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Sunt convins ci tatil meu si-a indreptat privirea
asupra mea, s-a uitat lung la mine, m-a vizut, doar
o singuri datd. Dupi aceea, mi-a pus cruce.

Pe atunci, tatii nu aveau voie s intre in lumina
crudi a sililor unde bebelusii veneau pe lume sau
in camerele in care femeile aflate in travaliu isi
indbuseau tipetele ori sufereau in gura mare. Le
vedeau pe mame doar dupd ce erau curitate,
isi veniserd in fire §i fusesera invelite in pituri de
culori pastelate, in saloane sau in rezerve cu un pat
sau doud. Mama mea a stat intr-o rezervi cu un
singur pat,asa cum se cuvenea, dat fiind statutul
ei in oras, si s-a nimerit foarte bine, de fapt, daci
avem in vedere intorsitura pe care au luat-o
lucrurile.

I am convinced that my father looked at me,
stared at me, saw me, only once. After that, he
could take for granted what was there.

In those days they didn’t let fathers into the
glare of the theater where babies were born, or
into the room where the women about to give
birth were stifling their cries or suffering aloud.
Fathers laid eyes on the mothers only after they
were cleaned up and conscious and tucked up
under pastel blankets in the ward, or in the semi-
private or private rooms. My mother had a private
room, as became her status in the town, and just
as well, actually, seeing the way things turned out.
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Nu stiu dacid tata m-a vizut de dupi geamul
salonului pentru nou-niscuti inainte sau dupi ce
a vizitat-o pe mama prima oard dupi nastere.
As tinde s cred ci dupd aceea si ci, atunci cand
mama i-a auzit pasii apropiindu-se de usa ei si
apoi traversindu-i camera, a simtit mania lor {ni-
busiti, dar, pe moment, n-a stiut ce-i provocase
turia. La urma urmei, ii niscuse un fiu, si se presu-
pune ci toti birbatii isi doresc aga ceva.

Stiu ce a spus el. Sau, cel putin, ceea ce mi-a
povestit ea ci i-a spus.

—Ce bot de carne tocati! Apoi: Sper ci nu te
gandesti sd aduci aritarea aia acasi.

O jumitate din fata mea era — este — normali.
Tot corpul meu era normal, de la degetele de la
picioare pani la umeri. Aveam 50,4 centimetri
lungime si 3,761 kilograme. Un biietel minunat,
cu pielea deschisi la culoare, desi, cel mai probabil,
incd rogie de pe urma recentei sale cilitorii, prea
putin remarcabile.
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I don’t know whether it was before or after his
first look at my mother that my father stood out-
side the window of the nursery for his first glimpse
of me. I rather think it was after, and that when
she heard his steps outside her door and crossing
her room, she heard the anger in them but did not
know yet what had caused it. After all, she had
borne him a son, which was presumably what all
men wanted.

I know what he said. Or what she told me he
said. “What a chunk of chopped liver.”

Then, “You don’t need to think you're going to
bring that into the house.”

One side of my face was — is — normal. And my
entire body was normal from toes to shoulders.
Twenty-one inches was my length, eight pounds
five ounces my weight. A strapping male infant,
fair skinned though probably still red from my
unremarkable recent journey.



