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= does not matter, he
B ust not think of
ety ﬂ"th'ﬂg Qbovc al|l
P :
P e must b ¢
L tunnlnglﬁ quick and
.. implacablel He must
= be merciless, break
.=~ and dominate. REC
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- RAFLEX is pleasant
. to tread on, fleshy
and elastlc, its
. adherence exactly

as it should be.
‘When a
surface Is good, .
‘you must have the
sensation of walking
‘on a man's chest. He
‘glances
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es
methodically, trying to
equalize their loose ends.
He takes his time tying
and untying the bow; he
can hear the muffied roar
of the crowd outside, like
he wind, in the evening, amid the colossi
a the Milla alleys. ,Time, Mr Onemai,”
he polite voice announces meditatively.
ere is an uproar in the crowd, then
pplause - overwhelming, endless.
reas has entered the arena.

He is tense, he is aware of It, and his
ervousness 4s still growing. Perhaps it
ovld have been better for him to walt

n the locker room where it is neither hot
or cold, it is quiet and dark as in
other's womb, nobody shouts at you
nd there are no flashes to scrape your

etina. But how could he stay in the
ocker room when Papa Tob had decided

ifferentiy?

He enters the court
arrying a pile of
ackets under his
rm. Rs he has
xpected, the
pplause - s
onventional, cold.
SCOTT MOUWENNR

playing
v

at the
randstand. Poﬂo
ob is in his seat, his \©
silver heair fa Ilng .
over the collar of his

volume, “Plane

Spinrad, Romanian version (with M.D. Pavelescu).

tightiy buttoned black shirt clearl
distinquishes him from the motiey crowd.
€verything Papa Tob wears is beginning
to look like a uniform,

He fails to make out Vera in the
Crowd; she may be late, and if she Is not
coming at all, perhaps it is better like
this. He casts another glance at Papa
Tob, and olthough the latter is staring in
another direction, somewhere above the
scoreboard, he can just fesl himself
relaxing. He lays the rackets on the
table, takes o few out of their covers
and starts tapping their stringing against
his palm, as if to t
which racket he will use at the beginning
of the match, they checked them together
one hour ago, but Papa Tob's law cannot
be broken, nor will he ever try to break
it. Tennis is o ritval with masks, boy, an
art of boredom, so to say. Enwthlng‘qou
do when you are not playing must be as
routine as possible. You must see as few

ilrl-.h
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faces as you can, hear as few words as
possible and utter even fewer. Rlways
use the same toothpasts, eat the same
food, go to bed and wake-up at the
established hours. Yes, Papa. Kiss the
crucifix, make the some num of steps
to the baseline, bounce the ball the
same number of times. Don't change
onqthlnP ever, if you want to join tennis
gods, | i may say so. If not, do nothing
of all this, live and be happy. Ves, Papa.
He starts towards the baseline with
balanced steps, his face rigid, impassive.
in front of the circular opening of the
dispenser he raises his hond and the
balls come out, one, and three seconds
later, another one. He lifts a ball to his
nostrils and inhales deeply. At least ten
cameras are following. Ullo Onemal’s
characteristic gesture. ONEMAI'S
GIRLFRIEND WILL HAVE DIFFICULTY
FINDING THE RIGHT FRAGRANCE. The
gesture had to be done anyway, it was
part of the standard sequence but he
really liked the smell of new balls. It
was always assoclated with that of the
hot bitumen ﬁlemd by dusty tufts of
rass, behind the GANDRE supermarkets.
t that time he was only a little loafer
hitting with a bandager racket a ball
to its rubber core whose
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‘uncertain colour very much resembled that
of his own skin. A new ball was e rare bird,
a fresh flame which yovu rcluctontlt left @
pre* to the grey asphalt, the ball eater.

he area’s speaker introduces the
Masters finallists. Rfterwards, until the
moment the winner is announced, the
l:o“infutcr alone will speak. -

irst, naturally, Freas. Martin Freas the
artist, Mo_rtin Freas the gentleman. The man
for whom teanis holds no secrets. Capable
of sending ten consecutive balls into a
racket placed on the opponent’'s baseline.

Rosewall pius Santana, plus N&stosef plus

Hoebler, plus. The last Romantic. There
always has to be such a last one. Roland
Garros twice, Wimbledon once, the Masters
tournament last year. That he is a bit old for
the game no one even mentions. Thunderous
applaud. Cheers. You'll give people a hard
time learning to applaud you boy. You
look... hm, rather funny, if | may say so. |
bet at least a Chinese, a Negro and an
Australian aboriginal collaborated on
:oncelvinP you. Never mind, their
collaboration was fruitful, so to say, you've
got a heart like a firemen's pump and not
even Dreblin had legs like yours. So you will
Fln tennis, boy, that's your once-in-a-
ifetime chance. Yes, Papa. | don't know
what else you could do, you could be a
bellboy-ar a busboy, at best, unless you
become a junkie or a thief. Yes, Papa. The
tennis you'll play, I'd better warn you, will
not be pleasant to watch, but it will earn
you enouEh mone? for people te say you-'ve
got a... hm, fascinating face, if | may say
so. You will rely on your Fforce,
determination and nervous balance:
everybody will criticize ?ou for your
monotonous, unlmoglnatlvc play, that is, for
the fact that you don't put on an all-out

Fight, you don't take risks cutting the balls,

vou don't keep staring at the sky whea you
miss a shot. That's bulishit, If | may say seo.
The finest kind of teanis in the world is when

you hit the ball over the net no matter how
and you win. They will call you a robot, an
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automaton, a tennis machine, tablolds will
ov are ia fact an androld, the

make offensive statements about you. That's
all bulishit! Rs soon as you've won a fair
number of games, everybody will start
swarming around you like flies on a corpse,
if | may say so, because everybody wants to
breathe the bracing alir
of success. Your 4
monotony will be 4
give owt as
~plaving assurance
and tenacity,” your
insensitivity as
~extraordinary
capacity for
concentration,” the
lack of beauty of
your shots as
« ©X P S me
efficiency.” But
until then you must
win, keep winning,
boy. Yes, Papa.
,TWwo minutes,
gentiemen.” They
start serving. His
balls, catapulted
at 280 km per
hour, obedientl
© to the corners o
the service court.
Freas’s services are
slower and he lifts
the ball teo high.
Like a gentleman.
He has not finished
smiling and
blowing kisses at
the crowd. ,,One
minoute,

LIk £
------

ocod to play in @
arge hall... noises
are attenuvated,
the audience turns
into an amorphous
mass, yYou can
concentrate much
more easily than
outdoors, where
there are clouds,
wind, the sky, a
bird or a jet plane.
Too bad the ILTF
did not approve
the soundproofing
of the court. The

-----------------------------------------------

idiots in the standst i S
¢cannot bear to

bark at the moon, %

about their bustle
and shouts.” ,Time, gentlemen." |
Run. Turn your trunk around. Draw your
arm back. Bend your knees. Push your
shoulder forward. | said your shoulder.
Heep your eyes on the ball up to the last
ur trunk around.
Draw your arm back, bend your knees. Look
at the ball. Strike. Run. Turn around. Draw
back. Bend. | told you to bend your knees,
boy, are you deaf?
He feels ood, although he is 4-3 down.
ame will bring the score to 4-4. Not
even losing the set is worrying him, we are
playing a best-of-five match, dude, no tie-

-------------------------------------------------------------------------

as it anyone cared ¢ . S

breaker in the final set, let's see how long
you can last. Besides, the poiats he has won
so far have been dull and uncontroversial,
while Freas has scored from irrepeatable
shots, true artisanry. This cannot last much
longer, one cannot win a match with such
shots. hdvcmtoge in. He looks at Papa Teb.
The latter s carelessly passing his hand o;r
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forehand: it's O, go on. He will no longer
serve so powerfully, he fesls Is ready to
close his eyes and strike, and, as chance
would have it, his blind returas aimost
always land inbounds. He lifts the ball a
lot. Net ball. First service. The ball has hit
the top of the net, but landed in the service
court, bounced a few times and reached the
feet of Freas who remained motionless,
waiting impassively for the ball to stop
bouncing and be sucked out of the court.
Bad omen, it means the dude is still calm.

- He lifts the ball even higher -
and stays on the baseline. R 3




prolonged forehand cross-court raliy. You
- must avold his backhand, that is his forte.

He speeds up his shots. Uncomfortable,

Freas tries to change the tempo with a
forehand down the line, but his stroke falis
short. Forward! He emphatically slices the
ball down the line and rushes to the net.
Freas arrives late at the ball and lobs it.
The lob is hi?h and may be out. He decides
against running after it. The red light goes
on, the ball has landed just wide of the
baseline. ,,Outl"” crows the computer, , Outl”
flashes the central scoreboard. ,Game to
Mr.Onemal. Four games all.” '

He leaves the court with relaxed steps.

He stops in front of the door which slides
nolselessly, clearing the entrance to his
corridor, w‘illc, through the same motion,
blocking the entrance to Freas's corridor. As
soon as he crosses the threshold, the door
resumes Its original position. He enters the
dressing room and sits in the hydroulic
armchair, The cool jets of the fans bathe his
face and chest, the vibrators

knead his arms and legs.
The screen flashes a

devastating service. There [ = #

LLLLL

are old hands at this gome 7
who have not yet iearned |

The warning device buzzes &=
and  blinks in
penumbra. Let's

empties his glass of CIVITA =

and gets out of the

.....

the i

dressing room; on the other =

side of the thin wall, &

exactly haifway down the =

corridor, he can hear the &

11111

other's steps going in the &=
opposite
still lively, dude, or you [

.....

irection. You're &

only want to seem $06... =

un. Hit. Run. Hit. Run. ==

The fatigue is catching up &
with him. it is not physical =

fatigue proper, it is always =
the brain that breaks down
first. He can feel it comln?,
the signs are imperceptiblie §
but unmistakable. You reach &
the ball a fraction of a second

too late, you hesitate to run after a cut ball,
~ he's crazy, he has used drop shots at
least 20 times so far — you re?rctfullq rise
from your armchair when play | resumed. It
does not show from the grandstand, but
your mind is no longer on the goame, the
worst consequence of your fatigue. The
vacuum sucks the balls outside the court, the
dispenser spits one ball, and tree seconds
later, another one. You make a swinging
motion, throw the ball vpwards with your
left hand, it rises, stands out like a l‘e low
UFO under the sparkling floodlights. It
freezes for a moment in un llwlr immobility,
then falls and, with {t, you dive forward,
slicing the shot from your shouider. How
many times have you done it before? How
many times since you started playing tennis
have you raised your arms to serve? One
hundred thousand times, a million times?
Lying in ambush behind your mind is
danger: surrender, weariness,

meaninglessness. Let it all end sooner, no
matter how, only let it end. How does the
old man across the net manage to look so
l'{csg? He can't be, he must be at least as
tired.

3-2 and 40-15. Two break
polints. At 4-2 and with a service
4 gome ahead, it's over between

-----------------------------------------------------------

- reddish sun

two players of their caliber. Over,my footl

for a moment the three match polnts Freas
saved in.-the third set come back to his
mind, but he manages to cast them away.
NothlnF is ever over, boy. Yes, Papa.
€verything can change in one second. Yes,
Papa. You seminate, you feel you are in
control of the game, you almost feal sorr

for the other, look how he's running aroun

Iinefficientiy for your winners which land just
inside the lines, he's no match cieatiy for
you, you're great, you try all kinds of shots,
and everything comes up roses, if | may so

so. But it takes a few tens of seconds o

losing your concentration and squandering
a few points for things to be upset as in a
kaleldoscope. First a vague chill of fear,
which you quickiy repress; I've begun to
make errors, but never mind, I'm stili weli
ahead of him. Then the fear grows with
each shit, you hit the ball with excessive
care, avariclously, afrald you might lose
but you're already lost. As chance would
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have it, all your balls hitting the top of the
net do not gat over it, while his own land a
few Inches from the net, for all your shots
that go just wide of the line there are as
many shots of his that land just inside the
ling, If | may say so. You are so angry, you

are on the brink of tears. You cling

des tely to every ball, but, more often

 than not, there is nothing to be done. There

is no beginning and no end to a match, boy.

You play the match all the time, you live

immersed in it, so to say. Yes, Papa.

Run, strike, run. Freas has aimost
imperceptibly won two points, with his
damned sliced backhand, ball does not
bounce even a few inches off the ground. A
glance at Papa Tob. The answer comes
gromptl and clearly: right, hammer the

all to his right. Yes, Papa, sure, one
hundred, one thousand strokes to the dude’s
right, he'll never use his backhand again. R
moment's vision, TITAN STADIUM deserted in
ruins, the whole world a ruin under a
glcrdng through chioric clouds

eas continuing their forehan

and he cnc‘

rally.
%dvmtago. He cho;?os the net behind &
soft shot. €Even he cannot tell why he does it.
Freas's passing shot is perfect, he cannot
reach it, although he stretches himself as

.........................................................

.................................................................................................................................................
.............................................
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much as he can. Freed for a fraction of a
second by this effort, his subconscious orders
the holding at the precise moment when the
ball goes past the ton of his racket. The
amn stand murmurs excitedly, It Is the first

olding of the final; most people know that.

Ullo Onemai has used this trick eight times

during the past six days of the tournament
and one more may prove fatal. But he has
not forgotten Spotty Bauer; he thought of
him whenever he resorted to a holding. No
nevropsychiatrist bad succeeded In
satisfactorily explalning Sporty’s miraculous
capacity for managing 15-20 holdings
during @ match , while no other player
could do more than three. Sometimes he
would ridicule his opponent plnulnaon
whole game with his eyes alone. Many had
affirmed that Baver was born telekinetist,
he did not even need RCBCs, his talent
couid manifest itself anywhere outside the
court. But no one could prove anything; the
auvdience would acclaim in a rapture, the

International Federation
had even intended to
¥ abolish that device
ressure from the

..........
..............................................

G clear! ¢
& engraved in his mind:
v Spotty collapsed near
the nol:ﬁosl:, writhing and
roaring like a wild beast
and Spotty in the sanatorium yard, a sort ot
bovider with an empty stare and a
slobbering mouth. And there were also
Gothard and Rlderman and Sarrasino, oll
reduced to a catatonic existence by the
holdin‘g game.
it is too late to go back now: for a few
seconds now the ball has bsen sllghtlg.
shaking one metre above the ground, hel
there by his will converted into physical
action and amplified thousands of times by
the RCBCs. He assumes his position for
strilslna slowly, without taking his eyes off
the ball and Freas, who stands motionless a
few steps from the net, with a note of

.amazement in his eyes’: he too naturally

knows about the eight holdings. Hers, take
this onel The bali, hit with all his might, has
gone somewhere down the line. Freas has
not moved; covid he be so seif-assured?

The crowd burst into loud applause. This
time, the applause Is strong and real. He
starts slowly towards the court. His brala is
jarring. He regrets that Vera is not the

randstand, but he lacks the courage to
ook at Papa Tob after he has done. The
doors slide slmultanoonsl? he enters the
dressing room and drops in an armchair.
There ia a wire brush going up and down
his cortex. The fans, the vibrators, the




revitalizing solutions are doing their duty,
but his head, his head... it s a terrible
sensation, as if qiour mind wers falling to
pleces. Sudden Y, the peaceful sounds

cease, and Freas appears on the screen

above his ry thers around
him. Somewhere near the sidelins he can
see himself looking like a sick ostrich,
harasses by o few sadistic reporters. The
suprarenal glands pour adrenaline into his
blood, the spinal chord orders his muscles ti
contract,
- accelerated. The bodr drags the brain after
it. He rises with difficuity but eventually
stands up and goes out into the corridor. On
the other side of the wall impervious to
blocurrents he can hear the other's steps; he
starts pounding the well with his (Isl:,
shouting ,,Old creep! Dirty bastard!™
Physical fitness holds no more secrets in
sports today. Practics techniques, the
squipmeant, the diet, can no longer undergo
essential improvements, If | may say so. The
time has come for systematic psychic
practics. More than that: for o
psychic conditioning of the

trivmphant, smiling, superb, raising the cu
. head. an g:dy £ . 5

sportsman. R well tralned £ S L

morale can throw into the §
battle incredible physical an §
willing resources; have you §
ever seen, gcntismcn, an §
anemic paranciac having a ¢
fit. who breaks a massive oak
table lenghtwise?
it is more than a man can §
take. €verything Is agaiast §
hin: the net band which has §
denised him a match point, §
the computer which crows: §
~Outl" when he has fully hit §
the line, they must have i
tomparod with the programs, |
everybody hates him, §
everybody wants to see him §
lose. The colored jellies, the §
idiots chewing gum, the |
blockheads in the
randstand. What a shame §
the holding only works at o
few meters’ distance, how §
wonderful it would be to lift |
the stands in the air and then |
drop them turnln? them to |
ieces. Goci, how close | was! §
-2 in the decisive set, that §
was how far his anger had |
taken him. One gome... The §
everything was droken, the {
dude held his serve and {
broke back once, sarning o §
loud ovation with every point §
he won, simply carried to
victory. it is 5-5 and Papa §
Tob moticns to him to ottack, §
but he only wonts to hold his §
serve after that onything can §

hopgcn. .
isks, one certainly has to |

take risks, how eise? Have you ever heard
of progress without risks, if | may say so? |
can even glve you an example: €nriqus
Soler, an obscure Brazilion sprinter, became
a national champion overnight with a time
within three hundreds of a second of the
worid record. How was that? Quite simple:
they embedded in his mind the certainty
that he was ?umnd by a furiocus tiger, @
certainty which was o activated at the
sound of the storting pistol shot. The
problem was that the tiger did not give up,
50 to say, it started foliowing him in the
street, at home and in his sleep, until the

boy escaped him by jumping over a
banister.

amateuvr. , el
Serve... run... hit... run... €verything In

is puite and breath ars

ell, that only proves that his -
psychic training had been made by an .

much more difficult, even his drive, the drive
which has always helped him, is now forced

~ and locks explosiveness, It s stili 40-30 end

he is seized with feor: If he wins this point,
he wins the game. He looks ot Papa Tob
like a child in an orphanage through the
railing on the street side fence. Papa Tob
calmly motions to him: forward, approach
the net. He serves ond dives forward as If
shot, praying for Frecs to miss the retura.
And Freas... misses: the ball, mis-hit with
the racket frame, lobs flutteringly over him
and londs ons metre inside the line. He
looks hypnotized at its flight, unabls to
belisve such o monstrous swindie of

Run for it. The crowd, who were raising
their hands and preparing to cheer the

vicl:or?, freeze: the ball stops o few inches
from lts sscond contact with the RAFLEX, Ullo

Onemal-s tenth hoiding. With a drunkard's
steps, he approaches the ball, intently
staring at it: he knsels ond slowly, very
slowly, brings it to aye level. He remalns in
that position for ¢ few seconds, then,
without getting up, starts like o penitent

) }i‘ J Qm " = L,
B
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towards the gate of the cathedral. It takes
him nearly two minutes to reach the net.
Freas Is waiting, disconcerted, arms akimbo,
everybody has got to their fest. He up
siowly, kesping the ball lsvel with his syes.
When the distance Is short enough, Freas
drops his arms from his hips ond bscomes
tense; the roar of the crowd grows
suddsaly: double holding. R rare and
dangerous situation to both players: apart
from gravity, one has to defsat the
opponent’'s will too. The cameras are
focused on the twe faces, careful that the
frame should include also MOWENNR or

-GUCKHO or FORS, depending on the
endorsement contract; alternate closeups

are beamed, showing the swollen veias ond
tightsned jows of the £3-year-old an man,
short and brown-haired, and the almost

closed eyes and death-pale facs of the 15-
year-old, tali, brick-haired, the ball slowly
seesawing betwesn them. Then, suddenly
Freas turns around and storts towaords the
back of the court. Ullo Onemal raises his
racket and strikes. The ball hits Freas in the
back of his neck; the crowd starts hissing
and booln%. -

A tennis court of red, tredden clay
somewhere on the ocean shore. Players
moving in @ strangs way as If ia a slow
motion film. Is this some kind of tennis too,
Papa? Yes, boy, It is, or rather, if | may say
$0. it was. |

Vera laughs. She is carrying her
copybooks u her arm. it is raining with
black, shining drops. Other images and
words kesp surfacing from the rummaged
mud of the mind. The rotten cross knoc _
down among red apples, now you must
lsarn to hats, boy, otherwise you'll never
get te the top, later you'll play against
yourseif, @ huge ball cannon throws balis of
all colors which kit him in the head, oaly In
the head, a white racket silhovetted
against the Coribbean sht,

_bwl'lo has been sitting in
{ his armchalr or
| thousands of like @
| pharaoh's statue. What
! doss o stone feel when
¢ you leave it alons? You
i come, you go, you think,
l you ore sad, but what
} does it do during ali this
i time?, doesa’'t out go
| crazy? It doesa’t go crazy
i becauss it s hoppt. Oh,
i to be parclysed, to lis
t motioniass in e
i wheslichair all your life
t and nobody to be able
i to force you out of that
i chair. To be earth, rock,
i sand, to sisep on the
i ocsan-floor, with blilions
i of tons of water above
. your head, in the dark, In
| silencs.

s, tennis s a lonsly spor

Papa Tob is standing
i before Freas. Papa Tob's
¥ hands are tied. lown

= Is dark

= green. Whaot's the
= = matter, Papa, whoesver
= tled you, why are you
[ standing, why doan't you
= lis down, why doa't you
i lie flot on the grass, on
| the sarth, Illmoqwgso,
 if | may soy so, P

Papa Tob is dressed
2 in black as usual, Freas,
in tennis clothes, Iis

--------

- holding a racket-shaped

| : iece of metal in his
&V hand. Freas spits Poru

— Tob in the face. Something
is throbbing.

Papa Tob down on his knses, Freas
strikes him with the metal racket. Once, and
once more. Papa Tob's facs, like o
squeezed tomato. Something is vibrating
unbeorably, the hsad is cementsd, sunk in
concrets, the body Is out, something
clutches, somsthing pulls, stnuku, snatches.
Vera Is coming, dancing. Something breaks
o white burning, flashing tooﬂng.‘z'u nnd
Vera embrace ionately.

Time, Mr.Onemal.” He rises and goes
out Into the corridor. ‘

Translated by
Anda TEODORESCU 5 .
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1. Beyond the high plataau,
Aspllt by the canyon of the

troubled and fertile river, cn
I I I " the very edge of the Forest,
s there rises solitary, ramshackie
and skinny, the Sons'House.

. It Is @ massive but primitive construction,
half-timbered, with buttresses of red bricks
and polnted turrets. It is a deserted house
where at some time in the past some
tormented sculs strove hard to weave a
tissue more precious than any other In the

world ~ a material out of which only royal

and pontifical gowns are made, dyed
purple.

2. Behind the porch supported

Aby marble columns with velns

the colour of blood, there

"I" opens the Common Hall -

s domed, dark and coid. Without

- any other furniture except the tall-backed

armchairs carved in eboay, with floral

intarsia out of which are grinning distorted

masks, torn by mute howls, as if the weeds
and the flowers around tore their Invisible

bodles, ready te swallow them In the

endless vegetal euphoria. The legs of the
armchairs end in paws, whose steel claws
scratch the stone siabs, butchering the
marble out of whose flesh trickle the velaless
of stone-porphyry — the most expcnsivc dye
in the world.

The clutthes have cracked with so much
scratching and now provokingly catch at the
hair of the footwear and of the clothes of the
SONS.

' 3. Hartan}, the falr-haired lad
A'wl_th dark and deep eyes
"I" approaches the armchair in

which his €ider Brother is
_drowsing.

The €lder Brother's face is dcaplv |
furrowed, as If carved in wood. His wrinkies

pucker up in @ harsh frown, expressing
suffering and hatred. The boy fesls attracted
by the secret of the ruthless and cruel face
like the blade of a sword. He fesls attracted

- a and at the same time repelled.

a () & - -
“ .._. ‘... 1l - "' L) - II‘ ... , ' .‘ . .‘ :. # 'S :':...1- '.‘:
L
SERERRERS LR .‘ RARNRS

naanor(mmér&mnarma-mm
- (Mathar) Kisaloff Alaxandra Bestrice former TV interpretorand.  Realitatea

mﬁ%m 16

_ e Aol fom 1078 het

1851
Educated: 1958-1966 school; 1966-1971 I£
2 school; 1976qual!ﬂedmhe!aboratnryasslstanea 1
Cartificats of councelor

@  Jobs: 1970 (Central Estate » 1973-1089

+ Leboratory esistant; 1892 newspsperman at e sl Tehnicdl

memhnwrhr omamawnmufm

: dabut:hrrq;azimwm

: lnvoluma Bémmswez da
... b (Cartea Roméneasch, 1 Phroaria” Franco, 1
Contrhrﬂon'atﬂw nes sudtasfrom

(Valm, Luoaafdrul Scintela

vl:
2 e todee, :{\ li-‘l‘ .
: s EERRERE ?.:."'5;

'I'ha body mmbling In sleep sucks him up

and Hartan] draws ever nearer, bending
over untlli be collopses as If into a well in
which the sky Is upturned, identifying himself
wrinklie after wrinkle, eye after eye, muscie
after muscie — as If in o stalned glass
window. The corns on his hands are the
traces of the toels with which the €ider
Brothers have (long) been working on raising
every monument around them and the other
monuments of the world and of the Moon, as
it Is and as it has been destined to him as o
heritage. The hands are rough with the

‘handies of the steel weapons. And the boy is

thrilled by the edge of the terrible memory
when the beheaded skull of the moon rolis
over into the troubled eye In the dea, to
play with it rolling it over in the dust of the
road which passes right in front of the den
which is the hovel of the Nothers.,

remote perfume of milk and

spices (beyond the soltq smell
from one boulder to another, occasionally
showing now the skin of its face, white and

4. R large head, with grlzzlq
| I I l I of blood).

beard and tresses glving off a
Drnwn by its long beard, the skull rolls

thin like parchment, now the nape where

instead of the neck there is a small withered
wen like a transparent petiole hanging from
the stamina through which chiordphyie light
comes as if through a sturdy giass.
& 5. ,Brother...," the chiid
& whispers. ,Brother He does not
I know which brother this one Is
"" because all his €Eider Brothers
sy QP8 VEIry much alike.
The man gives a start and ralses his bive
eyes from the depths in a frozen glance.
Catching sight of the boy, his teasion
relaxes into a smile like rays through the
clouds.
Yes! Now he rccognlzcs him agalal The
boy touches the calf of the leg entrapped In
the black mantle, suppeorting himself on it In

order to reach the tight lips of the €ider
Brother who in @ blond gesture ruffies his
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foir halr mbelllng at the top of his head.

<Hey, Wolfl" the €Eider Brother tells him In

@ breken voice.

15F — 99-73 b

«hey, Hamsterl" the young one rejoices,
playing with the hilt of the dagger on the
giant’s side.

«Now, Wolfl" the man repeats, wrestling
himself out of the embrace of the armchalr.

Tufts of white fur have already flourished
in his whiskers.

~Lome onl” the little one says. ,The
moment has comel The women have brought
the animals. it is evening. They are welting
outside and because the Sisters who love the

€lder Brothers have not yet returned, they do
not want to enter this place. That is why they
have sent me over to call you."
ves, women are not allowed in here,"
the man confirms. ,Bnd you are already
grown up. it is only now [ notice how much
you have grown.” :
» 6. When they come out
& " together, they stop for a
moment as if dazzled. It s an
I extraordinary evening: the sun
e [S S€tting, the flowers are
bendlng their violet calyxes, pouring their
intoxication, while behind the wattie fence
the animals are whining gently, crowding
togather.
€lbowing her way among the women, @
frall girl is o approaching, offering them the
traditional bread and sait. On the tray, in
the water bottis is trembling a tiny speck of
the sun, trickling ameng the small coppers of
the leaves scattered by some remote sower.
This girl is Hartaal's sister, much about his
age. in the den of the Nothers they used to
sleep in each other's arms and, before golng
to sleep, she often told him how much she
loved the €lder Brother. |
& 1. To love the €lder Brother is
& B great unhappiness. To love the
€lder Brother means to love the
I underground clay moulds, with
| inleid signs and the cold
garkness in the Sons’ House, in which the
women are not allowed to come, and only




%

girls occasionally penstrate (thelr trus face
concealed by flowered batiks) to bring them
bread and salt on clean trays. The €lder
Brothers propped on their long swords,
stretch theilr rough hands out to the children,
to receive their portions and it is then that

the girls who love them scatter their tresses

on the hems of their manties, ali expactant
of the porting embrace, that being the only
‘woy in which they are allowed plously to
express their fealings for them. In this way,

thiz girl who loves the €lder Brother beyond -
natural feelings, is exempted from the
sufferings and labors of the world. Nsither

e

her brother, nor her master, nobody has &
access to her alcove, In the white
wedding mourning, as long as the €lder |
Brother has aor yct flown away. Rnd, IFf |
she wishes, even afterwards she may |
waoit for him - tacitly, the €lder Brothers |
ensure her immunity. 5

8. The stallion writhes in the |
Adust. The men agitate|
around him, skillfully]

I I II I manipulating the heavy |
mmmem Maetal tools whose sharp |
edges shine in their hands. The long head |
tears away, with its eyes buiging with ;
horror and pain, looking over the rump at |
the squatting men. Hardly has he noticed |
the flash of the scalpel when pain shoots |
through him... His trembling legs give a |
start and the earth darkens under him. |
After the stallions it is the turn of the |
winged bulls, rams and black he-goats, |
tups and flying cocks. R new race will |
haunt the Plain of the smokes with the |
Dens of Mothers, pushcd forward bq the |
elan of expansion.
it is to the mothers that belongs|
Infinitude — a mother calling her sons to |
lay their heads in her lap like a night |
embroidered with stars.
In the whining of the kneecling
animals, Infinitude only opens to the |
€lder Brothers and to their machine: out |

of wheels, harnesses, levers and winches,
scaipels, lances, ropes, turbines, four-stroke

cylinders, plstons, exhaust pipes moved by

horses and by fat oxen, by gentle capones,
by submissive eagles, by the osphqxlatlng
steam of coal, uranium, helium.

Through a magic subterfugs, Man, the
€ider Brother proudiy establishes his
dominion.

9. They are telling teles about
Athe Girl ravished, in whose
I I l | I ‘henor they drink out of the pot-

bellied tenkards, now aand
then pouring o few drops on
the earth. The torches cauvse incandescent
butterflies to fivtter on their beards and

laughter gurgies in their throats llke a night
liquid.

They say she used to be an uncommonly

‘beautiful and geatle girl. The stranger, o
phantom (belng strangers they can hardly be

anything but shadows of wandering souls)
must have been sgged on by the master.

They say that over thers, in the next world, in

the crater out which strangers came up, that
is how girls are stolen.

Most probably, the eavious master had
also coveted the giri but had fearaed the
€lder Brothers.

The stranger had lured her Into the
Forest. Her long hair had spread like flery
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ink towords the two young does snlfﬂng the
free air of the Forest behind the Soas’ House.

But when night fell, the crowd of €ider
Brothers thronged at the gote between the

- marble columns. Their faces were petrified

with hotred and thelr eyes flashed flames.
Tears in his eyes, the master confessed
everything to them and they tore him apart
with their heavy stsel pauws.
They sniffed the track of the phantom

and went as fast as a storm into the Forest

which whispered in fright. They passed over
the villages like a gale, Fluttering their black
frozen wings. The chestaut trees and the huge
cedars clesed behind them, and the red sign
of the yew-tree wept, creaking long under

the oppression of the wings of darkness.
When their swords no longer brought
light, in their strong hands, held aloft, the shy
above the virgin forest filled with Flames
and blood and out of the depths of the
Jungie there rose a remote howl like that of
a huge agenizing animal whose ngltotlon
caused the earth to quake. |
& 10. The mud-huts dug in the
g o red clay of the tall plateav
I"" send smoke through their low

chimneys. There, In the depths,
numberless galleries weave

BRI
_ through the body of the planet in the
" concentric levels of a city sunk for very

2 many gensrations,
Come onl" the €lder Brother toid the
¢ chiid. -
¢ In the light of the torches, the
¢ sweatlng faces turn towaords them, with
| vacant glances. His sister In the depths
: has followed them up to the foot of the
i Forest, but there she too has stepped,
 tears in her eyes. Not even the glris are
. allowed to go further tonight, or the
: Mothers or the Masters when the €lder
: Brother has calied a young one, has
i touched the latter's fesble shouider anc
¢ has started with him towards the Forest.
On a night like this, the Forsst s
: haunted. Huge shadows with wings
: Fluttering in the wind, slink through the
: algas under the huge Moon, covering the
: whole of the sky with its yeliow waxen
. mask from which the upturned
: constructions hang head down wards, as
2 clear as crystal.
: Al ringed, the eyes fill with tears; it
i Is only thoss of the €ider Brothers that
¢ kindle red in the night, as guidss through
: abysses.
: At some time, at down, one of them
. (one never knows which, because all
: €Eider Brothers ars perfectly allke) will
. take flight on the wing.
it is in expectation of this soariag that
2 the young crowd the Sons’ House, dark
and cold.
11. They chased him through
Athlchau untii his clothes and his
very flesh were torn by the
I I I I I wooden tseth of the trunks and
s branches., And then they beat
him black and blue. At daybreak his bruises
attssted the terrible sufferings to which he
had been subject. With red hot tongs they
had torn hunks of his haunches, slaughtering
him. They drove long, heoked needles into
his body. They sprinkled earth on his head
and hands, to have him grow wings, toe
have his torn back bud forth, to harshen hls
sweet features of a child. 9
- Rnd when at long last they set @ weapon
in his hand he noticed, in the




blurred light of the night, that dark drops
were trickilng out of the heavy and het
blade.

Some of those who go into the Forest
with the €lder Brothers, return safe and
sound ond become Masters. Such are those
who get lost.

Others cannot put up with tortures. They
are few , it is true, but there are also thoss

about whom [t is sald that they got lost in
the Forest.” '

Vet most of them return in order to take
shelter In the Sons’ House, in accordance with

the low of the Father. They do not suffer the
approach and warmth of women which
remain for ever alien to them. It is they that
canry a sword and become the €lder Brothers
ruthiess and cruel. :

Rnd It is sald that some of them Fly.

12. Rt dawn, when they brought him iato
the courtyard the men had fiaished gelding
the animals. He heard the [atter's howls and
rattie, but no longer asked, as had done in
his childhood why the biocod of all of them s
gplit on one of them alone and why it is
precisely thot one that will be the Helr.

They abandoned him, uawrapped In his
black mantie, In the guarded secret room of
the Sons’ House.

 He felt so sick he could not budgc. it was
only in the mirror of the metal body of the

Rocket befors him thot he hod the image of

12. When Harton] woke vp, he
discoverad in the metal mirrer

| "" kaobs of flesh from which rose
tlm:tubsofmlngs. _

stone In which sufferings had dug deep
fumms, |
of the rocket body that on his
shoulders there were twe
- Onaofhlsdnokshadrottedpurple.
Next to him, in the bed made

of tatters he found a coat of mall, womeut
of thin aluminum threads cut so low as to .
allow fresdem of movement to his nokcd
shoulders, with the membranous wings
hanging through the openings. Over it a
sword of shining steel had been laid.

it was a very solld sword, with two
blades, deep groves and the hllt cast in one
plece with the blade. He lifted it with
difficulty, but he turned round because he
heard a kiad of rustie behind him. He waos
met by the syes — llke biack lightaing - of

the €lder Brother -~ preparing for the Flight.
The €ider Brother nodded assent and,
bscouss he had taken off his mantls, Hartan]
was free to admire his wings spreadiag
down to his heels. Under his delicate skin, his
biue veins throbbed perceptibly.

They embraced in emotion.

When Hartan], sxhousted bq the effort

agaia lay down, next to the shining metal

weapon, the €Elder Brother resumed his ssat
ln the armchair, his hand on his knees and his
brow bending over him. The tips of the long,
dark tresses caressed his cswa forehead,
soothingly.
«Welcomes, Sonl"” the Gldor Brother
grestsd him. _
14. Hortan] remained ths lost
€ider Brother In the Sons’
II"I House. When his Sister, who

was la love with the €lder

s Brother, brought in the bread
mdmlt,tosquotothlsfwtoherdlmer,sbe
didn't recognize him. His face was aow like
that of all MGWBMWMWMHQ
woman In thelr arms.

Rs a token of affection, she dropped o
teor from her frozen blue eye on his :

15. kR was only ona reaching the
B corridor lsading to the
Flightgear behind the Sons’
Houss, that Hartan] could nctice

e oW badly the boards of the
steps had besn wom by the fAyers who hod
preceded him.

Hesltantly, he approached the jumpling
board bsyond which thers lay the interstsilar
cbyss. A body as white as silver and of
Immense proportions flashed in front of the
eatrance, for a moment blocking his exit,

He drew back in fright, but then he

ognln, as much as he could, the
""" end of the jumplﬂg
.. board. Selow,
somewhere in the
depth, ons could see
the cut contour of the
hemisphere, with the
sharp ropes, plercing
the amorphous clay.
Rt the lowest level,
: one couid catch slght
: of the fiery heart of
 the planat throbbling
i and casting sparks
: into chaos.

He toock one more
step and he waes
surprised to aotice
how saslly he covid
detach himself from
that plotform whose
edges were marked
by red lights, while In
the centre it had o
g ¢ ..¢_0n
phosphorescent strip,
springing forweard
and alternating with
dark moments, llke
QN SAOFMOUS QFrow
pointing to the abuyss.

He stood up in a

last step Ffor ever
unfinished, his sword directed at the celastial
body which for a fraction of o second
twinklied from behind the hemisphere In biuish
iridescence on the edges of the thick layers of
the stratosphere. And all at once, without
heading enything, he rose in a Flight which

- . was both speedy and even. His breath froze

on his lips and his wings spread naturally, in o
forgotten, age-old memory.

Beyond the curve of the hemisphers, the
sons’ House once more bared its decayed
teeth before perishing altogsther in the
distance together with the lights in its
windows. It was only the smallest
wavelengths reached him from behind, but
even the spectrum of these had palpably
olided towards red.

RAnd then the stariess sky of the space

beyond the bounds of the golaxy spread all
eround, in all its blind pienitude, swellowing
him.
16. The moment when Hoston]'s
soles were detaching themsslves
from the threshold, somewhere
in the world a chlld was born
. comemm OGStinad to Rl the laft
byh!mlnmhomofmem,lmhodm
each coming towards going. ,




by a black, cheap |
that it had cracks:

out and raced ¢
before, whils:

indeed, the dead houses were
standing upright. Wherever the
ew Fissures, gapes in ths
weils, iet the beams show
their worn out ends, a bed
would hover motioniess - a
butterfly in a gigantic
insectarium ~ then o carpet
as @ tin tent. The statue, torn
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tried hard to convey o certaln massager, which  kitbag, laid it on the dead layer and prepared to
could be expressed but by the complete call back to his mind the previous night, the last
incoherence of it's metion. one. He could heor his breath. He established the

Uke a chiid’'s thought, be thought then, and his contacts. The well-known signal distilied the
discovraged looks lingered on the murdered street. - worning sounds. fit thaot moment he pushed the
The whirlwind was mlng into the ashen layer. needie and found himself stesped in a darkness
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refrain from Fflylng to the aid of the people
collapsing in the roaring biack waters, befors thelr
very eyes; thelr professor, however, had to remind
them of the law that forbade such a huge altsration
of the past, it being a source of tamporal intricacles,
with countiess consequences. Everything confirmed
the already known tragical order. That moment,
neverthelass, the life of the peocalful summer night
seemed sinlster.

Stell”, someone whispered In his ear. , Stell"

Jap.”

~Has anything happened?”

.Nothing special,” said Stel, although he

heard the last words of the girl's worried question.
~ood avening,” he said quietiy, bowing to her
as he had seen men used to do In the old fllms

shown in the Teimadon lecture room. ,Whet a
marvellous nightl™ —

«1 1l stage a demonstration for you,” he sald.

He pointed the transmitter's head at the statue
in the middle cf the room and pressed the button.
The girl’'s scream was concomitant with the
disappearance of the marble man, who had

~But the mussum wes closed three hours ago... loocked so stately a moment

If you wanted to enjoy the night, you'd better have
gone to the square.” |

,,ll.lc“.u Illl'ldt'l m Qﬂ?“

~What I' ve just told you,” Stel sald tying hard

You don't see my polnt,” he sald. This night Is  not to change the tone of his voice. , Have you heard
marvellous because I'm here surrounded by works the alarm signal?”

of art... and by a live miracle too.

~What about the statue?" she shouted.

JUstea,” she sald (but the fear in her syes had  , Where...?"

been replaced by a gay sparkie and her voics no

Rh, ond he who had thought himself so very

looked at his watch and found that, indeed, he was  longer sounded as stern as | would haves liked it to), smart when he mentioned to her the alarm system

late. ,I'm starting in a minute.”
In the other towns, the messengers must have
been more punctual. He cast a last glance at the .

steady bustle of the people in the square, the:

withdrew with a slight tug at his heartstr|

aithough he had stopped thi
of the it square was stili i
and he no longer felt the

U

to take port in a rescys:
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He advancad through the d
emptying each hall. Behind him, the

ompllﬂod.lhhodgotlntootkmlaroomond
directing the funnel towards the sole marble man
that was standing In the middis, like a poor
substitute for sternity, whea a door cpened
suddeniy and he was blinded by a flood of light
falling from the celling.
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~Why aot? | might have been sent to check

R R LR R R e

IR R O

yovuwere he had disassembled the moment he had instalied

the transmitterd

<calm downl” he sald as convincingly as he

. wHiaven't you heard about the new tedhalque
10 alarm systams?"

*_.bnm‘i't and | dontmobwtlt.olﬂiﬂ

mf_bc sald taking his own time,
how childish...”
irible palns to invent
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~Jou did."

< m sorry. But you aren’t frightensd any more.”
~Oh, no, | stili am.™

~Jou aren’ t. The best proof Is the fact we'rs

R frightensd girl. She was soying something things... To sss whether the alorm systems work or  talking ilke two friends... But | doa™t even kaow

and had held out her arm to him so that he could
ses her trembling fingers. He silentiy thanked those
that had decided to have the maembers of the
emergency teams near the clothes specific to the
epoch, wherein they were to carry out thelr mission
and he ralsed the tiny Interpreter's copsuie In his
breast pocket.

woschere, at this time?" he thea

mﬂ
~00 they?” she sald worriediy.
~Well, they don't. What do you think about it?"
« simply doa't believe R,” the giri.

She suddenly grew frall and her pals face
belisd her words, but her eyes had dllated and

drove away the thought that the followling day,
in soms

what your nome Is.”

Maria,” he sald, JMarla™
This joy and this sorrow too, a reunion and @
loss... Why? ;
- covidn’t help
U!hf-' '
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No. You're something worss, area’t you?"

Maybe... | hope you won't consider me,
however, a highwayman.”

.No. Who are you?"

.,I can't tell you. You're very beautiful.”

Maria touched her own face with the paim of
her hand. She was not prepared for it. Things had
~ hoppened too abruptly and she had had to strain
~ every nerve in order to face something that was not

in her power.

it only happened becauss | lagged behind in
the library room," she whispersed. I'm preparing to
write a paper. In dreams and nightmares in the
18th ceatury.”

.Dreams and nightmares... Forgive me. | must
~ have ontk,lpo‘t‘d "
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The square had got deserted in the meantime
and the loneliness of the rider standing in the
middie made it appear even more desolats.
Monstrous cactusss wers rising around.

«Nothing," he sald, his eyes riveted on the
pstrified gallop, suddenly remembering how Rt was
going to look the following day. Come on... Not
that wayl™ he shouted when he saw her on the
point of descending.

1 wouldnt have sver imagined that | would
imperceptibly glide from the 18th century
nightmares to the nightmars I'm experiencing glide
right now,” she sald. ,Because all this is but @
nightmare... lt‘shhc.?ounnotml.'l‘lnm

wO.H."
.On one condition.” e
Rt her wits'end, she, nevertheless, manoged
ask, all in tears: £ ;f:'-_-".:f-*?fi.f:}.--_::'jzj";.' SR
~Who's tlnmlhot MPO3ESs CONC

qmuons. B

Stcl.“

Stc!.“shc'npooudhnmdwi«..smtdmﬂ” _
-slhnu.
Illh.ublmtwmdupbuldohlm,honartlod_

the light... Stel.”

Hndtl\wpmodbuthopotdlofllgﬂtolour"

that marked off on the floor the place whers the
Olympian had stood several moments before, thea
they entered the first of the desert halls. Maria's
lips were quivering, Stel folded her arms, his palm
fesling the roundness of her shoulders, and the girl
felt o lump in her throat. He no longer turned her
head to loock ot the blonk windows gaped ia the
damaged walls. His forehsad slightly beat, his syes
closed, he was walking in like an automaton and
never uttered a word, as long as they passed
through the halls and started going downstairs. The
niglﬁmdozhglnhhbooﬂlbvdngntc ‘as Stel
had left him.

. Good nlght,“ whlspctcd the glrl, hcllng his

‘ﬂngmpnshghcrdnuldcr ondtlnjonlbugoua |

start. :
w30 lotc?“ l\o asked, wbbhg his qu.

He was o nice old red-checked man, whose
bald aown loockad lilke a meadow in the midst of o
silver hayfisid.

Jm late,” Marlo uttmd in @ strongled voics.

«J've been working with the sptclnllst from thc_

Institute.”

~Such @ young couplel Illhq dnn't I:hw spare

their youth?"

RAnd shrugging his shouldﬂl.tlnaldmlooh""
'holdol'tlnbundtol‘kwsmdopomddndoorfor--

them.
.00d night,” said Stel.
286 Yyou tomorrow,” said Marlo. nnd her
words painfully struck his chest. |
When the gate was shut Iulllnd thcm, he

~ looking at sach other inteatly. i 'fj;;.

binmnotmprkod.
“wi'm somry, Stel.” -
The short gun borul wm shlnlng in thc

nswcomershond. =

Who's he?" Mln ;old wonlodb;. Illhot's In

soping?”
Stel strained her to his breast more tlghtly.

~Havea't you promised me not to. ask
questicns? Speak out, Dim."

~Everything’s happening for the sscond time.
Stel, do you get it? It's the second time you're trying
to save her. | mean the first time you even managed
to do it. You flew together ea Acné and you landed

. about 1000 years before... The leap In time was
too big, and despite your tralning, it slipped your

memory. How could you imagine you'd make kP"

-1 haven't imagined ¢ thing. I've simply acted
like that... That's why sverything sesms so familior
to mel”

- 30 you still remembaered all thot?™ the fellow
sald excitedly. ,Everybody sald R was impoessible...
But it was clear you wers golng to revisi the place,
together with her. She's doomcd lo dlc, Sul

Nobodq can chonge onything."
Thochlohmdoudhonw.hm’tlt?"
~There's no other way out, you know It

damn'well. You either part with her sight now, 50
thot we might lsave the place together, or...” the
shiny basrel was pointed ot her and Stsi could see
s dark hols,
lllhvbdndoomdhcﬂo,pun?lﬂhﬂwld

'hnppcni‘:lnlindmmlmm‘l‘

c#uldn 't help uttering in an imitated tone, whllc G

taking his arm off the girl’s shoulder:

mmtﬁmw,w’mw’n‘d BOIItI'

you know anything at all? Doasa’t anybody suspect
anything?"

«! feel I'm going mad,” sald Mario with a
moan, raising her Fists to her mouth. R hollow sound
struggled in her throat for @ moment like a little,
helpless creaturs, ready to jump forth. ,Why are
you torturing me?"

.« Il rever torture you..."

Butmcshudduodotlhcwnqhwhld\hohod
uttered the words, more ot their mmlng. His focs
locked petrified.

«Tou've asked me to put no questions.”

Dim'’s hmd hlddngoﬂlhogun.
nnﬂaingﬂmsmktlnbrmomd which
turned Into a chaos of nameless shapes. Marla gave
a scream, but the two men had already started
fighting and the shiny bamrel, now pointing ot the

sky, thea at the pavement, was jerking under the

double pressure or Dim's and Stel's arms. Falling to

understand what had been going on, sver since the

library deor had shut, she helplessly witnesssd the
clash of the twe strangers who had talksd to sach
other in o language she was totally ignorant of,

u

&

. | stups; withot mdlng on Masia's shodow. Os

'. g =

and who wers now rolling closs to her. But ons of
the strangers had kissed her and her head had
rested on his breast, in the twofold sliencs that
made them fesl more intimats than words could
have sver done it. Getting scared she rushed to the
steps of the museum, with the inarticulate thought
of asking the old janitor, the only man she kasw
around, to lend her a helping hand. Hardiy had she
climbed the first steps, that the biaze gushing from
the shiny bairel hit her straight and all that was leit
of the girl was her broken shadow, imprintsd on the
insensitive stone for good.

In the squars, the two mnbrohcloou&om |
sach other and were now picking themssives up,

pantingly.
Tlnrcmumodmwoqwt. Dlmuttmdh

| el wm‘ 6o
,__comdbutluduclﬂullgoldllglﬂdﬂnbuﬂuond_
thq stortod lumlng mnd lt, umlklng on and on.

.No,llnrom‘tonq, he repsated in a faint

._wkc,ﬂntucmdlomhﬂnda then his fist

dealt such an unexpected blow at Dim's chin that

f___’j;_gtht Iotttr co"uldn t ovold It ond fell Flat on the

mmmammuwmmmm
the siivery barrel and closed his cyes when he
pressed the trigger. The gots opened wide, black
and swolien. He pushed Rk, dashed inte the bullding
passing by the stuaned janitor's booth and he found

~ bis kitbeg near the foot of one of the columns.
Keeping it tight in his hand, he pushed lack the

nudloontlndhlol‘tlm.mdbundhlcmﬂln&n
round hall on the upper floor. |

Marla Maria Marla,” lnsdd Jharal”
And he sxperienced again the joy and the

sorrow, the fesling he was losing and regaining

something, but no longer wondered what.
JMMM-WNM.M.‘
«But you don't think so any longes.”
~-No. You're somsthing worse, aren’t nou?”
The very words. They had been utiered and

could not be altered any longer, although things

had become awful and his thoughts jostied agalast
sach other like some balls, now gathered, then

scattered and then colliding agala. Being
unfomiliar with the leaps in tims, be they of a short
lopss, Maria falled to remember o thing and kept
uttering the come to an end, but Stel knew there
waos little time left. He lold the kitbag down and,
aimost imperceptibly, he pushed the nesedlis
forward. The squars had got deserted now and the
loneliness In Its middle made it sse, sven more

- duohh.Momuomcmtuuwmrhhguound

~Nothing," he sald, looking ot the petrified

gailop, remembering ths way ik was golng to look,

not the following day this time, but 2000, much too
soon. ,Come on... No, not that wayl” he suddenly
sl'lou'ud mlun he saw her on the point of

'Mhﬂnhﬁ,nmsmm“u

’ff'mbomwfum Not the jonktor's shadow
" s he had previously thought. He bit his lips. Thers

certalnly was a breach somewhere, the clrcle could
not be let to close. He now had a gun on jim and
they know R. As long as hs lived, Marie would also
bsalive. -

«00.0Ut @ nightmare... Everything’s foks. You're
nor real, the museum Is not empty, I'm at home and
will wake up soon...”

wmupunnl“sulsoldogoh,mmghu»
him and kissing her on the lips.”
Transioted by

RADU R.JERBAN ‘l‘l ‘




__ look to €Elisabeth how she lies
" there, near the wall, thinking
= it's pretty good for a
| standstill. Flexed feet under
*  her, grazed knees, hands
| dangling besides her body Full

i of blood, bending head an
hair covering her face hiding those
violet eyes which drive men crazy. |

«~That's that, Anthony”, mumblies
Rifred, the maestro, from his director's
chair. ,,You can hang that ax between
your feect and get loose.” He sits there
an puffs from an ever burning pipe,
smoke all around him, thick and stinky
like crematorium. ,You need to put a
little action in it”, says he with a tough
look. ,,¥ou do it as If she wasa't a
whore, as If you wouldn't hate her”.

| throw the ax away and, once my
hands free, | feel more idiot in front of
meat ple Rifred. Behind the scenes
some whores start laughing, hands
covering their smiles. | |

111 try to put some more heart in it"
| say to him, after taking a deep breath
to calm my nerves. |

.You better be"”, grunts Rifred.

.Hopkins dear, | woulda't like to ask for
the services of Hackman or Rl Pacino. |
just want you to kill a woman in the
most horrible way possible. That's all |
want. You're not doing it properiy. It
' seems you rather prefer to take her for
a walk. | |
.Whores are laughing an | am
feeling more idiot. Technicians mead her
broken skull, organic plastic is added

and skin regencrates in seconds. They

wipe the blood from her face and
change her T — shirt right in front of me.
God, it's worth repeating the scene just
to see that. €lisabeth rises and kisse
my cheek. -

12

You really got to put some nerve in It.”
ot # @ .
it's 2 o'clock and I'm killing
mosquitoes. They mutants, some bioody
glant creatures, with a poisonous stingly

proboscis. Venom with sadism overdose.

| closely look at them, see those
lenticular eyes, try to catch their fear

- when | crush them dead. They fly like
ghosts and sting my skin with their

disgusting sap. They make me far more
angry than my part asks me to be.
Rifred laughs clapping his knees.
Whores keep him company. It is do hot
they took out all their clothes and left
only their panties on. One could hardiy
work with such an hallucinating image.

»That’s it, Anthony. it works."

| am sick and tired of all this
indications. | which | could see a bomb

under that fuckin’'chair of his, on which
the letters are so big any Idiet could
read: HITCHCOCK. _ |

«T0U gotta think that reality,is
tougher than fantasy. That's why you
have to improvise something even
stinker than that Goddamn Script. €ven
stinker then I'm askin' from you.”

«Let's do it". Anne-laughs grasping
my haond but secking Rlfred with her
eyes.

.Don’'t you dare kidding It,
Parillaud. First Hopkins must throw you
onto stakes then chop your head off,
arms and legs, so It won't be like
heaven. After that we'll have to work a
lot to put yourself back together."

.Big deal.” Anne s caressing my arm
and she does that in such a subtile way
that feels like I'd have her in my bed.
The answer is flat and with precise hint.
it was | who brought her from her
Gaelic crib especlally for this part. In a
way she owes me that. Maybe that Is
why she smiles so sweet to me.
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.You're allowed to a drop of booze
before that, Hopkins.” The maestro
hands me a ‘bottle with something
- yellowish in it. | take a sip and
presently the alcohol strikes my velns. |
keep drlnklng till my pity I'or thls
beautiful girl is bentcn. |

,Harasho, son."

®

| am rolling down 22 steps. Palin

_plerces my entralls. Mae walts for me, |

knife In her.band, hate and tension
 scatter her face. She thrusts the steel

- blade into my abdomen and wrings it

inside the wound. She just stares at my

while | am falling. In passing, | knock .

my head on the balustrade, then lay
down at her feet and take care not to
close my eyes. That happens only in
stupid movies, people closa their eyes
‘when dying.

«Pie, you creep.”

Good god, why did she hove te ‘say
that? . =

.Stop", the maestro screams, lifting
up his big ass from the bearing chalr.
.Where exactly did you find that in the
fFuckin'script?” Mae i.l.lmt is almost
crying.

<t was a trkk ﬂlfmd just a small
trick.”
~ You con't image what it .can get of
his ‘goiter of his when he's angry. His
face is red and eyes half of the orbits.
The hot water flows on top of my head

following the shape of my body then
dralas off the canal. The technicians did

~ a nice job, It simply disappeared

: 1960, October the 13-th -
Civil Status: married- with a beautiful lady md having

- & gorgeous 5 y.o. gir
Profession: technician

Debut: in 1892 In ’Mﬁclpaﬁa” review with a story

written together with Stefan GHIDOVEANU

Uiterary Status: former member of "Jules Veme".

(Plolegt)
Vadis?* since 183

SF club and mamb@r of AGFSF *Quo

Literary History: stories published In *Jumalul SF*

and °Anticipatia® reviews and *An

Literary intentions: to do (much bettsr) _

without a trace. | look carefully over my

abdomen and stretch my skin with the

fingers. Nothing s visibie, nothing at all.

- .Canl get in too?"
Julla. Julia Roberts. She haunts the
studios searching for a rele. | suddenly

decide to talk to Rifred about that. |

would offer her my own part, if only she
wovuld be punching me with her breasts

forever, just like she’s doing now. Julla

sticks by me and | can feel her body
even through cold water.
L

Heavy cyber. Docibels, grunts,

“garbage.

Rifred Is realiy enjoying himself with

two chicks on his large things. He blows

me a kiss, then fondies the women

beside him. They laugh and lick his

cheeks. | bow out. My car Is walting but

as soon as they see me some hysterical

women start to scream and dash
around it. |
~Good luck, Hopkins”, puffs alfred
leaned agalast the studio door. _fAnd I'll
be damned If | won't cut my dick off just
to be in your place. |
-He got his own fans though, the

women around him letting him know

that they would gladiy go to bed with

him, Just for pure fantasy. They are

crazy or drugged. They also look
terrible, with dirty faces, gruesome
halrcuts and all sorts of metal things
pinned on their noses, lips and God
knows where else. My car manages to

‘avold the ruins and the women who
‘keep beating ti the car windows and

tic ﬁ-ﬁﬁa’ amanac
slx awarda won &t different SF contests -

makes way through a dirty, urinous rain.

Year 17 aofter the Holocaust. Jesus
did not come down for the second time
to see the human misery. He Is
somewhere In a paraliel Unlverse.
Maybe he Is showing to the disciples or
the Holy Father for how long man can
endure suﬂ'ernnce. Meantime, men and
women lost their falth. They look for the
forged reality on organic screens. We
offer o palliative in the hope to
convlnce then evil can be even more
grotesque. To make them live.

Behind the car, beams of light
appear on the walls, broken lines which
slowly make up the letters of PSYCHO
23, People are screaming louder and
gather on the streets staring at the wall.
- .Shall 1 get with the car under the
maln titles?” Mansell asks with o smiie,
eyes on the steel balustrade.,

.o it, Nigel" | answer roughly. ﬂl'ter

all, it doesa't matter anymore. Manseli

races the car, vaplugs the security
system and we roll down into a terrible
exploslon, through fragments of steel,
debris and dust. | can see my own skin
shrivelling to the fire. PSYCHO-232" s

‘written above us in bas-relisf, In

burning letters, through the black curtaln
of smoke. Mansell is motionless getting
out of his chest. |
-inat was great, Hopkins, wasn't it? __
Just look at them."
~ Yes. He is wright. People are. hoppv.-
They lﬂm II:. | |

= Tronslaud by
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A sudden slop e mu face. 'I'hc !orcc ol‘ thc cuff
chucks my back down. Two flappers grip me by the
coliar and I'm pulled high up.

You, wretchl"” someone whistles. ., Will youv make
us more stink with your filthy presence?

Some knees hitting me below my paunch
-simultancousiy with the blow with the buffet straight
into my chin. | fall heavily bending in pain. | feel the
blood bitter taste from my lower lip. And the dust taste.
And the pain one. And the lowliness one. The fire clutch
of a shoe into my kidney, then into my ribs. My eyes
grow hazy. | wee a cop curlously watching the scene. He
doesn’t even take the trouble to check me up, he knows
me damn well. The boss gets around, | ses his white,
spotless, quality pants.

.D'you gonna play today?”

| shrug, as much as someone can shrug trodden
underfoot by his beasts down to the strest dirt.

.D'you have money?"

I keep mum. Some nervous peg is passionatsly
kicking me.

Speak out, you turd! Don't oou ‘know who you
have down on you?" :

The boss propiatoryly I:ml:t ln.

LLet him bc. That will do. Suppose Im steps Into
the level of men.™
..This guy?"” somebody wonders.

.Here. Today | pay the fiddier. | got yesterday

one ,W1" he plays the indifferent, chucking me one
penny. |
| yellowy turn my head. | stretch out to seize the
penny. The sole of some shoe crushes my flngers. | howl
uncontrolling myself. Some laughter.
| .Come on, let him alone. Now it's his penny."”
| take it and | hardily raise my body wiping the
blood from my mug with the sleeve of the jacket.
~ The automatic machine lies at the end of that
stinking blind alley, high-flown named the 132-nd
Street, somewhere through the muck of the 43-th
Square. It's a third class automatic machine, the
cheapest, without winners of superior class like W or
W1. As for the zero class, not an earthiyl You could at
best get one W3 ticket of 30 days availability. What
means the ideal for my status. A whole month of cﬁkos

4 and ale.
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In the same area it's the whites quortcr. R bank
like any other. Ready to cavil about us, wretch losers,
no matter when. In fact. | was ready to get my sound
licking. And | got it. | haven't think the boss had got a
W1 ticket. It wasn't his style. He boasted of it, or maybe
he had bought it, though it's utterly forbidden. But
sometimes it was used, | knew it. -

I stumble in front of the automatic machine. | feel
other's piercing eyes. | stare at my hand. It shudders. |
sadly smile, as much as my blubbered lips allow my
smiling. Have | any chance? Heaps, the machine posters
ensure me. | put the penny into it and | pull the handle.
One can hear a tuneful thinking of electronics and the
carton falls down into the glassiike box. | take it hasty
and | turn it. The lstter ,L" reigns over, big and
sneeringly. L Is for loser. The world which marked me
downright all along, loser. I'm off meekly, slowly, down
to the band which had watched me carefully. I know

what one is going to carry on.
& b

The FORTUNE system had been established
relatively since a little while, shortly before all my born
days. The system was, as sure as death, unerring, fair
ancd progressively. Into o over-crowded world there are
many people well grounded. So, in those times, how
can the leaders be picked up? So it came to the most
simple solution. The lucky ones. The ones who can win
the harshly business actions all at once. It sprang up the
F automatic machine netweork which gave, for a poor
amount, the mean winner, good luck. W7 available for
one hour, equivalent to ten machine tickets, Wé
available for 6 hours, W5 and so on, as far as the upper
classes 2, 1 and 0 avallable for 6, 12 and respectively
50 month. Including all additional real advantages:
residences, cars, women, well-off jobs. Rs for me, |

aever got more then Wé in couple of tens years.

DB@

in the park Is cold and dark. Though I'd snooze on
some bench if | only could. But swarm like hell and my

new memories about my date with the whites’ band

don't make me happy at the mere thought of some
other pastime like that. In fact, the losers have no rights
at all. They are human wrecks, tolerated wretches out of
socliety’'s pity. They get grub, loathsome one, but grub
and the Ffilthy does for night. Nothing for the day. let
{
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them toil. €Everybody needs wharfies and dustmen.

I've come tot the female area. | view Lola all at
onca. |

~ola” | sing out, somewhat unconvinced.
‘ She sees me. She makes o wry face but the
doesn’'t move away. '

~Did you get anything for today?"” she asks me
disdainfully.

~dhat about you?" | retort daringly.

She replays rocking: ,,W5".

it doesn’t hold water. One lucky ticket for a whole
day. The jade thumps, it goes without saying. In this
case the would've been already busy. .

~nd you?" -

~Me, too.”

- She stares at me, astoanished.

~Show it to mel”

| search for it into my pocket for the form's sake.

.rYou, Fibberl | knew itl You haven't it! You're just a
wretch loserl™

.1 cut up rusty.

~Lo00ok who's speaking! You, coarse-flossyl You
have one WS in the way I'm the president of ,United
Motors'l™ * -

She smiles scornfully and she rummagess in her

handbag.
<Herel” -
One cop has got oround at vnawares.

«D'you get into some trouble ma'am? Some Illnd'

. of loser?" he asks polnting me out with his cudgel.

~reah, but iet him go to helll He is just a poor
devil, too poor to set about mel"

She squeeze out one penny and she chucks it down
to my props.

.Jake it and fuck offl" |

| bend, | pick up it and thcn 1 stump my chalks
hastily. The copper has stared upon me not quite
graciously. Yet | succeed in hearing a bit of that.

~Tou know, ma'am, in a half of hour I'll come out
of my shift and perhaps you won ‘'t mind having dinner
together...”

| gob in fury. The bitch! She realiy gets her WS. |
gaze at my penny. | have an obvious impression that |§
doesn’t get quite a lotto luck this avening. The automatic
machine is a few steps away. Would [ try it? Why not?
RAnd after all, when did | get myseif fortunate? | put into
it the penny and [ pull the handie. Some tuneful thinking
of electronics and the tiny carton falls down into its box.
| take it, | turn it and then | shy it nettiediy into the next
dust bin, brimful of waste tickets printed with a ,L"
letter, big and scornfully. God of fortune makes no

mistakes.
SHS

The FORTUNE system was built upon the advanced
basis of statistical and probabilistical mathematics.
That makers congratuiated themselves with the
designing of an vuitimate aleatory electronic device
- which it has to be It, beyond any doubt, since it was
officially adopted by Government as elite cholce
method. Nobody touches fortunate people. For thelr luck
means the welfare of the others. More fortunately they
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are, more we roll In wealth. As a matter of Fact our
position didna't get quite better, but they're getting
along better and better. Cops are at least US and the
whites’ bands, which set about not only negros, who are
some unlucky Fellows as hell, but also us, the losers. The
bands dont allow inside them less then WS. They're o

- heavy welightl Doa't know how they tramp it soliediy at

least six monthes a year trembling walting for the dally
aliowed penay, on the chance of one big and nice ,W"
printed ticket?

DO |

Casualiy | see Jenny. She walks scared, with some
rumplied dress with the skirt and the breast piece
teared up. She recognizes me and the stops hesitating.
Something strikes to me: If she's smashed up also, very
likely, that means this evening I'm lucky. If I'd have one
penny, I'd game it and i'd win it. | nigh out. Whence one
peany?

LTou're down, Jenny?" [ say to her instead of hi.

She drops her eyes.

18 it something wrong?" [ insisted.

~Somaebody’'ve raped me" she whispers.

~ Rimost | burst out iaughing. Rccording to my few

information (primary school is for all chiidren, secondary
and higher are oniy for the lucky at least W3), to rape is
to do her the thingummy, minus her permission. But in

Jenny’'s case it would be astonishingly hat she might

object to it. Well, that's her cwn lay-out.

~And what are you at?”

«irifle. | go dosshouse to turn in."

| screw my nose. I've got the losers” dosshouse up
to my throat.

~Don’t you wanna stay with me?"

~Where?"

. Here. in the park.”

.They'll catch us on the hopl™

-Maybe not. Night is coolly and cops made thom
more esasy. And besides, that's our lucky evening. We've
come across each other, haven't we?"

\ She smiles a littie. | try.

-D'you have one penny?”

She has a good laugh.

+Tou, assl If I'd have had it, would I've been here
neor you?" |

She hugs me, kissing for long. Thru her light dress |
can feel her not and roaring vital body. The grass is
near by, just for make love in the dark.

UL L]

Lots of dreams of mine had been peopie by luck
draw visions. it goss without saying that I'm used to

- dream tickets got from the automatic machines, tickets

much like W4, 3, 2, or even 1. One W4 would take me
out from morass. | wonder If theorists were right. When
you're lucky, this is the lucky chance, If you aren’t, this
isn’t it. So simple. There are statistically based stated
periods, all kind of fortunate horoscopes and no end of
things. Heaps of crapl I've never got luck. Beyond any
doubt I'm o wreck, a riff-raff, with cop’'s wide straps
wolioped dalily and kept in any food. €ven here there's
an auvtomatic machine on which we have the right teo
play weekiy. So strangely, sometimes there are 15

.......
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winners! Maybe ['ll be one of them, someday. But at this
time of day | like bLetter to stay into the cell and let my
mind loose. After all, everything was cauvsed by Jenny.
Uhere could she be by now? | correct myself., Nol: where,
but with mhom?

o o e , .

| lay down on my back in the soft grass. Jenny
huddlies her up, unawares.

. you feel cold?”

.1 feel very fit" she soi;s, hugging me in her style,

simply rolling her up round about me.

~Jou, my love” she whispers much later. , UWhat
d'you do?" ‘

-~Next to nothiag. | try to siecep.™

~Listen to me carsfully. | have o
avmber one idea.”

LAeally?” | yawn.

~Yeah, sure, a capital idea.
You know, | was thinking at
something | read once in some
book.”

,,Some book?" | jump ocut of | - N

my skin. Whenee have you a book?
Only lucky guys W1 and WO have
the right to read booksl™

~dell, | found one lost one.”

~Tou walked the line™ | sm,l
with indignation.

2o tell, big deall Don't we
de it again, now and here?"

| shake my head, hesitatingiy.
That's not quite so. It's one thing teo
sieep in the park with some dame
for the likes of you and it's another
one to stretch out for the big guns’
advantages. You don't play on that.

w30 - |

S0 one wrote that I‘ortune is
man made." _

.jThat's a lot of baloaey” |
sniff. ,How con it be man mads?"” 5

~iell, somahows.”

~rou, fool. You see by yourself
that a book isa’t for you. Who
knows what was really written
there and look what you got yourselif
that fortune couvld be man made.”

, How in the world?"

.50 simplie. You go and break an auvtomatic
- machine.

| become stunned. To break an automatic
machine? I'd get twenanty years of jug. At best. Jenny's
mad. _ _.

~You, fooll You got nothing of it. If you succeed in
breaaking it before the cops’' coming, you come upon ths
lucky tickets. Rnd no cop will ever touch a WE ocwner.”

Flabbergasted, 1| begin to scratch my nob. She's
right. So simple. You break the automatic machine and
when the police is coming you shaw them the wianing
ticket. The tickets are printed with a special ink and
kept in sealed vacuum sections. in touch with the air the
ink wipes itself after the ticket availability time, making
it worthless after its vtilization legal term. |

- The ideal Like blazes! -

LLHenny, vou're tremendousl™

She smiles delighted. She comes above me and
the kisses me. My mind files back at this amazing idsa
to break an auvtomatic machine. it could work. it will,
beyond doubt. | move her away sicwliy.

8 3 o .No more of that! st us be gone, now!™

16 JUihera?"” she says puzzied.

tools?"

Gabrlel BALMS

«On the 79-th Street, a few steps awoy, it's a first
class avtomatic machine, more retired.™

it this time of night?"

~dhat time could be?"

~About one or two hundred hours. I.Uhal: ubout

-l can get them. I've a friend who is night
waoatchman at some garage. | borroul In a crack, it's near
bv.ll -
-Right, come alongl™ |
We lift and trim ourselves up, thea we scamper
Qway.

| get waveringiy neor the cutomatic machine. !
peer all around, no one. Jenny's at the next corner,

being on the ook out. lf somebody
. comes, she whistles. | come to it. |
[ 2 know which side can open, once |
i attended its loading with the
= sealed tickets sections.

A cold shiver goes down my
= back. | shaoke my nob. Dash it all,
i can't | break a machine? OF course,
if | open it, police will alert, but will
the cops get here, the tickets are in
my pocket.

| take the screwdriver and
shove it by the side of the small
back door. The toil has just begun.

it's a hard work, even with the
chisel and the hammer.

- P'm all dripping with
perspiration. | mop my forehead But
of sweat and then | carry on.

The alarm starts all of
sudden. Another coid shiver goes
down my back. | would gat up and
take to my heecls. | glance around.
- B Jenny’'s Flicks out of sight. The

£ cowardl | remain. I'm about it.

- The door yields to the last
effort. | got it! Here are the tickets
seaied tubes. My eyes shine. No
problem! Tickets drawing out device
= Is sophisticated but fragiie.

e - Police siren is heard from
somewhare near by. The fortune is
almost here, I can feel it. | hit the Ffirst tube with the
chisel and the hammer. The tickets scatter round me, not
so many. Al of them with ,,L" ietter. That's trifis.
 Police siren is closer to me. Other tube. Same e Sy
istter. The siren more loudiy. Other tube. And another
one. And another. | feel my cold shiver going down my

A g e e e S
...................

back, colder. | see the police cars head lights at the end

of the street. The last tube. Broken. :

| become stuff suddenly, fealing me dead to the
world. Ril tickets are ,,L" ocut down. L is for loser. The one
who loses, That's me. R great weariness overpower me,
e huge one, I'd like to sleep and to dream nothing,
nothing at all.

| don't even feel the cops’ pnws snatching me and
pushing me into the black van.

[ still get the time to see the outomntlc machine
with its bent and broken door and the great number of
tickets spread all over creation with thelr small printed
~b « White and careless tickets scattered In some broad
- letiter on the dark sidewalk, one ,L” showing me its
scornful jow.

I'm got in the van and the door is siammed behind

Tronslated
= Céttiin IONESC
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s SR el s 'C.A.Rosstti high school - english section. The Faculty of Medicine. Actually: thoracic.

surgeon. Meantime: ship surgeon-(in 1989). As a kid: studied one year at the American.ﬁ:}"'
2 International School in Conakry, Guinea. n i
i Howevaer, if you are in desperate need for an operation (I wish you were notl) don't Iook_ :
“ifor dr. Sebastian A.  Corn. That's not his real name. -
g Writes since he was 11. Wirites science fiction since 1992, after reading Herbert Franke’s:
. “Glass cage” and C.T. Popescu’s “Cassargoz” '_
i Smashing debut at the end of 1993: Ist prize “Quo vadis?”; llird prize “Nemira”, six
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i Translated by
e. It's Sebastian A. Com
¥t. nota luck mlniw - ohl I'm sure it was
a lucky onel she dias definitely wrong!
L / this was a lucky r%nibus. 5 minutes of
don’t, don't _g‘g;qllow me - inherent optic sex. a contradiction, isa't
suggested her shiny Qiance. electric ' it? an opposition, isn’t it? contraria
steel. don't follom.-.s'me. the mud currantur, isn’t it? - take a look at the
sprinkied on her *boots by the others. he loocked at them. frozen. and
passengers leaked like ashes down her eve was also freezing while the
calves. - minibus vibrated fiitering itself through
eve's bones, tendons and joints the automoblles, kerbs and concrete
ground as she got on the minibus. after poles. |
herl the c¢rush Inside aand the we are doing it on a contract
REROSMITH sounds mixed with basis. ond gyou? and you? -
draughts of orange light filtered by the hyperangrenated eve buzzed llke o
steamy windows. her electric steel trawl of plano chords on the polnt of
which summed up the black boots, the snapping. now, she was deflnitely
‘long leather jacket, the gieaming right. he dida't have any contract, any

stockings, but, mostiy, mostiy , her contract at all. only with eve, perhaps.
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mpse at her

overdriven frame. skeleton, on atemporary basls. —
ligaments,muscies. a lubricated arctic ~ but eve was freezlng, according
light. to her own coantract, flattening like a

start. speeding up among cars, mourning stiffensd Jeliy. flash! contract
perforating the compact blocks Ffor two dimensions. the town expanded
of light that sprang out of the areo-like. flashl stasis in o hyperrealist
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#&&h Mangalena's

¢ face fills the
& whole screen.
& The bluish filter
¥ enlightens her

retouched eyes. On sub-
wave, they broadcast the
prophecy of Brodar's coming.

brains, penetrates them,
strikes roots and finally, takes
the appearance of Madia of
Mangala. You don't need a
screen anymore, her image
has already impr?e?nated the
cortexes; it waves like a wolf-
flag, the only difference being
that it doesn't howl. Madia
smiles. The marks of the
stones are clear on her face -
the story of her life.

“Let the -.i__ﬁmmaculate one
throw frst

-.‘",'!"-"'!." x -...-.-4'_.".. ...................................
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i‘thenr bemg clean .....

The surgical I:ﬁmg s smoothed her body, made it shiny, magnetic. The clethes ,,,,, igon h #
a g ; it |

silhouette, eyes, hands and everything else around stick @ihegs
the street and the clocks fall apart around her, break inf ..'_;-; 2, eud
without time. Magnetic Dia. - X .
Only her face remains bitten by the stone
hands that held the stone, each kiss
“What... What the hell's that?"

first t

Everyone jumps aside at the ve :
throwing up. They swear not to tougi.her ev&e again, but the , over.
They keep themselves busy in her seeking 1o be seen by §8r, &2l chosen, at least,

=

to be noticed. Ferocious males, men Who rule the destinies o&gh@®World. The rags she

polishes the furniture with. The cream she polishes her shoes with. The boots she wears.

“Linda, Linda where are your boots?” (lovesong from the twentieth century)

f;ge ioothbrushes she cleans her tooth with, the purse she wears, the tampax she places
iween...

Madia Manga!ena the psalliote of Mangala Beautiful, dreadfully beautiful. When she

makes love, her movements avoid and receive, feint, watch beg, urge, howl. She tumns

into syrup or brandy, worms herself inside you and starts playmg the fool in there. She

“burns you, she tears you.
But you'd rather burn than rust, First lesson.

With her body she bums you, burning at her tumn, consuming herself to ashes into you.
Madia of Mangala, living her death everyday.

----------------
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i whme! Every jerk spmed her, eve[y cockv

discretely

it sticks on the walkers’
But, as long as we don't make anythi
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sucker that walks her around like the saint relics,
has already spread large her legs apart! A whorel”
And yet, people %ather around screens, just as in
the mad years of Psycho programmes. 23, 24...
26: Andie McDowell sold en detall for the
sandwiches of the handicapped (IQ under 160).
These were realiy good times! Movies - they
called it. Now, on the screen, we see nothing but
the immediate reality. The tricksters the handlers
of lifes, they ali bomb us with the wholly lifes of the
saints. | don't know where from they pulied out
such a great deal of saints. It really stinks to me.
ing out of it, we'd better stay at home on our butts and
giva up the diems. Anyway, the dreams-maker shouldn't be within anyone's reach.

afina Is another name for rust. It ennobles it. Second iesson.
For the moment being, let's walt for that Brodar, let's see what's up with him. Maybe, he's
just another BIF Brother like all the others who walked their butts around here. They've ail
deseftad us, le ived down here. Some wretches! Some

.

aving as soon as they

caddishes! i £
And us, the cattie,

----------

"-_.E'?I%é-.- es In their palms, palms not even good
10 g to them. And they've a eadé forgiven Madia,
! ut how .ifz;_ we forgive her, she is our whore, jsn'
If:: uckchinettes aren’t we throwing away
Einother ten more squars centimeters of

.=' @ 5 ce she made us throw ali those stones? -

S hls Mlm
ulate ihe throw

ake her even more beautifui Any man that sees

------

¢ nosfgl 1 ; (& he smell of her blood. Her call.
-n the hugé: oreens iigsiass moving away, and behind her remains the smell that drives
me crazy |ghe SHAT L slmg in me to the top of the tops and the sensong biasts in the

air aro filtéfs are dnﬁmg, they are red now. Masna Piya lEasses her dexira over

. 858%rave chords clear up and, from somewhers, from the deep depths, | know
, the fides are rising.The master's image blurts away - remains the tide and

nsong Trembling at the beginning, more and more agitated afterwards, finally
gressive, the tide.

The passers-by look at me, astonished.

Beyond hate, love walts. Like a door, like a wound, like a spike.

I'm the onl?r one who'd forgiven her. i love her.

| don't feel my hands anymore. They got numb. | never thouqht it could be so bad. Nay,

they didn't get numb. They hurt so bad, as if they didn’t belong to me. Especially, the

- spikes hurt me. The lust on their faces when they planted those spikes in my paims. Just

like then. Their faces, disfigurated by hate.
From here, from up here, everything looks different. But, anyhaw it doesn't matter

~ anymore.

A woman stopped in front of me. | look straight in her eyes and it seems to me that she Is
my mother. Probably, ali moribunds feel that. Blood is dripping from my wounds, and she
dashes aside, clearing away her basket. Too late. She looks at me and says:

‘Is it you, or should we walt for another one?”

“it's me, ali right. It's me.”

Translated by

......
) e
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s (born: 1.02.1955; Armésest Vilcea)

5 Probably, the oldest romanian
cyberpunk. Tall, thin, half-bald.
Doesn’t seem to be the one that
wrote his texts. Faculty of
Mathematics. Actually: computerising
(what else?) at the National
Railroads Company, in lassy.
-~ Writes science fiction since 1987.
Winns a prize at Quasar Festival. His

debut m Jurnalul SF, # 8. Winns

lassy.

R

prize, ‘ the lst prize Brain. Eversmce, % :
he issues a short story weekly in the %(f
SF supp|ement SUPERNOVA, from

Married. Two kldS

“Tenacious. Pathologically writing &
draft after draft on the same short :
story. Has some linguistic inventions: §
helpas, zipas, cipar, mufist, gofren, |
sensong. Shifts easily towards a lyric
athmosphere, even when describing ;
atrocious scenes. Able to compose |
elegies even on a cannibalic set up.
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- Ce sale samedi, je suis triste...
Comme tout auvtre quand il pleut
d'allleurs. Rien de nouveau au falt que
les les angoisses ont la mauvaise
habitude d'snfier & 'humidité, tout
comme ['argiie. €t puls, Is rests. Le
bruit permanent de l'ascenseur qui
monts et descend & des Intervalies
irréguliers... Les etageres en flbres
acrilliques mal focondes qui vibrent

douwcement ou passage de ['express...
Une blatts qul court sur le mur... Les

gouttes figéss sur la fenétre... On
connait déja tout ca.

Le chemin de I'hépital & la maison m'a fatigué un peu. Mais pas
suffisamment... Les souvenirs des demiers mols, vifs encore ne me
laisseat pas tranquille. Un autre chapitre mal finl. Commencé par la;
Jdéfloration d'un juke-bozx ,o0ld Fashion™ et quelques dents ¢ :
au ,Célibataire-en-chiffons”, sur le boulevard Jablonski, & <&té #
Teleky. Fini dans le méme broulllard qui pue la "prune” st ;c
vitoplex brélant, finl donc par une Bagarre tout 6 f%it
démocratique entre quelques szekels ,marche od creve™ t
gong de ,Jeunes Dawes™, avec I'€tranglsur étalé en vlf-orgcn

I'éternclie robe de ssnzacler laminé, un maxi-long jusqu'av pl
lza comme un Baal féminin, né directemment de I'lnox du tomptolt

- Fiche le camp, gossel C'sst malsala pour tol kil me joto-t-cll%

et lss mots ont plané au dessus du vacarme jusqu'au dans le coln
ou je trainals.

€t j'al senti une- brumc rouge tomber goutte & goutte dans mes

yeux... €t l'hurlement s'élanca brusquement, comme déclanché par chgtcrt.

’bcut-étrc €t cat oidrc de fichier. Deas .

< €t élévé au rang de modele. Je vomis

l-‘:-' ''''''''

les tee-shirts de pstits sérlo. €t avec iza qui dominclt ie rixe dags™™™

)4
o . b s Bom: 1964, August the 8-th
o e U N e Civil Status: single can one raally belleva this but having a beautiful 6 y.o. girl
g i Profession: engineer- but he's denying that it's by his fault
e S Debut: in 1990 in "Star Trafic” review with 3 short-short stories |
e S Literary Status: former membrer of “Jules Veme" (Plolegtl) SF club and member of
D oo A.C.F.S.F. "Quo Vadis?" (Ploiesti) since 1992 |
. o Literary History: stories published in "Star Trafic", "Jurnaiul SF* and "Anticipatia®
L R reviews; included in Nemira's anthology' several awards since 1992 won at some
- am national contests
; o Literary Intentions: modest- to publlsh only 5 (unwritten yet) books till the end of the
‘. .' s S R A S R AR | yean :
7 PN, RN SN NNNENG LAP NIk IR chalr et de song m'a rompu les cotes. € j'al glissé dans un cutre
: e ~ monde... €ntre mol et les imbéclies qul se trouvaient dans ie bar
1. Lo Fanuios 1995 queique chose s'est écoulé , comme un écran de verrs... J'ol crié

encore une fols ,Nonl" du fond de mes poumons st ¢ ‘est fial...
Kanet flime.

La vérite est qu'on ns pauwgit pas vivre aves Iza... Je le savals
trés blen pour ma part... C'ed ‘fomme une flame qu'sile briiait...
elie brilialt, lointaine... On 3'échavfalt auprés d'elle... mais sl en
s'approchait d'slie... Piutd} no } C'étalt comme co, Iza, lo beile
folle que [‘aimais an secrely - %M

£. Viady: To_us‘l pes.gont solt apologétiques soit
idiots. (ll

. DO j5... I8 ne sais pés comm%c;gllquor o (il s0
gratte les pli"sur son front). Il s'ogit Y'une sorte deaousés... On sait
ﬁ .. Plante§ en plastique.y, Vétements en“plastiqus... et

puis 485 tablettes ou Jon se tourne (il ‘compté sur les dmgts Pour la
.. Pour les glanfcs .. Pour 'acné.;, Pour la potence..."Ras pour
lﬁ sottisel Des pasililes qui te volent Hintelligence o te lo Fendent
ns classifiés sur numé;ps
rtions... Tout est optimlsé
r toutl Voild un méssa%c,
n'est ce pas? Si'tu les veux absolument un. Ou pcut-étrc ng

pos? (il reforcg lo négahon par un mouvemeni de
n'est pas un miéssagel Je m'en fic ﬁgiq 3 WOT e ssngcsl
oin vug. Evidemment pastout &
iment expliquez-vous, dan: }: un tel contexts le succef

s reporter: — Oul,. gestiii p
be 'Parcs que incontestablement, on parle beaucoup de vou

&

* Des tétes aussi.../Les jours tranchés en

Iolt r.omr% g L0

w Diable e saitl (il montre vers los 6léspcctotcurs) Ceg
pas & niol de repondre, demande-lesl Parce nous les attaquois
peut-éfre. Peut-8tre parcs que nous mettons ea jour quelque cho:
qui c en chacun, et qu'ils n‘ont pas le courage . de le reconnaiteg...
Por ' qu'ils sentent le besoin d'une renaissance Haut-dtre. Mols,;our
"’fout mourir... € nous les aidons & le faire do la salie, & ¢iioque

un régulateur automatique. 8 rsporter: —- Je :omprcndsl Donc la thérop Guru imoc” les
- Gosse, ta merel Andyl Mol, c'est Andy, béts putolncl Pou:quol ~uru Rmoc™? _
€lle a 1, lo téte renversés... La rire-masque numéro 665... Oui, ad ca pas besoin d'explications! Gcout s ld"musique et tu

sle riait tovjours aux moments délicats... Virgil, son frére ainé,
disait que pendant 14 anades ca ce ne ¢'était jamals répété.

- Loisse tomber, mon petitl Méme mes chauvssettes sont plus
vieilles que tol. A peu prés dix miavtes plus vielllss, sl tu comprends
ce que je veux dire. Va plutdt et ottends le printempsl

Au diablel Les phrases, mé&me chucotées, sont arrivées
clairemsent & mes orellles. Hi-Fil Le boa Disv salt comment. Je
n'étals pas dtoné... pas le temps de m'étoner, av moins... Un gitan
les levres désagréablement fleuris comme un olilet de

"F':":""% RN m ‘en un PCUl N %
Viedy: - Je ne sais pasl-titdeves$6i epaules). Ou;?n Fappele co
psihotronique. Hillcrgrungc... Acid-dream... lndustriol-grcom... Pas
d'importance. €coute-la, c'est toutl |
Ls reporter: - Tu as roison. Les étiquettes sont pour fps pots. Mais
sl tu n’avais pas joué qu'aurais-tu fait dans la vie? |
Viady: - Le trottoir, évidemmentl €t paut-étre adrais-je tué
quclqucs mecs que je connals. € que les autres connnimnt aussil
s ropoml': - Bon, heuresement tu chantes. Pourtont, commcnt @5t
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né ,Guru I'-Imoc“?

€zechil: — Viady, je le connals d@puns longtemps. Nous effrayions
des vicillards et des femmes dmts las express avec des bombes
artisanales (il rit). C'était saulemeu‘t de: h fumée, mais les misérables
en étaient tres éffrayés. Puis qunnd il ai&té hospitalisé par sa mere a
la .la Fondauon Marie” je m@;*suis on‘wsé dans les escadrons dc
que veux-tul 7 I'ugewds”wize “ans 6 peitﬁB noU: “ayons commencé a
jover. Viady aveg ;€pistaxis™ 2t moi, avec’;Enema". men en &tions
pas contents (uric grimosse}“’ﬁet puis donc énns ce printemps; avril ol
mai & pey, pres, un soir, agrés avolr cosséfin gueule & des ﬂfés, tout
pour I'omsement bien sir, les voila quils hous rentrent dessus; L8N
noUS emmenont joliment gu violon. La-bas, je'irouve Rndy, repassé’ o
tobuq. Il était dans un de ces états! Les pon.il}l‘s avalent fait du bo#:
trcwml Le lendemain, ..éuru RAmoc™ naquit. C'est tout. Co suffit?
ile reporter: — SGrement! Donc voila Gur%ﬂmoc qui naquit. &
malntcnant? De quel £5t&?

'~ RAndy: - Mon viegx, ca suffitl (il prend le brn ________ Fiékons le
cnmpl Nous avons.ide boulot a Calmotts.,-:zs{ﬂ#&tﬂe gzsts connu du
Mmédius). ﬂugourd'hun c'est Eros:qt€ nous venémns, pas Thanatos.

;yogla pour tol aussi.(iFéFache sur le micro).

fmgmi' d‘c t‘intcrvfcw avec ,Gurv Amoc” difussé sﬁ‘r MV 8

SR '%'-
ss&ﬂmaﬁwr %

La vérité, tst limitative. Mals sur le measonge on: peut construlrc
cfu structurgs théoriquement illimitées, souvent plus solides que les
structures réeles... €t les labyrinthes nélelies te msent vers Jdes

.‘r:?l

quand on n'a Hen o quittar. Rien o perdm, o nttsndro... Non. je'
n'al pas quitté la ville. Je ne le pourrals pas. Je ne connals pas
d'avtre chose. Il est vral, J'al des Infos sur ie reste. Nais c'est @ pev
prés tout. La vie est icl, autour de mol, pas allisurs, pas dons les
journaux, pas a la télé. La guerre de I'Orient? Ca ne me dit rien.

Mais la bagarre qui a eu liev au ,Célibatalre-en-chiffons™? Oul,
c'est vralment un événement! Qui m'a mené directement a I'hdpltal.
Les autres peuvent crever tranqullles dans le désert. C'est leur
affaire.

Sylvio Kristel? Une photo... lnslpldc... incdore... iza c'est autre
chose... j& la sais... je sens son parfum aujourd’hui encors... Ls
goit... J'al caressé ses seins fréles. Je lul connals les fureures... J'al
supporté souvent son regard plein de cette compréhension
balcanique-ortodoxe des choses.

Le Mafia? Les assassins payés? Jamals n'oublieral toute ma vie
lo ricanement de Drops quand Il a écrasé sa cigarstte dans ma

e poumc. Rinsi... Pour s'amuser. Je n'avals pas encors dix ans. J'al

fongtemps tremblé en entendant son nom. La auit je moulllals les
dl‘ﬂp!.
% La palx suropeene?... Des mots... Comment m'enthousiasmer
sti; quelques mots? Mals je sals me réjouir. J'al pleuré quand la
bande ,les Jeunes Dawos" de loslf a crucifié le cretin avec une
bﬁrrc fichée dans le ventre sur le porte de ,Max".

' Des orphelins somalails dévorés vif par des mouches? Que dire?
C‘est désagréable... Mais mol, comblen de coups j'al recu... Rvec le

.¢ablc du recorder... Rvec le sceau pour 'ordure... Rvec le sécheur
r-*des cheveux... Qul en sait? Parce que je suls resté trop o la télé...

ploislrs (}ntellectucls, ésthétiques?), autrement: tres dlmcllo,ﬁ " Parce que Je n'al pas mangé avec sthouslasme le boulllie de farine

-----------

Une notion, instable, conditionnée... Le mcnsongct ie lnux,,,.lc
parjurg;ie kitsch, l'imposture, la tromperie, voila las nouvglies
valeurs sodales qul t'évéllient toujour lo pensée en uectlon. On
connqit déja Mut ca... s

iiiiii
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lllll

lllllllllllll
llllllllllllllllll
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R quol bon I'effort?... .le erofé QUi aER toujours cn moi k germe
du doute. €t maintenant il fait son devoir. Rutrement je ne
m'explique pas... Pourquoi pas les autres... Mals, en eff&t nous
vivons trop pour avoir des seatiments stables. Aujourd'hui ‘tomme
ca, demain d'une autre maniere. Oul, bien str, nous sommes fidelcs
o nous mémes. Ce n'est que tres rarement que nous trohissons:::potrc
caractere. Non, ce n'est pas cet épisode malhereux qui m'a amené
ici... Il n'en a pas été la cause... Pas du tout. lza est seulemeiit la
goutte qui fait déborder le verre... Deridre perturbation qui détruit
I'équilibrs... C'est tout. Rien de plus.

5i je pense bien, j'al toujours attendu... Tous ces ans... Je ne
pourrais dire quol. Je me promenais dans les rues, le syndrome de
la tente dans I'ame... Ayant la conviction que mon temps
viendrait... Que le vie ne pourrait pas étre seulement estropiée et
misére... €t cette stérile attente a usé mes éspoirs. Plus efficients
que la répulsion... Que _I_c'déscspolr. Ovui, c'est la fauvte de
I'attente.

Dans un tel état on commence & boire... on prends "de nelgs”
et on fovilie dons la salle de bain pour trouver les rasoirs... Mals

j'al connu tout ca... Depuls longtemps... €a vain? Ce n'est pas ma -

faute. Un autre... Rlors?

J'al recu une goutte de misanthropie... pas trop...l.ln tout petit
peu... Cest vrai que je ne me supporte pas mol méme... Je dols
m'accepter pourtant, bon gré-mal-gré, non? €tre en accord avec
soi-méme, disait quelqu'un. Mais les autres... Personne ne peut m' 3
obliger.
€t un matin, il y o une semalne, la rage m'a révelllé. La rage
pure, pas altérée par des justifications, dégagée du support... la
rage en état initial. J'al déménagé rue Armenien. Tout lieu est bon

TECHINO-

quotidien... Parce que je ne réussisals o comprendre pourquol je
devals dire ,mére"” a Helene et .pére” a Emmanuslie et pas
I'inverse. €hl Je veux pas m'en souvenir. C'Stait trés bien en.
MicroTaz 1. Une zone centrale, n'est-ce pas? Il occupalt en ce
temps-la seviement un Ffauburg plliote avec 50000 habitants
environ. Une sorte de bantustan. Le théorie de Teleky provoquait
encore du dégout a plusieurs. Page
trols: L'education des enfants dons
les couples mono-sexués ne peut-gtre
que bénéfique”, Hé - hé. Lo page i
sgize: ,L'absence des tensions entre & 7
les deux sexes, entre deux espéces on
pourrait dire, élimine les taresf
psychiques qul se manifestent ol
partir de la puberté”. Bla - bia - ble.
€t ainsi de suite... C'est ca... on
connait déja tout ca. L'imbécile avait
pourtant raison dans a ce point de
vve. ,Le Dieu dortl Réveillez-lel

G Lo L0 okl 1995

C'est seulement dans la Zone qu'on peut essayer quelque chose.
L&, entre I'Université €cologique st La Banque Hokaldo, ov les
ordures de tous les quartiers se mélent comme les eaux des riviéres
a I'embouchure. Surtout on affiche le Défi. Pourrait-ll naitre
allieurs! C'est vral, timide encore... Au dcbut... R pslne gazoullie-t-
it...

J'y connals bien les bars. Ouond J'étals encore un gosse je les ol
souvent visités...

-t Rnge traine”... ,Rladin”... ,Le dernier Nicador"...
«Fetiche"... ,Le Treitement Ambulant™... Hier J'al repris le méme

- trajet... J'essayals me souvenir, a revivre... Je cherchails... €n deux

heures j'al compris... des changements partout. La mode, encore au
début, a été lancée par un certain Paul (surnommé le Paladin). Des
grappe de verrues, visibles... Des nez diformes ol & la

Pinocchlo... Des orclllcs pendantes surgies des coll'l‘urosz‘l

ERUNEE




qui t'enchevetent led o @0 im0 0 de memc, probablement a notre égard. Mals ils ont un autre
regard... Des yeux...7 S \mode d'agir, un autre style, ua vral artl lis m'ont battu
bigles... qui manquenti ' sqstémnthucmont... solgneusement... professionneliement...
souvent. Des caries; | ¢ blen qu'avec dégout... mals sans qu'lis me rompent quelque
meticvievsement ;f;;g;g;g;f_: i chose d'Important. €h, la Lol... en dehors, et dans le fourgen
cultivées... Plusieurs] . aussl. Quand je me suls révelllé ['al vw deux mecs, sirement
choses, av fond infantiles. |  tirés d'vne la moindre des poubelles. Il me rognrdolcnt.
Ca suffit comme I:erroln | Homo Pubelus! ,Salut” ont-lis dit, en riant et j'al

de culture.
€t puis la tenssion qu

flotte dans ['air. Lisible & | méme au molns. Je respectals un scénorio.

dans les regards dss ;j;jj;@;’;-}' Le lendemain, donc hier, ,Guru Amoc" este né. Je n'al
gens... dans les! . pas peur maintenent des choses Irreversibles.

avtomates abimés... On ,,;_;_;_;_; |

la devine derriére lesi - .- (PamiRd E mml

vétements humides... {f}?{f@ﬁff;

sous les téches de molsi. | e La musique: €zechll Bosh
On est sur le point de la] . Le texte: Andy Beader
toucher. Pourquol mol, jc -

ne pourrais pas étre le & . ls monde va arever dans un loc de vomissements

devolteur? Pourquol pos? | € k sous un Dieu en coma

Bien que je ne me sois| | Quond mes putréfies os échapperont aux angolsses

pas du tout revenu @ ln = & :x mm' :"ug

maison. Non! Ces lieux me | i :

semblaient 6trongers, -- le refrain: Uhystérie, Fanarchie

bien que... Non, nonl{ | Elles sont venues, en béqullles, ds Russiel

Sans Jdoute nonl I.es S ' |

intérieurs me semblent | el - . - Lo mort est e sel jetté en soupe

des images de synthese ;| T mmmhﬂ:ﬂdtm |

d'va jev video de} | sors v

mugojﬂ. B les Eonut BAMUTA € tire, verd, sur tous c@tg qul se trowont dans lo barl
personnages assis dans | Oul, tire, oull .-

les tables scanent en BD.
L'odeur aseptique. Ou sont les tapets op-d'nrl:? €t Grottlgnol et Le
Nain, et Matusalem avec les vieilies contes de fées sur des villas
blanches et des femmes sereines qul te révelllent avec I'arome
Jd'une bovuillante café? L'€thos est changé. A chaque pas on voit des
nouveaux-druide paranoiaques, des lucifériques pasteurs, des
apathiques eroto-expertes... un ,Jeune Dawos” avec le regard
perdu... ¢'est un cloaque qui pue jusqu'au ciel.

.S&/WIPPJ

Je peux le fairel Surement! Mails comment? Les prédicateurs ‘;jh
sont & tout pas, des prophetes aussi, des maitres d'école... Qui i

crient montés sur les tables... Guettant dans 'embre des murs.m

Pénétrant dans le réseau, quand on ne s'attend pas, on Bax

retrouvent riant dans les moniteursl Personne ne les regardent

- Rlors? i
Rvant-hier J'étais a ,L'Ange trainé". Je bus une ,exitus" avec ﬂu

citron. Je n'avais pas envie de vivre... J'aurais voulv aarocher une

eroto-prof. Un pev de mouvement, ca ne fait du mal & personne. Etﬂ s s “Z?'r

soudain le barman change la chaine de télé. Il passe sur MTV'8.

Quelques idiots crialent I... sans force... des cabotins... ayant das
gestes affectés... C'est faux... Avjourd’huil personne ne chcmta
live... Seuviement deux ou trois groupes apparaissent chaqu%

anneé, malis sont déjé fini apres le premier succes. €t pas dans la’;
Zone... C'est plus qu'une habitude a braquer les yeux a la télé. “;
C'est un mode de vie qui tue le temps, élégamment et

discrétement. :

Donc une idée est née & mon esprit... €lle n'a pas eu le temps
de se former... La rixe a eclaté. €lle m'a dérangé, pourquol
mentir... bien qu'en général... Mais alors je devais penser... Disu

sait qui I'a amorcée... J'ai le talent de me trouver au milieu des

événements. Comme si |'étais en train de les chercher... Personne
ne me les montre... J'ai donné mol aussi... sans savoir ov... A
gauche... Ru droite... Sans choisir. Sans partialité... Tous sont
coupables. €t puis ca me Faisait bien... J'al un peu agité mon
sang... Je soufflais un peu... la soupape...

Les flics ont régardé les choses autrement. Comme d'habitude.
On-peut-les expliquer la moindre des choses? Je les tuerais les
22 premiers... pas par haine... mais par princlpo. lls pensent

J5F
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Le refraln: Uhystéile, Fanarchie
Gllusontms,mb&qt@lu,dcﬂmlol

tttttt

ttttt

: t: chatoyant ot,cmpmrl,
Mols ndjo me mettral o’gourir

Lomondowmcommunuuf:owl

ﬁ"

Oul, Il puesa, oull % i
Oul, I pum, oull ]

% “%,
le relrdn Uhystérie, Fonarchis’; &,
Elles sont venues, en béqullles, dn Russiel %
ﬁppn& et fllms, gratter en barbo,?::._ %WW e W

=- I.a refrain: Uhystérie, 'anarchis
" €Elles sont venues, en béquilles, de ﬂus.ﬁl

Gtonmo&owmmaiant,mhuﬂont gﬁ-

#  Rvecls .Non™ - la seule pensée, o
#  Quand je mouriralt dans le final, ‘%
W & QGuand cstts fin viendrent. %
"E:-%'_g;-?" Oul, .Non"®, Oull
y .Y Oul, ,Non", Oull '
i 6 MM 7995 P
Un jour Féste... Nous avons ev environ mll#ﬁ fgns au concert.
€videmment, seulement, des mlsémblm&qﬂ‘“le sotiffient dans la

bouche quond ils pdrltﬁtmﬂllﬁwtc regardent ﬁmoumunt...
I'i:omcnl:... iis attendent... La plupart me sont inconnus.

lis n'ont jamalis entendu sirement d’Andy, le chanteur
d'industrial scream. ,,Gurv Amoc", le mec qui crache sa haine
partout, n'importe quand et n'importe comment, les a riunls.

Quelques’uns, le genre syndicaliste, ont commencé a crier...
pour les diriger... pour les organiser... Mon Dieul Ces Idiots n'ont
rien compris. Rllol... Je veux une armée des nihillistes..: répandue
dans la ville... sans avoir des liens entre eux... Chacun doll: agir &

13-13




Tout chaine peut-étre brisés... tﬁuh tumeur psut-étre cxtlrp&o.
Mals on a I'embarras du cholx. Som, mols les bonnes feés n'existent

que dans les jeux interactifs poyr gmigins. lcl, dans la ville, on veit

que des idols déchus et des vomplrcs l&s gencisves pourriés ...

- Le monde YOUS semble cxétmblaljﬁgus cn avez assez? Il vous

||||||||

vvvvvvv

avez peur qu’. BPRGS rien ne: sulvre?... Th@ end of the roa:!?... €h...
C'est cal Cest le destinl Dgis je vous dire’ ‘que toutes les chéses ont
une fin? Alors? A quoi bisn attendre? Nous pataugeons dais la

boue m1omont par I'habitude?... Sevlemént parce que les autl‘u:;:eﬁ:ff‘f*

nousiont enseignés dlnsi? Abrégez Iﬁgonlc ds monde. i%
métdstasel Détruisez ui mur, les systémesl! Elibérez I'cnttoplﬂ Le®
chgios éternel ot stoblﬂ Uégalité par les ruings! Criez la symphonle *

' -Rien de nowmu d'allieurs. On salk déjo toﬂt ca.

*::. "' :' ‘: ,.,.,é:.'.-l-" :":.
¢ 7. ,une ‘rsll
pollective?® ...

iiiiiiiiiiiiiii

ﬂ@ﬁ ”'-::’:u

lllllllllllllllllllllllllll

. Touten hefvers Io Polms, le President Dolmag blesscé por dcu::
toupsde feu. Lgs bétiments de I'administration publf‘qu dévastés. Un
prétre ospergé avec de I'essence et brile devan_p I'église Sainte :
€caterina. Upn‘autre poignardé, milieu de la Placé du Travail. te;

groupes de. Ja police fuyant les jeunes kamikaze b rrés. déﬂpfos‘h

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

Uéxpress dérculle a I'heure de pointe. Lles chrétiens:g

Voiln:le sommaire bilan des dernidres trois jours. Un affreux b!l
le vent.dg la folie a t-llcommencé a souffler au-dessus & k la ville; ,"Ou
est-ce un tamplot dément contre tous? Tout de mémc,p.lc

_pseudb-ideologw née dans des quelques esprits malsains Q_'_“*‘ s f‘:"

.........
iiiiiiiiiii

&&&&&&

événements. Espérons que fe‘ ‘Gouveraement’ (coupoble de Ig tenssion

créée) recconnaisse son échec. Pour l'instant les troupes sp: j'

'armée ont occupée les points-clé de le capitale. €st-ce une solution?

Oui, nous I'espérons. Nous en reparlerons peut-étre de cette nmoine
dont chaque jour est devenu une nuit. Une nuit de Saint Bortholamé

Plaise a Dieul
Articie unique apparv dans Is demier numére de
| quotidien .L'Osll publiqus™ £5.11.1995 |

8. .%H afVm /995

J'ai peur. J'al une peur terrible. La terreur m'a |
envahi... presque inopinément... Je dis ,presque"” |
parce que tout d'abord je lui al senti l'odeur aigre, |
sauvage, I'odeur de cachette. €lle m'a cogné la |
poitrine... Commes la vague d’'air chaud d'un |
débarras oublié... €lie s'est fixé dans mon cerveou... |
€lie s'est écoviée dans mes mains... Dans mes |
jombes... Mon corps tremble sans pouvoir la |
controler... Je veux crier... Courrir... Me cacher... C'est |
tout'ce que je veux... La depasséé, mon Diey, la | |}
- perdre... |

Les muscles ne m'obeissent pas. lis sont en bols, en |
roc. J'avale ma salive... La langue enflée, rugueuse, |
m'a m'est rempli la bouche... € je haléte. Comme sl |
mes poumons ont brusquement décidé & compenser le |
repos de mon corps. Calm... |

Lucide... Je m'appele Andy. Le défi me soutient... |
Ma réligion c'est la halne... Mon but c'est la mort. Oul, |
je m'appele Rndy... g

Je veux savoir ou-je suls, comme |'y suls arrivé... |
Llnnconnu m'effraye. Lincompris. Je me rappelle.

Je me suls caché dans le chambre-réserve, entre |
les doubles murs du living... J'étails un peu satisfait, |
Content de I'évolution des choses... Rutaat que j'en |
peux... Les radios communiquaient des infos |
réjouvissantes... les radios qui existaient encore. Donc |
€zechil, Viady et les autres n'ont perdu le temps |
vainement. Mon role est finl. J'al été un bouton-

\ o

dq; la destruction ]usq“u'o ¢ que les tympans dgs rUGUSUR cmm\t. W%;lc

hs yeux. Je reste alnsi... en ott;ndnnt... Mals pas
gxpulsés de la eﬁc laisse le regard s'écovler parmi les paupléres. Ls jaune
-Cathedmla ‘de Saint Jean, poursuivis dans les rues, [gnchés, pcndgs ff»-’ ‘brilant... Des dunes, des dunes é;

i"“

comie il § a deux mille ans d'ailleurs. % #

pression d'lnltlotlon, rlon de plus.

€t puis seul, dans ['air suffoquant de cottt chambre, la halne
m'a ectasé. Je pouvals me le permettre...

Arrivé, maiatenant, au bout de la vole,

Mol, pour v_if"*‘i dans la brume et la fum

Je me suls maitrisé pendant des mols entiers... J'al enterré lo
haine... Oh, qu ‘effort! Mais J'en ol gardé les bourgeons. J'aurals
effrayé les idiots autrement. €xalté je fus de I'essence ot quand je
me doslrolg l'onat!ﬁuc... Je me suis montré lucide, pas froide... .

re & ms wnﬁmﬁm ' Io:nblc... tenace... convaicant. On

l'l'oqugs‘-moll Tout doff movurirl l.c boqm doll: dlsppomltnl il doit
ater comme la bulle du savonl” € je m'yisuls révelllé...

Gris... Frold... Humf#lt‘... Silence... NI mﬁm les palpitations
mon coeur ne me troublent... C'est la mort? Suls-J'arrivé Ru-
ﬂclq@ Non, on ne peut p@,s mourir alnsl... Comme ea passant dans
uhe autre chambre... Nonl. Rlors?... Le- mondc...ilon, pas un mot
s plusl Ce seralt trop drol@ S |
# Je bouge mes mains. J'essaye do le.foife. Je sm. sans doute,
‘j als... Jo regardc & bos.,. On nt ‘volt rien... Il n q-g rien. Ls gris,

-----

.....

,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, t46'm’ q rogardals.u sans distinguer mes lim cs.
is la lumiére est oppmc brusquement. Ls selell. Je ferms
pgm longtemps.

encore des duncs.xic désert? OO,

mon Diev... 4
C'est étrangel Les mvons fe m& brulcnt pas. Mm«pccu est encore
froide... €t sous les nues plantes dos pled (pouréuol nues, depuls
quand,nues? depuis quand, plantes?) je ne son? pas le sable. Je

~ sens une surface lise, neutre, ledomgnt artifici '

Je retourne le tete a gauche. Je %ls pos ﬂés loln, une l‘ontalnc
avec tous ses accessolres. €n plein désért.
J'entends quelques cloquements., h sals que les bollcs m'ont

ggiales de:e*.:-.:..mtronspcrcé Je ne sens aucune doulctg:..,a. Jc ne sens pos... Mais je le

ns mtg je dis et |e mchoon
sautlliqnt vers la fentaine... Je
ne I'al’'pas voulu... Je n'al pqs
solf... e bols... Je n'al pas

soif et f*’ﬁau... que dire... slie
n'est pas humide. R coté de la
fontaine, [‘'observe un écran
opaque. M'ottendait-li ici,
= depuls toujours? J'en était pas
&2 tellement sir... Je ne ['avols

ST

= jamais observé auparavant.li

T tE

.....
ShEme

. pousse en plein désert de

PPt g
aaaaaa
......

= carton, oul, c'est du carton) et
s'étend a perte de vue... &
gauche,... & droit... en haut..:
et l'eav que je continve &
boire jalllit par mes trous, on
avrait dit un puits artésien.
Mals, elle n'atteigne pas le
sable. €lie disparait en I'air.
Je sorte une carotte d'une
poche Imaglnnlrc. le la
CroqQue...

That's

all folks!

Transiated by
Sebastion A. Corn &
Tiberiu OPAITHA




irst Iés(md in december ‘92, the “SF Joumnal® took deep

edit -5

orial polic
acially the ¢

new wave as thef:

roots in the romanian fandom by it's pro style and the
regularity of it's apparitions. This was also due to it's
.8., encouraging of t

- - -- - >
ambers of the ‘80's ge
- I -1'-'-. ¥ L ¥ - .-

he roania authors,

> . _ the

Miet e
» lent a hand -by
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sew
Romanian SF fintholog:

those who ente the & 1990. Afterwards, : - _
the qthems alsejeined-in he s - P Short stories selected by Romulus Barbulescu & George
ag,',‘, ah Y -.,*\.[ £o; ey .o (e tiSpes, Mo pritic Anania and presented by N. Lee Wood & Norman Spinrad
certain recognition in the field for our journal. Thafs why, at the |K e Aute )

annual romanian SF convention (Romcon ‘93) we were awarded
as the best magazine on 1993. Probably (notice the way we
boastl) a better denomination could have been, “the most

- important magazine” - in fact, we received such a prize this spring,

from a private company, “Geovaly SRL" - because our main ro

was in buildin

a “creators’ effervescence”, as we call it down

here. Where did this lead us to? To the structuring of the ‘0’s
generation, counting enough members (number and value

 comprisedl),to initiate an ea

quake of the SF Establishment in

NEMIRA ‘9

; Cotlas fmin. Ldvw Gunmen Bl Oromescy
haweguic] - ﬂi....l.l, g P 3
Snow W ; e

Romania. You will find some of them in the pages of this special s
| pece S , o . EGRR 5. : : _‘;"".I.""' . 0 o BT o S ek
Ovidiu Bufnila Cotizo Draia Silviu Genescu Mihail Gramescu

soutilas NEMIRA 94

Salnps da Romubs Birculaiw 3 Oearge Mnonie
Woud o Noumun Spiriad

W § peegsntane de N lae,
g Sheia Geaote i

g Latito Didg

sl g

Razvan Haritenovici Danut lvanescu Cristian Lazdrescu Lucian
Merisca Rlexandru Mirenov Mircea Oprité Radu Pavel Gheo
Cristian Tudor Popescu Adrion Preda Alexandru Ungureanu

Danut Ungureanu |

This werk is radically

_ different on ~ This is not "science-fitien" in the
every level, from the surreal traditional sense, no hard
storylines, to the intense magic nuts-n-bolts of technolegical

: realism of the imagery, to the wonders within plodding,
dense superheated energy of the  logical story. This is bizarre

the romanian fandom.

prose itself. €ven in €English
translation, you can read a
paragraph of just about any story
in this beok; and know that you

are reading ROMQANIan science
fiction, and noet something else.

psychological fiction, a ride on the

wild side of the subcoencious. The
mythical creatures in these stories
are the smoldering hallucinatiens

‘that live within the seuls of

ordinary people, emerging from

LA

fdrian Bénutdé  lonut Banuta the _twising  shodowy  hear
. born the 17th of _- born the 5th of Joavary, 1970. | *- ~ beating within us all.
Octobar, 1971 (from the ' He spent some time In three literary NORMAN SPINRAD M. L€€ WOoOoD

worksheps ("Pozitreaic™ - SBuzds, o - ;
founding member, whizh he ¢ Somcething about Nemira:

'f“"‘[“‘“d batween 1987 -1238; pate of birth: 1991, Bucharest, Romania (bizarrery: Nemira i o mountain in the
Pruputcrtb 2 'Emﬂ.‘: ?.mf‘f' Romanian Carpathians; if you doubt that, leck out the Britannice atlas: Nemira
ek “';':::" ;'zhs o ?H;no:iiﬁg' Mare, 1,649 ';me.tzrs).. ’Nat!tilus’ is one of the 18 series of Nemira, and the most
Member of the Ouo Vadis? literary ft?mous s series publls!_aed ln‘ﬂemamm The proof: two awards in }?92 and 1993
workshop®, 9VE" by the jury of the National ?""“"‘_""“F‘Q‘}‘r and another one in 1992 for the
He won his first prize In bust st magazine (the mztcenc penedlcal ‘Noautilus’, which _dissapca{‘gd
graphics in 1989 and made his tz‘r!'lpamrlly). A better proof is a long file of authers: Herbert, Asimov, Dick,
debut in 1990, in the Spinrad, Anderson, Strugatski, etc., and last, but not lcast, a few of those
-“Contemporanul” aimenac. included in this anthelogy. The 50th ‘Nautilus’ book will appear during the
- In 1991, he publishes o journal cuROcon... This Anthelogy! |
entitied “The Twilight Zong” (he has = %" 1ee
aothing to do with the namel), bet | e e
the economist embezzles with the =
money and khe journal can’t be

very begianing he was &
nonconformist: his birth
certificate states he was
born oa the 18th - as | tell
you, they reckensd his
foresesing the doy he was
bornl - as a resuit, he
became the youngest chief
_editor in Remania, ond
perhaps in the world)
in 1988, his brother
enlistens him In the
“Pozitrenic” literary
workshop. Bstween 1989
and 1991, he coordinates

it's activity. publizhed aaymora. voe &
His first shert short story, He pvblils':c:l wks and P A
= w | - . vericus pamphiets la "Quasar”,
Romance”, wins the Ist ' »gaticlpatia”, “Jurnalul SF", * o

prize in 1987. This
achievement decides him to
‘write more, with the hope of

 de €st”, “Jurnalul de Creleve”, ia
the “$tilntd si Anticipotis” cimaneac,
ia the “Thora Mirrors Anthology”. He

sarning his money from was first published os a cover
publishing. in 1988, he graphician in 1993 - He dasigned
audiates aesthetic classes the cover for "Weord for Werld is
and Is nominated for e Forest”, by U.K. Le Gula.

. In 1994 he will issue his first S | | -
~ anthology, entitied, “Cyberpunk P Fva lerritt o
| Blves”.
He also traasiotes from freach,

in s spors time. Ufortwncteiv. e NJEIMIRA Publishing House

raa out of time. s T =
1 ) Botorani Alley, Bl. V57, sc. 2, ap. 25, 76321 Bucuresti S
P.0. Box 25-38 Bucuresti-ROMANIA -
Phone: 40-1-665.87.95, Phone/Fax: 40-1-211.65.60, Fax: 46-1.781.72.51

- mainstream short story ot
the National contest
“€xcelsior™,
He embarks on writing SF
because of his brother’'s
insistences. |
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