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“We settled in a wheat field 
surrounded by armoured vehicles, 
machine gun nests and soldiers 
every five yards. For eighteen days 
we endured thirst, because they 
brought us dirty water in small 
quantities, in gas-smelling tanks. 
We worked at gostat from 7 in the 
morning to 5 in the afternoon and 
when we finished we had to build 
our future houses, until dark and 
sometimes even later. We hung a 
lamp on a stick and kept working 
until late at night. In those days, my 
ten-month child died of dysentery. 
My wife and I had to bury him as if 
he had been a dog, closely watched 
by a policeman standing behind us.”
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Deportation is an invention of 
continent-countries, spaces with no limits 
where populations, attitudes and histories 
can be annihilated.

Deportation was used mostly by the 
Russian tsars and later borrowed by the 
Bolsheviks. Through them, it was exported 
to the Eastern communist countries.

Inner deportation and exile are yet to 
be analysed. They are deep-rooted realities 
‘established’ during our life in the 
totalitarian system. The Marxist–Leninist 
ideology was the motive for a slow and 
insuperable deportation from a world of 
normality to a place we all considered very 
hazy and unsafe.

Deportation to utopia led people around 
by the nose with promises that were 
impossible to keep, but at the same time it 
produced poor individuals who believed in 
the empty dreams and illusions that had 
become state policy. In the times we lived, 
we were the witnesses and victims of a 
deportation to an insipid story about 
nothingness. We had to believe in nonsense 
and fools.



Preface 7

A cultural Destiny

Ten years have passed since the novel Pentecost ’51. Pages of the 
Bărăgan Deportation was first published. It was written to remind the 
members of the Association of Former Bărăgan Deportees in particular 
and the public in general of the tragic odyssey that the rural inhabitants 
of Banat went through in the 1950’s, when Romania was under the 
oppressive Stalinist rule that was to become national-communism 
during Ceausescu’s time. The propitious encounter between the authors 
of the book — both highly appreciated writers in our country — and 
our Association has turned into a fruitful collaboration. The first edition 
of the book is now followed by a second one, enriched with additional 
concrete historical facts found in archives or deduced during visits to 
the deportation places.

The importance of this volume, which our Association has 
decided to reprint to celebrate its tenth anniversary, is underlined in the 
numerous appreciative comments made upon it. This book (as well as 
the following volume, Deportation to Bărăgan. Destinies, Documents, 
Reportage by Viorel Marineasa, Daniel Vighi and Valentin Sămânță, 
Mirton Publishing House, Timișoara, 1996) has become a work of 
reference in contemporary history research and it is cited in many 
specialised studies and doctoral dissertations. The book’s remarkable 
success, illustrated in this edition in a special chapter of excerpts from 
the cultural and specialised press, has determined us to print a second 
edition. The favourable criticism has also materialized in the awards 
that the books by the great writers Viorel Marineasa and Daniel Vighi 
and the gifted journalist Valentin Sămânță have received from the Banat 
and Dobrogea branches of the Writers’ Union of Romania.

These accomplishments have marked the destiny of our 
Association. They have all gained cultural and scientific meanings, 
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besides their daily role to provide our members, former deportees to the 
Bărăgan Gulag, with the minimal financial support that the post-
communist Romanian society offers to compensate for the wrongs they 
unjustly suffered. With the publication of this book a decade ago, the 
Association of Former Bărăgan Deportees engaged in an ambitious 
project that reminds today’s world of yesterday’s tragedy retold in the 
deportees’ testimonies or excerpts from archives — all published in 
books, immortalised in valuable documentaries or preserved in 
exhibition halls.

Today, by publishing the second edition of Pentecost ’51. Pages 
of the Bărăgan Deportation, we celebrate ten years since the deportation 
of innocent people, most of them villagers from Banat, acquired a 
cultural destiny and became a lesson for the future generations, one that 
the people who spent so many years in dugouts on the Bărăgan plain 
would never have thought possible. We put all our efforts into honouring 
their anonymous and dignified suffering.

Eng. Silviu Sarafoleanu,
President of the Association of Former Bărăgan Deportees
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PReAMBLe FoR A scRIPt

♦	 Around 1949, the first volume of Virgin Soil Upturned by Mikhail 
Sholokhov was translated into Romanian to encourage collective 
farming. The very few people who had read it in Russian whispered that 
the second volume was to be published later, lest people should be 
scared by the so-called benefits of the first stage of collectivisation. 
Obviously the authorities worked on a scientific basis, in stages and in 
cold blood, following the Eastern pattern which they adapted to the 
local conditions, convinced that in order to make people happy first you 
must cause them serious harm and sometimes even get rid of some of 
them. 

♦	 In 1951, on the Pentecost night, many families living in the villages 
of Banat and Oltenia situated near the border with Yugoslavia were 
forcefully removed from their homes and taken to a completely 
unknown destination. Rumours went round that they would not stop 
until they had reached Siberia. That June night, secret police officers, 
with their weapons ready to fire, barged in on the villagers sleeping in 
their homes. They told them to pack their bare necessities and forget 
about ever coming back. Some of the peasants, bewildered or desperate, 
tried to fight back.

♦	 The bullet went through the cheek of the man from Jimbolia. His 
wife watched him lying in a puddle of blood and screamed. Her children 
screamed with her. The soldiers grabbed a bunch of things from the 
house and threw them into the cart. The man died on the way. 

♦	 Nobody escaped deportation, not even those waiting to die with a 
candle in their hands.

♦	 A woman from Bessarabia, a former war widow who had remarried 
in Banat, lost one child on the train and two more after they had arrived 
at their destination.
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♦	 If you were warned an hour before, you could escape through your 
back garden and make yourself scarce. But this was something only  
younger men could do. Grown men had a wife and children or parents 
and, despite knowing what was going to happen, chose to stay and wait. 
They loaded their carts in a hurry. At the crossroads, soldiers lay in 
ambush on their bellies, machine-guns in their hands.

♦	 In the small border towns, people were pushed from behind to climb 
into trucks with green canvas tarps.

♦	 Their fate had been sealed one year before, when a decree was issued 
and lists of names were made secretly. These lists included the wealthy 
peasants called chiaburi, those who allegedly opposed collectivisation, 
Tito’s supporters, members of the historical parties, people who had 
relatives abroad, Bessarabians and Bukovinians living in Banat. God 
help you if you had enemies among the village leaders or you had an 
affair with the party secretary’s wife. Many of the poor were mistaken 
for their richer co-villagers.

♦	 Days and nights measured by the dull noise of the train, never-ending 
stops in anonymous stations. Sometimes a hand squeezed a loaf of 
brown bread and some jam through the cracked train door. Heat, thirst, 
reek, the ominous bellow of the cattle. The children’s delight of 
travelling by the freight train for such a long time.

♦	 The Bărăgan Plain was waiting for them, far and wild like the 
Siberian mountains. From Fetești to Lătești. From Ciulnița to Dropia. 
From Urleasca to Măzăreni. On wheat fields, on cotton fields, on rape 
fields, on Sudan grass.

♦	 The first night they slept on their clothes, under the open sky. Or in 
wardrobes. Then they built shelters from furniture and carpets. Soon 
they lived in bordeie, dugouts that got filled with water when it rained. 
Later they made houses of earth with thatched roofs.

♦	 This is how 18 new villages were born.
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RAFAeL MIRcIoV’s eXceRPts

From Gheorghe Gheorghiu’s report on the socialist transformation 
of agriculture, presented at the Plenary Meeting of the Central 
Committee of the Romanian Workers’ Party (RWP), 3-5 March 1949:

– eliminate the capitalist elements in agriculture
– solving the peasant problem is a task of the dictatorship of the 

proletariat
– RWP’s policy on peasantry must be very clear: we rely on the 

poor peasants, we strengthen the alliance with the middle peasants and 
we fight against the chiaburi*

– the policy of restricting the chiaburi, limiting their economic 
power

– the class-related fiscal policy is to oppress the chiaburi
– the poor farmers must be taught to fight against the chiaburi, 

these sly, ruthless exploiters of the working peasants
– the People’s Councils must carry out a class policy that will 

constantly weaken the positions of the chiaburi
– the struggle against the largest exploiting class, the rural 

bourgeoisie...

_____________

*Translator’s note: Chiabur is a term that defines a wealthy peasant, the equivalent 
of kulak, a word used in the Soviet Russia and the Soviet Union. A more detailed 
definition of chiabur is given at page 39.
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tHe PRoJect oF A MonoGRAPH

The following proposal, drafted by Mrs. Maria Stoia, may be used 
as a guide to the events, all the more so because most testimonies are 
pieces of life retold from a subjective viewpoint. 

Faithful to the principles of this book, we believe that the 
deportees’ contributions are more important than our own endeavours 
(V.M. and D.V.).

*

Proposal developed by: Maria Stoia, born Maria Rusu
Theme: Satul Nou – Movila Gâldău – Pietroiu
1. Date of displacement and the law that authorised it.
– the political and social conditions of the age
– the hostility towards the Serbians
– the heightened pressure for the creation of collective farms.
2. The brutality of those in charge with the deportation.
3. The make-believe material compensation
4. The journey from home to the railway station
5. Travelling in a third-class railway carriage for a whole week 

(with pigs, cows, hens, clothes, pots and pans, flour bags etc.)
- taking ‘great’ care of the deportees, who were offered biscuits, 

tea and a medical tablet when the train stopped in stations
6. Fetești Railway Station — a one-day stop
– between Siberia, as Ana Pauker wanted, and the Bărăgan Plain, 

as Gheorghe Gheorghiu-Dej decided out of the kindness of his patriotic 
heart...

– placing the new villages around the Sfântu Gheorghe Branch of 
the Danube. Sponsors: Pietroiu and Cocardeaua state farms

– the deportees’ frame of mind (according to age and temperament); 
the situation of the larger animals
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7. The locals’ frame of mind – fear and contempt
8. The first settlements: stakes with lot numbers, huts, dugouts
9. The deportees are asked to finish building their houses and 

institutions
– the helicopter of the government flies over and lands
– the revolt of the Macedonian women against the big shots in 

Bucharest
– the lack of drinking water (the water in Borcea caused dysentery 

and enterocolitis in most deportees)
– the first water well was drilled over 250 feet deep
10. The deportees lose all their savings because of the monetary 

stabilisation.
11. Venomous centipedes (earwigs) invade our beds in the dugouts.
– rodents gnaw our supplies, clothes and carpets
12. Labour force
– the deportees are sent to work at Pietroiu and Cocardeaua state 

farms and on land development sites.
– how the deported intellectuals live and the compromises they 

are forced to accept to make a living
– the deportees are sent to forced labour in gardens far from their 

new village.
– the deportees are forced to make adobe bricks and use them to 

build the village institutions (the People’s Council, the Militia Station, 
the Dispensary, the Cooperative and the School).

13. The locals try to make friends with the deportees living in the 
new villages. At first, they were told the deportees were Korean or 
dangerous convicts.

14. Although the younger deportees come from three different 
counties and have different nationalities – Romanians (from Banat and 
Oltenia), Germans, Serbians and Bulgarians – they make friends with 
the locals and get married there. They start organising fun activities 
(anniversary parties and balls). The local militia must approve these 
parties in advance.

15. The desperate, lonely, old deportees, with no material support, 
commit suicide (rare cases)

16. Health care is insufficient and completely inadequate.
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17. Supervision of deportees
– regular controls in people’s houses by the local militia, to check 

whether all family members are present
18. Arrival of political prisoners who were released and subjected 

to compulsory residence in the new villages
19. Sick young people run to Bucharest or sanatoria. This has 

major repercussions for their families.
20. Younger deportees attempt to continue their studies in high 

schools or universities.
21. Sporting activities of younger deportees
– a football team whose members were recruited for regional teams
22. Weather conditions: hot summers, torrential downpours that 

destroyed houses, heavy snowfalls and the typical Bărăgan blizzard
23. Older deportees enter the church in the old village timidly and 

reject the thought that they will die in the arid Bărăgan plain.
24. Thanks to the skilled deportees’ hard work, Pietroiu becomes 

a leading farm and its manager is awarded the Hero of Labour title three 
times.

25. Homecoming
– the hostility of the authorities
– the deportees’ homesteads were destroyed, robbed or occupied 

abusively
– the former compulsory residence will remain a stigma attached 

to the deportees for many years
26. Attempts of reintegration: former deportees try to find a new 

job or resume their studies; damages to be awarded after their houses 
were robbed; the restitution of their houses

27. Risen from ashes, our children become physicians, pharmacists, 
teachers, engineers, artists, skilled artisans or leading farmers, despite 
the hate campaign of those who hold comfortable positions as 
communist mayors or leaders of cooperative farms built on the land and 
with the wealth of our great grandfathers and other peasants who were 
lucky to escape deportation.

 28. The Romanian Revolution of December 1989; the Association 
of Former Bărăgan Deportees, set up to achieve the following 
objectives:

– to support the moral rehabilitation of the former deportees
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– to encourage historical studies and monographs on the 
deportation in the former regime

– to obtain information and depositions of the former communist 
regime representatives concerning the reasons of deportation and how 
the deportation process was organised

– to make the Association our second family
– to remember our parents and friends who died in Bărăgan or 

after returning home, but before they could celebrate the fall of the 
communist regime

– to launch a mass media appeal to every deported family to bring 
proofs of their deportation (memories, letters, photographs), so that we 
can create a documentary collection as a basis of future monographs.

M. STOIA  (born Maria Rusu)
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FAMILY DIARY 
emil Birdean from checea

We stood there looking at our animals, our nice houses, and our 
cart in the middle of the yard. We were all crying, not sure what to take 
and what to leave behind. We chose the black cart; it was new, we had 
had it made the previous year. We took our best mares; one of them, 
Ioana, had a colt named Durți and a filly named Lind-Wilma. We also 
took two sets of harness from the shed. Of the three cows, we chose 
Bujurinca; she had had her first calf. We had five big trunks that my 
grandpa had brought from America. We stuffed them with clothes. But 
what were we to do with our wardrobes, tables, chairs and dishes for 
eight people? We asked the militiaman to let us load another cart to 
carry our things to the railway station. He kindly allowed us to do so.

What we left behind

We had no idea that another 75 families from Checea went 
through the same ordeal. We arrived at the station overwhelmed by dark 
thoughts, worrying about the things we were forced to abandon in our 
homes. We left two cows that gave 20-25 litres of milk each, two 
heifers, two horses and three foals, a longer cart, a buggy, a shorter cart, 
a new sleigh, three sets of harness, two ploughs with one blade, one 
plough with two blades, one plough with three blades, two cultivators, 
one grain seed drill, one corn seeding machine, two spike harrows, two 
chain harrows, one clod crusher, fourteen porkers weighing 90-100 
pounds each, sixteen sheep tended by a shepherd and about fifty fowl. 
Inside the house, in storerooms and sheds we left wardrobes, tables, 
chairs, two marble cupboards, one manual corn stripper, one 200-litre 
still for țuică1, barrels, tubs, and churns. We owned 21 lanțe2 of ripe 
wheat, 3 lanțe of sugar beet and 9 lanțe of alfalfa. Across the street, we 
1 Traditional Romanian liquor prepared only from plums.
2 An old unit of area equivalent to 0.57 hectares.
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had half a hectare on which we grew vegetables for our own use. (While 
we were deported, this plot was taken by two citizens who built houses 
on it and divided the land between them and now we cannot take it 
back). The first cut hay was in the yard. We left all this and the two 
houses and we received 24,500 lei for the livestock and the crops. (In 
1954, a commission came to check out our inventory. A young 
lieutenant looked in our family file, and then asked how much we had 
received for what we had left home. ‘24,500 lei’, I said. He jumped 
from the chair and asked me again. I gave him the same answer. 
‘You’ve been shamelessly robbed!’ he exclaimed in shock. ‘The sum 
written in your file is four times larger!’)

Surrounded by water

We arrived at Frumușița station, where several trains were already 
being unloaded. The furniture was thrown in carts one more time; the 
horses strained to climb a ramp. Curses, horseflies, bloodshot eyes, 
creased, dirty faces. We crossed a wooden bridge, an infinite wheat field 
skilfully furrowed by reapers and grassy streets. The organisers (who 
told us where and how far we were to go) wore the same kind of cap 
Dej had worn when he visited the Grivița Railway Yards and the 
newspapers published a picture of him hitting an anvil with the hammer 
to remember what it was like and see if he could still do it. 

We stood in a row for the malaria vaccine and the three quinine 
tablets. Close by, mats were sold in heaps. Every family bought 10 or 
20 mats, since the promised village was nowhere to be seen. All we 
could see was a vast wheat field and to the left, 15-foot tall reeds and 
swarms of mosquitoes flying around peoples’ eyes, going into their 
mouths and ears and covering the sky.

After walking for a while, a guide stopped us and asked what 
village we were from. Checea, we replied. He ordered us to turn right 
and walk up to the stakes we would see aligned on both sides — that 
was where our new home would be. We were to unload our things very 
quickly, because the carts were to return to the station to fetch more 
families. We were utterly perplexed, staring at our luggage dropped in 
the wheat field, at our few fowls and animals, all sunk into apathy. We 
just stood there in the baking sun and cried. My father pulled us 
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through. ‘Don’t worry’, he said. ‘I know what we have to do. We put 
order in our things and start building a hut. We can use these mats. We 
have to make do with what we have.’

We were surrounded by water. The Prut ran only a mile away and 
beyond it were the Russians; on the other side, the sewerage system of 
the rice plantation, one bridge and the border guard post near it, and 
Lake Brateș. There was no way we could leave the area. Over 700 
families had been brought to the wetlands. By the next autumn, they 
had us build an elementary school, the People’s Council, a dispensary, 
the cooperative with three departments, the Militia and Secret Police 
stations and a house to promote culture in the wetlands crowded with 
people of different nationalities — Romanians from Banat, 
Bessarabians, Bukovinians, Serbians, Hungarians, Germans, Bulgarians, 
Macedonians and even one Jew.

We were living on the bottom of the half-dried Lake Brateș. The 
locals who went to work in ox-drawn carts crossed themselves and 
shouted at us: ‘Why didn’t you set up your village on a hill? This place 
will be flooded and you will all drown in the Prut!’ (This turned out to 
be true in August 1955.)

Meanwhile, at home...

In Checea, our houses were being destroyed by those who thought 
the chiaburi would never come back. On a street corner, Laza Bratu 
made a promise to Jarcu Ghilanțoș: ‘Uncle Jarcu, if those chiaburi ever 
come back home to Checea again, I swear I’ll kiss their arses!’ After 
some years, when all the 75 families returned, Uncle Jarcu remembered 
their conversation. ‘Hey, Laza, we’ve got a lot of chiaburi arses back 
here, it’ll take you quite a while to kiss them all...’

A pilgrimage

Every Sunday, rows of children, women and men crossed the 
wetlands to attend the Mass in the small church of Tămăoani. They 
prayed God for health and strength, to help them go through the terrible 
ordeal they were subjected to by the communists. I can still see them 
walk along a narrow path under the willows, through burdock, bur reed 
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and club rush. Lone birds fly above their heads, a duck, a lapwing, 
sometimes a hawk. They step on the dry reed and the frost-whitened 
branches, going or coming from the little church, one after another. 

The people from Beba, Checea and Giulvăz joined in a choir and 
sang carols and religious songs. The church in Tămăoani was crammed 
full of people. The locals looked listened in astonishment to our 
performance and asked why we had been brought there and forced to 
set up a village on the bottom of the lake. We seemed good-hearted and 
God-fearing people, although the authorities had told them we were 
dangerous criminals. 

Every Sunday a market was held in the deportees’ village centre. 
Many people came from the neighbouring villages to buy and sell all 
sorts of things. This is how the connection between the deportees and 
the locals was established.

The monetary reform

On 27 January 1952, the money circulation was stopped and on 
29 January the new “leu” was introduced. For the first thousand old lei 
you received 10 new lei, for the next thousand lei you received only 5 
new lei, and so on. All our savings were gone. (Long time after that, 
one of the authors of this book found a note in a drawer in the nearly 
deserted house of a lonely and cranky poet living in Mehala. The note 
was crumpled and had a yellowish round paper cut in the middle on 
which someone had written in purple ink: ‘The last of my money, gone 
with the wind’. We used the heaps of useless notes to start a fire under 
the cauldron. The coins we gave to the children to play with them and 
give us a break.

Take them and leave

The letters from home brought only bad news. Everybody was 
forced to join the collective farms. Those who refused were piled into 
vans that jolted and rattled over the rough ground between the villages 
until they were dizzy enough to accept. (We remember the story of the 
peasants: ‘Will you sign or not?’ yelled the town worker posted to the 
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village for persuasion work. ‘I will not’, yelled the peasant back. ‘Fine, 
then. Sign here.’ So the peasant put his name on the paper, unaware that 
what he actually signed was his agreement to join the collective farm.) 
(From the memories of a woman working as a petty clerk at the People’s 
Council in a small Banat town: ‘I was supposed to accompany the 
teams of party activists and workers from Arad who had come to collect 
the requisition quotas and register them in the collective agricultural 
farms. We went to the Chepețans — a stubby peasant with a stubby wife. 
The activists asked for their quotas. The man said he had no money. 
«You bastard, you’re lying!» barked the activist from the party district 
organisation. «Last week you sold a pair of oxen at the market!» The 
woman, Maria Chepețan, started wailing miserably. I was so disgusted 
that I felt sick and fainted. I remember they splashed water on my face. 
When I came through, they were all watching me in surprise. I was 
scared and all I could do was smile to them.’) On the wetlands, the 
heads of the families worked at gostat3, while the women and the 
elderly did house chores or worked in the gardens around the house. 
When work was overwhelming, the workers’ team leaders came to the 
head of the People’s Council and demanded workforce. Immediately the 
militiamen gathered 100–150 women, old men and children and divided 
them as required: ‘How many for the garden?’ ‘Thirty.’ ‘One, two, 
three, four... thirty! Take them and leave! Next!’ ‘How many for the rice 
plantation?’ ‘Forty’. ‘One, two, three, four... forty! Take them and 
leave!’ Nobody dared dodge work, because if you were caught, you 
were arrested on the spot.

Life went on in the same way every morning, month after month. 
The days grew shorter and the nights grew longer. We worried that 
winter would come soon and instead of walking in rubber boots over 
the muddy fields, we would step on frozen clods. Autumn was close, the 
morning dew was colder and colder, the club rush withered. In lazy 
afternoons, wild ducks quacked in the sky. We watched them from 
among maize stalks. We shook the dirt off our wellingtons, stamped our 
feet and got on the carts.

3 A state-owned agricultural farm



Family Diary 21

Archetypes — Cyclicity

On Sunday mornings, towards winter, we used to gather in one’s 
house and drink wine from the locals (3-4 lei/litre). We played cards 
and talked about our situation in the wetlands. We slaughtered pigs on 
20 December (St. Ignatius Day) and got together to sing carols while 
walking on the path that led to the little church in Tămăoani. Icy north-
easterly wind, snow storms, twenty degrees below zero, cheeks frozen 
with cold.

Towards spring, we were surrounded by troops. They were 
looking for paratroopers that we had allegedly sheltered. They turned 
our houses upside down. They shouted at us. ‘There’s nobody here, 
commander’. One soldier gave me a cigarette. Eventually, they left. 
Stalin died, we got our hopes up, then we gave up all hope, others died, 
my mother had cancer, she could barely walk with a stick, at night she 
groaned silently. (After a few years, when Dej had died, in a different 
place in the Banat plain, another old woman sat on a chair in front of 
her house. Plagued by illness, she stared at the black locusts. There was 
a can with coarsely ground maize for goslings in front of her. She was 
talking to the postman who had just finished his studies at a school of 
crafts. ‘The blooming black locusts are gorgeous! Don’t you think so, 
dear? If only I never died...’)

Next August we thought again of winter, frost and snowstorms. 
We prepared straw and cobs to make fire. Soon pigs would be 
slaughtered again. With the religious winter celebrations, people would 
take a break from work. We would march in procession through the 
wetlands to the little church in Tămăoani, as if to a monastery, we 
would sing carols while walking between reed stalks. Maybe a relative 
from home would come and bring us sugar cubes and fresh jam, despite 
the freezing cold. She would tell us how our people at home wouldn’t 
give in, wouldn’t join the collective farms, how stupid idiots turned into 
village leaders overnight, how horses got shot and dogs got caught with 
steel collars around their necks and then skinned so that the French 
could make leather gloves. Once more, the roads would be covered in 
snow and we would reach our farm with great difficulty. Once more, 
there would be rumours that somewhere in the wetlands a shepherd and 
its sheep died buried in the snow.
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Next August my mother passed away. She was the nineteenth 
person from Checea who died there. Despite our grief and troubles, we 
slaughtered two pigs before the holy winter celebrations. We were still 
in the wetlands.

A story about floods

The day before, the water level had almost reached the levee. 
They said that the following night the Russians were going to break the 
levee, so that the river would flood us instead of them. Nobody knows 
what really happened, but at 4 o’clock the next morning the levee failed. 
The breach measured about 400 feet. The water had changed its course 
and was coming straight towards us. There were about 2.5 miles in a 
straight line to the new village. An earth levee with a road at five feet 
above the ground level ran in the direction of the Prut Station. The 
stacks of wheat rose high on the fields and the maize plants had grown 
over ten feet tall. Around two in the afternoon, the water reached the 
levee that protected the village, but nobody was concerned for our 
safety. Tens of cars and trucks were stopped on all the roads in the 
region and sent to the wetlands to carry everything they could to the 
Prut and Grădină Stations. No measures were taken in our new village, 
because nobody cared about it. The first trucks came only after three in 
the afternoon to take the families and their belongings. The evacuation 
lasted until after seven in the evening, when the water started flowing 
over the levee.

From the hill, one could see the neighbouring villages. The yards 
were crowded with our luggage and furniture unloaded from carts. At 
about nine, the water flooded the houses in the new village. Most adobe 
houses got soaked at the base and collapsed in a dust cloud. The wooden 
houses tilted to one side.

At daybreak, everybody was on the hill, over 300 feet high, to see 
the endless water. Here and there, one could see the tops of the 
telephone poles. Soldiers were swarming all over the place. I asked a 
commander to give us a ride in his motorboat. We wanted to see what 
was left of the village. We sailed along the telephone line, arrived on 
Street I, took a turn on Street II and so we went on, street by street. We 
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found various things floating on the water: sieves, wooden troughs, 
pots, drowned chickens and cats. A poor cat mewed pitifully on the roof 
of a house. The locals had been right when they told us we shouldn’t 
have set up our village on the lake bottom.

We spent some time in stables, sheds and houses, in places we 
were able to reach. The people from Moldova have such a kind heart!

This is our tragic story

At first their released the Macedonians. They weren’t allowed to 
go to Banat, but in the region of Constanța, and not in carriages made 
available for them, but on their own. Then the Bessarabians left, but 
again not for Banat. As for the families from Oltenia and Banat, only 
fifteen of them, the older ones, were allowed to return to their homes. I 
remember that the following people from Checea went back home: old 
Dita Checean, alone, old Eva Arăzan, also alone, Bugariu Niculaie, 
uncle Dârlea, Iancu Faier, old Luţa, Wist, old Şandor and Traian, on 
their own account, that is, they paid for their tickets. We, the ones who 
remained there, settled around the food warehouse of the gostat. We 
kept working. The gostat brought pontoniers and soldiers and the 
threshing started. The wheat stacks that had been swept into the water 
stopped into spits of land, so combines were brought on rafts and tied to 
the wheat stacks with thick ropes. Then the threshing started. The straw 
bundles were set down to float on the water, and the grains were 
collected in sacks piled on boats. The boats were drawn by motorboats 
to Frumuşiţa Veche, where the grain was finally stored. This went on 
until late October, when the wheat stacks were finished. In December, 
the commission came and we were free to go. We travelled together 
with other families in a railway carriage loaded with everything we had 
and on 10 January we arrived in our dear village, after four and a half 
years of deportation.

We left the new village and the cemetery completely covered in 
water. This is the tragic story of the deportation of tens of thousands of 
people living in Banat and Oltenia along the 15-mile border with 
Yugoslavia.
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In 1991, we had a monument consecrated in Checea Village. Its 
lateral sides are engraved with the names of the families and the number 
of their deported members. The front of the monument bears the names 
of the people who passed away in Bărăgan, three expropriated families 
whose members died abroad and the family of a political prisoner who 
spent thirteen years in prison and his wife and children were deported 
with us in Bărăgan. 

5.30 in the morning — We were woken up by repeated loud 
knocks on our front gate. I jumped out of the bed to see who it was, but 
my mother had already opened the door to a militiaman and a border 
guard pointing a pistol at us, ready to fire.
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A PeAceFUL GAtHeRInG

We walk through a gate. A dull, grey building with a dirty inner 
yard resembling a fire-engine house and a collective farming 
headquarters at the same time. To the left, a passageway. To the right, 
the entrance to the pub that is probably empty at this hour. It cannot be 
later than six. We’ll have to mix it, we decide, there are too many of 
them, we don’t have a tape recorder, they come from different angles of 
the yard, the rooms and the street. Some are brain-workers, others are 
neither townspeople nor villagers. They give us a formal welcome, 
slightly embarrassed by our almost unusual meeting, by their intentions 
and memories hidden somewhere under their clothes, behind their eyes 
and cheap cigarettes. We shake hands, go into the pub, and put three 
tables together. Greenish pints of beer and cold coffee are ordered and 
brought to our tables. Two of them sit on the edge of their chairs, 
feeling ill at ease. They are homebodies, they don’t go to restaurants 
unless for weddings and christening parties when they doze in their 
chairs, in front of tables with stale food and half-empty bottles, despite 
the apocalyptical noise of the tárogatós4. Others feel very at home, they 
talk too candidly with the pub manager, himself the descendant of a 
man who had to dig a shelter for his family the first night after the 
sergeant had ordered him to unload their belongings in the field. A man 
in a green cardigan with silver threads, rather stoned, swallows his 
cigarette smoke, talks loudly, insists that we keep drinking on a 
commanding, though polite tone… Twenty past six in the afternoon. 
Jimbolia, a border town. Several years ago, it was a place where fear 
mixed with the hope of fleeing to a paradise for which many paid for 
with their lives. 

Some drink beer, some don’t. They introduce themselves one by 
one: Aurel Herişanu, 70, from Muscel, came to Jimbolia in 1946; 

4 Woodwind instruments played by Romanian and Hungarian folk musicians.
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deported in 1951, when he was the head of the accounting service at the 
ceramic product enterprise. Szell Alexander, called Şoani, a Hungarian 
born 67 years ago in Jimbolia, former footballer at CFR Timisoara. 
Gheorghe Smerecinschi, 70, took refuge from Bukovina in wartime. 
Grigore Scripi, 66, a refugee from Mihăileni village, Hotin County. 
Vasile Rotaru, 73, also from Bessarabia, Căuşani, Tighina. Franyo 
Miksici, 73, Croatian, a deportee from Checea who settled in Jimbolia 
only in 1990. Brothers Aurel and Gheorghe Saftenco, one born in 
Jimbolia, the other in Bărăgan, their parents took refuge from Bukovina 
in 1941. Vasile Fantaziu, also from Bessarabia, came to Jimbolia and 
then moved to Timișoara. He organised our meeting and drove us to 
Jimbolia.

We try to organise the talks, to temper the talkative and encourage 
the taciturn. Conversations overlap, we try to put them down, several 
stories are told at the same time, and life events are recalled between 
two sips of beer: ‘Two days before we were deported hundreds of 
freight trains stopped at Jimbolia railway station. The locomotives 
whistled differently than usual, the dogs in the town howled when they 
heard them, the people were nervous for no apparent reason. I did not 
see myself as a target, but there was definitely something fishy going 
on. I had come here from Muscel in 1946. I had completed my military 
service at a border guard unit. I was fluent in German. In 1945, I 
graduated from the non-commissioned officers’ school in Breaza. At 
three o’clock that Sunday night, I heard sharp knocks on my landlord’s 
door. ‘Who is it?’ I asked. ‘The Secret Police. Open up!’ ‘I won’t!’ ‘We 
have orders to hand you a document.’ So I opened the door. A Secret 
Police lieutenant came in and asked me, ‘Show me your ID and military 
book.’ ‘I fought in the Czechoslovak campaign.’ ‘In the name of the 
law, in compliance with... you are to be deported. Leave this town in 24 
hours or you will be arrested. You may go to one of the following 
counties: Ialomița, Râmnicu-Sărat or Buzău.’ I travelled in a third-class 
carriage. Before that, my manager had said he knew nothing about this. 
I was not allowed to go to the mayor’s office. ‘You are on the list of 
undesirable individuals’, I was told. I went home to Lerești-Muscel. 
Much later, in 1966, when I had already become manager of Ceramica 
Jimbolia, I happened to find my name on such a list. The list also said I 
had been in the German army, I spoke against the socialist order and I 
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was the son of a chiabur, which was a lie. The man who had made the 
list was a certain Topciov from Beșenova.’

Vasile Rotaru has to leave, so he cuts him short. ‘Before deportation 
I sang in the church choir. The mayor’s office representatives made the 
priest lie to us: don’t be surprised there are so many freight trains, they 
are for cereals, the priest had said. I had come from Bessarabia and 
bought a house in Jimbolia. The night after Pentecost, I heard someone 
knocking at my door with the rifle butt. My wife and I ran to the back 
of our garden. All we had on was our pyjamas. We hid among the poppy 
plants. The militiaman passed by us without seeing us. Before dawn, we 
moved behind the mulberry trees and managed to sneak back into the 
house. The soldiers broke a window with the bayonets and unlocked the 
door. A Secret Police officer ordered us to pack because we were to be 
moved to another region. We took our horse and cart. At the station, we 
saw a man shot in his jaw. He was Gheorghe Vitruc, father of four 
daughters. Wounded as he was, he was put in the freight train. His wife 
Maria died in hospital in Călărași. Gheorghe died four years later. We 
arrived at Dropia. The Tincu family was also brought there. The 
husband, Nicolae, was blind. His wife, Maria, was stiffened. They were 
abandoned under the open sky. She died on a couch in the field, covered 
with hoar frost. While I worked at GAS5, two militiamen came to search 
my house. They had secretly placed some cartridges in a laundry box 
and then put pressure on my wife to tell them where she had hidden the 
gun. They tortured her until she fainted. We lived in a dugout for a year 
before we moved into a thatched hut. On the night of December 1951, I 
wrote a poem that was published in the România liberă daily newspaper 
on December 1991. It goes like this:

Where the fierce wind 
Roars on the peaks
And scatters the snow 
And the dirt on its way,
Where the cuckoo, 
The nightingale
And the blackbird 

5 A state-owned agricultural farm.
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Never sing to foretell 
The long-awaited spring,
Where only the eagle
The owl and the crow
Fly freely in the sky
And hunt for hidden prey,
There, on endless fields,
Downtrodden and abused,
Punished and exiled,
Broken and harassed,
Abandoned to their fate,
The deportation victims
Drew their last breath,
Far away from home,
Under heavy guard,
Missing their land.
They kept their faith alive
And when they were all free
And barriers were removed
A faint glimmer of light
Became a flame of hope.

Vasile Rotaru sips from his beer and points to the waiter: ‘He was 
two and a half years old, I remember seeing him at the station. He was 
in the arms of his uncle, the one who got shot in the jaw. The child’s ear 
was burnt from the shot.’

Szell Alexandru lights his cigarette and starts speaking. ‘My name 
was not on any list. I was a railway worker, a mechanic by profession. I 
played soccer in the first league at that time. On 18 June 1951, my 
brother came to see me in Timisoara. He told me that the atmosphere in 
Jimbolia seemed strained, as if the whole town had been mobilized for 
something. I went home to Jimbolia see my fiancée; we had been 
together for a long time. At midnight, a Secret Police lieutenant 
accompanied by a soldier came to our door. I opened it. They asked me 
who I was. My name was not on the deportation list, but it had been 
added next to my fiancée’s in their papers. Her family, Klein, was the 
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richest in Jimbolia. They were Swabians from Lotharingia and owned 
about 265 acres of land. I stuffed some clothes in a couple of trunks, I 
took the furniture I had ordered from London and Switzerland, two 
cows, two horses, one pig and thirty-forty chickens. On the 19th, we 
were already onthe third-class train. Aurel Herişanu saw us getting 
ready to leave. He too was at the station, waiting for the train to Muscel, 
where his parents lived. My fiancée and I got off at Dâlga, where we got 
married later.’

The atmosphere in the pub is like a physical presence among the 
chatty deportees. We drink more beer. It is Mr. Șoani’s turn to speak. At 
some point in his story, he recalls a Secret Police agent who mentioned 
the Lord’s name while the deportees were unloading their things. 
Weakened by the heat of the arid land and the smell of tar from the 
railway sleepers, the agent wondered, ‘Does God exist?’ and stared at 
Șoani insistently, questioningly or provocatively. Șoani could not 
understand why the agent would concern himself with such matters. He 
did not realise that the agent was challenging him to speak the truth. He 
stood on dry clods of earth, between two dwarf elder shrubs. The air 
stank like horse dung. Close by, black locusts lined up for about 40 feet, 
up to the edge of a dry pond. Șoani heard some corporals and a clerk 
call his name. He drew closer to them, stood in a row and received four 
boards to build a house on the harvested oat field. ‘This is your plot,’ 
said a corporal and pointed to a stake on the left and one a bit farther on 
the right. Nothing but windrows, crickets and locusts. Șoani stood 
between the stakes, his boards near him. He built his hut quickly. One 
evening he also made a house for his chickens and big rooster. He tied 
the rooster’s beak for fear it might crow and someone might hear it. (I 
had no idea who he was afraid of. Maybe he did not want the others to 
know he had it, they might have stolen it). He untied the bird’s beak at 
whole hours, so that it could eat and drink water. He was a footballer 
and played for CFR Timisoara in the first level league. One day, Secret 
Police agent Stere approached him on behalf of CFR București (Rapid) 
Football Club. ‘Listen carefully, Szell, this is your chance...’ Stere told 
Szell he could escape deportation if he agreed to play football in the 
capital. Szell demanded that his parents-in-law also be allowed to return 
home. The deal was off.



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation30

In summer, special commissions came to the village to buy Holstein 
cows and Nonius driving horses. Many people sold their livestock. In a 
short time, the monetary stabilisation left them empty-handed. 

In August, a heavy rain like Șoani had never seen before swamped 
Dâlga, the new village set up by the deportees. His pig, chickens and 
rooster drowned. People put their flour, children, clothes and fowls in 
troughs. Mrs. Roth, a music teacher from Jimbolia, shouted for Szell to 
save her from drowning. She was perched on a chair sinking slowly into 
the soaked ground. Old Peter Servo hid in his bed with an open 
umbrella, while the earth walls of his shelter were getting soaked with 
water. Peter groaned from under his umbrella: ‘Ei weh, Gottes Will!’6

Some time before autumn, Szell was befriended by the farm 
manager who was to become a big communist boss in the Ministry of 
Agriculture. Both were born on the same date. They put together a 
football team and built a stadium opposite the railway station. They 
surrounded the stadium with wooden bars. The stand was B category. At 
the opening festivity, the ball was thrown down from a utility plane in 
front of three thousand spectators. They also had a Gypsy woman sell 
ice cream at an improvised stall. After the game, the footballers enjoyed 
a trip by train from Dâlga to Bogdana.

Rain or shine, Szell lived in his dugout his impetuous youth years 
that today appear to him as distant and trapped in a sentimentalized 
framework with the passage of time.

The locals in Dâlga Veche lived literally on the arid steppe, within 
hedges of sunflower and maize stalks chewed by hungry cows. They 
grew to like the newcomers, although at first they had greeted them with 
disbelief. The ‘Koreans’ who had arrived there by train, in third-class 
carriages, influenced their lifestyle. They learnt from them how to 
slaughter and prepare pigs, make bread and deal with a number of 
farming issues in a different way. But they also learnt a lot from one 
another. The locals had grown so attached to the deportees that once, 
when Szell passed through Dâlga Veche and the villagers found out that 
their hero footballer had been bitten by some dogs, they ended up 
killing all the stray dogs in their village just to express their solidarity 
with him.

6 God’s will — an approximate translation.
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Szell had been living with his fiancée for a long time, so he 
decided to marry her. The wedding was great; they had over one 
hundred and fifty deportees as guests, plus manager Mirea, Maxim the 
vet and Militia and Secret Police agents. The famous deported singer 
Mitică Căpeţean was called to sing at the wedding. Szell received 
beverage, pork and veal from the manager. All went well. As well as it 
could go in the wild steppe. Others, for whom things were not going so 
well because they were neither young nor well-known footballers, stood 
on the threshold of their small shelters and watched the village Militia 
patrolling the muddy streets on horseback. They kept a poker-faced 
expression, a look of indifference as dull as the plain that enveloped 
them in a stubborn silence. It was the anonymous look on the face of an 
anonymous deportee filled with sadness on a dreary afternoon.

*

When they came to Bărăgan, Szell and his fiancée had four 
thousand dollars, 34 Napoleon coins and four sets of silverware that had 
been brought from Vienna and Budapest by Grossvater Michl, his 
fiancée’s grandfather.

(Regarding the name of Michl, Uncle Iosâmică from Sânmihai 
told us an anecdote to demonstrate the sonority — or the lack of it — of 
the two languages. Once there was a Romanian and a Swabian and they 
were very good friends. They decided to see which of them could shout 
louder, so they climbed on the top of a hill. The Romanian saw a 
shepherd with his sheep in the valley and shouted his name at the top of 
his lungs: ‘Ioaneee! Ioaneee!’ The shepherd shouted back: ‘Whaaat’s 
goooiiing ooon?’ Then the Swabian saw one of his mates down there 
among the plum trees and started calling his name: ‘Mihlll! Mihlll! 
Mihlll!’ But his mate could not hear him at all.)

When Szell and his fiancée built and consolidated their house, 
they hid their treasure in the walls for safety. In 1955, when they were 
allowed to return home, they couldn’t remove it from the walls. Szell 
came back after two years and found the house had been destroyed. The 
Cârpaci Poligrad Gypsy family had settled among its ruins. You could 
pass from one room to another up to the field. At the back of the house, 
where the pantry and the stable had been, under a cover of dwarf elder 
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and dried sunflower stems, the gypsy mother squeezed her nipple 
between the soft gums of a naked baby and stuffed a cloth moistened in 
sugar in a one-year-old’s mouth. A piglet slipped between the boy’s 
legs. At first, Szell took it for a dog... He couldn’t learn anything about 
the gold coins and the silverware engraved with his father-in-law’s 
family name in another century. He went back to the railway station and 
returned to Banat with a sense of relief, a vague, almost indefinite 
sensation that he had finally been set free.

The pints are greenish, as if they had been kept for a while in a 
puddle covered with water silk. It smells of cold cigarette ash. We eat 
cold, bitter-sweet lángos7.

Aurel Herişanu, who has spoken before, resumes his story. He 
was ordered to go home to Muscel. The next day after his arrival, a 
Secret Police officer turned up and demanded that he leave the village. 
He tried to find help in Bucharest, at the Ministry of Construction. He 
approached hierarchically Constantin Hauffman, a department head, Jan 
Grigoriu, a general manager, and Minister Hossu, who spoke with 
Alexandru Drăghici personally. The latter, who was the head of the 
national Secret Police, decided that nothing could be done, so Aurel 
Herişanu was assigned to compulsory residence (CR). His papers bore 
the CR mention. His was subjected to the regular control of the 
authorities in Simileasca Village, Buzău County, where he worked as an 
accountant at the ‘30 December’ Tiles and Bricks Factory. After one 
year, with the approval of the Ministry of Internal Affairs, he was 
allowed to move to Târnăveni. On 1 February 1955, he was finally 
given permission to return to Jimbolia, the town to which he had grown 
deeply attached. The authorities would never let go of the fact that he 
had studied at a military communications school in Nazi Germany. In 
1965, Lieutenant Cărăcăleanu, today a colonel, summoned him to the 
Secret Police station in Jimbolia and demanded that he gave a statement 
about what he had done in Germany. ‘I won’t do it,’ Herişanu replied 
briefly. He had been a valedictorian of the Magdeburg school, where 
another ten Romanians had studied, but hadn’t attended the Unterricht, 
a kind of Nazi political education. He had been and still was a qualified 
professional.

7 Deep fried dough, a Hungarian speciality.
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Next to speak is Gheorghe Smerecinschi, one of three brothers 
who were chiefs of the artificial dryers of the Morando technological 
lines, probably the section of the factory where the ceramic products 
were dried. ‘I smelt trouble at the beginning of the spring of 1951, when 
the Secret Police checked us out because we were Bukovinians who had 
escaped the Soviet ‘welfare’. I was born in Roșa-Cernăuți (Chernivtsi). 
I ran a smithy there. In 1940, my father-in-law had been deported by the 
Russians to Vladivostok, where he died three years later. In 1945, my 
mother-in-law, my wife and my one-year-old daughter were living in 
Brasov, at 128, Lucaci Street. Since I was in the army, I went to the 
Armistice Commission, ruled by the Russians, in the hope to postpone 
my family’s departure until the second transport. They were already in 
the train. My mother-in-law spoke in Ukrainian to a solid Russian with 
a thick moustache, begging him to put off their leaving. Eventually he 
took pity on them and let them and one of my aunts get off the train. I 
forgot to say that a Jewish interpreter, God bless her soul, also put in a 
good word for me with the Commission. We the Bukovinians got on 
very well with the Jews living around Chernivtsi. We tried to protect 
them from the Germans who wanted to take them to Bug. After my 
family got off the train, I arranged for our transportation to Ploiești in 
Romanian army trucks. From there we took another truck that drove us 
to the Tramcar Factory in Bucharest. On the way, my mother-in-law 
made conversation with a woman who offered to provide us 
accommodation in a basement. We spent a few days in that cellar before 
we left to Crețulești-Buftea Village, where we finally settled. I found a 
job in a private smithy in Buftea. In 1946, I met Gheorghe Vântu, a 
Bukovinian like me, president of the Bar Association in Bucharest and a 
liberal leader. He advised me to go to Banat, where the area was being 
colonised and people were given land, ‘otherwise the Russians will get 
their hands on you’, he said. We came to Jimbolia in 1947 and indeed 
we were given twelve acres of land. In 1951, that meant a lot. Our 
landlord, a German who knew the town of Chernivtsi, warned us that 
bad things were going to happen. What made us thinking was that the 
Town Council issued an order that every family must mark their plot 
with a tablet. On 17 June we heard the drum beating in Jimbolia. The 
drummer announced that an ample military manoeuvre was to take 
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place in the neighbourhood. Nobody was allowed to leave the village 
and the trains were cancelled. A neighbour climbed into my cart as I 
returned home from the field and he whispered to me that he had seen 
two Militia platoons buying big boxes of cigarettes from the shop. 
‘They’ve come here either for you or for us’, added my neighbour. It 
turned out that they had come for both the newcomers and the locals. 
The next day, a Sunday, a festivity was organised at the kindergarten. 
My little girl was supposed to recite a poem about Stalin, the children’s 
good friend. And she got to recite it, because the deportation only 
started the following night. During the festivity, someone spread the 
word that a freight train had stopped between Clarii-Vii and Jimbolia 
and a large number of soldiers got off and hid in the maize field. They 
were supposedly from around Suceava. That Sunday night, troops 
invaded the streets of Jimbolia. I peeped through the blinds and saw 
they were militiamen and soldiers. At one or two past midnight, I can’t 
remember what time it was exactly, we heard knocks on our gate. When 
our German landlord opened it, a Militia major snapped at him: ‘Why 
do you keep this gate locked?’ They talked for a while with the landlord 
and my brother. They posted one soldier with a machine-gun at every 
door; then they left, only to return after a short while. They had 
forgotten about us. ‘Where is Smerecinschi Gheorghe?’ They read me 
the decree according to which I was to be taken to Dobrogea as of that 
date. They forbade me to leave the room. Only my wife was allowed to 
look after the animals. It was dawn already, five o’clock in the morning. 
A scream broke the silence in the courtyard. Squatting near a shrub, her 
hands on her head, the landlord’s daughter was crying. Her mother had 
jumped into the rainwater tank. It was a two-meter deep, four-meter 
long and three-meter wide tank with a wooden and iron cover, like most 
Swabians kept in their yards. We could hear the woman splashing in the 
water. I saw a soldier go to the tank with a cigarette butt between his 
lips. He climbed on the tank roof and looked down calmly: ‘What the 
hell’s wrong with you, woman? Are you on heat?’ Another soldier 
joined him and leant his rifle on the tank. They both bent over the edge 
and grabbed the woman, one by her feet, the other by her green 
cardigan. They pulled her out and threw her in the middle of the yard, 
over the chicken house, under an old apricot tree. 
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In two hours we had to pack all our belongings, put them in a cart 
and head to the train station. We remained close to the station from 
Monday until Friday. The railway workers told us we were to get off on 
a field somewhere between Făurei and Feteşti. That was where we were 
supposed to live from then on. I’ll skip the adventures we had on the 
train, you’ve heard them before. In Bărăgan we were waited for by 
soldiers and civilians. There were also several Militia platoons and six 
or seven civilians wearing proletarian caps and collars, probably 
activists and Secret Police agents. The locals watched in fear what was 
happening near the railway line and were quite surprised to hear us 
speak Romanian. They had been told we were Koreans and Yugoslavs 
supporting Tito. So... we walked three or four kilometres through wheat 
and hemp fields. We reached a gostat called “Pavel Tcacenco”. I was 
given six boards no wider than my palm to set the limits of my place, 
which was thirty feet wide and one hundred feet long. It was in a wheat 
field. The earth was as hot as a stove, I can still feel the heat. I watched 
locusts and crickets hop over my feet. I had no idea where to start. I 
remember I was weak and fell in a stupor. I waited for some time, and 
then started working on the house. I don’t know why I still remember 
how I stood there in the field watching crickets and locusts jump around 
my feet. I finished the house by the end of the summer. An outbreak of 
epidemic typhus occurred. I don’t know why, maybe because we were 
exhausted, maybe because we lived in filth. We were all shaking with 
fever. And we were sweating a lot. This disease eats your bowls and 
you can pee only every eight or ten days. For five weeks I didn’t eat 
anything. All I had was some tea. Six of us had something to eat, maybe 
just a biscuit, but they died. We weren’t supposed to eat at all. I was so 
thin I must have weighed about 60 pounds. A commission came from 
Galați; the nurses thought we should be left alone to die, since that was 
why we had been brought there. But we were lucky that the hospital 
manager was a good man. He gave us aspirin and eventually we got 
better. I worked as a blacksmith at the “Tcacenco” farm. Of all we went 
through, I remember the winter of 1953 more vividly. It was a very 
heavy winter with a blizzard. From time to time, we left the house 
through a small kitchen window that opened to the harsh wind. Two old 
men died in their dugouts covered by snow drifts. 
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The Bukovinians and the Bessarabians were not allowed to return 
to their home towns or villages. We had to stay there until 1960. More 
deportees were brought from Macedonia and Buzău. In the eyes of the 
regime, they were all guilty of the same terrible crime, which was being 
suspects for having fled the Russians or communism or for other 
reasons. I don’t really know why they were so suspect. However, we 
didn’t get on with them as fine as with the Swabians. We each took five 
acres of land and turned them into beautiful gardens. It was only in 
1960 that we were permitted to return to Jimbolia, where my brother 
had married a German woman.”
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DRAFt oF A ReQUIeM

The Mezin families lived in Giulvăz and were among the richest 
ones there.  Two of their branches toiled at the cotton harvest in 
Bărăgan: Cipor and Patriconi. What happened to everybody happened 
to them too: the unexpected arrival of the army and the Secret Police in 
their household. They took some clothes and some food out of the 
pantry, two wardrobes they would need in the field near Ciulnița (to 
build themselves a shelter), a cow, a horse, some bags of wheat and 
corn, a few chickens. They had to wait in the train station for a few 
days. The head of the household, Mita Mezin, went back home; he was 
allowed to return as a favour received from of the soldier who was 
watching them. He walked through his courtyard the next morning and 
stared at the deserted outbuildings, listened to the cattle bellowing with 
hunger, the dog barking in the chain, the fowls cackling in their pens. 
Hungry pigeons flew from under the eaves and the dovecote on the tall 
pillar behind the grain barn and gathered around him. Words are not 
enough to recall that man’s sheer desperation.  He ran his fingers 
through his hair and leant his head against the house wall. In just a few 
days his hair turned grey.

Sofia Mezin, Mita’s wife, was found by militiamen and soldiers 
after a long search. There was a double wall in the house where the 
family kept their grains. That place could be reached from the garret. 
There they found the woman. She sat between the walls, on a wheat 
pile. When they put the flashlight on her, they saw a photograph beside 
her. It was a photograph of Mihai at the age of 14, when he was the 
King of Alba-Iulia. Her father had been the village mayor and once he 
had taken the young king in a cart drawn by four white horses to Banloc 
Castle. 

They also took Mita’s mother, Mărie Mezin, 81 years old. What 
followed was similar to the destiny of other thousands of deported 
peasants: the long journey, getting off the train in a deserted field in a 



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation38

godforsaken area, the shelter made of wardrobes and covered with tar 
paper and after a while the dugout. That’s how they and everyone else 
around them spent a whole winter. They dug a well over 130 feet deep, 
after many of their animals had died of the thirst. The following year 
they built an adobe house and people from neighbouring villages started 
visiting them.

The old woman died there. She had kept begging their sons to 
take her back home. While she was lying on her deathbed, they told her 
she could pass away in peace because they would take her back to 
Giulvăz as soon as they were able to leave the Bărăgan wasteland. They 
promised her they would arrange her grave in such a way that they 
would remove her easily from the ground when the time came.

Her sons returned to the village after six years, old and sick. One 
of them died of cancer shortly after he had got his house back. 

Many years after their deportation, on his way to a sanatorium, 
Iepta, the son-in-law of Vasa (Mita’s brother), stopped at Ciulnița to 
revisit the places where he had endured so much useless suffering. In 
the evening, when to board the train, he slipped under the wheels. In the 
darkness, a pointsman heard moans on the tracks. He went closer. The 
man on the sleepers put his hands around his neck. When the pointsman 
picked him up, he saw that only half of his trunk was left. He fainted. 

Iepta was buried there, not far from the old woman’s grave, in the 
land of Bărăgan furrowed twice a year by the ploughs of the gostat.
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tHe sUBU sectIon

Obad Village, Ciacova Commune, Timiș County
Period of deportation: June 1951–February 1956
Place of deportation: Valea Viilor Commune, Fetești District, 

Ialomița Region (Constanța)
Number of deported families: 11 (7 Romanian and 4 German)
Number of deported individuals: 27
None of the deported individuals died in Bărăgan, but a child was 

born there. 
After returning from their place of deportation, 19 people died. 

Consequently, 8 + 1 people are currently alive. The nationalities of the 
deportees are given in table at page 240.

I. Events prior to deportation
a) The deportation of the Swabians to Russia deeply saddened all 

their neighbours in Obad.
b) In our village there was only one landowner, a priest, Father 

Lungu, who was assigned to compulsory residence somewhere near 
Câmpulung-Muscel.

c) According to the definition given in the Dictionary of the 
Romanian Language, published by the Academy of the People’s 
Republic of Romania, a chiabur is “a wealthy peasant who belongs to 
the rural bourgeoisie, owns more land than he can work by himself, 
owns major production means and employs paid workers.” The rural 
communist activists collected compulsory quotas from the home of a 
paore8 or directly from the field, as the grains came out of the threshing 
machine. To soften the party district activist and distract him from his 
work, the peasants prepared huge meals, țuică and wine. While the local 
and the central authorities stuffed themselves with food and drinks, the 

8 A peasant, in the Banat subdialect.
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household members hid small amounts of grains, a skill they developed 
during the age of foreign raids.

II. The state of affairs prior to deportation
A week or two before the deportation, a young Militia lieutenant 

came to the village, visited several households and asked the people 
what their troubles were and whether they had what to work with. The 
peasants usually replied that everything was fine, for fear they might be 
called saboteurs. The lieutenant paid constant attention to their words. 
His eyes searched every corner of the house, eager to spot anything that 
might seem special. Then he greeted briefly and left. 

Other things happened afterwards: a large number of freight 
carriages were gathered near the border with Yugoslavia and people 
started hiding in gardens (including my grandfather, who hid among 
vineyard stakes even in the deportation night).

III. The Deportation
Subu family, consisting of five members, owned about 50 acres of 

arable land. The grandfather was in the animal trade (cattle, swine, and 
sheep). He had employed one or two seasonal servants. It is worth 
mentioning that before accumulating wealth, he had been a servant 
himself. That Pentecost Sunday, the atmosphere was highly charged. By 
evening, the village drummer announced that nobody was allowed to 
leave the village. There was a great commotion at the communal party 
headquarters. A well-meaning man warned my grandfather that his 
name was on the list. Nobody suspected that the whole family was to be 
deported. My grandfather hid in the garden. Around midnight a 
militiaman knocked on our gate. He was accompanied by Secret Police 
soldiers and a party delegate, Dan Petru. Meanwhile, my grandfather 
left the garden, grabbed a piece of wood, threw it at the pemerist9 and 
swore at him.

The militia lieutenant who oversaw the deportation process was 
the lieutenant who had visited the peasants’ households a week or two 
before.

9 A member of the Romanian Workers’ Party renamed the Romanian Communist 
Party in 1948.
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He gathered all of us in a room and gave us a speech: 
‘By order of the party and the government, you are to leave your 

house. Any resistance will be punished according to the law.’ 
He urged us to obey, so that he would not have to take severe 

measures against us and others in the village. He also told us what we 
were allowed to take with us. He left three soldiers to guard us, one at 
the gate, one in the yard and one in the house. Three more agents 
arrived to make an inventory of the goods that remained in the house. In 
other words, the state took the whole harvest of 1951. 

We packed our things in utter confusion. Our neighbours and 
relatives were not allowed to be around us. It was only through the 
sentry’s kindness that they managed to say goodbye to us. I remember 
how hard my mother cried. She would not leave her home. She stood in 
the corridor and kept crying, while we, helped by the soldiers, carried 
some furniture out of the house: two wardrobes and three beds. We also 
took two horses, a cow and a cart. Our neighbours and relatives helped 
us transport it. A convoy of carts loaded with furniture, sacks of wheat 
and flour, pillows and mattresses was formed on the village streets. 
Cows were tied to the carts and chickens, geese, pigs and ducks were 
crammed in wooden cages. They clucked, grunted and quacked their 
disapproval. We were like nomadic Gypsies travelling to God knew 
where. Those who stayed accompanied us to the village limits, as if we 
were a funeral procession. Women wailed and screamed for us. We sat 
in our carts, but none of us was crying. We just sat and watched our 
neighbours, petrified. This is my most vivid memory of that time, how 
we sat in our carts among pieces of furniture, cages with poultry and 
clothes wrapped up in sheets and blankets, and stared at the people we 
left crying at the edge of the village. 

We headed to Ciacova, where we were on the football pitch. 
There we stayed, under the open sky, two or three nights. we slept in 
carts and were lucky it did not rain. People from other villages, Ciacova, 
Ghilad and Petroman joined us. We all stood among horses and cattle 
and talked. Nobody knew what they wanted to do with us. Some said 
the deportation was only the beginning and that all the villagers of 
Banat would be moved to Bărăgan. Others said we would be taken to 
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Russia, like the Germans, because trenches and casemates would be 
built there for the war with the Serbs, which was about to begin.

IV. The boarding and the journey
On the third morning, militiamen and soldiers arrived and started 

shouting: ‘Each family pack your things and tie the cattle to your carts’. 
We made a long row and headed for the train station. There we boarded 
a freight train. We and several other families from Obad shared two 
carriages, one for clothes, furniture and pots and pans, and one for 
cattle, horses and poultry. While we were waiting for the locomotive, a 
militiaman told us what we could and could not do during the journey, 
when to open the doors to relieve ourselves and get water. He had a 
notebook with him and tried to comfort us by asking us where we would 
like to settle. We along with other families from Obad opted for Sălişte, 
near Sibiu, but everything turned out to be a lie, because the authorities 
knew in advance where exactly they were taking us. As the journey 
continued, we realised we were not go to Transylvania and when we 
reached Băneasa station in Bucharest, everyone said we were being 
taken to Siberia. On the way to Slobozia, in the heart of the Bărăgan 
plain, we finally understood we would be left somewhere in that area, 
because we could see families in the fields through the window bars. 
They had improvised shelters from wardrobes and covered them with 
blankets and mats against the heat. Although we could not get in touch 
with those people directly, we realised, or maybe one of us recognized 
some of those people living among wardrobes and carts and spread the 
news that they were from Banat like us, from the villages near 
Timișoara, and had arrived at their destination before us.

We got off the train at Fetești Station. From there, with the help 
of the locals, we climbed to a plateau on a hill between Fetești Station, 
Fetești town and Buliga Village. The locals whispered to us that the 
land for the future houses and gardens, the school, the town’s council 
and the Militia station had been parcelled and the streets had been 
marked months before. 

The locals were told that Koreans would be brought there. This is 
why they called us Koreans for quite a while.

Our settling down in the new village – this is how the future Valea 
Viilor Commune was called in the beginning din not occur smoothly, 



the subu section 43

because we did it without the prior permission of those in charge with 
settling families by plots and streets. When the builders arrived, all the 
house plots on the neighbouring streets and the entire commune were 
taken, so the question was what to do next. More worries and troubles 
followed. On that plateau there were families from Obad, Petroman, 
Tolvădia and Ciacova, people we knew. Besides, we had been living 
there for several days already and the prospect of another journey was 
terrifying. Nevertheless, at the people’s insistence and because of the 
troubles our relocation might have caused, it was decided that a new 
street would be marked by an obliging technician (or engineer) named 
Bujor, whom we managed to bend to our will. This made us happy 
despite the troubles that had fallen upon us. The surveyor measured the 
plot we were entitled to and determined where we should build our 
future house.

V. Building the house
For a while, most deportees took their time before building their 

house, thinking that we would go back home, although the Germans, 
who had the experience of the deportations in Russia, tried to persuade 
us to start working, because we would be staying there for quite a long 
time, perhaps many years, they said. My grandfather and others said 
that on hearing how the Communists treated us, the Americans would 
definitely come to our rescue. The Germans waved their hand 
dismissively, but our people insisted that we had been allies and after 
the peace had been restored, the Americans promised they would do 
everything in their power to keep us free and not allow the Communists 
do what they want without holding them accountable for their actions. 
The Germans said, ‘Ja, ja, for sure, Ana Pauker and Dej can’t sleep at 
night because of the Americans.’

My family first improvised a bedroom from the furniture we had 
brought with us and covered it with tarpaulins against the rain. Then 
they built a shelter and finally a house. We kept the shelter for our cow. 
We were given windows, doors and wood for the roof. We made the 
walls from earth and the roof from reed we brought from the ponds near 
the Danube. Because many deportees would not build a house, in the 
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summer of 1951 some activists holding important positions in Bucharest 
came to talk with the village leaders who explained the situation to 
them. Besides, there were people among us in their late seventies who 
were not strong enough to make their own houses and said they’d rather 
die there in the fields. The activists explained that they were considered 
enemies of the Romanian people and if they kept refusing to obey and 
start working on their house, they would find ready-made homes for 
them in jail.

Eventually, all deportees dug shelters in the ground and covered 
them with tar paper. Afterwards they built houses that were supposed to 
be look alike: a kitchen and a room or a kitchen and two rooms. While 
we were building our homes, the militiamen took our papers and applied 
the ‘Compulsory Residence’ seal on them. They told us we were not 
allowed to travel farther than eight miles around the village. The 
militiamen patrolled the streets and watched us all day. Despite the 
heavy guard, some deportees managed to run home after four or five 
months to see what had happened to our homes in Banat. They were 
very popular, and yet they were caught, because some people among us 
turned them in to the Militia and the Secret Police.

VI. The water issue
In Valea Viilor, drinking water was an issue. As the village was 

located on a hill, we could not find water, although we dug over 200 
feet deep in the ground. We had to fetch water from the gostat wells, 
1.5 miles far from the village. People stood in a queue for hours. Private 
entrepreneurs appeared — they carried water in barrels, with donkeys, 
and sold it for 25 bani10 per bucket, so we used it with great care. I 
remember that one day my grandmother went to gostat to get water with 
the carrying pole and she took the cow to water it there. After she had 
filled the two buckets and watered the cow, she came back. She had to 
climb the slope of the hill, over half a mile long. When she got back 
home, she put down the yoke and went to fetch food for the cow. While 
she was away, the cow drank the water from the buckets, so that night 
we drank what the animal was kind enough to leave for us... 

10 The ban is the subdivision of the leu, the Romanian currency.
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VII. The school issue
I finished the fifth grade in Valea Viilor in 1952. 
A special event occurred in my life in the summer of 1954, when 

I was admitted in the eighth grade. My mates told me that High School 
No. 5 in the town of Cernavodă organised a new entrance examination 
to complete the vacant places. To get to Cernavodă, we had to go farther 
than the 15 miles people with compulsory residence were allowed to 
travel. Three colleagues and I mustered up the courage to go to 
Cernavodă, where we arrived before the exam started. We sat for two 
tests, Mathematics and Romanian, which lasted two days. After each 
test we returned home, and the next day we went back without our 
parents. We passed the tests and made our families very happy. But our 
happiness did not last long. The head of the village Militia was informed 
by our little adventure and he told us that we could not attend that 
school because of the compulsory residence. He also said that our trip 
to the Cernavodă was illegal, so we’d better resume our work at the 
gostat plant nursery. Two or three of my friends were in the same 
situation. Meanwhile, I found out from a friend named Claici Virginia, 
from Valcani Village (at the time part of Banat region, but now part of 
Timiş County) that she had submitted a petition to the Militia General 
Directorate and received permission to attend the High School in 
Cernavodă. I submitted a similar petition right away, but the reply came 
only three weeks before the end the first school term, so my joy was 
short-lived again, because the school management in Cernavodă refused 
to receive me, motivating that the first term would end in a few days. 
This news was brought to us by my father, who had been to Cernavodă. 
My whole family was very sad and mother decided to go there herself 
and talk to the schoolmaster. With tears in her eyes, she told him 
desperately that we were Romanian citizens and I had prepared for the 
entrance examination in a dugout. The schoolmaster was very touched 
by that poor, poor peasant woman and approved my application. 

As students of High School No. 5, we were treated without 
discrimination. Our colleagues and teachers greeted us with warmth and 
friendliness. It is with great pleasure that I remember Hans Stirner, who 
taught us mathematics, his wife, our Chemistry teacher, and other 
teachers who treated us with great care and understanding.
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VIII. A sense of closure
When my parents and grandparents returned home, we had to face 

more problems. Our house and two adjoining ones, those of Şoşdean 
Ignat I and Şoşdean Ignat II, had been taken by the Agricultural 
Production Cooperative. As a gesture of goodwill made by Jurca 
Simion, the Cooperative manager who had been my grandfather’s 
servant and treated very kindly in our household, we were given one of 
the six rooms the house had. After a few years we got back the whole 
house. Having graduated from the high school in 1957, I sat for the 
entrance examination at the Polytechnic School of Timisoara, Faculty 
of Electrical Engineering, but I failed. The next year I became a student 
of the Faculty of Mathematics of the University of Timişoara, from 
which I graduated in 1964. After a short while I sat for another entrance 
examination at the Polytechnic School of Timisoara, Faculty of 
Mechanical Engineering. I passed the exam and graduated from this 
faculty in 1970, when I was assigned to the National Institute for 
Welding and Material Testing Timişoara. In 1984, I defended my 
doctoral thesis, and currently I am a senior scientific researcher, head of 
the Welding, Metal Coating and Brazing Test Laboratory. I was a party 
member since 1964. 

It is not for me to tell anybody to go or not to into politics. 
Everybody does what is right in their eyes. However, I would like to 
appeal to the former deportees to Bărăgan to understand that having a 
political attitude is a moral duty of each of us. As far as I’m concerned, 
by political attitude I understand the amount of facts and concrete social 
actions taken to prevent the return to communism that kept us all 
prisoners in a web of lies and wrongdoings.
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sMALL tALK (I)

We are in Ionel Şoşdean’s house in Obad Village, Ciacova 
Commune, Timiş County, together with Cornelia Fiat and Teofil Subu. 
Mr. Soşdean’s wife is also present. We sit around a table in the corridor. 
We walk through the farmer’s yard. For 40 years, the farmer had to 
work in the halls of a plant, for an industry that ruralised the towns. 
When he retired, he and his family received 20 hectares of land and 
started working it with the latest agricultural technology, to the 
detriment of the agromecs11. In his shed we see a U650 tractor, a plough, 
a disc, a four-row seeding machine, a seed drill, a trailer, a sprayer. 
Even a combine.

We drink țuică and talk about those days...
Ionel Șoșdean: My wife was home and she begged the militiaman 

to let her stay a couple of days more so she wouldn’t have to travel in a 
third-class carriage and he let her stay…

Daniel Vighi: And your daughter...
Ionel Șoșdean: My daughter too. I’d been in Reșița for a couple 

of days when they arrested me. They took me to Ciacova and held me 
in custody there. I was very young, barely 19.

Viorel Marineasa: Had your daughter been born yet?
I.Ș.: Yes, she was five days old. My son was born in Bărăgan. So 

I was in custody at Ciacova and the militia station chief called a 
subordinate and told him, ‘Be careful, if this one tries to escape, shoot 
him like a dog!’ My parents were already in Bărăgan.

D.V.: He said it so you could hear it...
I.Ș.: Yes, of course, I was there when he said it, he said it so I 

could hear it. Then they took me to Deta under escort and kept me there 
for a night. In the morning, a militiaman told me, ‘You seem like a good 
man, go to your wife and then come to the station in Jebel. Someone 
will accompany you and you’ll go to your parents by train.’

11 Mechanised agricultural units.
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V.M.: To Bărăgan...
I.Ș.: To Bărăgan. I went to Jebel, got on the train with my wife 

and in the evening...
D.V.: So you weren’t in a train with deportees? You took the 

regular passenger train?
I.Ș.: Yes, yes! Me, my wife and our little girl in a pram. Just the 

three of us.
V.M.: Didn’t you have any luggage? Did you leave empty-handed?
I.Ș.: No luggage. Nothing.
D.V.: Your parents had left before...
I.Ș.: Yes, and they took the luggage. In the two weeks after they’d 

left, whenever I came to Reșița I never waited for the train to get to the 
station. I jumped off so I wouldn’t get caught. Some people from my 
village turned me in, they told the Militia I worked in Reșița. I was 
working on building site 513.  So they got us on the train. When we 
arrived at Dâlga, my parents-in-law were there. The people from Banat 
had white horses so I recognized them immediately. They were right 
there at the station, carrying something to the gostat at Dâlga. I got off 
the train and saw my father-in-law and my relatives. I called them and 
they saw us carrying our daughter. From our village seven people had 
been taken to Bărăgan: my grandfather, my grandmother, my mother 
and my father, who did all the hard work, me, my wife and my little 
girl. My boy was born there. On 1 January 1956, when they let us go 
back, that’s when he was born.

D.V.: Did you or your parents know they would be taken to 
Bărăgan?

I.Ș.: My parents knew they would go to Fetești area, because the 
people had been deported on the Pentecost night and my folks were 
taken only in September.

D.V.: But why only September?
I.Ș.: I don’t know. Some had been taken in June, we were taken 

later, though we were richer than many other villagers. The machines 
you see here in the yard... My father also had lots of equipment: an 
American Kornik reaper, I still have the bill, one plough with two 
blades, one plough with three blades, one alfalfa cutting machine, nine 
horses in the stable, three cows, one hundred sheep. In those hard times 
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my dad managed to pay his quotas though they were very high... He 
paid them all. 

Teofil Subu: But the authorities were still not satisfied ...
I.Ș.: I remember when a Militia commission came. They were 

officers, I think. It was raining cats and dogs ...
V.M. : Was it in September?
I.Ș.: No. It was in May, before Pentecost ... My grandmother had 

broken her leg, she was sitting there in the corridor in the other house, 
and we were digging up our new potatoes behind the house and we were 
all dirty. One of the officers asked her ‘Who are you, the maid?’ ‘I’m 
the boy’s mom,’ she replied. ‘Really?’ And my grandmother started 
crying.

D.V.: She must have guessed something was wrong. Were they in 
uniform?

I.Ș.: Yes! And another officer said, ‘Don’t cry, mommy, you’re 
gonna die here, don’t worry.’ And she did die here (he laughs), but after 
she’d returned from Bărăgan.

D.V.: Was it you who built the house in Bărăgan?
I.Ș.: My old man made it from adobe...
D.V.: But how did he know how to do it?
I.Ș.: They gave them some formwork and he made adobe bricks. 

First he made a cellar, then a house with two rooms and a kitchen. He 
had to keep the horses and the cow in one room. In the evening, we 
were seven in one room. We laid out the mattresses and slept on them. 
And in the morning we took them out because of the thick mould on the 
walls; water dripped down them like in a prison cell. The walls were too 
soft and couldn’t dry. 

V.M.: Did you all get land?
I.Ș.: What land? I got a job at the gostat in Feteşti. My father 

worked there too, he carried things with his horses. Now, let me tell 
you, I was also a footballer. 

D.V.: Where did you play? At Feteşti?
I.Ș.: I played with Feniaț and Pain.
T.S.: Those who played later for CFR Timişoara and Știința 

Timișoara, in League A...
I.Ș.: And with Laur from Jimbolia, if you know him... We were a 

team of deportees and had no problems with anyone. We played in the 
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regional championship. We took Teo Subu with us. He was just a child, 
his grandpa kept looking for him and always found him with us. Teo 
attended the high school in Cernavodă. His grandpa kept asking 
‘Where’s Teo?’And he was always at the train station with the football 
team. One day his grandpa told me: ‘This is all your fault, Ionel, you 
broke him.’ We were doing a bit better with all the football we played. 
We could go to Constanta, the militia turned a blind eye.

T.S.: It wasn’t like that for everyone. We had the CR seal on our 
papers, so we couldn’t go too far. A neighbour of ours went to buy 
piglets in a forbidden area. He was caught and sent to the Canal12 for a 
year and a half.

I.Ș.: The people in Feteşti really loved me for how I played 
football.

Florica Şoşdean: We also had a choir in Feteşti, not just us the 
deportees, but also the locals. Eventually we became friends, they were 
no longer afraid of us. 

I.Ș.: The Germans also went to Feteşti. They loved jam so much 
they bought all the jam ‘boards’ in the shop. We called it ‘wood jam’ 
because that’s what wood must taste like. The local shops ran out of it 
so they went farther away, but they got caught and the militia brought 
them back like a flock of lost sheep.

V.M.: Was it more difficult for the Swabians to adapt to the 
conditions in Bărăgan?

I.Ș.: Not at all, it didn’t matter what nationality you were.
T.S.: Some of them had the Russian experience... They built their 

houses right away, unlike us. We waited and waited for the Americans. 
Most Germans had houses with two rooms and kitchen. There were two 
standards, one-room and two-room houses.

V.M.: I heard some old Germans committed suicide there.
F.Ș.: We know of two cases, but I don’t remember whether they 

were Germans or other nationalities. I was young at that time, barely 19.
D.V.: So it was harder for the old ones to be so far away from 

home.
F.Ș.: Us the young ones found jobs at gostat and in a few months 

we started to have fun like we’d had at home.

12 The Danube–Black Sea Canal.
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I.Ș.: The water tower at the gostat was as tall as our houses, that’s 
how high our village was located compared to the others. We did not 
have water at all, they tried digging, but couldn’t find any water. People 
fetched water with the carrying pole and took the cow with them. 
Subu’s grandma...

T.S.: Sorry to interrupt, but I already mentioned this episode in 
the notes I gave for the book.

I.Ș.: The old woman left the two buckets of water in the yard... 
While she went inside, the cow drank the water. ‘You stupid animal!’ 
she shouted at it when she returned. (He laughs.)

D.V.: How did they sacrifice the pigs there?
I.Ș.: Well, they slaughtered them and hung them outside to 

freeze...
F.Ș.: ... and they ate them in two weeks...
I.Ș.: And then they started to learn from us. They had their own 

way of preparing their winter supplies. They kept two hundred pounds 
of cheese and two hundred pounds of fish in barrels. We showed them 
how to prepare pork in the German way.

F.Ș.: In the end it was hard for us to say goodbye to them. We’d 
become very close.

I.Ș.: We taught them how to make cozonac13, they didn’t know 
what the poppy seeds were and thought we were eating ant-filled pies. 
But they loved it when they tasted it.

F.Ș.: When we left, we were as sorry as we’d been when we said 
goodbye to our neighbours the day we were deported.

D.V.: How was the land there?
I.Ș.: It was very good between Borcea and the Danube, it gave 

fantastic crops.
Do you know what else happened? On Mondays, the Militia came 

at the edge of the village and hunted people. One hundred, two 
hundred... They took them all, they didn’t care they had children. They 
had them cross the pond to the gostat and brought them back the next 
Saturday, so the poor people spent almost a week in wheat and maize 
fields.

13 Sweet leavened bread with nut, poppy seeds, raisins etc.
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ePIstoLARY FRAGMents 
(Carol Sebestyen, “Orizont”, 10 August 1990)

•	“In that new village, our neighbours were people deported from 
Comorâşte Commune, Caraș-Severin County: Vuia Iosif Senior and 
Junior, Ţiperdel Achim Senior and Junior, also known as Ciocu, Botoş 
Iancu Senior and Junior, Cocora Petru, a rail traffic controller, and 
others whose name I can’t remember.” (B.I.)

•	“In that place of lost hope, I had the chance to meet Mrs. Maria 
Antonescu, Marshal Ion Antonescu’s wife, Mrs. Codreanu and Colonel 
Praporgescu, the son of the general who died a hero in the battle of the 
Olt Valley in 1916. Although an elderly woman, Mrs. Antonescu 
accompanied and assisted Mrs. Codreanu in fulfilling her duties as a 
cleaning woman at the village school.” (V.A.)

•	“I was making adobe bricks for the house. Nobody made me do 
it, but there was a schedule and people were saying there would not be 
enough adobe for the houses. So I started to make adobe myself. I could 
make five bricks a day. I fetched earth with the bucket, mixed it with 
water and straw, stamped the mixture and laid it in the form and the 
brick was ready. I made the first bricks after I had eaten and nobody 
could see me. Then, very proud of myself, I called my mother to see 
what I’d done.” (I.R.)

•	“In 1952, on Maundy Thursday, I wanted to take some food to 
my parents (deported to Fundata Ialomiţa Village – authors’ note). I 
never reached their village because I was arrested by the Railway 
Militia and locked up in the cellar of Urziceni Station until the third 
day after Easter. From there they took me under guard to Ploiesti, where 
they gave me my ID back and told me to take the first train home to 
Braşov, otherwise I would get the Compulsory Residence seal 
myself.” (V.F.)

•	“Like us, there were three old people who lived in a dugout. The 
Ivanițchi family — a man, Adolf, and his sisters. Adolf shaved his head. 
He had a lot of blunt blades he used one at a time; maybe he sharpened 
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them somehow. One day Adolf died. My mother told me I was to carry 
his cross. A handkerchief holding some coins was tied to the cross. The 
cross was very heavy and it almost cut my shoulder. It had very sharp 
edges. I kept moving it from one shoulder to the other. I was at the end 
of my tether. I wanted to cry. Many times after that I went to the 
cemetery to look at Adolf’s cross that I had carried on my back” (I.R.).

•	“When we had been released, we found our house broken and 
empty. Our whole household had been sold by the communists for 
money they wasted on eating and drinking.” (L.A.)
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tHe BARRIsteR nIcoLescU cAse

There is so much to say... But like us, everything is in the past 
now. I am an old man who has suffered at lot. I have not lost my 
memory, but there is something I have lost, and that is my trust in 
people. What I am going to say to them is nothing compared to what we 
endured. For many of us, pain has become an instinct. The hatred for us 
has not ceased. I can still see a mixture of politeness and barely hidden 
boredom on the faces of those who have to listen to me every now and 
then. Others envy us for the minor material benefits we received after 
the Revolution as former deportees.

I was born in Ilovăț Village, but I lived in Turnu-Severin most of 
the time. On the morning of 19 June 1951, I was supposed to be in court 
in a commune. That day was a religious celebration, the Holy Pentecost, 
all the more reason to be present at work, given that the party instructor 
who was in charge with justice matters kept an eye on me as a son and 
grandson of chiaburi. I left in a buggy, taking my wife and child with 
me. Ten miles from Turnu-Severin, I met a convoy in which I 
recognised some of my co-villagers wailing in their carts. I asked 
whether my mother was there too and someone confirmed. In the next 
second, I felt a gun at the back of my head and an officer ordered me to 
enter the convoy. As my mother was considered “an enemy of the 
people”, they had let her take only a bundle of clothes with her. The 
three of us did not even have that. Those moments, the fortune of three 
or four generations went down the drain. In the first station to the west 
of Severin, called Șimian, we were put on a train carriage carrying 
cattle and started a journey to the unknown. We were discharged at 
Călărași station. A cart stopped by our carriage: we did not have 
anything to load in it. The driver seemed to be very poor; his horses 
were small and thin. When we first met, he asked me how I could speak 
Romanian, which annoyed me. He explained that the militia and the 
secret police had told them Korean colonists would be coming to 
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Bărăgan. When he saw that we were Romanians, he was very touched. 
We arrived at our destination, that is, a field; that kind-hearted man was 
so impressed that we were forced to live there in the field that he went 
to the “red masters” and asked them to give him my child. He had five 
children of his own and my son could live with them instead of in the 
field.

The generous man’s intervention was the beginning of our ordeal. 
He was threatened that he himself would be arrested for supporting the 
enemies of the people. They interrogated and threatened him several 
times. I did not see him for the next two years. Then he told me 
everything he had been through because he was not afraid to take pity 
on a family of innocent deportees. I too had great troubles because of 
what he had done. They wrote a note saying that no sooner had I got off 
the train than I got in touch with people that were easy to influence 
politically, to sabotage the measures taken by the party. Because of this 
and other concocted reasons I was interrogated for 4 years and 6 
months, during which I filled in questionnaires and wrote my 
autobiography under constant threats and pressure.

Two years later, while I was going to Călărași, that man saw me 
and recognised me. He was delighted to hear we were all alive and my 
son was in the third grade. He crossed himself and said, “Great is our 
Lord.”

When we were first deported, we had a mattress each and the cart 
we slept in. A neighbour gave us a wooden bed with a straw mattress on 
which my wife and our children slept the whole time we spent there. At 
first we did not have food and water. Two days after our arrival I took 
the cart and started looking for a job, maybe do some transports from 
12 miles away, from the Ialomița pond. 

A few days later, an employee of the farm that was responsible 
with us suggested I should take my cart and work for the penal colony, 
the labour camp. He warned me that the colony had a nasty commander, 
there was no food there and I would have to eat at the GAS canteen. 
This I was very glad to hear because I could sort out the food problem.

The next day I went to the colony at the established time. The 
commander, a lieutenant, eyed me from head to toe and asked me where 
I came from and what I did for a living. I smiled at him politely hoping 
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to ease his doubts and said I worked here and there, wherever I found 
work. I did not tell him what I my profession was. Work was not hard. I 
was supposed to take him to the field to inspect the convict teams. The 
guards who came with us were not allowed to speak to me. While he 
was in the cart, they sat with their backs at us.

He allowed me to go to the canteen for lunch. As I had no money 
at all, I asked the people there to let me pay them when I got paid. They 
agreed. That is how I started this job that lasted over four months.

As I crossed the town almost daily, I took the first opportunity to 
buy two big earth pots in which I brought home food from the canteen.

God helped me and the commander was finally transferred to a 
larger colony for double payment. Words are not enough to describe 
how badly he treated me and the terror he inspired in me.

The moment that tyrant left, I started living like a man again. The 
new commander, a former servant in the household of a large landowner 
in Teleorman, treated me much better. He told me that I could leave my 
cart at the labour camp. He also ordered that I should be given a loaf of 
bread every day, for which the labour camp would pay. He was a very 
kind man.

The labour camp consisted of political prisoners who had been 
arrested and convicted four or five years before without a trial. They did 
not know anything about their families and their families did not know 
anything about them; very few of them, probably those who 
collaborated with the secret police, were allowed to send letters home. 
When the labour camp was closed, I was allowed to take the wood that 
had remained in the kitchen – two boxes and one or two other things. I 
dare say that the prisoners were doing better than we were. They had 
food and good water to drink and a clean bed and they could shower in 
the camp yard in the evening. We, in the field, had no food and no 
shelter. The prisoners had medical care. We had a doctor among us, but 
no medicines. Because of this, most of the people who were old or 
suffered from a heart disease and especially the little children died of 
diarrhoea in the first month following their deportation. 

I started work at the women labour camp. I went to Călărași train 
station every day and more often than not I found small jobs like 
unloading freight carriages. This is how I made money to build the 
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adobe house. I also brought home water in a large pitcher from the 
station well every evening. Over time, I got used to my job at the camp. 
I had to cross the Borcea with the floating bridge. I also got used with 
the women guards whom I carried in my cart to their lovers in the 
evenings. They treated me nicely and tried to help me.

For a whole year, I made money with my cart. I managed to buy 
clothes and food for my family. In winter, I worked for the Institute for 
Agricultural Planning in Călărași. I spent that year among common 
people with little education and I was very impressed with their simple 
needs. We worked side by side to unload crushed stone from train 
carriages or cut reed in the swamp, between leeches and snakes.

In the autumn of 1951, I submitted a request to the Bar Association 
in Ialomița, requesting for a transfer from the Bar Association in 
Mehedinți. Two more barristers were deported with their families at the 
same time with us. Tașcu was found guilty for being a refugee from the 
Cadrilater14. He died from dysentery in the first month of deportation. 
C. Daminescu survived deportation, but died short time after. I am 
among those who are still alive. I am sure there were other colleagues 
from Timișoara and Oravița who had been expelled from the Bar 
Association and deported. Most of them died in Bărăgan because they 
were old.

My request for transfer was approved, after repeated insistence, 
by the Ministry of Justice. The ministry decided that my file should be 
sent to Călărași, but I had no idea I was not wanted in Călărași. To mask 
their refusal, the people there decided to ask the District People’s 
Council whether they approved my transfer. In the official letter no 463 
of 5/12/1951, The District People’s Council communicated their 
decision that deportee Nicolescu Ovidiu was not allowed to work as a 
barrister. A colleague of mine from Călărași informed me about this 
decision in a very contemptuous tone. I replied to him, ‘We have been 
brought here to have our loyalty checked through our work; I might 
make it as a brigadier, that’s all I can dream of. But your turn might 
come soon.’ I turned and left. (Poor him, he died working at the Canal, 
after less than a year.)

14 Southern Dobrogea
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Eventually I was accepted as a barrister, but I was sidelined again 
after the administrative reorganisation of the districts. Then a miracle 
happened. A young barrister applied for transfer to Slobozia so that I 
could stay in Călărași, because I had a family and had been a barrister 
longer than he had. The investigation bodies would not give up. They 
investigated whether I had made a previous deal with my younger 
colleague and concluded that an enemy of the people must not be 
helped. Yet a remained a barrister in Călărași. I had to walk four and a 
half miles from our shelter to the court of law and there was always the 
risk to lose my job if I absented three times, because in the fieldwork 
season the militia and the secret police isolated the village so that 
nobody could leave it. Despite all obstacles, I worked as a barrister for 
three years and ten months, under strict supervision, teased and harassed 
by complaints. Whenever I lost a case, I could always hear somebody 
tell the defendant, “Of course you lost! What else did you expect from a 
deported barrister?”

Following a report against me, I was summoned to the Personnel 
Department in Bucharest sixteen times in eight months. They put me in 
an office and made me write my detailed autobiography under the 
supervision of a heavy-jawed civil servant. For each and every stage of 
my miserable existence I had to provide names of people who could 
give references about me if asked. I remember that one time I named 46 
people. Even the head of the department showed his surprise: ‘Why are 
the barristers in Călărași so cunning and ill-intended? We checked you 
all over and could not find anything against you.’

I suffered the stigma of having been a deportee my whole life. Six 
years after the restrictions were removed, in an official report, the head 
of the Personnel Department in Craiova declared that he felt guilty for 
having allowed such an element to be part of his team. 

There is so much more to say... But like us, everything is in the 
past now. I am an old man who has suffered at lot. I have not lost my 
memory, but there is something I have lost, and that is my trust in 
people.
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sLIces oF LIFe (I)

My name is Zabudca Gheorghe

My name is Zabudca Gheorghe. I was born in Bessarabia. In 
1936, my father was a tax collector and my mother worked as a maid in 
a rich family. In March 1944, we were evacuated to Moldova-Nouă, a 
locality in Banat, Romania. Next autumn, the German army moved us 
to Vienna by ship. From there we were taken to other camps until we 
arrived at Neumarkt, in Germany. Winter came and we all fell ill. We 
spent two months in a hospital. Then the Americans came and brought 
us food. I had scabies and lice; my whole body was burning red from 
itching. In spring we experienced the first death in our family: a little 
girl who had been born in the camp. We asked the Americans to let us 
go back to Romania. They provided us with papers and food and put us 
in a freight train. In Czechoslovakia, the Russians gave us money and 
urged us to return to Russia. My father told them that was exactly what 
we were going to do, then he separated us in several carriages and that 
was how we managed to return to Romania in 1945. We were given 
land in Banat, in Iecea-Mare, and a room in a German’s yard. My father 
had tuberculosis, so he spent a year in a hospital in Timisoara. They 
brought him home and told us there was nothing they could do for him. 
He died in November 1948. We were seven children, all under age and 
none apt for work. In 1951, I finished the seventh grade and I was 
preparing for the entrance examination at the Forestry High School. I 
never got to sit for it, because on Pentecost Sunday a lot of army started 
surrounding our village at about six in the evening. The militia woke us 
up at four the next morning. We were told that by seven o’clock we 
must be at Biled railway station with everything we had. My mother got 
us in the cart. We took a cow, a horse, and some clothes – there was not 
much to take anyway. Four families were put in one freight carriage. 
We travelled for a whole week to Dâlga, near Lehliu; when the train 
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stopped in stations we were not allowed to open the doors; sometimes 
the engine drivers stopped in the field so we could take food for the 
cows. We were hungry and penniless. We arrived at Dâlga in the 
evening. Militiaman Titi Proca wrote our names on a register and 
ordered us to download our things and form a row — that’s what Titi 
Proca said and then burst into laughter. We believed him. After he had 
led us for about two miles he said, ‘Choose your house,’ but all we 
could see before us were stakes hammered in the stubble. The stretch of 
stubble and weeds between the stakes was 100 feet wide and 300 feet 
long. 

From Vasile Rotaru from Jimbolia – A Bessarabian refugee 
from Căuşani

While the church in Căușani, dedicated to Apostles Peter and 
Paul, was preparing to celebrate its patron saints, the Russians came. 
Some people welcomed them with flowers, but their flowers were for 
our misfortunes, deportations and labour camps. That day, 27 July 1940, 
was when our troubles started. The first days after the Russian 
occupation, my father’s former seasonal workers came to him and told 
him that the rich could kiss their good fortune goodbye, asked us to pay 
their wages in roubles and urged us to pack our things and get ready for 
deportation to Siberia. We paid them what they asked in roubles, but it 
was not enough, because they took our best lands and made us give 
them hleb postavka — grain quotas. 

After a few days, we went to Chișinău to escape Siberia. Our 
house and fortune remained in the hands of those who had welcomed 
our occupants with flowers. In Chișinău we were discovered shortly by 
the Russian soldiers who ordered us to leave the city in four hours. One 
of my sisters, one of my younger brothers and I went to the town 
outskirts desperately,   in search of a place to hide. We took a path that 
led to the gardens outside of Chișinău. We kept asking for shelter and 
eventually we found a peasant who first asked us what our situation 
was. He understood it and showed us a stable where he kept a skinny 
horse, saying that it was all he had for us. He had six children and lived 
in a room and a small corridor. The man was a true Christian (an 
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Evangelist). I still appreciate his generosity, because he removed his 
horse from the table and left it in the rain so we could stay in the stable. 
I sent word to my parents and the rest of my brothers and sisters (we 
were eight in all) to join us. Meanwhile, my brother Ghiță and I found 
some torn sacks with which we removed the manure from the stable. 
We fetched sand from a nearby bank and scattered it on the floor to get 
rid of the manure stench. When mother entered the stable, she looked 
around and thanked God for that shelter, for if we had not found it, the 
militia would have taken us to Siberia. Not far from us lived a former 
financial inspector by the name of Penciu. He was from Gagauzia and 
had two lovely daughters with whom I spent some secret pleasant 
moments, until the Turk discovered us and started screaming at me. I 
felt so ashamed I thought the earth would open and swallow me. The 
girls were called Tamara and Marusia. Outside the town there were 
wooded valleys where I secretly went to see what was happening on the 
road leading to the town. From time to time I sneaked in the cathedral 
of the town, which gave me peace of mind. Many fugitives like us hid 
in those valleys. One day as I was sitting by a bush I heard some 
buzzing from a nearby ravine. I went closer to see what it was: a group 
of women of all ages were praying. In the middle of them stood a man 
reading from a little book, while the women were singing liturgical 
responses. During the whole Russian occupation, people kept praying to 
God to free them. I remember that on February or March 1941, on a 
Sunday, I went to the village of Tocuz where I found the church full of 
faithful villagers. A peasant wearing a suman15 and boots was reading 
from the gospel in front of the altar. I asked my brother-in-law, who 
lived in that village, about what I had seen in the church and he told me 
that the pope had been deported to Siberia. 

My most vivid memory is the story about the deportation of my 
uncle Petre Rotaru and my cousin Dumitru Rotaru. It was the Easter day 
of 1941 and I met with several friends in the town. One of them, Simion 
Coimerencu, invited us to his place. I told him I could not come, but 
when I got home to the stable I had mentioned earlier I was sorry and 
decided to go back. Going down the road to the valley, I met a girl, 
Fania, with whom I spent some pleasant moments. I have to say that 

15 A knee-long peasant coat.
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was my luck, because I heard that the Russians had arrested all my 
friends, took them to jail and from there to Siberia. They searched my 
cousin’s place and found Romanian newspapers and the poems he used 
to write, such as the one entitled To the King, which he had written on 
10 May ’39 and published in “Universul”.

On a Sunday morning while we were around our stable we heard 
explosions and planes roaring and we realised the war had started. Then 
I experienced the greatest joy in my life, unaware of how much trouble 
we would have from then on, especially that the next days the 
newspapers published a new decree according to which citizens who 
did not reside in Chișinău would be listed in a census and taken to other 
regions of Russia. We all scattered. My mother went to Chircoeşti, her 
home village, while my brother Ghiță I and I crossed the fields to 
Căuşani. We walked over 45 miles with nothing to eat but half a loaf of 
bread. We reached Căuşani at 1 a.m. When we were about to cross the 
barrier, an armed Jew and a Romanian with a club stopped us. They 
took us to a street corner where we took to our heels and managed to 
escape. I do not know whether the Jew could have, wanted or was afraid 
to fire at us, but the good thing was we escaped. We went to our house 
and found two Gypsy families living there. We left them in peace and 
went to Uncle Trifan, who told us to hide as quickly as we could 
because the Gypsies were sure to turn us in. My brother hid in a 
neighbour’s attic and I in a sheep pen on the hill. A few days later I 
woke up with a gun pointed at my head. An NKVD officer started 
shouting at me in Russian. He required that I give him my gun and the 
other weapons I had. He had come with the president of the Communal 
Council, a commissioner and a Gypsy man from our house who said we 
had broken into their house at night with weapons. The Russian put his 
gun at my temple and pointed to my watch, threatening me that if I did 
not tell him where the weapons were he would blow my brains out. I 
took them to the village where Uncle Trifan and other neighbours saved 
my life, saying I had come home as the decree requested. The Russian 
and his aides decided to have us deported in a few days, but to our luck 
they received a retreat order. The Romanians came. Some villagers had 
kept Romanian flags and welcomed them with great joy. My parents had 
112,000 lei; they used it to open a textile shop. This is how the good 
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happy years passed. Unfortunately, there were only a few. On 27 March 
1944, we said goodbye to all that had been ours and to our village, and 
we withdrew with the army in Romania. After yet another years, on the 
morning following the Pentecost in 1951, we were put in trains that 
took us to Bărăgan. Now that I am old, when I think about what I have 
been through, I write poems such as the one below, which I entitled 
Wandering away:

The village is enveloped
In heavy dust and smoke
A dark weary caravan
Sets forth along the road.

In the blue sky the cranes
And flocks of little birds
Return from distant places
Where sorrow is a stranger...

The solemn old bells toll 
The deep hours of pain
And echo in the distance
A mother’s anguished wail.

In vain the valiant hunters
Hands tight on their rifles
Make their final sacrifice
On their sacred land.

Ominous black clouds 
Drift on the angry sky 
Thunder and lightning flash
in God’s unsleeping eye...

And now that all is gone
Forever lost to death
When there is no time
Because the clock has struck
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It is my turn to wander
On an mysterious path
To the distant blue peaks
Of the eternal land.

It’s a terrible plague
It’s a terrible feast
Of neither joy nor pride
Of neither smile nor sun.

(V. Rotaru)

The memories of Jivu Livia. Age: 71.
Current residence: Timişoara

I had not heard about deportations until Pentecost in the 
afternoon, when a German woman from the village, a good friend of my 
family, told me that there were 60 empty freight carriages at the station 
and rumour had it the authorities wanted to pick up the chiaburi. I did 
not make a mountain out of a molehill because I had been a civil servant 
at Cenad Town Hall for many years and I knew that some chiaburi who 
had not contributed their quotas had been detained in the Town Hall 
building, but they were only the heads of their families. 

We owned 17 acres of arable land and we had contributed our 
quotas. My father had a mill. We had never been threatened by anyone. 
On the contrary, we were well regarded by the authorities, my father 
being an honest man.

On Sunday afternoon, my husband and I visited my brother and in 
the evening we went to the cinema in the village. When we came out of 
the cinema, a young activist in the village fixed us with suspicious 
stares. Later I realised he knew what awaited us the next day.

At 5 o’clock in the morning of Monday, 18 June, it was still dark. 
I heard heavy footsteps in the street — it must have been the soldiers. 
Then I heard sudden noises at our gate. Two civilians and an armed 
soldier jumped the fence. My parents went outside. I heard voices in the 
hall. They knocked on the door violently, shouting at us to come out, 
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then asked us for our papers. I had not changed my papers yet because I 
had got married only married a month before. They ordered us to 
prepare for departure, because we were no longer allowed to live in the 
border area. I had a terrible shock. My brother came and helped us pack. 
I was looking through the house and I did not know what things to pack. 
We had four fully furnished rooms. My brother said we should take 
small valuable things. We took some cutlery. Meanwhile, one of the 
civilians shouted at us to hurry because the train was about to leave. He 
told us that we did not need to take many things because once we had 
arrived at our destination we would be given a key to a house where we 
would have everything we needed. When he had finished screaming at 
us, he went to our neighbours. 

I went from one room to another together with my husband and I 
had no idea what to do. I was too stunned to make a decision. I looked 
at the furniture, the beds, the wardrobes, the piles of clothes and I did 
not know what to do and where to take them. My husband was not 
forced to leave with us, but neither was he allowed to stay in the house, 
although our marriage certificate clearly stipulated that we both resided 
in my parents’ house. He did not have a residence of his own and had to 
commute between Cenad and Sânnicolau-Mare. 

My husband explained to the soldiers that we had been married 
for a month and we shouldn’t be separated. They told him the people 
would be sorted at the station and we would be allowed to settle 
wherever we wanted in the country, except the border area. I asked my 
husband to come with us, but he said he had to sort out things at work 
first. He also said that he had written to his father in Pitești, asking him 
to wait for us at the station, unaware that the man who was screaming at 
us was actually lying.

I took very few things, which I put in a small one-horse cart: a 
duvet, two or three pillows, one chair, one chaise longue, several bags 
of food. I opened the wardrobe and packed a few dresses, not my best 
ones, my Guban shoes, an overcoat and some books. I managed to pass 
my fur coat through the window to a neighbour who was just coming 
from the water well. We could not take any animals, although we had a 
cow, a few pigs and poultry. We took what we could carry: a few bags 
of food, a box of letters and family photographs. I like to read while 
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travelling, so I took two books, as I have said. That was all. The rest of 
our things remained in the house. When we went out in the street, we 
saw a neighbour with an overloaded cart. We panicked, went back 
inside and grabbed a mattress for one and a carpet. The next day, my 
husband returned with a secret police agent to pick up his clothes. He 
asked him to let him take some of my clothes, which he had bought, but 
he was refused. 

We were among the first to arrive at the station, with an armed 
soldier behind us. Nobody sorted us. I asked a man who seemed to be 
some chief to let me go home and get a quilt. That was impossible, he 
said, the house had been sealed. They made us get on a carriage and as 
we needed very little space, they put another family with us. They were 
Swabians: the parents and their two children aged 16 and 18. I stood at 
the carriage door and watched overloaded carts arriving at the station.

I learned afterwards that somebody had made an inventory of the 
goods we left at home in my brother’s presence, but when we returned 
from Bărăgan we found the house empty.

The youngest Swabian boy pulled out a clarinet (from a bag filled 
with cutlery) and started playing a polka. When he saw my surprised 
look, he just shrugged.

It was already 12 o’clock. At 6 in the evening, our train had still 
not left. It left only at midnight. We noticed armed soldiers posted at 
regular intervals on the road parallel with the railway between Cenad 
and Sânnicolau. We stopped at Sânnicolau-Mare, then in Arad, then I do 
not remember where else.

We received milk from those who had taken their cows with them. 
Others sacrificed a pig and we shared the meat. We cooked on a primus 
stove, but because the train vibrated half of the food was spilt on the 
floor. Our journey lasted three days and three nights.

While we were put on the train, my husband went to Sânnicolau-
Mare by bike. He sent me a letter in Bărăgan, from which I quote some 
fragments:

“My darling,
I cannot describe in words how happy I was when I read the 

postcard you sent me from where you are now. 
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Now I’d like to tell you what happened after you had left. I 
wanted to go to Sânnicolau. Just outside the village I was arrested and 
detained until 1 p.m. The same happened when I reached Sânnicolau. 
Nevertheless, at three o’clock on Monday night I managed to get back 
to Cenad station, but you had already left. From the station I went to 
Ionuţ and stayed there until six in the morning, when I returned to 
Sânnicolau. Since then I have come to Cenad every single day. I’m 
devastated. I can’t do anything. If you need money, let me know to what 
address I should send it. I will come to you at the end of the month, 
when the term ends. I’ll be with you in ten days at the latest, but until 
then please write to me again.”
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sMALL tALK (II)

We are at Gheorghe Fiat family, in a house with an inter-war 
atmosphere, wardrobes and cupboards, big and small family photographs 
in tasteful frames, like an altar of memories from which wide eyes stare 
anonymously into the present. China figurines and veneer furniture, a 
blend of the old world and the signs of present times that assault us 
briefly as a TIR truck — or maybe a TAF16 — passes on the street, 
behind the curtains and the coolness of the rooms. Gheorghe Fiat, old 
but still strong, is telling us his story.

Daniel Vighi: So when you got there you formed a convoy. With 
your carts?

Gheorghe Fiat: Not only ours, but also the locals’, because not 
all of us had horses and carts. A doctor, a veterinarian and an 
agricultural agent were waiting for us at the entrance to the gostat, 
which was a former estate of the family of Ionel Perlea, the famous 
conductor. We were employed as seasonal workers. We made and 
carried wheat sheaves. We didn’t know how long we would stay there, a 
year, two, three, five... We didn’t know anything.

When we arrived at the place of the new village, which was first 
called Mărculeștii Noi, then Viişoara, they showed us the stakes. 
Everything had already been prepared. ‘See these four stakes? There’s 
your house.’ ‘Where, Comrade? Here?’ ‘I’ve already told you very 
clearly. I won’t say it again. I haven’t got time for that. Go one inch 
beyond the limit and I’ll break your wall.’

Viorel Marineasa: So everything had been premeditated....
G.F.: The Communists got it going the previous autumn or spring. 

That’s for sure. The field was full of stakes, four for each house. We 
formed a line and waited to hear them calling our names from a list. 
When you heard your name, you pulled over and a militiaman showed 
you your stakes. You were supposed to unload your cart within that area.

16 A skidder.
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D.V.: Did you feel guilty of anything? 
G.F.: Our only fault was that we had worked to live a better life, 

us and our children, and we wanted to do it by honest work. 
V.M.: So they made you build houses.
G.F.: I’d never built a house before. But there, I had no choice. At 

first I made adobe. The new village, Mărculeștii Noi, was to become 
larger than the old village and the farm altogether. In the end it had 741 
house numbers. It was only in November that I started building a house. 
Until then I’d hoped to go back home.

D.V.: Did the locals also lift a fir tree decorated with rags and 
bottles of țuică on the roof when the house was ready?

G.F.: No. The locals didn’t have this custom. Here at Ciacova we 
put osier or a larger branch on the roof. Now I’d like to resume my 
story. As soon as we had arrived, we had to drink water and water the 
animals, it was summer and it was very hot. We took the animals to the 
irrigation channels, but there was no way we could drink from the rice 
plantation. What did we do? We tried digging wells, but we never 
finished them because the gostat employees brought us water in barrels, 
because it was a big vineyard. They put the barrels in the middle of the 
village, brought some tanks and emptied them there. But it was summer, 
and the barrels were dirty. Worms got this fat (he raises his forefinger). 

D.V.: In that water...
G.F.: Yes. Because of the sun, the mosquitoes and the flies. And 

we were supposed to drink it. ‘We won’t drink it!’ ‘Boil it, do what you 
want, but do not leave this place!’ And then what did I do? Me, a man 
called Săriosu, my dad and other neighbours put all the jugs in a cart 
and went to a 130-foot well near the village. It didn’t have a hydraulic 
pump so they had a horse run in circles around the well to draw water. 
They used a wooden fork with a small wheel and a long rope with a 
heavy bucket and the horse drew forty-fifty litres at a time. So I said, 
‘I’m going to get water for the people.’ The village was surrounded by 
the militia who tried to stop me: ‘Wait! Stop!’ I said to the others ‘Don’t 
look back, keep going’. And then the militia fired. Not at us, but in the 
air. I stopped and asked them: ‘What do you want?’ ‘Where are you 
going?’ ‘Look, comrades, we can’t drink water with worms. We’re 
going to fetch some good water.’ ‘You are not allowed to leave. Back to 
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the Militia!’ So they took us to their tent. They didn’t have a building; 
we raised one for them some time later. One of the militiamen took a 
pair of dirty boots and tossed them over to my father. ‘Clean them for 
me, old men!’ ‘Me?! I’ve never cleaned boots, not even when I was in 
the army and now you want me to clean yours?! Shame on you, you’re 
a young man. Clean your own boots!’ They wouldn’t let us go until the 
evening. No good water for us, not anything.

D.V.: Tell us how you lived in the village community. Did you 
have a church?

G.F.: Yes, of course we did, and we had a priest as well, a 
deportee like us. He celebrated Mass, christened the new-borns, buried 
the dead and married the young, like in any Christian community.

D.V.: And they let you build a church?
Gh.F.: We didn’t actually have a church. We didn’t built one as 

we built the house of culture, the mayor’s office or the dispensary. We 
held Mass in our houses, one Sunday in my house, the next in my 
neighbour’s. We had a choir and cantors, we were all cantors and 
everybody sang and prayed that God would put an end to our misery. 
We had some nice moments too.

V.M.: And what about the authorities? Didn’t they try to stop 
you?

Gh.F.: Maybe they wanted to stop us, because they certainly 
didn’t like it. Had it been as they wanted, our faith should have died. 
They didn’t care for anything but work, that’s all they wanted from us. 
Getting drunk at parties was their idea of fun. Our own parties were 
strictly supervised, we couldn’t have them unless the militia approved 
them before. But they were also cowards. If you were weak, they kept 
harassing you. If you were tougher and defied them, they left you alone. 
I remember a young vet who was assigned to Mărculești. He wanted to 
go to the gostat and had to pass through our new village. A militiaman 
stopped him at the village entrance. The vet was a giant of a man. ‘Stop! 
Where are you going?’ the militiaman shouted and grabbed the bridle. 
‘To my veterinary district. To cure sick animals. Now take your hand 
off my horse!’ the angry vet replied. He cracked the whip and his 
stallion galloped off. The militiaman ordered him to stop or he would 
fire, but he didn’t dare do it. Neither did he stop him again from coming 
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to our village. So if you held your ground they backed off. As the 
political situation changed, I sensed they softened gradually, especially 
after Stalin died and the Russians reconciled with Tito and the Serbs. 
Before that, however, they persecuted us. Especially on the first days, 
when they kept a tight rein on us. They came from tent to tent (we 
hadn’t build our houses yet), pulled the blankets aside and counted us: 
one, two, three... they had a list with each family member and if anyone 
was missing they started questioning you right away: ‘Where’s your 
brother, deportee?’ Or ‘Where’s your son?’ We had to tell them exactly 
where he was, if he was at work, on guard duty, gone to fetch water etc. 

What else can I tell you? They would have liked to discipline the 
whole country, not just the deportees in Bărăgan. But that wasn’t 
possible. You can’t keep a man on a leash like a dog. You simply can’t 
do it and even if you can do it for a while, in the end he breaks free, for 
he is not meant to be restrained or confined in camps.
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tHe otHeRs (I)

From the newspapers of those times

The County Library Documentary Collection: Luptătorul bănățean, 
1951.

On the front page of the 3 January issue — the portrait of Joseph 
Vissarionovich Stalin, the brilliant leader of the Great Union and the 
great friend of the Romanians. The first day of our great five-year plan, 
to which comrade Ardelean contributed by working at several looms. 
Not a day without exposures. At Diniaş, Nedelcov, dr. Stein and Ivanov 
Rada shouted at the top of their lungs that they could not meet their 
quota collection target. But citizens with a high moral conscience told 
the ruling bodies were the maize was hidden. The informers were 
rewarded with 25% of the confiscated goods. At Ghilad, Nicolae Pârvu, 
a chiabur and an enemy of peace who refused to sign the Appeal, was 
exposed. He would have wanted our towns and villages, our mothers 
and children to be killed by the Anglo-American bombs. The cursed 
viper was exposed once again. The people expressed their deep hatred 
towards this new reaction of their enemy. Ion Cocoș of Hodoni is 
another chiabur who refused to put his signature on the Appeal: ‘You 
want peace? Well, I don’t. Why would I want peace, if you denied me 
the right to vote?’ Appeal: ‘Not a household should remain unvisited by 
the signature collectors!’

One year since the publication of Comrade Stalin’s work on 
linguistics. The sensational polemic with Nikolay Yakovlevich Marr. 
The people who received receipt no. 1 for handing over their barley 
quota are highly praised. Joseph Schmidt, a farmer of German 
nationality, will visit the kolkhozes in the Soviet Union. The news 
spread quickly in Iecea-Mare. ‘Pay great attention to everything, 
Comrade Schmidt, there’s a lot you can learn there.’



the others (I) 73

The current meeting of “Filimon Sârbu” literary association. The 
war in Korea. Stalin, the great ruler and protector of peace. Pravda asks 
him whether there are reasons to panic about the USSR atomic bomb 
experiment, as some people in the United States have claimed, worried 
that their security is endangered. Stalin replies, “There is no reason for 
panic.” Comrade Lavrentiy Pavlovich Beria’s Report at the solemn 
meeting of the Moscow Soviet on 7 November (the head of Soviet 
secret police did not sense his end was near). Ana Pauker’s speech on 
the same occasion. The Kotlear and Kovaliov Stakhanovite methods. 
On the occasion of his fiftieth anniversary, Comrade Gheorghe 
Gheorghiu-Dej is awarded the title of Hero of Socialist Labour by the 
People’s Republic of Romania. Protests against sentencing Nikos 
Beloyannis to death. “The provocative complaint submitted by 
Yugoslavia at UNO against the socialist countries.” The fight against 
cosmopolitanism: Professor Potlog from Timișoara’s Agricultural 
University still teaches his idealistic heredity theories; Professor 
Cocheci from the Faculty of Industrial Chemistry of the same city 
exaggeratedly insists on some minor procedures applied by imperialist 
countries; Professor Mikloși from the Faculty of Electrical Engineering 
maintains an objectivist position and does not highlight the superiority 
of the Soviet technology. Cosmopolitanism can be fought against by 
studying Russian thoroughly.

Trials in 1951: 13 August – General Mihai Romanescu, Colonel 
Mihai Bosoancă, Alexandru Liciu, former president of the Court of 
Appeal, and Gheorghe Polizu-Micşuneşti are sentenced to death for 
attempting to undermine and overthrow the popular democracy regime 
and espionage on behalf of the English. The working people expressed 
their satisfaction for the fair sentence given by the popular justice. 10 
September 10 – Spies in cassocks serving The Vatican, ‘this capitalist 
octopus’, and Italy were convicted: among them, Boros Adalbert, Rector 
of the Catholic Seminary of Timisoara (life imprisonment) and Augustin 
Pacha, Roman-Catholic Bishop of Timișoara (18 years imprisonment). 
28 December 1951 – terrorists and diversionists sent by the Americans 
are tried and executed. 
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It happened in 1951

Place of death: the shooting range in Pădurea Verde (The Green 
Forest)

 
The people in Teregova had not heard of communists. They had 
powerful Peasants and Liberal Party organisations. But after the fake 
elections in 1946, the Communist Party came to power. It was difficult 
to find the right people for the new political and administrative 
positions. The Teregovians did not bow to a power they considered 
alienating. Before long a resistance movement led by notary public 
Gheorghe Ionescu, a man with free views, was set up against the new 
regime. Following the reports drawn up by the party activist responsible 
for the commune and the chief of the local militia, the secret police in 
Lugoj ordered that three peasants be arrested. Specialized staff arrived 
to interrogate them. On hearing their torture screams, the villagers 
gathered around the militia station. Those in the building fired at them, 
but they fired back and managed to free the arrested. Following these 
events, Gheorghe Ionescu, accompanied by the peasants Moise 
Ghimboaşă, Mariţescu (nicknamed Fiert), Anculia, Pavel Stoichescu, 
brothers Duicu (nicknamed Boieru) and student Vasile Văluşescu fled 
into the Cornerevei Mountains. The whole region was surrounded by 
secret police troops and a blockade was formed around the village. You 
needed a special permit if you wanted to go to Teregova. The locals 
were not allowed to put their animals out to pasture. The wooden houses 
were burnt down and the doors and windows were removed from the 
brick buildings. The fugitives’ relatives and the shepherds who were 
familiar with the forest and mountain hiding places were tortured for 
information. General Nicolski, the father of the Pitești Experiment, 
came from Bucharest especially to interrogate Gheorghe Ionescu’s wife.

Two resistance groups led by Colonel Uță and Commander 
Domășneanu were active in the area. They relied on the help promised 
insistently on Radio London or The Voice of America, unaware that our 
country’s fate had already been decided at Yalta. 

Fierce battles were fought, with losses in both camps. In the end, 
the partisans fell one after another. The famous Lazăr of Rusca played 
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double agent and ended by betraying them. At the trial conducted at the 
School of Arts and Crafts in Timișoara, Gheorghe Ionescu was 
sentenced to 25 years of hard labour, but the authorities in Bucharest 
were not satisfied. They wanted a death sentence. The former public 
notary asked for a glass of water before leaving for his execution. He 
did not receive it. It is said that a guardian told him, ‘Why do you want 
water, man, you’re going to die anyway.’

Ionescu was buried in the cemetery of the poor. Nobody knows 
where his grave is. His death certificate, which his wife obtained with 
much difficulty, reads: “Cause of death: execution by firing squad/Place 
of Death: Timisoara — the shooting range in Pădurea Verde.”

About the investigators: it was revealed that Colonel Moiș had 
been engaged in politics, but not as a procommunist, so he was fired. 
The dreaded Major Kling, a former glazier from Lugoj, lost his mind; 
his victims haunted his visions. 

It is worth mentioning that no collective farms or any similar 
organisations were established in Teregova. The authorities did not even 
try to set one up.



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation76

MRs. sPIJAVcA’s DIARY

These notebooks belonged to a woman named Elena Spijavca, 
who came from Bukovina to Cenad together with her husband, a petty 
clerk. They were recovered by Mrs Cornelia Fiat, a member of the 
Association of Former Deportees in Bărăgan management, from the 
author’s younger son, Dan, who lives in Giarmata Village. Mrs. 
Spijavca’s elder son, Virgil, lives in Germany with his family. Her 
husband (Liusic) died sometime in the 1960’s, at Vidra, in Ardeal, where 
they were assigned residence after returning from Bărăgan. Mrs. Elena 
Spijavca passed away in September 1990. She must have been seventy 
years old.

Like peasants Aniţa Nandriş-Cudla and Dumitru Nimigeanu, Mrs. 
Spijavca is another woman from Bukovina, better educated but equally 
“naive”, who had the unconscious vocation to turn the misery caused 
by communism into literature. The structural similarities between the 
people from Banat and those from Bukovina, both insurgent by nature 
but with a calm appearance, have been underlined many times. They 
are easily noticeable in this woman’s case as well. More than that, in 
her everyday language she uses regionalisms from Banat such as imală 
(mud), clisă (salo), cucuruz (not păpușoi! - maize), țecăr (bag) etc.

The connoisseurs will love this diary for the monotonous, 
sometimes scholarly tone adopted in describing years of hardship and 
toil (see the Japanese film The Naked Island), its similarities with the 
illustrious Radu Petrescu’s prose and the affinity between the heroine 
and Madamme Bovary and Chekhov’s characters.

The former Bărăgan deportees will re-experience pieces of the 
universe in which they spent several years of their life.

29 August 1951. We have been on “Iustin Georgescu” site for two 
months now. Today I finished 125 adobe bricks by 7 in the evening. 
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Liusic dug up earth from the basement. I drew water from the 
well and then he prepared the mud. It was hard, very hard, he could not 
pull his legs out of the mud, he thought they were stuck in it forever!

This has been going on since 23 August 1951.
In the first few days, I felt dizzy and almost fainted, but I would 

not stop.
Today we waited for the money, which did not arrive. I borrowed 

500 lei from Mr. Luca. We’ll pay him back when we receive our own 
money.

29 August! Virgil is nine years old today. I wish him all the best 
and I hope he will be luckier than us. 

In the evening we didn’t have anything to eat, that is, we didn’t 
receive bread.

31 August. First of all, what we ate today. Food here is more 
important than anything. We had some soup from yesterday and I made 
pasta with sheep milk cheese — 240 lei/kg. In the evening I bought 
some melons and before dinner we ate them with bread. Before we 
finished eating, the postman brought us money, 1,000 lei from Valy and 
1,000 lei from I. Popescu.

A German, Martin, went to Cioara to fetch a parcel that was sent 
to us on 26 July but he forgot it there! Tough luck. I made 97 adobe 
bricks and did some laundry.

1 September. All day long I waited for the parcel. It arrived late 
in the evening. I made 91 adobe bricks.

2 September. Sunday. In the morning, Liusic brought the parcel. 
It was all torn! I made excellent bread, pie and stewed vegetables in the 
oven. I fetched kindling from the woods.

3 September. Everything would have been all right if it hadn’t 
rained cats and dogs. The rain didn’t last long, so we continued our 
work. We made 100 bricks.

Work and eat, that’s all we do. In the morning I wrote and sent 
two postcards, one to Valea and one to Mrs. Pantea in Sibiu.
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4 September. A very hard day. My legs ached so I could hardly 
walk. Neither could Liusic. We are always waiting for money, parcels 
and letters that do not come. We are almost desperate. Starting today, 
voluntary work becomes mandatory. I made 106 adobe bricks.

5 September. The mail finally arrived. Luisic ran to check 
whether anything came for us, but we didn’t get anything! All we do is 
work. We made 100 bricks. Dănuț has diarrhoea, he needs to be washed 
all the time. At the end of the day I heard music, an accordion. I may be 
dead beat, but music still gives me a big thrill.

6 September. We are terribly sad, we have no money to build the 
house. I made 80 bricks. Dănuț is on a strict diet, he eats nothing but 
crackers. 

7 September. I got up at 4 in the morning and went for chaff 
behind the forest. Our clothes got mouldy in the wardrobe. I took them 
out and washed them. They look terrible. The parcels arrived by 10. 
Liusic ran to the post office, but he came back empty-handed. We didn’t 
receive anything. I made 230 small bricks for the stoves.

8 September. It was The Birth of the Blessed Virgin Mary, but 
we still worked from early morning, as if it hadn’t been a holiday. 
Liusic did some compulsory work — rice straw. I carried earth into the 
rooms to fill the foundation. Dănuț felt a little better. It was hot and our 
bricks dried up in the wind. We didn’t receive anything today. I let 
Dănuț sleep, but he got up and spilt the soup under his bed. He ate it 
with his little hands, but it leaked out of him by the evening. 

9 September. Sunday. I made bread, pie, soup and stewed 
vegetables. I had some laundry to do from last night. After we ate, I 
went into the woods for kindling. Then I wrote a letter to Valea. Nothing 
special happened.

10 September. The big event happened. I received 3,000 lei from 
Alice. Now we can start building the house walls, but the workers can 



Mrs. spijavca’s Diary 79

come only on Thursday. Liusic did compulsory work and I sewed a quilt 
for Dănuţ. 

11 September. Nothing special. Liusic worked on the site, I 
unravelled wool balls.

12 September. Big, big surprise. I received 8,000 lei from Valea 
for my bracelet, so now we have money to build a house.

13 September. Today we started building the house and I insisted 
on having a double window.

14 September. It’s The Feast of the Cross and the walls of our 
house are ready.

15 September. I carried boards for the garret. The post brought 
us a postcard from Mrs. Pantea, a little box of flour and some clothes 
from Alice. Then a telegram came saying that a parcel was waiting for 
us at Cioara. I gave Dănuț a haircut in the evening.

16 September. Today comrade Catan Victor fixed the wood slats 
on the house for 500 lei. Liusic helped. I carried earth in the rooms. The 
parcel should have arrived today, but it didn’t. Liusic got mad, he was 
looking forward to eating salo. He had to take his mind off it! 

While I went to the shop, Dănuț took a bag of dry fruit from the 
kitchen cabinet and scattered the contents all over the place. Then he 
did the same with the noodles and the baked and peeled aubergine. He 
made a nice mess of it.

17 September. A very tiring day. We tried to get wood slats for 
the ceiling. I went to the manager and he approved my request, but 
Bejan got smart and in the end I didn’t get any. 

The food box hasn’t arrived and we are very worried. 
The people on the building site have become very selfish. Liusic 

asked for a hammer from Tania and she turned him down because ‘the 
handle falls easily’. Some other time my neighbour Tărîță wouldn’t let 
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me bake bread in her oven because ‘the oven gets burnt.’ She refuses 
everybody for various reasons: the rope might tear or the cauldron 
might break.

Liusic made the ladder today. I finished carrying earth in the 
rooms. Dănuț still has diarrhoea and poops in his bed.

19 September. Liusic was forced to go cotton picking. He was 
dead tired when he came home, he hadn’t eaten anything all day, but he 
picked about 40 pounds of cotton. 

I am worried about our house, we haven’t made much progress 
lately. I did the laundry and other small chores. I spent the rest of the 
day with Dănuț. 

20 September. It’s been raining since one o’clock last night and 
by morning water penetrated our dugout. 

Liusic got up angry and said hurtful things to me.
The parcel from Cioara hadn’t been brought and Liusic had to go 

and get it instead. I had to walk in the rain with Dănuţ in my arms. 
Finally, Liusic arrived with the parcel at 9 in the evening. A potato box, 
a small bag of beans, a bag of semolina and a soap bar. We were 
expecting something else, some fat, salo, ham or the like. We were 
bitterly disappointed because we are very, very weak. All we eat is 
potatoes and beans. But it’s food and we’re not starving... Later I found 
out that there were two jars of fat in the parcel, but they had been stolen. 
Blasted thieves!

21 September. Today we stuck adobe in the rooms for the first 
time, Liusic and I. It’s cold, but we keep working, because we can’t live 
in the dugout any longer. Nothing else is going on except this adobe-
sticking activity, which neither of us has done before. Mr. Hanganu 
dropped by and showed us a helpful trick.

23 September. Sunday. We hammered the boards on the garret.

26 September. Yesterday three young men laid the earth on the 
garret. It cost us 1,000 lei.
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September 27. This is pure torture. We have been sticking adobe 
for a few days and I have had no time to write. Very poor food, we’re 
utterly exhausted from so much work.

September 28. In the evening, Liusic tells me to go out and what 
should I see? Dănuț perched on a pyramid of adobe, like a rooster.

29 September. We stuck adobe on the front of the house until 
late. Today I received a parcel from Valea with clothes, printed cotton 
dresses, cotton socks and silk stockings for me, 20 feet of flannelette, 
herring, apples, but surprisingly no letter. I haven’t received a letter in 
over a month.

30 September. Liusic went to the market.

2 October. Liusic came back from the market only today. 
Corcodel helped cutting club rush. He made 100 sheaves and priced 
them 5 lei for a sheaf.

3 October. We stuck adobe on walls and whitewashed them until 
the day we moved.

7 October. We finally got rid of the dugout. Moving was 
exhausting, but we live in the house now!

More trouble. We don’t have a stove or a hob to keep the place 
warm and cook. I had to cook at the Rechtenwalds. 

9 October. The house is all covered now. We hammered boards 
to the back of the house, which is against the law here. It was so cold 
my hands froze.

10 October. Liusic did compulsory work. I don’t have to cook so 
much so I put our great house in order. I wrote to Nusic about the stove 
in a postcard and thanked him for the money. I forgot to write that last 
Monday afternoon we received 2,000 lei from Alice. It came just in 
time because we were able to pay the man who did our roof.
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11 October. I cooked, but at my neighbours Rechtenwald, 
because I don’t have what to cook on. In the afternoon I stuck adobe on 
the side wall so the sticking part is over.

12 October. Liusic went to compulsory work. When we moved, 
Dănuț had lost my curtain rings, so I had to go to all my neighbours to 
find others. In the evening Bogdan and Corcodel came to tell Liusic 
about the three-day compulsory work at the institutions. Today I painted 
the whole house with whitewash.

13 October. Vasilescu came to take all my boards. I was very 
worried, because we didn’t have a gable. By the evening I carried 
everything that remained in the garret and then I carried earth for the 
foundation. Liusic went to compulsory ‘voluntary’ work.

14 October. Sunday. Liusic is at work. I made bread and wrote 
one letter to Valea and another to Mrs Pantea. In the evening Liusic 
brought the glass for the kitchen window. Hooray!

15 October. Liusic is still at work. We’re thrilled to bits because 
we received the long-awaited stove. Now we can keep the house warm. 
We received a postcard from Alice. I carried earth to the house 
foundation. 

 
21 October. I’ve worked on the foundation, but I haven’t finished. 

I’ll finish it tomorrow. Liusic is still at work on the building site.

24 October. The houses and the institutions are finally finished. 
Big day today in the Însurățeii Noi Village. Everyone dressed up for the 
acceptance of the buildings. It was like a celebration, some personalities 
came to see us.

Yesterday I did the laundry and today I dried it. I dropped 
everything and dressed up myself, because I wanted to be there with the 
others, not for the celebration, but to hear what was said at the 
acceptance of the works. We were finally ready, we were even praised, 
but there was no prospect for making money before the cotton-picking 
season.
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26 October. Today was St. Demetrius, but I worked like I did 
every day. I fetched milk. It was a big deal, because I had to go to the 
dispensary for it. I stuck the hob with manure and lined the oven. 
Another event today, Liusic was invited to the committee for a job. He 
had gone to pick cotton.

28 October. Yesterday I finally got a letter from Valea. It was a 
little sad, as life is nowadays.

29 October. I was very touched by the letter I received from Mrs. 
Pantea. Liusic works at the People’s Council. Also today I received 
money from Victor, 3,000 lei. I was happy because I’d had run out of 
money.

31 October. I wrote a postcard to Victor and Liusic wrote one to 
Nusic. I cooked beans and stewed aubergine. I bought jam and knitting 
needles and I paid my debt to Miss Marta.

Beautiful October days. Today Liusic chopped wood and we 
stored it in the garret. Our garret is more like a storehouse. 

4 November. We’re having a terrible time. Yesterday it was 3 
months since Virgil had left. They discovered he was missing. I don’t 
need to describe these moments because I’ll never forget them. We had 
just finished putting the house in order, we felt really good. All of a 
sudden, all went wrong. God is our only hope, for us humans can’t do 
anything! Liusic went to the district post office to send a telegram to 
call Virgil back. Poor child, he’s not luckier than us! And I was so 
happy for him, at least he was leading a more decent life. But our 
sufferings seem never to end.

5 November. Starting today he no longer has a job... He chopped 
wood. It was an ordinary day. I sent a postcard to Valea.

6 November. He went to work at the farm, in the warehouse.

7 November. A holiday – big commotion. The chief came and 
asked whether my son had returned. Liusic is still at work. He wrote to 
Dr. Tomida.
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8 November. Virgil went to school, then to the dispensary for 
calcium shots. He didn’t get any.

10 November. Virgil went to pick cotton. Liusic left too, but to 
transport cotton. I received a postcard from Mrs. Pantea.

11 November. Virgil and I gathered kindling from the forest. 

12 November. Virgil and Liusic picked cotton.

13 November. Same as yesterday.

15 November. A day just like yesterday, warm and quiet, but too 
much work for a slice of bread.

25 November. Sunday. I haven’t written anything for a long time. 
On 16.11 I received a parcel from Mrs. Pantea, and the next day a 
postcard from her. I was so happy that she, a stranger to us, was so nice 
and careful. Besides the personal things for me, she also sent food: 
sugar, semolina, noodles and cookies. 

On 24.11 I sent a postcard to Valea. I also went to buy bread, but 
in vain, they hadn’t brought any. I asked about meat and then I went for 
kindling into the forest.

Today, 25.11., I cooked mutton. I baked bread and made a big 
deal of it. I ran out of money again. On Saturday, 17.11., Liusic went to 
the market to buy vegetables. Since 20.11., Liusic has been working at 
the bridges.

27 November. Hard times. It’s terrible to be hungry and not have 
anything to eat! We have no lamp oil, they didn’t bring any the whole 
month of November. Bitter, dark days.

8 December. A day of conflicting emotions. In the morning I 
went to Luiza to ask her to lend me two pots of flour. She behaved in 
the most humiliating way possible towards me. I wept bitterly after I’d 
left her. Then Mrs. Mocion came. We talk about this and that and at 
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some point she offered to lend me some cornmeal. While I was coming 
back from her, Luiza told me two parcels had arrived for me. I ran to 
the post office. One parcel was from Valea and the other from Alice. I 
was overjoyed about it. Valea had sent me cornmeal, oil and biscuits, 
and Victor sent clothes from his children. Alice had sent a little bit of 
everything from her pantry, all dry food. Ilie Tudose’s daughter brought 
us two four-pound loaves. There was a misunderstanding, the bread was 
for Tărâţă. But Liusic did not have 7 lei and ate the soup without bread. 
In the evening Liusic brought some splinters from the bridge. I sent a 
postcard to Valea and a letter to Nusic to thank them. As usual, I fetched 
the milk in the morning, then I cooked. Liusic went to Însurăței to work 
and negotiate with the man who wanted to buy our furniture. We 
decided to sell a bed and a wardrobe because we had no other choice.

10 December. I wrote a postcard to Victor.

11 December. I did the laundry and boiled the beans from Alice. 
Liusic carried wood on his back from the bridge. We stay warm and eat. 
We want to sell furniture to buy food. Two or three people promised to 
buy it, but none came to strike a deal. We don’t have wheat, so we can’t 
make bread. We’re having a hard time.

13 December. A day like any other. The mail came, but we didn’t 
receive anything. We really need money for wheat and wood. The 
winter frosts arrived but it’s warm in the house. Today, Liusic was paid 
3,180 lei for November. We jumped for joy because we had spent all 
our money 2-3 weeks ago and ran into debt. It’s hard not to be able to 
buy matches, salt or cream. We have no onion, no carrots, no beans, just 
some potatoes from the building site canteen and cornmeal from Valea, 
so we’re not starving.

14 December. There was a fierce wind last night. We thought it 
was a hurricane and our roof would be blown over. I felt as if each gust 
swept through me. By morning it dropped a little. Despite the wind, 
Liusic went to the market at Viziru, for we had no food. But the sellers 
didn’t turn up. 
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15 December. There was a market today, but very few goods on 
the stalls. The day was so quiet you wouldn’t have said the wind had 
ripped off several thatched roofs.

16 December. Sunday. Liusic bought 6 pounds of mutton, then he 
went to Însurăței to work and see if we could sell the furniture. He made 
a deal to give our bed and wardrobe in exchange for two sacks of wheat, 
one sack of maize, 2 bottles of oil and 1 litre of țuică. We sold the 
furniture very cheaply, but since we couldn’t find a richer buyer... We 
had no choice, we didn’t have what to eat.

17, 18, 19, 20 December. Liusic went to Însurăței to grind wheat 
into flour. There were many people, but he managed to have it ground. 
These days we didn’t do anything special. I did the laundry on Monday 
and Thursday and when he came back we started the housework.

21 December. We whitewashed the house. Dănuț is sick, he’s got 
a cold and coughs. Virgilică’s old illness is back, I saw to it that he was 
given calcium shots.

22 December. I went to the market again but still no vegetables. 
I’m so disheartened. We have no potatoes. Today I received 3 litres of 
oil. Also the shop distributed 900 grams of sugar per person. Nothing 
for us at the post office. We don’t have wood.

23 December. Sunday. I got a letter from Mrs. Pantea. One day 
until Christmas Eve. I wrote a long letter to Valea and Victor and one to 
Mrs. Pantea.

24 December. It’s Christmas Eve and everyone hopes for the 
better! Liusic went to the bridge and brought wood on his back. I 
cooked several dishes: à la russe salad, veal tenderloin with garlic, 
chicken breast — because we had a chicken from Însurăței. It was a gift 
for Liusic from the man who sheltered him when he went to grind the 
wheat. I made veal soup and sauce. We will have food for three days, 
then nothing, not even a potato.
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25 December. A great feast which we celebrated at home, since 
we don’t have a church. We sang and read. 

26 December. I received 1,000 lei from Uncle Jean in Arad. In 
fact, no house event.

27 December. I read, but Liusic went to work and brought 
firewood. 

30 December. Sunday. I visited Tatiana, but Liusic cried in pain 
all day, because he had carried beams the day before. 

31 December. New Year’s Eve. I baked bread and pie. Virgilică 
had a wonderful day. He went to different houses, sang carols and 
made some money. I waited for the parcel from Carola, but it didn’t 
come. I shed a tear or two... Everyone gets parcels but us. Nobody 
remembers us...

1 January 1952. A great day for the world, a dull and sad day for 
us. Heaven forbid that the year should be ! I went to Tania and I wrote a 
postcard to Mrs. Pantea. Also today Liusic discovered that he had 
serious anal bleeding. 

4 January. For 4 days I’ve  been making “quick soup” from 
cabbage, onion, carrots and vinegar. I’m sick and tired of it. We have no 
wood at all. The wood Liusic carries on his back is barely enough. We 
are waiting for the parcel sent on 18.12. We are fool enough never to 
give up hoping...

5 January. Liusic didn’t go to work, it was a free day, and he 
didn’t go to the market either. Nor did the postman bring us anything 
but us a postcard from Uncle Jean. There was a harsh wind.

6 January. Sunday. Liusic went to Însurăței, to the church the 
market and the post office and he brought the parcel from Carola. 
Nothing was damaged. We got vegetables, two pounds of fat, pork rind, 
salo and a small sausage!
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7 January. Saint John’s Day. A biting wind blew. Liusic couldn’t 
even go to work. We baked bread in the oven outside. That’s really 
something, to bake bread in such wind and snow, but the bread baked 
well. I received a parcel from Alice today. Fat and salo, 2 litres of 
soybean oil, sugar, nuts and flour. Now I have what to cook, but I’m 
worried it will finish too soon! We have very little wood, just what 
Liusic brings from the bridge. Staying warm is very expensive. But we 
hope to be paid for our work and buy wood. We have given up hope of 
receiving money from Victor for those things. He hasn’t even sent us a 
postcard to let us know what is going on. 

8 January. A day like any other. Dănuț is sick. He’s been better 
for two days. It’s been snowing heavily. Virgil came home soaking wet 
because of the snow. 

9 January. We’ve been eating better since we received the 
parcels. In the morning I make mămăligă17 and we eat it with pork rind. 
At noon, the soup is a bit thicker. We are very glad to have bread and 
mămăligă, but we’re worried about what we’ll do in the spring. 
Everything is getting more and more expensive. We pay 5,000 lei for a 
sack of wheat, 100 lei for two pounds of cornmeal, 600 lei for oil and 
so on. And we won’t be receiving coupons. 

11 January. I went to the post office, but I didn’t get anything. I 
made cornbread and I boiled beans. Nothing special. Liusic brought the 
sack of wood on his back, and in the evening he ate so much we were 
both surprised: a plateful of cornmeal made with sugar and oil, (usually 
he barely tasted it), a bowl of broth, a plateful of beans tea and bread.

12 January. Liusic was terribly disappointed. He was paid very 
little because the people who calculated his pay had made a mistake. He 
got 1,400 lei less than he should have, But what worried us most is the 
wood. He was promised a job as an accountant at the district “Health” 
department. We’d like to see that happen. I gave the children a bath and 
I had one myself. Today we had the area around  the house ploughed. 

17 Porridge made of maize flour.
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14 January. Liusic didn’t go to work because it rained.

15 January. A tough day. Liusic almost crushed his left leg. I 
applied vinegar compresses on it. Starting today we’ll no longer receive 
milk from the Centre. As for me, I’m worried sick about the children. I 
don’t have what to cook for them.

18 January. A sunny day. We received 2,000 lei from Valea, now 
we can buy wood. Whenever we are in deep trouble, God helps us and 
we get out of the desperate situation. “How great and wonderful are all 
your works, Lord God Almighty.” Norica came to us today to patch up 
our differences.

28 January. Today, the money was changed. Every morning I 
make mămăligă and we eat it with garlic and tea. 

1 February. We changed the money, but not ours, because we 
didn’t have any. I made bread outside in the wind and in mud. In the 
morning I made onion salad and fried mămăligă. Liusic took arpacaș18 
with him when he went to work. I don’t know how he can manage with 
so little food. 

All February I didn’t write anything, though I should have, 
because things worth remembering happened, but I will try to remember 
them as much as I can. On 10 February, a Sunday, a fierce blizzard 
terrified us. We have very little food and we couldn’t buy anything at 
the market. On 2 February they sold goods only in exchange for things, 
and on February 9, when Liusic went there, they asked for money. We 
struggled all throughout the month of February. We had no sugar for 
tea, no milk, only onion and garlic sauce. I got some potatoes from 
Tania and another Sunday I got sour cabbage from Norica. And this is 
how we survived until 15 February when we received the salary for 
January – 177 lei, new lei, of course. On 16 February Liusic went to the 
market and bought carrots, 1 litre of oil, 1 pair of chickens and 20 eggs, 
so no more onion sauce, which had already become abominable. The 
same day I received a parcel from Valea. We were at the end of our 
tether. On 26 February we received 55 lei advance payment.
18 Basic food made from husked and refined wheat.
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1 March. March talismans! Liusic went to the market. He bought 
mutton.

2 March Sunday. I cooked and made March talismans for the 
children.

March 13. We’ve got so much mud we could bathe in it. I went 
into the forest and brought sea buckthorn so I could bake bread. Liusic 
brought his salary for February — 170 lei. We thought he’d get more. I 
don’t know how we’re going to make it. We’ve run out the wheat flour, 
wood oil, beans, onion... 

14 March. Liusic came from the bridge works dog-tired. He had 
been given a shot. We’re always struggling.

15 March. When we got ready to go to the market, a harsh wind 
started. The bad thing was that it blew towards our chimney and all the 
smoke went inside the house. We spent all day in the cold and Liusic 
stayed in bed. We had boiled beans from the day before, otherwise we 
wouldn’t have eaten anything. A very dark day, like many other dark 
days here in this happy Bărăgan plain...

16 March. We haven’t received a line from anybody. They have 
all forgotten us. Liusic went to the market at Însurăței, but it was late 
and he didn’t find anything to buy.

31 March. Liusic went to the farm to look for work but of course 
he didn’t find anything. I work a little in the garden. I’m a bit dizzy, but 
I keep on working.

1 April. Time flies, we are already in April. A time of scarcity, 
troubles and poverty. I did the laundry. It was hard work because the 
wind blew fiercely. 

7 April. Damn days! Today I had to bake bread at Mrs. Ghenov’s. 
Much anger and fatigue. I work in the garden daily. Today I will plant 
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cucumbers and green beans. The bread didn’t bake enough and I had to 
bake it at Mrs. Lucov’s.

11 April. We started the spring cleaning. Today I whitewashed the 
kitchen.

12 April. Finally I whitewashed the outside walls finished the 
cleaning. We haven’t been paid so we couldn’t go to the market. We’re 
desperate for food, even the flour is gone. We’re always waiting for a 
parcel from Victor that never comes.

13 April. Sunday. Beans and beans, I no longer feel its taste. I 
make imprin-zup and flour sauce for a change. I’m half starved all the 
time, my stomach hurts. 

14 April. Today I started with doing the laundry. I washed some 
wool clothes, then I watered the garden.

15 April. We were called to the militia station to be given back 
our goods. No such luck for us. Ours hadn’t been found. I did a lot of 
laundry and left some for tomorrow. We received the money for the 
bridge work, we paid some debts, but money is always an issue.

17 April. We’re always waiting for a parcel that never comes. 
We’ve run out of everything. I went to the market at Însurăței with 
Liusic and I bought some things. I saw the village and the market 
myself. 

20 eggs, 80 bani; two pound of fat, 25 lei; one pound of beans, 
3,5 lei; 1 loaf, 4 lei; 700 grams cheese, 14 lei; garlic, 1 leu. That’s all. 

But the best thing was that I saw the bridge where Liusic had 
worked all winter and spring, but I think it was a good-bye visit! On our 
way back we stopped at the farm, where Liusic asked for a job. In the 
afternoon, he went and submitted the job application. Some days ago I 
discovered I had intestinal worms, some kind of small roundworms.

April 19. Eve of Holy Easter. Liusic went to the Viziru market 
and bought 20 pounds of whole flour for 3 lei per pound. By evening I 
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had baked three loaves. I bought four pounds of mutton and cooked 
until after midnight.

20, 22 April. Holy Easter – The Resurrection of our Lord Jesus 
Christ. I didn’t go to the church at all. Happy sunny days, but so sad for 
us! However, I cooked; a cozonac with 5 eggs and some pie; then I 
made a meat roll, soup and sauce and it was enough for three days. On 
the first day we went to the woods, where a dusty storm caught us.

25 April. Liusic found work on the farm. I wrote a letter to Mrs. 
Pantea. I received a parcel from Valea: flour, oil, candy, a ball, biscuits, 
two pencils and two booklets, 15 eggs.

29 April. We started sowing maize. In the evening Tania came for 
a chat. Actually she told me some life stories. 

10 May. Our great day! I went to the market with 28 lei. I bought 
flour, beans, eggs, parsley for 2 lei. I grazed my foot, because I had 
gone for mushrooms the day before but didn’t find any. By evening I 
went to Bobocel Constantin’s funeral. Since 1 May I have been busy 
with sowing corn, I didn’t even have time to write in this notebook. I 
also went to Călmățui farm on 1 and 8 May, to find sugarleaf. No news 
from anywhere.

May 14. I planted cucumbers. It’s always cold and for a few days 
it’s been also cloudy like it’s going to rain, but it doesn’t. Liusic does 
night rounds in the village. I asked a man who works in Însurăței to buy 
me a loaf of bread, I begged him with tears in my eyes. There is no 
bread to buy unless for coupons and since we don’t have coupons, we 
can’t have bread. 

15 May. When we got up in the morning, it was raining lightly. 

22 May. I went to the market. I worked in the garden all week 
and didn’t write anything. Nothing happened and we received no news. 
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1 June. On Sunday I drew all the water from the well. The day 
it had been disinfected with chlorine. Liusic was with the tractors in 
the field.

6, 7 June. I went to the farm with the kids, to pull out the rape. 
We’d ran out of everything and for a slice of bread or mămăligă all of 
us had to work in the field.

9 June. Today was Pentecost Sunday. Nevertheless, I went to the 
farm to do weeding work, but I was told it was over and I came back 
with wood from the forest around the farm. Then I took the children 
into the forest, also for wood, and in the afternoon we all went into the 
forest again, this time with a hook. So we gathered kindling all day.

10 June. I went to do digging work. A terrible day. I cried all day. 
My boss was Ion Ion, a real jerk. Then I ate beside the road, in the dust 
and without a spoon. The rain caught us in the field. I told Liusic: 
‘Anyone likes farming, let them do it. I, for one, prefer to stay away 
from it.’

14 June. I was hurrying home from the market. It was too warm 
so I unbuttoned my sweater. I forgot that I’d hidden my socks and a bag 
with 2.5 lei under it. When I realised I’d lost them I ran back. To cut a 
long story short — I will never forget what happened today — I found 
the man who had found my things, but he refused to return them to me.

June 16. I stayed home, did some weeding in the garden and 
patched shirts. Liusic with Virgil went to do weeding work. They had a 
hard day, with Ion Ion as their supervisor.

June 22. Liusic went to Nișcoteanca to buy a goat, but he only 
bought flour. I cooked. In the evening we went into the woods where we 
listened to music.

June 25. Work in the farm garden again. As the earth was wet, we 
didn’t have where to rest in the afternoon, so we slept in a basement. 
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Meanwhile, Liusic cleaned the walls of a storehouse. In the evening I 
bought beans for the children.

30 June. It rained all day, so I stayed home and sewed pyjamas 
for Liusic, Virgil, and Dănuț.

4 July. My mother and Valea came to see us. What a wonderful 
surprise! I feel as if it had been a lovely dream, something unbelievable. 
Beings from another world... They left towards the evening and we saw 
them off to the Auto. On the way back Liusic and I brought wood from 
the farm. Valy gave us a letter from Arcadie, a blouse, men’s underwear 
and 3 feet of flannelette.

1 August. I took Dănuț and went to work at the farm. I carried 
him in my arms or put him in the cart. I shovelled grain in the 
warehouse. Liusic and Virgil worked with the thresher at Nișcoteanca, 
from 15 July to 1 August. They got paid yesterday, Liusic 8 lei Liusic 
and Virgil 6 lei per day.

11 August. Liusic and Virgil at work - one at the mill, the other to 
thin the maize. I stayed home to work in the garden. I had guests. I 
picked up beans and mashed it.

14 August. I put order in the house, the garret and the garden. 
Liusic and Virgil still at work. Liusic digs a ditch in the farm yard, 
while Virgil thins the maize. They bring home food and bread, and I 
wait for them with water melons.

25 August. We stay home and do building work. I make adobe. 
Liusic was on watch last night so he’s dead tired. I cooked aubergine 
and preserved it for later. It wasn’t easy because I didn’t have wood. I 
had to use sunflower discs.

27 August. I started to make adobe, but I dropped it and went 
with Luiza to Rubla for oil. Since there was no oil, I carried wood on 
my back from there. I made plum dumplings. Liusic wants to quit 
smoking and he’s struggling. Today, work at the latrine started.
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28 August. Adobe and more adobe. We have plenty of tomatoes 
and melons. The sweet peppers are a problem, we water them every day 
but and they’re still skinny.

29 August. We don’t go to work, because there is no work to do. 
It Virgil’s birthday. I cooked noodles pudding. We’re making adobe.

9 September. On 5.09 we received a parcel from Valea with 
many goodies: oil, sugar, pasta; Virgil’s boots, my glasses. Today Liusic 
went to Viziru and sent a parcel with tomatoes to Valea. I put the watch 
and in the middle of the tomatoes. In the afternoon, he finished building 
the storehouse. I cooked, then I went with Virgil to Rubla and I brought 
wood. I picked tomatoes from the garden.

12 September. Liusic and Virgil went to pick cotton. They stayed 
there overnight. I baked bread and stuck the house with horse manure. 
Today whitewash was distributed and the meat quota was announced. I 
ran out of money. I wanted to buy whitewash but I couldn’t. 

14 September. Today is the Feast of the Cross. A cool and gentle 
autumn comes. Liusic mended roof of the house a little. I wrote a letter 
to Victor and Mrs. Pantea. We’re penniless, so no cigarettes for Liusic, 
and that’s a real tragedy in our household.

15 September. It’s getting colder, especially in the evening and 
in the morning. But I I’m not finished sticking the manure.

19 September. Liusic went to Viziru. In the afternoon, he started 
the roof of the storehouse. I felt sick and I could barely finished sticking 
the manure. A biting wind started and it was spitting. We have a lot of 
debts. None of us has worked for over a month and we have no money. 
We survived with what we had in the garden and wheat and maize flour. 
We finished the melons, and soon we’ll finish the tomatoes. They were 
a lifesaver.

20 September. I was sick all day. I stayed in bed. Virgil couldn’t 
go to school either. He feels better, but we don’t have the money to buy 
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him books and notebooks. Liusic still works at the storehouse roof. He 
covered it with mats.

21 September. Sunday. Twelve years of marriage. Half of day I 
cooked the vegetables in our garden and dried sunflower stalks. I feel 
sick today too, but I have to cook because there is nothing to eat. We all 
sat on the bed and finished stripping corn off the cob.

23 September. My legs are still shaking. I did some cleaning and 
cooking. Liusic went to Nișcoteanca to pick cotton. In the evening he 
brought the money: 48 lei. We paid 40 lei for the milk. What was I to do 
with 8 lei?

24 September. I’ve been working all day. I baked bread, I picked 
all the vegetables in the garden: tomatoes, water melons, pumpkins. 
Liusic went to pick cotton, but he came back in the afternoon, because 
there was no work to do. Dănuț has become a clever little boy. He can 
say a lot of words. If you tell him, ‘Wait a minute. I’m busy with the 
bread. Let me finish it first and I’ll you dress after,’ he replies, ‘It’s not 
my problem.’ If you say something he approves: ‘Just as you say.’

25 September. I did the laundry and filled a barrel with pickles. 
Liusic went to pick cotton. It was a beautiful day.

27 September. I went to the market with 24 lei. I came home and 
whitewashed the house all around. I also fetched sunflower discs. Liusic 
came home devastated. He worked only from 9 to 12 and managed to 
pick only 18 pounds of cotton.

28 September. Sunday. We started covering the storehouse with 
maize stalks, but a terrible wind started and we stopped, but w went to 
pick up dried sunflower stalks. Then I cooked noodles and fried onions, 
mămăligă, broth a few baked green peppers. Liusic wrote a registered 
letter to Petroșani. The wind wouldn’t die down all day.

29, 30 September. I finished whitewashing and fetched sunflower 
discs. Virgil and Liusic went to pick cotton at Nișcoteanca. Nothing 
special happened.
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2,3 October. Today we picked cotton, I at Rubla, and Liusic at 
Nișcoteanca. On the first day I picked 36 pounds and the next 42. But 
when I go home, good grief! What a mess!

4 October. I went with Liusic to Rubla to pick cotton, but a harsh 
wind blew and then the rain started so we went home. Yet we managed 
to pick 32 pounds together.

5 October. I sent a letter to Nusic. A terrible day! A Sunday, but 
an agitated day. I tried to find meat at the market in Șimian.

8 October. The cotton was damp with dew until about 10 in the 
morning so we started work only after 10. We picked 72 pounds 
together. In the evening I went to the farm to get some oil.

9 October. Great joy! Rain and wind in the morning, so no cotton 
picking. We all stayed at home.

10 October. It rained all day. It ruined our chimney, and the walls 
started peeling here and there.

12 October. Sunday. I baked bread and pumpkin pie. The rest of 
the day I prepared mutton. Early in the morning the weather seemed 
nice, but later it changed and in the evening it started to rain. We’re so 
tired of rain, we can’t make money for food — this is always a big 
problem. Will we ever solve it?

October 13. Wind and moisture since early in the morning, so it 
was cold! We didn’t go to work, we stayed home and ate. Towards the 
evening we went to pick sunflower stalks. I knit a pair of socks for 
Liusic. Very moist air after the rain. Dănuț has a sore throat.

17 October. I stayed at home to make adobe and mend the 
chimney that the rain ruined. Liusic went to pick maize. Virgil picked 
22 pounds of cotton. Liusic came home in the evening dead tired, 
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hungry and dizzy. He lost his balance. I came to the conclusion that it 
was too much... This is the cross we must bear!

18 October. It was raining when we woke up in the morning, so 
our plans were ruined and we stayed home.

19 October. Sunday. It was still raining, but surprisingly the rain 
didn’t ruin the chimney I had just fixed. I received 75 lei from Nusic. 
Liusic’s trousers were ruined, they were patched all over. Dănuț was 
three years old.

2 November. We’re glad it doesn’t rain inside our house like 
inside others.

3 November. It rained all day and a raging wind blew. It swept 
through the gables and even walls. Our chimney fell, we got scared to 
death when we heard it rumble.

4 November. A year ago Virgil’s disappearance was discovered... 
I’ve cleaned the house, but I haven’t finished. I still have to wash the 
stove and the hob.

6 November. I got up at 5 in the morning and made soup and 
macaroni with fried onion for the children for lunch and mămăligă with 
milk for breakfast. After the children had gone to school and I we were 
about to leave for work too, a heavy fog rolled in and a strong, cold 
wind started to blow, so we gave up picking the cotton. The food was 
already prepared so I knit a pair of socks for Dănuț. In the evening I 
made mămăligă with garlic sauce and radish salad - we have plenty of 
radishes in the garden.

8 November. Holy Archangels Michael and Gabriel. We neither 
celebrated, nor worked. It’s cold in the house. I haven’t finished the 
housework, it’s very sad. We didn’t go to the market, we were not 
allowed to, so I don’t have what to cook. No more cotton picking. We 
are sent to pick maize. 
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There was a strong but warm wind that swept the roof off our 
storehouse.

9 November. Sunday. I bought two pounds of meat, I cooked it. 
Nothing special... I’ve been having bad dreams.

(End of notebook no. 1)

FRAGMENTS FROM NOTEBOOK NO. 2

17 November. Nothing.

22 November. It’s been raining since morning. I fell ill while 
picking cotton. I’ve been hurting since I had to stick that adobe, but 
now it’s so terrible I can’t move. I use warm salt to soothe my low back 
pains in the evening.

23 November. Sunday. It’s still raining. When I wanted to start 
the fire, smoke came out of the stove! Then all day we struggled with 
the chimney. Eventually we discovered it was blocked. It was only at 
about three o’clock that the fire started so we could make something to 
eat. It was an incredible day, we worked a lot, now in the attic, now on 
the roof. I called Mr. Rusu twice, we made a great commotion. And the 
rain above all!

24 November. A heavy rain before dawn, helped by one fierce 
wind. Our chimney fell down so it rains in the house, on a large portion 
around the place where the chimney was. I have never seen anything 
like this, such rain and fierce wind that soaks everything. It knocked 
down our neighbours’ walls, gables and chimney. About midnight half 
of our gable fell. That put the lid on things. During the day, the walls 
and roof of the storehouse fell. This must have been some punishment. 
Everywhere in the house is wet. We can’t start a fire. I brought the oil 
lamp from the garret to make mămăligă and boil the milk. When I heard 
the gable collapse I got scared to death and by the morning the sweat 
was pouring off me.
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25 November. When we got up in the morning, the sky was clear 
and the wind was gone. The sun came out. Liusic mended the chimney 
with N. Ștefan’s help. It’s great when you can stay warm and cook.

27 November. We mended the gable with N. Ștefan’s help. 
Towards the evening Liusic went to Însurăței to have two wheat sacks 
ground into flour.

30 November. Sunday. Voting Day. We all went to Însurăței. The 
way there was all right, but on the way back I could hardly walk. In the 
evening I felt sick, it got worse during the night. My ovaries and my 
back hurt.

1 December. Nevertheless, I got up and I cooked and pickled 
some cabbage. No news from anywhere, the postman dropped by just 
now to say he had nothing for us. It’s quite surprising, not a word to us 
after so many registered letters! Valea hasn’t sent us our “monthly rent”. 
I don’t know what could have happened.

2 December. It keeps raining day and night. Nothing special, I 
cook and mend clothes. Liusic went to the mill in Însurăței, but half 
way he found out it was broken so he came back. More rain over night.

3 December. The north walls of three or four houses fell down. 

4 December. This morning, Liusic went to the mill. It rained the 
whole day. People tried to protect the outside north wall with corncobs. 
At noon I went out and did the same, but it was so cold my hands froze 
and when I got back in I screamed for pain. It took me some time to 
soothe the pain. Then it rained again. Rain fills us with horror. I think 
we may lose our  minds soon. Our chimney fell down again... 

5 December. Liusic came back from Însurăței, but he couldn’t do 
anything useful there. He slept on some tables in the confectionery 
shop. In the evening there was a frost that threatened to get worse. I 
took the parsley and the radishes quickly and moved all the vegetables 
in the room.
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6 December. St. Nicholas. Overnight there was a frost and it 
snowed and during the day we had a blizzard. Everything would be all 
right if we had enough wood. We’re doing a little better than last year, 
that is, we have more supplies. The snow drifts are so big you can’t 
walk. The houses look almost the same, but life is different in each 
household!

7 December. Sunday. It snowed almost all day, but the wind 
didn’t blow. Nothing special. Liusic went back to the mill in Însurăței. 
In the evening Norica dropped by and we had a little chat. She brought 
her boots to dry them on our stove. I stayed up late and read from the 
New Testament.

8 December. A very strong wind without snow. Liusic hasn’t 
come back from Însurăţei.

9 December. A lot happened today. I baked bread on the hob and 
I did the laundry with snow water. Then I got a food parcel from Alice. 
It was surprisingly big, it weighed 20 pounds and contained 3 pieces of 
salo, 1 packet of sugar and 1 of semolina, 1 jar of marmalade, 2 packs 
of candy, 2 issues of “Pogonici” children’s magazine and Robinson 
Crusoe by Defoe. Virgil said he was very glad several times. He 
especially liked the book sent by Măgduţa and Tuţu, he read it avidly. I 
forgot to write that yesterday Mrs. Rechtenwald, our neighbour, brought 
us a piece of fresh sausage. Virgil was so happy he kissed her. In the 
evening Liusic came from Însurăței. It’s winter no doubt, though a bit 
early.

14 December. Sunday. Liusic went to the forest and came back 
with a sack of kindling and a wound near an eye, where a splinter had 
struck him. Snow and frost.

15 December. It was a beautiful sunny day. A lot of snow melted.

16 December. In the morning it began to rain and a thick fog 
came down so the snow melted. We can hardly walk because of the sea 
of mud. People are worried again because of the moisture.
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17 December. We climbed into the garret and brought down the 
backrest of a sofa to make fire with it. Life in the Bărăgan plain, in the 
steady rain an in constant fear that your walls may fall down, is not life 
at all. It’s just terribly depressing.

19 December. A lovely day, as if it were spring. We are desperate 
for wood, Liusic carries sacks of kindling from where he can find it. We 
haven’t bought milk for some days, so we eat very little.

22 December. We cleaned the house, then we all had a bath in the 
evening. A sad day because of the bad weather. Liusic went to pull out 
stubs for wood. We haven’t received anything from anybody. We have 
no money but a lot of debts. I wrote three letters, but I don’t have the 
money to send them.

23 December. It rained for the most part of the day. People are 
afraid for their houses, walls keep falling down. 

25 December. Christmas. The greatest feast of the year. 
Everything and everyone is sad. Nature is sad, it rains all the time. We 
are sad because of our situation. I haven’t received anything from 
anyone. Not a thing. Everyone looks after themselves and their families. 
I’m not saying they’ve completely forgotten us, just that they don’t care 
so much about us and we feel abandoned. 

I made mutton soup, cabbage rolls, steak and meatballs. I had 
some pork tenderloin from Liviu and cooked it with garlic. I made a 
vegetable salad, but without mayonnaise. It took me some time to cook 
all this, but after I finished, Liusic and I sang songs from a notebook. 
Norica came in the evening. We talked and had dinner. And so passed 
the first Christmas day. When I wanted to close the door, I broke the 
handle!

1 January 1953. I haven’t written anything since Christmas 
because nothing important happened. The third day of Christmas they 
carried wood in sacks. We haven’t received anything from our relatives. 
None of them thought of sending us a little gift. The whims of our fate... 
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Those who have jobs and live a little better than us receive many large 
parcels, while us... It really hurts that none of our many relatives 
thought of us. Maybe they did, but they didn’t send anything. If Liusic 
had a job, we wouldn’t need their parcels. On the third Christmas day I 
got a postcard from Alice saying why she couldn’t help us... Then on 
30.12 we got a letter from Victor, who wished us Happy Christmas and 
New Year. That was very nice of him, but we needed something else. I 
have no idea when this situation will end. The NewYear! The weather 
has been nice for the past days and today it was really nice, but we are 
most unhappy. We can’t ourselves, our fellow creatures or God. 

A great New Year party was organised. People met and talked and 
somehow took their mind off their situation, but we couldn’t afford 
going anywhere. If we had visited anyone, they would have visited us 
back, but since we had nothing to offer them, we had to stay home. 
Virgil went carolling and was overjoyed — he made 7 lei and 40 bani.

3 January. Yesterday I went with Liusic and the Rusus to cut 
sunflower stalks in the field. No sooner had we started working than it 
began to rain, so we came back. On the way back, because of the mud 
and my worn-out shoes, I was sick for a long time. It rained almost all 
day yesterday. 

But today is a beautiful day, as if it were spring already. Liusic 
went to Rubla to fill the holes from which he had removed the stubs. He 
was exhausted when he returned.  Virgil is so disobedient to us. I have 
to tell him off him all day long, but in vain. I’m sick and tired of this 
kind of life. All I need is fighting with him.  Sometimes I think I’ve 
been sentenced to hell! 

Dănuț, on the other hand, is very cute. He can tell us poems repeat 
bits of what he hears from us. But he learns bad things from his elder 
brother.

5 January. I spent all day knitting me a scarf. In the evening 
Liusic came home very disappointed and a bit tipsy from Însurăței. He’s 
been going there for six weeks but hasn’t been able to do anything about 
the wheat. He met several officials there and that’s why he came home 
slightly dunk! Food is a big problem. We don’t have lamp oil.
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6 January. The famous Epiphany frost is over. It’s warm and it’s 
raining. I stayed in all day. There’s no place to go, it’s like being in jail. 
I cooked cabbage and a flour-and-onion sauce. 

It’s very hard with the children. They have nothing to do and 
nowhere to go and they cause us a lot of trouble. So many problems 
make me feel dizzy sometimes.

9 January. Terrible weather. It’s snowed, the road is slippery and 
a strong wind is blowing. Yet I went to fetch milk and then to the shop. 
I exchanged sunflower oil for lamp oil — 1.5 litre sunflower oil for 1 
litre lamp oil. The wind is blowing and the smoke comes into the house. 
It’s a nerve-racking ordeal. 

15 January. I haven’t written anything for a while. Nothing 
special happened. We live the Bărăgan kind of life, empty and bitter. 
There’s been a strong wind for a couple of days and it’s been blowing 
the smoke back inside, like in a Gypsy shelter. 

Virgil was on holiday. He should have gone back to school on 
12.01, but we had his boots mended so he went only today. This is 
good. His staying at home makes life impossible.

17 January. Saturday. It was a sunny day, we took the rugs out 
and shook them.

19 January. Liusic went to Rubla for a job, but he was told that 
the employment plan hadn’t arrived and they used the old one for the 
first term. Thanks for nothing. It’s a good thing we get help, otherwise 
what would we do?

21 January. The box of raw potatoes from Victor arrived. Luckily 
none were frozen. I spent the rest of the day with my memories and 
albums, writing letters and doing other things.

15 February. I’ve been having some bad dreams since the end of 
January. I walk the streets alone and wake up in an empty field, filled 
with manna. Last night I dreamt I wouldn’t stop walking for fear that a 
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bad woman might be chasing me. I don’t know what these dreams are 
trying to tell me.

17 February. A day with raging blizzard. You just sit and look 
out of the window  from morning till night. Not even the postman can 
come. I mended clothes all day.

18 February. I did some ironing. Mrs. Hendel came to borrow 
some books. Today the doctor gave us back the thing we kept trying to 
sell, under the pretext that it was dublé... but he promised to buy our 
quilt.

19 February. I wrote a letter to my parents, and Liusic wrote one 
to his father, but we have no money to send them. We haven’t had sugar 
for a month, I don’t remember when we last ate eggs. 

1 March. Last week we tried to sell the silk quilt, but everyone 
would like to pay very little for it.

4 March. Liusic is at work on the farm, he moves bricks. It was a 
long, windy day, he came home dead-tired. 

5 March. Liusic came late, struggling against a raging wind. He’s 
heard Papașa (Stalin – author’s note) was dead! We have nice dreams, 
but the reality is very cruel. Having nothing to eat is like being ill. 
Luckily we can get milk on credit. We hope that eventually everything 
will turn out well, but until then you grow old in vain! Man can live on 
nothing for a while, but thoughts can kill you sooner. The children are 
the best proof: they look quite well, although the food is poor. Only the 
milk makes them strong. But we look terrible. Liusic has grown a beard. 
He had to, because his razor blades are blunt. He can’t go to the barber, 
he already owes him money!

6 March. We live under the impression of Papașa’s death... Liusic 
went after wood with the bag twice, it’s an exhausting activity. On top 
of that, the postman didn’t bring me anything. I was sure we would 
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receive something. We had some broth from yesterday for lunch, but in 
the evening we went to bed hungry. I gave the children the remaining 
milk and we had a small slice of bread. No matter how much I eat, I’m 
still hungry, because I am always hungry! 

Hope and more hope, that’s all we have left. The Lord is good, He 
will help us out of this too!

7 March. I wanted to fry something, but I didn’t have what to fry 
it in. We wanted to swap some food for bran, but searching for someone 
who might accept the swap so humiliated me that I broke into tears and 
couldn’t stop crying. 

But in the afternoon the postman came and brought us 200 lei, 
150 from my father-in-law, and 50 from Valea. We were overjoyed. I 
had more courage and willingness to work. My legs were shaking, but I 
started the housework. Before we got the money, it didn’t even cross 
my mind to shake the carpet. 

21 March. I went to the market with Liusic to buy a piglet, but it 
was expensive, 130 lei, and we had only 110. But I bought 4 pounds of 
beans, 10 lei; 4 pounds of carrots of carrots, 3 lei; 1 litre of oil, 18 lei; 
garlic, 5 lei; whitewash, 10 lei. Another 3 lei to for the telegram, 5 lei 
for the blacksmith, 2 lei, a debt; 20 eggs, 16 lei; 3 lei cigarettes.

28 March. I bought a piglet with 160 lei. We came back from the 
market with a 10-lei debt.

1 April. I whitewashed the kitchen. Liusic opened the couch. 
Everything is about the piglet. Liusic made him a small sty outside. 

4 April. I made a little cozonac with two eggs but without yeast, 
with bread dough and a little bicarbonate. It rose, but it came out sour. I 
also made boule de neige19 for the children. I dyed 15 eggs. This is what 
we had for Easter. I can’t go to the church.

7 April. The day started with worries. The militia surrounded the 
village and ‘visited’ each house. We don’t know why.
19 Floating island.
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13 April. Liusic went to Lișcoteanca to treat the cotton seeds, but 
he returned because he was not needed there. I don’t’ know how long 
we can take it. They won’t give him a job in an office or let him work in 
the field, which it paid better. We sowed watermelons – we brought 
earth from the forest and spread a handful of seeds in each hole.

14 April. My right jaw is swollen, I have an abscess so I can’t do 
much. Liusic is at the Lișcoteanca farm.

15 April. I had to go to the dispensary because of my tooth. They 
gave me sulphamide and chamomile tea, but by the evening the abscess 
broke and I got rid of the pain. In the past few days I’ve read “Great 
Expectations” by Charles Dickens. In the afternoon I took Virgil and we 
brought sunflower roots. I cooked mămăligă with sugarleaf and for 
dinner I made small pies with bicarbonate. Liusic came home hungry. 
He’s always hungry when he eats at the farm.

23 April. St. George. It’s a celebration, so we go into the garden 
to check what seeds sprouted. I brought one bag of roots in the morning 
and one in the evening. We received 150 lei from my father-in-law, so 
we can pay part of our debts.

30 April. I did the ironing and hoed the   onion and garlic rows. I 
whitewashed the kitchen and carried earth on the floor. The day before 
we planted 10 trees – ash trees – in front of the house. We ate dock soup 
and cold mămăligă. I’m so obsessed with hunger and dirt I can’t sleep 
at night. Liusic works in the field every day and comes home very tired 
and starving. The food he gets on the farm is very poor. 

1 May. We’re ravenously hungry! We can see the cart overloaded 
with bread – for people who have coupons – but we can’t buy any! My 
poor children, they are desperate for bread! At lunch we ate what was 
left of the soup we had brought yesterday from the farm and cold 
mămăligă. 
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3, 4, 5 May. All these days we picked sunflower roots. I’m dead 
tired. 

I searched for a hen to lay eggs and found one. It started laying on 
5.05 in the evening. Food is a problem. We eat what little food we have. 
We’ve run out of beans, potatoes and flour. Without flour I can’t make 
sauce. 

I work in the garden. Most seeds have sprouted.

(Notebook no. 2 ends with a few notes: 
Dec. 1955 – My husband – Max du Venzit 
Building Site Mircea Eliade)

NOTEBOOK NO. 3

19 October 1953. Dănuţ turned 4 years old, we had a small party 
in the field where we picked cotton. I picked 40 pounds and Virgil 38.

21 October. Liusic stayed home and built the storehouse with 
Eşanu. Virgil and I picked 32 pounds of cotton each.

22 October. Eşanu finished the storehouse. I stayed home. Virgil 
came back from picking maize stalks in the farm garden.

26 October. St. Demetrios. I picked 36 pounds and Virgil 38 kg.

27 October. Virgil and I picked 38 pounds each.

28 October. I picked 34 pounds, Virgil – 30 pounds.

1 November. Snow. Sunday. Absolutely nothing important. 
From November 2 until November 8, Virgil went to school. He 

doesn’t do well, especially in Russian. He doesn’t have books. I’ve 
given up picking cotton, it’s too cold.

15 November. Sunday. A day like any other. I slaughtered a 
rooster and cooked it. We brought the boxes from Wagner today. 
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16, 17, 18 November. A harsh wind blew and scattered people’s 
straw. On 16.11 Liusic carried corncobs at Rubla. In the next few days 
it was impossible to do anything outside because of the wind. 
Meanwhile, smoke came out of our oven and we couldn’t start a fire.

22 November. Sunday.

23 November. The cold winter has come.

18, 19 December. I opened cotton bolls. Liusic went to the 
district headquarters to get coupons.

20 December. Sunday. Voting day.

21 December. We slaughtered the pig, it had about 160 pounds, 
we were very happy anyway.

24 December. We have a thick layer of snow. I still bake food 
outside.

25 December. The Great Day of Our Lord Jesus Christ has 
arrived! Of course, compared to the previous years, this one was a much 
better year. Last night the postman brought the parcels, but as usual we 
didn’t receive anything.

26 December. Nothing special. I invited our parents to us, but 
they didn’t come.

1 January 1954. May you be happy and lucky! We always wish 
this to one another, but this year is as poor as the previous one. At night, 
several old carol singers disturbed us. Liusic left with them. 

A biting wind blew all day. When it’s so strong and blows from 
the north the smoke always comes out. On the eve of the New Year we 
received a great surprise – a parcel from Valea with various things: 10 
feet of cloth, a two-piece suit, a slip, a pair of knickers, old stockings – 
all this for me. Then rice, sugar, macaroni, biscuits, a ball, toothpaste, 
toilet and domestic soap.
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3 January. Sunday. You celebrate and you get bored. You have 
no place to go, no church, no relatives, no acquaintances, no cinema - 
nothing. 

4 January. Liusic went to work.

6 January. A real frost of Epiphany! All this time we did not have 
chopped wood, we stayed warm with cotton bolls that Liusic carried on 
his back. The bolls didn’t give much heat.

31 January. Sunday. The wind has been blowing for three days. 
The snowdrifts cover our windows. We can’t see the house across the 
road, it’s hidden in the blizzard. The snow block our door, but we keep 
removing it otherwise we can’t open the door. 

It’s hell outside today, I can’t describe it in words... 
We don’t have chopped wood to make the fire, and the wind blows 

the smoke back into the kitchen. It’s cold inside, I can barely write.

1 February. Very cold and much smoke inside the house. We 
went to Norica Pașa with the children to stay warm. By the evening I 
broke the stove with Eșanu and got rid of the smoke, that is, the stove 
gives heat if you have what to fill it with.

3 February. The raging blizzard covered villages and towns 
completely. We couldn’t open the door, Virgil had to get out through the 
kitchen window. Even in our village there were houses covered up to 
the roof. Snow got in through the gaps between the beams. It was very 
bad. No matter how often we make a fire, it’s very cold and the snow 
comes in through the door. I cough and my feet are always frozen. We 
feel better only when we go to sleep and put warm bricks in the bed at 
our feet!

22 February. More blizzard, then frost. All roads are snow-
blocked. The last time we saw the postman was at the end of January.

28 February. The last day of winter has arrived and we hope to 
get rid of it. Snow, snow, snow as far as the eye can see. It melts a little 
every day.
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1 March. Monday. A very beautiful spring day and my “babă”20. 
Liusic went to the shoemaker to mend his boots, so he didn’t go to 
work. I turned my blue wool dress inside out.

9 March. The Feast of the Forty Martyrs. Liusic is at work, I bake 
bread and made “Sfințișori”21 for the children. 

21 March. Sunday. I read a good book, The Robe. Liusic wrote a 
postcard to Alice, asking for some old stuff.

APRIL – MAY
Liusic went to work – cotton treatment. At home. I planted carrots 

in the garden. Stripped corn off cob at Rubla. I did the laundry. We 
planted maize on the plot. We filled sacks with wheat middlings. Party 
in Călmăţui. We made straw bundles. I planted tomatoes. I went into the 
woods. It rained. We dug cotton. I mended clothes and Liusic managed 
two and a half norms. To the doctor; I have intercostal neuralgia. Valea 
is  sick - I got a letter.

4 June. It’s been so long since I last wrote something! A month of 
drought, never-ending hot winds, warm, our harvest is compromised to 
a great extent. Poor farmer, he always hopes for a few raindrops to 
water the thirsty land! 

16-21 June. I dug the lad for the maize – 75 sqm, it was like a 
conviction, the land was very hard and full of weeds. Every Sunday we 
went into the forest, to our place.

2 August. Valea and Mother came, but they left the next day.

3 August. Virgil went to Stăncuţa to sit for an exam, which he 
passed.

20 An ancestral tradition called Babele (The Old Women), according to which you 
choose a day from 1-9 March. You will have a good year if that day is warm and 
sunny and not so good a year if it is cold and rainy.

21 Traditional pastries smeared with honey and walnuts.
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NOVEMBER 1954, RUBLA
We’re doing fine, in general. I picked cotton on 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6 

November, 80 pounds per day on average. On 7 November I went with 
Norica and the children to the church at Lișcoteanca. I spent a nice day. 
On 17 November I received a letter from the Valea that made me very 
happy; it was a joyful day on the whole. I stripped corn off the cob 
together with two friends, Mr. Jude and Father Bucur. On 25 November 
Anica did our laundry. I’d had some eczema on my right hand since the 
end of September; it was very inconvenient, I couldn’t put my hand in 
water because I felt a searing pain. Last night I applied crushed garlic 
on my hand; the pain was unbearable, I thought my hand was on a flame 
and all my nervous system was shaken. Since 23 November, Father 
Bucur has had lunch with us. He has brought all his foodstuff.

DECEMBER
On 23 December Mrs. Clemansa came to us and stayed until 30. 

What wonderful Christmas holidays we spent! Nature was also in 
celebration, to the one in our hearts. I went to the church at Lișcoteanca 
with Liusic, Mr. Jude, Mrs. Clemansa and Father Aurel. The next day at 
lunch I had guests – Mr. Jude. We waited for Father Bucur and his wife 
until 3.30 in the afternoon. It’s so good when we are happy! The third 
day we were invited to Ferăstrău family for a snack before lunch, and at 
4 we all went to Mrs. Pașa. At 5 I started to feel sick. It was a stomach 
ache. The pain was so intense that I went to Mrs. Benea screaming. She 
gave me a shot and I felt better.

THE LAST YEAR
23 January 1955. Father Bucur had lunch with us and in the 

afternoon Mr. Jude brought coffee and I prepared one cup for each.

24 January. A wonderful day! We had food from the day before 
and doughnuts. Paly came and helped Liusic with his algebra. I talked 
to Father Bucur, then I made a fire with straw.

25 January. Liusic went to Viziru SMT and he came home tired 
and hungry. I made a hot sauce and potato salad with fried eggs. In the 
evening I paid  a visit to Mrs. Gheorghe, where I felt very relaxed. 
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30 January Sunday. In the evening Father Aurel visited us, then 
Mr. Jude came. It’s a real pleasure to talk to him. This winter is not so 
harsh. We have wood, we bought it for 100 lei from the village. We 
make fire with straw every day. This oven is a real help, my liver pains 
are not so bad anymore. When I eat beans, they come back. I’m still on 
a diet, but sometimes I taste what I’m not supposed to eat.

4 February. I cook all the time. It’s good I have what and for 
whom to cook.

6 February. Sunday. Liusic went with Virgil to Stăncuţa for the 
exam. It’s hard to walk because of the  mud. He came back in the 
evening. I read all day, I felt good – free. In the evening Mr. Jude came 
and after that Liusic arrived too.

9 February. Father received a parcel from his wife, from which 
he brought us a little; 1 litre of wine – a surprise for Liusic, tobă22, 
nougat, sorbet and jam.

2 March. The blizzard struck first time this year. I was like sick 
and depressed all day. Liusic went to Mr. Lucov and played 
backgammon.

6 March. Sunday. I made food and sponge cake. Father Aurel 
left. Father Bucur came on Saturday night and stayed all next day. He 
heard my confession, but I couldn’t receive communion because of the 
guests. I tried to buy a saucepan but I gave up.

20 March. Sunday. Father couldn’t go to Mass – he had guests. 
Of course they stayed for lunch. I had chicken Soup, steak with mashed 
potatoes and semolina dessert with whipped cream. Vasile I. came in 
the evening and we had a nice chat. I read Machiavelli.

23 March. I did compulsory work for the road – a 200-feet long 
and 5-feet wide ditch needed to be dug. Liusic came to dig. I tried to 

22 A large sausage stuffed with pork offal in aspic.
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shovel some earth but I felt sick. Dizziness and bleeding. By evening I 
planted garlic. Father Bucur and his wife came for dinner. Mr. Jude and 
his wife paid us a visit in the evening.

28 March. What a day! Liusic went digging in my place, then 
Father Bucur left at half past ten. Hardly 10 minutes had passed when 
Sida’s house took fire. I ran there and threw a bucket of water; when I 
came with the second, the fire had been localized. A little after one 
o’clock I left to take food to my family working in the field. On my way 
I saw threatening clouds gathering in the sky behind me. As soon as I 
had arrived my family started eating. Hardly had I begun reading them 
the letter from Valea when the rain started. But what rain! I was soaking 
wet when I got to Mrs. Moraru and so were they. We changed and 
before evening I had already washed our clothes. Liusic was on watch 
on the field to compensate for the day he’d spent digging. 

Valea wrote us a letter about her getting married. It brought tears 
in my eyes. In the evening I replied to her.

APRIL 1955
Work from morning until evening; cozonaci from 40 egg yolks, 

little rolls, meringues, a cake from 8 eggs and 80 nuts. On Thursday I 
received a small bowl with colivă23 from Nicolae, the cantor from 
Lișcoteanca, who had come to pick up his wife from the doctor Chindea.

In the evening, Father Aurel came to invite us to the Mass of the 
Resurrection. I didn’t know what to do. The weather was very bad, there 
was a lot of mud, a strong wind and rain clouds. Eventually I gave up 
and the priest went alone. I regretted it very much go, especially since I 
hadn’t been to the Mass of the Resurrection for 4 years. On the first 
Easter evening we went to Liviu and the next day we had guests – the 
photographer came and we had our photo taken, Mrs. Cotun, Norica and 
I on the chairs, Father Aurel, Mr. Jude and Liusic behind us, and the 
children in front of us. Then we went into the house and had fun. 
Towards the evening the door lock broke. Luckily Father Bucur came 

23 A sweet dish based on boiled wheat, blessed at funerals and eaten in commemoration 
of the dead.
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and fixed it himself. He stayed with us over night, as Mr. Țiței’s wife 
had returned. 

On the third day, Liusic took his military book at Însurăței, the 
priest paid some visits, and I slept all day. 

On the fourth day it rained all the time. Liusic went to work, but 
he came back at about one o’clock, because the ground was too wet. He 
slept, and I played “The Wolf and the Sheep” with the priest.

On a different note, before the holidays we had submitted a 
request for a trip to Fetești, but it was rejected. I read Ana Karenina by 
L. Tolstoy.

28 April. We went to the cinema and saw Răsună valea. A 
Wonderful day! Finally the plough came, but as the land was too dry 
clods had formed and I had to crush them with the shovel. It was as if I 
had been at Bumbeşti-Livezeni. I was tired. 

MAY
I’m sorry I haven’t written anything until now, 24.05. On the 

10th, when I turned 36, I altered a long jacket I had from Mr. Lucov. In 
the evening Mr. Jude came to congratulate me. When I saw him off we 
met Father Mălai and Father Mihailoviciu, who also congratulated me, 
and Father Mihailoviciu brought me a glass of ice cream. At noon, 
Father Bucur treated us with a cup of ice cream as well.

21 May. The Holy Emperor Constantine and Empress Helena. 
Liusic came from work in the evening, he took a bath and we waited for 
our guests: Father Bucur with Mrs. Clemansa, Mrs. Paşa, Father Aurel 
Mihailoviciu. Liviu was at Brăila, Mr. Jude was on watch at the shop. 
We didn’t party for long, they left at 11. I received a bottle of 
brilliantine from Father Aurel, two wooden spoons from Father Bucur, 
1 litre of țuică and 25 eggs from Mrs. Clemansa and a blue scarf from 
Norica. 

26 May. Thursday. The Ascension of Jesus Christ. Before lunch I 
went to the forest with Mrs. Clemansa and the priest. It was truly 
wonderful, the trees were in full blossom and spread a lovely smell – 
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you rarely see such beautiful things in life! After lunch, Mrs Clemansa 
slept at our place. Liusic came from cotton sowing, they had finished by 
noon. Towards the evening we took another walk in the forest, but Mrs. 
Muscă joined the group and it wasn’t as beautiful as in the morning. 
When I came home, my neighbours told us that our sow had escaped its 
shelter. They caught it and put it back. 

Oh, wonderful month of May!! How wonderful you are and how 
fast you end! Why does everything that is so good and beautiful in life 
last so little?

27 May. Mrs. Clemansa left this morning, I saw her off to the 
edge of the village and on the way back I cried.

JULY
15 July. Friday. All the month I neglected my writing, but nothing 

really great has happened. Those who were supposed to leave, that is, a 
year... were told to wait for another year. What a terrible disillusionment!

17 July. Sunday. I went to Călmățui with my whole family and 
we had a bath. The priest went to Lișcoteanca, but he slept at our place 
overnight because Mr. Țiței had guests.

24 July. As long as Mr Țiței had guests, the priest slept at our 
place. Today three of us went to the forest and listened to a little music. 
We met the Burzas and the Teodorescus. There were many people in the 
forest.

31 July. Sunday. I finished reading the first volume of The Road 
to Calvary. Then I prepared an apple cake. Dough: 2 egg yolks, 1/2 cup 
of cream, 1/2 cup of sugar, 1 glass of milk, a little yeast, 4 tablespoons 
of fat. 

In the evening we took the priest for a walk in the forest, where 
we listened to music. For dinner I ate the first melon this year.

1 August 1, 1955. I pulled out the garlic. The whitlow I developed 
on my left index finger at the beginning of the month caused me a lot of 
trouble. 
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On 6.09 I was operated. I was treated with 500,000 penicillin and 
had to have my dressing changed regularly. 

Rodica came on 11.09. The next day I wrote a letter to Mrs. 
Clemansa. I was very angry that I couldn’t do the laundry and had to 
trouble Rodica with it. 

On 8.09 we were announced that we would be free. Long live our 
freedom! We are now facing an agonizing wait. I wrote to Victor, we 
wanted to send Virgil to him. I also wrote Mrs. Clemansa, Alice and 
Arcadie about this. 

14 September. We went to Fetești to see my parents, we came 
back on Monday morning and I went straight to Viziru to have my 
dressing changed. 

We harvested beans, onions, carrots. What great melons we had! 
Many tasty melons, but who would eat them? Liusic went to Vidra. He 
left with Ms. Clemansa on 6 September and returned on 8 September 
with a basket of apples from Father Aurel’s garden. During the evening 
meal, Liusic didn’t like how I cut the tomatoes. We fought over a trifle. 
I felt hurt and wept till I slept.

16 September. I prepared 15 litres of tomato bouillon. On 
Saturday I went to the market. As he was leaving to Vidra, Liusic 
handed over the storehouse to Mr. Țiței. 

19 September. I made a winter pot from donuts, carrots, parsley, 
onion and broth. I prepared Liusic for the road.

20 September. Liusic went to Vidra, I stayed home to stuff green 
peppers with cabbage and filled 2 jars with baked aubergine. After two 
days I cleaned in the kitchen, the poultry house and the pigsty, then I 
took a bath. I celebrated 15 years of marriage only with apple pie. Only 
Mr. Jude congratulated me.

24 September. The priest brought about 4 pounds of mutton. The 
next day prepared food from it for several days. I washed the rack, the 
little cabinet and the shelf and painted them. Just as I was painting them 
I received a letter from Victor and Virgil with 2 photos...



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation118

25 September. Sunday. I prepared mutton and made cheese pie. 
The priest came for lunch, he did not come in the evening. I went with 
Dănuţ to Mrs. Gheorghiu and we took a short walk in the moonlight. 

27–30 September. I cleaned the bedroom. Doing the laundry was 
absolutely exhausting. I dried it on bad weather. I did the ironing. The 
priest went to Însurăței and he bought me a hair solution.

1 October. All day I mended clothes and the priest’s cardigan. We 
are worried that we haven’t received any letter from Liusic. 

2 October. Sunday. Alone with Dănuț. I sacrificed a chicken, 
made pumpkin pie aubergine salad and baked green pepper. At 5 
o’clock Mr. Jude finally brought me a letter from Liusic. In the evening 
the priest from Lișcoteanca also came. He brought two chickens, a 
bottle of wine and some grapes. 

We were happy to have received the letter from Liusic.

12 October. I wrote a letter to Liusic and one to Valea. I made 
boiled beans.

13 October. I made noodles from 8 eggs for the priest.

14 October. St. Paraschiva – we had a celebration.

15, 16 October. Saturday and Sunday. The father went to 
Lișcoteanca. I cooked. In the evening Mr. Jude came and we I talked.

October 17. Mrs. Clemansa came. She was ill. She brought me a 
letter from Liusic. Since he left, I’ve always been on the go.

20 October. Mrs. Clemansa feels better; we walked together 
through the village. We are always waiting for Liusic to come and 
take us.
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23 October. Sunday. A beautiful day. We were all sure Liusic 
would come to take us by car today. Many houses are empty. I packed 
the tomato bouillon and I cooked. The priest had a christening. I sat at 
the table and my ears pricked up whenever I heard a car passing by.

24 October. Ms. Clemansa left. All day I gathered corncobs and 
made the poultry box. I sent a postcard to Victor.

25 October. I mended Dănuț’s coat.

26 October. The Holy Great Martyr Demetrios.
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c. R.

We are at Nerău, in Liviu Ardelean’s house. He was 14 years old 
at that time: he sat near the dugout wall — willow stakes around which 
his grandpa had twisted cuttings from a dry pond. He had fetched bur 
reed, club rush and reed and had stacked the sheaves near the future 
dwelling. He mixed cow and horse manure with yellowish clay smelling 
of hot summer rain, stamped the soft mixture and watched the mud 
worms slipping through his toes. Grandpa Nicolae Ardelean smoked his 
pipe, a cherry wood pipe, and looked at the stakes to see whether they 
were set in a straight line. The furniture would have to stay out in the 
sun, because grandpa would not be able to take it in the dugout.

Liviu’s father died in the war, in a train accident similar to that at 
Crăciunel sometime in the 1970’s, when a rail traffic controller allowed 
a commuter train to run on the same tracks on which the Wiener Walzer 
was coming from the opposite direction at high speed. The traffic 
controller had returned from a wedding and had a hangover. He ran 
after the commuter train to stop it when he saw the greenish, peeling 
carriages pass by him and he realised he should have kept in the 
station. He shouted vainly, ‘Stop! Wait!’, running on the sleepers to the 
place of the collision that would sentence him to death, after a trial 
during which the whole country spat him in the face. When the railway 
authorities and the prosecutor’s office representatives came to the 
station, they found the future dead man hiding in the concrete pit that 
sheltered the iron wheels wrapped in the wire that led to the traffic 
lights and must have reminded him of his future crypt.

Liviu was not on the list compiled by the secret police and the 
party, but he was raised by his grandparents, so he went with them to 
help them. He finished the seventh grade there. They were taken to 
Zagna–Vădeni. They were told to get off the train in the dust. They 
would have to walk in the sun because there were no trees to cast shade. 
Water — another obsession; they didn’t have a well around. When the 
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tank was brought, the strongest and the boldest took the whole water, 
while the others just stood there looking at them and scratching their 
heads, like the peasants did when the șântăr24 came to pick up the 
chickens that had died of cholera and their crest turned black and some 
sort of water poured out of their beak. We, the authors, remember șântăr 
Ioia from our childhood in Lipova. His face was dark and stern like a 
Japanese mask of Noh theatre. He had a wire loop and a long rod and 
chased the children who mocked him, while in his cart, in a cage locked 
at both ends, street dogs whined and barked. Long after that, when 
religious sect members who were not allowed to curse got angry, they 
just said “May Ioia take you!”

In the following years, the deportees raised a water tower in a 
solid concrete foundation, as well as dykes at the Gostat engineers’ 
order. When Liviu went back there after fifteen years, everything had 
been blown off the face of the earth. At Baldovineşti, one mile from 
Zagna–Vădeni, the catastrophic floods in the 1970’s filled the wells 
with fish. 

On the first night, his grandpa put him to sleep in a wardrobe, so 
that mosquitoes wouldn’t bite him. After a while he went to Timişoara – 
he wasn’t on the deportees list – and spent three months there. He 
returned to Bărăgan to his grandpa and grandma. The problem was how 
to enter the village, because it had been surrounded by troops that were 
scattered over the fields. At the edge of a sunflower field he saw a 
couple of soldiers eating beans from a mess tin, their ZB guns thrown 
among a dense horsetail and cypress spurge stretch. A stretch similar to 
another one, growing on railway tracks somewhere at the foot of the 
Zarand Mountains, near stone quarries from where white powder 
scattered over the dog rose leaves that anaemic children chewed during 
the transition from the people’s republic to the socialist republic. 

He eventually entered the village and managed to finish the 
seventh grade. He wanted to attend a vocational school in Brăila, but he 
wasn’t allowed, regardless of the approval obtained from the ministry 
by an aunt. After three months of on-the-job training at Barboşi State 
Agricultural Farm, he became a tractor driver. At night, he ploughed the 

24 A man whose job was to pick up dead animals from people’s yards. 
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land. From time to time, he slept under the tractor with a padded jacket 
on. It was terribly cold in Bărăgan. He left the tractor with the engine 
turned on; he was 15 miles from the village. He came home every three 
weeks. He slept in huts or in the fields, at the Smârdan Section on the 
Siret. Two years later he managed to move closer to home, to the 
wardrobe he had slept in that night of June when they arrived in 
Bărăgan. He worked at a plant nursery with his grandpa. His job was to 
drive the workers to work and back home. He remembers his first salary 
after the money has changed – 304 lei. His grandma was a seamstress. 
When they were deported she wanted to take the sewing machine with 
her, but grandpa threw it down the stairs, shouting, ‘Take flour, fat and 
salo instead’. One leg of the family’s Singer sewing machine got 
broken. But grandma wouldn’t give in and they took the sewing 
machine with them to Bărăgan, where they replaced the broken leg with 
a wooden one. Grandma made clothes for the family and the people in 
the village. When the deportation was over, they brought it back. It was 
January ’56. They got on a third-class carriage at the train station in 
Baldovineşti. They had been brought there with a caterpillar tractor. The 
bitter cold weather made them install a stove in the carriage. They had a 
lot of grains with which they brought home, to their co-villagers’ 
amazement. In Bărăgan they learned how to cut the wheat ear and make 
haystacks. In turn, they taught the locals to make ham. To show them 
how good it was, grandpa cut them a few slices. Besides hunger, the 
winter cold tortured them. In the summer, as we have already said, they 
had no water to quench their burning thirst. They picked reed roots to 
make a fire. They took the floating bridge to Brăila, to pick kindling and 
splinters in the Măcin Mountains. A road there strikes you with its 
ancient stones and land. A fruit and vegetable can factory was built at 
Zagna–Vădeni. He remembers the trips to Brăila from when he was a 
child. He liked to go to the harbour, where the locals sold watches and 
tropical fruits. Once his grandma sent him to the town to buy yeast, but 
the shop assistants didn’t know what that was. They used a Turkish 
word instead, maia. Liviu Ardelean thinks that the people from Banat 
managed to integrate in the Bărăgan region faster than those who at 
some point invaded Banat. The 20 or 25-year-old young men tried to 
escape Bărăgan, to make themselves scarce and settle down somewhere 
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else. Usually, their adventures ended badly because the seal on their 
papers – C.R. (compulsory residence) – betrayed them. In 1953–1954 
the political prisoners from the Canal came. After a couple of months 
they all disappeared. One of the prisoners, a forty-year-old Bessarabian, 
was assigned to live with them. He slept in the same bed with Liviu’s 
grandpa. He, Liviu, slept in his grandma’s bed, because they had only 
two beds. Liviu Ardelean thinks very high of the Bessarabians. He had 
known them from before, because in 1944, with the advance of the Red 
Army, the schools sought refuge and a child called Mogâldea Vasile 
from Recea Village, the future Stărăşeni District beyond the Prut, came 
to live with them. So these Bessarabians, says Uncle Liviu laughing in 
his sleeve, found shelter with “the chiaburi of Banat, the people’s 
enemies”. Mogâldea Vasile, who eventually returned at home, has kept 
in touch with them. Liviu shows us a letter from which we quote some 
passages: “Your friend Vasile from Bessarabia who ate bread at Nirău”; 
“Let’s not have war in our country, only in imagination”; “And now 
turn the page...” writes Mogâldea, a textualist from the Stărăşeni 
District, and you actually turn the page. Liviu’s grandfather died after 
he had returned home. On his cross we read: 1885 – 1967, Ardelean 
Nicolae, and below the following lines: “My beloved Octoechos25 / 
Why have I forsaken you?”

25 A liturgical book.
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QUotAs AnD ReQUIsItIons

My name is Boca Simion. I am from Şoşdea Village, but I live in 
Buziaș. I declare that the following were taken from me: two Nonius 
horses at the requisition during the war. After the armistice they also 
took four cows. I gave a cow, a goat and 13 sheep as my quota. 

In 1949, although I did not have cows or goats, I had to contribute 
5,000 litres of milk, as estimated according to the land I owned. By 
1951 I contributed five carriages of wheat and six of maize. In 1949, 
because I did not sow wheat on 18 lanțe as the plan required, I was sent 
to court and sentenced to a month in jail for economic sabotage. I 
served this punishment. 

In 1951, on the Pentecost night, the church sacristan called Sturza 
Ion knocked at my window and told me: ‘Simion, open the gates.’ Eight 
people came in: an MFA26 officer, a militia officer, a secret police officer 
and five soldiers. A light-haired officer produced a letter and a table that 
he unfolded and read our names: me, my wife, my mother and two 
children, one two years old and the other seven months old, who were 
unable to answer the call. 

Next day by noon the committee from gostat came to make the 
inventory of the goods they were supposed to take: one 200-litre still 
for țuică, a 60-litre copper cauldron, a 4-year-old mare and 17 bee 
families. The rest of the goods remained under the supervision of the 
People’s Council. They came to the station at Măureni (Moritzfeld) and 
offered us 3,150 lei, which is almost nothing, for everything they took 
from us. They wouldn’t give us the money until we had signed a 
statement that we left home and wished to settle in Ialomița County of 
our own free will. I refused to sign, so they didn’t pay me. After I left, 
the cashier and the people from gostat forged my signature and took the 
money. I found out about that only after I had returned from Bărăgan.

26 Ministry of Armed Forces.
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*

We settled in a wheat field surrounded by armoured vehicles, 
machine gun nests and soldiers every five yards. For eighteen days we 
endured thirst, because they brought us dirty water in small quantities, 
in gas-smelling tanks. We worked at gostat from 7 in the morning to 5 
in the afternoon and when we finished we had to build our future 
houses, until dark and sometimes even later. We hung a lamp on a stick 
and kept working until late at night. In those days, my ten-month child 
died of dysentery. My wife and I had to bury him as if he had been a 
dog, closely watched by a policeman standing behind us.



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation126

sLIces oF LIFe (II)

My mother’s birthday fell on the Pentecost Sunday

Among our letters, there is one from Vasile Pircea, a physician 
from Timişoara, who was only 11 years old in those times. He lived with 
his mother and his sister in his native village, Ciclova Română, Caraș-
Severin County. Several half A4 sheets of paper, written in pencil. 
Concise notes about the events that occurred prior to their arrival in 
Bărăgan at Pietroiu Nou (Movila Gâldău):

“In my village, Dumitru Pircea and Nicolae Grecu were leading 
peasants. We paid the same taxes and quotas like in other counties: the 
grains were taken directly from the fields. I don’t remember the 
militiamen, I was 11 years old. From among the activists, I remember 
Lae Marta and Vucu Creciu — these are nicknames. Both of them are 
dead. My mother heard about some lists that were compiled at the 
People’s Council. My father was a political prisoner. Beforehand, 
mother had been questioned at the Secret Police Headquarters in 
Oraviţa. The deportation day was sunny and beautiful; it was my 
mother’s birthday, the Pentecost Sunday. When they came for us, we the 
children were sleeping. My sister Magdalena was one year older than 
me. The soldiers who came threw us sharp glances because they were 
afraid of the officers. Their superiors gave them brief and precise 
orders; they were not impressed by the mother’s tears. My sister and I 
were crying on the porch. The neighbours were not allowed to 
communicate with us in any way. We were told we could take only the 
bare necessities with us. We took the food, we didn’t have much 
anyway, clothes, bedclothes and cooking pots.

We were put in a train carriage half a day later, together with three 
other families. We travelled together, people and things. Hungry and 
thirsty. Every now and then checked to see whether anybody had 
vanished or died. We weren’t allowed to get off the train or talk to the 



slices of Life (II) 127

people in the neighbouring carriages. The train stopped between 
stations. Sometimes the civilians tried to ask what was going on with 
us, but they were not allowed to approach the train or give us anything. 
They shot us worried looks.”

I too was at Dropia

Mingea Petru. Age: 65. He mentions Siplea Hristu, a man from 
the village of Variaş, currently retired, who assisted the repression and 
provided information about the citizens who were richer and refused to 
join the collective farm. 

“When we were deported we obeyed oral orders, because they 
didn’t show us anything in written. We took with us only 160 pounds of 
food and our child, who was 4 years old; the wife was sixth months 
pregnant. My brother, Mingea Ștefan, his family and our mother were 
put in the same carriage with us. Secret police agents and militiamen 
guarded every house gate.

We waited ten hours in the train before it started. We sat on sacks, 
we complained, others stared at the grass between the tracks, the women 
cried now louder, now quietly. Some relatives we had in Bucharest 
came to the station and brought us food. They told us that we would be 
taken to Bărăgan, not in villages, but in the fields. We were pleased that 
we would not leave the country, as we had heard.”

Memories from our time at our homes
– An anonymous confession –

On 18 June 1951, at 6 o’clock in the morning, a militiaman and a 
soldier came to ask for our papers and ordered us to pack because we 
were leaving the region. I asked him where we were going. The soldier 
stood at the gate and the militiaman kept an eye on us so that we could 
not run. A delegate of the People’s Council was invited to witness our 
packing and declare what our social status was. We were declared 
chiaburi and we were not allowed to take more than what our cart could 
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carry. We were watched all the time. We didn’t take any food because 
two weeks before they had confiscated all our supplies because we 
hadn’t been able to deliver our full grain quota and the additional quota  
– that’s what it was called then. A commission came and took the small 
amount of food we had: flour, lard, ham etc. leaving us completely poor. 
On the same day, in the evening, we left the house and went to the train 
station in Becicherecu Mic Commune, where we slept on the grass the 
next two nights. We were put in a freight train only on 20 June, two 
families in the same carriage. We travelled three days and three nights, 
until 24 June, when we arrived at Dâlga Station, Lehliu District, 
Bucharest Region. Requisitioned carts came from a village and took us 
about two or three miles on a large barley field. They dropped us there 
like mud. We started crying, but that didn’t help.

The next morning, the men checked the surroundings and found a 
line of trees. We made a hut from branches and barley sheaves. Living 
in that hut was pure torture. We were five people and a six-month baby. 
We slept with our clothes on. We had a blanket for a door. The sun was 
burning hot, it hadn’t rained for a long time, there was much dust, the 
wind blew every day, there was no well, we didn’t have water to drink 
or wash and there was no food. The only well was at the station and you 
had to queue for a day to get water. After a few tormenting days, a 
militiaman called Noe, who terrorized the whole sector, came and 
forced us to go to work, to pick cotton and wheat grains for the gostat. 

After three months, we were ordered to build our own houses. I 
dug a hole near the hut and I made adobe bricks after our men had 
drilled several wells. It was very hard to work with earth when the sun 
burnt and you had nothing to eat. After the bricks had dried, I started 
building; I stuck the bricks with mud instead of mortar. We had to stick 
the bricks to the ceiling; it was hard to keep our hands raised for so 
long. We covered the bricks with hay, which was very little because the 
gostat gave us just a small amount. 

I was 19-20 years old. Not having enough food, I got very sick. I 
had a fever, diarrhoea and I could not stand on my feet. They took me to 
the doctor in the cart and the doctor said nothing was wrong with me, I 
was just underfed, you give her all your bread rations and save the girl 
from dying and I remember mother made hot soup with dry brown 
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bread (that was the only bread we had). I soaked it in the soup and that 
was the food that gave me back my strength. 

We worked on a farm, in a vegetable garden and we ate raw 
vegetables in the field, for we were not allowed to go to the neighbouring 
villages. One Sunday afternoon I walked with three girls to Dâlga 
station, we dressed nicely to see the train. The militia caught us and took 
us to the militia station where they made us wash the windows and the 
floor and do other chores until late at night as a punishment.” 

I was 14 years old
Eugen Condiță. Grabaţ Village, Timiş County

“When the authorities came to pick us up, they were accompanied 
by Pistriţu Constantin (senior). Among those who were watching us was 
a soldier with a kind face. I went to him and gave him some apples, 
which he ate secretly, for fear his superiors might see him. That soldier 
advised us to take all the valuables we had in the house before the 
inventory committee arrived. Unlike him, his superior officer was a 
jerk. He asked me for the keys to my house, I said no and he put the gun 
at my chest (I was only 14). 

The neighbours were crying, trying to enter our yard, but they 
were also threatened. My mother and I, scared and stunned, did exactly 
as we were told (my father was in jail, a political prisoner). 

At home we left a cow, 8 pigs, 30 chickens, 10 turkeys, 20 ducks 
and a horse. I found out later that the cow and the horse were taken to 
the Burila Mare gostat and were given our family name to laugh at us.

People gave us tea and biscuits instead of the fortune that was 
stolen from us.

Personal profile

Name: Costangioară Stan. Place of birth: Broscari Commune, 
Mehedinți County. Age: 65. Occupation: retired teacher. Current 
residence: Macedonia Village, Ciacova Commune, Timiș County. 
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Place of displacement: Urleasca Nouă (Măzăreni), Brăila County. 
Moved to Vădenii Noi. 

Parents: Constangioară Dumitru, a chiabur. They all worked from 
morning till night the mother, the grandmother, the three children, his 
father’s brother who had epilepsy. They paid quotas, additional quotas, 
taxes. Their luck: one hectare of garden that balanced the situation. Stan 
graduated from school in 1947. On 15 September 1948, he received the 
conscription order, but was sent home as a military surplus. On 3 
January 3 1949, he was recruited in a penal military unit and sent to the 
Argeş Territorial Circle. Instead of a weapon, he received a shovel. He 
was closely supervised by the political and intelligence officer. 

Before displacement, Stan, his father and his brother hid in a 
swamp among reed. Those who stayed at home sent word to them about 
their family’s displacement. They went home. The trains were called 
echelons. His father left with echelon no. 1 and he, with echelon no. 3. 
Stan Costangioară thinks that their great misfortune was the conflict 
between Stalin and Tito. When they arrived at Brăila, Dr. Sârbulescu 
said, ‘If we cross the Prut, we’d better put fire on the train and burn in 
it, so that Stalin doesn’t have to worry when we arrive in Russia.”

Short presentation

“I was born in Beba-Veche on April 10, 1926. My father, a war 
invalid, and my mother, were deported together with my brother Iambor 
Octavian, a bricklayer. I was arrested and taken to work at the Danube-
Black Sea Canal, in the Medgidia Sector. Most of the people who 
worked there are buried in the cemeteries in Dobrogea. Some of them 
left. I got married and stayed. My father died without an IOVR27 pension. 
My mother, a former member of the collective farm, had a pension of 
200 lei. This is my life in short. At present, I am not very healthy.” 

*
Nicolae Freischl Marincovici was a pilot in the merchant navy. 

He was not engaged in politics, he had no fortune. His only passions 

27 Invalids, Orphans, War Widows
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were stamp collecting and painting, which he practised with much 
dedication in his spare time. In 1950 his pension was suspended. Then 
he was deported to Lăteşti, Feteşti District, Constanţa Region, together 
with his wife, his sister and his brother-in-law. He returned home on 12 
August 1955. Meanwhile, his son (who tells his story), who remained in 
Orșova, was declared an “enemy of the people” in official letter no. 
63/P/1955 of 14.01.1955 issued by the People’s Council.

*
Om Bun Nicolae, currently residing in Bucharest, Iosip Broz Tito 

Boulevard) was deported to Salcâmi Village, Fetești District, not 
because he allegedly supported Tito, but for the mere reason that he was 
born in Bessarabia. Which as dangerous, although his name was Om 
Bun (Good Man) and was only 12 years old. He had to be punished 
together with his parents. 

*
Iosif Salman, eight years old, a Bulgarian and a Catholic, was 

stolen from Lătești by his elder brother, a clerk at the People’s Council 
of Voiteg. However, the authorities found out and the fugitive child was 
brought back. Before he returned to his family, he spent an awful night 
the militia station in Fetești-Gară, which he would never forget. 

*
Dabija Rozalia, formerly Frunză Rozalia: “In 1951, on the Holy 

Feast of Pentecost, there was a great commotion in Şandra Village (...). 
After many hours of travelling, we got off the train in the middle of 
Bărăgan plain and we were told that from then on we would have to live 
there and build houses, because we would never go back. They marked 
our papers with the C.R. seal”.

*
Socolescu Aurel, Gheorghe Doja Commune, Ialomița County: “I 

am writing a few lines myself. I was 14 years old in 1951. Very early in 
the morning of 18 June a militiaman and seven secret police agents 
kicked our gate open and we found them in the doorway. He ordered 
my mother to take three steps back and asked for the papers of all the 



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation132

family members. He took them and put them in a file. Then he read us 
that damn decision of the Central Committee and ordered us that in 
three hours we should be ready to get on the train. We did as we were 
told and on 21 June my mother, my five brothers and me were thrown 
onto the field of Bărăgan, under the clear sky. That was our compulsory 
residence for the next 5 years. When we were freed we didn’t return to 
Şandra. We remained in Fundata Village. My mother died in 1961, and I 
stayed there until 1981, when Ceaușescu decided that the arable land 
was not enough and a damned first secretary brought a bulldozer and 
demolished our houses. Our children were left without a school. I had 
to move to a neighbouring village. This is the end of my presentation. I 
include a stamp for your reply.”

*
“We had our own Siberia,” says Artemie Buta, who lives in 

Botoșani, 156, Calea Națională. He was born in Igești Village, Northern 
Bukovina. In 1940, when his family was deported to Siberia, he was in 
Iași. In 1941, at the beginning of the war, he found his house deserted. 
He fought in the Romanian army and was discharged in 1946. He had 
nothing, everything he had had remained back home. Things went well 
for a while. As he had fought against Nazi Germany, he received 5 
hectares of land in Şandra Village, Timiş County, where he also got 
married. That fateful night he was taken to Perieți–Fundata. Since then, 
he has had “the terrible feeling of being strangers in our own country.” 
There, in Bărăgan, they lost a boy and his father-in-law. About the same 
time, his father died in Siberia, buried without a coffin. His mother’s 
legs had to be amputated and she returned to Igeşti. The family house 
no longer existed, so she lived at the mercy of some nephews, until her 
son managed to bring her him to Bărăgan. She died there after a few 
years, “so she endured both the Russian and the Romanian Siberia.” 
The tragic story of the Buta family does not end here. Artemie moved to 
Botoşani, where he found his house full of tenants; used to live in 
difficult conditions, he built an adobe annexe where he lived for three 
years, near his own home. Eventually, he managed to take his house 
back, but fate turned against him one more: his house was demolished 
in 1988 and he received a symbolic compensation. His girl, born in 
Bărăgan, has chronic rheumatism and in 1990 she received an allowance 
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of 89 lei. He cannot regain the land he once owned in Banat. He was 
told that the collective farm had taken it. Artemie objected that there 
hadn’t been a collective farm at Șandra in those days, but in vain. “We 
will see what comes next,” he concludes on a sceptical tone. 

*
Ioan Pelevaniuc writes “a short, sad biography” of his father 

Alexei, former mayor of Levinți Commune in Hotin County. As a 
mayor, Alexei built three primary schools, roads and bridges. His family 
broke in 1944, when he and his elder son left for the country, while his 
wife and their 11-year-old son turned back from, fearing the unknown 
and unwilling to abandon her possessions. They still live there. The old 
man was given land in Iecea-Mare, a commune in Banat, but after six 
years he learnt that all the people from beyond the Prut would be 
deported. He tried to save himself, hiding among corncobs, but the 
soldiers found him with their bayonets. Deported to Bărăgan, Alexei 
Pelevaniuc worked so hard that on 1 August 1954 a stroke left him 
paralysed. His son took him to Colentina Hospital, but he couldn’t be 
saved. The Patics, who still lived in Dor-Mărunt, came to Bucharest for 
his funeral. Upon return, they were fined because they had left their 
compulsory residence. “The destiny of a man who had confidence in 
life, dignity and work ended tragically in Dâlga Village, the Romanian 
Gulag,” writes his son Ioan. 

*
Ștefan Prisecaru was not very inspired when he marries a German 

woman, Terezia Berberich, in Johannesfeld, Banat. They were displaces. 
Ștefan built a house in the new village, Tunaru, then asked for a deed. 
The chief of the militia station replied that ‘here nobody owns anything, 
it’s just a worker’s place to live,” and secret police Lieutenant Busuioc 
gave him a beating he’s never forget.”

*
Retired teacher Zoiţa Bogdan. On Saturday, the harvest ball in 

Sânnicolau-Mare. Mezin, the secretary of the Beșenova-Veche 
Commune, dropped the glass with țuică and broke the dishes in front of 
him. The man sitting at the head of the table, who surely knew 
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something the others didn’t, asked him: “What do you think, Mezin, do 
shards bring good or bad luck?” The same night, Bogdan and Mezin 
families returned home by coach. Mrs. Zoiţa’s husband, the district 
physician, recalled the conversation he had had with the Valcani station 
manager (he’d made a house call to see his sick child). The latter 
expressed his surprise at large number of freight trains gathered at the 
station in just a few days. Marioara Mezin, a Russian teacher, pointed 
out: “I hope they won’t do here what they did in Bessarabia in 1940. 
They picked up the suspects from their homes, put them in trains 
nobody ever heard of them again.” 

The next morning, the men played football. In the afternoon, 
together with the women, they play rummy. On Monday — the 
nightmare, the endless row of carts: in the convoy, the Mezin family, 
Mrs. Marioara, eight months pregnant and with a one and a half year 
old boy in her arms. Mr. Mezin had not been arrested. The people at the 
district headquarters tried to stop him. He was a party member, only his 
wife had to leave. The man cried. “But how can you imagine that I will 
leave her alone?” 

In the 1970’s, the Bogdans received a phone call from Timisoara. 
There was a get-together of several former deportees. Unfortunately 
Mrs. Zoiţa’s husband had undergone major surgery and they could not 
go. Nevertheless, they were glad to hear the Mezins, proud that both 
their boys were students of the Polytechnic School. 

This detail about the students is linked to an anonymous letter that 
the Association of Former Bărăgan Deportees received in 1991, 
probably from a former torturer or someone with a similar mentality. 
The sender spat out his venom: — I’m glad the people’s democratic 
state took your wealth, you totally deserved it, you got too big for your 
boots, you always wanted more, you wouldn’t pay your quotas and 
other debts, you opposed collectivisation. And now you play the victim 
and curse the communists? You got back from there in one piece and 
now your children are rich. 

*
An interview with Nicolae Balotă in “Orizont”, issue 30 of July 

26, 1991, signed by Brânduşa Armanca: 
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“At Pitești I stayed until it had been completely evacuated. Then I 
was moved to Dej and after seven years I expected to be allowed to 
return home. But it was not like this. Instead, as was the general rule, I 
was assigned compulsory residence in a Bărăgan village for two years. 
The village was called Lăteşti. I lived there until the amnesty in 1964, 
when all the political prisoners were allowed to go home. Adrian 
Marino was there too, among others. But this Lătești no longer exists. If 
you look on the map 14 km north of Fetești, on the bank of the Borcea, 
you will not find this name. As a matter of fact, I myself tried to find the 
place and I stopped on the road that crosses Făcăieni village (the native 
place of my friend Bănulescu, the writer) and approached Lăteşti. I saw 
a small booth where a bus station had been. The bus the locals called 
rata and connected the villages along the Danube shore had stopped 
there. I stopped (I was with my wife and my little child), I looked 
around and saw nothing but a vast stretch of land, a former maize field. 
I thought I was in the wrong place so I asked a cyclist that happened to 
be in that wilderness: “Where is Lătești?” “Here,” he said, and pointed 
to that large wild area. The village of Lăteşti had been blown off the 
surface of the earth. This regime sought to erase the traces of the past. 
As more recent wounds accumulated, it erased the traces of the past 
murders. So the village of my last two years of detention no longer 
exists.”

*
On the morning of Rusale28 / We woke up in a great rush / And 

the soldier at the gate / Spoke to us like this: / Listen, people, don’t be 
sad. / You must pack your things at once, / I have come to do my duty / 
You must leave this place by force. 

By Elvira Dugăila, Becicherecu-Mic 

... And the third day at dawn / We were ordered to get off. / Where 
I went I did not know/ Bucu Train Station I saw...

By Todor (Cebzan) Domnica in Petroman 
(Kept by Sculean Elena from Macedonia)

28 Pentecost.
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tWo sIsteRs

The two sisters are called Valeria Opriţa and Modesta Baciu, 
daughters of Valeria and Pavel Chifu. They became refugees from 
Igești, a village near Cernăuți in February 1944. Seven children in a cart 
pulled by a skinny horse. A cow behind the cart. It gave watery milk. 
They were left with the skinny horse, because the Germans, while 
withdrawing, requisitioned two pure-bred stallions to transport their 
archives. They arrived in Banat, at Bazoș, then at Ciacova. They were 
lived in an annexe to the school building and they received a garden. 
Their father took care of the animals and their mother was a cook at 
Animal Breeding School. By May-June ’51 they heard the first rumours. 
At Giera the army had arrived, the youth ball was cancelled, Dej and 
Pauker would be taken to the Russians again. When they got drunk, the 
officials mentioned in passing that they too would be sent there. The 
soldier with the list arrived at their place only on Monday morning. 
While the departure preparation lasted – two hours – he never left the 
house for a second. He stood on a divan and smoked. They arrived at 
the football pitch in Ciacova, along with the Subu family from Obad, 
unaware of the others’ presence, unaware and that over the years they 
would meet again in the damp rooms of a historical and architectural 
monument housing the Association of the Former Bărăgan Deportees 
located near the headquarters of the Socialist Labour Party, the direct 
follower of the Union of Working Youth who on the Monday after 
Pentecost in 1951 oversaw the convoys of duvets and wardrobes 
smelling like onion sauce.

They slept in the train carriage. They were allowed to recover 
their boots that had been lying on the shelves in Calman-baci’s 
workshop for too long. 

Supplies: a barrel of cheese, four large loaves and one pig 
(sacrificed in the train).
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A horse fell off the train in Predeal station. They climbed it back 
with much effort. Women in white from the Red Cross met them in 
stations; pregnant women and children were offered three or four 
biscuits and a cup of tea. The girls cried with the soldiers, who 
complained that they too had parents. Valeria got sick from the cold and 
was left with a chronic pain in her ribs and hands. During the trip, the 
father and the girls wore the woollen vest in turn. They thought they 
were taken to Bug, where Antonescu had taken the Gypsies during the 
war (they read the name BUCU on a plate in a flag station). The 
desperate father says, “Children, we’re going to die, they’ll put us in 
cardboard boats and let us float, ’cause that’s what Ana Pauker wants.” 
They crossed the Ialomița with the floating bridge, after they had 
arrived at their destination, on a morning they would never forget – 
harsh wind, cold air, cloudy sky, gloomy atmosphere, sad and sick-
looking people. They stopped on a  field covered with Sudan grass and 
black locusts. The Militia met them. The nurse gave them typhus shots. 
The future village was named Viișoara by communists with imagination. 
They built a hut of black locusts and earth. After a few days a heavy 
rain fell. To this day Modesta sees herself in the hut, sitting on the bed 
and holding an open umbrella, shaking with cold. Around the bed they 
had arranged pots, pans and basins to collect the water that infiltrated 
the roof made of mats and blankets.

In a few days, they managed to built a room and a kitchen from 
adobe and reed. The eight members of the family found shelter there. 
They worked from morning till evening on the cotton or rice plantations 
of the gostat, like Uncle’s Tom clan in secessionist times described in 
movies in which the ancestors of jazz practised their skills in 
Eastmancolor outlines. Food from gostat: mămăligă and soup for lunch, 
semolina and jam in the evening. They ate in the field, among grass and 
weeds. Valeria was 12 years old and worked side by side with the 
adults. Over time, they did better and better – they had prosperous 
gardens with fruit trees and flowers and they bred more and more 
animals.

When she turned seventeen, Valeria married there. She didn’t like 
her future husband. In order to get married, one needed approval from 
Bucharest, but they didn’t apply for it. In the morning of the wedding, 
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the bride’s convoy went to Jegălia, another deportee village. There were 
twenty-four carts. After a while, the militiamen appeared in two carts. 
They arrested the guests, the first being the bride, then the band. The 
people ran in the maize field. The militia carried her for about three 
miles, dressed as she was as a bride. Eventually the couple was allowed 
to get married in the church. Outside, someone played a leaf, then 
someone else played the harmonica and a Serbian played the accordion.

They made 10,000 lei at the wedding. However, the next day they 
had to pay a 1,500 lei fine. The bride was forced to go to the militia 
station daily. The chief was corrupt and evil. He used to empty the poor 
people’s households, he took even their bedclothes. Eventually God 
punished him, because he was arrested while on duty and his wife was 
run over by a train when she went to visit him in prison.

Valeria gave birth to her baby there. When they were supposed to 
leave Bărăgan, her husband stayed for another two years because he 
made good money as an electrician. After a while, they divorced. Both 
sisters managed to find a job in a tobacco shop in Timișoara.
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A DePoRtee FRoM AMeRIcA

Petru Maghiaru’s house in Comloşu-Mare. He is a Romanian born 
in the United States of America. We prepare the recorder. Evening falls 
in the corridor smelling of basil and dry floors. Uncle Petru Maghiaru 
was a war veteran, a deportee and a convict. He was everything. His 
stories are so accurate you think he has been preparing for these 
moments for years. He knows everything: “We arrived at Zagna–
Vădeni, 3.5 miles from Brăila. They made us raise a 110-hectare village 
that the communists called Vădenii-Noi. Four hundred and sixty houses 
were built by one thousand eight hundred people from several Banat 
villages: Cenad, Nerău, Bulgăruș, Săcălaz (only the Aromanians), 
Comloşu-Mare, Comloşu-Mic. All the nationalities were represented 
there: Romanians (from Banat, Bessarabia, Bukovina), Armenians, 
Serbs, Swabians, several Hungarian families. We actually knew this 
would happen. A month or so before, we heard at Voice of America and 
BBC about the deportations in Hungary, where the head of the family 
was taken with 80 pounds luggage.” 

(While discussing Nicolae Mărgineanu’s film based on Buzura’s 
novel, broadcast yesterday, in mid-January, on the national TV station, 
we think of the techniques of repression. The Tsarist-Leninist methods 
adapted to Romania, Hungary and Poland. It is good, though, that 
people can see all this, for example how the pioneers cover murders 
with their tiny voices and how poor people listen to the activist who 
preaches their happiness in the collective farm. The future collective 
farm members’ facial expression in the film will have resembled that of 
the deported peasants who will have given the people at the tribune 
slightly ironic, slightly sad looks. Uncle Petru Maghiaru must have 
scrutinized them in the same way when they showed up in their usual 
vests on the streets of Vădenii-Noi.)

“I had my suitcase ready behind the bed,” he tells us. “The 
sergeant in the border guard who lived at Ghiţă Bălan, the well-known 
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ploughman journalist, whispered to him that the border guard had been 
consolidated. A few days before June 18 1951, the trains appeared in 
the station and border guards were gathered around it.” Uncle Petru 
Maghiaru speaks about categories of deportees. We try to imagine the 
ocean of   people and the almost fascinating hate that those who were 
supposed to set this modern migration in motion must have felt for 
them. That hate must have protected them from any kind of remorse, 
especially that they did not consider then common people, but 
vagabonds, exotic individuals. The perfect expression of a perfect petit 
bourgeois conformity to semi-planetary dimensions. Communism as a 
world failure, boundless provincialism, everything is precarious, 
modest, anonymous, a party and state mediocrity that borrowed the face 
of the streets, of the people, of Sunday afternoons sinking in boredom. 
Eternal boredom. A kind of boredom animated only by the violence of 
the leader, the one and only leader raised to the rank of a god, with 
priests saying Mass in front of red altars, with class-symbolic ties 
instead of cassocks, with underground activists in votive photos instead 
of martyrs in the first decades, with red church banners carried at great 
celebrations in factories and plants, in towns and villages. And in this 
turmoil, as the metropolitan bishops wearing grey caps lay their hands 
on the head of the party and the state, of their party and state, and sing 
Worthy is..., an axios for eternity, forever and ever, a Halleluiah! in all 
the visual, olfactory, auditory propaganda sections, above the drone of 
drinking beer and the smell of mititei, above all this, above the kitsch 
and the bad taste and the confident and aggressive amateurism that can 
only listen to itself, above all and everything, Pătru Maghiaru’s slightly 
ironic, slightly sad look.

“So I waited, I knew they would come, I was ready. At 2 o’clock 
at night two militiamen and a secret police school sergeant appeared. 
They gave us four hours. Three sets of fifty railway carriages each were 
gathered. The first was bound for Vădeni, second for Urleasca, and the 
third for Stăncuţa. There were some people from Comloşu-Mic – bloody 
bastards, they’d never expected things to change, they thought they 
would stay the same till the end of time! When we got on the train we 
were surrounded by two battalions from somewhere else. I was to 
understand these things while I was in jail – I was imprisoned after 
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deportation. There, in jail, I met a large group of party members who 
got drunk at a party and sang Long Live the King. I also met a former 
border guard officer, a captain named Ciofu Gheorghe from Pașcani, a 
former battalion commander in Salonta. He had been sentenced to seven 
years in prison for underestimating the Soviet technique. When he 
received a Jeep left by the American army, he allegedly said, “You can 
tell this is an American car, so much better than this Russian GAZ 
jalopy”. This captain told me how he landed with his troops near 
Vizejdia and spent the Pentecost Sunday in the woods. At midnight they 
received an envelope with their mission. The Red Cross people we met 
in railway stations gave us bromide tea. In the main stations one set of 
trains was leaving and another was coming. You could see people in 
carriages with piglets, German wardrobes, cupboards — whatever they 
had managed to take from their households. When the train stopped and 
we were allowed relieve ourselves, our journalist, Ghiţă Bălan, wrote 
something with a piece of chalk on a third-class carriage, but I didn’t 
get to see what. I forgot to tell you that a sergeant from the secret police 
school in Oradea, a nice helpful boy who had drunk too much wine (we 
had a one hundred litre barrel of wine with us), helped us get on the 
train. There were no attempts to flee. Me, my wife, our three-year-old 
girl, my in-laws, a horse, a cow and three chickens, five ducks, and two 
sacks of with wheat. We travelled for three days. A month before 
deportation two militia officers went from door to door to collect 
information from everywhere, even families that wouldn’t be deported. 
They coupled with two prostitutes, Colic’s Anica and another one. Her 
uncle, Pârciu, who had a shop in Lunga and was a PNȚ leader, was 
saved from the train by his niece. They took Kalles Peter, said Petrică in 
his place. A secret police major organised the operations in Comloş 
Station. When we arrived at Vădeni, everything was organised by the 
book. The locals looked very frightened; at first they wouldn’t talk to 
us, they said we were contagious. You could see paths cut through the 
wheat field and the Sudan grass. “Look for plate no. ... That’s where 
you will live,” we were told. We arrived late in the evening, a temporary 
ramp had been made, the horses fell head first, it was pitch dark, some 
broke their legs on that ramp. We set forth. At some point the horses 
stopped, there was a bundle in the middle of the road and the animals 
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stopped before it. It belonged to some Germans from Săcălaz, old, weak 
people. Their children had left for Germany. They ended up begging in 
the village, they were no longer strong enough to work. We had each a 
tent made of a tarpaulin. Others stayed in tents covered with wheat 
straw. We managed to sleep somehow that night.

In the morning I went out of the tent as the sun was rising and 
saw something shining in the wheat field. A doctor – Bürger from Nerău 
– was there with his X-ray device! After a while he gave it to someone 
in Brăila, there was nothing he could do with it there. We didn’t have 
electricity. 

At first, nobody wanted to do anything. The militiamen made you 
sign a statement that you would build a house, otherwise they threatened 
you with a club. We were hoping to go back, that’s why we didn’t hurry 
to build houses. The first dwelling in Vădenii Noi was raised only in 
October: houses made of adobe, of earth. They brought us doors and 
windows. There were two types of houses, one for two families and the 
other for one. I carried my daughter on my back to school; the distance 
was long and the roads very bad. A year or two before, that place had 
been a pond, reed was still growing on it. By winter, almost all families 
had built a house. Only ten families were left without, so they were sent 
to live with the others. It was only next spring that the whole village 
contributed and built houses for them as well. By January 1952 we 
didn’t have a job. Then came the monetary reform that wasted our last 
money. We started to take jobs: the women at the can factory in Zagna–
Vădeni, the men at gostat, at Progresu’, near Brăila, or the great pig 
farm in Piscu, where our Germans did a good job as team leaders. Over 
the winter we all sold our animals. We had neither stable nor food; we 
barely had what to eat ourselves. We did what we had never done all 
your life, stealing to survive. We worked really hard, our situation 
improved and after a year we bought other cows. Many old people died 
in the first year.

In the winter of 1953 there was a blizzard, then a frost and a 
blizzard again. If the whirls caught the children outside, they lifted them 
up in the air. On 2 February 1954 I was at the farm in Nazâru (it’s 2 
February in the evening, right before the news now when we type Petru 
Maghiaru’s story, only it’s 1994. We sit in the attic with wood panels, 
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between cigarette butts and newspapers spread on the table, on the floor. 
Coolness and smoke, it’s the beginning of spring outside, we give up 
mentioning Iliescu’s visit to Diniaş and Topolovăţ, where he lay a 
wreath at the grave of Josu, the hero of the agrarian revolution, and 
lamented the former collective farms, it’s been forty years, the Orthodox 
celebrate the Presentation of Jesus at the Temple, the bear sees his tail 
or doesn’t see it, the news programme begins, we stop in fear, the 
speaker wishes us a good evening), so I was at the farm at Nazâru. 
Clouds had gathered in the sky and a local advised me not to leave. 
Nevertheless I headed home, I walked for a while because it was dark I 
deviated about 2 miles. I knew that close by there were some bunkers 
made by Germans and destroyed by the Russians, I got into one of 
them, I was lucky, I was able to see where I was. I reached the last 
house of Baldovinești, a dog barked, the owner came out and offered 
me shelter for the night. In the morning, when I woke up, the house was 
completely covered in snow, you could get out through the window and 
walk on the drifts like on a bridge. I remember that in Gârla-Mare two 
old men from Oltenia woke up with their house covered in snow, the 
door blocked, no light, they couldn’t see anything outside, they 
screamed for a long time and finally some people heard them pulled 
them out.

I got on well with the gostat manager. His name was Vasile Florea 
and he was a mechanic. The gostat had thirteen thousand hectares. This 
man was brave enough to make an example of us, the people from 
Banat: “Team 1 of Vădeni Team Three of Nazâru work well,” he said. 
When eight new tractors came, he gave four to Nazâru, precisely 
because he liked how we did our job.

The locals were not bad people, but they had too many holidays, 
about one hundred and sixty in a year. They said, “Today is Caloianu, 
tomorrow is the Beheading of  St. John,” they sat on the ditch and ate 
seeds, but they didn’t go to the church, they kept their dogs free and 
their pigs tied. “You want these pigs to go into the earth, you think we 
do not what they are like?” Duţu Duţă from Petroiu made forty or fifty-
year-buckets of wine a year. He was fifty. His wife, his daughter-in-law 
and his daughter gave birth the same year his wife. The local women, 
had strong legs, they were of sturdy build, they ate much mămăligă, 
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girls 14-15 years old could raise 160 pound bags. The gostat had been 
the estate of a Greek, the farm only changed its name. Bricklayer Wolf 
built a bread oven for the village outside, in the field. It made excellent 
bread, the whole field smelt. When the first bread was taken from the 
oven the local women marvelled at the oven and the big bread. At 
Easter and Christmas we all celebrated and didn’t have problems with 
the Gostat managers. It was bad when Dincă was first secretary in Timiş 
in 1980’s. He came and took our photo us if we weren’t working and 
published it in “Drapelul Roșu” daily newspaper. In August 1955, the 
Serbs were free to go because Dej had reconciled with Tito. My father-
in-law Filip Vedici was called at the Militia: “you’re going home,” he 
was told, but he replied: “Hey, I’m Romanian.” So he remained with us 
and we returned only in January 1956. The first time the commission 
arrived on 20-22 December 1955 and then we found out that we were 
going back.

I wasn’t free for a long time. In September ‘59 I was arrested for 
plotting against the social order. They wanted to try me as a member of 
an underground organisation, The president of the court, Lieutenant 
Colonel Gajdo Tibor, accused me of having connections with America 
because I was born there. They wouldn’t let me defend myself, to tell 
them I had no connection with America. I got ten years and Ghiţă Bălan, 
the ploughman journalist, got twelve. They were trying to send put you 
in jail for any reason. Ghiţă Sarafoleanu got arrested for saying the  
dollar “has value and the leu doesn’t”. Today we can see very just how 
valuable the leu is. I was taken to the secret police in Timisoara, 
opposite “Loga” Secondary School, then at the “Popa Şapcă” Prison. 
After that I spent two months at Jilava, in Fort 13. There, by mistake, I 
was put in a cell with generals.”
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A cAt sWePt BY tHe BLIZZARD

Ms. Amalia Sarafoleanu, a welcoming and discreet hostess, does 
not want to tell us anything at first. We bring up events retold by Petru 
Maghiaru. She remembers things differently: there was indeed an X-ray 
device, but in a rape field, not a wheat field, and it belonged to a Doctor 
Zwick or Quidt from Lovrin, not Dr. Bürger of Nerău. The event did not 
take place in Vădeni, but in Măzăreni, also in Bărăgan. As for the 
blizzard in ’53, she remembers two Germans from Grabaț, mother and 
son, who worked until late at the farm and were the last ones to leave. It 
seems they used the telegraph wires as a guide, but they were not good 
guides, since they were found only next March, when the land had to be 
ploughed. They had wandered across the border of another commune. 
So they were found – two bodies picked by crows. The same year, a 
Bessarabian girl aged three or four months died. The priest, an old man 
from Urleasca, advised her parents to climb her body in the garret. The 
garret was like a freezer, they kept her there for five days until the 
weather allowed them to bury her. Old Mr. Sarafoleanu, Mrs. Amalia’s 
father-in-law and the future engineer Silviu’s grandfather, swore that he 
would not shave his beard until they were free. Silviu recalls the image 
imprinted on his memory as a child: during the blizzard, his grandpa, 
coming in the doorway with a frozen beard, on his way back from the 
animals’ shelter. When he went outside, he leant on the handle of a 
shovel so the wind would not blow him. Silviu remembers the cat blown 
away by the blizzard to this day.

Their neighbours were the Neurohrs from Grabați, who had 
brought their pure-bred pigeons with them. Mrs. Amalia speaks about 
the crop rotation that was practised there: in the first year you grow 
wheat, in the second you plant peas – hence the name of the village – 
and in the third cotton. The cotton flower was very beautiful, recalls 
Mrs. Amalia, putting a plate of egg mayonnaise, salted cheese and 
home-made sausages on the table. In 1953-1954, Romanian 
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personalities since the time Romania had been a kingdom came to 
Bărăgan. They were distributed in the other deportees’ dugouts. Their 
guests were Constantin C. Giurescu the historian, Nicolae Iovipali the 
Prefect of Dolj, and the minister Bejan. After a while, their families 
came as well. Among the deportees was a man called Gheorghe 
Bugariu, a veteran of the First World War. Both his legs had been 
amputated. He came with his wife (who died there) and his daughter. 
Old Gheorghe Sarafoleanu, who was a workers’ team leader, helped 
Bugariu with some straw. Some “friends” told the engineer Grigoriu 
about it and Grigoriu admonished him. Old Sarafoleanu got angry and 
showed him the invalid and his family. “He’s the one I’ve helped,” he 
said. Old Bugariu was sitting on the bed, stripping corncobs on a blue 
apron between his leg stumps. Grigoriu turned and spoke to Sarafoleanu 
them over his shoulder: “Give him whatever you want and what you 
want.” 

The room where are in is as large as a ballroom. The Sarafoleanus 
bought the house long ago, from a gendarmerie commander called 
Barbu. After the war, the house was the headquarters of the border 
guards, then a grain store. From 1959 to 1968, it was the headquarters 
of the collective farm. The Sarafoleanus recovered the confiscated part 
of the house only in 1970. We go out into the large yard. It is night. A 
few stars in the sky, two cars under trees, a rocking chair. Everything is 
in order, as the villagers of Banat like it to be. The old man owned 38 
hectares of land. For that, all of them had to pay for years.

*
In her confession, Dora Sarafoleanu does not mention a cat swept 

by the blizzard, but she relives her memories with great intensity: “I 
was eight. I was coming home from my school festival with my first 
prize. But nobody was happy for me. Several of my father’s friends had 
gathered in our yard, talking worriedly about the trains and the soldiers 
amasses around the village. It was the Pentecost Sunday of 1951.”

“We left our beautiful house at the corner of the street, leaving 
behind our weeping and wailing relatives and the secret joy of those 
engaged in the class conflict.”
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“A few miles from Urleasca Station, we were abandoned in a 
wheat field, under the starry summer, in God’s care. 

The first morning, my grandfather Trăisig scythed the wheat. The 
veneer furniture that now seemed from another world became the walls 
of a hut covered with wheat stalks. That’s were six people spent the 
scorching summer, cooking on a gas lamp, near the stake indicated by 
the party activist.

This is how the village of Măzăreni was born from holes in the 
ground and from our misery.”

“Autumn was so realistic it was tragic.”

“At the end of November, a politruk (a political officer) from 
Brăila arrived and grouped us by grades. Everything was like in the 
beginning. I had just one notebook and no books. Our teachers were 
Amza and Roiban, deported from Oltenia, who taught us grammar, 
arithmetic, science. That’s where I first heard first time The Hora of 
Unity and Awaken Thee, Romanian. I did my homework at the oil lamp 
that gave so little light in winters with blizzards.”

“The greatest joy of our childhood was nature and the games we 
played on an endless plain. We walked about 8 miles just to see a train 
and we jumped with joy when someone waved to us.”

“We turned our  cattle to graze, we worked on cotton plantations 
or picked maize. And how ignorant we were to stand under the rain of 
insecticides sprinkled over the plain.”

“The movie caravan came one summer with a propaganda film 
shown on a wall of the farm.”

“On 8 January 8 1956 we got off at Comloşu-Mare station. The 
place was full of curios people. Everything amazed us, the houses, the 
people, a world so different from the one we had grown up in. We felt 
estranges and sad, frightened and savage. We passed by our house 
which had become a ruin and had been transformed into a grain 
storehouse.”
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“On the night of 12 September 12 1959, the secret police agents 
came looking for my father, who had been charged with plotting against 
the social order. They did not find him at home and, to my mother’s 
desperation, they took me instead to identify him at Jimbolia. It was my 
birthday. I was turning 16.

We were searched, forced to make statements, investigated, 
threatened. Our whole fortune was confiscated wealth, and the GAC29 
sign was stuck on our house.”

“When I was preparing for the entrance examination at the 
Medical School, the members of the Comloşu-Mare party organisation 
sent a letter to the school management, demanding that I should not be 
allowed to sit for the exam. Yet I am a doctor today, despite their 
intervention.”

29 Collective agricultural institution.
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tHe otHeRs (II)

Everyone thought it was an activity organised by the Union of 
Working Youth. Laurean Stoica had no reason to believe otherwise. A 
sunny morning at the beginning of summer. The buses came. The 
students of the Faculty of Animal Breeding and Veterinary Medicine of 
Arad thought they would take part in one of the usual exchanges with 
their colleagues at the Faculty of Agriculture in Timişoara. The buses 
stopped at the Institute of Medicine. They were guided into the interior 
yard, then an amphitheatre. They waited for a long time, but nobody 
came to see to them. It was one o’clock. They were wasting time. 
Somebody suggested they should go to the football match between 
Știința Timişoara (as the Poli team was then called). Some of them went 
to the gate through which they had entered. It was locked, and so were 
the doors that opened to the street. The few locals could not or would 
not tell them what was going on. Whose prisoners were they? They 
became restless, but their restlessness passed quickly. When you are 
young, a joke is all you need to forget troubles. They were the best 
students in Arad, not some villains. They felt completely relieved when 
their colleagues from Timișoara arrived in greater numbers.

Evening came. At about nine, they were invited to an amphitheatre 
full of people. The roll call was repeated several times. Unknown 
comrades arrived, watching everything with vigilant eyes. Things were 
getting serious. Finally, about midnight, the students were given a 
revolutionary talk. That the party needed them. That comrade Dej and 
comrade Ana Pauker trusted them. An hour of slogans and appeals. The 
students were dumbfounded. They wanted to know where the whole 
thing was going. Eventually, the roll was called again and the students 
were distributed by groups and put on trucks. The “boss”, a stranger, 
climbed beside the driver. They crossed the city, silent like a grave. A 
worrying silence. Laurean Stoica was troubled by a foreboding feeling. 
While looking at the deserted streets that night of July 1951, he 
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remembered the lines of the great romantic poet30: “The gentle autumn 
wind / opened my window / It was a dry leaf –/ A letter from death.“

They left the town behind. He caught a glimpse of a huge 
billboard with a photo of Tito holding an axe dripping with blood. What 
if…? They passed through villages whose names they could not tell. At 
one point, the driver, who must have got lost, steered the truck on a 
country road. “Stop or I’ll fire!” was heard clearly in the dark. The truck 
stopped in a field. There was a brief conversation with the militiamen. 
They showed no mercy: “You will stay here!” At dawn, they were 
allowed to return to the main road. They felt the border was close. They 
arrived in front of the mayor’s office in Sânpetru. (Today a pensioner, 
Laurean Stoica does not remember whether it was Sânpetru- German or 
Sânpetru-Sârbesc.) The village was surrounded and occupied at the 
same time: army, militia, many townspeople, many, many trucks and 
buses. The targeted houses had armed guards at the gates. “Complex 
teams of 5-6 people were organised, an activist, a mayor’s office 
delegate, a worker, two secret police soldiers. When they reached the 
man’s yard, they decided what animals and what equipment were to be 
loaded in the cart with which the family was going to the nearest railway 
station. The inventory of the remaining goods was made. Student 
Laurean was supposed to write them down on a standardised form. 

The students left by truck, as they had come, in scorching heat. 
They overtook the column of carts that were stationed around the 
station, waiting for the trains.

*
Lucian Micu, born in Ciacova in 1912, says: ‘I graduated the 

elementary school and the trade secondary school in Lugoj. I’ve been a 
pen-pusher all my life. I worked at the mayor’s office between 1927 and 
1944. I held all sorts of positions: notary public, mayor, notary adjunct. 
I had to deal  with Gypsies, thieves, the Serbs across the border who 
were stealing horses.” In April 1943, he returned from the war and took 
a job at the mayor’s office again. 

He talks about the Dumitrescu family and their 500 lanțe of land, 
about the Costa brothers, Vasa and Nica from the same family, about the 

30 Mihai Eminescu.
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liberal Senator Constantin Diminescu – 1,000 hectares? – who might 
have been a gambler, according to Lucian Micu.

He then speaks about Gheorghe Breban and his 800 hectares and 
farms on the Banat plain with austere views altered by his former 
servants whom he put in possession of land, as the convictions he had 
acquired inside the Ploughmen’s Front dictated. A story that led to that 
of Guban the manufacturer from Timişoara who secured his future by 
ceding his factory before the nationalisation. Gheorghe Breban, Guban 
and Lucian Micu – people who sniffed around the times. He speaks 
about April 1943, when he came home and dropped by the mayor’s 
office, after he had been at disinfection ward in Săcălaz, where those 
who came from the front had to go.

One year after the king’s abdication, he was working for the 
mayor’s office in Ciacova, a conscientious clerk equipped with blunt 
and sharp pencils and wooden rulers – the tools with which he had 
compiled the files of the middle-class peasants, the chiaburi and other 
landowners, as well as the political files of the Maniu family, the 
liberals, Tito’s supporters, the Iron Guard members and others. A 
thorough clerk, Micu wrote his father’s name under the exploiters 
column because, having been a carpenter, he had had apprentices in 
1910. And in the same files he included the shepherds and their helpers. 
The district headquarters delegates came to him and said ‘Micu, this is 
too much,’ then asked him to revise the files and remove the exploiters 
from the Austro-Hungarian times. 

Nothing was known about the files Lucian Micu worked on. In 
1951, for Pentecost, he was at the ruga31 in Gad with the mayor, as 
secretary of the provisional commune committee. They both knew that 
many railway carriages had arrived at the station. The people stopped 
them in the street and asked, ‘What are these carriages for?’ ‘For the 
quotas,’ they answered, though they knew there were far too many 
carriages for the quotas. They knew something was wrong, but they 
could not put their finger on it. So Micu was in Gad with the mayor at 
the mayor’s cousin, who worked in a cauldron shop. They were drinking 
țuică. The villagers were at the annual ball in the house of culture, but it 

31 An annual party organised on the day the patron saint of a village is celebrated.
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wasn’t much of  a party. ‘I was sitting with the mayor’s cousin near a 
few bottles of țuică’, says Micu. ‘By midnight we sensed a suspicious 
commotion, soldiers and carts gathered on the streets. Curses, horse-
drawn military carts, cars, more soldiers. ‘It’s started,’ I told the mayor 
and we went home. The next day I got up early in morning. I wanted to 
scythe clover for my horses. As I was getting out of bed, someone 
knocked at my window: ‘Get up, something’s wrong, we have soldiers 
at the gate.’ I wanted to go to mayor’s office but the soldier at the gate 
stopped me. I told him who I was and where I was going and he let me 
pass. At the mayor’s office, agitation, strangers, army officers, 
militiamen with district and regional responsibilities screaming on the 
phone, secret police soldiers giving orders. A man comes to me and asks 
me, ‘Let me make a call to a regional party headquarters. I am the 
secretary from Ghilad’. I wanted to put him through to the telephone 
exchange operator, but instead of her I found some men who provided 
the telephone connections. A civilian wearing a short-sleeved shirt and 
a cap told me, ‘Sit down on and stop fidgeting.’ He showed me a chair 
in the hall. I sat there until two in the afternoon. I did not dare stand up 
for fear I might get into their way. I just sat there so that no one would 
notice me. From the conversation and the arguments I heard between 
the commanders I understood they were under terrible pressure. At two 
o’clock I rushed to my cousin. A lot of commotion and noise there too. 
The women were wailing and loading the cart with quilts and clothes, in 
the garden my cousin was emptying big barrels of țuică in the manure. 
‘I’d rather throw it away then let them drink it’, he explained to me. 
‘Get a demijohn and drink.’ 

Towards the evening I went to Ghilad: the village was deserted, 
there were many houses with the doors wide open, pigs out of their 
sties, sheep, chickens and horses running free, clothes that must have 
fallen from the carts. The rest of the people locked themselves inside. I 
saw only one or two men going to a neighbour. I came across the party 
secretary comes out, a Serb named Stoianov Dusan. He started crying 
like a baby when he saw me. ‘Micu, they took them all, my brother-in-
law, all of them.’

The next morning, I saw Alexandru Moghioroş at the railway 
station in Ciacova. He wore a leather cap that covered his eyes. Leaning 
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on a pillar, he watched the people wailing as the army put them in 
carriages. Now I realise that the lists had been drafted by the regional 
party office a long time before, they had worked on them starting with 
1948. They did not actually care who were exploiters and who were not. 
For example, Ion Bălan, who had many children, was on the list of 
exploiters because he had hired a hungry 14-year-old orphan to help 
him with his sheep. Ion Bălan came to Ciacova station with a broken 
buggy drawn by a donkey covered in bur. That buggy carried his eight 
children, his wife, his mother-in-law and a sow among a pile of clothes. 
The dog was tied to the back of the buggy. When Moghioroș saw him, 
he asked a secret police commander, ‘Is this what you call an exploiter? 
Send him home!’ 

Nevertheless, others, although rich, escaped deportation. Pera 
Spăriosu, who owned a tractor and a threshing machine and whose 
name had been on the list, managed to find someone called Spăriosu 
Petru from Obad who got deported in his place. Pera’s father-in-law was 
a party secretary in the Central Committee, so they looked for someone 
with a similar name.

The goods of the displaced went to rack and ruin. Many of them 
were gathered in heaps in the large hall of the National, as the house of 
culture in Ciacova was called. They piled up bedclothes and clothes of 
all kind and some delegates from Timișoara made the inventory of all 
the goods there. Valuable old German furniture, paintings on canvas, 
thousands of china figurines and all kinds of things a man has in his 
house were brought there and destroyed. Some were stolen, others 
requisitioned and then exchanged with cheap furniture, but most of the 
stuff was stolen with the help of the guards, who turned a blind eye. 
Delegates from the regional headquarters kept coming to make 
inventories and take over the goods. I remember that Benedek, the milk 
factory manager, took a new piano, nut furniture and leather chairs from 
the deported Șandrovici family. I had orders to fetch comrade Hegheș 
Traian, a party secretary from the regional headquarters, two trucks with 
armchairs, a bookcase and chests of drawers that had belonged to a 
lawyer called Mladin. Comrade Hegheș drew up papers for them and 
paid almost nothing. I’m not even sure the Mladins received the money. 
I must admit I was there too and I often heard them saying that now 
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justice was being done and that the rich reactionaries were done with. 
At the time I thought they were right, I believed in what they said. For 
example, I moved a Gypsy family with many children in a Slovakian 
reactionary’s house and when winter came the Gypsies burnt the doors 
and the floor and had blankets instead of doors. I sent them good strong 
chairs and other things from the National and every time I went to there 
the Gypsy man kissed my hand for taking care of them. I was glad to 
help the needy class.’

Counter-attack

Homo Sovieticus writes a letter to the Association of Former 
Bărăgan Deportees: “Certain individuals (we called them reactionaries, 
as the state bodies did) stood against this type of democracy (new life). 
They would not deliver their quotas or work their land in time, so that 
they might get small productions and consequently deliver smaller 
quotas (that was sabotage). They did not care that we had war obligations 
to the Russians; nor did they care about the urban population. Some had 
radio sets and listened to the Voice of America that mocked our 
democracy, our lifestyle. What was worse, the Americans promised to 
come and free us from the Russians, the communists. Had they travelled 
in wheelbarrows or carts, they would still have arrived in two or three 
years. But they never arrived. You, in Banat, objected to your 
obligations towards the state and did anti-government propaganda; you 
had your own share of such fine specimens there and they were 
deported. True, it was an abuse on the part of the Stalinist regime. But 
what choice did one have? Should you have been allowed to be up to 
your old tricks? To undermine the policy of the newly created state? 
That could not have been allowed. You raised your children into wealth 
with help from the state.

Some say the deportees worked less than they had at home. They 
lived to be over eighty. Consequently, not all the people were arrested. 
What’s done is done. Mistakes were made, as during the revolution. The 
accusations and the trials must stop. You who “suffered” in Bărăgan are 



the others (II) 155

too few. Think of how many died in the war. How many suffered in 
prison? Who should we take revenge on? Who should we kill? I know 
you want a pension for having been “deported to Bărăgan”. Miners and 
tube drives drivers want bigger salaries. But how could this poor 
country have paid you in the past ten years and how can she pay you 
now, since part of the citizens living in Bucharest and Timișoara hold 
all sorts of meetings and protests with support from the Gypsies, instead 
of working zealously for the restoration of the country.”
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In BRAcKets

●●● Beşenova-Veche ● today Dudeşti ● a village of Bulgarians ● 
founded in 1738 ●●● January 1951 ● elimination of the chiaburi ● four 
families are chosen ● Ganciov, nr. 1274 ● Mirciov, nr. 166 ● Petcov, nr. 
285 ● Velciov, nr. 169 ● their house gates open ● tens of carts wait at 
the gates, in the yard ● everything is taken ● grains ● smoked meat ● 
stewed fruit ● jams ● tomato bullion ● the bread on the table ● they say 
they have contributed their quota, but in vain ●●● 18 July 1951 ● 87 
families are deported ● 78 will go to Valea Viilor ● near Feteşti ● 9 at 
Frumuşiţa ● minutes are drawn up by militiamen and NCO’s ● they can 
hardly spell ● “barnes”, “barels” ● others speak of the class conflict ● 
they make a rigorous inventory ● “old blankets, a stove and hob to cook 
good food, one metal trough for bathing, one small cloth, 4 small 
glasses, 12 jars with dill, 5 old buckets, 5 photos, 7 hens laying eggs” ● 
but omit other things ● 4 horses and 2 colts ● 3 cows and 6 calves ● 6 
pigs and 26 piglets ● 3 sows ● 300 poultry ● 3 carts ● the ploughs ● 
the seeding machine ● the thresher ● the mechanic rake ● other tools ● 
and this only at no. 166 ●●● The Deportation journey ● three days ● a 
single woman, Ciocani Elisabeta ● she can’t water her horses in the 
stations ● one of them bites her hand ●●● Bărăgan ● Valea Viilor ● 
measures taken by the authorities ● barbed wire fence around the 
village farm ● so that the man may not come for water so often ● 
consequences ● the deportees drink water from the Borcea branch ● 
epidemic typhus ● Mirciov Ion (no. 918) 3 months old, dies ●●● among 
the deportees, Vasilcin Rocuş, 6 months old ● suffers from meningitis ● 
ends up in a mental institution ● dies in 1975 ●● the elderly and the 
widows cannot build adobe houses ● they will live five years in half-
dugout shelters ● see the case of Maniov Rafael and Marişka ● or 
Stoianov Gheorghe ● or Mirciov Cristina ●●● the blizzard in ’53 ● 
Petcov Matei has a large family ● they all live in one room ● one of his 
children dies ● he cannot bury him ● they cannot get out of the house ● 



In Brackets 157

they keep him in the garret for a week ● (this I also heard from someone 
else) ●● the same year ● Mirciov Maria makes clothes with her sewing 
machine ● at oil lamp ● the others snore ● nobody notices her feet are 
frostbitten ●●● The house of culture in Buliga ● Roncov Rafael, 15, 
walks around it ● a drunken secret police agent turns up ● he lets fly at 
the young boy ● fires his gun ● wounds the boy seriously ●●● flood 
time ● Uncle Petru Maniov is isolated in Borcea Island ● until he is 
found, he eats turtles fried in their own shell ●●● 25 Bulgarians from 
Beşenova died in Bărăgan ● the Ganciovs buried three of them there ●● 
Back to 1951 ● Popa Şapcă Jail in Timişoara ● Mirciov Ion is 
imprisoned for not paying his quotas ● he develops asthma in prison ● 
they release him after 6 months ● he will be free for a few days only ● 
deportation is next ● the Danube islands ● humid climate ● frequent 
attacks ● you see the fish thrown on the shore ● at its breathing efforts 
● you feel you choke ● Mirciov Ion dies a few weeks before they are 
released ● on the raw board of the coffin, a grandson writes his name 
with chalk ● “he was my grandfather”, adds Rafael Mirciov in brackets 
● he told us the whole story ●●● Thank you ●
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tHe DocUMents, At tHe seconD ReADInG

Taking care of man

It is wrong to believe that once taken to Bărăgan, the deportees 
were simply abandoned there. The bodies of the Ministry of Local 
Household and the Board of Ministers sent their delegates in the field 
from the beginning. These delegates found that “the dwellings in the 
new villages and part of the public buildings are wanting”. The solution 
to this problem came from the cabinet of minister P. Costache, who 
issued official letter no. 78088 of 30 September 1952; this inspired 
Circular Letter no. 36730 of the People’s Council of Bucharest Region. 
The Communal Supplies Department of the People’s Council of 
Călărași District wanted to exceed the expectations and drafted 
document no. 11902 of 24 October 1952, addressed to the Communal 
People’s Councils (we obtained the one sent to Ezerul = Cacomeanca 
Nouă) that were urged to prepare rigorous working schedules. The 
activities were to be overseen by supervisors especially appointed to 
this purpose, and the works were to be executed by the citizens of the 
commune with materials purchased for a price.

The  official letter issued by the minster surprises by the 
familiarity of the situation on the spot and the thorough measures 
grouped by emergencies:

Emergency I:
1. Mend the reed, rush, straw and tile covers with these materials 

to prevent water infiltration through the roofs.
2. Apply earth and whitewash on the outside walls to prevent 

absorption of humidity and moist walls.
3. Raise all chimneys higher than the roof ridge.
4. Fill the walls under the eaves up under the rafters with adobe 

or mud to prevent the draughts of air from blowing in the garrets.
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5. Fill the firewalls with adobe or other materials from the local 
resources in buildings with double-pitched roofs.

6. Replace the missing frames of the rooftop windows of the 
public buildings, including the windows to prevent the wind effects 
mentioned at point 4.

7. Replace all missing windows.
8. Build 1-foot earth benches as wide as the eaves of the building 

to prevent rainwater infiltrations into the walls.
9. Build all the roads and dig all necessary ditches in the village, 

as well as around buildings to drain water.

Emergency II:
1. Apply earth and whitewash on the inside walls.
2. Replace the messing sheet metal liners of chimneys and remove 

the parts where they are not well fitted.
3. Repaint the black plates where necessary to prevent rust.
4. Replace the missing single and double doors of the chimneys.
5. Apply rough coat or oil paint of exterior joinery.
6. Check the joinery for smooth operation and replace the faulty 

or missing ironwork.
7. Fix glass into window frames with putty.
8. Check the of operation and protection systems  of wells, 

replace the missing parts (guardrails, insertion of the cement tubes that 
have been left outside, wheels, levers, chains, ropes, buckets etc.) to 
ensure their smooth operation. Finish the works at the water towers.

9. Set up plantations to ensure the protection of buildings against 
the winds.

Emergency III:
1. Supply pumps for the drilled wells that are not operational; the 

necessary engines can be found the communal enterprises in Călăraşi 
and Brăila.

2. Replace the missing wooden parts (jack rafters, collar beams) 
and  bracings of the roofs of public buildings. 
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3. Set up small nurseries of black locusts, honey locusts etc. to be 
used for hedges around various places and the Civic Centre area in each 
village, to save wood.

(National Archives of Romania, Călăraşi County Branch, Ezerul 
Collection, file no. 10/1952, pages 1-3)

Excerpts from the files of the Provisional Committee of Jegălia 
Nouă Commune (Salcâmi)

13 August 1951
Comrade Djurici Anton: ‘There are some citizens who were 

chiaburi at home, but not that they’ve come here they have nothing. 
However, they were still considered chiaburi when the coupons were 
distributed.’

Comrade Antonovici Ecaterina: ‘How will people be supplied 
with reed for their roofs, given that the reed is about 25 km away from 
the village?’

20 March 1952, 6 p.m.:
President Mustăcioiu: ‘The clerks will be the first to contribute 

their quotas.’
On hearing these suggestions, all clerks are happy to agree with 

their obligations. Teacher Gavril: ‘The villagers will attend the lectures 
that are given at the cultural point every Sunday, to make persuasion 
work easier.’

The Provisional Committee of the New Village (Jegălia Nouă) 
finds it absolutely necessary to issue a Notification (7 August 1951) and 
a Communiqué (14 August 1951), because they have found the 
deportees were “completely slack” in building their houses. The 
displaced still hope to go back home very quickly. To shatter their 
illusions, the authorities insist that the dwellings must be finished by 20 
August. The deportees are forbidden to go to work at gostat and MTS’s. 
All forces and carts must be focused on the objectives of public interest 
in the new locality. Work will begin at 6 am, as soon as the siren blows. 
‘Those who are not present will be sued and will not receive anything 
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from the cooperative. (...) The cattle will be fed with the alfalfa growing 
on the huts. This will be replaced with wheat straw.’

*
In official address no. 104 of 31 January 1955, the head of the 

Personnel Department of the Timisoara Polytechnic Institute, Izsak 
Leopold urgently requires the People’s Council of Salcâmi Village data 
about the political, social and material situation of Turcan Petre both 
before and after August 23, 1944, in order to determine the social origin 
of his son, a student of the Faculty of Industrial Chemistry.

On the back of the paper with their reply, the local bodies specify 
that “the citizen ... is dislocated from Grabaț village Sânnicolau Mare 
district since 18 June 1951” and “have a house for living a horse and a 
cart”, working in the socialist sector at GAS Jegălia, but “we not know 
the reason for dislocation, nor politics, material state or social origin 
which can be obtained from the commune where he lived before.”32

*
As the last deportees leave their village, unavoidable robberies 

take place. GAS Jegălia (in official letter 944 of 28 August 28 1956) 
requires the People’s Council of Salcâmi Village to move the inhabitants 
of “Banat” (the quotation marks are meant to indicate that this is about 
individuals who only pretend to be from Banat) who have found shelter 
in the dwelling of someone named Albu, in the centre of the village, so 
that they are under stricter supervision, or even to cancel their right to 
live in that village, because they no longer work anywhere and all they 
do is steal maize.

In address no. 1514 of 5 November 5 1956, the People’s Council 
of Salcâmi requires the chief of Mărculeşti railway station that given 
that part of the citizens leave the village to move to other regions, and 
before they leave they destroy the state’s dwellings taking the doors and 
windows with them, his subordinates are not to let them get on a train 
unless they can produce a certificate proving they have handed over 
their houses and do not have any debts to the commune.

32 The reply was drafted with many mistakes.
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Such incidents do not stop the workers of the Jegălia stud farm, 
the mechanical section, to organize a ball on Saturday, 24 November 
1956, inviting the president of the People’s Council and his wife, as 
well as his subordinate clerks, assuring him that the guests will be 
offered good food and listen to “nice music.”

(NAR, Călăraşi County Branch, Salcîmi Collection, File no. 
12/1952, page 1 and the next; File 13-1951, pages 1-2; File 43/1955, 
page 1 and File 25/1956, pages 4-6)

Fragments of minutes taken at the meetings of the Borduşanii 
Noi (Lăteşti) Provisional Committee

22 January 1952. President Pater Stavre points out that “all 
villagers should fill the holes in front of their houses and clean the 
surrounding area”; “some of us have taken bread from GAS that must 
be paid.”

Comrade Momirov Vasile: “The first emergency is to mark the 
streets, dig the ditches and building the toilet at the People’s Council.” 
Comrade Samargiu Gheorghe: “In the future, the bread should be given 
only to those who deserve it (...).” Comrade Bayer Joseph has seven 
members in his household and receives only one half of loaf“. 7 
February 1952. President Pater Stavre: “Of all that was decided  at the 
meeting of 22 January 1952, nothing has been done.” “Comrade Tumba: 
“Every morning, the Executive Committee and the Council’s staff must 
read the editorial in the “Scânteia” newspaper collectively. 24 February 
1952. President Pater Stavre: “Concerning the strengthening of the new 
leu (...) all members of the Committee must take an interest in 
discovering and reporting all profiteers and chiaburi who do not comply 
with the CC of RWP and the Council of Ministers decision on the 
monetary reform.” Comrade Calmos: “Why is the mounted militia in 
Burduşani? They take carts from our village where the horses are weak, 
instead of taking them from the old Borduşani village.” Comrade 
Samargiu: “Part of the money made from selling should be used to buy 
cloth from the cooperative and make two flags for the committee.” 
Comrade Tumba: “It was suggested that the paper should be read 
collectively in the Committee, but this hasn’t been done so far.”
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From the report (covering the 6 July–10 August 1952 period) and 
drafted by Vasile Cameniță, the new President of the People’s Council: 
“Immediately after our installation we proceeded to take over all the 
goods of the commune and the entire inventory, on this occasion I 
realised the economic power and labour force in the commune. (...) As 
decided with the local sanitary bodies, visits are made every day, both 
at the dispensary and people’s houses as needed. The means of transport 
are provided all the time. Check that all yards are disinfect. (…) We was 
not vigilant enough (...) We haven’t discovered and unveiled all 
chiaburi and lazy citizens. (...) We wasn’t able to fulfil all out goals... 
(...), we didn’t make adobe for the corridor, nor the state’s sign (...) 
Difficulties. There are no supplies at the cooperative and no water in 
the village so one or two from each family skip work to make supplies 
from the market in Țăndărei-Feteşti and pay high price for food and go 
for water to Borcia 1-2 miles every day and do not work and time for 
work is (...) Commitments. In honour of the draft Constitution and 23 
August day, we committed to correct all shortcomings we will mobilise 
all labour forces and means of transports for performing the work at 
GAS Bordoșani. We will build the sign for the council, we will decorate 
the village for 23 August, we will use the well to take water with the 
bucket if we don’t get a pump. We will give all meat and milk quotas. 
We will call all workers working in other localities.”33

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Lătești Collection, File no. 
12/1952, pages 1-19 passim)

A song for seeding

In the arid Bărăgan plain, people had no way of escaping the 
frantic pace in which the country followed the great model of its Eastern 
neighbour to the letter.

The Cultural Section of the People’s Council of Călărași District 
sent a letter  (no. 2480/8 March 1955) to the People’s Council of Olaru 
Commune, for the house of culture, containing a list of songs that 
“reflect the present life of our villages“, insisting that “in the future you 
will enrich the repertoire of your choirs”. Songs such as The Woman 

33 The original text contains many mistakes.
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Tractor Driver, On the Joined Fields, In the Collective Farm Yard, Song 
for Seeding, by Gheorghe Bazavan, Teodor Bratu, Dumitru Botez, Jan 
Letoni and others are recommended. These indications seem 
superfluous, given the judiciously structured programme of the feast 
organised in the House of Culture in Olaru Village, “performed on the 
evening of 24 October 1954 in Dropia Commune, Călăraşi District, as 
part of the Romanian-Soviet Friendship Month“. The programme 
includes, besides the PRR and USSR anthems, reading the editorial in 
“România liberă” (We Celebrate the Soviet Book), Romanian, German 
and Soviet dances and songs. The letter is signed by the manager of the 
house of culture, E. Willert (?).

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Olaru Collection, File no. 
4/1954, pages 1-2 and 4)

 
“Let’s rely on the women’s commission!”
 

Strangely (and unilaterally!), from the archives of Fundata Commune 
there remained papers showing an interest in the work done with and by 
women. It was requested that booklet no. 55, Preserve as many 
vegetables for winter as possible and the thesis entitled Children of 
the Soviet Country should be read and explained to the women. In 
addition, it was requested that a briefing about how the event developed 
should submitted to the district organisational section. The District 
Council also demanded that women should be engaged in fulfilling the 
tasks of the planning, sometimes in detail: setting up support committees 
for activities such as mending and washing the laundry in kindergartens 
and hospitals or removing thistles from the grazing ground.

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Fundata Collection, pages 2-4)

Between Great Stalin’s procurement policy and the frantic 
bureaucracy of clerk no. 2, Josef B.

Compared to the documents from other deportation places, the 
papers from Dâlga are enthusiastic and optimistic. An explanation could 
be that the community there was stronger, given that is was closer to the 
capital city, and after the restrictions had been removed a good deal of 
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the deportees remained and even received assistance from other areas of 
dislocation. Many of them settled there because they had no other 
choice, some even grew to believe that that was the land of their 
dreams. We had this impression confirmed when we visited that place.

On 8 June 1955, clerk nr. 2, Iosif Beiszer, who dealt with the civil 
status registry and the administrative section at the People’s Council, 
drafted an exuberant report. He boasts that that he always has “great 
tasks” ahead and works two to five hours longer than the rules require 
every day. This fanatic of thorough administration work feels very well 
under the burden of numberless complicated civil status cases that he 
must solve for Aromanians, Bessarabians, Bukovinians and Germans 
who lived under several reigns. At the time of the report, he registers 
1,642 letters and in the first half of the year he exceeds the share of 
requests for obtaining civil status documents. Of the 732 requests, he 
has already solved 50%.

A touch of (intentional?) humour also appears in the report on 
contracting (1 January–30 June 30 1955) signed by Dumitru Munteanu, 
President of the People’s Council, and Gheorghe Dima, an employer of 
the procurement department of the Dâlga branch of the Pelinu 
cooperative. The report mentions the “great Stalin” when it defines 
collections as the Fundamental State policy, and the “great Lenin,” 
whose teachings still inspire those concerned with contracting and 
procurement, regardless of what they procure: milk, pigs, eggs, rape 
or beans.

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Dâlga Collection, File no. 
17/1955 passim)

Trace removal (a stage study)

A memorandum prepared by the Executive Committee of the 
People’s Council of Viişoara Commune [1961(?)] speaks about “the 
restructuring of the village hearth” according to the specific features of 
the locality, where “the number of the inhabitants is never stable as in 
other communes, because the population fluctuates”, so the empowered 
bodies were unable to provide accurate reports. The intrusion without 
prior notice and documents of the Mărculești State Farm in the arable 
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lands of Viişoara Commune only added to the confusion. Consequently, 
a joint commission led by Comrade Andrei Constantin, Vice-President 
of the District People’s Council checked the facts in the field and found 
that on the street “G”, of a row of houses three were uncovered, and two 
were covered with reeds and not registered in the demolition permit. 
Then comrade Mercuţ Valeriu, manager of Mărculești GAS, said that 
“in his opinion, the commune should be dissolved”.

Once back to the headquarters, Comrade Andrei Constantin and 
the manager “propose that the District should be proposed [sic!] to 
obtain an authorisation for the demolition of 16 houses“.

In an effort to provide the socialist agriculture land that gave rich 
crops, GAS Mărculeşti ignored the convention and demolished the two 
houses on “G” Street. The Viişoara People’s Council informed the 
District that in turn ordered that “these 2 houses be rebuilt within 10 
days.” The order was conveyed to GAS Mărculeşti, which must start 
rebuilding the houses, “but they haven’t started anything yet.”

The concern of Viişoara People’s Council Executive Committee 
has nothing to do with sentimentalism; it must be linked to the tendency 
of reducing the village hearth through the expansion of the gostats and 
the tasks received from the upper echelon, hard to put into practice by 
“destroying a larger number of dwellings, what [sic!] M.A.I [Ministry 
of Domestic Affairs] no longer has where to accommodate the 
inhabitants with compulsory residence.” The solution given by Viişoara 
People’s Council is conciliatory: the commune should “keep what it has 
at present, and GAS should keep what it has taken”, so that Viişoara, 
with a number of 246 families and 600 souls, “may increase this number 
with inhabitants having compulsory residence“ [sic!].

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Viișoara Collection, File no. 
116/1962, p. 11-12)

The administration and the spirit of the party
(Comrade Stanciu Florica case, connected with comrade Baranga 

Ştefan case)

Seen from the dialectics of the new order, the Viişoara People’s 
Council Executive Committee was in (non-antagonistic!) contradiction 
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not only with the greedy Mărculești GAS, but also with itself, as 
revealed in the report prepared by the president of that body. The result: 
an inevitable qualitative leap.

At the meeting of 13 November 1961, comrade Stanciu Florica 
was under debate. She was a clerk within the civil status section and her 
performance was flawed (“she is not good at what she does”, “she has 
an inappropriate attitude towards her bosses”). Although he had 
previously complained that he “doesn’t know what to do with this girl”, 
Comrade Baranga Ştefan, the Council’s accountant, changed his attitude 
inexplicably during the meeting, “seeking to cover up these flaws” and 
questioning the competence of the control bodies; “he was not satisfied 
with that”, but he managed to confuse the members of the Executive 
Committee when they were debating whether to fire her or not, so they 
abstained from voting. 

Speaking about himself, as the protocol of crowned heads 
dictated, the president of the Executive Committee, whose name has 
unfortunately been lost, emphasised that “on taking the floor, the 
President of the Executive Committee underlined comrade Baranga’s 
unhealthy position that must be analysed in the first meeting of the 
Executive Committee”.

The events did not end there. The night was not a good counsellor 
for those involved in them. At 8 in the morning, comrade Stanciu 
Florica went to the Executive Committee Secretary’s office to sign the 
attendance book. The secretary found it appropriate to highlight her 
flaws repeatedly. That moment comrade Baranga Ştefan dashed into the 
office and said, ‘You bastard, why are you always against Florica? You 
jerk, you came here to put order the People’s Council? I led this Council 
for seven years and we never had such talks. You are a party member, 
you piece of shit [...] I’ll crack your head with this padlock...” 

Well trained for the class conflict, comrade secretary “kept his 
temper, trying not to say anything to contradict him” and got scratched 
with the keys on his face.

Comrade Seizu Ion, the cashier of the Council, turned up at an 
[un]timely moment. He heard Baranga’s dirty words and wondered 
whom he was cursing like that. Comrade secretary felt obliged to 
“explain everything to him”, “taking into account that comrade Seizu is 
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a party member and sees things from the party’s point of view”, then he 
went to the District Headquarters “to report what had happened”, 
leaving comrade Seizu and comrade Baranga alone. Comrade Seizu 
admonished comrade Baranga, but the latter persisted in his “unhealthy 
attitude.”

Again, the President’s firm voice was heard. He noted that it was 
not the first time that comrade Baranga Ştefan “behaved improperly in 
the People’s Council. He had removed two 20-lei stamps from two 
producer certificates that had been cancelled and sold them to certain 
citizens like Hâncu Ana, who obtained a producer certificate for herself. 
In case of a control, the two stamps would have to be paid by comrade 
secretary”.

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Viișoara Collection, File no. 
102/1961, p. 1-2/136-137)

A contribution to Trace Removal

“Established in 1951, Pelican Commune was short-lived, being 
inhabited by citizens with compulsory residence coming from other 
parts of the country. At the beginning it was called Borcea Nouă, then 
Pelican. It was dissolved in 1960 [...] The documents that have been 
preserved – decisions and publications, activity reports, accounts, 
correspondence with the superior bodies, orders, memos and instructions, 
payrolls, agricultural registers, various statistical situations, budgets, 
censuses and minutes provide us with information about the activity 
carried out by the People’s Council Executive Committee and the 
inhabitants of the commune to fulfil their economic and social tasks... “

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Pelicanu 178 Collection, 
Preamble)

The euphemism and the class conflict 

Despite the bureaucratic euphemisms, the persecution regime of 
the deportees started threateningly from the very beginning. The official 
letter no. 24.405 issued urgently on 3 July 1951, bearing the headlines 
of the People’s Republic of Romania, the Ialomița Region People’s 
Council and the Health Department, and signed by a physician (M. 
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Solomon) and a head of a department (illegible signature), drastically 
restricted the right to specialised medical assistance at the Călărași 
Polyclinic of those called settlers and located within the Vasilescu Vasia 
site “until further orders”. The settlers had to be “referred to by the 
colony physician” (emphasis added by the senders of the letter), the 
colony being the locality of the deportees, provided that their affections 
were beyond “the sanitary possibilities of the camp”. Camp is another 
synonym for the status of those who were abusively removed from their 
homes.

In a letter dated 20 July 1951, the brave colony physician (Dr. Gh. 
Gr...a), requires (asks) the People’s Council to approve the building of 
17 beds, because those existing on the farm “cannot be borrowed in the 
camp“. The petition comes after a request to approve the “building of 
board wall (a screen) to make a waiting room in the dispensary.”

A priest (Luscalu Ion) was considered displaced. He learnt to live 
with that, but what was worse was that he hadn’t received his pension 
for September 1951 (four months before), because the “Provisions 
Department in Turnu Severin blocked his endeavours”, “although he 
wrote them “for the fourth time” and even wrote “Long live PRR!” At 
the end of his letter.

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, File 5-1951, pages 1, 2, 4)

Tables, petitions, resolutions

We may be tempted to smile at the clumsy text below, but the 
smile will soon freeze on our lips.

“Comrade President / I make a legal challenge within the legal 
deadline against the taxes that I have to pay because I am 66 years old 
and have a double hernia for which I have a Medical Certificate and 
cannot work, having a son in the army. One ox is mine and one is his. 
His wife has a little baby and cannot work make a living. Please order 
to reduce my tax because I cannot work. Long live the People’s 
Republic of Romania. Petre Untaru and Alexandrina C. Untaru. Borcea 
Commune” (Registered under no. 1129 / 14.10.1952).34

34 The original text contains many mistakes.
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In a similar situation was Cârcior Petre, a locksmith, mysteriously 
deported from Cireşu Commune, Turnu Severin District, Gorj Region, 
where he had had 2.50 ha of arable land, 1 ha of pasture, 1 ox, 1 cow, 1 
horse, 1 house. In Borcea, where was the chief of the GAS tractor 
drivers team, he has a house and one chicken and a gross salary of 348 
lei from which he has to support his wife, his children aged 3 and 1 and 
his 65-year-old mother. Nevertheless, he is included in the maximum 
category (among the chiaburi) and he feels deeply wronged.

In order that the relentless authorities should understand that they 
are starving and cannot pay the abusive taxes, people become pathetic 
(84-year-old Alexandru Corlățeanu supports his wife and her sister with 
his 245-lei pension, and to pay the taxes he must sell their some of their 
clothes) or angry (back there, Ion I. Dicu had 8 hectares of arable land 
“scattered on the hills around the village, so it was poor land”, the rest 
was unproductive land, “on which I myself planted black locust tree 
seedlings”; the 2 oxen, the cow, the sow, a plough and harrow were still 
there; his grandfather was a servant to landowners; now he works at 
GAS, “I make a living working hard with my arms, I have a room in 
which I live”). We do not know how the authorities solved the petitions 
of Micșa Simion (a war invalid who “shouts Long live the fight for 
Peace”), Molin Martin (who crawls from one place to another), 
Constantin Lascu or Botoș Iosif, but we can guess it, given that, as the 
great Stalin teaches us, the class conflict intensifies and the enemy 
should not be shown mercy.

In addition, three cases from a Report on the inhabitants with a 
“difficult situation”, prepared by the Provisional Committee of Borcea 
Commune that has 32 family heads. Of these, six have tuberculosis, 
one is paralysed, five are crippled and three are between 81 and 90 
years old.

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Pelicanu Collection, File 1/1952, 
pages 1-4)

That the authorities were determined to put an end to petitions is 
also clear from the way they replied to Weinhara Robert who on 28 
February 1953 asked for a certificate that he was the sole supporter of a 
family consisting of his mother (62), his wife (30) and daughter (3). He 
needed the certificate to clarify his military status. The reply was that 
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“once you are married, you are an independent from your parents, and 
our instructions in this regard do not allow us to satisfy your demand.”

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Pelicanu Collection, File 3/1953, 
page 1)

There are also tables with deportees who ask to be sent to an 
elderly home, individuals that are missing (fugitives) or arrested, in a 
sanatorium, working in other deportation areas, reserve officers 
(Severineanu Belizar Esculap is an administration colonel and Păunel 
Ilariu Iulius, a lieutenant, is a farming expert at Roșeți GAS).

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Pelicanu Collection, File 
17/1952, pages 1-4 and File 10/1954)

Other tables and records

In Giurgenii Noi / Răchitoasa meticulous documents about the 
displaced employees of institutions and enterprises (clerks in people’s 
councils, teachers, cooperative employees, railway experts, post office 
clerks) had been drafted since 2 August 1951.  The heading includes the 
individuals’ names, the number of the lot with which they arrived 
(highest figure: 738), their position, length of service, the institution / 
enterprise they worked for, their salary, and the last time he was paid.

In the following weeks, tables were drawn with the elderly who 
were incapacitated and those who could carry out easier tasks; tables 
with high school students and faculty students, with those who 
graduated seven grades; tables with food coupons. And because there 
was a German section at school, a list of the teachers teaching there 
(Weismandl Emilia, Günter Paraschiva, Zelezeanu Jaluțchi Mihai, 
Schütz Ioan, Küchel Nicolae, Martin Agnes, Racz Gheorghe).

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, Răchitoasa Collection, File 
3/1951 passim)

Taking care of the common goods

Because a certain amount of nails (about 2,100 kg) had remained 
from the building of the new village, the People’s Council of Constanța 
County ordered the Feteşti People’s Council to request the Giurgenii-



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation172

Noi People’s Council to deliver the stock it had in custody to several 
units — “Avântul” Breeding Farm from Neculai [sic!] Bălcescu, 
“Victoria” from Techirgiol, “Steaua” from Adamclisi, “ November 7” 
from Feteşti etc. — and draw up minutes.

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Răchitoasa Collection, File 
7/1952, p. 5)

Taking care of man and animal alike

Mythogenesis is evoked when repairs become necessary. Over 
time, the reed roofs rotted and water penetrated deportees’ houses. In 
letter no. 391 of 4 October 1954, the Olaru Commune Council asks the 
Călărași District People’s Council “for an amount of reed for roof 
repairs (...) about ten thousand piles.”

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, File 1/1954, pages 132, 218)

President... (illegible signature) turned Neculescu Vetuţa in to the 
authorities. She “had been living by [sic!] this commune since 1951”. 
Deported to Bărăgan by the secret police because she was “an enemy of 
the working class through her actions against the regime, exploitation 
of others and sabotage. Currently she had TBC and lies in bed, 
consequently this has been released to help her obtain the familiar (sic!) 
state aid.”

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, File 1/1954, pages 132, 218)

Cattles are mentioned in the communist archives in individual 
cases. Thus, the animal population census section of Călăraşi District 
requires the representatives of the People’s Councils to clarify the 
situation following the escape into the Bărăgan plain of the following 
cattle:

1. “One yellowish cow, earmarked, 8 years old; property of Nistor 
Cristea from Crucea”.

2. “One brownish-yellow heifer, horns of the circle, right ear fork-
shaped, branded on the left side, property of Badea Paraschiva from 
Ruşet.”

(NAR, Călărași County Branch, File 4/1953, Olaru Collection, 
page 26)
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Other pastoral life aspects: “Measures will be taken that everyone 
who has slaughtered cattle and sheep deliver the skins to Călărași DCA. 
The veterinary agent will check the mating and gestation registers and 
all cows will be checked. The private tanners will be controlled and any 
cow or sheep skins will be confiscated and delivered to Călărași DCA”. 

(Letter no. 18880/11.11.1953 of the Executive Committee of 
People’s Council of Călăraşi District, in File 4/1953, Olaru Collection, 
NAR Călăraşi, page 59).

Recommendations with a psychotherapeutic and spiritual touch: 
“The executive committees of the people’s councils shall not hold 
meetings with all the peasants who have not delivered their quotas. 
These will be called in groups of 3-5 and the president (...) and the 
collector will talk to them, persuading them to deliver their quotas and 
sign a written commitment stating the date by which they will deliver 
them. The chief of the militia in the commune will participate in these 
discussions without interfering. The chiaburi and the stubborn or 
rebellious peasants will be called individually by the militia chief as 
well. He will talk to them and persuade them to deliver their quotas. (...) 
Seizures or suing the producers will occur only after all other means of 
persuasion to fulfil their obligations to the state, both taxes and quotas, 
have been exhausted.”

(Letter no. 18870/11.11.1953, Executive Committee of the 
Călărași People’s Council, NAR, Călărași County Branch, File 4, Olaru 
Collection, page 63)

Widow Olaru of the deceased Olaru from Olaru village requests 
funeral aid from the Olaru commune Provisional Committee on 8 
October 1953. 

The physician of Olaru commune is a brave man. In the letter to 
the Provisional Committee of the commune he describes the condition 
of the dwellings that are not whitewashed, although “there have been 
infectious and contagious diseases and the dwellings are on the verge of 
collapsing, since they are built and coated with earth”. The dwellers are 
not to blame: “It is not the owners’ fault. The whitewash is scarce. 
Whitewash not only disinfects, but also protects buildings. Given the 
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above, please make the necessary arrangements  (letter no. 98 of 23 
September 1953 was addressed to the Executive Committee of the 
Călărași District People’s Council) that  20,000 lumps be sent to Olaru 
Commune.”

The Municipal Household Department of the People’s Council of 
Călărași District gives precious indications to the Olaru Commune 
Provisional Committee: “Because it has been found that there are 
dwellings that have not been repaired and the rainy season is coming, 
take urgent measures that all dwellers mend their houses by sticking the 
walls and mending their roofs with straw that is abundant now in the 
threshing period. You will be directly responsible in case of non-
performance.”

The Social Provisions Department of the People’s Council of 
Călărași District requires the People’s Council of Olaru commune “to 
issue one certificate for Ghimpel Ana and one Eugenia Reabenev, 
stating that they do not live in cohabitation. The certificate is required 
urgently for the AFS files (?)”. The same department issued another 
letter by which comrade Valeriu Mârza is summoned to the headquarters 
at no. 9, Stalingrad Street “to provide information about the aid given 
for his deceased father Triza Trifan’s funeral. Failure to present will 
lead to the suspension of his pension”. Signed by the head of the 
department, Ponolimache, and chief-clerk Petre. Mârza signed on a 
corner of the letter to acknowledge receipt.

The Commercial Department of the People ‘s Council in Călărași 
District also assaults Olaru Commune with letter no. 10559 of 13 June 
1953, notifying the co-operative that “on 30 May 1953 a number of 160 
(one hundred and sixty) food coupons for July were stolen from a 
shopkeeper in Zimnicea District, Piatra Commune. The coupons have 
the following series (...). In order to discover the thief, you will inform 
the shopkeepers that they are to check the series of the coupons that will 
be presented to them in June. Under no circumstances are they to 
deliver food rations for separate coupons. Any coupon bearing one of 
the above series will be retained, and the commercial department of the 
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Călăraşi district or town and the militia will be notified immediately.“ 
Signed by the president and the head of the commercial department, I. 
Calaj.

Other facts and events in the world of cattle breeders, i.e. cows 
and horses that disappeared without a trace or turned up all of a sudden. 
The following animals were lost:

“1. One bay horse, parted mane, white spot on the left back leg, 
IPL brand on the right back foot, missing part of the right ear, 12 years 
old, property of Marin T. Iancu from Cacomeanca Commune. 

2. One bay mare, parted mane, starred, white spot on back left 
leg, 3 years old, property of the Aurel Dumitra from Cacomeanca. 

3. One bay filly, half-cut mane, cut tail, white spot on the head, 
blind in the right eye, 1 year old, can be found at the common stockyard 
in Cacomeanca Commune.”

The displaced old woman Wild Ecaterina died in Olaru Commune 
on the evening of 14 May 1953. She had no relatives in the commune 
and was supported for a while by the displaced Scripii Grigore, who 
lived with Fränzen Ecaterina. When the two volunteered to go to the 
Canal, the old woman was left alone for some time. She was buried by 
Quint Iosif, who “started taking her belongings”. At Fränzen Ecaterina’s 
request, the authorities went to Quint Iosif’s place and wrote down in 
the minutes “all that was found in the house and that the dwellers who 
had taken a part of the old woman’s things brought them back.” 
Regarding this confusing situation, the Provisional Committee of Olaru 
Commune asked for advice from the Călărași District People’s Council.

All the above documents are part of File 4/1953 Olaru Collection, 
NAR Călăraşi.

Valea Viilor Collection

From the field on the stage then to the library. And back: 
fragments from a report presented at a meeting of the staff in charge of 
culture in Valea Viilor Commune.
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“Our country is undergoing a transition from capitalism to 
socialism (...) For the proper development of the cultural revolution, our 
democratic-popular government has provided the necessary material 
conditions. (...) Thus, in our commune, a cultural centre was opened in 
the autumn of 1951 (when the newly arrived deportees had not even had 
time to unload their carts, let alone build dwellings – authors’ note). To 
this end, the cultural department of the Fetești District has provided this 
cultural centre with books for the library in the following languages: 
Romanian, Russian, German, Hungarian and Serbian. In 1953, from our 
own means and the commune’s budget, books and scores for choir and 
orchestra worth 350 (three hundred and fifty) lei were purchased. (...) 
With the help of the local “1 May” Handicraft Cooperative, the teachers, 
the sanitary employees and the Provisional Committee members, we 
have managed to determine the citizens of the commune to help us 
finish the building (the House of Culture – authors’ note) by donating 
adobe bricks,  money and grains. Consequently, we have rebuilt the 
north wall, made the roof, the windows, the floor and the stage. Despite 
our efforts, the building is not ready. We still have to finish parts of the 
scene, to mend doors and windows, the ceiling and the chimneys. All 
this would have been finished if Provisional Committee had insisted 
more (...) In addition to the Cultural Centre, following team work were 
active:

1. A team of lecturers consisting of 12 teachers, the employees of 
the medical dispensary and the employees of the Provisional Committee. 
Supervisor: comrade Raţiu Ion.

2. A mixed choir consisting of 35 people conducted by comrade 
Gârneț Mihai.

3. A theatre troupe consisting of the primary and secondary school 
students 5 young graduates.

4. A dance team led by comrades Mezin Maria and Jurca Elena.

(...) The most popular books in our library were those written by 
Soviets authors, titles such Virgin Soil Upturned, The Young Guard, And 
Quiet Flows the Don as well as Mitrea Cocor by M. Sadoveanu etc. (...) 
One of the difficulties we encountered was the lack of guidance from 
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the District Cultural Department, whose representatives have never 
visited us. Another problem concerning the involvement of the young 
people in our cultural activities was that most villagers worked for 
enterprises away from the village and came home once or twice a 
month. That is why during the farm works season our cultural activity 
was poor and sustained by the elementary school pupils.”

(NAR, Ialomița County Branch, Valea Viilor Collection, File 
79/1954, pages 8-12)

Harry Brauner’s compulsory residence
 

After the echoes of the choral songs died, six years after the deportees 
had returned home, in 1962, a genuine folk singer recently returned 
from the political prison appeared on the streets of Viişoara. Although 
he had been assigned compulsory residence, our man had to ask the 
authorities for a house: “Comrade President, I, the undersigned Harry 
Brauner, having been assigned 24-month compulsory residence in 
Viișoara on 27.01.1962, pray assign me a dwelling in this commune 
where I am about to settle. 

Viişoara, 13.02. 1962. We Fight for Peace. Signed by Harry 
Brauner, to the President of the Viişoara Commune.”

After a one-month delay, the Harry Brauner’s request was finally 
approved on the corner of his letter: ‘House no. 38 on V. R. Street. 
Comrade Codreanu will prepare the documents.’ Illegible signature.

“The People’s Council of Viişoara Commune, Executive 
Committee, no. 186 of 17.03 1962, to comrade Brauner Harry from 
Viişoara. Regarding your request registered under the above number, 
we inform you that you are assigned house no. 38 on Vasile Roaită 
Street. You will present yourself to the People’s Council for the 
preparation of the legal documents. You will keep the house in the best 
state possible. You are not permitted to destroy it or cut the existing 
trees. Upon leaving the village you will hand over the house in the best 
condition to the People’s Council. President, illegible signature, 
secretary, Popescu”



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation178

“Minutes concluded today, 17.03.1962, between the undersigned 
Mioara Codreanu, responsible for the materials, hand over to and 
Brauner Harry the following materials in house no. 38:

1. 3 (three) door foils
2. 8 (eight) frames
In witness thereof, the parties have signed these minutes Handed 

over by... Taken over by... Illegible signatures
(File 116 of 1962, pages 106-108, Viişoara Commune Collection, 

NAR Ialomița)
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Harry Brauner’s request for transfer from house no. 38  
to house no. 37 on Vasile Roaită Street.
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A certificate for retiring a horse
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Student Reiter Ioan, a fourth-grade graduate, requests to be 
 registered in the fifth grade
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Student Reiter Ioan’s graduation certificate
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This text is translated at pages 184-185.
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Committee for Settling Labour Disputes of the District Union Trade 
Committee of Employers of the Education

Street no. 2, Sânnicolau Mare

MINUTES

Taken today, 25 August 1953

The committees consisting of:
1. President: Mariescu Iosif, delegate of the District Union Trade 

Committee
2. Secretary: Kerpinișan Dragomir, delegate of the Education 

Department
3. Member: Carp Ioan, delegate of the Education Department
4. Member: Stroe Constantin, delegate of the District Union Trade 

Committee
Notified by the District Education Department through File 

10/1953, concerning comrade Micin Dușan, substitute teacher at the 
Serbian Elementary School in Sâmpetru-Mare, for which a hearing was 
scheduled for today, has convened to trial the case.

At the roll call, inspector Caza Aurel was present on behalf of the 
District Education Department. The said Micin Dușan, being dislocated, 
was absent.

Court proceedings are complete. –
The plaintiff was given the floor and who showed that Micin 

Dușan comes from a family of chiaburi that has exploited very many 
servants. As a secondary school graduate, he was employed in the 
educational system due to the lack of personnel. He does not have a 
teaching method or training. His education was unrealistic. He is totally 
disinterested in the school-related problems and he is very slack in his 
work and his professional training. At present he has been displaced by 
the Militia. He asks to be removed from the educational system.

The defendant is absent.
Having analysed the documents in the file and taking into 

consideration the report of the Education Department, the Disputes 
Committee finds that the said Micin Dușan cannot be a member of the 
teaching staff and makes the following
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DECISION
Admits the consideration of the case and the termination of the 

employment agreement between MIP and Micin Dușan, former 
substitute teacher at the Serbian School in Sâmpetru-Mare, on 1 
September 1953, in compliance with art. 20 letter of the Labour Code.

The present decision shall be notified to the defendant.
Made today, 25 August 1953, with appeal rights within 10 days.

President, secretary, members — illegible signatures
I have read and understood the above today, 5 September 1953
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ILIe AnD IosIF

I am staying with Mr. Iosif Stoienel on the terrace of his house on 
Paris Street, in Timișoara. We are drinking țuică prepared by himself 
from pears somewhere in the country. He wanted to talk to me by all 
means. “I know you have studied the Bărăgan deportations thoroughly. 
You know one thousand and one events. I would like to tell you about 
my teacher there. That’s all. I would love to see his name be mentioned 
in the book.”

They were assigned compulsory residence in Olaru Village, 
fifteen kilometres from Călăraşi. One year later, the name of the village 
was changed to Roșeții-Noi. Mr. Stoienel specifies that the word Nou/
Noi (“New”) was added to the names of the deportees’ settlements so 
that their precise number would remain known. Such settlements 
appeared only as hamlets of the local villages. At the time of the 
deportation, Mr. Stoienel was eleven and a half years old. He was not 
allowed to attend the full-time secondary school. He could only attend 
the part-time courses. He approved the course without frequency. He 
was lucky to be in the same village with Gheorghe Raia, who taught 
physics and chemistry and was born in Nicolinț, the Serbian Banat, in 
1910. He had been the headmaster of Dragalina Secondary School in 
Oraviţa, a school renowned throughout Banat, at the same level with 
Caransebeş Secondary School, both better than the Romanian schools 
in Timișoara. Gheorghe Raia’s wife, Elena, taught French. Her husband 
had the idea of   organising in our village and educational system similar 
to John Locke’s monitoring system for students attending part-time 
courses in Călărași. The secondary school students in Roșeții-Noi were 
taught at the primary school for free. The idea was that these boys and 
girls do would not lag behind the other students. Raia learned 
mathematics side by side with the eleventh grade students. He had the 
best of them teach the tenth grade, and the latter teach the ninth and the 
eighth grades. His wife taught French simultaneously to all the students 
included in this system: they were about twenty. Both of them refused 
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money. They accepted small gifts for Saint George’s Day and the Holy 
Emperor Constantine and Empress Helena Feast – crystalware, china 
figurines and small fur items bought for a ridiculous price from former 
inter-war personalities who had been assigned compulsory residence in 
Bărăgan. 

Raia knew how to create and maintain, among huts and maize 
fields, a cultural life similar to the experience gained during the years of 
the bourgeois-landlord exploitation, in the Banat of fanfares, balls in the 
Garden or the Maskenball organised as frequently as the chirvai35, tonic 
tombolas and demonstrative contests of volunteer firefighters  with 
Habsburg helmets, feathers and threads. The Banat of Tata Oancea and 
the old ploughmen journalists. In the reed-roofed shelter, Mr. Raia, an 
excellent chess player, organized simultaneous exhibitions every 
Sunday. He directed, with his part-time students, A Stormy Night36 and 
The Government Inspector37. He used to challenge the smarter peasants 
to solve math problems that he related to everyday life: ‘One litre of 
răchie drips from the still in one hour. In the next half an hour – another 
half a litre, and so on. How much răchie38 did Uncle X make in the two 
days when it was his turn to use the still?’ Mr. Stoienel’s father, who 
was in Bărăgan because he had a still and a threshing machine, loved 
this practical way of understanding mathematics. The teacher knew that 
without experiments, physics and chemistry are almost useless and 
that’s why he tried to make an experiment out of anything, improvising 
from nothing. Actually, Mr. Iosif Stoienel was also a teacher of physics 
and chemistry and confesses that there is a direct link between the 
profession he had chosen and the lesson of Teacher in Bărăgan. The 
wife of the former Minister of Agriculture Cesianu was also deported to 
Bărăgan and taught French for four lei per hour. 

The secondary school students from Roșeții-Noi (former Olaru), 
who were considered enemies of the people, were not allowed to sit for 
their exams in Călărași, although they were registered at that secondary 
school. For this reason, the students from three or four settlements 

35 A feast held on the anniversary of the foundation of a church.
36 A comedy by the Romanian playwright Ion Luca Caragiale.
37 A satirical play by Nikolai Gogol.
38 A synonym of țuică.
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around Călărași (Olaru, Vasilescu-Vasia, Iezer) were taken to a cattle 
farm 2.5 miles from the town twice a year, where the teachers came by 
sleighs in winter and by buggies in summer. The parents paid for their 
trip. There were two large halls on the farm, which became the girls’ 
bedroom and the boys’ bedroom. They were about eighty in total, 
almost the same number of boys and girls. The exams took place in one 
of the bedrooms where a table was brought for the papers with the 
subjects. The day before the exams, the boys made a fire in the girls’ 
bedroom in the ovens. As they did not have wood, they used cotton 
seeds that were denser than water. If you used too much cotton seed, the 
ovens might explode. This happened one night in the girls’ bedroom and 
the children worked for three hours to mend the cracks. The stables 
required the regime of a boarding school. The older students gave orders 
and the younger ones obeyed. They even had a schedule for bringing 
water, which was about 130 feet from this teaching-learning camp. 

In the winter of 1954, the high school students in the stables woke 
up completely isolated. Even bringing water was a problem. The future 
teacher Iosif Stoienel, the thinnest of all, was spared this chore for fear 
the wind might blow him. The wind had covered everything in snow. If 
it hadn’t been for them, the people’s enemies’ children, the cows and 
the calves would have died, because nobody could reach the stables. 
The only grown-up, teacher Cojocaru, the father of one of Stoienel’s 
classmates, climbed the little ones in the garret so they could throw the 
snow from there, and told the older ones to clear the access paths to the 
farm. When the bad weather had passed and the farm management had 
taken over its duties again, a party was organised and  two calves were 
sacrificed for these students. As for the exam, it was put off the  weather 
improved.

They found out later what happened in the village while they were 
isolated in the stables. The people had broken the wall between the 
dwelling and the stable to clean the stables and feed their cattle. 
Because they had no water, they melted the snow. And because they 
were blocked by the blizzard, they dumped their faeces in the same 
place where they took the snow for water.

Because of the cold, small groups of children could be seen 
around the irrigation channels, collecting cotton sticks 14-15 inches 
long and thick as a finger. In the first days, because of the negligence of 



Ilie and Iosif 189

the authorities, the deportees’ children came into contact with the 
political prisoners on the cotton plantations. One of the prisoners 
separated from his group and managed to approach the children and 
whisper, ‘Children, tell the others that Vidrighin is here.’ “I didn’t know 
what that prisoner wanted,” says Mr. Joseph, smoothing the tablecloth 
absent-mindedly. ‘Now I realise that he hoped his family would find out 
he was a live, although he had the same chance as those who almost 
who throw a bottle with their message into the ocean.’

After the prisoners were evacuated, a barrack remained. After a 
while, Cotton Section Three was formed around it. The children worked 
side by side with their parents. The quota was 1,000 square feet a day. 
They were paid ten lei and ten bani, of which five lei and twenty bani 
were retained for food. Their section belonged to Modelu gostat: the 
manager, a good man, was Alexandru Bârlădeanu’s nephew. Mr. Iosif 
Stoienel’s father became a team leader, “the highest position a deportee 
could hope for. Three or four teams made a brigade that was always led 
by a native, but the deportees were the ones to make the calculations.”

Every Saturday the Germans organised balls where they played 
their plec-muzic (brass fanfare); all the nations came, settling their 
peaceful coexistence of today, despite the bellicose old men who would 
not give up the medals and the rhetorical threads of the pure ethnic 
gatherings. More than once the balls ended at the civil status 
department, breaching old rules and attitudes established ages ago.

The only inter-ethnic conflicts occurred in the beginning, when 
the Bessarabians trained in the spirit of the needs generated by the best 
social order, that of socialism, adapted faster and dug holes (water-
closets) around their houses. A poor Swabian who had lived under His 
Majesty the King, during the age of Kakania39, relieved himself in one 
of these Bărăgan-type toilets, to the indignation of the owner who was 
about to hit him in the head with a shovel.

After a few years, the teacher Gheorghe Raia, back in Oraviţa, 
died of arteritis obliterans, a common disease among the former 
deportees, caused cold and moisture. Mr. Iosif Stoienel, who imitated 
his teacher in every possible way, suffered from the same disease. 

39 The abbreviation of the German phrase kaiserlich und königlich, k.k., gave rise to 
the noun Kakania.
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Memories of Stoienel Ilie Dalboşeţ Village, house no. 336, 
Caraş-Severin County, born on 28 October 1919

I am writing with much and unforgettable (...?) the sufferings my 
family and I endured when we were deported to Bărăgan.

My father was born in 1855, to a peasant family in Dalboşeţ, 
where he graduated from the fourth grade. After that his father, having 
five children, of which my father was the eldest, sent him to Biserica 
Albă, a small town in the Serbian Banat, to a German who had a 
carpentry shop and made coffins. 

He returned to Dalboşeţ after three years of apprenticeship and 
spent the next two years with his parents. One of his father’s cousins 
who did not have children took him and married him to my mother, who 
was his wife’s niece. Thus my father started a family and had eight 
children, four of whom died young and four were alive to the 
deportation day. I must say that I was the youngest son and remained 
with my parents, as was the custom in their native region, the youngest 
child remains with his parents. My parents received from their relatives 
a  very solid house built in 1848-1851. This house, in which I live 
today, was raised in three years. The people who built it told my parents 
that that they had used one hundred thousand bricks, one hundred and 
fifty-six metres of stone and thirty thousand kg of whitewash. So it was 
a titanic task. The house was built when our region, Banat, was under 
occupation Austro-Hungarian occupation.

At that time, there was no communist party to spy on what the 
peasants do about their house. On the contrary, they were encouraged to 
do nice things, because, as my father had heard from his elderly, they 
were exempt from taxes five years after they had raised the house.

My dad also told me that the old people who gave him the house 
advised him to keep it in good condition, because they had built it by 
the sweat of their brow and did not want the people to say that a house 
so beautiful was left to rot. My father told me the same thing, to take 
care of the house and make improvements. I built a 115-feet stable with 
a shed. I did this in the 1950’s. After that the communists started 
questioning me, because on 2 August 1944, when I was discharged, my 
father, my brother and other relatives helped me open a grocery store. 
They sold two pairs of oxen and I had saved some money myself. I 
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learned the trade from a brother-in-law who told me not to be too happy 
if I made much money, to stay away from enemies who could hardly 
wait to harm me and not to cheat. I have always kept this in mind.

Now let me tell you what I did starting with 18 June 1951. At 
about two or three in the morning I heard loud knocks at my gate. I 
went to the window to see who was so desperate, when what should I 
see? The militia, the secret police and some civilians. I could see them, 
because there was a moon. I asked them what they wanted. A lieutenant 
named Bader, whom I’d seen walking through the village a few days 
earlier, told me to open the door and he would answer me. I obeyed and 
when I opened the door they all dashed in the house. The Lieutenant 
took a piece of paper out of his pocket, and said the party and the 
government decided that me and my family no longer had the right to 
live in this house and commune. We were supposed to pack immediately 
because we would be moved elsewhere, where we would get better 
homes than ours. 

Meanwhile I called my father and mother who were sleeping. 
They came in the yard in a few seconds and asked what was wrong. I 
told them they were taking my family and me and asked them to help 
me pack what I needed from the house. My father asked the lieutenant 
what I had done to be arrested but he said it was none of his business.

We started taking light things from the house, some food and 
clothes, me and my wife and my child, who was eleven years old. A 
truck driven by a civilian parked in our yard and I started loading it with 
the things I wanted to take with me. My father asked the lieutenant 
whether he was leaving too. The lieutenant replied that he and my 
mother could stay, so I unloaded many of the things. Father said that 
since they were staying they would send us more things later, we 
needn’t carry so much then. In three hours I was ready, that was the 
deadline for our departure.

Eventually those goons grabbed my father and mother and put 
them on the truck, as if they had been objects of no value. I told them 
they should be ashamed for having lied to us and then I asked the 
civilians, “Is this how you treat two old people?” They said they were 
would not interfere in the decisions made by the Militia.
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I later learnt that my household had been surrounded by secret 
police soldiers who carried machine guns and who knows what else. I 
left with an old bed and the slippers I was wearing. I left behind all my 
shoes and boots.

The truck left with us surrounded by secret police soldiers and 
militiamen who were very hostile towards us. They took us to the train 
station in Iablanița, where they put us in third-class carriages. There I 
saw several secret police officers.

From Iablanița they took me back to Dalboșeț for the so-called 
inventory of the things that had remained at home. A lot of people 
gathered, the whole village cried like us because they did not know 
what was going on. Was it war or what? At Dalboșeț, someone threw 
me an old bed for my parents. At home I had three rooms with brand 
new furniture, and the shop in which I was not allowed to enter. My 
brother and two of my sisters were forbidden to approach our house. 
They were threatened they would be arrested themselves if they walked 
on that street again.

Many things remained in the house, like a threshing machine, a 
traction engine, the circular saw with all its accessories, twenty cubic 
meters of lumber left on the garret to dry, two thousand eight hundred 
țuică in barrels, eight tonnes of wheat, ten tons of maize and oats, huge 
tubs where plums are gathered for fermentation, two cows, three pigs, 
thirty-five chickens, sixteen geese, two carts, a plough, a harrow and 
many farming tools; all were stolen by the leadership from the 
commune and the party activists. I forgot to say who the two civilians 
were: two Gypsies from Mehadia District, one was a barber named 
Petrică, the other was Pilă. They were the people the communists 
trusted, who complained they were exploited by us. We were called 
chiaburi by the worst kind of drunkards who formed the communist 
party in our country.

I forgot to say that in the winter of 1951, sometime in February, a 
man who said his name was Cătană came to Dalboşeţ. As the people 
were leaving the church, he called them to school. It was on a Sunday. 
He said he wanted to tell them something really important for the 
commune, so some of the men went to hear him. Cătană showed them a 
list saying that there were many chiaburi in Dalboşeţ and they must be 
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excluded from the consumers’ cooperative. He asked them to vote this 
proposal. ON seeing this, the people were shocked and did not approve 
it, because the list included 18 families. Then a man named Prisca Ion, 
the head of the Baptist church in the commune, raised his hand as a sign 
that he approved our exclusion from the cooperative. Who was this 
Prisca? A former trader who once owned a threshing machine. His son 
had become a legal expert in the capital city. Prisca had closed his shop 
and sold his thresher urged by his son, who worked at the Communist 
Constitution. 

Who was that Cătană who called us to the school meeting? The 
chairman of the Cooperatives District Union. Later I found out he was 
heavy  drinker. After some time he inherited a house in Dalboşeţ, which 
he sold and one night lost the money gambling. His wife was from 
Dalboşeţ. 

My neighbours told me that after our deportation he came to our 
house, loaded the barrels into a truck and took them nobody knew 
where.

Now I will describe how the deportation occurred. We were taken 
to Iablanița station and kept one night in third-class carriages guarded 
by the secret police. From Dalboşeţ, besides my family, were also the 
Stanecs – a family of eight, doctor Voinea and a seventy-year-old 
woman named Curița. The train left on 19 June. At Mehadia station 12 
carriages were added to the train; at Topleț, another 10 were added and 
then the train was complete.

A sergeant came to me in the carriage. He had the courage to talk 
to me, so I asked him what was going on with us, where they were 
taking us. He told me we were being taken to Bărăgan. His name was 
Pascu Nicolaie, he was from Răzneni Commune, Buzău County. He 
gave me his address so that I could write him, which I did not do, 
because I thought I might get him into trouble.

We stopped in the Turnu-Severin train station, where I could take 
some water. We also stopped in Craiova and other stations, because it 
was hot. The people who saw us crossed themselves and wandered what 
was going on with us.

On Wednesday, 20 June, we arrived in Călăraşi. Carts from the 
surrounding villages and about ten trucks waited for us. We took a truck 
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and left with the little luggage we had to the place that was assigned to 
us. The truck stopped on a wheat field. We unloaded it and it left. We 
were the third to arrive in that place. Stanec and others who had 
travelled with us followed. In the next two weeks, people kept coming. 

On Thursday, 21 June, a committee of several Gypsies from 
Cioroiu brought stakes and hammered them into the ground, saying that 
that was the place where our houses would be. 

We dug holes in the ground, but it was hard, we had nothing to 
dig with. We went to Roșeți, the old village, and bought spades and 
pickaxes. There was no water, a tank brought water from Borcea, 4 
miles from where the truck had left us. There was no shade, no fountain. 
We stayed under the clear sky until we finished the dugout. We brought 
water from Borcea in all the recipients we had, but when we got back to 
the dugout it was almost boiled, because  it was very hot, and when the 
wind blew it filled us with dust.

After two or three weeks they started to bring us materials to 
build houses: fence timber, beams, doors and windows: a commission 
came with a systematisation panel after which we were supposed to 
raise our houses. Each family was forced to send one member to build 
public buildings like the mayor’s office, the Militia station, the school, 
the Dispensary, the shop. All these were built by us, we were forced to 
do it. As a result, before autumn we were exhausted. We also dug wells 
but in the whole village only one well had drinking water, the others 
had salty water that could not be used for cooking, washing or drinking. 

The Militia went from dugout to dugout to confiscate the radio 
sets, so that nobody could hear what was going on in the world. Close 
to me lived an old couple, Mazilu. He had been the railway station chief 
at Herculane and his wife, a French teacher. They always quarrelled 
because they didn’t have what to eat. The militiamen went to them and 
asked if they had a radio set. The old man said that, yes he had a radio 
set, and pointed to his wife, “Here, take her, she’s very good at fighting, 
maybe she can calm you down too.”

I met a family, Popescu Manole, from Mehedinți, the old man was 
102, he had three great-grandchildren of one, three and five; their 
mother had died while building the house. He was all the children had 
left, their father worked at the Canal and he wasn’t permitted to come 
here and support his children and the old man.
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It was very hard for many elderly, even those who had children, 
because they didn’t have a source of income, especially the Bessarabians 
who lived near the border with Yugoslavia and all were deported to 
Bărăgan.

After two or three weeks, the people in the neighbouring 
communes were finally convinced that we were not Koreans, because 
they heard us speak Romanian and the communists’ lie had no legs. 
Later the communists told them we were Tito’s supporters so that the 
local wouldn’t befriend us, because we are very dangerous; this lie 
wasn’t successful either, because the deportees were good people.

However, we had informers among us. I don’t know what made 
them work for the secret police. I must point out that before my 
deportation the two militia officers who checked my commune 
summoned me to their station. Lieutenant Bader and Sergeant 
Ungureanu suggested that I denounce the people in the commune who 
slaughtered calves, have weapons that speak against the regime. I told 
them I could not do that, that a man who has a cow must wait a year to 
have a calf and how could I denounce him and put him in jail? Then 
they told me I would regret it. Maybe that’s I lost a fortune that had 
been gathered for a hundred years. I lost it in a couple hours. It wasn’t 
easy for me and my family, which consisted of five people, to wake up 
in the field without having caused harm to anybody. 

I must mention that in Bărăgan, on the field we had been taken to, 
after they had summed up my good in a table, the houses were 
numbered. I had two rooms and one kitchen and my house was given 
number 989, so in that place there were over one thousand houses. I 
know that almost one hundred and fifty thousand people were deported 
from Banat and part of Oltenia to Bărăgan; a year after us, other 
deportees were brought from Bihor County and given the empty houses 
that belonged to persons who had been released due to their connections, 
like Stelian Murgulescu, whose son Ilie was the minister of education 
and others like him.  

In the first year we couldn’t go to work because we had to build 
the house. We lived on the food sent by our relatives. Those who didn’t 
have family starved, especially the Bessarabians who didn’t have 
anybody in the country. Our neighbours, the Țugui family, had three 



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation196

children. When we received a parcel, poor Țugui came to us and we 
shared the little we had with him. The parcels were sent by my brother 
and sisters. They paid for them at the Dalboşeţ post office, but in 
Bărăgan postman Dobre Ciolacu from Coslogeni, an old village, 
charged us a second time. I remember that in February 1952 I had 
received five parcels that he wouldn’t deliver to me because I didn’t 
have the money to pay for them because of the monetary reform. He 
kept them at the post office illegally.

I mentioned I didn’t have any money. Here’s what happened in 
the old Roșeți village: the commission that was to change the money 
was set up. Although the reform lasted about three days, we were not 
allowed to go there until the third day at 7 in the evening, when we had 
been scheduled: there were four militiamen at the mayor’s office who 
said they maintained the order. At some point they started beating us, 
saying that we were undisciplined. They hit us on the head with their 
canes. The head of the militia was sergeant Vizuroiu. He was the one 
who hit me and I remember his name to this day. Eventually not only 
me, but also hundreds of people were left with the money unchanged. 
Especially that three or four weeks before the far delegates had bought 
the cattle from the deportees. It was the communists’ second scam with 
the deportees. To this day I have kept the money I had in February 
1952; I could give it to the communists and tell them to wash their 
heads with it.

What happened in Dalboşeț after our deportation? The valuable 
possessions I had left in my house were stolen by those who 
administered them. Te thresher was taken in the field and operated right 
on my place at the edge the village where I had planted the wheat that 
others harvested; A Gypsy man told me all this about three years ago, 
but because he was drunk he didn’t realised he was talking to the owner 
of the wheat. At that time he was sent to work with the thresher so he 
stole as much wheat with the cart as he could. The People’s Council 
handed over all our assets to Pătru Grozav and his father-in-law Pavel 
Leucă, who stole absolutely everything from my house — barrels, 
boards, staves, pillows, duvets, merchandise from my shop, poultry, 
țuică and much more. When I returned from Bărăgan and asked them to 
give me back my stuff, they wouldn’t talk to me. 
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The furniture in my three rooms was sold at an auction by my 
former major in the army the regiment and the money went into the 
party’s fund. Notary Ion Marin gave my țuică still to Vinalcool at 
Iablaniţa. Whatever they’d done with it, as long as they had a document 
for it, it was legally theirs, not mine. 

At the third cotton section of the gostat in Bărăgan we had a quota 
of one thousand two hundred square yards a day, for which we were to 
receive ten lei and ten bani. But we could never reach that quota; it was 
manual work and we managed to do only half of it, so we earned five 
lei and five bani a day; the meal at the canteen was five lei and twenty-
five bani. In the end, we owed 20 bani for the bad food we ate. In the 
evening, when we arrived home, we were starving and shaking from 
sun stroke. You couldn’t complain to anyone, we were taken there for 
extermination. On top of it all, they made us contribute a quota of meat; 
if you could not deliver it, the People’s Council took the money you 
were supposed to receive from the farm. 

More men and children began to die in the commune. Someone 
died almost every day. The dead were carried to Roșeți by cart. So was 
my father, who died two and a half years after deportation. As long as 
he lived, Dad always said to me that if I ever got back home I should 
neither seek fortune nor take revenge on anyone, because this world is 
not ours. Fifteen years after his death, my son brought his remains from 
Bărăgan to Dalboşeţ in 1968, as I had promised my father on his 
deathbed. 

Let me say a few words about how we built the houses. As I’ve 
said before, we made them from earth we worked in forms, without a 
foundation, just a ditch where we laid earth mixed with water and straw; 
when it dried, it became hard and very durable. I made adobe from earth 
mixed with straw in wooden frames and I used it to make the oven and 
the walls to separate the rooms. For the roof we received fir beams and; 
I covered them with reeds I carried from Ostrov, a place with many 
snakes. From the building site we received two doors for the rooms, one 
kitchen door, two larger windows and a smaller one. 

I also want to say that in the village that was born came a comrade 
called Bordei! (the Romanian word for dugout) who was the coordinator 
of the village building activity. He took a pair of high boots from 
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Constantinescu, a physician and a colonel deported from Băile 
Herculane, and went to my neighbour Stanek, to have them stretched 
because this Bordei weighed two hundred and fifty pounds and his foot 
was size 9 or higher. 

After six, seven weeks, following some letters sent to Dalboşeţ, 
my brother and Stanek’s in-laws came and took our children home 
secretly. We were afraid that when winter came they would die of cold, 
because we didn’t have wood to make a fire. But in 1951-1952 God 
gave us a mild winter. The locals said God kept us alive.

Six months after the deportation I ran away from there. I missed 
my child. But people heard from my folks that I had come and started 
visiting me. Two weeks later, on the evening of January 5, my sister and 
two militiamen entered the room where I was with my child were and 
asked for my papers. I told them I didn’t have any and I wasn’t lying, 
because when we were deported, they took them from us and gave them 
back to us up only in May 1952. They took me to the militia station 
where I spent the night. The head of the militia in Dalboşeţ called the 
district in Mehadia and the militia commander there told him to let me 
go free one day, to see what I was doing. It was the Epiphany. When the 
people came from the church I went to my brother’s daughter who lived 
near the militia station. The people came to see me there, even the choir 
members came and sang for me and everybody cried.

On 7 January, the militiamen took me to Mehadia District. There 
the prime secretary, a secret police captain, the commander of the 
militia and two men I didn’t know questioned me, saying that I had 
come to meet with fugitives in the woods and wanted to beat me up; I 
was lucky that a militiaman knew me and told them I couldn’t have 
anything to do with those fugitives. 

On 9 January, they sent me back to Bărăgan with a delegate 
named Stolojan. We took the train from Herculane station. I paid both 
my ticket and the delegate’s. He showed me a document with my name 
on it saying I was a tramp under arrest. I said to him, “First  a chiabur, 
now a tramp. What would you say if you got promoted like this?” We 
both laughed. 

When my mother saw me coming with the militiamen, she fainted 
and she took some time to come round. After all, I had been lucky, 
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because the fugitives like me were sent usually to the Canal at Poarta 
Albă. That happened to Draghi Ion from Ciuchici and Gheorghe Petria, 
who spent two years there.

The following year, my son Stanek’s son were brought under 
militia escort from home in Dalboşeţ and Lăpușnic, at home in 
Almăjului Valley. They had kept them a few days at the District Militia 
Station in Mehadia, where they slept in a kind of henhouse. 

I must say that our children attended the school in Bărăgan, and 
they had very good teachers from among the deportees, who tutored 
them after classes and helped them go to the secondary school.

*
Neither my family nor I were allowed to return to Dalboşeţ. They 

made me choose a place outside the Mehadia District, so I opted for the 
town of Anina in the Oraviţa District. 

I want must say that wherever I worked, I had a lot of trouble 
because I had been deported.

– May 1958: shop assistant at OCL Anina – the grocery in Valea 
Minișului. A miners’ colony. Vodka. Rom. Scandals on pay day. Rubber 
boots. Overalls. Cold. 

– After three years, the party and the People’s Council fired me on 
the grounds that I give bread to the peasants. In a meeting I replied that 
the newspapers said there should be an alliance between the workers 
and the working peasantry; Secretary Damian replied that I spoke the 
language of the peasants and I am not attached to the workers. They 
terminated my employment agreed based on letter e) in the Labour 
Code. I left Minișului Valley with tears in my eyes and I throw a 
goodbye party with the miners who cared for me. Vodka. Rom. Smoke. 
Wet, warm kisses. Goodbye songs.

– Unemployed for two months 
– Employed at the shop in Poneasca, where I raised pigs and two 

cows for the children in the nearby camp. From pioneers – food in 
exchange for eggs and milk. The pigs walked alone in the woods after 
beech nuts. When there was a plenary or a conference, it was organised 
at Poneasca, because it had villas and fresh air. Every year the 
communist leadership from Timișoara, from the region, brought all the 
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good stuff that existed at that time to cook for the party comrades. Here 
is an example: the 24% alcohol țuica in the shop cost 18 lei/litre, and 
the wine 12 lei for the forest workers. The party canteen had superior 
wine for 6 lei/litre and 40% Feneş țuică for 12 lei/litre. The workers 
could not get near that place because comrade Blajovici and others like 
him were guarded by the Militia day and night and Tăurăscu was with 
him too. That was the alliance between those who worked and those 
from party. 

– Until 1964 I worked at Poneasca, because I refused to give a 
440-pound pig to the wife of Secoșan, the prime secretary of the 
Bozovici District. I gave it a lot of thought: isn’t the prime minister’s 
Secoșan salary big enough to buy a pig? And it wasn’t just that pig. He 
kept sending his driver Gusti Șuster for a sack of maize flour without 
giving him any money.

*
I would have written much more about those hard times. I could 

write about them for months on end and still not finish. So I described 
in short the life that my family, my parents and I led under the 
communist system, until the revolution that began in Timișoara came. I 
saw it with my own eyes because I had come to visit my child there. 
After that I witnessed a week of gunshots. My wife and I stayed in my 
son’s house, in an area close to the Opera House where guns were fired.
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ABoUt tHe FAntAstIc YoUtH  
oF VAsILe FAntAZIU

Mr. Vasile Fantaziu is 84 + 1 springs old. At this age, he still 
considers himself a lad. He declares he is 21, as he was born on 29 
February 1932, a leap year, and 84 : 4 = 21. This is not just a word in 
the wind or an oddity of the calendar. Two or three times a week, he 
drives his car to Carani where he has a little property. The Bărăgan 
experience did not diminish his passion for the rural culture and 
civilisation. And he is always in the mood to put order in the documents 
and the destinies  of the former deportees (as many as they are left) in 
his capacity as perpetual secretary of their Association. You would say 
he is an “iron man” toughened in so many hostile circumstances, but it 
is his sensitivity converted into a sense of adaptation that characterizes 
him better. He avoided the traps of the communist regime, he withdrew, 
he made breakthrough his credo, because the mere fact that you can 
breathe gives you the right to life and freedom and nobody can take it 
away from you. Postponed goals have never troubled him. Born in 
Bessarabia, Ciuhureștii de Sus, Florești plasă40, Soroca County. Due to 
the whims of history, he had to repeat the third grade third times: in 
Romanian in 1939, in Russian in 1940 and again in Romanian in 1941. 
Circumstanced prevented him from finishing the secondary school in 
the right time, but he graduated from it when he was 26. His colleagues 
from Banat called him Ceacea, as they would have called an elder 
brother. He graduated from the faculty at 32, when he already had two 
children. Maybe he inherited his tenacity from his father, who was 
stigmatised as a kulak (chiabur) by the Soviet oppressor and deported 
to Siberia. He did not waste time contemplating fate, but escaped 
together with a friend, found his way to the West and returned home 
“breaking” three fronts (Russian, German and Romanian). When they 

40 A former unit of territorial division between the commune and the county.
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reached an area defended by the Russians, they hid in a hayloft during 
the night, not far from a crossroads. Armoured vehicles passed by them 
for hours on end in a deafening cacophony. They thought they would be 
shattered. The hardest part was dealing with their compatriots, who took 
them for spies. A captain interrogated them. Luckily Mr. Fantaziu’s 
father remembered the name of the battalion commander who had lived 
in their house.

In March 1944, seeing the direction the war was taking, the 
Fantaziu family sets forth for the country in several stages. In more 
important train stations, ladies from the Red Cross welcomed them with 
water, tea and snacks. (No such ladies turned up when the family 
travelled from Banat to Bărăgan – the Romanian Siberia. The Red Cross 
comrades did not come in any station, although the journey, which was 
a tragic adventure, to say the least, lasted five days). Our interlocutor 
does not speak from his fantasies, but from Fantaziu, as he likes to say, 
from the memory of the child who was capable to understand the world 
he lived in. His family reunited in Craiova. Fearing Siberia, they hid in 
the mountains, at Polovragi. In the boondocks, westward, only to get as 
far away from it as possible. A fatal turn. They arrived at Jimbolia in 
1945 and rented a house from a German, attracted by the communists’ 
deceptive agrarian reform applied by Petru Groza who gave with one 
hand and took away with the other.

Vasile had just finished the second year of the teaching school in 
Timișoara. He was on holiday. Jimbolia, 17 July 1951, a Sunday. The 
Feast of Pentecost and a great ball for the young. A sad feast for him. 
He was deported with his parents and his younger sister Agafia. 
Constantin, his elder brother, a student of the faculty of forestry in 
Câmpulung-Moldovenesc (then in Brașov) and Maria, his other sister, a 
teacher at Costești-Argeș, escaped deportation. The rest of the family 
left Jimbolia in third-class carriages and after several days they got off 
at Bărăganu station in Bărăgan. (It is hard not to comment on the dark 
simplicity of the double names. The manager of the state agricultural 
enterprise located between the Borcea branch and the Danube, was 
called Dumitru Dumitru. Thanks to the hard work of the deportees, 
among them Vasile Fantaziu, a team leader engaged in large crop 
cultivation, Dumitru Dumitru was awarded the Hero of Socialist Labour 
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title. The mayor of Însurăței during communist times, elected 
democratically after the December 1989 Revolution, the man who made 
the former deportees who remained in Rubla demolish some buildings 
considered redundant, is called Nicolae S. Nicolae). Following the 
already familiar script, the locals picked them up from the station in 
their carts and took them to Pietroiu Nou (the double of the nearby 
Pietroiu village!), which at the time was nothing but a succession of lots 
marked with stakes on a desolated field. They spent a few days under 
the clear sky, then built a shelter. From July to November they raised 
about 600 standard houses from earth, straw and chaff and the wooden 
boards that the authorities deigned to give them. In spring, the wheat 
sprouted through the houses walls. A lot of water went under the bridge. 
To avoid establishing an identity, an official changed the name of the 
settlement to Movila Gâldăului, because a village called Gâldău was in 
the vicinity and the houses were aligned along a barrow, probably a ruin 
since the time of the Scythians. The deportees were not only from 
Jimbolia (who had been scattered in 8 new villages), but also from 
Becicherecu Mic, Beșenova, Săcălaz and Oravița, brought together with 
the intention to break the former neighbourly relationships. But the plan 
did not work. The deportees made common cause with one another to 
endure the misery. Moreover, they got on with the locals who warned 
them when the mounted militia pursued them for various reasons, 
because the persons assigned compulsory residence were forbidden to 
go too far from the place of their ordeal. A convivial young man, Vasile 
did not give up the pleasure to go to the balls in the surrounding 
villages, facing the risk of being caught by a patrol. But at 5 or 6 in the 
morning, as the season permitted, he was present at the point where the 
floating bridge was anchored waiting to cross them over the Borcea for 
the daily toil. The platform drawn by a motorboat was always 
overcrowded, 60-80 persons per transport besides the carts. Once a 
German from Săcălaz fell into the water. Luckily for him, Fantaziu 
pulled him out without delay. Besides the offices, the patch of land 
surrounded by water sheltered a conglomeration of farms (cattle, swine, 
and sheep); wheat, maize, barley and oats were intensely cultivated. 
Year after year passed in this way, a life of hardship and toil. A ball or 
maybe a football match at the weekend. To make things worse, Vasile’s 
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mother died right at the end of the deportation period. Their family, like 
others, retired to Dâlga, a village that seemed closer to the world. They 
buried her there. His father stayed and started a household. Vasile and 
Agafia set forth on a journey to the west, to Timișoara, where 
Constantin, their elder brother, had been given a job when he became a 
forestry specialist. The feeling of belonging to the family was Fantaziu 
brothers’ constant guide, their way of fighting the adversity of the 
“great” history while writing their own history, one that seemed 
“smaller” but relied on healthy principles, the idea to come through, the 
will to pull through, the power to help one another, the call of learning 
etc. After some years, they brought their parents back home, in their 
new home. They could not let him struggle alone in Bărăgan. Neither 
could they leave their mother far from them. They brought her remains 
in a child-size coffin and reburied her in Timișoara. All brothers 
graduated from universities and made a life during the communist 
regime whose mechanism had intended to destroy them. They grew 
their children in the same spirit.

Vasile Fantaziu was a teacher and a schoolmaster in Freidorf and 
Plopi, villages that became neighbourhoods of Timișoara. Then he 
moved to School No. 24 in Circumvalațiunii. True, he deviated once 
from his moral rightness: he never mentioned his deportation to Bărăgan 
in his autobiography (today we call it CV). The employees of the 
Personnel Department did not discover this “spot” on his existence. 
Otherwise he would not have been promoted.

Chance made us witness the moment when Mr. Fantaziu revisited 
the places of his deportation. We have told this story before, but it 
doesn’t do any harm if we link it to his portrait. In 1995, the 
Association led by the late Silviu Sarafoleanu had the idea of a journey 
to Bărăgan, the place where over 40,000 people suffered from 1951 to 
1956. Several former deportees were accompanied by “reporters”, 
namely architect Mihai Botescu, our friend Vali Sămânță and us, the 
authors of this volume. We reached Pietroiu too. We got off the 
minibus. While we were stretching our stiff bodies, Fantaziu started 
climbing the hillock at an incredible speed. He waited for us at the 
middle of the slope, where a well was dug at 130 feet deep. Vasile, 
Vasile, how many memories this well evokes! We stared dumbfounded 
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at the hillock. Vasile kept showing us the militia station, the dispensary, 
a neighbour’s, until he finally stopped at the imaginary gate of his 
imaginary house. Only he could see them.

February 2017. We meet him in Libertății Square (formerly the 
Old City Hall). Let’s go to the Association, he says. And he goes ahead 
of us, on the spiralling stairs of the decaying palace. Behind him, we 
pant. A huge pile of files that require an urgent solution are waiting for 
him upstairs.
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DePoRtAtIon to UtoPIA. ReFLectIons.

Deportation is an invention of continent-countries, spaces with 
no limits where populations, attitudes and histories can be annihilated.

Deportation was used mostly by the Russian tsars and later 
borrowed by the Bolsheviks. Through them, it was exported to the 
Eastern communist countries.

Inner deportation and exile are yet to be analysed. They are 
deep-rooted realities ‘established’ during our life in the totalitarian 
system. The Marxist–Leninist ideology was the motive for a slow and 
insuperable deportation from a world of normality to a place we all 
considered very hazy and unsafe.

The gradual deportation to lie and utopian fraud is part of the 
mirage of a scholarly construction. For forty years, all of us were 
deported within the perimeter of a philosophical phantasmagoria that 
attracted mostly smatterers.

Deportation to utopia was meant to undermine the competition 
between value and competence, between truth, honesty and 
transparency on the one hand and lie and censorship on the other, to 
ensure a kind of protection for our spirit that was not used to living 
under the exigencies of freedom.

Deportation to utopia led people around by the nose with 
promises that were impossible to keep, but at the same time it 
produced poor individuals who believed in the empty dreams and 
illusions that had become state policy. In the times we lived, we were 
the witnesses and victims of a deportation to an insipid story about 
nothingness. We had to believe in nonsense and fools.

Communism projected social protection into the absolute, it 
created a metaphysics of the production relationships and the 
relationships among men as a social whole, it created a happy world 
without competition, equal to itself, with enthusiastic, ruddy people, 
workers in overalls blue like the sky, peasant women staring hopefully 
into the future, pioneers carrying flowers and old men speaking about 
their accomplishments in the socialist competitions, a world made of 
cardboard, without shade and sadness, in which we were all deported.



epilogue 207

ePILoGUe

The train to Timişoara. Twenty years after deportation, in the 
capital city’s North Station, three men, one older and the others around 
thirty, are waiting in front of the stairs of the carriage. They carry 
stuffed green backpacks like forest rangers or hunters. They squeeze in 
the aisle, their eyes moving from their tickets to the enamelled tags with 
the seat numbers in the compartments. Finally they stop, pull the sliding 
door, greet the travellers inside the compartment, take their heavy 
burdens off their shoulders and rest them carefully on the rope netting 
above their heads. They sit on the bench and keep totally quiet until 
Băile Herculane, where they intend to get off the train. When asked by 
a traveller if they are going to the spa, one of the young people turns 
back and while he replaces his backpack on his shoulders he replies: 
‘We are bringing home our families from Bărăgan. We have washed 
their remains in wine and now we are bringing them home.’
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DocUMents

CLASSIFIED
Confidentially – Personally

DIRECTIVE

I. To ensure the security of the area around the border with 
Yugoslavia, certain categories of dangerous or potentially dangerous 
elements living within 15 miles from the border to the interior will be 
displaced.

A 300-feet strip of land along the land border will be cleared and 
kept uncultivated and uninhabited.

II. The objects of displacement are the following categories:
1. First category:
a) citizens of the imperialist states and Yugoslavia, as well as 

persons whose citizenship is no longer recognized by these states
(b) purged civil servants, non-active military and self-employed 

persons excluded from bar associations (barristers) both employed and 
unemployed, who are not natives of this area.

2. Second category:
a) natives of Bessarabia settled on the territory of the People’s 

Republic of Romania after June 1, 1940
(b) persons of Macedonian origin
(c) elements who were part of the German SS units 
d) high-level leaders of the local organisations of the former Ethnic 

German Group (maximum 3 persons: the president, the vice-president 
and the secretary)

e) elements known as Tito’s supporters
f) smugglers and guides for illegal border crossing;
g) relatives of persons who have fled the country;
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h) relatives of persons who have had or have connections with 
liquidated bandits or bandits to be liquidated, as well as all persons 
who have supported them in any way (i) purged civil servants, reserve 
duty military and self-employed persons excluded from bar associations 
(barristers) both employed and unemployed, who are natives of the 
border area and are known for hostile activities

j) chiaburi and publicans (from communes)
k) former traders who worked with foreigners, as well as managers 

of enterprises owned by foreigners or enterprises who worked with 
foreigners, irrespective of their current occupation

l) former industrial enterprises owners and landowners.

Elements under the above-mentioned points b)-i) will be displaced 
based on lists of names drawn up by the Secret Police Directorate General 
and corroborated with field data.

The others will be displaced based on lists of names drawn up by 
the Militia Directorate General and corroborated with field data.

3. Third Category:
a) elements convicted for political crime or illegal border crossing 

who settled in this area after their release from prison
These elements will be displaced individually, based on lists of 

names drawn up by the Secret Police.
b) elements convicted for serious common law offences (economic 

sabotage, embezzlement, robbery).
These elements will be displaced based on lists of names drawn up 

by the Militia and checked by the Central Commission.

III. Displacement will occur at the same time for all categories, as 
follows:

a) Elements under the first category (referred to in paragraph II, 
point 1, letters a) and b) will be informed that they are to leave the border 
area within 48 hours and settle in another locality, but are not allowed to 
move in crowded localities or other border localities (they will be given 
special instructions).

They will sign a written statement in which they undertake to leave 
the border area, indicating where they will settle.
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b) Elements under the second category (referred to in paragraph 
II, point 2, letters a)-l) will be displaced from the entire area in 6 to 
maximum 24 hours (depending on the number of persons to be displaced 
from each commune). They will be accompanied to the localities in which 
they will settle.

c) Elements under the third category (referred to in paragraph II, 
point 3, letters a and b) will be displaced immediately after the elements 
under the second category. They will be instructed to leave the border 
area within 24 hours and settle down in other localities, but are not 
allowed to move in crowded localities or in a different part of the border 
area. 

Persons under this category will be displaced individually, but the 
measure does not apply to their family members.

IV. Upon displacement of the above categories, the following will 
be taken into consideration:

a) only the persons whose names are on the lists checked in the 
field will be displaced;

b) the citizens to be displaced will be explained that displacement 
occurs for higher state interests and they will be moved to another region 
of the country, where working conditions will be provided and they will 
be given the possibility to build houses and have their own land. This 
is done in order to avoid harmful behaviour that could be used for 
propaganda purposes.

c) All measures will be taken to make sure that the persons to be 
displaced do not disappear from their residence during the displacement 
operations.

V. The displaced will be settled on the land of the state farms in 
the following localities: Călăraşi, Modelu, Jegălia, Pietrosul, Feteşti, 
Dragalina, Pelinu, Mărculești, Borduşani, Lucia, Giurgeni and Andrăşeşti 
(Ialomiţa region), Tătaru and Însurăţei (Galați region).

VI. The displaced will be settled in accordance with their social 
and national categories.
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VII. The displaced will be allowed to take the following goods 
with them:

1. Displaced persons under the first category (referred to in 
paragraph II, point 1) will be allowed to take everything that belongs to 
them.

2. Displaced persons under the first category (referred to in 
paragraph II, point 2) will be allowed to take the following:

a) all their foodstuffs
b) all their laundry, clothes, carpets, and, in general, all the fabrics 

they possess
c) all the furniture and all their household items;
d) hand tools (spades, shovels, sickles etc.);
e) the money and valuables they possess;
f) books, gramophones, radio sets and musical instruments with 

the exception of pianos;
g) a horse and cart or an ox-drawn cart, a cow or a pregnant cow, 

as well as fodder for their horses or oxen. 
Except for the carts and animals, all the other goods that the 

displaced have the right to take with them will be transported by train, 
each family in one carriage.

To avoid abuse, the displaced will sign a statement that they have 
taken all their goods except those sold or left behind for various reasons 
(lack of transport space, cattle sent to the pasture, etc.).

3. Displaced persons under the third category (referred to in 
paragraph II, point 3) will be allowed to take all their possessions with 
them.

VIII. The displacement bodies of the Ministry of Internal Affairs 
(MAI) will hand over the houses and all other assets left by the displaced 
to the receiving committees consisting of delegates of the People’s 
Council and the Ministry of Agriculture. 

The handing over will be recorded in minutes drawn up in three 
copies.

*
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IX. The displacement operations will start on .....................
The operation will take place in two phases:
1. The preparatory phase and
2. The execution phase.

X. For the execution phase, a Central Commission will be 
established to lead the displacement operations. It will consist of the 
following comrades: Deputy Ministers Drăghici Alexandru, Jianu Marin, 
Burcă Mihail, Militia Lieutenant General Cristescu Pavel and Secret 
Police Major General Mazuru Vladimir.

In the preparatory phase, the General Commission has the 
following tasks:

– to supervise the verification works in each district; to draw up 
a detailed plan and instructions for executing the actual displacement 
operation

– to establish the troops necessary for displacement
– to establish the means of transport (carts and trucks), the boarding 

and the arrival stations.
– to establish the measures that the Border Guards, the Secret 

Police and the Militia must take to ensure heavy border guard
– to establish where each category of displaced persons will settle.
– to identify the members of the People’s Councils who belong to 

the categories that are to be displaced; to identify poor persons among 
the displaced who can be trusted to be included in the Provisional 
Committees that will be created in the new communes.

XI. The Central Commission will coordinate a team in each of the 
districts where the displaced will settle. The district teams will be led by 
a Militia or Secret Police officer helped by an MAI officer. 

These teams will also include the District Commanders of the 
Militia and Secret Police forces. 

XII. In the preparatory phase, the persons to be displaced will be 
nominated individually, and the means required for the actual dislocation 
will be established. To this end, the district working teams will be assisted 
by a number of Secret Police and Militia officers chosen from the party 
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members with field-guiding capabilities, who will check and complete 
the lists compiled by the Secret Police and the Militia in each locality.

They will receive thorough training at the Central Commission. 
They will be told not only what tasks they have and how to fulfil them, but 
they will also be shown the importance of their work. Special attention 
will be paid to the secret nature of their mission.

Verifying and completing the lists with the displacement categories, 
as well as the other tasks that will be assigned will be carried out within 
7 days. The works will be handed over to the district working groups, 
which will immediately deliver them to the Central Commission.

XIII. Based on the lists of names sent by the Central Commission, the 
Ministry of Internal Affairs, pursuant to art. 6 of the Council of Ministers 
Decision No. 344/951, will issue a decision to decide the displacement. 

At the same time, the means of transport will be sent to the 
established points, and the manoeuvre troops, the Militia and Secret 
Police officers and sergeants required for the displacement operation 
will leave for the displacement area. 

XIV. After receiving the established staff and means of transport, 
The Central Commission takes the necessary measures for the execution 
of the displacement operation on the established time and day.

Great stress will be laid on the thorough training of each district 
teams, the Militia and Secret Police officers and sergeants and the 
military unit commanders in each commune, on what their tasks are and 
how to carry them out. 

On the set day, the troops will take their positions, and the Militia 
or Secret Police officers (or sergeants) leading the operation in each 
commune will start the execution of the displacement operation. 

The persons under the first category will be ordered to leave the 
border area within 48 hours. At the same time, the displacement of the 
elements under the second category begins. Upon dislocation of the 
second category, the displacement of the third category begins. 

Every person or family to be displaced will be informed about 
the MAI decision and the means of transport that are made available to 
them. They will also be told that they can sell the goods they cannot take 
with them. 
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At the same time, they will be informed what time they must finish 
packing.

One or two soldiers will be posted in each household (of the second 
category) where the Decision has been communicated, to see that those 
concerned do not destroy or burn their goods or disappear. 

After they have packed their stuff and sold what they wanted to sell, 
the whole family of the second category elements will be accompanied to 
the boarding train stations, where they will be handed over to the chief 
of the train. 

The trains will have an officer – an echelon commander – assisted 
by a number of sergeants and soldiers who will accompany all trains to 
the arrival station. 

The echelon commander will be in charge with the displaced until 
they have left for their arrival station.

In the arrival stations, the displaced will be taken over by those 
who are entrusted with their supervision and moved to the destination 
established by the Commission by any means of transport.

The carts and animals that the displaced are allowed to bring with 
them will be transported on foot (in herds) to the communes where the 
displaced will settle.

The transports will be supervised by the Militia.

*
In the execution phase, the Central Commission will supervise the 

displacement operation on the spot, taking all necessary measures that 
the operation is executed under the best conditions, according to the plan 
and the instructions given in advance.

XV. After the displacement operation has been finished, the houses 
within 300 feet from the land border with Yugoslavia will be evacuated. 
The area will remain uninhabited and uncultivated. 

To this end, the land and the houses of the displaced will be divided 
into areas of equal size and quality and redistributed to the persons 
evacuated from the 300-feet strip.
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XVI. The Ministry of Internal Affairs has the following tasks:
– to draw up the lists of all categories to be displaced;
– to organize the entire displacement operation;
– to prepare the means for conducting manoeuvres in view of the 

displacement;
– to provide the border security during the displacement operation;
– to supervise the displaced population through the Militia 

Directorate General. To this end, Militia stations will be established in 
the communes where the displaced will settle. These stations will also 
include militiamen who will be moved from the displacement area. The 
stations will be established before the arrival of the displaced, having 
their headquarters in the neighbouring communes or in GAS buildings. 
These stations will also be responsible for taking over the displaced at 
their arrival stations and transporting them to their designated places.

– to take measures, through the Militia Directorate General, that in 
the districts with larger displaced populations the District Commander 
operative deputy deals specifically with this problem. 

The following instructions have been issued for each of the tasks of 
the Ministry of Internal Affairs.

APPENDIX

To the directive issued for the displacement of certain categories of 
citizens from the border area with Yugoslavia

This Appendix concerns the interpretation of certain points in the 
Directive.

First category
P. a (Foreigners). They will settle in localities outside the border 

area, on their own, and make a statement to specify where exactly they 
will settle.

The Militia bodies will take measures that the places they settle in 
match the State’s security interests.

They will leave the area within 48 hours from the announcement.

P. b (Purged clerks etc. from other areas). They will be informed 
of their displacement at the same time with the persons under point a). 
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They will be ordered to leave the border area within 48 hours and settle 
in their native localities.

The Militia bodies will keep a strict record of them, which will be 
communicated to the Secret Police bodies as well. 

Based on the lists of names, the institutions for which such dislocated 
persons work will be notified to send them to work somewhere else.

If at the time of their displacement the displaced hold important 
positions (such as the handling of money or goods), measures will be 
taken on the spot that the institution they work for should delegate 
somebody else to take over their responsibilities. Hand-over/take-over 
minutes will be drawn up.

In such cases, the displacement deadline will not be imposed 
mechanically, but according to the possibility to hand over the displaced 
person’s responsibilities.

Second category 
Point a (natives of Bessarabia). In general, persons under this 

category will be displaced by the State Bodies in an organized manner.
As an exception, measures will be taken that priests belonging to this 

category should not be displaced by the State Bodies, but based on lists 
to be communicated to the Ministry of Religious Denominations, which 
will transfer them outside the area, in compliance with the indications of 
the Ministry of Internal Affairs specifying in what localities they should 
not be moved. 

In the case of employees who at the time of their displacement are 
responsible for handling money or goods that cannot be handed over 
within the displacement deadline, the deadline will be extended with 12 
hours. 

The same applies to the rail traffic controllers. 
After handing over their responsibilities, everyone will be sent to 

the displacement communes where they will work in administration or do 
fieldwork (depending on their previous behaviour). 

Point g (relatives of persons who have fled the country). Relatives 
of persons who have fled the country are only the relatives of those who 
have crossed the border illegally to the imperialist countries or Yugoslavia 
after August 23, 1944.
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Relatives of persons who live abroad against their will, as a 
consequence of the war, are not subject to displacement. Their situation 
will be dealt with according to the Government’s decision on reuniting 
broken families.

Point i (purged civil servants, etc. natives of the area). Reserve 
duty military will be displaced based on documents proving they have 
had a hostile attitude. They will not be displaced based on assumptions 
or unclear or unverified information. 

Persons whose jobs involve money or goods management will not be 
displaced before they have officially handed over their responsibilities.

Point l (former industrial enterprises owners and landowners). 
This requires on the spot decisions. Very valuable engineers or physicians 
belonging to this category are not to be displaced with the rest of the 
population. They will be displaced later, by the institution that employed 
them.

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, pages 1-10
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CLASSIFIED
Confidentially – Personally

DIRECTIVE

I. To solve the problems that will arise following the dislocation 
of certain elements living within 15 miles to the interior from the border 
with Yugoslavia, problems concerning the preservation and management 
of goods purchased and remaining from the displaced, as well as the 
accommodation of the displaced and their employment in the displacement 
areas, a Commission consisting of delegates of the Ministry of Agriculture, 
Ministry of Internal Affairs, Ministry of Finance, Ministry of Domestic 
Trade, State Commission for Planning, State Committee for Collections, 
Directorate General of the Council of Ministers, Department of Local 
Administration and Centrocoop will be established.

Deputy Minister Vidraşcu Ion is the head of the Commission that 
will work in plenary sessions or with a smaller number of members, as 
required. For issues related to displacement, only the members concerned 
with them will be called. For issues related to the place of settlement, 
only the members concerned with them will be called.

II. The tasks of this Commission are as follows:
a) to organise the purchase of the goods that are sold by the 

displaced
b) to take measures to preserve these goods
c) to determine how to make best use of the purchased goods
d) to establish the distribution of purchased goods
e) to take measures for the preservation of the inventory goods 

from the bodies of the Ministry of Internal Affairs
f) to ensure the continuity of agricultural works
g) to propose the allocation of land, houses and movable property
h) to organize the building of houses for the displaced in the 

settlement areas
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i) to put the displaced to work in an organised manner
j) to provide supplies for the displaced
k) to take sanitary measures in the settlement areas

III. The displaced have the right to sell the goods they cannot take 
with them (except for land and houses).

They can sell only to the teams established by the Commission.
The price will be established by the State, taking into account the 

wear and tear.
Poor and middle-ranking peasants and civil servants will be paid 

the whole amount for the goods they have sold.
The value of goods sold by the chiaburi will be set at 50% of the 

State price. 
Where it will be difficult to determine the difference between middle-

ranking peasants and chiaburi, after the assessment the Purchasing 
Commission will pay only 75% of the State price.

For the amounts received, the displaced will sign a receipt on a 
receipt book. The amount paid for each item separately will be specified 
on the receipt. A copy of the receipt will be given to the seller.

Goods that the displaced declare they own in a different place than 
their household (cattle, sheep, etc.) will be specified in a statement given 
by the displaced. These goods will be taken over and paid according to 
the rules at a later date.

IV. In each region, district and commune, teams of delegates of the 
People’s Council and the Ministry of Agriculture will be formed. These 
teams will receive from the Ministry of Internal Affairs the houses and, in 
general, all the goods remaining after the displaced have left.

The hand-over/take-over minutes will be drawn up in three copies. 
These teams also have the task of making the inventory of the land 

remaining from the displaced.
None of the goods received according to the minutes can be 

appropriated in any way. The teams will take measures to preserve 
the goods that have been taken over. In addition, they will ensure the 
continuity of the agricultural works, using resources from the live and 
dead inventory or the inventory that will be assigned to them.
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The teams will operate under the permanent control and guidance 
of the Regional Party Organisation.

The minutes and the inventories will be summarized by communes 
and then by districts; the team in each region will summarize them by 
region. The summary per region will be handed over to the Central 
Commission within 7 days after displacement.

The lands, homes, and furniture will be redistributed at a later 
date, based on the proposals made by the Commission, after the goods 
remaining in the entire border area have been summarized. This 
redistribution will require the approval of the superiors.

V. To avoid disrupting the activity of the People’s Council in 
the communes where most of the People’s Council employees will be 
displaced, the Party Organisations and the People’s Councils will take 
measures to replace them immediately.

VI. For the accommodation of the displaced, houses will be built 
from adobe and covered with reed.

These houses will be built each on 2,500-m2 plots.
According to the estimate, 7,000 houses will be built in total, half 

type A and half type B.
The building materials will be made available to the displaced free 

of charge, according to the standard estimate.
The houses will be built by the displaced, under the supervision of 

the Agriculture Ministry representatives, the Provisional Committees and 
the People’s Councils that will make sure they comply with the drawings 
and the established plots. 

VII. The ministries in charge will ensure that buildings will be 
raised for authorities and institutions (People’s Councils, Militia stations, 
hospitals, schools, cooperatives, etc.) in all the newly established 
communes.

These buildings will be made of the same materials as the dwellings 
of the displaced, based on standard plans, to ensure their uniform aspect 
in all communes.

VIII. The displaced will be used by the collective state farms for 
cotton and barley cultivation and for any type of work.
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Persons who held administrative positions before displacement (at 
People’s Councils, cooperatives, GAS, etc.) will be employed in identical 
or similar positions in the localities where they have been settled.

Of these, persons who have displayed a hostile attitude will perform 
agricultural works exclusively.

IX. Members of People’s Councils who fall under the category 
of the displaced will not lose their status as council members. Their 
situation will be dealt with at a later date, after each case has been 
examined separately.

Those who will be found acceptable will continue to perform their 
duties in the communes where they have been settled.

X. The displacement costs and all costs required for the 
displacement-related activities will be established by the Commission.

To cover all these costs, the Ministry of Finance will arrange a 
credit on behalf of the involved ministries.

XI. In cooperation with the Local Farm Department and the district 
People’s Councils, the Ministry of Agriculture will establish the location 
of the communes where the displaced will be settled.

The Ministry of Agriculture will coordinate and supervise the house 
building and well digging works executed by the displaced.

After the displaced have built their houses, the Ministry of 
Agriculture will sell each household, for the State price, one piglet, 2 or 
3 sheep, 5-6 poultry, depending on general inventory.

At the same time, the Ministry of Agriculture will ensure the 
management of the State Farms and its departments that are to be opened 
in the communes where the displaced are settled. The managers will be 
chosen from among the elements that were verified and recruited by the 
Regional Party Bodies. Displaced persons or elements hostile towards 
the regime will not be part of the State Farms management.

XII. The Ministry of Agriculture and the People’s Councils will 
take the necessary measures for the agricultural works to continue on the 
lands that the displaced left behind.
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To this end, contingent workers will be used as labour force. In 
no case will they be natives of the regions where the displacement have 
occurred. They will be carefully verified to avoid the penetration of 
hostile elements in the border area.

The Ministry of Agriculture and the Ministry of Construction will 
establish the number of people necessary for such works, as well as the 
leaders who will supervise them.

The Ministry of Agriculture will also provide the required labour 
force, employing citizens from the region and making sure they do 
not belong to the same categories as the displaced. At the same time, 
The Ministry of Agriculture will provide and verify the technical and 
management staff.

XIII. The Ministry of Transport must provide the means for the 
transport (carriages and trucks) of the displaced and their belongings, 
as well as the transport of the materials needed to build new houses of 
the displaced.

When drawing up the schedule of the trains carrying the displaced, 
the fastest options will be taken into consideration.

The trains carrying the displaced must not paralyse the circulation 
of other trains.

Steps will also be taken that in Bucharest the trains carrying the 
displaced should run on the belt line.

XIV. The Ministry of Health must take action to prevent the outbreak 
of an epidemic in the displacement localities, providing sufficient staff 
and sanitary material in due time.

At the same time, state hospitals with 6-7 beds will be built in the 
communes where the displaced are settled.

XV. The State Commission for Planning will plan all the necessary 
materials for building houses and institutions and digging wells.

The Ministry of Agriculture will provide and distribute the materials 
for houses and wells according to the standard estimates, while the 
materials for other buildings will be provided and distributed by other 
interested institutions.
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XVI. The Ministry of Public Education must take measures that the 
children of the displaced do not interrupt their studies.

To this end, it will create opportunities for these children to attend 
the existing schools, until new schools are built and the required teaching 
staff is provided.

XVII. Based on the instructions given by the Ministry of Agriculture, 
the Local Farm Department will take measures to establish the sites of 
the new communes.

XVIII. The Directorate General of The Council of Ministers will 
take measures that Provisional Committees are immediately created 
in the new communes of the displaced, providing instructions for their 
activities.

XIX. Centrocoop will organise the cooperatives that will provide 
for the displaced.

XX. The Ministry of Finance will open the necessary credits for all 
displacement costs or in connection therewith and will draft the rules of 
using the credits. 

*
In order that the Commission can carry out all its tasks, detailed 

instructions will be provided for each matter separately.

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, pages 11-17
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MINISTRY OF INTERNAL AFFAIRS
CABINET OF DEPUTY MINISTER

NO. 117
June 14, 1951

TO
THE BORDER GUARD HIGH COMMAND

– THE COMMANDER –

For the purpose of displacing the suspicious elements in the area 
of the border with Yugoslavia, the following measures will be taken:

Starting with May 30, 1951, the border platoons in line I will be 
completed with 10-15 people each.

Starting with May 30, 1951, you will dislocate the 4 battalions of 
the Regimental School in the border zone. The strengths will arrive in the 
border zone to consolidate the guard in line I (1-2 miles back from the 
border) starting with June 13 1951. This consolidation operation will be 
completed on June 14 1951.

Starting with June 14, 1951, measures will be taken to block the 
frontier completely.

All leaves and holidays are suspended.
Each Guard Battalion will have backup platoons as well cavalry 

troops for blocking, intervention and pursue operations, to reach the 
numerical strength established at the meeting of June 12, 1951. These 
strengths will be posted in the localities specified in the appendix.

Major General Burcă Mihail         Major General Popescu Eremia
Deputy Minister                         Commander of Secret Police Troops 

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, page 18
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The following tables sum up the situation of the deportees by 
districts and localities. The following are indicated:

– the communes and villages from where people were deported, 
by districts

– the number of deported families
– the number of deported persons
– the number of trucks required to transport the deportees who did 

not have their own means of transport
– the boarding train station
– the distance to the train station
– the required number of railway carriages
The GRAND TOTAL tables sum up the categories of deportees.
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SÂNNICOLAU MARE DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. 
of 

trucks
Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1 Periam 172 569 4 Periam - 75

2 Grabaţ 223 747 10 Grabaţ - 110

3 Teglevici + 3 87 261 8 Beşenova Veche 16 42

4 Bulgăruş 294 802 10 Bulgăruş - 146

5 Saravale 72 275 3 Saravale - 35

6 Beba Veche 93 252 7 Beşenova Veche 19 47

7 Şandra + 1 171 595 7 Şandra 3 85

8 Comloşu Mare 130 379 5 Comloşu Mare - 65

9 Lenauheim 217 690 10 Lenauheim - 110

10 Lovrin 194 561 2 Lovrin - 94

11 Pesac 51 159 1 Pesac - 25

12 Gelu + 2 172 641 10 Gelu 7 86

13 Comloşu Mic 136 447 6 Comloşu Mare 5 68

14 Sânpetru Mare 76 213 1 Sânpetru Mare - 34

15 Tomnatic 354 1140 10 Tomnatic - 175

15 Igriş 74 277 5 Saravale 5 37

17 Cenadul Mare 150 523 2 Cenadul Mare - 73

18 Variaş 213 746 4 Variaş - 102

19 Gottlob + 1 194 544 6 Gottlob 5 96

20 Sânnicolau Mare 191 590 10 Sânnicolau Mare - 90

21 Teremia + 2 227 651 6 Teremia 4 130

22 Beşenova Veche 86 397 1 Beşenova Veche - 38

23 Vâlcani 41 140 1 Vâlcani - 22

TOTAL 3618 11599 118 - - 1785
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TIMIȘOARA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 
mem-
bers

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
sta-
tion

No. of 
railway 

car-
riages

1. Beregsăul Mare + 1 51 172 10 Beregsăul Mare 8 21

2. Becicherecul Mic 223 926 - Becicherecul Mic 2 116

3. Beşenova Nouă 210 992 30 Beşenova Nouă - 124

4. Biled 298 931 - Biled - 118

5. Cărpiniş 88 281 - Cărpiniş - 35

6. Cenei + 1 79 251 10 Cenei 4 32

7. Checea 71 216 - Checea - 27

8. Diniaş 45 175 18 Peciul Nou 8 22

9. Iecea Mare + 1 280 960 75 Biled 10 120

10. Otelec + 1 59 208 20 Otelec 3 26

11. Satchinez 58 222 - Satchinez - 26

12. Sânmihaiul Român + 2 57 262 24 Sânmihaiul Român - 32

13. Săcălaz 356 1515 25 Săcălaz - 188

14. Uivar + 2 68 239 6 Uivar 4 32

15. Jimbolia 342 996 65 Jimbolia - 128

TOTAL 2284 8346 283 - - 1047
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DETA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identi-

fied 
families

No. of 
family 
mem-
bers

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
sta-
tion

No. of 
rail-
way 
car-

riages

1. Banloc + 2 105 197 35 Banloc 3 80

2. Birda + 2 144 497 38 Birda 2 120

3. Cebza + 1 25 101 28 Ciacova 7 28

4. Ciacova + 2 138 144 20 Ciacova 0,500 110

5. Clopodia + 1 28 106 5 Clopodia and Ferendia 1 30

6. Cruceni + 2 77 248 15 Cruceni 1 65

7. Denta + 1 53 182 54 Denta 3 44

8. Deta + 1 84 257 40 Deta 1 81

9. Gătaia + 1 43 118 11 Gătaia 1 36

10. Ghilad 50 197 54 Ceacova 9 44

11. Giera + 1 44 103 15 Giera 1,500 34

12. Giulvăz 55 193 5 Giulvăz 1,500 47

13. Ionel 105 402 - Ionel 1 95

14. Ivanda 24 83 24 Peciul Nou 10 20

15. Şemlacul Mare +1 107 313 20 Jamul Mare 1 96

16. Moraviţa + 1 103 334 15 Stamora Moraviţa 1 85

17. Omorul Mare + 1 18 68 20 Deta 8 15

18. Partoş 16 45 5 Banloc 3 12

19. Peciul Nou 115 259 - Peciul Nou 1 85

20. Percosova + 1 31 109 25 Şemlacul Mare 8 25

21. Rudna + 2 69 206 30 Rudna 2 62

22. Sânmartinul Sârbesc 32 145 32 Peciul Nou 10 28

23. Stamora Germană + 1 90 294 10 Stamora Germană 1 80

24. Şemlacul Mare +1 16 62 - Şemlacul Mare 1 12

25. Tolvădia + 1 78 187 15 Tolvădia 1 71

26. Voitec + 1 53 174 20 Voiteni 1 49

TOTAL 1703 5278 536 - - 1478
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ORAVIȚA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Broşteni + 1 15 67 15 Oraviţa 5 15

2. Cacova + 1 67 203 50 Cacova 6 67

3. Ciclova Montană + 1 38 125 38 Oraviţa 10 38

4. Ciuchici + 2 22 99 22 Răcâjdie 11 22

5. Ciudanoviţa + 1 1 3 1 Cacova 19 1

6. Comorâşte + 1 53 251 20 Comorâşte 8 53

7. Forotic +2 27 92 15 Forotic 6 27

8. Goruia +2 4 22 4 Gârlişte 10 4

9. Ilidia +1 11 28 11 Răcâjdie 10 11

10. Maidan +1 8 26 8 Oraviţa 10 8

11. Milcoveni + 3 99 482 82 Răcâjdie 20 80

Iam - 19

12. Naidaş 19 88 19 Răcâjdie 18 19

13. Nicolinţi + 2 35 166 35 Răcâjdie 12 35

14. Răcâjdie + 1 38 176 21 Răcâjdie 7 38

15. Sasca Montană +1 11 28 11 Răcâjdie 21 11

16. Secăşeni + 2 10 41 10 Cacova 18 10

17. Slatina Nera +2 6 29 6 Răcâjdie 15 6

18. Ticvaniul Mare + 2 37 135 37 Cacova 10 37

19. Vărădia + 1 63 208 63 Cacova 16 63

20. Vrani + 1 62 303 60 Răcâjdie 14 62

21. Oraviţa oraş 161 399 50 Oraviţa 4 161

TOTAL 787 2971 578 - - 787
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REȘIȚA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. 
of 

trucks
Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Doclin + 1 16 63 10 Doclin 6 16

2. Dognecea 7 13 7 Bocşa Română 16 7

3. Măureni 58 192 15 Măureni 7 58

4. Tirol 33 111 15 Tirol 5 33

TOTAL 114 379 47 - - 114

MOLDOVA-NOUĂ DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks

Boarding 
station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Zlătiţa + 2 20 66 20 Oraviţa 40 10

2. Socol + 1 40 143 40 Oraviţa 95 20

3. Belobreşca + 2 26 94 26 Oraviţa 74 13

4. Pojejena + 2 13 48 13 Oraviţa 67 6

5. Moldova Veche + 1 16 36 16 Oraviţa 57 8

6. Moldova Nouă 15 53 15 Oraviţa 52 7

7. Coronini + 1 2 11 2 Oraviţa 65 1

8. Gârnic 3 15 3 Orşova 89 2

9. Sicheviţa + 1 6 13 6 Orşova 81 3

10. Berzasca + 2 23 79 23 Orşova 76 12

TOTAL 164 558 164 - - 82
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ALMĂJ DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identi-

fied 
families

No. of 
family 
mem-
bers

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

car-
riages

1. Sviniţa 1 2 1 Orşova 44 1

2. Plavişeviţa 20 44 20 Orşova 26 10

3. Ogradena Veche 7 26 7 Orşova 14 7

4. Orşova 36 80 10 Orşova - 36

5. Dalboşeţ 4 11 4 Iablaniţa 56 2

6. Mehadia 18 41 5 Mehadia - 18

7. Băile Herculane 24 60 12 Băile Herculane 6 20

8. Topleţ 16 52 5 Topleţ 2 16

9. Jupalnic 6 16 2 Orşova 4 6

TOTAL 132 332 71 - - 116

BAIA DE ARAMĂ DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Balta 10 22 10 Strehaia 90 11

2. Florești 10 39 10 Strehaia 40 5

TOTAL 20 61 20 - 16
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TURNU SEVERIN DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks

Boarding  
station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Căzăneşti 14 55 14 Prunişor 30 14

2. Jidoştiţa 4 21 4 Simianu 12 4

3. Ilovăţ 9 26 9 “ 28 8

4. Podeni 7 31 7 “ 40 7

5. Severineşti 13 58 13 Prunişor 22 11

6. Schela Cladovii 27 67 10 Turnu Severin 4 25

7. Marga 3 6 6 Simianu 41 3

8. Fântâna Domnească 22 62 15 Prunişor 7 20

9. Varciorova 12 33 6 Vârciorova 4 10

10. Ghelmegioaia 14 37 7 Balota 6 12

11. Cireşu 25 94 25 Simianu 28 23

12. Izvorul Aneştilor 15 36 12 Balota 18 14

13. Ergheviţa 10 99 5 “ 10 8

14. Siseşti 7 18 7 Simianu 37 6

15. Izvorăl 15 54 20 Balota 27 15

16. Husnicioara 8 24 5 Prunişor 10 8

17. Hinova 24 84 20 Simianu 16 20

18. Crăgueşti 11 30 10 “ 23 10

19. Cerneţi 24 73 10 “ 4 18

20. Bălvăneşti 2 3 2 “ 34 2

21. Bresniţa 17 45 15 “ 20 14

22. Izvorul Bârzei 9 45 7 “ 20 9

23. Malovăţ 22 50 18 “ 10 20

24. Degeraţi 8 19 5 Prunişor 7 7

25. Turnu Severin 299 850 120 Turnu Severin - 205

TOTAL 621 1850 372 - - 390
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VÂNJU MARE DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identi-

fied 
families

No. of 
family 
mem-
bers

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Slasoma + 1 14 36 14 Tâmna 30 7

2. Batoţi + 2 11 31 11 Prunişor 25 6

3. Rogova + 1 9 30 9 Tâmna 20 5

4. Vânjuleţ 11 36 11 Prunişor 30 6

5. Broscari 22 72 22 “ 15 11

6. Poroina Mare + 5 30 106 30 Tâmna 13 15

7. Izvoarele + 3 21 60 21 “ 50 11

8. Crivina + 1 11 41 11 “ 40 6

9. Vânju Mare + 1 30 93 30 “ 30 15

10. Scăpău + 1 21 62 21 Prunişor 35 11

11. Petra 4 12 4 Tâmna 20 2

12. Flămânda + 4 39 145 39 Prunişor 45 20

13. Ostrovul Mare 18 58 18 Prunişor 50 10

14. Gogoşi + 1 34 112 34 Prunişor 45 17

15. Nic. Bălcescu + 2 21 65 21 Tâmna 45 11

16. Gruia + 1 45 167 45 “ 60 23

17. Stigniţa + 1 12 36 12 “ 15 6

18. Oreviţa + 1 23 87 23 “ 25 12

19. Corlăţel + 1 36 121 36 “ 38 18

20. Padina Mare + 3 21 60 21 “ 30 11

21. Pătule 13 38 13 “ 55 7

22. Bistreţul + 2 27 93 27 Prunişor 47 14

23. Burila Mare + 2 18 58 18 “ 52 9

24. Pristol + 1 29 120 29 Tâmna 67 15

25. Devesel + 1 29 105 29 Prunişor 50 15

TOTAL 549 1844 549 - - 282
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STREHAIA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Lupșa de Sus 11 24 10 Strehaia 28 5

2. Rocșoreni 10 23 10 Tâmna 24 7

3. Ruptura 13 29 9 Strehaia 17 5

4. Tâmna 18 50 4 Tâmna 5 9

TOTAL 52 126 33 - - 26

PLENIȚA DISTRICT

No. Communes
and villages

No. of 
identified 
families

No. of 
family 

members

No. of 
trucks Boarding station

No.
of km
to the 
station

No. of 
railway 

carriages

1. Braniştea + 1 9 32 9 Maglavit 36 5

2. Cujmir + 2 36 123 36 “ 28 13

3. Gârla Mare 16 57 16 “ 40 8

4. Obârşia Câmp + 1 25 91 25 “ 22 12

5. Punghina + 3 45 157 45 “ 40 23

6. Salcia 23 109 23 “ 24 12

7. Vânători + 1 21 84 21 “ 32 10

8. Brata 10 40 10 “ 34 5

TOTAL 185 693 185 88

(Archives of the Association of Former Bărăgan Deportees, File nr. 1, 
pages 19-30, 32)
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In the following table, the total number of the deported 
families and people is given.

No. CATEGORY Families People

1 Foreign citizens 659 1130

2 “Purged” outside the area 218 590

3 Bessarabians 2998 8477

4 Macedonians 841 3557

5 SS members 782 2344

6 German ethnic group 89 257

7 Tito’s supporters 304 1054

8 Smugglers 224 657

9 Relatives of fugitives 413 1218

10 Bandit helpers 112 367

11 “Purged” within the area, enemies 238 731

12 Chiaburi, pub owners 5570 19034

13 Former traders 7 21

14 Landowners 57 162

15 Political prisoners and common convicts 179 341

GRAND TOTAL 12791 40320
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State-owned units where the Bărăgan deportees living in the new 
communes worked

1. ZAGNA Commune – Brăila District – Galaţi Region
– Zagna tin factory
– GAS41 Zagna 
– GAS Barboşi 
– Zagna Horticulture Farm

2. RUBLA Commune – Călmăţui District – Galaţi Region
– GAS “Iustin Georgescu” 
– GAS “Lişcoteanca” 
–  Rubla Building Site

3. MĂZĂRENI Commune – Brăila District – Galaţi Region
– GAS Urleasca 
– GAS Romanu 
– “Prodaliment Brăila”

4. BUMBĂCARI Commune – Călmăţui District – Galaţi Region
– “Prodaliment”
– GAS “P. Tcacenco” 
– “Nicolae Jianu” Hospital

5. SCHEI Commune – Călmăţui District – Galaţi Region
– GAS Schei 
– Viziru building site

6. RĂCHITOASA Commune – Feteşti District – Constanța Region
– GAS Feteşti 
– Feteşti Electrical Plant

7. SALCÂMI Commune – Feteşti District – Constanța Region
– CAR Mărculeşti
– Jegălia Stud Farm
– GAS Jegălia 

8. LĂTEŞTI Commune – Feteşti District – Constanța Region
– GAS Borduşani 
– Feteşti 01 Building Site
– Făcăieni MTS42 

41 GAS, like gostat, was a state agricultural farm.
42 Machine and Tractor Station.
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9. MOVILA–GÂLDĂULUI Commune – Feteşti District – Constanța 
Region

– GAS Jegălia 
– GAS Cocargeaua 
– GAS Pietroiu 
– Building Site 02
10. OLARU Commune – Călăraşi District – Bucharest Region
– Roşeţi MTS
– ICAZ Roşeţi Building Site
– GAS Roşeţi 

11. DROPIA Commune – Călăraşi District – Bucharest Region
– GAS Mărculeşti 
– “Republica” Factory
– ICAZ Dragalina

12. DÂLGA Commune – Lehliu District – Bucharest Region
– GAS Dâlga 
– “Sighereanu” Stud Farm

13. PELICAN Commune – Călăraşi District – Bucharest Region
– GAS “Vasilescu Vasia” 
– Călăraşi Water Plant
– Călăraşi Silo
– GAS Roşeţi 

14. VIIŞOARA Commune – Slobozia District – Bucharest Region
– GAS Mărculeşti 
– IELIF Mărculeşti Building Site

15. FUNDATA Commune – Slobozia District – Bucharest Region
– GAS Perieţi 
– GAS Andreeşti 
– GAS Pribegi-Amara 

16. EZERUL Commune??
17. BRATEŞ Commune??
18. VALEA VIILOR Commune??

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, pages 36-37
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CENTRAL COMMITTEE OF THE ROMANIAN WORKERS’ 
PARTY 

Department of Party, Trades Union and Union of Working Youth 
Ruling Bodies 

Department of Party Documentation 

INFORMATION NOTE
NUMBER 6

CLASSIFIED
24 June, 1951

GALAŢI REGION

1. GAS P. Tcacenco Settlement
People dug wells as a solution to the water problem. 
Young people have started to get organised; a cultural team; 

newspapers and party activities are required.
On 24 June two transports arrived. They are still waiting for 

transportation.
The district Party Committee has been informed, but no means of 

transport have been sent yet.
2. GAS Iosif Clicici Settlement
Until now, 199 families (645 people) have arrived.
Two party members have been identified.
The water problem has not been solved and the means of transport 

are insufficient. The water source is about 4 miles away.
There is no bread, cornmeal and fodder for cattle.
Discontent, commotion.
The dislocated doctor Cojocaru Pascu was hostile and managed to 

influence others, too.
The People’s Council representatives talked to him and he cooled 

down.
On 23 June, the GAS and commune base organisation meeting 

took place to inform the party members about the dislocated population.
3. GAS Vădeni Settlement
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By 2 p.m., 565 families (about 1860 people) arrived.
Regarding the water issue, the dislocated said, “Better poison us 

than not give us water”.
A rumour that “a war has started” goes around.
4. GAS I. Georgescu Settlement
227 families arrived by 24 June.
The dislocated are explained how to make their shelters.
Poor peasants fight with the chiaburi and blame them for being 

deported. 

IALOMIŢA REGION
1. GAS Mărculeşti Settlement
The poor are troubled and wonder ‘why they have been brought 

here, while the richest people in their village were allowed to stay 
home’.

Frunză Elena from Moraviţa, a party member, has had a hostile 
attitude. Her husband is a rail traffic controller.

The local villagers are envious.
Water is brought in a tank from 6 miles away.
2. Pietroiu Settlement
A number of 213 families have arrived.
Water is still a problem. Cattle are sent to graze and drink water 

from Borcea branch.
The shop has run out of salt and lamps. 
The building site managers are facing difficulties and cannot start 

work because there are no materials to work with. 
There are 6 pregnant women. One of them has had her baby and 

has received medical care.

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, pages 39-41
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Ministry of Domestic Affairs
Dislocation and Compulsory Residence Department (DCRD)

Classified

Compared to the number of hostile individuals in the deportees’ 
villages, the number of the agents is too small. Moreover, the agents are 
altogether lacking in quality/capacity.

In the third term, DCRD will lay the stress on the control and 
practical guidance activities in offices and command centres for 
information gathering.

You will assist the exterior bodies in developing concrete plans 
for the third term, especially in recruiting informers.

Submit the third term plan. DATE
Informers should not be recruited only by office or command 

centre agents. The heads of the regional offices should be involved too. 
In more important cases, they should require assistance from the 
regional directorate and district office heads. DCRD (especially the 
heads) must provide practical help for agent recruiting and training. 

Consequently, in the third term, lay great stress on agent 
recruiting.

18.08.1955
Al. Nicolschi

Copy no. 1 – Minister Drăghici Alex.
Copy no. 2 –  “ “ “
Copy no. 3 – General Nicolschi Alex.
Copy no. 4 – DCR Department

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, page 42
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This text is translated at page 245.
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NOTE

With reference to the task concerning the 19 shops that are to be 
opened in Ialomița Region, the following measures have been taken:

Three reliable comrades have been sent to Ialomița Region to 
organise the shops.

Two reliable comrades have been sent to Galați Region to 
organise the shops.

The minimum supplies have been determined:
- salt
- matches
- tobacco
- earth pots
- spoons
- oil (petroleum)
- lamps
- lamp wicks
- cloth
Given the measures taken on 19 June, the shops can be opened.
A number of 7,500 mats have been sent from other parts. There 

are 7,500 mats in the local stores.
At Minister VIDRAȘCU’s request, Bucharest authorities have 

lent 2,000 m3 of timber, to be returned in 10 days.
We shall inform you about the exact situation on Wednesday, 20 

June. 

16 June, 1951
V. HULDUBAN,
VICE-PRESIDENT

ARCHIVES OF THE ASSOCIATION OF FORMER BĂRĂGAN 
DEPORTEES, File no. 1, page 38
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29.06.1951
3 p.m.

GALAȚI REGION
From comrade Coguț (first secretary)

1. A signalman has spread the rumour that two trains collided at 
Orșova (he does not know whether it is true or not). No measures have 
been taken.

2. Minister Sandu said that the wheat that might go bad (about 4 
tonnes) should not be harvested, but they cannot access their plots. The 
wheat has been harvested, since more difficult problems would have 
arisen otherwise.

Comrade Sandu did not come to talk with them.

1. Brateș Commune
Land parcelling is 50% finished, it will be completed by tonight.
There is enough water (5 feet deep in the ground).
Two carriages with timber have arrived. 

2. Vădeni Commune
Land parcelling is 50% finished, it will be completed by tonight.
Water is still a problem. Three wells will be dug by tomorrow.
There are 20 barrels that smell like wine (from the state farms), 

but they are heavy to carry because the water source is 7 km away.
If necessary, a tank will be sent from Galați.

3. Urleasca Commune
The land has been staked out and parcelling has started. It will be 

70% finished by tonight.
They have about 10 ha of fodder peas that will be thrown away.
Water is carried in 8 barrels. Three wells will be dug by 

tomorrow.
Currently water is not a problem.
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4. Pavel Tcacenco Commune
At 10.30 a.m. the engineer arrived from Bucharest with the land 

plan (from the Ministry).
Parcelling goes very slowly. There is only one technician and the 

land is uneven. Only 10% will be parcelled out by tonight.
Technicians from other parts will be sent to speed up the works 

tomorrow.
There is one water tank (from Bucharest), but without a pump so 

it is filled with a cauldron.
Wells are being dug but the dates are not sure.

5. Justin Georgescu Commune
Land has been parcelled out completely.
The cooperative is opened.
There is enough water (tank, barrels) and the wells will be 

finished by tomorrow.

6. Stăncuța Commune
Land will be 60% parcelled out by tonight. A major drawback: the 

technicians have divided the land in two and consequently the citizens 
will have land in two parts (1,800 m in one part and a 700-m garden in 
the other). The land for vegetable gardens is not good for building 
houses.

There are two wells, but the water is not enough.
Water is carried in two barrels from four miles away.
Three more wells will be dug, but they do not know when they 

will be ready.

General information
The Ministry has not assigned a building site supervisor and an 

accountant to any of the above communes.

19 June, 1951
A.H./3 copies
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This text is translated at pages 248-249.
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Ministry of Agriculture
24, Republicii Street

Situation of building sites in Galați and Ialomița Regions at 12 a.m. 
on 17 June, 1951 – Information from the field.

Andrășești Farm
The land has been staked out.
No land exchanges with the individual peasants have been 

necessary.
200 black locust logs and the straw have been transported in the 

field. 
There are two wells with drinking water.
The tank sent from Bucharest has arrived.

Jegălia Farm
The setup is ready.
The land will be staked out on 18 June, in the morning.
There are no wells. The water source is 3 miles from the building 

site.
The tank sent from Bucharest has not arrived yet.
Straw is being transported to the building site.

Roșețu Farm
The land exchange with the individual peasants has not taken 

place. It will take place on the morning of 18 June.
Comrade Pricop is in charge with the exchanges.
Straw is being transported to the building site.
There are about 60 m3 of boards and round logs at GAS, from 

where the necessary materials for the buildings sites are borrowed.
On the morning of 18 June, five teams will start digging the water 

well and the make the concrete casing for the well.
Measures have been taken for the transportation of 43 barrels 

from GAS Balaci.
Currently there are no wells in this area.
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Cacomeanca Farm
The place of the building site has been chosen.
The land has not been staked out yet. This will be done on 20 June.
There are enough materials to start work: wood, bricks and straw.
There are 4 wells, but only one is functional.

Dragalina Farm
The land has been delimited, but not staked out yet. It will be 

staked out on 18 June. The exchange of 63 ha with the individual 
peasants has started. There are no problems with this.

Measures have been taken to transport the straw to the building site. 
There is one well on the site.

Călărași Farm
The setup is ready. 70% of the land has been staked out.
Straw is being transported to the building site. 3-4 cubic metres of 

wood are to be transported to the building site.
There is one well with drinking water.
Two barrels of water have been brought.
The cooperative will open on 18 June.

Dâlga Farm
The land has been delimited, but not staked out yet. 
It will be staked out on 18 June. 
There is a well close to the building site.
Measures have been taken to drill more wells.
600 mats have been brought from Călărași.
The cooperative will open on 18 June.

Zagna Vădeni Farm
The place of the building site has not been chosen yet. It will be 

chosen on 18 June.
Two animal shelters have been arranged and will be covered with 

straw.
There are four wells. 



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation254

Twenty barrels have been sent.
The cooperative will open on 18 June.

Brateș Farm
The land setup is not ready. It will be finished on 18 June.
There is enough wooden material.
The necessary reed has been acquired.
Eight barrels for water have been obtained.

Urleasca Farm
The land setup has not started yet. The commission will start 

working on 18 June.
There is water on the land that will be parcelled out.

Stăncuța Farm
The land has not been staked out yet. 
1,000 mats have been brought.
There are two wells with drinking water and two wells with water 

for animals.
The straw has been obtained.

Bordușani Farm
The land has been parcelled out.
The straw has been transported to the site and large barrels for 

water have been brought.
100 mats have been acquired.
The tank sent from Bucharest has arrived.
The grass is scythed to make access roads.
There is a drinking-water well near the site.

Luciu Giurgeni Farm
The land has not been parcelled out because the chosen place is 

too close to the farm – only 20 m away.
A place farther from the farm must be chosen.
There are about three carriages of black locust logs and one 

carriage of boards.
There is enough straw.
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Ten 500-litre barrels can be used for water supply.
A team of cadastre engineers is required to parcel out the land 

according to the proposal made by the Ministry delegate.

Justin Georgescu Farm
The land has not been staked out yet. It will be done on 18 June 

and the grass will be scythed to make access roads.
Straw can be found at the adjacent farms.
Measures have been taken to obtain the necessary materials from 

the adjacent farms.
1,200 mats have been brought.
The cooperative has opened.
There are no water wells.

Pietroiu Farm
Land reparcelling and the exchange with the individual peasants 

have not been completed. 
There are no wells on the future site.
Measures have been taken to complete the exchanges and stake 

out the land on 18 June.

Pavel Tcacenco Farm
The land has not been staked out because the cadastre technician 

who has the layout has not arrived yet.
There is no water and no water wells on the site.
The straw has been brought.

Fetești Farm
The land has not been staked out yet.
The straw has not been supplied yet.
No measures have been taken for the water supply.

Mărculești Farm
So far no measures have been taken to parcel the land and supply 

the necessary materials. The farm manager is not present.
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On 17 June, 11 water tanks were sent from Bucharest for 11 sites 
without wells. 

Not all of them have arrived on the sites yet.
Thirty carriages with boards were sent to the sites from 

Bucharest.
On 18 June, another 50 carriages with boards will be sent to the sites.
On 17 June, 6 carriages with 70 1,000-l barrels were sent from 

Bucharest. The rest will be sent on 18 June.

All sites except the five new ones have been ordered to complete 
land staking out on 18 June, to provide access roads and cover their 
needs for material supplies from the neighbouring farms.

On 18 June, four trucks with mats will be sent from Giurgiu.
The necessary round logs will be sent starting with 19 June, 1951.

Ștefan Bontea

Bucharest, 18 June 1951
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This text is translated at pages 252-256.
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The following documents are excerpts from the documentation 
prepared by the communist authorities concerning the houses in the 
Dropia village of deportees. They show what happened to the deportees’ 
villages after the compulsory residence was eliminated and especially 
after 1964, when these villages were blown off the face of the earth.

The following are indicated:
– the type of the house, larger or smaller 
– the building material – earth
– the house roof – straw, cardboard
– the name of the person who built the house 
– the name of the person who lived in the house when this 

document was prepared
- the state of the house – after 1964 most houses were demolished 

(with two exceptions).



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation262



Documents 263



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation264



Documents 265



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation266



Documents 267



Pentecost ’51. Pages of the Bãrãgan Deportation268



the Pink Rug of Home... 269

VAsILe DoceA

the Pink Rug of Home or about the Impossibility 
of Reconstructing the Deportation experience

In 1994, when the first edition of this book was printed, the 
literature of the “Romanian Gulag” or the “communist prisons” — to 
mention only two of the current names given to the incarceration 
phenomenon in communist Romania — was still in its early beginnings. 
Before 1990, works such as Vasile Gurău’s43 memories from prison, D. 
Bacu’s book about the re-education phenomenon at Pitești44 or Paul 
Goma’s novels could be published only abroad, where their authors 
lived. The Romanians in the country only heard about them on the 
radio, while listening to Free Europe or Voice of America. Once the 
communist regime had been overthrown, we expected an explosion of 
similar books. After a long period of censorship, there was finally a 
chance to fill the gap in the Romanian culture and, partially, the public 
conscience.

‘Another one? What do they want with it?’ Invariably, the 
question sounds cold, even hostile. It leaves me speechless every time I 
hear it, because I expect a totally different reaction. My father asks this 
question whenever I show him another “book about Bărăgan”. And my 
mother always adds, ‘They wrote it because they did not have anything 
better to do. As if they had been there to know what we went through!’ 
She emphasizes her last words to make sure I understand that they are, 
in fact, a reproach. A reproach addressed through me to the authors 

43 Vasile Gurău, Zâmbet printre lacrimi (A Smile to a Tear), 2 vol., Freiburg i. Br., 
1985.

44 D. Bacu, Piteşti, centru de reeducare studenţească (Pitești – A Student Re-education 
Centre), Hamilton, Ontario, 1989.
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who are not present. At first, I did not understand my parents’ repeated 
discontent. They had been deported to Bărăgan – my father, his parents 
and grandparents who died there, my mother and her parents. Her 
grandparents were spared, they had died before 1951. I thought they 
should be pleased, if not happy. Those books spoke about their ordeal 
and exposed the great injustice they had suffered. Then why were they 
so annoyed, when all the authors wanted was to do justice, however late 
it might have been for that? 

But the gap seemed to fill at a snail’s pace. A distinguished fellow 
historian, Lucian Nastasă, who was dissatisfied with how slowly things 
progressed, tried to find an explanation for that45: ‘Despite the changes 
that occurred in the Romanian society after December 1989, we cannot 
say that we witness a major existential concern for the identity of the 
former political prisoner. The Parliament Commission and the 
Association of Former Political Prisoners in Romania (AFDPR) have 
always had to fight with the bureaucracy (not to say rejection or 
obstruction) of the state apparatus, and a bibliographical search of the 
theme in the state libraries has revealed a disappointing scarcity of 
resources. Consequently, incarceration, with the complex set of events 
that preceded or followed it, with its monstrosities and ordeal imagined 
by the Romanian repressive mechanism, so ferocious that it is virtually 
unique in the world, has yet to command the attention of either those 
who may have something to say about it or the analysts of the 
totalitarian phenomenon.’ The testimonies about the horrors of the 
incarceration universe were still very few, because “the political factors 
showed absolutely no interest in the subject and that caused 
obstruction.”

A specialist in social history, the author of the essay published in 
1993 from which I quoted the above excerpt drafted a programme of 
socio-historical reconstruction of incarceration experiences. He drew a 
clear distinction between the testimonies about prison experiences 

45 Lucian Nastasă, Pentru o recuperare socio-istorică a experienţelor concentraţionare 
româneşti (1947-1964) (For the Socio-Historical Recovery of the Incarceration 
Experience in Romania. (1947-1964), in „Xenopoliana”, A.D. Xenopol Iaşi 
Foundation Report, year I, 1993, no. 1-4, p. 93-100.
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(which he called “judicial depositions”, “historical testimonies” and 
“spontaneous testimonies”) and the interpretation and explanation of the 
incarceration phenomenon. Just as it was necessary to examine the facts 
with specialised instruments, so it was urgent to collect testimonies. The 
urgency was determined by the “favourable occasion to have among us 
the survivors of an epoch, witnesses whose individual existence must be 
conceived as history.” Regarding the systematic investigation of the 
incarceration phenomenon, the author warned us that as long as the 
archives of the former Secret Police, Military Court, State Council and 
Communist Party remained inaccessible, any attempt on historical 
reconstruction and scientific analysis would have to rely solely on 
testimonies.

‘Why don’t you write a history of the Bărăgan deportation?’ asked 
a colleague of mine some years ago. ‘You are a historian, you know 
how to work with information, to select and analyse the sources. 
Furthermore, you come from a family of Bărăgan deportees, so you 
have their testimonies at hand.’ This question makes me think of a scene 
in which I, the hypothetical historian of the deportation, show my 
parents my future book. My father, disgruntled as usual, asks, ‘Another 
one?’, while my mother adds sadly, ‘As if you had been there.’ I never 
replied to my former colleague’s question, even though I already knew I 
would never write a book on deportation.

If the conclusion about the amount of prison literature proved to 
be too pessimistic, Lucian Nastasă’s intuitions in his pragmatic essay of 
1993 were to be confirmed by the further developments. A biographical 
list published in 1989 had already included over 120 books in Romanian 
about the Gulag: novels, documents, historical and anthropological 
analyses and, most of all, memoirs46. A number of periodicals that 
appeared starting with 1990 focused on the topic programmatically: 
Memory – A Periodical of the Imprisoned Thought, published by the 
Writers’ Union of Romania; Resistance. Anticommunist Testimonies and 
Attitudes, published by the Association of Former Political Prisoners; 
46 Ruxandra Cesereanu, Călătorie spre centrul infernului. Gulagul în conştiinţa 

românească (Journey to the Centre of Hell. The Gulag in the Romanian 
Conscience), Bucharest, 1998, p. 279-287
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and Journal of the National Institute for the Study of Totalitarianism, 
which first appeared in 1993. If we consider the hundreds of articles, 
notes, comments, reviews, reportage and investigations published in 
newspapers and periodicals, we realise that the interest in the 
incarceration phenomenon increased dramatically.

In the literature of the Romanian Gulag, autobiographical works 
prevail, while critical interpretations are very few and consist of partial 
studies about particular aspects. It was only in 1998 that a first attempt 
to approach the incarceration phenomenon globally was published — 
Journey to the Centre of Hell. The Gulag in the Romanian Conscience47, 
by Ruxandra Cesereanu. On analysing prison literature, both memoirs 
and books of fiction, the author reconstructs the image of the prison 
universe populated by torturers and victims.

Just as the literature dedicated to the 1951-1956 Bărăgan 
deportation is part of the prison literature, so deportation represents a 
moment in time and a particular form of manifestation of the more 
comprehensive Gulag phenomenon in Romania. In communist times, 
very little was known about deportation and the regime threatened it 
with oblivion. However, there was one place where its memory alive 
was kept alive, and that was the family universe of the former deportees. 
They could not erase their Bărăgan experience from their minds. More 
than that, they spoke about it to their children. They passed it on to the 
next generation. In this way, a more or less illegal oral tradition of the 
deportation was born. It had a strong impact on the deportees’ children 
and grandchildren. It may prove useful to record and analyse this 
second-hand experience consisting of deportation stories passed on 
from one generation to the next.

My first “encounter” with Bărăgan was in fact the encounter with 
a fading pink rug with black contoured floral patterns. My parents laid 
it in the living room, near the big stove. The stove had an opening in the 
kitchen through which they stuffed it with corncobs in winter. Grandma 
pushed the hot ashes towards the inside walls of the stove with a 
wooden shovel to keep them warm during the night. As a child, I 
stepped on that rug every day and never thought about it. Until one day, 

47 Ibidem.
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when I saw it on my grandma’s lap. She was trying to patch a hole with 
unravelling edges. ‘It had a nice, dark-red colour’, she said while 
mending it skilfully. Since all I saw was the fading pink colour, I asked 
her why it had changed like that. “It’s because of the sun. We hung it on 
the door frame because our hut didn’t have a door.” I must have looked 
a very surprised child, so she explained to me that she and her whole 
family had had to live somewhere far away, in a hut with a red rug 
instead of a door. Since then, I looked at that rug with different eyes, 
with curiosity and awe at the same time. Last time I saw it was several 
years ago, in a box of rags kept in the attic. It was one of the few things 
my parents had been allowed to take with them on the night of Pentecost 
1951. Such things carried the memory of the familiar universe they had 
been forced to leave. For almost six years, while they were away in the 
arid Bărăgan plain, not knowing whether they would ever return to 
their village in Banat, that rug conveyed a sense of “home”. A home 
that no longer belonged to a certain space, but could be moved from 
one place to another. Half a century after their deportation, the rug had 
become a rag, but they still would not throw it away.

One of the objectives of the Association of Former Bărăgan 
Deportees, founded in 1990, was to recover the memory of the 
deportation by collecting all available information about it and 
supporting the publication of historical works. Articles and memories 
from deportation appeared in periodicals as early as 1990, but 
exhaustive works were necessary to include as many facts as possible. 
There were still unanswered questions about how comprehensive the 
phenomenon had been, its reasons and connection with the political 
context of the first decade of communist regime in Romania.

This is the first book dedicated entirely to the Bărăgan 
deportations48 that has been published in Romania. Its first edition 
(1994) was soon followed by a second volume, signed by writers Viorel 
Marineasa and Daniel Vighi and journalist Valentin Sămânță49, and a 

48 A book on this subject, Sklaven im Bărăgan, Daggendorf, was published Heinrich 
Freihoffer in Germany as early as 1981. It was a novel based on true stories, to 
which the author added several documents.

49 Viorel Marineasa, Daniel Vighi, Valentin Sămânţă, Deportarea în Bărăgan. 
Destine, documente, reportaje (Deportations to Bărăgan. Destinies, Documents, 
Reportage), Timişoara, Mirton, 1996.
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photo reproduction album produced with the contribution of architect 
Mihai Botescu50. Their documentary value was revealed from the 
beginning in a series of reviews51. I had the opportunity to speak about 
the three volumes52. My opinions have not changed; therefore, I do not 
need to repeat them here. I would like to mention just one thing that I 
anticipated and was confirmed over time. I said that the three volumes 
contained truly valuable information for historians and those who would 
write the history of the 1950’s in general and the Bărăgan deportations 
in particular could not ignore them. And I was right. Most works about 
the history of deportation published after 1994 make reference to 
Pentecost ’51. In addition, this volume is quoted in works that analyse 
the comprehensive incarceration phenomenon53.

‘I’ll make you eat jam and cabbage’. This is how my mother used 
to threaten me when I would not eat the food she had just cooked. This 
combination sounded so incredible that it made me laugh. Until one 
day, when mother told me a story, probably thinking that I was mature 
enough to understand its meaning: ‘This is what granny fed me in 
Bărăgan. I was nine when we had to go there. Food was scarce, because 
grandpa was sick and unable to work. I was crying for food. We did not 
have any bread; bread was a luxury. So granny cut a cabbage leaf, 

50 Viorel Marineasa, Daniel Vighi, Mihai Botescu, Fotomemoria unei deportări. 
Bărăgan, 1951 (Bărăgan 1951 Deportation in Photographs), Timişoara, Mirton, 
1995.

51 Among others, Ioana Pârvulescu, Memorialul deportării (The Memorial of 
Deportation), in “România literară”, 231 year XXVII, no. 31, 17–23 August 
1995, p. 5; Cornel Ungureanu, Cronicarii, actorii şi autorii (Chroniclers, 
Protagonists and Authors), in “Orizont”, New Series, year VIII, no. 6, 26 June 
1996, p. 10; Nicolae Prelipceanu, Un nou volum despre deportarea în Bărăgan 
(A New Volume about the Bărăgan Deportation), in „România literară”, year 
XXIX, no. 38, 8–14 October 1996.

52 A review published in “A. D. Xenopol” Institute for History Annals, Iaşi, tome 
XXXIII, 1996, p. 460

53 For instance, in the book mentioned at footnote 46, Ruxandra Cesereanu recreates 
the generic portrait of a Bărăgan deportee (p. 105–106). The portrait stands out 
from other types of victims of the incarceration universe and is based on the 
testimonies included in the books signed by Viorel Marineasa, Daniel Vighi and 
Valentin Sămânţă.
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spread it with jam and gave it to me. So I ate it. Eventually she managed 
to find a job as a cleaning woman at the village dispensary and brought 
me milk from time to time.’

It is difficult to include Pentecost ’51 in an established genre or 
direction of analysis. The two authors are involved not just 
intellectually, but also emotionally in the fragmentary reconstruction — 
as suggested from the title — of the deportation. Their voice is heard 
from the beginning to the end of the volume. Sometimes we hear it as 
an “off” voice, making grave, compensatory, but mostly ironical 
comments on testimonies and official documents. Other times it acts as 
a substitute, the narrative alter ego of those who share recollections and 
whose identity the authors borrow. The authors deliberately avoid the 
cold, doctoral, impartial and inexpressive tone of the traditional 
historical discourse. They evade stiff, hypocritical objectivity and 
assume a subjective, personal discourse. Paradoxically, the loss of 
objectivity is a gain in credibility and this cannot be considered a 
drawback. On the contrary.

Later works by other authors belong to clearly distinguishable 
categories. I shall make a brief presentation of the books about the 
Bărăgan deportations, leaving studies and articles aside. They all have a 
common element: they use the same type of resources, namely the 
deportees’ testimonies. The differences lie in how the testimonies were 
obtained, how rigorously they were committed to paper and how they 
were selected and construed. Starting from these criteria, I have found 
that so far there have been two distinct research directions, one based 
on rigorous anthropological methodology, the other more relaxed from 
the point of view of the method and subsumed under the ethnic identity-
related discourse.

We sit at table, four generations. My paternal grandmother, my 
parents, my wife, my daughter and I. It is Sunday at lunchtime and we 
are listening to the German language programme. A song about 
“Heimat54” is played. Mother starts singing slowly, then stops. ‘I know 
it from Bărăgan. I learnt it at school there, in the German class, from 
54 Homeland, in German.
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my music teacher. He too was deported, his name was... I can’t 
remember his name. Our choir sang it at the school festival every year 
and the parents sang it with us every time. And everybody cried. I have 
a photo with my classmates and my teacher in Răchitoasa. But I can’t 
seem to remember his name.’

The book by Smaranda Vultur belongs to the first direction. What 
she intends to do is not to reconstitute the events, but to render the 
manner in which they are reflected in the protagonists’ memory55. The 
38 testimonies, selected from many interviews conducted between 1991 
and 1994, are rendered in compliance with the established rules of oral 
history. They are “life stories”, but at the same time parallel histories of 
the Bărăgan experience. The method is rigorously applied both in 
gathering the information and in processing and interpreting it. The 
author provides meticulous annotations to the texts, using a grid that 
allows her to identify the episodes that are repeated obsessively in the 
memory of the people who had the traumatic experience of deportation.

The other category includes works that deal with the deportation 
of members of a particular ethnic group. Two of the ethno-cultural 
groups from Banat have been approached in several volumes: the Serbs, 
in the book signed by Miodrag Milin and Liubomir Stepanov, and the 
Germans, in the volume edited by Wilhelm Weber56. These books are 
useful and interesting insofar as they contain testimonies that complete 
those published in volumes not dealing with ethnic groups separately. 
The book by Wilhelm Weber, which contains numerous excellent 
reproductions of original photographs, is worth our attention. However, 
the selection based on ethno-cultural criteria affects the credibility of 
the reconstruction. To conduct a study on the deportation of the 

55 Smaranda Vultur, Istorie trăită – istorie povestită. Deportarea în Bărăgan (1951–
1956) (History Lived and Retold. The Deportation to Bărăgan), Timişoara, 
Amarcord, 1997.

56 Miodrag Milin, Liubomir Stepanov, Golgota Bărăganului pentru sârbii din 
România 1951–1956 (The Golgotha of Bărăgan for Serbs Living in Romania 
1951-1956), translation from Serbian by Ivo Muncean, Timişoara, The Democratic 
Union of Serbs and Krashovani of Romania, 1996; Wilhelm Weber, Und über uns 
der blaue endlose Himmel. Die Deportation in die Bărăgan-Steppe Rumäniens 
1951, München, Landsmannschaft der Banater Schwaben, 1998.
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Germans or the Serbs exclusively is to confiscate the history of 
deportation in favour of one or the other of the ethno-cultural groups. 
This obviously leads to untruth or lying by omission, because the 
tragedy struck all ethnic groups in Banat — Romanians (be they 
Bessarabians, Bukovinians, Macedonians or locals), Germans, Serbs, 
Bulgarians and Hungarians. By confiscating the suffering, the two 
books are not reconstructions of the deportation experience, but 
elements of each group’s tradition. The suffering that all deportees 
endured no matter what language they spoke becomes an instrument of 
the ethno-cultural identity discourse.

I knew I would never write a history of the deportation after a 
conversation I had had with a fellow historian. He was interested in the 
period when the communist regime was established in Romania, 
collectivisation, political trials and, in this context, the deportation to 
Bărăgan. He had already published several books on these subjects. He 
knew that my parents had been deported, so he told me about the 
information on deportation he had found in various archives. It was 
interesting information about the role of the secret police, the Militia 
and the Army, the decisions made by different politicians and political 
institutions, the Soviets’ involvement and many other aspects belonging 
to the “great history”. In my turn, I tried to tell him things from the 
“small history”, everyday facts I had learnt from my family or other 
former deportees, sad facts, if not altogether tragic when seen from a 
sympathetic perspective. He did not seem to listen to me and kept 
speaking about the crucial information he had discovered in archives, 
party members and victims of repression and various statistics. I 
realized that although we were both speaking Romanian, we used 
different languages and did not understand each other. He was thinking 
in general terms, in historical and social laws, in series of facts that 
determined one another mechanically, while I spoke the language of 
suffering. I believed then — and I still believe now — that what defines 
the incarceration phenomenon in general and the Bărăgan deportation 
in particular is, above all, the human suffering. This is the pivot around 
which everything else turns. It is the suffering of the people who were 
snatched from their homes and the communities they had lived in for a 
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lifetime, only to be dumped in wheat or peas fields in the middle of 
nowhere, with almost nothing on them and not knowing what other 
misfortune may await them. Beyond the political decisions of the “great 
history” and the small, common of everyday life gestures that were not 
much different from those at home, everybody endured their own misery 
in their hearts, with different intensity. Only the sum of over forty 
thousand individual sufferings could express the real dimensions of the 
agony of the deported. How could I fully grasp it and what words could 
fairly describe it in a book?
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VIoReL MARIneAsA

BãRãGAn – space Lost, time Regained

In his autobiographical book entitled Arhipelag interior (Interior 
Archipelago), the Romanian-American writer Virgil Nemoianu recalls 
that by the end of the 1940’s, as a child, he visited his grandparents in 
Borloveni, a small paradise that seemed to be not only out of space (he 
calls it extra-territorial), but also out of time. Before reaching that 
charming corner in Țara Almăjului, he and his parents had to get off the 
train at Iablanița, a village near Băile Herculane, where, miraculously, 
the fast train stopped. There, in an inn around the station, a car or a cart 
was waiting to take them farther along.

As it happens, the huge inn belonged to my family, but it was 
hardly the gate to Paradise. My folks, several reunited families, had had 
the unlucky initiative to sell two modest houses and some land plots and 
buy, in 1946, the (unfinished) building that stood next to the railway 
station, thinking they had struck a profitable deal. They never thought 
that in a short while, having a little fortune of your own would become 
a terrible shame. After the “people’s power” had been established and 
consolidated, my grandmother officially became a chiaburoaică (which 
was a heavy burden to bear those days), and the Reception Centre, 
where the requisition quotas were collected from the peasants, occupied 
the front part of the big building.

I do not need to bite from a madeleine dipped in tea to trigger my 
memory stream. Whenever I hear the name Iablanița, my memories start 
rearranging themselves in a different configuration. In 1951, I was 
seven years old. If we refer strictly to Bărăgan, I think my appraisals 
are from a later time, a delayed explanation of the serious concern that 
troubled my older relatives and that the child I was then also 
experienced. On holidays, when coming from Lipova, we used to get 
off the train at Iablanița, like Virgil Nemoianu. However, we did not get 
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off on the station side, but on the other side that led to a field; from 
there, under my father’s strict guidance, we walked behind the train and 
took a roundabout way home — all this because the village had been 
included within the border area illegally, owing to the tense relationships 
with Yugoslavia. The morning after our arrival, my grandmother went 
to the constable with a mandatory gift and let him know that her 
grandchildren from the town had arrived. I was to find out only later 
that she had been very close to being deported. Iablanița had been 
deleted from the deportation list in the last minute. A few miles away, 
over 40 families, meaning 100 people from Mehadia and Băile 
Herculane, were deported to Bărăgan. For those dislocated from 
Dalboșeț, Iablanița was the boarding point.

I would be a hypocrite to say that in those days I saw everything 
in black. Had it been like that, I would not have been so impatient to go 
to Iablanița every summer. There were plenty of attractions: trains 
passing all the time, various types of locomotives, from those that 
barely reached 40 miles per hour to the more pretentious Pacific ones 
whose small plates under the driver’s cabin indicated incredible an 
speed (70 miles per hours); the smoking charcoal kilns; the mountain 
stone breaker; the mysterious tunnel entrance; the water mills that 
ground by themselves; the forest roads of Almăj that we covered in log 
trucks driven by drivers who were tipsy more often than not; the Ostreș 
Cave, which we visited with lamps in our hands; the turtle pond in the 
old precincts of the village, before the Habsburg administration moved 
the whole village closer to the main road; the fossils on the hill top, 
remnants of the Tethys Ocean etc. A true Garden of Eden, but an 
endangered one! I cannot forget that among the many Molotov trucks 
that carried wood and were driven by youngsters wearing peasant 
sandals there was a Bedford, an English truck under the care of two 
clerk-resembling men; they had returned from The Danube-Black Sea 
Canal, abandoned in 1953; one night I heard them sing a camp song full 
of sorrow and hate.

I do not think I was in the ramshackle inn near the station on 19 
June 1951, when Stoienel family from Dalboșeț was forced to board the 
train. It was only in 1953 or 1954 that I lapsed into the habit of wasting 
time at the station and counting the trains bound for Bucharest or 
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Timișoara. My time references are “Daddy” Stalin’s death and the 
World Football Championship final match, when West Germany 
defeated Hungary by 3-2. The people around me were happy as if they 
had won a long war.

This is what Ilie Stoienel, the head of his family, says: ‘At 2 or 3 
in the morning I heard furious knocks on my gate. I went to the window 
to see who was knocking so desperately when what should I see? (...) 
The Militia, the Secret Police and some civilians. I could see them 
because there was a moon. I asked them what they wanted. A lieutenant 
named Bader (...) ordered me to open the gate and he would tell me 
what he wanted when he came in. I did as he said and a crowd dashed 
in (...). The lieutenant took a piece of paper from his pocket and said 
that the party and the government had decided that my family and I no 
longer had the right to live in that house. We were to pack out things 
immediately, because we would be relocated (...). We had to be ready in 
three hours, that was our deadline. (...) A truck took us (...) to the 
railway station in Iablanița (...). On Wednesday, 20 June, we arrived in 
Călărași, where carts from the neighbouring villages and about ten 
trucks were waiting for us. We got on a truck with the few things we 
had on us and left to where we had been sent; they took us in the fields, 
they abandoned us in a wheat field (...) On Thursday, 21 June, a 
commission (...) came and brought stakes that were hammered into the 
ground. We were told that was where we were supposed to build our 
new house’ (Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 163-166). 

‘I went with my father to the place where my whole family had 
been taken. They had been abandoned in the field, a mile and a half 
from the main road. In the field.... between the sky and the earth (...) We 
were dumped in the oats field with our luggage. There was no water, no 
place to hide from the heat’, remembers Petru Verdeț from Pojejena 
(Stoicovici, Furtună, 2011: 76).

‘We travelled three days and three nights, until 24 June, when we 
arrived at the station in Dâlga, Lehliu District, Bucharest Region. We 
climbed in wagons requisitioned from the villagers and we were taken 
two or three miles away, on a barley field, where we were dumped like 
garbage. We all started to cry, but in vain’, confesses an anonymous 
individual in a letter addressed to the Association of Former Bărăgan 
Deportees (AFBD) (Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 111).
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The Chifus, a family of refugees from Bukovina who had taken 
shelter in Ciacova, Banat, were abandoned in an area covered with 
Sudan grass and black locust. (Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 119-120). And 
it goes on and on. Some deportees were left in corn fields, others on 
peas or cotton fields... 

‘Bărăgan was our Siberia’, confessed a deported woman. This 
statement raised protests from two parts. One was to be expected, but 
the other was quite surprising. Those involved in the repression and 
their supporters were indignant: how can one compare Bărăgan with 
Siberia? Why all the fuss about it? The deportees were left near villages 
whose inhabitants minded their own business and they never 
complained about the summer heat or the winter frost. The following 
excerpt is from an anonymous letter kept in the AFBD archive: ‘Certain 
individuals (we called them reactionaries, as the state bodies did) stood 
against this type of democracy (new life). They would not deliver their 
quotas or work their land in time, so that they might get small 
productions and consequently deliver smaller quotas (that was 
sabotage). They did not care that we had war obligations to the 
Russians; nor did they care about the urban population. Some had radio 
sets and listened to the Voice of America that mocked our democracy, 
our lifestyle. What was worse, the Americans promised to come and 
free us from the Russians, the communists. Had they travelled in 
wheelbarrows or carts, they would still have arrived in two or three 
years. (...) You, in Banat, objected to your obligations towards the state 
and did anti-government propaganda; you had your own share of such 
fine specimens and they were deported. True, it was an abuse on the 
part of the Stalinist regime. But what choice did one have? You raised 
your children into wealth with help from the state.’ (Marineasa, Vighi, 
2004: 133).

No doubt, Romania is not as vast a territory like Russia or the 
Soviet Union. Taken from their homes brutally and dropped in the 
middle of a field with their sucklings, crippled old men, war invalids or 
8-month pregnant women, the deportees initially saw the Bărăgan plain 
as huge and hostile. If we were taken from our homes by force, 
abandoned in an empty area two or three miles away from the city and 



Bãrãgan – space Lost, time Regained 283

forced to live there even for just a few days, we would be desperate. It 
would be a tragedy; a small one, but still a tragedy. ‘When we left our 
home we took an old bed; I had only a pair of slippers, I’d left my shoes 
and boots back home,’ says Ilie Stoienel from Dalboșeț. The first night, 
everybody slept where they could: in wardrobes, in shelters improvised 
from barley sheaves, under the sky. ‘We were five adults and a small 
child and we had to sleep in our clothes’, recalls the above-mentioned 
anonymous individual.

Some of the people involved in the deportation process 
sympathised with the deportees. After many years, G.C. tried to contact 
former deportees to tell them that, as a soldier, he had been ordered to 
guard a train bound for Bărăgan and in that crazy night he cried like a 
baby in a brakeman’s cabin, leaning on his rifle. Laurean Stoica, an 
agronomy student, evoked, in an experienced, reporter-like manner, the 
deportation “D Day” from the perspective of those leading the 
operations. His task was to make the inventory of the goods the 
deportees had left behind (Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 129-130).

The political prisoners’ opaque attitude towards the sufferings of 
the Bărăgan deportees is (somewhat) surprising. M.C., a man of strong 
character, used to ask me: ‘Mr. M., what is wrong with you? Why are 
you siding with them? Bărăgan is not Aiud, you cannot compare them. 
We fought for a cause, we were definitely against communism. But 
most deportees, maybe not all of them, supported the regime as soon as 
they had escaped Bărăgan.’ We recall Ion Ioanid’s lack of sympathy for 
Tito’s imprisoned Serbian supporters, whom he considered a different 
kind of communists. Mutatis mutandis, Tzvetan Todorov holds that 
‘former communist deportees (who) had experienced the inferno at 
Mauthausen or Auschwitz (...) refused to fight against the Gulag not (...) 
because their memory betrayed them, but because their ideological 
principles forbade them to do it’ (Todorov, 1999: 48-49). Returning to 
my previous idea, I consider our deportees’ perception of themselves 
real and based on common sense: ‘We are like convicts, except under 
house arrest’ (Vultur, 2011: 51-52; Milin, Stepanov, 1996: 196). It 
would be a huge mistake to belittle their misery. Simion Boca, a 
deportee from Șoșdea Village, makes a staggering confession: ‘We 
settled in a wheat field surrounded by armoured vehicles, machine gun 
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nests and soldiers every five yards. For eighteen days we endured thirst, 
because they brought us dirty water in small quantities, in gas-smelling 
tanks. We worked at gostat from 7 in the morning to 5 in the afternoon 
and when we finished we had to build our future houses, until dark and 
sometimes even later. We hung a lamp on a stick and kept working until 
late at night. In those days, my ten-month child died of dysentery. My 
wife and I had to bury him as if he had been a dog, closely watched by 
a policeman standing behind us.’ (Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 108-109).

At first, part of the deportees thought they would stay in Bărăgan 
only for a couple of days, so they refused to build houses. But it wasn’t 
like that. The stakes marking a family’s perimeter soon became a shack 
and then a mud house. In a few weeks, the authorities ordered that 
building materials for houses be brought. Each family member had to 
make adobe bricks. ‘My place is where my body is’, says philosopher 
Paul Ricoeur, and then he adds: ‘Placing and moving are primordial 
activities that turn a place into something one should be looking for. It 
would be terrible not to find it.’ (Ricoeur, 2001: 179). The deported had 
no option: they were forced to live in a definite place and their papers 
bore the stigmatising Compulsory Residence seal. Confused for a while, 
they managed to settle in the new area gradually. As ordered, they raised 
buildings for the people’s council, the Militia, the dispensary, the school 
or the shop. They were befriended by the locals and started getting on 
with them. Some died, others took their own life, others got married and 
had children. Some attempted spectacular escapes, others threw parties 
and balls and engaged and sports competitions. They missed their home, 
their other home.

I have written two books about deportation and contributed to 
others. I got into touch with AFBD as soon as it had been founded in 
1990. At that time, it was located in an old patrimony building with 
creaky wooden stairs. As an irony, the association was located right next 
to the Socialist Labour Party, an obsolete variant of the former unique 
party! The first book, Pentecost ‘51. Fragments of the Deportation in 
Bărăgan, 1994, is the result of my cooperation with Daniel Vighi. We 
had talked to many deportees, we had studied a large number of 
documents, but we had not been to Bărăgan yet.
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We were offered the chance to take two trips there, both organised 
by AFBD. The first time, we visited different places, met individuals 
and groups of people involved in the deportation process. The second 
time we performed a thorough analysis of the documents that were still 
kept at the county branches of The National Archives of Romania. In 
our innocence, we followed Ricoeur’s recommendations. While arguing 
that memory is the matrix of history, a balance between past and 
present, the French philosopher specifies that ‘memory is not history. It 
is the presence of one’s own past, always reinterpreted, retold, rebuilt.’ 
(Ricoeur, 2001: 110; Pop, 2000). As far as the process of becoming 
familiar with history is concerned, it starts when the ‘built’ space 
interferes with the ‘retold’ time and continues with confession as an 
expression of the declared memory, established through archiving and 
documentation (Ricoeur, 2001: 176-194 passim).

Such processes raise major impediments for totalitarian regimes. 
According to Tzvetan Todorov, these regimes intend to hold the 
monopoly on memory and erase the traces of the past, so that ‘lies and 
inventions may replace reality’ (Todorov, 1999: 9-10). In the chapter 
dedicated to the deportation to Bărăgan, The Final Report of the 
Presidential Commission for the Study of the Communist Dictatorship 
in Romania specifies that ‘in 1964, old villages were to be destroyed 
deliberately. Most of the houses were demolished and the land was 
ploughed. It was the party strategy to erase traces in a moment when 
political detention had been eliminated, at least officially’ (Vultur, 2011: 
35). The deportees grasped the strategies of the political power correctly 
as early as their deportation days. The Stoienel family was deported to 
Roșeții Noi, near Călărași. The adjective noi (new) was added to the 
names of the settlements arising after deportation, so that the exact 
number of the localities with deportees should not be known. These 
were but hamlets attached to larger villages, explains Iosif, Ilie’s son 
(Marineasa, Vighi, 2004: 159). In some places, this situation had 
actually been anticipated as early as 1961, since the manager of 
Mărculești State Agricultural Institution proposed that 16 houses in 
Viișoara Village should be demolished. 

In 1995, when we arrived at Rubla, we found only 11 remaining 
households (out of 465) and 9 inhabitants scattered among barley and 
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hemp fields. If you drive from Brăila to Slobozia, you will not even 
notice this ruin of a village. From Viziru, once a district’s main locality, 
the huts you see in the distance resemble buoys on a sea of cereals. 
When it rains or there is a blizzard, you cannot even reach Rubla; it is a 
land of restricted access. The distance separating it from the road grows 
longer and longer and you cannot even be sure you have actually 
reached the village. There is no church, no cemetery, no priest, no 
doctor and no shop there. Loneliness is not really at home in Rubla. 
Until last year, two women who lived there (a woman and her mother-
in-law) knew exactly when the hooligans were supposed to come (very 
likely they had decided on their schedule together). They ran and hid in 
the fields, so that the hooligans could steal whatever trifles they could 
find (a jar of jam, matches or rags). Tall weeds cover the former 
cemetery where a year ago somebody’s pigs and sheep grazed what was 
left of the vegetation. We read the inscription on a crooked iron cross: 
MÜLLER MAGDA (1871-1953) (Marineasa, Vighi, Sămânță, 1996: 
10-17 passim).

At Urleasca, there is no trace of the former village. All you see is 
a plain and the black poplars bending their branches over the road. 
Silviu Sarafoleanu (president of AFBD) tries to recall the years he spent 
as a child in the shrubs growing along the roadside. Nothing. Not even 
a sign of it. In the first year, the villagers cultivated wheat, in the 
second, peas, in the third, cotton. Cotton has pink flowers like the one-
hundred-lei coin. There are no bustards, no thistles. The village was 
named sometimes Urleasca, other times Măzăreni. Or Satul Nou (The 
New Village). We set off in the Tiffany company car; on one side, 
beyond the irrigation channels, we see a little tractor and Măcinului 
Mountains resembling a rotten gum. We arrive in Brăila (ibidem: 26).

The writers, the reporter and the photographer-architect return 
from their expedition gloating, but with a feeling of guilt. The three 
deportees are overwhelmed by melancholy. The common thread of the 
books they plan to write together should be the recovery of memory 
(Todorov), and the respect for the past (Ricoeur).

(Paper presented at the Sighet Memorial, July 2011)
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echoes of the first edition of the book

In Pentecost ’51, Viorel Marineasa and Daniel Vighi bring 
forward a collective record of the deportation of Banat villagers’ seen 
from psychological, social and political perspectives and comprising 
diary fragments, memories, letters, short interviews, notes written by 
former deportees and followed by the authors’ remarks and reports from 
the press of the time. The book, a model of documentation and 
synthesis, also includes documents issued by the Secret Police 
concerning the deportation stages and various directives issued by the 
Romanian Communist Party. Some testimonies are focused and concise 
(for instance, for a deportee, the deportation means only one event — 
the death of his son, whom he was forced to bury as if he had been a 
dog), others are expansive (the deportees can be ‘chatty’, as the authors 
say). They are not precise patterns about the deportation, even though 
sometimes a sentence can sum up a whole novel.

(Ruxandra Cesereanu, Călătorie spre centrul infernului. Gulagul 
în conştiinţa românească (Journey to the Centre of Hell. The Gulag in 
the Romanian Conscience), Fundația Culturală Română, Bucharest, 
1998, p. 108)

*

Pentecost ’51 is a must-read book. It is not only a memorial to 
suffering and can probably awaken even the weakest conscience, but it 
also has a hidden moral that is found in any tragedy: just as men can be 
sublime, so their fellow creatures can be nefarious.

Ioana Pârvulescu, România literară 31/17-23 August 1994, p. 5)

*
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This is an unforgettable book. Alongside Anița Nandriș’s 
memories from Bukovina to Siberia and back, these stories about the 
suffering that the deportees from Banat and the Bessarabians endured in 
Bărăgan will always be a constant point of reference in the Romanian 
memory.

(Adrei Pippidi, Expres 37/206-26 September 1994, p. 12)

*

Over time, any tragedy becomes history, but the authors of the 
book, two distinguished writers, know how to keep the former alive and 
deliver it very much intact to the latter.

Nicolae Prelipceanu, România liberă, 8 October 1996)



PHotoGRAPHs





Photographs 293

“This photograph was taken at 
the funeral of Simion Polverejan 
(Măcuțu) and shows the people 
from Comloșu Mare Village who 
came to say goodbye to their 
friend. Măzăreni, 1 May, 1955.”

“Sarafoleanu family (Gheorghe, 
Amalia, Dora, Silviu, Aunt Iulia) 
from Comloșu Mare, deported to 
Măzăreni.”

“Hans-Onkel, Mari-Tante and 
Mari in Bărăgan (Pohl family 
in Olaru, 1954)”
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Deportees in Frumușița

Aron Cristea family in Lătești, 
a year after their deportation

Maria Glavan from 
Sânpetru-Mare and her family
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Aurel Herzovi from Comloșu Mare 
and his family (Schei, 1952)

Viișoara – Deportees from Ciacova 
before returning home: Chifu 
family, Aristide Fedoraș and 
others

Father Fleșeriu and the church 
choir of Viișoara (1953)
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A wedding in Viișoara

At the edge of the village

In the household
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A wedding in Fundata (1952)

Dâlga, 1953 – Deportees from 
Sânnicolau Mare (Vasile and 
Nadia Oprea, Gheorghe and 
Tudorica Moga)

Dâlga Nouă – “A memento of 
the summer of 1957. Culuță, 
Marița, Aurel and Ghiță 
(Saftencu)”
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Olaru (Roșeții Noi), 18/02/1956 
– Cornel and Gertrude Popovici 
from Băile Herculane, Vasile 
and Casandra Popescu from 
Topleț.

A christening (Frumușița, 1955)

A house (yet standing) in 
Răchitoasa (1964)
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Răchitoasa, 1952 – A photograph 
taken before noon

Among others, Ioța and Katița 
Vuk, Milan Lațici and Tinka 
Sablici (1952)

Dora and Silviu Sarafoleanu 
(Măzăreni, 29/09/1955)
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Digging the cotton field 
(Olaru, 1952)

Cotton pickers during a break 
(August 1953)

Frumușița, 1951 – Ion Lesariu family from 
Iecea Mare in front of their new house
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Crainer family from Clopodia  
(Olaru, 1953)

Viișoara, 1956 – Students in the 
third grade. In the centre, 
wearing shorts, is Virgil Ciornei, 
a future electrical engineer.

Frumușița–Brateș, June 1951. 
The Croatian Franyo Mixich 
from Checea and his family. 
“This is where we lived from 18 
June to 20 October, when the 
activists came and ruined our 
shelter. The house had no doors, 
no windows and no roof.”
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Valea Viilor, 1952 – 
Deported teachers and 
students.

Valea Viilor, 1954 – At the north-west 
edge of the village, the Mirciov brothers: 
Petru, Rafael and Ion.

Fetești–Valea Viilor, 1955 – Maria 
Mirciov and Ana Maria Vasilcin (both 
sitting), Anton Bratan (visiting) and the 
child Iani Mirciov
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Buliga Cemetery, 1958 – Petru Bratan, 
former deportee, near Iani Mirciov’s cross 
(the grave no longer exists)

Maria Maniov at Valea Viilor, 1953

Pavel, Petronela, Maria and 
Ecaterina Maniov (Valea 
Viilor, 1953)
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Valea Viilor, 21 August, 1955 – 
Teacher Tiberiu Balea and his 
family

Pavel and Maria Stoianov at Valea Viilor, 
in 1954, near the earth wall
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Feri Kalap; and his wife Ecaterina 
(born Granciov) – Valea Viilor, 
1955

Bratan family house, renovated 
before their departure (1955)

Valea Viilor, 1951 – Petronela Tuturilov 
(17 years old) in front of her shelter
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Valea Viilor, 1955 – Bulgarians 
from Dudeștii Vechi in a 
wedding procession

Maria Peiov from Breștea and her 
son, born when she was deported to 
Lătești, in 1955

Bărăgan, 1954 – Ignat Șuștrean 
family from Saravale
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Svetozar, Milița, Angielka, 
Milan and Svetozar Todorov 
from Sânmartinu-Sârbesc, 
deported to Roșeți-Ialomița

Valea Viilor, 1956 – An 
abandoned house after the 
deportees’ departure

Valea Viilor (Feteștii Noi), 
18/07/1956 – A country lane 
with houses abandoned after 
the deportees left.
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1971 – What is left of 
Răchitoasa Village

Movila Gâldăului, 1954 – Ion 
Fantaziu family

Movila Gâldăului, 
1955 – The funeral of 
my mother, Fantaziu 
Alexandra
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Fantaziu brothers, 1954, in front of their 
house in Movila Gâldăului

Fantaziu brothers, 1953, Movila 
Gâldăului

Vasile Fantaziu, 5/12/1951, Călărași
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Fantaziu parents, Alexandra and Ion, 1955

Rubla, May 1995, the documentation team: Vasile Fantaziu with Teofil Subu, 
Juvenalie Harabagiu, Silviu Sarafoleanu, Daniel Vighi, Dic, Viorel Marineasa, 

Valentin Sămânță and deportees from Rubla.



Photographs 311

Răchitoasa, 1964

A country lane in 
Zagna Vădeni, 
1953

Răchitoasa, 1964
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1971 – What is left of Răchitoasa

Răchitoasa, 1956
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Valea Călmățui (Rubla), 1996 – One of the 11 houses that still stand

Valea Călmățui (Rubla), 1996 – What is left of the cemetery
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The Church of Fundata, 2000 – Built by former deportees

Movila Gâldăului, 2000
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The Monument of the Bărăgan 
Deportees raised in Jimbolia, in front 
of the Town Hall and consecrated on 
18 June 1991

The Monument of the Bărăgan 
Deportees raised in Checea, Timiș 
County, the second day of Pentecost in 
1991
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The monument raised by the former 
deportees in Ghilad, consecrated on June 
2002

The Monument of the Bărăgan 
Deportees in Timișoara, standing in the 
Justice Park, consecrated on June 1996
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