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Cristian Popescu
TRADITION

Ever since the No. 26 trolley began running, my family has reserved
thisvery seat inthisvery car. Look at thelittle plaque with our family
name. Hereiswhere my father always sat, here is where my grandfa-
ther sat. They would sit motionless with aticket in their hand, with a
smileontheir lips. Now it'smy turn. Now I’ m the one who maintains
the collection of picture postcards of all the stopsthe 26 makesaongits
route. From my father | learned to paint the window every oncein a
whilewith clear nail polish to brighten theviews.

When | decideto get off and seemy wife, | placeamanikin on my seat,
alikeness of me, and | stick the ticket between itsfingers. A manikin
dressed in my wedding suit. Andwhen | return, | find lipstick smeared
on its cheeks from the young ladies who dare not kiss mein the flesh.
Each night | bring my wife and children to the depot, | help them onto
the car, and, perched on the driver’s seat, | turn the crank and clang the
trolley’sbell onthe hour until thefirst palelight of dawn.

Trandated from the Romanian by
Adam J. Sorkin and
Bogden Stefanescu
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