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Hello, I am ... I cannot tell you, and actually, do you need to know? … No, it’s not
scary but you ain’t gonna like it. You will not get it; you won’t want to get it. Or
maybe you have noticed. Does it show? Can you tell? Is there something to be
uncovered? Is it my accent, maybe? No, I don’t think so. You wouldn’t be standing
there watching me like you do … I have done my best. So many years spent in pain:
to blend in, not to stand out, not to pinprick; to speak, think, breathe like you all do
and the everlasting fear I am not good enough at it. And I keep trying. I am so
close… I only need to forget. I shall forget, I promise you, for you, for me, I will go for
a surgery that will erase all scars and scratches from my childhood. I will drain my
blood to the last drop so that I will not hear its pulsating story and I will transfuse
fresh blood. I will wipe out from my memory all that was there for years: I will erase
my mother, I will erase my father and both my grandmothers, I will erase all my
sisters too, one at a time … I will firmly press the sponge down onto the blackboard
inside my head until nothing is left of them but a few blurs … I will burn down to
ashes my own name; I will forget it...

(...)

When I was a little girl my great-grandmother Kadah used to tell me that the
Romani people had come all the way from India … our great-great-grandfathers
and great-great-grandmothers were craftsmen, musicians and traveling circus
performers… Circus performers… I used to fantasize about my great-grandfather
doing cartwheels all the way from India. And my great-grandmother would be
following him on top of an Indian elephant standing on his two legs, as he was a
circus elephant… After them came Gypsy jugglers, fortune tellers, tamers of horses,
bears and monkeys… That noisy flamboyant circus travelled half of the Earth and
clamoured to heaven and, as they reached Bulgaria they suddenly stopped,
because Great-grandpa had gotten dizzy with all those cartwheels, and when
Great-grandpa, being the manager of the circus said, “We stop”, they stopped, no
whining. There was one more reason to stop there besides Great-grandpa’s
dizziness: the Indian elephant had got somewhat sick, he died of homesickness,
for he was Indian, so the circus, Great-grandpa and Great-grandma, the jugglers
and the tamers could not proceed further. For what is a circus without an
elephant? They started burying the elephant, dug all week - after all, it was a huge

2

http://www.romaheroes.org


 Digital Collection of European Roma Theater and Drama - www.romaheroes.org

Indian elephant, no kidding. And while they were digging that soil, and as they
buried the elephant there, somehow, they grew attached to the place and so my
Great-grandpa settled the circus here and it is still functioning to this day … And
you know what? I am seeing it every day… that huge Indian elephant comes out
from underneath and walks around and never loses sight of us… ‘Cause
great-grandma Kadah says that the dead linger around to watch us and what we
are up to. And we all are still performers, street ones because we belong to a
circus, but we have no dome. My elder sister, for instance, devoid of a dome and a
crystal ball, walks the streets with a posy of geranium talking to people and right
behind her treads that invisible Indian elephant. She keeps saying that I am nuts
and she sees no elephant, but sometimes people would flee and are scared of her
– it is all because of the elephant that peeks behind her back. Our cousin is a
juggler, a real master, with his two fingers he lifts the wallets of the folks in the bus
and juggles them, but he is bashful and does it on the sly, not asking for applause.
And our elephant follows him closely too. I wonder how he manages to squeeze
into the bus. He tucks into the throng, holds on to the handles with his trunk and
looks somewhat sad, maybe because he is pushed at or because he doesn’t like
my cousin not bowing after he has finished his trick. Daddy does not juggle with
wallets though, he says it is not right, he says he does grand acrobatics to make
ends meet, but he would never go touching anyone’s pockets. I have seen neither
Daddy’s acrobatics, nor those two ends which are part of his grand circus trick, I
only see him when he comes back home tired and silent. Oh, dear, I can only
imagine how everybody stares at him wide-eyed when out there, in the circus he
performs at, he manages to meet both ends that are impossible to meet, but my
daddy is strong, my daddy can do it. Yes, they are staring at him and secretly wish
to be like him... I also imagine the elephant in the audience waving his trunk in
approval…

There we go – the first memory is erased, and I am a step closer to you, a shade
paler for you, I forget and become lighter from the weight and that odour from
the past. It is easier to breathe and to see.

(...)
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Auntie was not like us. I remember her sitting behind the glass at the cash desk in
the National Bank; a Gypsy woman, she had a real job and even a profession, but
she never looked people in the eye. Sometimes Mommy and I would go to catch a
glimpse of her from the street through the window; she had forbidden us to enter
the bank and embarrass her, no one was supposed to know that she was a Gypsy.
Mommy used to say:

-Watch her! You will be like your auntie, educated.

All my relatives laughed and sang, all but my auntie, she seemed incapable of
these, so why on Earth should I be like her? But Mommy could read the future and
everything she had said would happen.… Auntie met us only twice a year, at
Bango Vasil and at Ederlezi, and always stood by the door… She never brought
neither a man nor a child and one day she died, as if she had planned it well in
advance. I watched my aunt in her coffin. There too she would lay far-off, as if
borrowed, as if for a while, somewhat awry, as if she was trying to jab herself into
the corner, but for the first time the edges of her lips were pointing upward into
some sort of a smile, she looked content. Well, of course, she had kept her secret
until the very end, nobody found out that she was a Gypsy.

"You will be like your auntie, educated" Mommy repeats. "Study, study", Daddy also
says. And I have been a good girl, studied, Daddy died, I left the Neighbourhood,
changed my name, changed the way I talk, the way I am silent, I changed the way
I think, walk, breathe. I started a normal job, Mommy died, I did not tell anyone
what I am. I won’t tell you either, it’s just that I see elephants in my dreams,
dancing kids, long roads, charts on their way to the clouds and a long song,
Mommy is singing it, and it makes me cry and laugh and dance till I drop, till I
knock the stars from the sky, but I wake up instead, put on my uniform, take the
bus at 7 a.m. I am at the cash desk in the bank, observe my lunch break between
12 p.m. and 12:45 p.m., then at 18h I go home, slow my pace, walk around the block
three times so that it gets 19:10h sharp, so that we meet at the entrance, you look
at me and say "Hello. How is it going?“ and you ask me out to dinner , and as
always I refuse, because I am not ready yet, I still have not forgotten it all .

(...)
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I did want to be white, with white skin, yellow hair, and a lightness to my soul, I
wanted to be very white, I wanted to radiate in the dark so that you could see me. I
erased everything from my head because of you and me being together, for us to
be viable together, but at night a trunk woke me up and pushed me against the
wall. The dead Indian elephant stood there in front of me in full flesh, real and
larger than I remembered him, looking at me with the saddest eyes, and behind
his back stood great-grandma Kadah, my Ideal, and Jesus, and my barefoot sisters,
and my father with his guitar that smells of cheese, and the whole circus and they
would all tut-tut with disapproval, and the elephant asked me: … (in Romani) „Who
are you? Who are you? What are you? “…

(...)

Black is my skin, black are my eyes, black is my hair… a gyppo – that’s what I am. A
stove full of heat, black from the outside, and a fire inside which ignites with the
memories of Indian elephants, circuses, fortune tellers, musicians, and barefoot
children. Don’t be scared of what you see in the flames. That’s me. If you sit there
quietly, I’ll warm you up, I will keep you warm and you are going to like it, don’t
take off. But if you jab deep into my soul with the goad, I will surely burn you, I am
like that. Watch out, I could peel your skin off, your nice white skin and before it
peels off it will go black, blacker than mine. And it shan’t be my fault. You are the
one jabbing in the embers, aren’t you? So, do it nice and easy so you keep me
burning, lift my lid delicately and don’t get hurt, I could warm you up, man. Don’t
run away from me. I am a Gypsy woman.

I ask you out to dinner. Say “Yes “.
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