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Omagiu unui prieten / Tribute to a friend

Virgil Surdeanu
(1946 - 2018)

Sambata, 7 iulie 2018. O veste cumplita s-a
raspandit in lumea geografica. Decesul neasteptat al
bunului nostru coleg si prieten, Virgil Surdeanu.
Profesor la Universitatea Babes—Bolyai, geomorfolog
de formatie clasica, presedinte al Asociatiei Ge-
omorfologilor din Romania (2009-2011). S-a stins
pe neasteptate, avea doar 72 de ani (n. 15 februarie
1946). Am fost devastata si coplesita de neguri mul-

Saturday, July 7th 2018. Terrible news spread
throughout the geographical community. The unex-
pected demise of our dear colleague and friend,
Virgil Surdeanu. Professor at Babes—Bolyai Univer-
sity, with a classical approach to geomorphology,
president of the Romanian Association of Geomor-
phologists (2009-2011). He died suddenly at just 72
(b. February 15, 1946).

163



Miscellanea

te zile in sir. M-am indemnat frecvent la plimbari
lungi, singuratice, pe carari linistite si spatii deschise
ca sa-mi alung fricile neguroase, sa-mi adun gan-
durile, sa scormonesc in anii nostri de inceput, sa
inteleg cum a fost curgerea timpului ce ne-a fost
dat... Plecarea lui Virgil am simtit-o puternic, ca si
cum eu insami am facut deja un pas. De ce? Pentru
ca optsprezece ani (intre 1973 si 1991) am trait im-
preuna devenirea profesiei noastre si consolidarea
ei intr-o atmosfera atat de spumos descrisa de
Profesorul Grasu in "Stralucirea si crepusculul unei
institutii’ (Revista de Geomorfologie, 2017). M-am
gandit ca cel mai frumos omagiu pe care eu pot sa-I
aduc lui Virgil este sa vorbesc despre noi, cum ne-
am slefuit personalitatile, ciocnindu-ne unii de altii
in toti acesti ani, astfel incat sa semnam impreuna
sute de articole stiintifice, zeci de capitole de carte si
chiar carti intregi, sa fim prezenti la cele mai insem-
nate manifestari stiintifice nationale (simpozionul
anual de geomorfologie fiind un eveniment mult
asteptat). De cele internationale nu era cazul in
acele vremi.

intr-o zi de septembrie 1973 a fost prima
intalnire cu Virgil (sau mai degraba dl cercetator
stiintific Surdeanu). In acea zi m-am pregatit su-
fleteste sa iau contact cu viitorul meu loc de munca,
Statiunea de Cercetari "Stejarul” de la Pangarati. De
la gara din localitate am mers mult pe jos pe ulitele
satului, apoi am urcat un deal spre niste ziduri
groase, maiestoase si roase de vreme — o veche cti-
torie a lui Alexandru Lapusneanu.

in curte, pustiu...doar un barbat inalt, cu o
pelerina de sac, cu o pusca pe brat si un caine flocos
la picior (cuminte Pepsi! aud comanda). Astepta pe
cineva. Mai tarziu am aflat ca acest personaj era
celebrul ornitolog Dan Munteanu, viitor academi-
cian si directorul Statiunii de atunci. De el se apropie
un fel de om de curte, cu parul valvoi, cu niste cizme
glodoase, cu un ciocan intr-o mana. Nu ma baga
nimeni in seama. Ignor barbatul cu cizme (probabil
un muncitor cu ziua pe acolo....mai tarziu am aflat ca
era dr. C. Grasu, geolog, viitor profesor la Universi-
tatea AL Cuza si mare manuitor de vorbe de duh ce
usturau cumplit cand te atingeau!) si ma apropii
timid de domnul inalt...Cum pot sa ajung la biroul
de geomorfologie? (!).Traversez un portic, urc niste
scari, strabat un lung coridor si pe o usa citesc cu
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I was devastated and overwhelmed by heavy
thoughts for many days. I often took long, lonely
walks along quiet trails or in open spaces to drive
away the dark fears. I tried to gather my thoughts
and rake through our early years, to understand the
passage of the time that has been granted to us... It
felt as if Virgil's departure was as much a step that I
had taken myself. Why? Because for eighteen years
(from 1973 to 1997) we lived together, maturing as
professionals and building our careers in an envi-
ronment depicted in such sparkling terms by Pro-
fessor Grasu in “Stralucirea si crepusculul unei in-
stitutii (The shine and twilight of an institution)” (Re-
vista de Geomorfologie, 2017). It dawned on me
that the best tribute to Virgil would be to recount
about us, how we polished our personalities by
clashing with each other throughout all these years
and how we ended up working together on hun-
dreds of scientific papers, dozens of book chapters
or entire books and participating in the most signifi-
cant national scientific meetings (among which the
annual geomorphology symposium was the most
anticipated), as international events were out of our
reach in those times.

I first met Virgil (or rather scientific researcher
Surdeanu) on a September day in 1973. That day I
was preparing myself to become acquainted with
my new workplace, Statiunea de Cercetari “Stejarul”
de la Pangarati (“Stejarul” Research Station at P&-
ngarati). From the local rail station I walked for a
while on the village streets and then climbed a hill
until a reached an old majestic building with thick
walls raised by Alexandru Lapusneanu.

The courtyard was deserted... with the exception
of a tall man wearing a coarse—textured cape, a rifle
on his arm and a fluffy dog by his foot (command-
ing it: Good, Pepsil). He was expecting someone.
Later I found out that this character was famous
ornithologist Dan Munteanu, future Academy mem-
ber and the director of the Station in that age. He
was then approached by some sort of man of all
work with disheveled hair, wearing muddy boots
and a hammer in one hand. Nobody noticed me. I
ignored the boots—-wearing man (probably a hired
handyman... whom I would later find out to be dr. C.
Grasu, geologist and future professor at Al. I Cuza
University, as well as an unparalleled wielder of witty



Satiunea de cercetari "Stejarul” Pangarati (1957-1983), zisa “La Castel” in limbajul localnicilor, gazduita intr-o
veche ctitorie a lui Alexandru Lapusneanu (1560). In ultimul plan, Dealul Paruy, in baza, valea paraului Pa-
ngarati. Drumul de acces serpuieste din vale, urca pe conul de dejectie al torentului Calugaru, taie perpen-
dicular versantul pana la poarta de intrare (foto luata inainte de 1990)

“Stejarul” Research Station at Pangarati (1957-1983), also known as “La Castel” ("At the Castle”) by local
people, hosted by an ancient building erected by Alexandru Lapusneanu (1560). In the background, Paru
Hill, at the base, Pangaérati stream valley. The access road winds from the valley, climbs on the alluvial fan of
Calugaru torrent and cuts the slope up to the entrance to the Station (photo taken before 71990)

mare usurare — Laboratorul de Geomorfologie. Am
batut delicat la usa. Nimic. Apas clanta. Deschis. Ah,
un hol mic din care se deschid alte doua usi. Una cu
bare de fier. BDS (mai tarziu am aflat ca asta
inseamna Biroul de Documente Secrete(!)). Pe
cealalta silabisesc: Dr. Ioan Bojoi, CS Ionita Ichim, CS
Virgil Surdeanu. O voce rasundtoare m-a poftit sa
intru. De la un birou masiv se ridica un barbat zam-
bitor, cu o mustata pronuntatd si un par negru,
stufos, ce-i incadra chipul jovial. Purta un halat alb
cu o pipa neagra la buzunarul de la piept. Acum
cand ma gandesc la el, era doar un tinerel de 27 de
ani. Dar atunci, felul extrem de deschis si zgomotos
de a ma primi m-a intimidat pe loc. Abia puteam
rosti un buna ziua si sa mai baigui ceva, ca acest
domn cu gesturi largi si cuvinte numeroase m-a
asezat pe un scaun si l-a chemat din cealalta
incapere pe alt personaj care avea sa-mi schimbe
viata, Ionita Ichim. "Nene, cicd e nevasta Iu’ alde
Radoane” (N. Radoane deja se instalase in post). Mic
de statura si foarte slab, Ionita Ichim ne-a dominat

words which stung terribly when directed at you!)
and approached the tall man... How can I get to the
geomorphology office? (1) I had to go through a
portico, climb some stairs and walk through a long
corridor to finally read on a door, with great reljef —
Geomorphology Lab. I knocked gently on the door.
Nothing. When I pressed the handle door I noticed
it was open, and I entered a small hall with two
more doors. One of them was protected by iron
bars: BDS (I later found out that meant the Secret
Documents Bureau(!)). The other one read: Dr. loan
Bojoi;, CS lonita Ichim, CS Virgil Surdeanu. A re-
sounding voice urged me to come in. A smiling man
with a heavy moustache and dark, huffy hair and
Jovial face stood up from a massive desk. He was
wearing a white lab coat with a black pipe in his
chest pocket. Now that I picture him, he was just a
27-year old. But at the time, his very open and noisy
welcome was quite intimidating to me. I could
barely greet him and stutter a few words, when this
man with ample gestures and numerous words sat
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pe toti in anii lungi ce-au urmat. Nimeni dintre noi
nu-i putea spune pe numele mic. Cel mai inventiv in
gasirea de expresii si titluri de adresare era Virgil
(,sefu’, nene, maestre, boss, nea...” s.a).

Din acea zi am intrat in malaxorul modelarii su-
perioare a spiritului nostru. Veniti de pe bancile sco-
lii cu cateva deprinderi si niscaiva cunostinte
generale, plus cateva talente native, am aflat curand
ce uriasd ne era ignoranta. Virgil era neintrecut la
calcule matematice mentale. Pe teren, in special, isi
manifesta cu celeritate talentul, calculand distante,
suprafete, volume, imaginand modele complicate de
dislocare de roci si rate de eroziune. La inceput, nu
[-am prea crezut. Se cheltuia timp pentru verificarea

Virgil Surdeanu si Nicoale Radoane (in anul de gratie
1974) il incadreaza pe proaspatul doctor in geografie,
Do Hung Than, din Vietnam

Virgil Surdeanu and Nicoale Radoane (in the year of
grace 1974), framing the new PhD in Geography, Do
Hung Than, from Vietnam
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me down on a chair and called another man from
the other room, who would go on to change my life
lonita Ichim. “Nene this is the Radoane’s wife” (N.
Radoane had already settled in the post). Rather
short and very slender, lonita Ichim dominated us all
in the long years that followed. None of us even
thought to thee and thou him. The most resourceful
in finding expressions and ways of addressing him
was Virgil: ,sefu;, nene, maestre, boss, nea...” a.s.o.

From that day began a new era in our lives
when our spirits where shaped. Fresh university
graduates, with slim skills and some general
knowledge plus certain native talents, we would
soon find out the extent of our ignorance. Virgil was
unsurpassed when it came to mental mathematic
calculations. In the field, in particular, his talent was
often put to good use by calculating distances, are-
as, volumes, imagining complicated patterns of rock
displacement and erosion rates. At first we were
skeptical and spent enough time checking his com-
putations and measuring distances using the com-
pass, the roulette or the double-step. However, we
soon gave up as we noticed how small the differen-
ces were. His rational thinking helped him to fully
understand a geomorphological process as unpre-
dictable as landslides. He dreamt of elaborating a
mathematical prediction model for landslide trig-
gering and evolution. In order to achieve that he
also relied on engineering approaches which fo-
cused on finding direct and immediate solutions for
slope stabilization. I was fascinated by the long pas-
sionate djscussions Virgil had with the best practi-
tioners in slope dynamics in the evenings, on the
gorgeous terrace of the Station after a fruitful day in
the field. These included R.J Bally, N. Borsariu, P.
Stanescu, who had been persuaded by Virgil to visit
Pdngarati and observe the perimeters with land-
slides from Bistrita valley. The results were soon
seen in the array of articles published and his focus
on discerning the internal mechanisms of the land-
slide body is best illustrated by the book “Geografia
terenurilor degradate. Alunecarile de teren” (Ge-
ography of degraded lands. Landslides, 71998).

The long periods we spent together working in
the office, on field campaigns or at family events
meant that we had gone through many discussions,
loud exchanges (conversations were loud in our
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calculelor lui, masurand distantele cu compasul,
ruleta sau la dublu—-pas. Ne-am lasat curand
pagubasi cand vedeam ce mici diferente erau.
Gandirea lui rationala I-a ajutat mult in cunoasterea
unui proces geomorfologic atat de imprevizibil cum
sunt alunecarile de teren. Visa mult sa poata realiza
un model matematic de predictie a declansarii si
evolutiei alunecarilor de teren. Pentru asta a creat
punti de legatura cu abordarile ingineresti asupra
acestor procese, cei care erau chemati sa vina cu
solutii directe si imediate in consolidarea versantilor.
Eram fascinata de discutiile lungi cu patima pe care
Virgil le avea cu cei mai buni practicieni in dinamica
versantilor, seara, pe superba terasa a Statiunii, dupa
o zi de teren fructuoasa. Acestia erau R.J Bally, N.
Borsariu, P. Stanescu, convinsi de Virgil sd vina la

geomorphology office), sadness and misfortunes,
lack of money, huge mugs of “nechezol” (a dubious
mixture of chicory, barley and coffee powder), all
seasoned with endless childhood stories, tales of the
astral moments of the teen years, funny stories as
well as most dramatic.. we shared them all with
such openness and sincerity which would seem so
unusual today.

The mandatory start of a typical work day would
be a cup of coffee or tea, while conversation topics
were most often initiated by lonitd Ichim. After we
moved to Piatra Neamt (1983), Virgil changed his
residence to Bacau and used to commute by train. It
was annoying and even horrendous during winters.

O campanie de teren dura intre 7 si 10 zile, de cele mai multe ori ne deplasam cu trenul, locuiam la sateni,
camine muncitoresti, iar uneltele de lucru (in cazul de fata subler, cantar, ciururi, lopeti, cazma, nivela, stadie,
rigle, sfoara, pungi pentru probe) erau ambalate in hartie groasa, legate bine cu sfoara si repartizate fiecaruia

dintre noi. Aici suntem pe malul r. Buzau la Varlaam. De la dreapta la stanga, Virgil Surdeanu, lonita Ichim, Ma-

ria Radoane (eu mereu cu caietul in mana, mi se mai zicea "duduia de la cancelarie”), iar la aparatul foto, N

Radoane, Anul 1984

A field campaign lasted between 7 and 10 days. Most of the times we travelled by train, stayed at villagers’
houses or workers’ dormitories, and our tools (including caljpers, weighing scales, sieves, shovels, pickaxes,
level, stadia rod, rope, sample bags) were all packed in thick paper bundled together with rope and assigned
to each of us. Here we were on the banks of river Buzau at Varlaam. Right to left: Virgil Surdeanu, lonita Ichim,
Maria Radoane (me, always carrying a notebook in my hand, also known as the “lady from the chancellery”)
and N Radoane handling the camera, 1984
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Pangarati si sa vada perimetrele de alunecari de pe
valea Bistritei. Rezultatele s-au vazut curand in suita
de articole publicate, iar accentul pe deslusirea me-
canismelor interne ale unui corp de alunecare este
bine ilustrat in cartea lui "“Geografia terenurilor
degradate. Alunecarile de teren”(1998).

Timpii lungi petrecuti impreuna, la biroul de lu-
cru, in campaniile de teren, la evenimente de familie
au insemnat multe discutii, schimburi zgomotoase
de cuvinte (se vorbea tare in cabinetul nostru de
geomorfologie), supdrari si neimpliniri, lipsa de bani,
cani imense de "nechezol”(un amestec dubios de
cicoare, orz si un praf de cafea), totul stropit cu
povesti nesfarsite din copilaria fiecaruia, momentele
astrale ale adolescentei, cele mai hazlii intamplari,
dar si cele mai dramatice... toate ni le impartdseam
deschis si cu o sinceritate de care astazi parca m-as
jena.

O zi de lucru incepea neapdrat cu o cana de asa
zisa cafea sau de ceai, iar subiectele de discutii erau
initiate cel mai adesea de Ionitd Ichim. Dupa ce ne-
am mutat in Piatra Neamt (1983), Virgil isi schim-
base domiciliul in Bacau si facea o naveta enervanta
cu trenul. larna, cel putin, era infiorator. "Va rog
frumos, jumatate de ora sa ma lasati in pace, nu ma
intrebati nimic, nu ma rugati sa vorbesc ca nu o sa
va placa ce auziti. Sunt inghetat ca un c...t". Incet,
incet, atmosfera se anima n jurul subiectului/lor in
discutie. Era vorba de o lectura din seara precedenta
a unei carti (Nichita Stanescu era idolul nostru), a
unui articol, a situatiei din Orientul Mijlociu, ori vreo
stire de la Europa Libera (mai ales dupa momentul
Mangalia 1983"), dar cel mai adesea dezbiteam ge-
omorfologie.

Folosind fluturasi special tipariti (cat o carte
postala) pe o hartie de proasta calitate, trimiteam in
lumea larga cereri de extrase ale articolelor stiinti-
fice, cu adrese aproximative ale autorilor. Se
intorceau cu succes cam 5%. Singurul dintre noi care
iesea in afara in fiecare an era Ionita Ichim, iar la
intoarcere era burdusit de comori geomorfologice.
Asa am avut sansa sa dezbatem impreuna cele mai
incitante idei si concepte din geomorfologie, aproa-

" Este vorba de discursul lui Nicolae Ceasusescu din 3
august 1983 care trasa noile directive "politico—educative”
n cultura romaneasca
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T am asking you kindly, please leave me alone for
half an hour, don't ask me anything, don't expect
me to talk because you will not like what you hear.
I'm frozen like s.t” Slowly, the atmosphere would
become animated around the topic/s being dis-
cussed, whether it was a reading from the previous
evening (Nichita Stanescu was our idol), an article,
the situation in the Middle East some news on Free
Europe Radio (particularly after Mangalia in 1983°),
or, most frequently, geomorphological debates.

We would send out in the world requests for
scientific article extracts using postcard-sized flyers
specially printed on low-quality paper with ap-
proximate addresses of the authors. The successful
return rate amounted to about 5%. The only one of
us who ever traveled abroad each year was lonita
Ichim, who, upon return, brought back a plethora of
geomorphological treasures. This was how we had
the opportunity to discuss together the newest
most exciting ideas and concepts in geomorphology
almost as soon as they were being introduced in
publications (denudational balance, A Jahn; time
space and causality in geomorphology, SA Schumm;,
dynamic basis of geomorphology, AN Strahler; dy-
namic equilibrium theory, JT Hack; the systems ap-
proach in physical geography, R Chorley and B Ken-
nedy etc). Oftentimes awkwardly, with youthful
bravery or crazy nerve, we began to interpret our
results in the spirit of these ideas, whose influence
can be found in our publications from that era and
our doctoral dissertations. Now, when I summarize
the 18 years of ups and downs, I am amazed how
we were at no point divided by envy, hate or re-
venge, or by the well-known collegial jealousy so
copiously present in academic environments. But by
no means were we modest angels, as we often ar-
gued with reproaches and cries (particularly on my
side), with crude and blatant southern expressions
(mostly on Virgil's side), or subtle whips with philo-
sophical references (mainly from our mentors, I
Ichim and C Grasu, the “Lowland” and the “Moun-
tain’, to quote the latter). Nevertheless, I believe
there was plenty of respect between us, well-ce-

2 This is a reference to the speech made by Nicolae
Ceasusescu on August 3, 1983, thus establishing the new
Jpolitical-educational” directives in the Romanian culture
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pe in acelasi timp cu lansarea lor in publicatii
(bilantul denudational, A Jahn; timp, spatiu, cauzali-
tate in geomorfologie, SA Schumm; baza dinamica a
geomorfologiei, AN Strahler; teoria echilibrului
dinamic, JT Hack; abordarea sistemica in geografia
fizica, R Chorley si B Kennedy etc). Cu stangacie, cu
tupeul tineretii, cu un curaj nebun am inceput sa
interpretdm rezultatele noastre in spiritul acestor
idei (influenta se regaseste in publicatiile noastre din
acea vreme si in tezele de doctorat).

Acum cand comprim cei 18 ani de suisuri si
coborasuri, ma intreb cum de nu ne-a incercat nici o
clipa patima invidiei, a urii si razbunarii, bine-
cunoscuta pizma intercolegiald care se distribuie
generos in mediile academice. Nici noi nu eram
niste ingerasi pudibonzi, ne certam gospodareste,
cu reprosuri si plansete (mai ales din partea mea),
expresii grosiere si vorbe neaose sudiste (mai ales
din partea lui Virgil), biciuiri subtile cu insertii filozo-
fice si citate docte adaptate situatiilor (mai ales din
partea maestrilor nostri, I Ichim si C Grasu, “Sesul” si
"Muntele”, ca sa-| citez pe ultimul). Dar cred ca era
un respect intre noi, consolidat in timp prin mana
intinsa la nevoie si prin generozitate. Virgil era, de
departe, cel mai bine situat prin originile sale.
Aveam grija mereu sa-l periem, amical, ca e fiu de
preot. insa si povestile copilariei lui, petrecute in
arsita Baraganului, nu se deosebeau de ale noastre,
copii de tarani, de la deal sau de la munte.

Pe un om il judeci cel mai bine atunci cand il
vezi in situatii extreme. Era in 1975 pe valea raului
Barlad. Se ridicau topometric mai multe sectoare de
albie minora. Debitele raului erau mari (dupa o serie
de viituri), astfel incat barca de cauciuc nu ne ajuta
mereu. Cineva trebuia sa stea in apa cu stadia.
Nimeni nu stia sa inoate. Singurul, Virgil. Proaspat
casatorit, cu o verigheta mandra pe deget, ne striga
sd ne inchinam pentru el sa nu-l ia curentul. Apa,
extrem de murdara. in amonte, undeva, era o topi-
torie de in. Pe apa pluteau mici plauri cu deseuri
vegetale. Virgil reuseste sa dea puncte cu stadia pe
intreg sectorul de rau, in uralele noastre de incura-
jare. La un moment dat un plaur se lipeste de el.
Virgil incearca sa-l indeparteze. Un urlet monstruos
se aude. "E un porc moooort!!!!” Lasa totul si iese la
mal. Dezgustul si greata ne-a cuprins instantaneu.

mented in time by generosity and the help granted
when needed. Virgil was by far the best endowed
adue to his origins. We always lauded him amicably
for being the son of a priest. However, the stories of
his childhood spent in the heat of Bardagan were no
different from ours, children of peasants from the
hills or the mountains.

A man can best be assessed in extreme situa-
tions. It was back in 1975, on the valley of river Bar-
lad, during a topographical survey of several chan-
nel reaches. The streamflow was high (ensuing a
series of floods), such that the rubber boat was of
little help. One of us had to stand in the water
holding the stadia rod. The only one who could
swim was newly-wed Virgil, proudly wearing his
wedding band, shouting at us to pray for him so
that he wouldn't be swept by the current. The water
was extremely dirty with floating islets of vegetal
waste, as somewhere upstream there was a textile
fiber processing plant. Virgil managed to survey the
entire river reach in our cheers of encouragement.
At some point however, one of the islets stuck to
him, while he was trying to remove it. A monstrous
how!l was then heard: “It's a deaaad pig!!!”. He left
everything and came out of the water. We were all
instantly filled by disgust and nausea. Virgil was
vomiting in between expletives and heavy words. He
needed to vent. We washed with whatever water we
had at our disposal. Soon, another shout was heard.
T lost the wedding band! What will I tell my wife?’,
he cried hopping in despair with his water-wrinkled
hands stretched forward. Cohorts of mosquitos took
greedy bites of us. Someone maintained a fire of
rotting wood. Then, slowly, he began to laugh at the
situation and we recounted this event for a long
time. A year later (1976) we published a great article
in Revue Roumaine de Geographie, which was at the
time the most recognized journal in our field, pre-
senting the results of that extremely difficult and
dangerous, as well as slimy work.

That was the Virgil Surdeanu I knew, a dear,
great friend, a generous human being, a man of his
word. In 1991 we each went his own way, headed
for an Alma Mater. In the important days of the
years we found each other on the phone when I
had to answer in great detail to Virgil’s questions re-
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La Virgil s-a lasat cu voma si ocari si vorbe grele.
Trebuia sa se descarce. Il spalam cu ce apa aveam.
Dupa care ...alt strigat. "Nu mai am verigheta! Ce-i
spun eu nevestei?” si deznaddjduit topdie cu manile
intinse, zbarcite de apa. Roiuri de tantari muscau
lacom din noi. Cineva intretinea un foc din putre-
gaiuri. Apoi, incet, incet a facut haz de necaz si mult
timp am povestit aceasta intamplare. Un an mai tar-
ziu (1976) am publicat impreuna un frumos articol in
Revue Roumaine de Geographie (la vremea aceea
cea mai puternica revista din bransa) cu rezultatele
acelei munci extrem de dificile si periculoase si chiar
...slinoase.

Acesta a fost Virgil Surdeanu pe care |-am cu-
noscut eu, un prieten bun si drag, un om generos,
un om de cuvant. in 1991 ne-am despartit, fiecare
indreptandu-se, pe rand, spre cate o Alma Mater. In
zilele importante ale anului ne gdseam la telefon
cand trebuia sa raspund lui Virgil detaliat ce face
fiecare membru al familiei si sa transmit la fiecare
cele cuvenite. Apoi, insira o listd lunga de nume sa
intrebe de fiecare cum o duce si pe unde mai
traieste. Mereu incheia apelul cu "Mi-e dor de Pa-
ngarati, 0oo, nu stiti voi cat de dor imi e!”.

Maria Radoane
6 septembrie 20718
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garding the whereabouts of each family member
and to convey his greetings to each of them. Then,
he would enumerate a long list of names, wonder-
ing how everyone was doing and faring. In the end,
he would invariably end his call by saying ‘T miss
Péangarati, oooh, you have no idea how much I miss
it!”

Maria Radoane
6 September 2078



