CAPITOLUL 1

Odata, pe vremea cand aveam eu sase ani, am dat peste
o poza minunata, intr-o carte despre padurile virgine,
numitd Intdmplari traite. Infatisa un sarpe boa, care
inghitea o fiara salbatica. Iata copia acestui desen.

in cartea aceea, se spunea: ,Serpii boa isi inghit prada
dintr-o data, fara s-o mai mestece. Pe urma, nu mai sunt in
stare sa se miste si dorm intruna, timp de sase luni cat tine
mistuitul.“

M-am gandit atunci indelung la peripetiile din jungla si
am izbutit sa fac la randu-mi, cu un creion colorat, primul
meu desen. Desenul meu numarul 1. Era asa:

Le-am aratat oamenilor mari capodopera mea si i-am
intrebat daca desenul acesta ii sperie.

Ei mi-au raspuns:

- De ce ar fi cineva speriat de-o palarie?

CHAPTER ONE

Once when I was six years old I saw beautiful picture in
a book about the primeval forest called True Stories. Tt
showed a boa constrictor swallowing an animal. Here is a

copy of the drawing.

The book stated: “Boa constrictors swallow their prey
whole without chewing it whereupon they can no longer
move and sleep for six months digesting it.”

[ then reflected deeply upon the adventures in the

jungle and in turn succeded in making my first drawing

with a colour pencil. My drawing No. I was like this:

I showed my masterpiece to the grown-ups and asked
them if my drawing frightened them.

They answered: “Why should anyone be frightened by
a hat?”




Desenul meu nu infatisa o palarie. Infatisa un sarpe
boa, care mistuia un elefant. Am desenat atunci sarpele boa
pe dinduntru, pentru ca astfel sa poatd pricepe si oamenii
mari. Ei au intotdeauna nevoie de lamuriri. Desenul meu
numarul 2 era asa:

Oamenii mari m-au povatuit atunci sa le las incolo de
desene cu serpi boa, fie intregi, fie spintecati, si sa-mi vad
mai degraba de geografie, de istorie, de aritmetica si de
gramatica. Asa s-a facut ca am parasit, la varsta de sase ani,
o stralucita cariera de pictor. Nereusita cu desenul meu
numarul 1 si cu desenul meu numarul 2 imi taiase orice
curaj. Oamenii mari nu pricep singuri nimic, niciodata, si
e obositor pentru copii sa le dea intr-una lamuriri.

Astfel ca a trebuit sa-mi aleg o alta meserie si am invatat
sa conduc avioane. Am zburat mai pretutindeni in lume.
Iar geografia, ce e drept, mi-a fost de mare ajutor. Puteam,
dintr-o privire, sa deosebesc China de Arizona. Lucru foarte
folosit, daca te-ai ratécit in timpul noptii.

Asa, ca eu, de-a lungul vietii mele, am avut o sumedenie
de legaturi, cu o sumedenie de oameni seriosi. Mi-am
petrecut multé vreme printre oamenii mari. I-am cunoscut
foarte indeaproape. Ceea ce nu mi-a prea imbunatatit

arerea despre ei.

My drawing did not represent a hat. It was supposed to
be a boa constrictor digesting an elephant. So I made
another drawing of the inside of the boa constrictor to
enable the grown-ups to understand. They always need

cxpl;ur.lli(ms. My drawing No. 2 looked like this:

The grown-ups then advised me to give up my drawings
of boa constrictors, whether from the inside or the
outside, and to devote mysell instead to geography,
history, arithmetic and grammar. Thus it was that [ gave
up a magnificent career as a painter at the age of six. I had
been disappointed by the lack of success of my drawing
No. 1 and my drawing No. 2. Grown-ups never understand
anything by themselves and it is rather tedious for
children to have to explain things to them time and again.

So I had to choose another job and I learnt to pilot
aeroplanes. I flew more or less all over the world. And
indeed geography has been extremely useful to me. I am
able to distinguish between China and Arizona at a glance.
It is extremely helpful if one gets lost in the night.

As a result of which I have been in touch, throughout
my life, with all kinds of serious people. I have spent a lot
of time with grown-ups. I have scen them at very close
quarters which I'm afraid has not greatly enhanced my
)pinion of them.




Cand intalneam pe céte cineva, care imi parea mai dez-
ghetat la minte, il puneam la incercare cu ajutorul dese-
nului meu numarul 1, de care niciodata nu m-am despartit.
Voiam sa stiu daca avea o minte intr-adevar patrunzatoare.
Numai ca raspunsul pe care il primeam era mereu acelasi:
»E 0 palarie.“ Atunci eu nu-i mai pomeneam nimic de serpii
boa, nici de padurile virgine, nici de stele. Cautam sa fiu pe
intelesul lui. Stateam de vorba cu el despre bridge, despre
golf, despre politica si despre cravate. Iar el era incantat ca
facuse cunostintd cu o persoana atéat de sensibila.

Whenever I met one who seemed reasonably clear-

sighted to me, I showed them my drawing No 1, which |

had kept, as an experiment. I wanted to find out whether
he or she was truly understanding. But the answer was
always: “It is a hat.” So I gave up mentioning boa
constrictors or primeval forests or stars. I would bring
myself down to his or her level and talk about bridge,
golf, polides and neckiies. And the grown-up would be
very pleased to have met such a sensible person.




CAPITOLUL 2

Asa am trait eu, stingher, fara a avea cu cine sta in-
tr-adevar de vorba, pana cidnd, odata, acum sase ani, am
ramas in pana in desertul Sahara. Mi se stricase ceva la
motor. §i cum nu luasem cu mine nici mecanic, nici cala-
tori, ma pregateam sa incerc de unul singur sa duc la bun
sfarsit o reparatie anevoioasa. Era, pentru mine, o
chestiune de viatd si de moarte. Apa de baut abia daca
aveam pentru o saptamana.

In prima noapte, deci, am adormit acolo, pe nisip, la mii
de leghe departare de orice asezare omeneasca. Eram mai
singur chiar decat e naufragiatul pe o plut.é.,‘ in mijlocul
oceanului. Asa ca va inchipuiti uimirea mea, cand, deodata,
in revarsat de zori, m-am pomenit cad ma trezeste un
glascior ciudat. Rostea:

- Te rog... deseneaza-mi o oaie!

- Cum?!

- Deseneaza-mi o oaie...

Am sarit in picioare, ca lovit de traznet. M-am frecat
bine la ochi. Am privit cu luare-aminte in jurul meu.
Si-am vazut un omulet cu totul nemaipomenit, care ma
scruta cu gravitate. Iata cel mai bun portret pe care, mai
tarziu, am izbutit sa i-1 fac. Desenul meu e, insa,
bineinteles, mult mai putin fermecator decat modelul.
Nu e vina mea. Oamenii mari, pe cand aveam sase ani,
ma facusera sa-mi pierd orice incredere in cariera mea de
pictor si, in afara de serpi boa intregi si de serpi boa

pintecati, nu mai invatasem sa desenez nimic altceva.

CHAPTER TWO

Thus I lived alone, with no one I could really talk to,
until I had an accident in the Sahara Desert six years ago.
Something broke down in my engine. And since there was

neither a mechanic nor a passenger with me, I prepared

myself for a difficult but what I hoped would be a

successful repair. It was a matter of life or death for me. |
had scarcely enough drinking water for a week.

On the first night, I fell asleep on the sand, a thousand
miles from any human habitation. I was far more isolated
than a shipwrecked sailor on a raft in the middle of the
ocean. So you can imagine my surprise at sunrise when an
odd little voice woke me up.

It said: “Please . .. draw me a sheep.”

“What?”

“Draw me a sheep.”

I jumped up, completely thunderstruck. I rubbed my
eyes, blinked hard and looked carefully around me. And |
discovered an extraordinary little boy watching me
gravely. Here is the best portrait I was able to draw of him
later. But of course, my drawing is not half as charming as
its model. It is not my fault. I had been discouraged by
grown-ups in my career as a painter when I was six years
old, and I hadn’t learnt to draw anything with the
exception of boas from the outside and boas from the

inside.




Prin urmare, priveam cu ochi mari de uimire la | | therefore stared in total astonishment at this sudden
aratarea aceea. Nu uitati cd ma aflam la mii de leghe apparition. Do not forget that I was a thousand miles awa
departare de orice taram locuit. from any inhabited region
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