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Charle  Wil ia  E it 



It was summer time I slipped out of the house and went, in broad 

daylight, to uncle Vasile's, to steal cherries. I made very careful plans so as 

to get the cherries without being caught. First I brazenly went into my 

uncle's house and asked if Ion could go swimming with me: 

"He's not in," aunt Marioara said. "He's gone with your uncle Vasile." 

"Well then, God be with you, aunt Marioara! I'm sorry cousin Ion is not in 

for I'd have loved to have gone swimming with him." 

Picking cherries 



But I said to myself: "I've done it. A good thing they're not in, and if 

they don't turn up soon, so much the better." I pretended to go to the 

bathing-place, but by clever dodging one way and another I found myself 

in the good woman's cherry tree  



I started putting cherries into the front of my shirt, ripe or unripe, 

just as they came to hand. As I was anxiously hurrying on with the job as 

quickly as I could, I suddenly saw aunt Marioara, with a rod in hand, under 

the cherry tree! 



"You devil, so this is how you go swimming, is it?" she said, her eyes fastened 

on me. "Come down, you thief, and I'll learn you!". But how should I climb down 

when hell and destruction were down below at the foot of the tree? When she 

saw that I would not budge, two or three clods of earth came whizzing through 

the air at me but missed. Upon this I swung down on to a branch nearer the 

ground and all of a sudden I jumped slap into some hemp that was growing 

beneath the cherry tree; it was still green and waist high. That crazy aunt 

Marioara rushed after me, and I ran like a hare across the field of hemp with 

her on my heels to the fence at the bottom of the garden. 



We trod the whole field of hemp flat and my aunt somehow got tangled 

up in the hemp or stumbled against something and she went down. I then 

suddenly switched round like a swivel, took a couple of running jumps and 

vaulted over the fence without touching it, doubled back to cover my 

track, went home and was very good for the rest of the day. 



But later that evening, along came uncle Vasile with the mayor and the 

watchman, and calling father to the gate, told him what had happened and 

summoned him to attend a hearing of the case and pay a fine and damages 

for the hemp and the cherries. And when he came back shamefaced and 

hurt from that restitution, he gave me the very grandfather of all hidings 

and said: 

"There, take your fill of cherries! Do you think I'll go on paying much 

more in damages on your account?" 



One morning mother woke me up with the greatest 

difficulty saying: 

"Get up, you lazy boy, before the sun rises, or do you want 

the hoopoe to poop on you so that everything will go wrong 

with you all day?" This was mother's way of pulling our legs 

about a hoopoe that had been nesting for many years in an old 

hollow lime tree, up the hill by the house of uncle Andrei, 

father's younger brother; and every day in the summer at 

daybreak you'd hear it calling: "Poo-poo-poop! Poo-poo-poop!" 

so that the village reechoed.  

The hoopoe from the linden 



And as soon as I got up mother promptly sent me off to 

carry rations into the fields where we had some people 

hired to tend the maize.. 

No sooner did I set out with the rations than I heard 

the hoopoe singing: 

 

"Poo-poo-poop! Poo-poo-poop! Poo-poo-poop!"  



Could I stick to my course and leave it alone, I ask you? 

Not me. I left the rations on the path at the top of the hill, 

climbed quietly into the lime-tree, slipped my hand into a 

hole, but I couldn't find her anywhere. "My word! what an 

uncanny thing to happen," I said angrily, taking off my fur 

cap and stuffing it into the hole. I climbed down again and 

set out at a good pace to take the victuals to those people. 

Back to the village. I walked round by the lime-tree again, I 

carefully removed the slab, slipped my hand in and fetched 

the hoopoe out, quite exhausted with so much struggling. 



After which I went home, tied the bird by the leg 

with a piece of string and kept it out of mother's 

way for a day or two, up in the loft 



The third day I climbed into the loft, snatched the bird 

from where it was hidden, jumped down with it under the 

eaves and made straight for the cattle market to sell it, for 

it was a Monday and market day. 



 As soon as I reached the fair I began to walk up and 

down among the crowd, hoopoe in hand, for I wasn't a 

merchant's son for nothing. Now a foolish old man with a 

heifer at the end of a bit of rope had nothing better to 

do than to ask me: 

 - Are you selling that birdie, sonny? 

 - Yes, indeed I am, gaffer. 

 - And what will you take for it? 

 - Whatever you think it's worth! 

 - Come, let's have a look at it and see what it weighs! 



No sooner had I handed it to him, threw it into the air, 

saying: "Bad luck, it's slipped out of my hand!" I stared the 

old man in the face and made such a racket that people 

crowded around us to see the fun; it was better than a 

peepshow 

"I say, you are a tough one, my boy!" said the old man 

after a while, laughing. "Why in Heaven's name are you 

carrying on like that, sonny? Now wouldn't you like to get 

my heifer for a hoopoe? Just wait a minute and I'll take you 

to your father and see whether it was his doing that you 

came to sell hoopoes and make fools of us at the fair."  



All was well that far, but when I heard of father my 

spirits sank, and so I made my way slowly through the crowd 

and rushed off to Humuleşti, looking over my shoulder to 
see whether the old man was after me. 

Next day, early in the morning, what do you think I 

heard? 

"Poo, poo, poop! Poo-poo-poop! Poo-poo-poop!" 



Mother woke me up earlier than usual and said to me very 

lovingly: 

"Nică, my darling! Your father's gone to cut those oats 
and I myself have more than enough to do, so don't go 

wandering along the roads but stay at home with mother to 

make spools and rock the baby, and, at the Fălticeni fair, I'll 
buy you something nice" 

"Right you are mother!" but I alone knew what was in my 

heart. 

Going bathing 



But when I heard about rocking the baby I didn't take 

kindly to the idea at all, though the misfortune of being the 

eldest had fallen to my lot. But what could you do when it was 

your mother asking you? That day, however, when she'd asked 

me, the sky was so blue and it was so warm and lovely out, that 

you felt like bathing in the dust, like the hens. Seeing such 

weather I bolted to the pool. After a while, thinking I was 

somewhere in the orchard, mother came out and began to 

shout herself hoarse: "Ion! Ion! Ion!" but there was no trace 

of Ion. 



Not getting any answer, she left her work undone and followed in my 

tracks to the waterside where she knew I was in the habit of going; and 

there I was lying naked in the sand. Mother came gently on tiptoe from 

behind, as I was contemplating those girls that I've been telling you about; 

she quietly picked up all my clothes from the bank and left me naked in the 

water, saying bitterly: 

"You'll come home, you tramp, when hunger gets the better of you and 

then you'll dance to another tune." And away she went! 

The girls giggled at my plight so that the place resounded with 
laughter. I let the girls laugh themselves silly until their mouths 
stretched from ear to ear, and biding my time till they were bent double, 
bleaching the linen, I shot out of the water and took to my heels; and so 
fast did I run upon the gravel that the stones I touched shot up as high as 
I was tall. Faster, faster I ran without ever looking back, until I came to 
the road that led to our house. 



Unable to bear the pangs of hunger any longer I began to whine 
dejectedly behind the palings: "Mother, I've come home. Mother, you 
may beat me, kill me, hang me or do whatever you will with me, only 
give me something to eat for I'm nearly done for!" 

"A fine thing for such a great, big, idle fellow to walk the country in 
such a state and leave me right now with no help at all! Come and have 
something to eat; but, mind, I've had more than enough of you. Maybe if 
you behave yourself from now on, I might feel towards you as before, but 
I can't honestly make any promises." 



Land and hou e f 
all t e memor es 
eco n ed by Ion 

C eangă ... 
H muleşti illa e 

 



Le '  ete  to narra e ab u  
il hood, ecau e he i  

heerful and no en  and 
frankly, i '  he tru h!  
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