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Batrinul Sef Mshlanga

Au fost frumosi anii aceia de hoinireali prin
brusd, pe pimanturile fermei tatilui ei, care, ca orice
fermi de-a albilor, era in mare parte neexploatati,
patatd doar ici si colo de mici suprafete cultivate.
Intre ele, nimic altceva decat copaci, iarba rari si
inaltd, maricinis, cactusi, figasuri, iarbi si vege-
tatie piticd, i iar maracini. Iar pe steiul ce zvicnea
in sus, impins la suprafatd din pimantul fierbinte
al Africii in cine stie ce evuri neinchipuit de inde-
partate, acum un labirint de scobituri si spirale
sapate de soare i de vantul cilitor peste atitea mii
de mile de spatii i brusi, se citira fetita ai cirei
ochi nu vedeau nimic altceva decat un riu palid,
strdjuit de silcii, si un castel lucind stins in depar-
tare, sau care cinta de fiecare dati: ,Pinza zburi
cit colo-ndatd, Oglinda-i sparti roati-roati...“!

! Citat din balada de inspiratie medievald Doamna din Shalott de Alfred
Tennyson (1809-1892), poet englez victorian. Versiunea in limba ro-
ménd ii apartine Crinei Miron. (n.red.)
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They were good, the years of ranging the bush
over her father’s farm which, like every white farm,
was largely unused, broken only occasionally by
small patches of cultivation. In between, nothing
but trees, the long sparse grass, thorn and cactus
and gully, grass and outcrop and thorn. And a jut-
ting piece of rock which had been thrust up from
the warm soil of Africa unimaginable eras of time
ago, washed into hollows and whorls by sun and
wind that had traveled so many thousands of miles
of space and bush, would hold the weight of a
small girl whose eyes were sightless for anything
but a pale willowed river, a pale gleaming castle —
a small girl singing: “Out flew the web and floated
wide, the mirror cracked from side to side...”
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In timp ce-si tiia drum printre insulele verzi ale
tulpinilor de porumb, cu frunzele arcuite deasupra
capului, asemenea unor catedrale marmorate
de lumina soarelui, si cilca sub picioare bulgirii de
pamint rosu, cite o dantelirie find de plante pa-
razite, presaratd cu stelute sdngerii, ii aducea in
minte o formi intunecoasi si cocarjati ce bolbo-
rosea prevestiri: iat-o, vrijitoarea Nordului, nis-
cutd in padurile reci de la miazinoapte, stitea in
fata ei printre lanurile de porumb, iar lanurile erau
cele care pileau si se dizolvau, lisind-o in stipa-
nirea ridicinilor noduroase ale unui stejar, cu zi-
pada cizind in valuri, moale si alb3, si focul
tdietorului de lemne trimitAndu-i in semn de bun
venit dogoarea sa rosie din desisul trunchiurilor
de copaci.

Oare copilul alb care-si deschide privirile cu-
rioase asupra unui peisaj violent si arid, inundat
de soare, n-ar trebui si-l accepte ca apartinindu-i,
sa se familiarizeze cu miricinii si arborii msasa,
sa-si simta singele pulsind liber si reverberind in
cadenta anotimpurilor?
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Pushing her way through the green aisles of the
mealie stalks, the leaves arching like cathedrals
veined with sunlight far overhead, with the packed
red earth underfoot, a fine lace of red starred
witchweed would summon up a black bent figure
croaking premonitions: the Northern witch, bred
of cold Northern forests, would stand before her
among the mealie fields, and it was the mealie
fields that faded and fled, leaving her among the
gnarled roots of an oak, snow falling thick and soft
and white, the woodcutter’s fire glowing red wel-
come through crowding tree trunks.

A white child, opening its eyes curiously on a
sun-suffused landscape, a gaunt and violent land-
scape, might be supposed to accept it as her own,
to take the msasa trees and the thorn trees as fa-
miliars, to feel her blood running free and respon-
sive to the swing of the seasons.
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Dar copila aceasta nu era in stare si vadi arbo-
rele msasa sau miricinii asa cum erau ei. In cartile
pe care le avea, gisea povesti despre zine de pe alte
meleaguri, riurile ei curgeau domoale si linistite,
stia cum arata frunzele de frasin sau stejar, cum
se numesc micile vietiti ce triiesc in paraiele din
Anglia, pe cind cuvantul ve/d' insemna pentru ea
meleag necunoscut, desi ea nu avea amintiri despre
nimic altceva.

Din pricina aceasta, multi ani la rind, veld-ul
a fost cel care i-a pirut ireal, soarele fi era striin,
iar vantul vorbea un grai ciudat.

! Peisaj specific Africii meridionale, intindere plati acoperiti cu iarbi si
vegetatie piticd (in limba afrikaans in original)
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This child could not see a msasa tree, or the
thorn, for what they were. Her books held tales of
alien fairies, her rivers ran slow and peaceful, and
she knew the shape of the leaves of an ash or an
oak, the names of the little creatures that lived in
English streams, when the words “the veld” meant
strangeness, though she could remember nothing
else.

Because of this, for many years, it was the veld
that seemed unreal; the sun was a foreign sun, and
the wind spoke a strange language.



