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_It is not in the stars to hold our 
destiny but in ourselves.                  
(Shakespeare) 

_It is a mistake to 
try to look too far 
ahead. The chain of 
destiny can only be 
grasped one link at a 
time.  (Sir Winston 
Churchill) 

_The destiny of a man is in his 
own soul (Herodotus) 

_The future belongs to those who 
believe in the beauty of their 
dreams.     (Eleanor Roosevelt) 

 

 

_A tout °tre humain ont ®t® 
conc®d®es deux qualit®s : le pouvoir 
et le don. Le pouvoir conduit 

l'homme ¨ la 
rencontre de son 
destin ; le don 
l'oblige ¨ partager 
avec les autres ce 
qu'il y a de meilleur 
en lui. 
 (Paulo Coelho) 

 

_Nous aurons le destin que nous 
aurons m®rit®. (Albert Eistein)  
 

_On peut gu®rir les maladies, mais 
non point le destin. (Proverbe 
Chinois)  
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            Every day when we watch TV or read 

newspapers, magazines or articles on the 
internet we come across people who do unusual 
things and who inspire us through their behavior 

or through their thoughts. Those are usually TV 
or music stars, scientists or inventors who 

change our lives and our way of perceiving 
things by their ideas and actions. 
            But, sometimes, we find such inspiration 

among ordinary people in our lives, among our 
relatives, friends or neighbours or even among 

simple acquaintances. There are people who live 
very close to us but whom we hardly notice 
because they are simple, modest people. They 

donôt show off, they donôt parade with their life 
stories, but they, sometimes, tell you things 

about themselves which amaze you. 
            We all have grandparents, aunts and 
uncles or other relatives who tell their stories 

within the family circle. Sometimes the stories 
are of courage, of daring to face the faith. Other 

times the stories are romantic or even tragic. 
Nevertheless, these stories inspire us, whether 
they make us follow our ancestorsô examples, or 

warn us against bad decisions. 
           These stories and the people behind them 

are the ñflamesò of our lives because they guide 
us through our own lives; they make us consider 
what we want to do in the future and who we 

really want to be. They shine with a bright light 
on the path of our future and it is up to us to 

choose whether to follow their example or not. 

Prof. Buia Anamaria 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Il y a dans chacun de nous quelque chose 

qui nous inspire en nous poussant vers la d®couverte 
de soi-m°me. Lôexistence, en g®n®ral, est soumise ¨ 
°tre guid®e par une sorte de synchronisation avec le 

mouvement du temps et sôadapte dans un rythme 
parfois ralenti, parfois acc®l®r®, en fonction de nos 
d®sirs les plus intimes.  

Aujourdôhui, il y a une crise du temps, per­u 
notamment au niveau individuel, ®clairant ou 
discriminant lôhomme ¨ se faire affirmer. Une logique 

est quand m°me ®vidente: les jeunes souhaitent 
relever leur personnalit® dans des actes propres ¨ 

eux, ils observent analytiquement lôexistence des 
autres et tentent ¨ ne pas °tre troubl®s par 
lôinqui®tude et lôangoisse du futur. Ils se trouvent face 

¨ la roulette de la vie et se transforment en joueurs et 
basculent entre les facettes de la roue du destin. Leur 
jeu nôest pas un simple divertissement (Pourquoi on 

ne sôamuse pas ?), mais un essai de d®couverte, une 
qu°te, une provocation. Alors ils trouvent dans leur 
entourage des °tres qui les inspirent, ou, par contre 

les d®motivent.  
Pour nos ®l¯ves, petits ®crivains en herbe, 

les personnes qui ont eu une telle influence sur leur 

chemin existentiel sont, g®n®ralement, des membres 
de famille, des parents, mais aussi des personnes qui 

ont eu une vie difficile, spectaculaire, pleine 
dôexploits. Des °tres audacieux, comme des v®t®rans 
de guerre ou des personnes ch¯res ¨ eux qui sont 

pass®es au-del¨ de ce monde et leur souvenir est 
rest® ¨ jamais impr®gn®, dont ils ont h®rit® le courage 
de se battre et le pouvoir de ne jamais abandonner. 

Ils ont un choix : dôapprendre, tout dôabord, quels sont 
leurs valeurs, de comprendre ce que lôon cherche 
sans d®railler dôun trajet existentiel ®tabli ¨ lô avance.  

Pour nous, les adultes, leurs t®moignages 
sont ®mouvants et nous font r®agir face ¨ nos 

propres vies et ¨ mieux comprendre la jeune 
g®n®ration dans cet inconstant (parfois) jeu accablant 
de la vie.         

Prof. Adriana Florian 
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   Here is an interview with my neighbor, a man 

with a fresh memory of the harsh times his 
family went through in times of war. 
  ñMy name is Ignatiu Orha and I am an 82-year 

old retired Math teacher. In what follows, I am 
going to tell you the tragedy of 1940, both for 

my family and for my country Romania. The 
tragedy that deeply marked my life! 1940 was 
the year of the greatest tragedies that have 

befallen Romania and the Romanian people! 
This is because we had some neighboring states 

who were greedy and ready to rob, not satisfied 
with their country and stole the territories of 
other states, including Romania ! 

      On 28th June 1940 the Soviet Ribbentrop - 
Molotov treaty allowed Hitler and Stalin to 

deprive Romania of  Bassarabia , Northern 
Bukovina , Herta and later the Snake Island and 
part of Transylvania, after the Hortist decision, 

followed by South Dobrogea, named ,,The 
Quadrilateralò. In this way, in 1940 Romania 

lost about a third of the territory, as well as a 
third of the population ! 
 Back then, in 1940, my parents were 

primary school teachers and my father was 
headmaster of a primary school in Satu Mare, 

Hrip. Hrip was a mixture of Romanians and 
Hungarians . Each ethnic group had its own 
school and church. On 10th  May 1940 ï the day 

of the King, the village Hrip celebrated this 
event with  many students marching from the 

Romanian School and the Romanian Church 
down the street, singing patriotic songs! 
 On 1st September 1940, at 8 am four 

representatives of the new Hortist rulers of 
Transylvania made their presence at our home 

and toled my father, the headmaster, in the the 
presence of the whole family, the following: that 
he was arrested and he was to follow then to the 

Town Hall city hall; to hand on the school keys, 
because it was going to be a Hungarian 

institution from then on; by that night we had to 
leave our home and the mother of three children 

to go where they wanted! Then my dad told my 
mom to send someone right away, to the village 

Rusesti, on horseback, 3-4 km away, where 
grandparents lived, to ask for help with the 
move.  

     My father was arrested and taken to the Town 
Hall and beaten up for organising the 10th May 

national celebration in the village where 
Romanian patriotic songs 
were performed in the 

street. He was threatened 
to be shot the next day, 

when a new political leader 
was to be assigned in the 
area, as a Romanian 

schoolmaster was not 
needed anymore. As 

evidence that Hungarians 
were expecting and had 
been even trained for this event was that that on 

1st September 1940 all the Hungarian houses in 
the village were decorated with their national 

flags,  
   On the evening of September 1st, 1948 
the new Hungarian village committee    partied 

with joy until midnight, to celebrate their new 
territorial conquest.  After their departure, my 

father jumped out of the window from the room 
where he was held hostage, and ran away!! Thus 
he managed to escape the death sentence. All 

night, he ran across the field to our 
grandmother's house in the village Rusesti, 

where my mother was with us, the children. My 
father's brother tied the horses to a cart and rode 
to the train station in Satu Mare. We took only 

some food and some clothing! We got on a 
freight train going to Timisoara, where Dad had 

a cousin. The following day , September 3rd, 
1940 , my parents went to the School 
Inspectorate, where were lucky to receive  two  

teacher's jobs in the village Besenova Veche. 
The we found a nice a house that sheltered us 

until March 31st 1945, when we returned to 
Hrip, our hometown.  

Octavian Pacurar, XIA  
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Life is not always pink. We donôt know what 

will happen tomorrow or in the close future so 
we should be prepared for the unexpected.  
 Our grandmother is like a model for us. 

Her life hasn't been easy at all. I am going to 
write about an event from the World War II. 

 It was just another ordinary day in her 
village. At least it seemed to be like that. She 
and her father were doing normal things like 

giving food to the animals or just resting. 
However, something 

was wrong. They heard 
about a group of 
Russian men that had 

come in the village. 
That day was horrible. 

From all the houses 
around, the invaders 
chose theirs to destroy. 

They broke in the 
house and took away or 

vandalised all their 
things. There was nothing left apart from the 
house. They went to the barn and took all the 

hay to give it to their horses. And that was just 
the beginning. 

 Later on that day, they decided to simply 
throw away all the food. Everything that was 
good was eaten by them so our grandmother was 

left without food. She and her father were  really 
afraid of what was going on. The Russian squad 

prepared some food afterwards. But it was 
disgusting. They took water from a puddle and 
forced my grandmother and her father to taste it. 

That water had worms. It was pure torture. After 
they had their own feast, the soldiers rested a 

little bit and left. Everything was in ruin. 
Happily, they were left alive. This story gave us 
chills, but we were happy that they survived.  

 

Lorena and Teodora Siladi (IXA, XIA)  

 

 

 
 My  grandfather  Pozsony Anton  was 
born in 1946 in a village near Covasna. He was 

born in a rich family but the goverment took 
away all the saving from 
his parents, particularly 

the land and the forests 
which they had at that 

time, and soon after they 
became very poor 
because they relied on 

the harvest. In his 
family only  his father 

worked and his mother 
was a housewife. When 
he was born his sisters 

were already teenagers. 
His father was a shoemaker and his mother took 

care of the household, with livestock and 
gardening. He liked reading books and in his 
childhood he read everything available at the 

village library.  
 But at the age of 10 in one day his 

mother was hit in the breast with the hoof by a 
cow and soon after  this incident she died of 
breast cancer. My grandfather was left 

motherless and he lived only with his father 
because his older sisters were married .He 

decided to help his father at work and joined 
him to his workshop. A few years later at the age 
of 16 his father died of a stroke and he had to 

move to his old sister's house  because he was an 
orphan. He went to work to have some pocket 

money but unfortunately he didn't get well with 
his sisters, so he decided to move to work in 
Baia Mare to help at the construction of  the new 

hospital. He never returned to his birthplace and 
because he had left his sister home he never 

received any inheritance from his parents. He 
started a new life in a new city. He got married 
with my grandmother, they had 2 children and 

now he is living his retirement happily, enjoying 
his grandchildren.  

Melissa Pozsony, XA 
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 Our grandmother, Ana Bolos, was born 
in July 5th, 1947 in a big family with 3 brothers 

and 2 sisters. They remained fatherless when my 
grandmother was just 8 years old and the eldest 

of the brothers was in 

the army. Her mother 
was a widow with 

their children and she 
never received help 
from the state, but she 

managed to get by on 
her own.  

 Even if they 
didnôt have any 
financial resources, 

they went on with 
their education and 

my grandmother 
graduated from 

primary school only.  After that she worked in 

the collective farming work, receiving help from 
the organisation ( potatoes, corn, and other 

goods). At the age of 17 , she learnt how to bake, 
and soon after, she got married with my 
grandfather. At the age of 18 she had her first 

child who died after 24 years, leaving 3 children 
behind. My grandmother currently remained 

with 2 children. 
 At the age of 23 my grandmother started 
to work in agriculture, making products that she 

took for sale in  the market,having to wake up at 
5 oôclock and to spend hours in the cold. There 

were days when she did not sell almost anything 
but with the little money she got, she managed 
to keep her family survive.  

 At present she has a better life, still being 
a mother and grandmother in the same time. She 

is a model for us, as she confesses: ñWith all the 
hardships that came along, I never gave upò.   
 

Bolos Larissa, Bolos Vanessa, IXA  

 

 

 
 

Marinca Petru was a man with a big 
heart, the founder of the Monastery Rosia. He 
thought to build this monastery because in his 

life allied to lose his children and this cause he 
thought to bring an homage by building this 

monastery for his children. He didnôt have 
necessary conditions, but he contributed with his 

tools and a 

very small 
part of 

materials. 
Because he 
didnôt have 

proper 
conditions, 

the villagers 
came to be of 

help. 

Everybody contributed with work, wood, ideas 
and other things. The villagers were very 

interested in Petruôs project and they wanted to 
build a beautiful monastery which today is 
visited by many people and the locals love this 

place and its history.  
 The first prior was a man named 

Vichente who died in a car accident, but not 
before made small changes to the monastery. 
The current prior, named Mihail, built a wing of 

the monastery, where he can house many people 
for a few nights. He built a house in rustic style 

which looks very good and here the prior can 
house tourists who enjoy the local traditions.  

Now prior Mihail wants demolish this 

monastery because it is very small and replace it 
with a bigger one. The old monastery will be 

bought to our village because we donôt want to 
lose this beautiful work of art built by my 
forefather, Marinca Petru. 

Cosmin Marinca, IXA 
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 Bako Karoly  was born in 1906, in the village 

of Ihod, approximately 30 kilometres away 
from Targu Mures. He began working at an 
early age, when he was about 11-12, at a famous 

hotel in Cluj Napoca, as a porter and in room 
cleaning service. The hotel was known due to 

the king who used to seek accommodation 
there. Karoly, as a child, went to Alba Iulia on 
the Great Union.  

 In his time off, which was usually on 
Sundays, he met my great-grandmother who 

worked at the house of a nobleman. She 
recounted to us, her great-grandchildren, how 

they compelled her 

to some tests, such 
as a bag filled with 

gold coins thrown 
under the table to 
see if she would 

take it or hand it in 
to the master of the 

house.  
The cleanliness 
was checked very 

strictly. After the 
dusting was done, 

a woman with a white glove would come and 
check with her finger various places to make 
sure she took her job seriously. She married my 

great-grandfather in 1935 and in 1936 appeared 
their first child.  

 In 1941 World War II broke out and my 
great-grandfather was deported and sent to fight 
on the Western Front under service of the 

German Army. He escaped, jumping from the 
train somewhere in Hungary. He came home 

walking. Because of the tough conditions of that 
time, the soldiers were infested with lice 
(including clothes), as a result he was forced to 

burn his clothes. After the establishment of 
communism he was compelled to join the 

collective work organisation and respect the 
rules. He adamantly refused every time, 

threatened even with a weapon. As a result, they 
took all his lands and were given other plots, 
much smaller.  

 He led a hard life because he had 
worked since early age, he went through the 

period of the World Wars and communism 
which he opposed to. He passed away in 1993 
due to a cold and my great-grandmother died in 

1997, because of old age.    

Stefania Maxim, XIA 

 
 War veteran Soproni Traian. was 

prisoner in World War II in concentration camps 
in Siberia, where it stayed for about 1 year and 
7 months, surviving the very heavy conditions 

and temperatures of about 50 degrees. 
 The conditions in the camp were very 

unbearable and he caught a very serious lung 
disease. The food was very little and they ended 
up eating potato peels and cabbage leaves 

cooked in cans. They were forced to work 
outside in the cold at very low temperatures 
dressed scarcely. Before being caught, my 

grand-grandfather was a Division commander. 
During the battle his soldiers were killed . At the 

end, he and another 
soldier being the only 
survivors, decided to 

surrender to the enemy 
forces in order to 

remain alive. Once 
caught my grand-
grandfather was asked 

by the Germans: "how 
many soldiers did you 

kill?", and he replied: 
"About 500 troops". Caught, Germans took his 
goods, his gun, his belt and his clothes ... and 

then was transported in camp only with hope 
that he would escape alive.  

 At the end of the war, he arrived home, 
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had a big family, many grandchildren and all of 
his life he kept telling them about the 

unimaginable ordeals he had been through. He 
passed away at the age of 85 years, because of 
disease he caught in the concentration camp.                       

Alex Brazda, XIA  

 

 

 

  My uncles Matei, Aurel and Stefan tried 

to flee to another country 25 years ago in the 
hope of a better life, urged by the unfavorable 

political regime. Of all brothers, the one who 
succeeded from 
the first attempt 

was Matei. By 
sheer luck, he 

landed in 
America, where 
he met Aurelia, 

the woman who 
was to become 

his wife. Two 
years after their 
marriage, my 

uncle, Matthew ï by his new American identity, 
managed to get a visa to bring a part of the 

family together, and uncle Aurel, being single, 
was easily permitted to emigrate.  However, 
their brother, Stefan, didn't give up on his dream 

and tried four more times to leave the country 
illegally twice over the Timisoara hills, twice 

over Danube River. After the last attempt, he 
ended up in jail. 
  He spent 6 months in the communist 

prison, during which he was spared of the 
dreaded "treatment" applied to other inmates, 

given that his offence was not so serious, aἨ he 
hadn't shown any signs of resisting the regime.  
 All this time, my uncles, together with 

my grandparents, gradually managed to adapt to 
the American lifestyle. At the beginning there 

were 5 people living in one house, but later on, 

the youngest son got married and went on to 
make his own life, away from the other four.  

   The grandparents emigrated as well and set to 
live with uncle Matei's family, until the ast days 
of their lives. In time, they managed to foster a 

thriving living, but never forgot their six 
brothers who had remained in the country, 

always keeping in  touch and helping them. 

Mirela Crisan, XIID  
 

 

  

 I am going to share with you the story of 
my grandmother, an example of strong will and 
to make things authentic I will let her tell the 

events of her life herself: ñMy name is Roman 
Maria and I was born in 1931. When I was in 

the 7th grade, the government announced us that 
our village was about to be attacked, as it was 
under the range of the First World War 

battlefields. My parents, my sister and I 
prepared some 

supplies, not knowing 
what to expect. We 
prepared baskets of 

flour, corn, bacon, 
cheese and potatoes. 

We took our cows 
with us and fled in a 
forest. There we were 

scared because the 
ground was shaking 

from the blasts 
around the village. I 
couldnôt go to school. 

My dad decided to 
stay in the forest and 

we wanted to go back 
home but our house had been taken by the 
German sergeants and captains  because it was 

big and cozy.  

 First, the German army attacked our 

village, then the Hungarians started to assault us 
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and we went to hide in the cellar. I saw how a 
soldier killed a neighbour because he couldnôt 

hide out. When the Hungarian army was in our 
village, we werenôt allowed to light a candle in 
the house and we had to stay in the yard stuck to 

a three because the planes flew like the birds 
and dropped  bombs. When the Russian army 

arrived in our village, a local who could speak 
Russian was asked by a soldier to take off his 
boots. He refused and the soldier killed him. 

Another man got killed because he refused to 
kill his pig for the soldiers' food.  

 A Russian sergeant came to our house 
and told my mom to make a pot of soup, to bake 
bread and give them plum brandy. After that 

they told us to go aways from house. We and 
other villagers hid in the church and in the 

graveyard. In one moment my dad came and we 
were very happy but if a Romanian army had 
him, he would have been taken to the Army and 

I was afraid that I wouldn't see him again. Then 
we stayed with my father out of sight, until the 

army left our village. I remember a moment fro 
the hiding place, when a bullet passed my face. 
Then I thought I would die but God took care of 

us and I am still alive,  now in 2016.ò 

Bogdan Moldovan, IXF  

 

 

  

 This is a little story about my great-
grandfather. His name was Ciulean Niculae, a 
simple farmer, born in 1908, who joined the 

Army in 1930, in the 87 Infantry Regiment.  
 He fought in the World War II. For a 

while, he was in the front lines, where he and 
his comrades went through terrible hardships: 
they didn't have enough food, so they would 

cook the meat of an dead horse or would turn to 
chewing on their leather belts. My great-

grandfather couldn't eat the horse meat, so he 
ate plant roots.  

 He was captured in Hungary in 1939 by 
the Germans. They forced him to drive their 

wagon, but my grand grandfather placed the 
harness backwards. Then, one German soldier 

wanted to drive the wagon and when he pulled 
one of the strings, they ended up in a valley. 

Grandpa jumped from the wagon and survived 
the fall. He went to the cart and took some 

blood from the dead horse and daubed himself 
with it, to look injured. But he was spotted by 
German patrol taken to a concentration camp in 

Amsterdam.  
 The conditions were terrible, almost 

every man there had fleas, they were fed once a 
week, some of them starved to death. My great-
grandfather was very lucky. In some days the 

nearby farmers needed help and took some of 
the prisoners, Niculae worked hard and the 

farmer didn't let him go to the concentration 
camp so often. Every time when he got back he 
would bring potatoes peels and some bread for 

his fellows prisoners.  
 When they were set free, at the 

end of the War, he was afraid to take the train 
home, so he walked almost all the way. On his 
arrival home, he was greeted by all the relatives 

with great joy. He carried on with his life as a 
barber, never forgetting the ordeals of his youth. 

                     Daniel Muresan, IXF  
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18th September 1948 was the day when a 

person with a special destiny was born, and in 

the following lines, Iôll tell you why. My 

grandfather saw the light in a poor family with 

two more brothers. Since childhood he had to 

carry ,,the burdenôô of the family head, because 

his father had died when he was about 7 years 

old and his elder brother chose to leave the 

family, moving on to study in order to make his 

life better.  

 My grandpa 

stayed with his 

mother and his little 

brother in care. He 

said that he always 

took care of his 

brother and tried to 

spare him of any 

hard work. All his 

childhood, after the 

classes were  over, 

my grandpa had to 

go to the field forest 

or the with their 

only piece of fortune - a pair of oxen and one 

hundred sheep. He says: ñmy mom gave me a 

piece of bread, one of bacon and a half bottle of 

milk, that was my whole food until dinner. 

When I was with the animals in the filed, I had 

to hunt pheasants and rabbits to stay my hunger. 

When I had to go with the animals in forest,  I 

used to look for snails under the rocks, I used to 

fry them and eat them. When night fell I had to 

gather all the animals and bring them  home . If 

it was autumn or winter I had to cut some trees 

for fire, because we could not afford wood. For 

me t was a very hard life , because I had to learn 

for school and take care of animals and my 

family at the same time. But I had not choiceò 

 However, my grandpa never gave up. He 

was a diligent student, an eager learner who 

became an Olympic at physics and 

mathematics. All his teachers told him that he 

would be a good engineer because he was very 

smart, hard-working and responsible. With all 

the encouragement, he could not afford to pay 

for his studies at the physics engineering 

college. He had to take a step as soon as 

possible to give to his family a better life. He 

promise to his mom that he would help her and 

his brother, and would take them out of poverty. 

He followed courses of a technical school for 

cars construction. But it was not his way. At the 

age of 23 years he entered in politics, because 

he knew the law very well and he had the ability 

to be a leader.  

 He knew that politics is a big dirty thing, 

but that was the way to help his family and to 

make an easier life for them. Two years later he 

became vice-mayor. After other four years he 

won the trust of the citizens because he always 

helped them and was a fair man. So he won the 

elections and become mayor. I think that he was 

the ,,engineËË who changed the face of all four 

villages which he had under control , because 

all his projects raised the standards from a 

typical village to very prosperous ones.  

 Even if he was a mayor he never forgot 

where he left from, what he ate, how he learnt 

and he continued to help his family and people 

who asked for help. For me, heôs the most 

important person, because he always supported 

me unconditionally and gave me good advice. 

Even f heËs dead, all his acquaintances, friends 

and his family remember him as a good man. 

Stefan Haiduc, XA 
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 Born on 4th April 1932, Maria Erli was 

the eighth child in a 

family of nine. She had 
5 brothers and 3 sisters. 
She went to school but 

because of the 
conditions in those 

times she dropped out 
after only the 3rd grade. 
The poverty persisted in 

that period, for which 
reason it was hard to 

live.   
 After a few 

years, World War II broke out and her brothers 

alongside with her father were forced to join the 
army and the women were left alone. In that 

period, they didn't have enough food and the 
Russian soldiers went over  the villages to steal 
whatever supplies they could find. Thus, they 

destroyed everything in their way. When they 
were close, the people would start screaming 

and the mothers would hide their daughters in 
the attic, while some of them were running in 
the forest or hiding in haystacks or wells. All 

these, just to avoid being harassed or raped by 
the soldiers, but in some cases, the invaders 

found the girls and they killed them.  
 All the family members survived the 
war, but their lives were more difficult than 

before. Everything was ruined, their properties 
were stolen and they were forced to work for 

the Local Cooperative Organisation. Maria got 
married at the age of 16 with Ianos. They had 
four daughters, the first one dying at birth. She 

became a widow when she was only 58, she was 
suffering from Alzheimer. She didn't recognize 

anyone and her girls took her into a special care 
home. She died in 2015 at 93.  She had a 
complicated life, but she was always a fighter 

and strong woman. 

Natalia Bolos, XIA  

 
    Forty years have passed since the death of the 
orthodox arch-priest, a licensed man, worthy, 

beloved and appreciated by church-goers whom 
he entrusted the pastoral parishes, leaving 
behind beautiful houses of God. His last 

consecration was in Garboul-Dejului. where my 
grandfather was a priest ï parish. 

     In 1959 his father was arrested by the 
communist regime and  locked with other 
political prisoners in Aiud and Gherla  leaving a 

lot of pain in the family, deprived of their main 
support. His family were 

left without moral and 
material aid in those 
difficult times of 

communist persecution 
against spiritual elites of 

the Romanian people. 
Researching, I found a 
fragment of letters she 

had sent them to his best 
friend. 

 "As a consequence, probably because of 
the curse of the Basilican monks and the bishop 
of Baia Mare, when Horty's occupation armies 

set in, I was in a situation to leave the parish 
and the wealth in the Mountains . I was put on 

the list of those who were to be sacrificed, 
dictated by Count Staraya, who took me by 
surprise me during the church service and tried 

to crucify me in the church yard. But God took 
care of me and I was saved at the right time, 

with all my wealth: my wife and two children. 
That and nothing more." 
    As a sign of solidarity, my grandfather, Stefan 

Vadeanu kept his promise to his father and went 
on to write a monograph started by his father, 

from which I managed to piece together the 
tragedy lived by my grandfather , Ioan Vadeanu 
.                                     Miruna Tama , XF 

  Iulia Pop-Vadeanu, XF 
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 I decided to describe the write about 
a cousin of mine who didnôt have a very good 
experience in his life. The things he did in the 

past helped him to become the person he is 
today. From a tender age, because of the family 

problems he chose the street life, a dangerous 
entourage and the night life. Alex, this brave 
teenager had hobbies, like break-dance and hip-

hop music. He loved the music and dance so 
much that he was gathering his friends, taking 

them to the crosswalks and doing break-dance 
until they were making cars chains that couldnôt 
pass because of them. Some people were 

appreciating their talent, even more they were 
turning the music louder to make Alex and his 

friends feel better, but the others were honking 
and insulting them for the silly thing they were 
doing in the traffic.  

 This stage lasted for a few years. 
Endowed 

with the 
street life 
experienc

e, he 
decided to 

take the 
road 
abroad. 

Once he 
got to 

Spain, through the bad social circles he found 
there, he started to destroy himself slowly 
(drugs, tattoos, alcohol and gambling games). 

Because of these vices he lost a lot in his life 
(money, health, friends, family, etc..). He was 

treating this bad problem carelessly and he 
didnôt listen to the advice of the persons who 
wanted to help him out. He continued losing 

more and more friends; family problems 
appeared (the divorce of his parents, the death 

of his elder brother), health problems that 
finally made him understand that he had to  

change and seek a brighter side of life.  
 After this ñnightmareò, Alex 

succeeded in finding a honest job and a purpose 
in life, which offered him a better outlook of 
life. Of course, he couldnôt give up all those 

vices at once but he succeeded to realize another 
important thing in his life: The marriage. Once 

with settling down with a family of his own, the 
next and the most important step was the birth 
of his son, which made Alex realize that he had 

to give up his vices for good, at least in order to 
give his son a good example. With the 

assistance and the support of his wife and son, 
he succeeded with many efforts to get rid of the 
dark life he had led before. He was kind enough 

to answer some of my questions, so as to offer 
us a more direct sharing of his life story.  

ñWhy did you take shelter by doing bad things 
and didnôt fight to prove that you can realize 
good things?ò 

Alex: ñThe circle of friends is very dangerous. I 
began to go out with kids older than me who 

werenôt making so good things and I wanted to 
see how they are having so much fun. Once you 
begin using alcohol and drugs you need a lot of 

will and power to give them up! I didnôt know 
how to fight and I had brothers took my part in 

everything.ò 
ñDo you regret his phase of your life?ò 
Alex: ñ Yes! I regret a lot that I destroyed my 

life and I wasnôt a strong boy. My wife and my 
child helped to finish once and for all this 

trouble from my life, although I disappointed 
them too in the past.ò 
ñDo you still use these substances?ò 

Alex: ñNo way! I donôt even have to think about 
themò anymoreé they are the most bad 

temptations of my life.ò 
***Alexô advice these days for you is to always 
listen to the ones you love and your parentsô 

advices, and never choose the easiest way in 
life, and also, always think what entourages you 

choose to spend your time with. 

Patricia Pocol, XA  
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My family got one hero,my great-

grandfather, Avram Ionel. He lived in a small 
village from North of Romania,in Culcea. He 
lived for 77 years and he was in the 2 world 

wars.  
In the first one , my country was against 

Russia and he was captured by the Russian 
army . He had been locked for 3 years until he 
escaped . During this time , he found the love of 

his life, unfortunately the romance was for short 
time because he couldn't forget about his 

woman from Romania.  
After he had escaped from the camp, 

alongside with other runaways, they had to walk 

carefully because they were on foreign territory, 
in Russia, so they made a plan - to advance only 

at night and during the day they slept on the hay 
balloons. Sometimes they stayed for a few days 
to rest after such a distance . 

At home, no one could believe this cause 
everybody had thought that they were already 

dead. He proved that the love always wins for 
getting to his woman. This story is true, told by 
his son's wife and this story is almost like in the 

romance and war novels.  
He survived the World War II without 

falling in captivity and after the war he was 
allowed to go home. Although all these wars 
produced only damage, a lot of people from the 

village, who had been on the battlefield, came 
back safety and lived a long time after.  

Avram Vasile, XF  
 

  

        When I think about my family the first 
person who appears in my mind is my 
grandfather. I truly admire him for his way of 

looking at things. He went through some terrible 
experiences, which I want to share with you. At 

the age of 19, he was recruited by the Hungarian 

army and fight for them  
      He fought in the army for 3 years. All this 

time he was fighting in the front line which was 
the strongest one but in the same time very 
dangerous for soldiersô lives . 

          He couldn`t go home even for one day. 
He had nightmares after the war because he saw 

horrible things, for example pregnant women 
stabbed and killed or people who lost some 
parts of the body . These things affected him for 

life time. 
          One day during the fight, one enemy tried 

to shoot him but 
he failed. Being 
in the front line 

, he was forced 
to kill him, a 

thing that let 
him with a scar 
in his soul 

forever. During 
the war he spent 

one week in the 
Carpathian 
mountains 

without food 
and drink. In 

this time he saw a car in the forest . He thought 
the car was full of food for the soldiers. But in 
the car was no food to be given to the soldiers 

and he was struggling to survive.  
         In the last year of the war he was sent to 

Russia as a prisoner where he got typhoid fever. 
After 3 years of war he returned home but the 
family couldn`t recognize him. 

          For me, my grandfather is an 
example to follow. Even if he has been through 

a lot, he is still a positive man. He was so lucky 
that in the end he succeeded to remain alive in 
such horrible conditions. 

Iulia Mociran, XE  

 

 

 


