit, apoi vocile cresc.

MULLER: Ce dezastru... Am ramas fara nimic.

COCLITU: Noi am venit in Banat fara nimic. Plecam dracu’ stie unde, tot
fard nimic. Tot aia.

SPAC: Macar ne avem unii pe altii.

BARBATII dau din cap.

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): Dacd ne dau pe mana rusilor?

SPAC: Nu ne dau pe mana rusilor.

COCLITU: Ce treaba sd aiba rusii cu noi?!

SPAC: De parcd n-ar fi prima oara.

MULLER: Pe vecinii nostri i-au dus in Siberia, in '45. Tot asa. Tot
noaptea. Ca pe noi acuma. Poate ne mint. Poate ne duc altundeva.
Poate nu ne duc in Bardgan, oriunde o fi Baraganul dsta.

Liniste.

BROASCA: Ce porcarie!

MULLER: Mie-mi spui?! Ce ne facem cu batranii?! Ce ne facem cu
copiii?! Cu femeile gravide?! Cu bolnavii?!

SPAC: Taci!

MULLER: Ce ne facem?!

COCLITU: Taci, ma! Lasa ca ne descurcam noi...

MULLER: Cum?! Cum dracu' ne descurcam?!

BROASCA: Asta zic si eu!

COCLITU: Lasa, nu mai zi. Asteaptd sd vezi ce-o sa fie.
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TW: A girl kept asking me where | was going. | told her | was going out
into the world.

The sound of the train wheels is heard.
THE MEN: Bardgan, Baragan, Baragan...

TLG: There are a lot of people in the train car.

TW: There were 5 families on the train. Spac- Romanians from
Bessarabia, Macarciuc — Ukrainians from the Bukovina. Coclitu were
from Moldova. Broascd were Macedonians from the Cadrilater. And
Miiller, meaning us — Swabians from the Banat.

TLG: The men talk.

THE MEN huddle up. They talk.

MULLER: This is a disaster... We're left with nothing.

COCLITU: We came to the Banat with nothing. We're heading God
knows where, having nothing. Same thing.

SPAC: At least we have each other.

THE MEN nod.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainean): What if they deliver us to the Russians?
SPAC: They're not giving us over to the Russians.

COCLITU: What would the Russians want with us?!

SPAC: It's happened before.

MULLER: Our neighbors were deported to Siberia in '45. It happened
the same way. In the night. Like us now. Maybe they're lying to us.
Maybe they're taking us somewhere else. Maybe they're really taking us
to the Baragan, whatever the Bardgan is.

Silence.

BROASCA: What nonsense!

MULLER: Tell me about it! What are we to do with the old?! With the
children?! With the preganant women?! With the sick?!

SPAC: Shut up!

MULLER: What are we to do_!

COCLITU: Be quiet! We'll manage...

MULLER: How?! How the hell are we going to manage?!

BROASCA: Yeah!

COCLITU: Stop talking about it. Wait and see what happens.
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BROASCA: O sé fie o porcarie!

MULLER: Cea mai mare porcérie!

MACARCIUC (in ucraineana): Va rog, linistiti-val

SPAC: Da' tu cum poti sd stai acolo asa si sa ne spui asa ceva?! Sd ne
linistim?! Da' tu esti linistit?!

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): Nu sunt linistit. Cum sa stau linistit?! Cum?!
(in romand) Numai cd prefer sa sufar in liniste. Am obosit sa md tot agit
atata. Ce-o fi, o fi. Unde ajungem, ajungem. Tot aia e. (se intinde,
inchide ochii)

Liniste.

SPAC: Ucrainenii astial Noi ne dam de ceasul mortii. El doarme.
MACARCIUC (intins, cu ochii inchisi): Stiti ce s-a-ntamplat pe 1 aprilie
19412

COCLITU: De ziua pacalelii?

MACARCIUC: De ziua pacalelii. In oblastul Cernauti. In 1941.

SPAC: Te rog, nu spune povestea.

MACARCIUC: Ba, o spun. O spun. Drumul e lung. Tot timpul drumul e
lung. De ce sd nu spunem povesti?

SPAC: Faci ce vrei. Dar nu-i poveste pentru copii. Nici pentru oameni
mari nu-i. Stii ce?! Eu zic sa va acoperiti urechile. Tu spune numai.
Spune. Treaba ta! Vezi cati au chef sd te asculte.

SPAC isi pune mainile la urechi. Se uita la ceilalti, care asteaptd ca
MACARCIUC sa inceapa povestea.

FETITA: Tata imi spune sa-mi pun mainile la urechi. Apoi se intoarce sa
auda povestea. Dar eu nu-l ascult pe tata. Vreau sa ascult povestea. Tot
vagonul asculta povestea.

MACARCIUC: Era de 1aprilie 1941. Eram suit pe un deal si stateam la
umbra. In vale era granita. Noua granita. Desi nu plecaseram nicaieri,
de un an nu ne mai gaseam in Romania. Ne gaseam in URSS. Noi
ramdseserdm pe loc, doar granitele se mutaserd. Pentru mine,
ucrainean fiind, era totuna. Eu n-aveam tara. Nici acum n-am. (ofteazd)
Era o zi frumoasa de primavara. Era liniste. Si ei au venit cu steaguri
albe si cu o cruce dupd ei.

MULLER: Cine?

SPAC: Romanii. (lui Macarciuc) Te rog eu mult, nu mai spune!
COCLITU: Spune, ba!

BROASCA: Bulltshit!

MULLER: A mountain of it.

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainian): Please, settle down!

SPAC: How can you just sit there and say that?! Quiet down?! Are you
calm?!

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainian): I am not calm. How can | be calm?! How?! (in
Romanian) But | prefer suffering in silence. I'm tired of fussing about.
What will be will be. We'll arrive where we will. Same thing. (lies down
and closes his eyes)

Silence.

SPAC: These Ukrainians! We're about to pop. And he falls asleep..
MACARCIUC(with eyes closed): You know what happened on the 1st of
April 19417

COCLITU: On Fool's Day?

MACARCIUC: On Fool's Day. In Chernovitsi obslast. In 1941.

SPAC: Please, don't tell the story.

MACARCIUC: Oh yes | will. | will. The road is long. Always it is long. Why
not tell stories?

SPAC: Do what you want. But this isn't a story for children. It isn't one for
adults either. You know what? | say cover your ears. Go ahead and tell
it. Tell it. It's on you! See how many are willing to listen.

SPAC covers his ears. He watches the others that are waiting for
MACARCIUC to tell the story.

TLG: Father tell me to cover my ears. Then he turns to listen to the story.
| don't obey him. | want to hear the story. The whole train car listens.

MACARCIUC: It was the 1st of April 1941. | was on top of a hill, sitting in
the shade. The border was in the valley below. The new border. We
hadn't gone anywhere, but it had been a year since we weren'tin
Romania anymore. We were in the USSR. We had stayed put, it was the
borders that had moved. Me being an Ukrainian it was all the same. |
had no country. | don't have one now. (he sighs) It was a beautiful spring
day. It was quiet. And they came bearing white flags and a cross.
MULLER: Who?

SPAC: The Romanians. (to MACARCIUC) Please, stop telling it!

COCLITU: Go on, tell it!



BROASCA: Si-asa n-avem nimic mai bun de facut.

MACARCIUC: Circulau zvonuri ca rusii aveau sd lase pe romani sa treacd
granita inapoi in Romania. in fata lor stateau granicerii rusi. Romanii
erau vreo 2000.

MULLER: Si rusii cati erau?

MACARCIUC: Vreo 20 poate. Cu arme si cai si 4 mitraliere.

BROASCA: Si?

MACARCIUC (in ucraineand): S-au intalnit, au tipat unii la altii. Romanii la
rusi, rusii la romani. Romanii in romana, rusii in rusa. Rusii le faceau
semn s& se intoarca. Ala cu crucea le facea semn sa mearga inainte. Au
pornit romanii dupa ala cu crucea. Mergeau cantand. L-a-nceput am
crezut ca-i lasd sa treaca. Erau multi romanii. Rusii erau putini. Apoi mi-a
pocnit ceva In ureche. Parca surzisem. incepusera sa traga rusii in
romani. Numai fum si foc am vazut. Prapad. Se auzeau urland ranitii in
timp ce dia continuau sa traga si sa urle in rusa.

FETITA: Nu inteleg nimic, dar ascult.
Se lasa linistea.

COCLITU (soptit): Asa... si?!

MACARCIUC: Stateam si ma uitam cum se buluceau unii in altii, lesinati
parcd si adunati in stive, se zvarcoleau urland, in timp ce rusii trdgeau
cu mitralierele. Au tras pana s-au inrosit tevile. Erau doi soldati care se
pisau pe tevi cu randul ca sd le raceascd in timp ce ofiterii numarau
mortii si ranitii. Pe raniti i-au aruncat de vii in gropi peste care au pus
balegar. Pe dia care au scapat i-au torturat niste NKVD-isti. Pe morti i-au
lasat acolo sa fie exemplu. Dup-aia nu mai stiu, ca m-am dus acasa.

FETITA: Vreau sa ma urc la mama in brate. Sd-mi pund ea mainile la
urechi. Dar mama nu se mai uitd la mine, nu se mai misca, nu ma bagd
in seama. Parca s-a blocat.

FEMEIA: Mama fi ruga pe barbati sa termine cu povestile urate. Dar o
facea din ochi. Fara sa fie in stare sd scoata o vorba.

SPAC: Spune-ti-i sa inceteze!
MULLER: Si tu ce-ai facut?!
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BROASCA: It's not like we have anything better to do.

MACARCIUC: There were rumors going around that the Russians would
let the Romanians cross the border into Romania. In front there were
the Russian border guards. The Romanians were around 2000 in
number.

MULLER: What about the Russians?

MACARCIUC: Maybe 20. With guns and horses and 4 machine guns.
BROASCA: And?

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainian): They met, started yelling at each other. The
Romanians at the Russians, the Russians at the Romanians. The
Romanians in Romanian, the Russians in Russian. The Russians were
motioning to them to go back. The one with the cross was motioning
them to keep going. The Romanians walked behind the man with the
cross. They were walking and singing. At firs they though they would let
them pass. There were a lot of Romanians. Very few Russians. Then
something popped in my eardrum. It was like | had gone deaf. The
Russians had started shooting into the Romanians. Only smoke and
flames could be seen. Slaughter. The wounded were moaning while the
others kept firing and yelling in Russian.

TLG: | can't understand what he's saying but I'm all ears.
Silence descends.

COCLITU (whispered): Yeah... and?!

MACARCIUC(in Romanian): | was sitting there watching how they were
falling on top of each other, in a faint and piling up, wriggling and
howling while the Russians were firing their machine guns. They fired
them until the barrels were hot. Two soldiers were pissing on the
barrels in turns to cool them down while the officers were counting the
dead and wounded. The wounded they threw into pits and buried them
alive under manure. The ones that escaped were tortured by the NKVD.
The dead they left there to set an example. Then | don't know what
happened because | went home.

TLG: I want to go into my mother's arms. So she can put her hands over
my ears. But mother is not looking at me, she isn't moving, not noticing
me. She seems stuck.

TW: Mother was asking the men to stop telling ugly stories. But she was
doing it with her eyes. Without being able to speak out.

SPAC: Tell him to stop!
MULLER: And what did you do?!
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MACARCIUC: Am incercat sd uit. N-am dormit o saptdmana legatd. Dupa
aia mi-am vazut de viatd. Si-acum dorm destul de prost. Dar dorm.
Somnul e somn.

MULLER: Pai si n-ai facut nimic?!

COCLITU: Da' ce putea sa faca?

BROASCA: Poate putea sa faca ceva...

SPAC: Zi-le, ma, ce-ai facut?!

MACARCIUC: M-am intrebat ce-i mai important — cd dia-s morti, sau ca
eu suntviu?

Liniste. BARBATII rumega si dau din cap, in semn cd aproba.

BROASCA: Ce porcarie!
MACARCIUC: Hai sa ne bucuram ca suntem in viatd. Si sd stam in liniste.
Totul e scris oricum.

Liniste si tensiune. BARBATII sunt afectati.

MULLER (isteric): Trebuie sd ies de-aici. E o greseald! Sigur e o greseala!
Vreau acasa! Nu aici! Acasa!

SPAC: Potoliti-l careva cd trezeste sugarii!

BROASCA: Are dreptate! Nu-i corect! Si uite si tu catd imbulzeala e aici!
Ce suntem?! Animale?! Eu sunt om! Om! S& opreasca trenul! Sa
opreasca panad nu ma sufoc! Fa-mi loc ca n-am aer. Vreau sa cobor!
COCLITU: Acuma v-a apucat?! Da' cand ne-au tarat afara din case?! N-ati
zis unu nimic! in loc sa puneti mana pe furca sau pe topor, ati sdrit sa
semnati mai repede! Halal! La placinte inainte, la rdzboi inapoi!

SPAC: Bine, ba, cd esti tu mare luptdtor pentru dreptate. Mai aveai un
pic si-ntrai in curul militianului de cdte ori ai fost in stare sd spui
,tovarasu'” in aceeasi propozitie tot drumul pand la gara!

MULLER (isteric, pentru el): Trebuie sa scriem la Crucea Rosie. La
americani! Trebuie sd facem ceva!

COCLITU (luandu-I pe SPAC de guler): Ce-ai spus?

BROASCA: Ce va-mbatati cu apa rece?! Toti suntem niste lasi! Ce rost
are?!

MACARCIUC (in ucraineana): Terminati odata!l De ce nu ldsati omul sa
doarma?! Potoliti-va.

MULLER (sec): O s& murim in vagonul asta de vite!

MAMA (intrand intre ei): Gata! Gata! Se sperie copiii! Terminati!

MACARCIUC: | tried to erase it from my memory. | didn't sleep for a
whole week. And then | was to my own affairs. Even now | sleep badly.
But | sleep. Sleep is sleep.

MULLER: And didn't you do anything about it?!

COCLITU: What could he have done?

BROASCA: Maybe he could have done something...

SPAC: Tell'em, what did you do?!

MACARCIUC: | asked myself what was more important — that they are
dead, or that | am alive?

Silence. The MEN think about it and nod, approving.

BROASCA: What a mess!
MACARCIUC: Let's enjoy being alive. And keep quiet. It's all written
anyway.

Silence and tension. The MEN are touched.

MULLER (hysterical): | have to get out of here! This is a mistake! It must
be! l want to go home! Not here! Home!

SPAC: Settle him down, he's waking up the newborns!

BROASCA: He's right! It's not fairl And look at how crowded it is in here.
What are we?! Animals?! | am a human being! Human! Make the trains
stop! Stop it or I will choke! Make room, | can't breathe! | want out!
COCLITU: What's gotten into you?! What about when they dragged you
out of your homes! Didn't say a thing then, did you!? Instead of taking
up a pitchfork or an axe, you just signed the papers as fast as you could!
Shame! All for pancakes, none for war!

SPAC: Aren't you the big bad fighter for justice?! You were this close to
entering the Militia man's behind by how many times you used the word
comrade in the same sentence, all the way to the station!

MULLER (hysterical, to himself): We need to write to the Red Cross. To
the Americans! We need to do something!

COCLITU(taking SPAC by the collar): What did you say?

BROASCA: What are you, drunk on cold water?! We are all cowards
here! What's the point?!

MACARCIUC(in Ukrainian): Stop it! Why won't you let a man sleep! Settle
down.

MULLER (unemphatically): We'll all die in this cattle car!

THE MOTHER (ripping into them): Enough! Enough! The children are
getting scared! Stop it!



MULLER o ia razna. FEMEIA fi arde un set de palme.

MAMA: Vino-ti in fire!
MULLER: lartd-ma...
MAMA: O sa fie bine, o0 sd vedeti.

FEMEIAl ia in brate pe MULLER. Ceilalti BARBATI se potolesc.

MAMA: Mama fi linisteste. Mama ne linisteste pe toti. Femeile incearca
sa-si faca de treabd. Batranii tac. Barbatii tac. Trenul merge. Merge.
Merge. Eu dorm. Dorm.

Sunetul rotilor de tren cresc iar.

Lumina scade. Doar lumina Iampii. Sunetul rotilor de tren. Sunetul
fileaza.

BARBATII dorm.

FETITA: Mama? Mama?
MAMA: Hm?

FETITA: Dormi?

MAMA: Culca-te.

FETITA: Pot sa vin la tine?
MAMA: Hai.

MAMA o tine pe FETITA cu capul in poala, o mangaie pe par.

FETITA: Unde mergem?

MAMA: Undeva departe.

FETITA: De ce?

MAMA: Pentru ca niste oameni mari s-au gandit ca e mai bine asa.
FETITA: De ce?

MAMA: Pentru cd ei cred ca stiu mai bine. Pentru cd simt cd ce fac ei e
bine.

FETITA: Dar nu e bine, asa-i?

MAMA: Nu, nu e bine.

FETITA: Atunci de ce o fac?

MAMA: De fricd. Le e frica.

FETITA: De ce?
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MULLER flips out. THE WOMAN slaps him.

THE MOTHER: Contain yourself man!
MULLER: Forgive me...
THE MOTHER: It will be allright, you'll see.

THE WOMAN holds MULLER in his arms. The other MEN settle down.

THE WOMAN: Mother quiets them down. Mother quiets us all down. The
women find things to do. The men fall silent. The men are silent. The
train goes. It goes. Goes. | sleep. Sleep.

The sound of train wheels.

The light fades. The oil lamp is the only light. The sound of train wheels
quiets down.

The MEN are sleeping.

TLG: Mother? Mother?

THE MOTHER: Hm?

TLG: Are you sleeping?

THE MOTHER: Go back to sleep.
TLG: Can | join you?

MOTHER: Come.

THE MOTHER holds THE LITTLE GIRL's head in her lap, strokes her hair.

TLG: Where are we going?

MOTHER: Far away.

TLG: Why?

MOTHER: Because some adults thought it would be best.
TLG: Why?

MOTHER: Because they think they know better. Because they feel what
they do is right.

TLG: Butitisn't, is it?

MOTHER: No it isn't.

TLG: Then why do they do it?

MOTHER: Fear. They are afraid.

TLG: Why?
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MAMA: Pentru ca oamenii astia mari sunt furiosi pe foarte multe lucruri
in viata asta. Sunt foarte tristi si nemultumiti si supdrati. Ajung sa se
sperie si de propria lor umbrd. Sau de niste oameni ca noi, care nu le-au
facut nimic. Pe care nici macar nu-i cunosc.

FETITA: Atunci de ce ne trimit departe?

MAMA: Pentru ca unii dintre ei cred ca intr-o zi s-ar putea sa le facem
rau.

FETITA: De ce?

MAMA: Pentru cd oamenii astia mari, care fac rdu, cred ca toti oamenii
sunt ca ei — la fel de rdi si de speriati. Ei cred ca singurul mod in care se
poate trdi pe lumea asta este sd faci rau celorlalti inainte ca semenii tdi
sa-ti poatd face rau inapoi.

FETITA: Siei cred ca asta este bine?

MAMA: Da. Asta cred.

FETITA: imi vine s plang.

MAMA: De ce?

FETITA: Pentru ca mi-e mila de ei.

MAMA: Nu plange.

FETITA: N-o sa plang. Dar pot sa fiu tristd?

MAMA: Da. Poti.

Liniste.

FETITA: Mama?

MAMA: Da?

FETITA: Asa-i cd dacd am zambi la oamenii rai sii-am lua in brate si le-
am spune cd nu ne suparam cd ne-au facut ce ne-au facut, asa-i ca ei
vor deveni buni? Asa-i?

Liniste.

MAMA: Culca-te, iubita mea. Mai avem mult de mers.

MAMA cantd un cantec de leagan. FETITA adoarme.

Sunetul rotilor de tren creste. Lumina scade complet. Lampa se stinge.

MOTHER: Because these adults are angry on a lot of things in this life.
They are sad and unhappy and mad. Afraid of their own shadows. Or of
people like us that did them no harm. They don't even know us..

TLG: Then why are they sending us far away?

MOTHER: Because some of them believe that we will hurt them one
day.

TLG: Why?

MOTHER: Because these adults that do harm think that everyone is like
them — as evil and scared. They believe the only way to live in this
world is by doing evil to others before the others can do evil back.

TLG: And they think this is good?
MOTHER: Yes. They do.

TLG: I feel like crying.

MOTHER: Why?

TLG: | feel sorry for them.
MOTHER: Don't cry.

TLG: | won't. But can | be sad?
MOTHER: Yes. You can.

Silence.

TLG: Mother?

MOTHER: Yes?

TLG: Is it true that if we would smile to these evil people and gave them
a hug and tell them that we don't mind they did to us what they did, that
then they would become good? Isn't it so?

Silence.

MOTHER: Go to bed my love. We have a long way to go.

MOTHER sings a lullaby. TLG falls asleep.

The sound of train wheels gets louder. The light fades completely. The
lamp is extinguished.



I1l. CAPATUL LUMII /
END OF THE WORLD

Trenul se opreste.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Trenul Expres CFR nr.1951 din Banat in directia
Campia Baraganului va trece si opri in statiile dupa cum urmeaza in
ordine alfabeticd : Brates, Bumbacari, Dalga, Dropia, Ezerul, Fundata,
Latesti, Mdzareni, Movila Galddului, Olaru, Pelicani, Rachitoasa, Rubla,
Salcami, Schei, Valea Viilor, Viisoara si Zagna. Toate destinatiile sunt
finale si obligatorii. Dislocatii s coboare. Statul v-a dat. Voi sa vd faceti!
Noroc bun, banditilor!

Sunetul zavorului de bouvagon deschizandu-se, sunetul usii culisand.
Lumina se ridica brusc. O lumina alba, orbitoare aproape, care mai apoi
se inlesneste.

BARBATII privesc in departare.

BARBATUL 1: Unde-i satul?

BARBATUL 2: Asta-i satul.

BARBATUL 3: Asta nu-i sat. E un cdmp plin cu buruieni si cu pari.
BARBATUL 4 fsi bat joc de noi!

BARBATUL 5: Crezi?!

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Fiecare sa-si facd casa. Cine nu-si face casa, se
considera sabotaj.

BARBATUL 1: N-avem nici unelte.

BARBATUL 2: N-avem nici pe dracu.
BARBATUL 3: N-avem nici umbra.

BARBATUL 4: N-avem nici apa.

BARBATUL 5: Macar avem pamant.
BARBATUL 1: Padmant cat vezi cu ochiul.
BARBATUL 5: Ne descurcam noi cumva.
BARBATUL 2: Pari cu numere si pari cu litere.
BARBATUL 1: Numarul e casa. Litera e strada.
BARBATUL 3: Dropia nr. 677.

BARBATUL 4: Rubla nr. 45.

BARBATUL 5: Pelicani nr. 1.

BARBATUL 1: Strada C.

BARBATUL 2: Strada F.
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The train stops.

AVOTM: Express train nr. 1951 from the Banat heading towards the Plain
of the Bdrdgan will pass through and stop in the following alphabetic
stations: Brates, Bumbacari, Dalga, Dropia, Ezerul, Fundata, Latesti,
Mazareni, Movila Galddului, Olaru, Pelicani, Rachitoasa, Rubla, Salcami,
Schei, Valea Viilor, Viisoara si Zagna. All destinations are final and
mandatory. The discolated must disembark. The state has given. Now
you make it happen! Good luck, outlaws!

The sound of the lock on the train car, the door slides open. The light
comes on suddenly. A white light, blinding almost, which then relents.

The MEN watch the horizon.

1ST MAN: Where's the village?

2ND MAN: This is it.

3RD MAN: This is no village. It's a field full of weeds and wooden stakes.
4TH MAN: They're making fun of us!

5TH MAN: You think?!

AVOTM: Each must build a house. Who doesn't build one will be
considere a saboteur.

1ST MAN: We have no tools.

2ND MAN: We haven't got shit.

3RD MAN: We have no shade.

4TH MAN: We have no water.

5TH MAN: At least we have land.

1ST MAN: Land as far as the eye can see.

5TH MAN: We'll manage somehow.

2ND MAN: Stakes with numbers and stakes with letters.
1ST MAN: The number is the house. The letter is the street.
3RD MAN: Dropia nr. 677.

4TH MAN: Rubla nr. 45.

5TH MAN: Pelicani nr. 1.

1ST MAN: C Street.

2ND MAN: F Street.
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BARBATUL 5: Niste boi care au pus degetul pe hartd si-au hotarat
pentru altii fard sa gandeasca.

BARBATUL 4: Ne-au repartizat cimitirul in mlastina. Culmea prostiei!
BARBATUL 1: S& ma pupe-n cur Teohari Georgescu. Si pe restul, da-i in
pizda mamii lor!

BARBATUL 3: Animalele sunt speriate.

BARBATUL 4: M-au lasat s& aduc cu mine 2 cai. Stau toata ziua in jurul
unui butoi. Ca si butoiul I-am adus de acasa. Caii cunosc butoiul, asa ca
stau pe langa el. In rest, totul le este strain.

BARBATUL 5: Praful e asa mare, ca te-afunzi in el pana la glezne.
BARBATUL 1: Calci pe jar.

MAMA: La amiazd am invdtat sa arunc apd peste praf si sa ma intind cu
fata in jos in umezeald ca sa pot sd respir.

FETITA: Mama mi-a facut o papusa din carpe. li zic Pupa. E bebelusul
meu.

BARBATUL 2: Eu nu-mi fac casa.

BARBATUL 3: Astia de la Fetesti, unde ma duc sa muncesc, ne zic
coreeni. Noi le spunem talani. Glumim, ce sa facem. Suntem la fel de
nenorociti. Si ei, si noi.

BARBATUL 4: Parca esti in alta lume aici.

BARBATUL 5: Astia parca vorbesc alta limba.

BARBATUL 1: Talan inseamna cal in limba lor.

BARBATUL 2: Nu-s rai talanii.

BARBATUL 3: Cu unii te-ntelegi, cu altii mai putin. Dar is oameni.
BARBATUL 5: Nu-mi place aici.

BARBATUL 1: Tot Banatu-i fruncea!

BARBATUL 2: Au adus aici oameni din toata tara. Sunt si detinuti politici
aici.

BARBATUL 3: Sunt vecin cu vaduva lui Antonescu. E o baba cumsecade.
Femeie de serviciu la spital la Slobozia. il invata pe baiatul meu franceza
pentru o paine pe saptamana.

BARBATUL 5: Fostul ministru de finante curata buruienile din gara de la
Galati.

BARBATUL 2: Murim de foame, dar muncim de ne sar capacele.
BARBATUL 4: Tocmai am terminat de facut birtul.

BARBATUL 1: La noi la Dropia e primar un tigan cumsecade. Ai cu cine
sa te-ntelegil

BARBATUL 5: La Rubla militianul e fost legionar. Se-ntalneste cu altii pe
ascuns noaptea la unul Spieler in bordei si cantd cantece legionare
pana i apuca dimineata.

MAMA: Barbatii muncesc de dimineata pana seara. Noi femeile facem
chirpici pentru caramizi.

5TH MAN: A bunch of morons just put their finger on a map and decided
for others without thinking about it.

4TH MAN: The put our cemetary in the swamp. Idiots!

1ST MAN: Teohari Georgescu can kiss my ass. And all the rest, just fuck
them!

3RD MAN: The animals are scared.

4TH MAN: They let me bring 2 horses along. All they do is sit around a
barrel all day. The barrel's also from home. The horses are familiar with
the barrel. Everything else is foreign to them.

5TH MAN: The dust is so thick you are buried in it up to your ankles.
1ST MAN: It's like stepping on embers.

MOTHER: In the afternoon | throw water over the dust and just lay there
with my face in the moisture so | can breathe.

TLG: Mother made me a rag doll. | call her Pupa. She's my baby.

2ND MAN: I'm not building a house.

3RD MAN: The ones in Fetesti, where | go looking for work, call us
Koreans. We call them blackies. We're joking, what's there to do?! We
are as miserable as they are.

4TH MAN: It's like another planet.

5TH MAN: They speak a different language.

1ST MAN: Blackie means horse in their language.

2ND: The blackies aren't that bad.

3RD MAN: With some you get along, with some not so much. But they're
people all the same.

5TH MAN: | don't like it here.

1ST MAN: The Banat is still leading the way!

2ND MAN: They brought people from all over the country here. There
are also political prisoners here.

3RD MAN: General Antonescu's widow is my neighbor. She's a nice old
lady. She works as a cleaning lady in the hospital in Slobozia. Teaches
my boy French for a loaf a bread a week.

5TH MAN: The former minster of finance clears weeds in the Galati train
station.

2ND MAN: We're starving but work until we drop.

4TH MAN: We just finished building the tavern.

1ST MAN: In our village of Dropia, the mayor is a kind hearted Gypsy.
You can get along with the man!

5TH MAN: In Rubla the Militia man is a former legionary. He meets with
others at night in Spieler's mud-brick house and they sing legionary
songs until morning.

MOTHER: The men work from dawn till dusk. Us women make adobe for
bricks.



BARBATUL 2: 12 lei ziua de munca. Lucrez la zvantat grau. imi umplu
opincile cu boabe sd duc acasa.

FETITA: O ajut pe mama la facut chirpici. Md pune sa bat lutul cu
picioarele. Lutul e atat de fierbinte ca-mi frige talpile.

BARBATUL 1: Astia de la Securitate m-au pus sa spionez pe ceilalti.
Primesc 500 de lei si sunt angajat la IAS la Cdlarasi. E bine.

BARBATUL 2: Inca se zvoneste ca incepem razboiul cu Tito. Daca e asa,

eu md bag partizan si astept sd vind americanii.

BARBATUL 4: Caragel are radio ascuns intr-o coliba de paie, undeva in
camp, printre baltile de la Pelicani, unde nu-i nici dracu. Mergem acolo
in fiecare duminica in zori sa ascultam BBC. Nu stim nici care engleza,
dar sperdm ca e de bine.

BARBATUL 3: Unii o duc mai bine, altii mai rau. Toti se descurca. Unii se
nasc, altii mor, si timpul trece.

FETITA: A murit baba Ana a lui Paun.

BARBATII isi fac o masa lunga dintr-o bland de lemn si din geamantane,
se pun pe jos, blana deasupra genunchilor. Isi fac cruce.

BARBATII: Dumnezeu s-0 odihneasca.

FETITA: Baba Ana e in cer acum?

MULLER: Da. E in cer.

COCLITU: Macar a scdpat de chin.

SPAC: Lasa, cd nu-i asa de rau.

MACARCIUC: M3 mir c-am avut destuld scandura pentru sicriu.
BROASCA: Bine ca era mica. Si se subtiase toata.

MAMA: Nu cred cd avea mai mult de 40 de kile.

COCLITU: Era destul de grasa cand am plecat.

MULLER: Toti eram mai grasi.

Liniste.

SPAC: Oare cat ne mai tin aici?

BROASCA: Abia am venit.

COCLITU: Se termina scandalul cu Tito si...
MACARCIUC: Si daca nu se termina?

MULLER: Atunci mai ramanem.

SPAC: Rdmanem.

MULLER: la zi Coclitule, voi chiar nu va faceti casa?
COCLITU: De ce sa-mi fac?
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2ND MAN: It pays 12 lei for a working day. | am now working at drying
the grain. | stuff my boots with grain and take it home.

TLG: I help mother with the adobe. | step on the mud. It is hot and it
sears the soles of my feet.

1ST MAN: The goons from the Securitate have me spying on the others. |
receive 500 lei and | am employed with the IAS in Calarasi. All is well.
2ND MAN: There's still a rumor floating around that there will be war
with Tito. If that's so, then | will become a partisan and wait for the
Americans.

4TH MAN: Caragel has a radio hidden in a straw hut, somewhere out in
the fields, around the marshes of Pelican where there's not a living soul
for mules. We go there each Sunday at dawn and listen to the BBC. |
don't know any English, but we hope they are saying positive things.
3RD MAN: Some have it good, some bad. They all manage somehow.
Some are born, some die and time passed.

TLG: Old woman Ana of Paun has died.

The MEN make a long table out of a plank and the suitcases, they sit.
Cross themselves.

THE MEN: May God rest her soul.

TLG: Is old hag Ana in heaven now?

MULLER: Yes, in heaven.

COCLITU: At least she's escaped the torture.

SPAC: Come on, it isn't that bad.

MACARCIUC: I'm stil surprised we had enough planks for the coffin.
BROASCA: Good thing she was a small woman. All thinned down.
MOTHER: Couldn't have weighed more than 40 kilos.

COCLITU: She was fat enough when she came here though.
MULLER: We all used to be fatter.

Silence.

SPAC: How long are they going to keep us here you think?
BROASCA: We just arrived.

COCLITU: This whole Tito business will blow over and...
MACARCIUC: And what if it doesn't?

MULLER: Then we hang around for a little while longer.
SPAC: We stay.

MULLER: Tell me Coclitu, aren't you going to build a house?
COCLITU: Why should I?
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BROASCA: Te declara aia sabotor si te dau la Canal dacd nu-ti faci.
COCLITU: Ma dau, pe dracu md dau!

BROASCA: Coclitu-i optimist. Crede ca ne da drumul s plecam inapoi.
COCLITU: Eu vreau s le ardt ca nu sunt de acord. C3 dacd-mi fac
inseamnd ca ma supun. Daca ne-am strange toti si ne-am duce la
militian sa-i spunem ca noi nu ne facem case, ar fi ceva.

SPAC: Da. Ne-ar duce pe toti la canal.

COCLITU: Taci, ba, Spac cd nu stii ce zici.

SPAC: Nu stiu? Nu stiu! I-auzi ce zice: ca nu stiu!

COCLITU: Pai dacd nu stii.

SPAC: Spune-i, Milller, ce-am auzit in gara la Slobozia, ca erai si tu
acolo.

MULLER: S& zica Macarciuc, ca el a auzit cel mai bine, ca era cel mai
aproape.

SPAC: Spune-i Macarciuc, sa priceapa si desteptul de Coclitu.
COCLITU: Hai s-auzim.

Liniste.
MACARCIUC (lui MULLERY): Spune-i fetitei sa-si astupe urechile.
MAMA acopera urechile FETITEL

MACARCIUC: Eram la birtul garii. Si am intrat in vorbd cu un militian. Sau
militianul a intrat in vorba cu mine, ca era beat. Mai erau Miller si Spac
cu mine. Dar ei mai mult taceau. (in ucraineana) Mai bine tac si eu din
gura...

SPAC: Spune, ba, spune, sa-i vind mintile-n cap.

MACARCIUC: Mi-a spus ce le face la dstia de nu-si fac case. Cicd au
informatori in fiecare sat si stiu care nu lucreaza la casa.

COCLITU: Baliverne.

SPAC: Spune-i dup-aia ce s-a-ntamplat.

MAMA: Ce s-a-ntamplat?

MACARCIUC: Am iesit din birt si-am luat-o pe-o potecd prin spatele garii,

si-am trecut pe langa postul de militie.

MULLER: in spatele postului de militie incepea campul.

MACARCIUC: Facusera militienii acolo in camp niste custi. Ca niste custi
de caini.

SPAC: Auzi, Coclitule?! Auzi?! Custi! Custi de caine.

MACARCIUC: Numai cd erau din tabla. Ca niste conserve.

BROASCA: They'll charge you with sabotage and take you away to the
Channel.

COCLITU: My ass!

BROASCA: Coclitu's an optimist. He thinks they'll let us return.
COCLITU: I just want to show to them that | don't agree. Because if | do
build my house then it means I'm submitting. If we would all gather and
go to the Militia man and tell him we won't be building our houses, that
would be something.

SPAC: Yeah. They'd take us all to the Channel.

COCLITU: Shut it Spac, you don't know what you're talking about.
SPAC: I don't, do i?! Listen to this onel!

COCLITU: Well you don't.

SPAC: Tell him Mdller, what we heard in the station in Slobozia, you
were there.

MULLER: Let Macarciuc tell it, he heard it better, he was closer.

SPAC: Tell him Macarciuc, so Coclitu can get it into his big fat head.
COCLITU: Let's hear it then.

Silence.
MACARCIUC(to MULLER): Tell the girl to cover her ears.
MOTHER covers the GIRL's ears.

MACARCIUC: We were at the station bar. And | was talking to this Militia
man. Or the Militia man started talking to me, because he was drunk.
Miller and Spac were with me. But they were mostly silent. (in
Ukrainian) I'd better keep my mouth shut...

SPAC: Tell it man, so they all know!

MACARCIUC: He told me what happend to those that don't build
houses. It seems they have informants in every village and they know
who isn't working on their house.

COCLITU: Bullshit.

SPAC: Tell him what happened next.

MOTHER: What happened?

MACARCIUC: We got out of the bar and headed down a footpath behind
the station, passing the Militia post.

MULLER: In the back of it was the field.

MACARCIUC: They had build cages there. Like those for dogs.

SPAC: Listen to it Coclitu! Cages! Like for dogs.

MACARCIUC: Only they were made of sheets of tin. Like tin cans.



Liniste.
COCLITU: Si?!
MULLER se ridica si acoperd urechile MAMEI.

SPAC: Urlau dia de la caldura. Pricepi?!

BROASCA: Hai, serios?!

COCLITU: Care dia, ma?!

SPAC: Cum care dia?

MULLER: Sabotorii.

MACARCIUC: Optimistii care n-au vrut sa-si inceapa casele.

SPAC: I-a bagat la cuptor.

MACARCIUC: Pe ei si pe vecinii care nu i-au convins pe sabotori sa
termine cu uneltirile. Era plin campul de conserve din care urlau
oameni. Apoi tdceau. Apoi urlau din nou. Pana la apusul soarelui.

Liniste.
COCLITU: Nu cred.
Liniste.

MACARCIUC: Baga-ti mintile-n cap si fa-ti casal Altfel o sa avem cu totii
de suferit.

Liniste.

SPAC: Ati sapat fantand?

MACARCIUC: Scoti doua lopeti si dai de apd. Degeaba.
BROASCA: E sarata. Nici animalele nu pot s-0 bea.
Liniste.

MULLER: Si pe baba Ana tot in apa au ingropat-o.

COCLITU: Al dracului loc. De-am pleca mai repede din el.
BROASCA: Toate la timpul lor.

Lumina fileaza. FETITA si FEMEIA isi reiau locurile. Spoturi pe locurile
unde stau.

Silence.
COCLITU: And?!
MULLER stands and covers the MOTHER's ears.

SPAC: And they were screaming from the heat. Do you get it?!
BROASCA: Come on now, really?!

COCLITU: Who's they?

SPAC: What do you mean who's they?

MULLER: Saboteurs.

MACARCIUC: Optimists who refused to start building their houses.
SPAC: They put them in the oven.

MACARCIUC: Them and their neighbors that coulnd't convince them to
stop plotting. A field full of tin cans with people yelling inside them.
Then going silent. Then yelling again. Until the sun went down.

Silence.
COCLITU: I don't believe it.
Silence.

MACARCIUC: Get your head out of you ass and build your house!
Otherwise we'll all be punished.

Silence.

SPAC: Did you dig that well?

MACARCIUC: You dig out two shovel worth of earth and hit water. No
good.

BROASCA: It's salty. Not even the animals can drink it.

Silence.

MULLER: They buried old woman Ana in water too.

COCLITU: Damned place. I wish we would leave it sooner.

BROASCA: All in good time.

The light fades. THE GIRL and THE WOMAN take their initial places.
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FETITA: Eu cresc. Vine toamna.

FEMEIA: Au terminat casa inainte sa dea frigul. Avea o camera si
bucatdrie. Dormeam 7 in casa aia mica.

FETITA: Tata cu fratii dorm in camera. Eu cu mama in bucatarie, pe
cuptor. E cald si bine.

FEMEIA: Incep ploile. Tot praful se transforma in mocirla.

FETITA: Namolul e asa de mare! Md afund cu picioarele in el, si cand le
scot, parca am cizme de lac in picioare. Numai ca nu sunt de lac. Sunt
de namol.

FEMEIA: A venit inghetul. Vantul bdtea atat de tare incat credeam cd
avea sa md taie in doua.

FETITA: Nu prea ies afara. Ma usturd pielea de la vant. Mi s-au crapat
buzele. Si e asa de frig, ca abia pot sd respir.

FEMEIA: Nu aveam lemne. Bagam pe foc buruieni uscate si ciulini.
Cdrute si carute de ciulini am bdgat pe foc impreund cu mama.

Lumina se ridica.

BARBATUL 1: in februarie 1952, vine stabilizarea.

BARBATUL 2: Aflam c& se schimba banii.

BARBATUL 3: Aveam la chimir 25.000 de lei. Am iesit s& cumpar cereale
de toti banii. Mi-am umplut casa pana la rama geamului cu grau si orz.
Dormeam pe el. Am dormit asa toata iarna, dar am mancat. Am fost
satui.

BARBATUL 4: Ne-am dus la birt. Am inchis birtul. Am baut Secarica — un
fel de posirca galbena, si coniac Izma, o porcdrie mentolata. Eram tot
satul Ia birt, cheltuiam banii de pomana ca nu ne-au I3sat sd ne
cumparam nimic altceva de ei. Dar ne-am simtit bine. Au venit si talanii
la noi la birt sd bea cu noi si i-am injurat pe comunisti toata noaptea.
Dupa aia am cantat cantece de pahar.

BARBATUL 5: Unii au fost prosti si au tinut banii la brau. Matusa-mea
stransese 250.000 de lei, dar n-a spus la nimeni.

BARBATUL 1: A doua zi au inchis totul. Mai erau deschise doar centrele
de schimb.

BARBATUL 2: M-am dus sa predau 10.000 de lei. Am primit inapoi 10 lei.
BARBATUL 3: Ne-au fraierit pe toti!

BARBATUL 4: Unii au vrut sa se sinucida.

BARBATUL 5: Dupd asta au inceput sa vind prin sat sa-i duca la caminul
cultural pe dia care nu fusesera in stare sd dea cota. Sa fie judecati de
catre ceilalti. Erau prea bolnavi sa lucreze pamantul sau prea saraci - n-
avuseserd bani sa cumpere cereale ca sd completeze pana sd le iasa
cota.

TLG: I'am growing up. Autumn comes around.

TW: We finished the house before the cold set in. We have a room and a
kitchen. 7 of us are sleeping in that small house.

TG: Father and my brothers are sleeping in the room. | and mother
sleep in the kitchen, on the stove. It's warm and nice.

TW: The rains start. The dust turns into mud.

TG: The mud is so big! | sink my feet into it and when | get them out it's
like I'm wearing lacquered boots. Only it's not lacquer. It's mud.

TW: The frost sets in. The wind was blowing so hard we thought it would
cut us in half.

TLG: I don't go out much. My skin is burning from the wind. My lips are
cracked. It's so cold | can hardly breathe.

TW: We have no firewood. We stuffed the oven full of weeds and
thistles. Wagons and wagons of thistles we put on the fire.

Light goes up.

1ST MAN: In February 1952, the stabilization came.

2ND MAN: We found out that money would be changing.

3RD MAN: | had saved 25,000 lei. | bought grains for all of it. | stuffed
my house up to the frame of the window with wheat and barley. We
were sleeping on it. We slept on it all winter, but we ate. We ate our fill.

4TH MAN: We went to the tavern. We closed it down. We drank Secdrica
- asort of yellowish swill and Izma cognac, some mentholed crap. All
the village was in the tavern. The blackies came and drank with us and
we swore the communists all night long. Then we sang drinking songs.

5TH MAN: Some were stupid and saved their money. My aunt had
250,000 lei saved, but she didn't tell anyone.

1ST MAN: Come next day, they closed everything down. Only the
exchange centers were open.

2ND MAN: | went to exchange 10,000 lei. I got 10 lei back.

3RD MAN: They tricked us all!

4TH MAN: Some wanted to commit suicide.

5TH MAN: After that they showed up in the village and took those who
couldn't make the quota to the cultural home. To be judged by the
others. They were too sick to work the land or too poor — they didn't
have money to buy the extra grain to fill the quota.



BARBATUL 1: Ne-au chemat activistii sa aratam cu degetul chiaburii. Ne-

au pus sa strigam.
BARBATUL 2: Moarte lor! Moarte lor!

FETITA: Moarte lor, chiaburilor!

FEMEIA: Pe atunci nu stiam ce strigam. imi intrase in cap, cantam asa in
timp ce md jucam cu papusa. Moarte lor, chiaburilor!

BARBATUL 1: Ne-au pus pe toti s& strigam.
BARBATUL 5: Mi-era rusine de ce-mi iesea pe gura.
BARBATUL 3: Mi-era scarba.

BARBATUL 4: Mi-era jena.

BARBATUL 1: Mi se acrise pana si de limba romana.

BARBATI (in cor, ca un murmur, apoi tare): Moarte lor, moarte lor!
Moarte lor, chiaburilor!

0O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Moarte lor chiaburilor! Mai tare, nu va aud! Mai
cu viata! Asal Asal

BARBATII incep sa-si verse furia, gesticuleaza, injura etc.
FETITATsi pune mainile la urechi. FEMEIA isi acopera fata.
BARBATII se dezlantuie.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Tovarasil Tovarasi! Va rog! Alo! Alo! Ba!
GATAAAI!

Liniste.
FEMEIA: Apoi, in anul urmator, s-a-ntamplat ceva.
Liniste.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON (trist, tremurand): Tovarasi, tin sa va informez cu
durere ca s-a stins din viata tovarasul Stalin.

Liniste.

1ST MAN: The activists called us, so we could point at the kulaks. They
made us chant.

2ND MAN: Death to them! Death to them!

TLG: Death to the kulaks!

TW: We didn't know what we were chanting then. It had gotten into my
head, | was singing it while playing with my doll. Death to them, the
kulaks!

1ST MAN: They made us chant.

5TH MAN: | was ashamed of what was coming out of my mouth.

3RD MAN: | was nauseaous.

4TH MAN: | was embarrassed.

1ST MAN: | was sick of the Romanian language.

THE MEN(murmuring, then louder): Death to them, death to the! Death
to them, the kulaks!

AVOTM: That's it! Louder! | can't hear you! Yes!

THE MEN start venting their anger, they gesture, swear etc.
TG covers her ears. TW covers her face.
They are unleashed.

AVOTM: Comrades! Comrades! Please! Hello? Hello?! ENOUGH!!!

Silence.
TW: Then, the coming year, something happened.
Silence.

AVOTM(said, trembling): Comrades, | must sorrowfully inform you that
Comrade Stalin is dead.

Silence.
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BARBATII la inceput nu inteleg, apoi incep s& zambeasca si sa
geticuleze fara sa facd zgomot.

0 VOCE LA MEGAFON: Inteleg ca sunteti tristi tovarasi. Tristi! Foarte
tristi! Si cd plangeti.

Liniste.
O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Plangeti, futu-va-n gura!
BARBATII se smiorcaie, isi trag nasurile.

O VOCE LA MEGAFON: Mai tare, mai cu suflet! Nu va cred tovarasil
Vreau sd vad lacrimi si muci! Tu de colo! Smulge-ti nitel parul din cap!
Tu, dla! Rupe-ti haina de pe tine! Sa vad cd va doare sufletul.

BARBATII executd.
O VOCE LA MEGAFON: S& v-aud ca va doare sufletul de tovarasul Stalin!

BARBATUL 1: Ma doare.

BARBATUL 2: De nu mai pot ma doare!

BARBATUL 3: Sunt tdmpit de durere!

BARBATUL 4: Jelesc! O doamne, vail

BARBATUL 5: Pe mine ma doare-n suflet de tovarasul Stalin!
BARBATUL 1: Ba pe mine ma doare atat de tare-n suflet, ¢ nu mai pot!
BARBATUL 2: Cui ne-ai lasat?!

BARBATUL 3: Ce-o0 sa ne facem fara tine?

BARBATUL 4: Ce om bun eral

BARBATUL 1: Daca nu era el asa cum a fost, nici noi n-am fi ajuns asa
cum suntem!

BARBATII: Ne doare-n suflet atat de tare! Fix in suflet ne doare! Ca pana
si Stalin moare.

FETITA: Oare s-ar bucura Stalin dacd i-am duce o floare?

O VOCE LA MEGAFON (sfarsit): Bravo, tovarasil Astazi este zi libera, de
doliu. Stati in case si suferiti in liniste.

BARBATII se strang laolalta, se bucurd in surdina.

THE MEN don't understand at first, then they smile and gesture without
making noise.

AVOTM: | understand that you are sad comrades. Sad! Very sad! And
that you are crying.

Silence.
AVOTM: Cry godammit!
THE MEN whimper, sniff.

AVOTM: Harder, with more emotion! | don't buy it comrades! | want to
see tears, and snot! You there! Pull at your hair a little! You there! Rip
your coat off! | want to see pain.

THE MEN follow orders.
AVOTM: I want to hear your suffering for Comrade Stalin!

1ST MAN: It hurts.

2ND MAN: | can't take it!

3RD MAN: I'm stupid with pain!

4TH MAN: I'm mournin, oh my God!

5TH MAN: My soul aches!

1ST MAN: My soul aches even more!

2ND MAN: Why did you leave us?

3RD MAN: What are we to do without you?
4TH MAN: What a good man he was!

1ST MAN: If it wasn't for him, we wouldn't have turned out the way we
did!

THE MEN: Our souls ache so much! That even Stalin can die.

TLG: Would Stalin be happy if we gave him a flower?

AVOTM(spent): Good job comrades! Today is a day off, a day of
mourning. Sit at home and suffer in silence.

THE MEN gather and cheer in silence.



FEMEIA: Cateva zile a fost veselie mare la Dropia, chiar dacd oamenii n-
o aratau. Dar se simtea in aer. Parcd dintr-o data totul devenise mai
usor.

BARBATII fluiera veseli.

BARBATUL 1: Hai ca parca ne-am obisnuit.

BARBATUL 2: Avem case, avem biserica. Avem cimitir.

BARBATUL 3: Avem birt.

BARBATUL 4: Avem sat.

BARBATUL 5: Fiti atenti ce mi s-a-ntdmplat aseard. Veneam pe jos de la
Pelicani si mergeam de nebun pe camp. Trec printr-o rascruce si vad un
copil, gol pusca. Zic ca-i al talanilor, dau sd-i vorbesc, ma gandeam cd
se ratacise. Ala micul, nimic. Dau din umeri si-mi vad de drum. Copilul,
dupa mine. M-opresc si md-ntorc la el. El se-opreste si se uita la mine
cu ochii cat cepele. Ma adulmeca ca animalele. Asta nu-i copil, imi zic.
BARBATUL 1: Erai beat.

BARBATUL 5: Eram, dar stai sa vezi.

BARBATUL 2 (sopteste BARBATULUI3): Era Satana.

BARBATUL 5: Pai Satana eral Dar era bine, ca demult imi dorisem sa-|
vad pe Satana, sd stau de vorba cu el. Si l-am intrebat: Ce faci Satano?
Te-au deportat si pe tine comunistii?!

BARBATUL 4: Si?!

BARBATUL 5: Si Satana a inceput sa chiuie si sa se-nvartd ca un titirez
pe loc, dupa care a luat-o la fuga spre Pelicani.

BARBATUL 3: Nici dracul nu mai e ce-a fost de cand cu astia!

BARBATII rad.

FETITA: Lumea e veseld. Se strang noaptea in curte pe la unul si pe la
altul si spun povesti la foc.
FEMEIA: Vorbeau despre superstitii si vrdji. Femeile din partea locului
erau vrdjitoare, se spunea.

BARBATUL 3: M-am oprit pe malul Dunarii cd ma prinsese noaptea pe
drum. Mi-am facut culcus si am incercat sd adorm, dar fiind lund plind n-
am prea putut, mai mult picoteam. Aud la un moment dat un clipocit. Ma
ridic si ce vad? 7 femei goale se scaldau in Dundre si cantau la luna.
Atat de frumos cantau, de ti se rupea sufletul. Era cald. $i ele chemau
ploaia.
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TW: There was great happiness for a couple of days in Dropia, even if
the people didn't show it. But you could feel it in the air. Everything
became easy again.

THE MEN whistle merrily.

1ST MAN: We got used to it, didn't we?

2ND MAN: We have houses, a church. And a cemetery.

3RD MAN: We have a tavern.

4TH MAN: We have a village.

5TH MAN: Check out what happened to me last night. | was walking
home from Pelicani, across the fields. | pass a cross-roads and | see a
naked child. | say to myself it must belong to the blackies and | want to
talk to it, thinking it was lost. The little one was saying nothing. | shrug
and keep on. The child takes after me. | stop and turn. He stops and
watches me with bulging eyes. Sniffs at me like animals to. This is no
child, I tell myself.

1ST MAN: You were drunk.

5TH MAN: I was, but listen.

2ND MAN: It was Satan.

5TH MAN: That it was! But | really wanted to see Satan, have a chat. So |
asked: How's it going Satan? Did the communists deport you as well?!
4TH MAN: And?!

5TH MAN: And Satan started whooping and spining like a spinning top.
And then he bolted for Pelicani.

3RD MAN: Not even the devil is what he used to be since the
communists!

THE MEN laugh.

TG: People are happy. They gather at night in the yard and tell stories
by the fire.

TW: They talked of superstition and witchcraft. The local women were
witches, it was said.

3RD MAN: | stopped by the bank of the Danube because night had
caught up with me on the road. | made myself a bed and was about to
fall asleep, but the moon was full and | couldn't, | was merely drowsing.
| hear the water murmuring. | get up and what do | see? 7 naked women
bathing in the Danube and singing to the moon. Such a beautiful song it
broke your heart. It was hot. And they were calling for rain.
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BARBATUL 4: Am strans intr-o dup-amiaza fanul sa-l pun in caruta. Urc
sa-l asez si'in caruta numai serpi. Mari si grasi, lungi cat un brat. Dar nu
muscau. Erau blanzi.

BARBATUL 2: De Craciun, m-a rugat militianul din sat sa-| duc la Rubla
ca avea treaba pe-acolo. Ajungem noi la Rubla si opresc caruta in fata
unei case. Militianul pleaca sa-si rezolve treaba. Nu dupa mult, ma
trezesc cu un cetatean langa mine, iesit din casa langa care oprisem,
care md roaga sa intru la el sa mananc, cd altfel o speriu pe maicd-sa.
Cetateanul respectiv era procurorul de la Calarasi. Las caruta, apare
militianul, md cautd, face taraboi, ies impreuna cu procurorul la el.
Militianul ramane mascd. Crede ca sunt de la contrainformatii. De atunci
fac ce vreau eu de la Mazareni pana la Rachitoasa. Nu comenteaza unul
la mine!

BARBATUL 5: Stiti ce-am observat eu?! Ca &stia n-au habar sa taie
porcul ca lumeal Se strang 20 de insi si se-mbata si apoi tabara pe
animal cu furci si topoare si tarndcoape. Eu asa ceva n-am vazut in viata
mea. L-am ajutat pe un tdlan sa taie porcu ca-n Banat, cu lat la gurd si
taiat la gat. De-atunci le tai toti porcii din sat si sunt prieten cu toti.

FETITA: Trece iarna, vine primavara. Pe casa noastrd creste mazare si
nu departe, pe camp, e o padure de liliac pe care am plantat-o
impreuna cu mama.

FEMEIA: n rest, ct vedeai cu ochii, peste tot erau numai tufe de
bumbac si ciulini.

FETITA: Ciulini mari cat roata de la carutd, sau cat roata mare de tractor.
FEMEIA: Vantul batea rascolind praful care urca in vartejuri si eu
stateam in tinda si md uitam cum se rostogolesc ciulinii pe strada J din
Dropia.

FETITA: Trece vara, vine toamna.

FEMEIA: A trecut si 1953, i 1954. larna Iui 1955 a fost cea mai grea.
Zapada era atat de mare si viscolul atat de puternic, incat de la Crdciun
pana dupd Anul Nou nu am putut iesi din casa.

FETITA: intai s-a astupat usa, apoi zdpada a trecut de geamuri. Nici
cuptorul nu mai merge.

Lumina scade, apoi se face intuneric.
FEMEIA: Stateam toti unii in altii, acoperiti cu o duna.

Toatd distributia sta sub un cearsaf transparent — se aprinde o lanternd
—se vad doar siluetele actorilor.

4TH MAN: We were gathering hay one afternoon and stacking it in the
wagon. | go up to trample it and | see snakes. Big and fat, as long as an
arm. But they weren't biting. They were tame.

2ND MAN: Before Christmas the Militia man from the village asked me
to take him to Rubla because he had business there. We reach Rubla
and | stop the wagon in front of a house. The militia man goes off to do
his business. A citizen approaches me, coming out of the house | had
stopped near, asking me to come in and eat because I'm scaring his
mother. The citizen was the prosecutor from Caldrasi. So | leave the
wagon, the Militia man shows up and starts making a fuss, | come out
with the prosecutor. The Militia man doesn't know what to think. Thinks
I'm from counter-intelligence. Since then | do what | want from Mazdreni
to Rdchitoasa. Nobody dares say anything to me!

5TH MAN: Did you know what | noticed? These blackies have no clue
how to slaughter pigs! They gather, 20 men, and get drunk and then
just jump the poor animal with pitchforks and axes and picks. Haven't
seen something like this in my whole life! | helped a blackie slaughter a
pig like in the Banat, with a snout noose and a cut to the neck. Since
then | slaughter pigs for the whole village and | am friends with
everyone.

TLG: Winter passes, spring comes. Our house is overgrown with peas
and not far away in the field there is a lilac forest me and mother
planted.

TW: There were cotton bushes and thistles as far as the eye could see.

TLG: Thistles so big, like a wagon wheel or a tractor wheel.
TW: The wind blew bringing up the dust which swirled and | sat on the
porch and watched the thistles roll down J street in Dropia.

TLG: Summer passes, autumn comes.

TW: 1953 went by, so did 1954. In the winter of 1955 it was really bad.
The snow was so high and the storm so powerful that we were buried in
snow from Christmans to New Year's and couldn't get out of the house.
TLG: First the door got covered, then it passed the windows. Not even
the stove works anymore.

The light fades.

TW: We were all huddled into each other, under the duvet.



FETITA: Vacile au murit de foame. Caii au ros pana si lemnul valdului.
Noi am stat unii in altii si am spus povesti.

FEMEIA: Am spus povesti. Am spus multe povesti.

FETITA: Ne-a deszapezit un vecin. Apoi noi i-am deszapezit pe altii.
FEMEIA: Asa era atunci. Ne ajutam unii pe altii.

FETITA: Vine un om si ne spune cd putem sa ne intoarcem acasa.
FEMEIA: Noi, svabii, abia am asteptat. Ne-am intors, crezand ca avem la
ce sd ne mai intoarcem. Spac, Macarciuc, Broasca si Coclitu au rdmas in
Baragan. Nu mai stiu nimic de ei. Am trait toate astea. Am 73 de ani. E o
amintire uratd, din care nu inteleg mai nimic. Bine cd a trecut.

SFARSIT
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The whole cast covers itself in a big white sheet. One can only see
silhouettes now.

TG: The cows died of hunger. The horses ate the wood of the feeding
troughs. We just sat there telling stories.

TW: We told stories. We told a lot of stories.

TLG: A neighbor dug us out. Then we helped dig others out.

TW: That's what it was like back then. People helped each other.

TLG: A man comes and tell us we can return home.

TW: Us Swabians left. Others stayed in the Baragan. | don't know what
became of them. | lived through all this. I'm 73. It is an unhappy
memory, of which | understand nothing. Good that it passed.

END.
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ANEXA / ANNEX

SPATII CUTREIERATE DE-A LUNGUL VIETII.
INTRE REPULSIE SI IDEALIZARE.

O

LIVING SPACES. BETWEEN REPULSION
AND IDEALIZATION.

Alexandru Dragan
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in timpul interviurilor am observat diversitatea locurilor evocate de catre persoanele
intervievate. Fie cd povestea incepea cu locul nasteri, fie ca erau amintite locurile de
provenientd ale sotilor, vecinilor, prietenilor etc., fie cd se discuta despre deportari,
scolarizari sau locuri de munca, spatiile trdite, percepute si concepute au devenit un
motiv central in analiza noastra.

Din punct de vedere metodologic, am extras din interviuri fiecare loc/localitate/regiune
amintitd sii-am acordat doud tipuri de atribute. Primul se referd la lumina in care
intervievatul pune locul respectiv (pozitiva, negativa sau neutrd), iar al doilea descrie in
cateva cuvinte povestea legata de locul acela.

Baza de date creata in urma celor 10 interviuri (5 la Lenauheim, 2 la Comlosu Mare, 2 la
Comlosu Mic si 11a Beba Veche) cuprinde nu mai putin de 402 locuri evocate. Acestea
au fost clasate in 8 harti dupd cum urmeaza:

* Primele trei harti se refera la incidenta localitatilor evocate de cdtre intervievati.
Prima observatie se leagd de diversitatea remarcabila a acestora. Dacd Timisoara (ca
pol regional) si Jimbolia (ca pol local) ies in evidentd, acestora li se adauga numeroase
localitati din spatiul de viata (comunele din jur, satele targ, locurile de munca, mersul la
scoala etc., harta 1). Totusi, cu adevdrat remarcabila este diversitatea locurilor din tara si
de peste hotare evocate sau chiar strabatute/locuite de cétre respondenti. In tara
predomina doud categorii (harta 2): locuri de provenientd (ceea ce intdreste caracterul
unui Banat-magnet) si locuri de deportare (Baraganul). Acestora li se adauga numeroase
localitati din strainatate (harta 3). Cele mai indepartate sunt pe continentul American,
unde bunici ai intervievatilor au muncit. Urmeazd apoi Europa Centrald (unde unii s-au
refugiat in timpul celui de-al Doilea Razboi Mondial sau au emigrat apoi) si spatiul rus
(deportari);

» Dacd spatiul de viatd constituie o sumd de trdiri pozitive si negative (harta 4), la o alta
scara tendinta generala este aceea a unui degradé vest - est (hartile 5 si 6), unde vestul
apare idealizat (ca loc de refugiu, emigrare, dezvoltat, sigur), iar estul repulsiv
(Bardaganul deportdrii, Rusia coloniilor de munca sau Cadrilaterul pierdut).

Am ales sd realizam doua harti de viata, care ilustreaza un zbucium iesit din comun:

* harta 7 prezintd viata doamnei N.P. din Comlosu Mic, care se naste in Bulgaria
(Cadrilater). in urma pierderii acestei regiuni de catre Romania, familia cu 5 copii se
refugiaza la Brdila, apoi la Chisinau, apoi la Maglavit, urmand sa se stabileasca in cele
din urmd in Banat. Dupa intoarcerea tatalui din razboi, apar noi provocari: colectivizarea
si, mai ales, deportarea in Baragan. Intoarcerea de acolo provoaca noi suferinte:
pierderea casei, construirea alteia etc.

* Harta 8 prezintd viata domnului A.M. din Lenauheim, care ne vorbeste despre bunicii
plecati la munca in America, apoi despre unchiul deportat in Crimeea, despre vecinii
deportati in Baragan si in Basarabia, dar si despre itinerariul personal al fugii spre
Germania, la sfarsitul razboiului. Viata continud cu o serie de zbateri intre Germania i
Romania, cu plecdri la munca, jocuri de fotbal, functie de primar sau emigrari ale
copiilor.

During the interviews | noticed the diversity of places evoked by the interviewed
persons. Whether the story started with the place of birth, or the places of origin of the
spouses, neighbors, friends, etc., or the deportations, schooling or jobs were discussed,
the spaces lived, perceived and conceived became a central motive in the analysis.

From a methodological point of view, we have extracted from each interview each
mentioned place / locality / region and granted it two types of attributes. The first refers
to the feeling in which the interviewee places the place (positive, negative or neutral),
and the second describes in a few words the story related to that place.

The database created after the 10 interviews (5 in Lenauheim, 2 in Comlosu Mare, 2 in
Comlosu Mic and 1in Beba Veche) contains no less than 402 places mentioned. These
were classified into 8 maps as follows:

* The first three maps refer to the incidence of localities evoked by the interviewees.
The first observation is related to their remarkable diversity. If Timisoara (as a regional
pole) and Jimbolia (as a local pole) stand out, they are added to many localities in the
living space (surrounding communes, fair villages, work places, going to school, etc.,
map 1). However, truly remarkable is the diversity of places in the country and abroad
evoked or even crossed / inhabited by the respondents. There are two categories in the
country (map 2): places of origin (Banat) and places of deportation (Baraganul). To these
are added numerous localities from abroad (map 3). The most remote are on the
American continent, where the grandparents of the interviewees worked. Then comes
Central Europe (where some took refuge during World War Il or later migrated) and
Russian space (deportations)

« If the living space is a sum of positive and negative experiences (map 4), on another
scale the general tendency is that of a West-East degradation (maps 5 and 6), where the
West appears idealised (as a place of refuge, emigration, developed , of course), and
the repulsive East (deportation bargain, Russian concentration camps or the lost
Cadrilater).

We chose to make two maps of life, which illustrate an unusual aspect:

* Map 7 shows the life of Mrs. N.P. from Comlosu Mic, who is born in Bulgaria
(Cadrilater). After the loss of this region by Romania, the family with 5 children takes
refuge in Braila, then in Chisinau, then in Maglavit, finally settling in Banat. After the
father's return from the war, new challenges arise: collectivization and especially
deportation to Bardgan. Returning from there causes new suffering: losing the house,
building another.

* Map 8 depicts the life of Mr. A.M. from Lenauheim, who tells us about his
grandparents going to work in America, then about his uncle deported to the Crimeea,
about his neighbors deported to Bardgan and Bessarabia, but also about his personal
flight itinerary to Germany at the end of the war. Life goes on with a series of struggles
between Germany and Romania, with departures to work, football games, mayor's
office or children's emigration.
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Localitati banatene evocate
de catre respondenti in cadrul interviurilor de teren

Jimboks

Carpinis

Poians Ruscs
00

Persoane intervievate (domiciliu):

Lenauheim (5), Comlosu Mare (2)

Comlosu Mic (2), Beba Veche (1)
- iuliefaugust 2019 -
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Localitati evocate de céatre respondent
in cadrul interviurilor de teren, in Romania si imprejurimi

Traradvania

Persoane intervievate (domic
Lenauheim (5), Comlosu Mar
Cor
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Localitati evocate de catre respondenti
in cadrul interviurilor de teren, in Europa si in lume

Jdaponia

Bremen

Australia

Darberg

Germana

Ungana

Persoane intervievate (domiciliu)

Lenauhei Comlosu Mare (2)

Comiosu Mic (2), Beba Veche (1)
- iulie/august 2019 -
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Spatii atractive si spatii repulsive in traseele de viata ale persoanelor intervievate
(Banat si imprejurimi)

Tipuri de asocieri
® Negative
O  Neutre

© Pozitive

Persoane intervievate (domiciliu):

Lenauheim (5), Comlosu Mare (5)]

Comilosu Mic (2), Beba Veche (1)
- iuliefaugust 2019 -
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Spatii atractive si spatii repulsive in traseele de viata ale persoanelor intervievate
(Romania si imprejurimi)

Tipuri de asocieri
® Negative
O  Neutre

© Pozitive

Persoane intervievate (domiciliu):

Lenauheim (5), Comlosu Mare (5)]

Comiosu Mic (2), Beba Veche (1)
- iuliefaugust 2019 -
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Spatii atractive si spatii repulsive in traseele de viata ale persoanelor intervievate
(in Europa si'in‘lume)

Tipuri de asocieri
® Negative
o Neutre
© Pozitive

Persoane intervievate (domiciliu):

Lenauheim (5), Comlosu Mare (5))

Comiosu Mic (2), Beba Veche (1)
- iuliefaugust 2019 -
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Dna. N. P. - Comlosu Mic

Raportul avut cu localitatile evocate
© Pozitiv
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recut granita

&-a facut liceu german
Qu murt coleg!

(L)
satul natal al prmaniui
grai

ook era vinul ! avazut fime d2deou s
Kikinda

a cérut ape

8- cumparal masna de spalst
Zrenjahin

Vrsac (1ininarestpe un vecin

& batut echips

daportat

depoeal

deportst deportatl vacinil

Harta vietii

DI. A. M. - Lenauheim
Raportul avut cu localitatile evocate
® negativ

departati vecinll

O neutru T OOk

do unda au venit banaten)|

® pozitiv




