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N
mir-o toamnd ure am aut mudie
povesdi la Hanul Ancajed, Dar asta s-a
intdmplat imr-o depdratd vreme,
demult, B anul cied au ciizut de Siou e
ploi nidprasnice i spuneay oameni ol ar
vizut balaur negro in nourl, deasupra
pahoalelor Maldoved. lar nigte paseri cum
i s-au mal pomenit s-au involburat pe far-
omd, vilslind spre risint; g mog Leonte,
ceroetind in cartea hai de zodil 51 tilmécind
semneke i Iraclie-imparat, a dovedit cum
i aoole paseri cu penele ca bruma s-au
ridicat riticite din ostroavele de la mang-
nes b gioaratd veste de rdebol intre
impirali gl bielgag b viga de vie,
Apoi intr-adevir, Tmpirawl-alb si-a
ridicat muscalii lul Tmpotriva lmbilor
plgine, g, ca &4 se | zodille, &

Ceahiu gi Halliuca, lar dupd o se cufunda
soarele inspre Wirimul celalt g wae ale
depdnrii se gtergean 5 lunecau In tainice
negur, - focurile luminau zidurile de platrs,
gurile negre ale ugilar §i lerestrelor zibre-
lite. Conlenca cite un rstimp viersul K-
tarllor, 5t pomean pavegtile,

Suitea stilp acolo, in acele zile grase g
vesele, un rizly strfin, care mie imi era
drag foarte. Inchina cala cltrd toate obra-
zele, asculla cu ochil dugl cAntecels utari-
lor gl se lua Ba intrecere pand g cu mog
Lesmte in Ltlcuiren tturor lucruribor de pe
lumea asta... Era un om mal, efirnt, cu
faja uscatd gi addne brizdatd, In jurul
sty ueginate g la coada ochilor mitited,
piedea cra sorijelald in erefurl mimme g

diiruik Dumnezen rod in podgoriie din Tara-
de-Jos de ou mal aveau vierd unde 58 puke
misstnl, F-au pomit din pinde noastre
cirfigil ca s-aducil vin spre munie,
gratunced 4 fost la Haml Ancajel vremes
petrecerilor §i & povegilar.

Tabefele de card nu s mai movesy
Lutarii eintau FErdl oprire. Clnd cdean

. Ochiul hal i §i neguros,
obrazul cu mustald wsinatd pirea ol ride
o0 iristeld.

it chema lonigd comisul. Dumneakui
Bonitd comisal avea o pungd destul de grea
In chimir. sub strabede de glac sur. §i venise
cdilare pe un cal vrecnic de mirare. Fra ca-
lul din povesite, inainte de a manca tipsia cu
far. Numai pcdea gl clotanele? Un cal rosh,

i putea s v-0 spun, dacd m-ascultay,

= Cum s n-asculifim, cucoans lonia?
mal ales o poveste din vremea bl Mikai
Vil Sturza!

= 3 mal ales din viemea Unerejelor
Enele.... rispanse rieigul. serios. Pe vre-
mea aceea, Lol in acesta loc ne aflam, in
preajma focurilor i a carflor co must, cu
Al oameni care soum-s ale §i ubesle; si-n
jurul nastry umbla Ancula cealaiii, mama
anestela, care gl ea g-a dus inte-o lume mal
pupin veseld. In vremea aceea stam cu
nicijit farte, intr-o 2, fn wga hanuhul, cu
oala In mina stingd gl cu friul fepel in
dreapta... § Ancuga cealalld gedea ca gi
asta, ot in locul actla, rezemald de ugorul
ugll, §i asculta ce spuneam eu.,, Ce voi i
Spus atunel mu gtiv, - ao fost vorbe can: au
zbarat ca g frunzele de toamnd, .

Comizul loniy zAmbl Fied veselie, In
meustaga-i tuginaed 5 asped, pe clnd noi toy
ool de fald, gospodani §i clirfigt din Tara-
de-5us. ne agezam in jura-| pe o § pe
projapurile carlor, cu birbille indlate 3l oo
ochil potanzl, Ancuga oca 1Andrd sta in prag.
rezemald de ugor, g0 bitea soarcle de

Hanu - Ancutei /s SaSoverne.

usill, doborig de trdd gl de vin, se ridicay
altl de prin cotloaneh: hanuba,

Falitea oale au farmal blulorl, de
§-30 crucik dod ani mulerile care se duceau
I irg la Roman. $i. Ia focari, camen incer-
cafl i megter frigeau hartane de berbed i
dee vijed, orl pérpdieau cean 5i mreand din
Moldava, lar Ancuja cca
Uindrd, tod ca md-sa de
speincenatd §i de vicleand,
umbla ca un spiridug incole
gi-neoace, namand s obrajl,
cu catringa-n briu 5 cu
minicile sulecate: Impirea
vin 5i méncid, rdsete §
warbe bane.

Trebule 58 gLl dumnes-

- M woastrd o hamul acela al
Ancufel nu era han, - era celale. Aves
nigte ziduri groase de icl pind acalo, $
nigte poryi ferecate cum p-am viizut de
zikdle mele, In cupeinsul fui se puteau oplosi
oameni, vite 5 ciruge 51 nici habar n-avea
dinspre partea hagilor....

La wremea de care vorbesc, cra Ingh
pace In jard g intre oameni bund-voire.
Portlle stéteau deschise ca la Domnie, §
prin ek, in zile line de wamnd, puteal
vedea vilea Maldovel cit bites ochil gi
plclede munpilor pe padur de brad pand la

pintenog de trei picioare, cu gana nalld pe
diirsul, neclingls intr-un dos de pdircte, co
ménunchiul de ogrinjl sub bot...

«Eu alck s trecitor... cuviinta, ou caka
in ménd. dumnealul Jonigs comésul; eu inca-
lic: 5i poenese In lumea mea. ., Rodbu me §i
toldeauna gata, oo gaua pe el Cal ca
mine n-are mimesi.... incalic, ind plesnese
ciciula pe-0 ureche i mad doe, nicl nu-mi
pas...»

D chas s v se ducea, Stites cu noi,

~ Tnr-adevar,.. 1| rispunse intr-un
rind mog Leonte; cal ca al dumitale na se
gfisegte 54 umbll noud ani, la tog] implrati
pimbntalu® Namai pielea ol cite parale
face! Cind ma glndese, m-apucl groaza. ..

- 55 gl dumneata, prietine Leonts!
strigl rizigul zbdrindu-gl mustals tag-
nald. Asemenea cal uscat $i Lare nu glie de
nevole nici de trodd. La mincare se uitd
numal ¢-un ochl @ B se supdnd cind 1 5
neadfipat. 3 saua parci-i dintr-ingul,
Alsta-l cal dintr-o vid aleasdi, Se trage
dintr-o lapd tot pintenoagd, cu care m-am
fudulit eu in tnerefele mele g la care s-a
st cu mare uimire chiar mira-sa Vods
Mhalache Sturza..

= Cum $-a wital cu wimire, ceooane’

Tonij#? Era tot aga de slabd?
- Be-ngedege. Asta-l o poveste pe care

toamnd piezly, aurindu- jumétate de obraz.

i vale, aproape. stickea Moldova printre

ivoale, g departe se prevedeau mumlii, -
Lilazuri de cremene sub pécle ahastre,

(Fragment din povestines

Hhapa Tl Vodd®)
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ne golden autumn | heard many a
O tale at Ancuta’s Inn. But that was

long ago, during the year in which
such awful rains fell on St. Elijah’s Day that
people said that they had seen a blac
dragon up in the clouds over the overflow-
ing water of the Moldova River. They also
saw some birds, the like of which had never
before been , whirl in the storm and
sail towards the Fast.

And Mos Leonte, consulting his
almanac and cxplaining the signs of
Timperor Heraclitus, showed that these
birds, whose feathers were the color of
frost, had been borne hither by the winds
that rose from the islands at the edge of the
Barth and foretold war belween Empires,
as well as an abundant grape harvest.

And the White Emperor did indeed
throw his Muscovites against the pagan
world, and, that the stars should filfill their
prophecies, God gave such abundant ¢rops
to the vineyards of Lower Moldavia that the
vintners didn't have enough barrels for
their wine, and the carters from-our parts
set out to bring the wine 1o the mountains.

At the lime F'm speaking of there was
still peace in the land and good will
amongst men. The gates of the inn stood
wide open like those at the Prince’s cours.
And on mild autumn days you could see the
Moldova Valley through them. stretching as
far as the eye could see, and the mountain
mists on the cvergreen forests as far away
as Ceahldu and Hilduca. And, when the
sun buried itself in the other world and the
distant landscape dimmed and slid into
dark mystery. the fires in the courtyard
lighted up the stone walls, the dark recess-
es of the doors and the latticed windows.
‘Then the musicians’ songs would cease for
a while and the stories bogin.

Standing there like a pillar, in those fat
and happy days, was a freeman [rom else-
where, and he was very dear to me. He
would raise his mug to everyone, fisten to
the songs of the Gypsy musicians with a
far-away look in his eyes. and could even
hold his own with Mog Leonte when it came:
0 expounding upon everything on earth. He
‘was & tall, grey-haired man with a wizened
and deeply wrinkled face. His skin was
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Hey, listen up. friend Leonte!” he
shouted, his short moustache bristling. .A
horse like this, dried up and tough, knows
neither hunger nor fatigue. He just glances
al his feed, and doesn't get upset when |
Ieave him without water. And you'd think
the saddle had grown right out of his back.
Oh, he's a pedigreed horse, all right. His
dam was white-spotted fike him. T bragged
a lot about her in my youth, and even His
Highness Prince Mihail Sturza was amazed
when he beheld her”

Why was he so amazed, sir? Was she
also so scrawny?”

LOf course. That's a story I'd tell you, if
you'd care to listen.”

LHow could we not Histen, Master
lonita? Especially if it's a story from the
days of Prince Mihail Sturzal*

JAnd even more, a story from my
youth”, answered the Comis seriously. ,In
those days we were at this same place,
amidst the fires and cart-loads of new wine,
but with people who are now dust and
ashes. And bustling about was the other
Ancuta, this onc's molbicr. who has also left

Tales

Then came the time for revelry and story-
telling at Ancuta’s Inn,

Convoys of carts rumbled along outside
incessantly. The folk musicians played and
sang inside ceaselessly. Whenever one of
the musicians would collapsc from ¢xhaus-
tion and wine another would jump up and
take his place.

And the men drinking smashed so many
mugs and jugs thal, for Lwo years aller-
‘wards, women crossed themselves while
passing the inn on their way to the market-
place at Roman. And, al the fires, Lricd and
frue mas roasted choice cuts of ram
and veal, or grilled fish fresh from the
Moldova River. And Ancuta the Younger,
every bit like her mother, with her arched

-yebrows and her slyness. skittered elf-tike
hither and thither, mddy-cheeked, with her
skirt tucked into her waistband and her
sleeves rolied up, doling oul wine and lood,
laughter and friendly words.

You must know, good ‘people, that
Ancuta’s Inn was not merely an inn, bul a
genuine fortress. It had walls as thick as
from here to way over there, and barred
gates such as ['ve never scen in my life.
People, cattle, and carts could take shelter
within and be without fear of the thieves
and robbers.
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from Ancuta’s Inn

elched with innumerable small creases
around his close-cropped mustache and his
small eyes. His eyes were passionate and
misty. Ilis face. with its short mustache,
seemed to smile sadly.

His name was Comis Ionild. Now this
Comis lonit bad a fairly fat purse on his
‘Dbelt, under his coarse, grey clothes, and he
had come to the inn mounted on a horse
which merited some wondermenl. 1L was
the horse from the legend, before eating a
plateful of hot coals. Nothing but skin and
bone! A bay horse with while spois on three
legs and a high saddle on his back, standing
motionless against the wall, with a handful
of leftover hay stems under his nose.

LJI'm just passing through here”, Comis
Tonitd al . his mug n his hand. ,I'm
going to jump into the saddle and be on my
way. My bay s always ready with bis sad-
dle on his back. Nobody has & horse like
mine. Yup, I'm going to get on him. cock my
hat and leave, don’t you worry."

Yet he didn't go. He stayed with us.

JTruly!* Mog Leonte answered him one
day. .You couldn', find another horse like
‘yours — even if you wandered about all the
Empires of the world for nine years! His
hide alone must be worth a fortune! Just
thinking about it terrifies me.”

us for a less happy world. Well, one day [
was standing in the doorway of the inn —
and T was very sad ~ and 1 had a mug of
wine in my left hand and the mare’s reins in
my right. And the other Ancula was sitling
like this one in the same place, leaning
‘against the door frame, and was Tistening to
what I was saying. What I may have said
then, I don't know. They were words thal.
have flown away like autumn leaves.”

Tlere Comis Tonitd smiled without joy
under his short, rough mustache, while
those of us present, householders and
carters from Upper Moldavia, seated our-
selves around him on logs and on car}
shafts, with raised chins and ronnd
eyes. Ancula the Younger sai at the
doorway, leaning against the frame:
the autumn sun shot its slanting
rays ab her, gilding one of her
cheeks. In the valley, nearby, the
Moldova River sparkled amidst
the surrounding forests, and, far-
ther away, the mountains could
just. be seen —waves of flint under blue
mists.

(Excerpt from
The Prince’s Mare"}



