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Chapter 1

The barren smile in the cage

Motto: “Culture is a kind of a food. If you get used o its taste,
the other snacks will lose their satiery”

[ am a woman and I feel when feminity is in danger. The difference between
the others and me occurs when I act while the suckers prefer to take a step back. If
it were for them, we would have to get down on our knees even when we mop the
floors or tame the vacuum cleaner. No!!! Definitely, we are not maids or pretexts
for men’s romantic upsets. As long as I have some pride and vigor left, I will fight
hard against the despotism with a hat.

[ really don’t understand, why do some dudettes fall so easily for those who
just want to tick another check box on their list? As far as I am concerned, I have
had enough lovers over time, but I have never bowed to the type of well-tanned,
muscular male, padded with “Mister Big” underwear, where ir’s only advertised ...
but the rest!? Huh?!... I wanted to be independent, sophisticated, even if some-
times [ seemed weird. Anyway, differently than the vast majority of men see us:
sweaty, fluttering in the wind between the washing machine and the frying pan;
sacrificing our dreams, career, or personal life to a male, to the kids, or God knows
whose humanitarian illusions; moreover, leaving us (deliberately? influenced?) at-
tracted to mystical speculations that ignore our personality, abilities and creativity.
Well, NO: as far as [ am concerned, I prefer to be emancipated, conceited, in con-
trol of my time, habits and frivolities. In a way ... a virgin ... But in only one way.

[ despise the beaten paths, the recipes, the canons of the ordinary crowd. I do
not adjust to this world. I have my own.

Hm, “selfish” would some houscholders say. “High-strung girl, in love with
her own pipe-dreams, as with her earrings,” other would grumble. “You're wrong,
my dears! All I want is everything to be good for me, and because nobody bothers
to induce me this mood, I must take care of myself.”

In fact, that is exactly what I am doing, constantly taking into account my
own image. At thirty.... something, you cannot help it. Therefore, whatever it is,
I do not go out into the world with a messy manicure, without makeup, or with
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a discharged cell phone battery. [ have a flawless, matching outfit, even when I
warm my cat’s milk cup. Image is not everything, but it matters. And ... the little
details make the difference, right?

I am a blonde-haired woman, dyed as genuine as possible, with turquoise eyes
thanks to the contact lenses with which science has blessed us. I constantly use
mascara and makeup since [ was 12 years old, lipstick and gel since eight. [ wear
wide-brimmed hats, sometimes suspenders, and even striped trousers with match-
ing ties. In my chest pocket, I always have a vintage cigarette case and sunglasses
with a flowered frame. I rarely laugh and I am thankful for quite a few things. I
am startled especially when the cherry of a well-chilled Campari manages to give
a bright perspective to life, or even more, that mysterious meaning that our pipe
dreams help us discover in the depths of all things. However, I do not think I am a
poser just because I like to put myself first, and even talk about it frequently. After
all, to be captivated by his own appearance is a concern that defines an epicenter
of normalcy for any responsible being. Is it legal? Of course it is!

Although I am an expert in concealment, I find it difficult to open up. Not
necessarily because I persist in being intolerant and unbearable, but rather because
of men, some weirdos who only find us interesting if we were framed within an
enigma too difficult to decipher. Who would have thought that mystery beats sex-
uality? It is true, though.

Yes, I am single. This vocation of extended rest in the arms of loneliness has
become quite a modus vivendi, but is a fact that I deliberately choose to ignore
even if sometimes I hear the whistling of a violin in a deserted concert hall. Al-
though rarely, sometimes I have bitter memories that increase the feeling of loneli-
ness. So what? I do not care about the past. [ do not waste my time looking at the
future through a narrow bottleneck of long-lost memories. In addition, how can
you not enjoy the eternal encounter with yourself? Why choose evasiveness, am-
biguity, even chance, to the detriment of some convenient loyalties. What good
is it to leave the only certainties proven over the years tarnished? For what? Who
needs it?

Some time ago I had a relationship with a guy to whom I fulfilled every fan-
tasy, sacrificing my time and even a few whims that were part of my DNA. What
was next? Less than three months later, he moved back home with his wife. Al-
legedly, he did not want to sacrifice my dreams for something that might not
come true. Really? After all I've done for him, even neglecting myself?

It’s okay, from this story I learned to not spoil any of those who come with
matrimonial handcuffs. Nor is advisable to mess with someone new to the family,
on the other hand. Well, if your cousin’s fiancé falls into the same category. Only
I know how much all my relatives have defiled me for this adventure, as if T had it
with His Holiness, The Patriarch of Constantinople. That is when the rumor has
it, which has no idea how things are, undeservingly turns the victim into an un-

scrupulous aggressor. What am I to blame for his expert gaze on The Seven Steps
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of Sin gracefully lured me to 4 glass of ..., making me imperceptibly reach for an
additional.... glass of and to everything that followed?

I don't know why, I have the impression that especially lately, men have been
avoiding me. Maybe is my volcanic temper, who knows? What is certain is that very
rarely have I ever managed to have a sentimental getaway for more than a month.
Oh, T almost forgot about that crazy summer I spent in the Globus circus contor-
tionist’s caravan. Few neurons flowed under his hair, but his thighs were ... awe-
some. | remember that at parting he wrote to me in the sky with fumigants: “You are
my muse, Monica”. Would it even matter if my name were a little different?

Opverall, I have nothing to worry about: thank God, the pond is still full of
fish. Therefore, I ended up not even wanting to escape from this emotional vacu-
um, a shrine that became my second nature.

The past? A dress that I remember I can change with another, as I wish. I have
never been a seecker among the vintage remnants. Moreover, whenever I decided
to change the switch, I casually discarded the old rail.

Over time, like any carnivorous creature that feeds on foreign bodies, I ticked
enough relationships, but I did not get seriously involved in any of them. Oh my,
you don’t want me to get sick of so much happiness, right? Yes, I veered to one
side or the other, but not necessarily because I wanted to, but because such slip-
pages are related to normalcy in such a slippery society. In fact, the coupling has
no brain, only short memory, personalized in the loss of identity ... of the coupler.

In short, I neither loved nor I suffered from love as all the other suckers which,
when dumped look like headless chickens running through the yard as if hit by a
meteorite. Let us not be hypocritical though: the animal in every man makes him
forget abour fidelity when a well-tuned tit, with voluptuous shapes, shows up on
the stage. Well... the same thing happens with women, but ... a little differently.

All right, I admit it! [ am a woman and I have the same appetite as my sis-
ters for experiment and fantasy. If I moderated my primary impulses a little, I
could probably be among the ignorant types, but with a growth potential. It also
helps me that I have always been loyal, sometimes even to several men at once.
Of course, it should neither be leaked that over time I have become an expert in
sneaking a few 4/, or yess to enhance my full involvement, nor that by focusing
a little, I manage to fall in love in less than fifteen minutes, which - let’s face it - is
a doubdess example of efficiency.

I know, it has been almost sixteen years since I inaugurated the Decade of
the One-Night Stands, but as | have already established, that still does not make
me want a serious relationship. In fact, it is easy to guess where an involvement
beyond the reasonable limits can lead: to the suppression of one’s own identity,
through the volatilization of certainties. To be free means to have autonomy of
movement only based on one’s own fidelities.

You have to be crazy to risk everything for someone. I only violated this prin-
ciple once, when I have hooked up with an unemployed actor who gave me the
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feeling that he needed me, even if he did not know why. His palms were cold, had
penetrating eyes and apart from the fact that he was an idiot and untalented, he
had almost no defects. Our relationship lasted almost half a season, during which
time I wasted several potential matches while he lost all the roles he could have
played. “You are a silent hymn dedicated to the void; a selfish one specialized in
appearances and nothingness. I can’t make endless deals with superficiality “, the
bastard told me when he left. Then he shrugged and faded in the dead of night as
if it were his personal property.

Thats it: to hell with men and all their fuss. I can live my life without accompa-
ny them while they are grinding the emptiness. I prefer to display that infallible smile
with which I fake an emotion that ... I do not have. It is not at all that difficult for
me, given the fact that I have hands-on experience in concealment since ... ugh, I re-
ally have a problem when I try to position the moment of losing my moral virginity.

Quite honestly, I do not have a devastating relationship with my girlfriends
either. Well, maybe only with those who have a permanent residence on Face-
book. Taking into account how mean the world is today, no wonder: If you are
beautiful, it’s not good because you look better than they do. If you stand out with
well-argued opinions, you risk being badmouthed behind your back that you are
actually stupid, but you have prepared convenient topics in advance. Nor is advis-
able to be too talkative, because you will be labelled as a blabbermouth.

So the heck with the friendship of your companions who are with you only
when you do well. Lucky for me, I am doing very well professionally. I must note
without conceit, (but considering that only fools should be modest, because they
have reasons) that I was always there in pole position. School prize-winner, vale-
dictorian of my class in college, graduate of doctoral studies at the London Univer-
sity of the Arts and the first in my circle of acquaintances who grabbed life by the
horns and managed to turn it into a lucrative business. More precisely, I speculat-
ed that we live in times manifested by genetic mutations, according to which the
new generations tend to have more photos than written pages in their bookshelves
and I decidedly got involved in the rush of this phenomenon. Destiny sided with
me and I enriched myself with a medal while wearing a silver dress since the first
contest I participated. Then, I smelled blood and sharpening my claws, I jumped
to the challenge of wanting to make a place of my own inside the pack.

It seems hard to believe that you can live by taking pictures and capitalizing
on them, but this is the truth though. As a proof, my works were on display in
the foyer of the theater and someone purchased all of them right after inaugura-
tion. I wonder who could have been? A knowledgeable connoisseur or maybe even
an unconventional photo collector? It was important to me that I collected my
money unexpectedly quickly.

I admit I came into this guild through a blend of convenience and chance:
Being a Belle Arte graduate, I was well acquainted with pictorial themes and the
symphony of colors. However, I deliberately left for others the representation of

12



the exuberance of the sea waves, of the bucolic landscapes, or the sunrise blowing
with blush and I risked on photographic images. After all, I did not move away
from playing with volumes, the trembling contours, or the disjunction of light,
it’s just that I did it through a different technique, and by the fact that my works
are only black and white; I was able to deepen the chiaroscuro seduction of the
incomparable Caravaggio, this incredibly seductive Marlowe of painting.

I also have a favorite theme: Rain. I try to capture it in all its forms and man-
ifestations. The grand prize I won in Paris, the one that brought me notoriety and
many contracts, rewarded the photo of a wet, huddled kitten looking at a blind
lantern in a bus stop at night, waiting for ... the rain to stop. Indeed, it was the
beginning of an adventure in an extremely profitable field, a job that allows me to
be lazy in the morning, to travel to the most wonderful places. Even to answer the
phone only... if I feel like it.

Still, T got four calls in a row, did something happen that cannot be post-
poned? I had to see who could not do without me:

“Yeah”

“Hello, Maria?”

“Im herself in person”

“Good evening, Laura Sand here, sorry to bother you”
<« >>>’7

“I'm Christian Sand’s daughter, your former art history professor in college. If
you remember, I sometimes came to his classes with Julia, my older sister”

I shook the quiver with irrelevant memories and, as it were, in a warm corner
of the memory, something stuck out:

“Um, a little vague, but I remember. You were calmly staying with the school
homework in front of you, even if sometimes it was late in the evening and you
were starving. [ think it was very hard time for you when ... I mean, right after
... Sorry .7

“Yes, after my mother died. I was in fourth grade, my sister - one year older
and poor dad had no one to babysit us. It was a terrible time, we all cried almost
continuously, -often for no particular reason. Anyway... It’s very hard for me to
remember those moments ... P’m sorry [ started wailing ... and ...”

“No, it’s all right. Nevertheless, I wonder, how did you find me? I don’t share
my phone number with too many people”

“I got it as courtesy of the university secretary. In fact, the woman suggested
that I contact you, knowing that you live near where my father is hospitalized.
You know;, I need a little help. Only if it’s not much of an inconvenience. Can I
give you some details?”

How the hell do people who have “a listle problem” always find me? I must have
deserved it, if I chose to pick up the phone instead of conserving my energies and neu-
rons. What audacity for this bitch to call me out of the blue, moaning like a bro-
ken hinge. Didn't anyone tell her that only the government provides social protection,
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Capitolul 1

Surasul sterp din colivie

Motto: ,,Cultura este un fel de hrand. Daci te obisnuiesti cu gustul ei,
celelalte merinde isi vor pierde din satietate.”

Sunt femeie. Ca urmare, simt cind feminitatea (a mea sau in general?) se afli
in pericol. Diferenta dintre mine si celelalte (femei) e datd de faptul ca atunci
cand eu decid si actionez, fraierele aleg si faci un pas in spate. De-ar fi dupi ele,
ar trebui si umblim in genunchi chiar si atunci cind spilim cu mopul pe jos ori
imblanzim aspiratorul.

NU!" Hotirat lucru, nu suntem slujnicele niminui si nici pretexte pentru
refulirile barbatilor! Cati vreme voi mai avea demnitate si vigoare, voi lupta din
risputeri impotriva despotismului cu pélirie!

Chiar nu inteleg: oare de ce cad atit de usor unele ,dudui” in mrejele celor
care nu vor decit si mai bifeze o pozitie din lista? In ce mi priveste, de-a lungul
timpului am avut destui amorezi, dar niciodati nu m-am inchinat in fata tipu-
lui de mascul bine bronzat, musculos, implitosat cu lenjerie intima ,,Mister Big”,
unde doar reclama mai spune ceva, ci restul... Mi-am dorit si fiu independenti,
sofisticati, chiar daci uneori piream ciudatd. Oricum, altfel decit ne vad marea
majoritate a barbatilor: transpirate, zburdand cu pletele in vant intre magina de
spalat si cratitd, sacrificindu-ne visele, cariera ori viata personald in favoarea unui
mascul, a plozilor sau mai stiu eu a caror iluzii umanitare. Mai mult decit atat, ne
lisim (deliberat sau influentar?) atrase citre elucubratii mistice care ne ignord per-
sonalitatea, capacitégile si creativitatea. Ei bine, NU! In ce mi priveste, prefer sa fiu
emancipati, vanitoasd, stipini pe timpul, tabieturile si frivolititile mele. Intr-un
fel, daca vreti... virgind, insi intr-un anume fel.

Dispretuiesc potecile bititorite, retetele, canoanele multimii obignuite. Nu
mi conformez lumii. Am o lume a mea.

Hm! ,Egoistd” ar spune unii. ,Fitoasd, indrigostiti de propriile-i himere, la
fel ca de cerceii din ureche”, ar crcotii altii. VA inselati, dragilor! Tot ce-mi doresc
este si-mi fie mie bine. Si pentru ci nimeni nu se gribeste s3-mi induci o astfel de
stare trebuie si-mi port singurd de griji.
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De fapt asta i fac: tin cont in permanentd de propria-mi imagine. La cei trei-
zeci si... ceva de ani ai mei, nici n-are cum s fie altfel. Asa cd orice ar fi, nu ies in
lume fird manichiuri ingrijitd, fird s fiu fardatd sau cu bateria telefonului des-
carcatd. Am mereu o {inutd impecabili, asortatd, chiar si atunci cAnd i incilzesc
motanului meu portia de lapte. Imaginea nu e totul, dar cit de mult conteazi! Si
apoi, micile detalii fac diferenta, nu?

Cine sunt eu? Sunt o blondi vopsiti cit se poate de autentic, cu ochi de pe-
ruzea (gratie lentilelor de contact cu care ne-a blagoslovit stiinta, printre altele).
Folosesc constant rimel si farduri (de la 12 ani), precum si ruj, gel (de la 8 ani).
Port palirii cu boruri largi, uneori bretele, ba chiar si pantaloni raiati la care asor-
tez cravate. In buzunarul de la piept am permanent un porttigaret vintage si port
ochelari de soare cu rami infloratd. Rad arareori, mi mulfumesc destul de putine
lucruri. Tresalt indeosebi atunci cand cireasa unui Campari bine frapat reuseste si
dea vietii o perspectivi luminoasi sau chiar mai mult: acel inteles tainic pe care
himerele ne ajuti s il identificim in profunzimea tuturor lucrurilor.,

Nu cred cd sunt o fandositi doar pentru ci imi place si mi pun in prim-plan.
Aleg sa si vorbesc frecvent despre asta. La urma urmei, preocuparea unei fiinte de
a-si manifesta responsabilitatea pentru propriul aspect defineste un epicentru de
normalitate. Este legal? Este!

Desi sunt experta in disimulare, mi deschid greu. Nu neapirat fiindci insist
si fiu intoleranta si nesuferitd, ci mai degrabi din cauza barbatilor: ciudatii istia
care ne vid interesante doar daci suntem prinse in montura unei enigme cAt mai
greu de decriptat. Cine ar fi crezut ci misterul bate sexualitatea? Si totusi e ade-
vérat.

Da, sunt singura. Ignor deliberat faptul ci vocatia popasului prelungit in braele
solitudinii a devenit un modus vivendi, chiar daci aud uneori scincetul viorii dintr-o
sald pustie de concerte. Desi rar, mi nipidesc cAteodatd amintiri amare ce-mi spo-
resc sentimentul singuritagii. Ei si ce? Nu-mi pasi de trecut. Nu mi irosesc privind
viitorul prin gatul ingust al sticlei cu aduceri aminte. In plus, cum si nu te bucuri de
eterna intilnire cu tine insuti? De ce si alegi evazivul, ambiguitatea, chiar hazardul,
in defavoarea unor fidelititi confortabile? La ce bun si accepti pangdrirea singurelor
certitudini dovedite in decursul anilor? Pentru ce? Cui foloseste?

Cu ceva timp in urmi am avut o relatie. I-am satisficut tipului toate fanteziile;
mi-am sacrificat timpul, ba chair §i unele capricii care ajunseseri si faca parte parte
din ADN-ul meu. Urmarea? Dupi nici trei luni s-a mutat inapoi acasi, la nevasti-sa.
Cici nu voia sd-mi sacrifice visele pentru ceva ce nu avea nicio sans si se implineas-
cd. Chiar aga? Dupi tot ce fiicusem pentru el, neglijindu-ma uneori pe mine?

Dar nu-i nimic. Din povestea asta m-am invitat minte: nu-i voi mai scarpina
eu vreodati in ceafd, pe cei care au in dotare, cdtuge matrimoniale. Din altd poves-
te am invitat ci nu-i indicat s te incurci, nici cu cineva care abia isi face intrarea
in familia ta (mi rog, in cazul in care logodnicul verisoarei tale se inscrie in aceeasi
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categorie). Numai eu stiu cit m-au spurcat toate neamurile pentru aventura asta,
de parcid m-as fi incurcat cu insusi Sanctitatea Sa, a Constantinopolului?! Asa se
intAmpli cind gura lumii transformi victima in agresor, fird si aibd habar cum
stau lucrurile in relaitate. De ce as fi eu de vina daci privirea lui de expert in cele
Sapte Trepte ale Picatului m-a ademenit cu gratie la un pahar de..., ficindu-ma si
ajung pe nesimiite la un pahar de... in plus si apoi... la tot ce a mai urmat?

Nu stiu de ce, dar am impresia cd mai ales in ultima vreme, birbatii mi cam
ocolesc. Cine stie? Poate temperamentul meu vulcanic o fi de vina?

Pe de alti parte, adevirul e ci foarte rar am reusit si duc vreodatd o escapada
sentimentali mai mult de o lund. Ah, da! Era sa uit de vara nebund pe care am
petrecut-o in rulota contorsionistului de la circul Globus. Pletele lui (slinoase, de
cele mai multe ori) cu sigurantd nu puneau la adipost prea multi neuroni; dar ce
coapse avea, Dumnezeule! O splendoare! Imi amintesc cum la despirtire mi-a scris
pe cer cu fumigene: ,Esti muza mea, Monica” Ce mai conta ci numele meu era
putin... diferit?

Una peste alta, n-am de ce si-mi fac probleme: slavd Domnului, balta e inci
plini de peste. Asa ci am ajuns nici si nu-mi mai doresc evadarea din acest vid
afectiv, care a devenit a doua mea natura.

Trecutul? O rochie pe care am constientizat c¢i o pot schimba oricind cu alta,
dupi bunul meu plac. Niciodati nu m-a preocupat prea mult si scercetez” printre
rimisitele zilelor de odinioard. Mai mult, de cite ori am hotirit si schimb maca-
zul, am aruncat in spate cu nonsalantd, vechea sind. De-a lungul timpului, ca orice
fiintd carnivora care se hrineste cu trupuri striine, am bifat relatii destule, dar nu
m-am implicat serios in nici una dintre ele. Pii, ce? Si mi se facd riu de la atata
fericire? Da, am mai alunecat intr-o parte sau alta, insi nu neaparat fiindci mi-am
dorit asta, ci pentru ci asemenea derapaje devin normale, intr-o societate att de
alunecoasi. De fapt, acuplarea nu are creier, ci doar memorie scurti, personalizata
in pierderea identitdtii... acuplatorului.

Rezumand, n-am iubit, insi nici n-am suferit din iubire ca toate proastele care
atunci cind sunt abandonate, parci-s niste giini fard cap ce aleargi prin curte de
parc le-ar fi lovit meteoritul. Apoi, si nu fim ipocriti: animalul din fiecare birbat
il face si uite de fidelitate atunci cAnd apare in peisaj o pitipoanci bine tunati, cu
forme voluptoase. Mi rog. .. si la femei se intimpli acelasi lucru, doar putin. .. altfel.

De ce si nu recunosc? Sunt femeie! Si aidoma suratelor mele, am acelasi apetit
atit pentru experiment, cit si pentru fantezie. Probabil daci mi-ag modera putin
impulsurile primare, m-as putea incadra in randul tipelor nestiutoare, dar cu real
potential de crestere. M ajuti si faptul ca am fost mereu loiald, uneori chiar mai
multor birbati odatd. Desigur nu trebuie s transpire faptul ca de-a lungul timpu-
lui am devenit expertd in a strecura citeva ah-uri sau 7z-uri care si potenteze ma-
xima mea implicare. Tar dacd m3 concentrez putin, reusesc sa md indrigostesc in
mai putin de cincisprezece minute! Ceea ce, si recunoastem, este un cert exemplu
de eficientd.
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Stiu, au trecut aproape saisprezece ani de cAnd am inaugurat deceniul iubiri-
lor de-o0 noapte. Dar dupi cum am stabilit deja, asta tot nu mi face si-mi doresc o
relatie serioasd. Este usor de intuit unde poate duce o implicare peste limita ratio-
nalului: la suprimarea propriei identititi, prin volatilizarea certitudinilor. A fi liber
inscamnd sd ai autonomie de migcare doar pe baza propriilor fidelititi.

Trebuie si fii nebund sa rigti totul pentru cineva! O singuri dati am incil-
cat acest principiu, atunci cind m-am combinat cu un actor somer care imi lisa
sentimentul ci are nevoie de mine, chiar dacd nu stia nici el de ce. Avea palmele
reci, privirea patrunzdtoare, iar in afara faptului ci era idiot si lipsit de talent, nu
avea aproape niciun defect. Legitura noastri a durat aproape jumitate de stagiu-
ne, timp in care mi-am risipit aiurea mai multe potentiale partide, iar el a pierdut
toate rolurile in care ar fi putut si joace. »Esti un imn tdcut inchinat vidului, o
cgoistd specializatd in aparenge si nimicuri. Nu pot pactiza la nesfarsit cu superfici-
alitatea”, mi-a zis nemernicul la plecare. Apoi a ridicat din umeri si s-a pierdut in
noapte de parci era proprietatea lui, intunericul care il inviluia.

Asta e! La naiba cu birbatii i cu toate ifosele lor. Prefer s imi afisez acel zambet
infailibil cu care simulez o emotie pe care... n-o am. Nu mi-e foarte greu, dat fiind
faptul ca am experientd serioasi in disimuliri inci de cAnd... Uff atunci cind incerc
sd identific momentul pierderii virginitdtii mele morale, am realmente o problemi.

Sa fiu sincerd, nici cu prietenele mele nu am cine stie ce legituri devastatoare.
Poate doar cu cele care au domiciliul stabil pe Facebook. La cat de rea e lumea in
ziua de azi, nici nu e de mirare: daci esti frumoasi, nu e bine. Cum s3 ariti mai
bine decit ele? Daci te evidentiezi cu opinii bine argumentate, risti s3 fii barfiti pe
la spate cid de fapt esti o proastd, dar ti-ai pregitit din timp subiecte convenabile.
Nici prea comunicativd nu e indicat si fii, fiindci vei fi taxati ca gura-spartd. Asa
ca ducid-se pe pustii si amicifia companioanelor care i¢i sunt aproape, doar cind o
duci bine. Norocul meu este ci profesional imi merge foarte bine. Firi ingimfare
(dar tinind cont de faptul ci doar prostii pot si fie modegsti, fiindcd au motive)
trebuie si mentionez ci mereu m-am remarcat de-a lungul timpului, mereu am
fost acolo, in fatd. Premianti la scoald, sefi de promotie in facultate, absolventi
de studii doctorale la University of the Arts London si ce dintii din cercul meu
de cunoscuti care si-a luat viata in propriile maini, reusind si o transforme intr-o
afacere binoasi. Mai exact, am speculat faptul ¢i triim vremuri care se manifesti
prin mutatii genetice, potrivit carora noile generatii tind si aibi mai multe foto-
grafii, decat pagini scrise in bibliotec. Si m-am abandonat cu toati determinarea
in iuresul fenomenului. Destinul a tinut cu mine §i m-am procopsit cu o meda-
lie imbrécati in rochiti de argint inci de la primul concurs la care am participat.
Apoi, simtind miros de singe, mi-am ascutit ghearele §i am atacat provocarea sur-
venitd, dornicd si-mi cstig locul meu in interiorul haitei.

Pare greu de crezut ci poti trii ficand poze si valorificindu-le, totusi aces-
ta-i adevirul. Stau mirturie lucririle mele expuse in foaierul teatrului care au fost
cumpirate imediat dupd vernisaj. O fi fost vreun cunoscitor avizat sau poate chiar
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un colectionar de fotografii neconventionale, cine stie? Pentru mine este impor-
tant faptul ci mi-am incasat banii nesperat de repede.

Recunosc ci am ajuns in breasla asta printr-un cupaj de comoditate si sansi:
fiind absolventi de Belle Arte eram intovirisita bine cu temele picturale i cu sim-
fonia culorilor. Am Iisat ins3 deliberat altora posibilitatea de a reprezenta exube-
ranta valurilor mirii, a peisajelor bucolice ori risiritul mustind de imbujorare. Eu
am riscat optind pentru imagini fotografice. La urma urmei, nu m-am indepartat
de jocul volumelor, de contururile tremurinde sau de disjungerea luminii. Doar
ci am ficut-o printr-o tehnici diferita: lucririle mele sunt doar alb-negru si astfel
am putut aprofunda seductia din clarobscurul inegalabilului Caravaggio, acest in-
credibil seducitor Marlowe al picturii.

Am si o temi preferati: ploaia. Incerc si o surprind in toate formele i ma-
nifestirile sale. Marele premiu cAstigat la Paris, cel care mi-a adus notorietate §i o
multime de contracte, a recompensat fotografia cu un pisoi ud, zgribulit. Se uita
pierdut la un felinar chior, ce palpiia in noapte, intr-o statie de autobuz, astep-
tind si treacd ploaia. Da, a fost inceputul unei aventuri intr-un domeniu extrem
de profitabil, o meserie care imi permite si lenevesc dimineata, si cilatoresc in cele
mai minunate locuri, ba chiar si rispund la telefon doar dupa cum am chef. To-
tusi: patru apeluri unul dupi altul? S se fi intimplat ceva atdt de important, incat
si nu suporte aménare? Trebuia sd vid cine nu mai poate fird mine:

— Mda, am raspuns morocanoasa.

— Alo? Maria?

— Chiar ea in persoani.

— Buni seara, Laura Sand te deranjeaza.

— 2

— Sunt fiica lui Christian Sand, fostul tiu profesor de Izoria artei, din fa-
cultate. Daci iti amintesti, veneam uneori la cursurile lui, impreuni cu Iulia, sora
mea mai mare.

Am scuturat rapid tolba cu amintiri irelevante §i parcd-parci, intr-un coltisor
cildut al memoriei s-a infiripat ceva:

— Aha! Destul de vag, dar imi amintesc de voi. Stiteati cuminti, cu temele in
fati, chiar daci uneori vi prindea seara si erati neméincate. Cred ci v-a fost foarte
greu, atunci cAnd... Adici, imediat dupi ce... Scuze, scuze...

— Da, dupi ce a murit mama. Eu eram 1n clasa a patra, sord-mea, Cu un an
mai mare, iar bietul tata nu avea cu cine si ne lase in sigurantd. Era o perioadi
cumplit3, plingeam cu totii aproape continuu, adesea fird un motiv anume. in
sfarsit... Mi-e foarte greu si rememorez acele momente... Scuzd-md cd am ince-
put si bocesc... $i...

— Nu-i nimic. Spune-mi mai bine, cum m-ai gasit? Nu dau numarul de te-
lefon prea multor persoane.

— L-am primit datoriti amabilitdgii secretarei de la universitate. De fapt
doamna mi-a sugerat s te contactez, stiind ci locuiesti in apropierea locului unde
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