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This is our hope, and this is the faith that I go back to the South with. With this faith, we will be able to hew out of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith, we will be able to transform the jangling discords of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith, we will be able to work together, to pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we will be free one day.


Martin Luther King Jr.




Preface







Having been asked to write a preface to one of his novels, The Price of Freedom, Mateo Maximoff has done me a great honor and given me great pleasure, for it offers me the opportunity to express both my admiration for this work and my respect for its author.



In the world of nomads, Maximoff stands as the first true novelist. For a long time, Romani culture remained almost entirely unexplored. Until quite recently, its literature existed exclusively in oral form—an immense body of poems, tales, and stories in various Romani dialects, passed down from generation to generation, expanding, shifting, yet remaining unchanged in essence. These stories are told at sunset around the campfire, in wooden huts or in tents.



The tales (paramichi) are often drawn from the folklore of the Balkan countries; yet the central figure is always a Romani, to whom the finest role is invariably given. Scholars have recorded these narratives either by dictation or with recording devices, which allowed storytellers greater freedom and ensured greater accuracy for those transcribing them. Some of these tales have been published in their original dialects, accompanied by translations and commentary. Should the language one day fall out of use, at least such records will remain in its place.



Among the Romani, Maximoff is the first storyteller to write down his own works in French. The son of a Kalderash Romani father and a Manush mother, he lived with a group of Romani first in Romania, then in Russia, before eventually settling in Spain and France. By 1914, at the outbreak of the war, his family had already settled in the outskirts of Paris.



A natural-born storyteller, Maximoff does not confine himself to fiction alone. He documents the customs of his people—both those that are fading and those that endure. He collaborates with Études tsiganes, as well as with the Journal of the Gypsy Lore Society. Under the title Tsiganes, he wrote the text for a photographic album (containing over one hundred photographs), in collaboration with Otto Daktweiler, shot in France and Spain (Büchergilde Gutenberg, Zurich, 1959). For the collection Gypsies, the Mysterious Nomads, edited by Karl Rinderknecht and published in Lausanne in 1973 by Mondo, he contributed the article “From the First Cry to the Last Breath.”




Maximoff possessed a wide range of skills and earned his living through manual labor as a coppersmith (it is well known that working with copper was characteristic of his people, and that the very word Kalderash derives from caldărari, meaning coppersmith).



From 1964 onward, his work as a pastor and preacher in the Evangelical Mission added further responsibilities and fields of activity to his life. He traveled extensively and even visited the ancestral homeland of the Romani people—India.



At the end of the Second World War, Mateo Maximoff published his literary debut (Flammarion, 1946)—a novel about Romani traditions, Ursitory, written in 1938. The press recognized the importance of this publication as “the first literary document on the life and worldview of the Romani, written by a Romani.”



Previously, numerous novels had offered more or less faithful—or widely accepted (and at times entirely distorted)—portrayals of the Romani, yet they had always been written by non-Romani authors.


The story of the Ursitory is linked to a Balkan tradition, reinterpreted by the Romani. Some time after a child’s birth, the Ursitory gather, and from that moment on the newborn has no chance of altering their fate—even the circumstances of their death are determined at that very instant.



The Ursitory tradition is known in several countries. A study titled Les sources folkloriques du roman tsigane “Les Ursitory” de Matéo Maximoff has been published, examining the connections between Romani and Balkan worldviews, and in part the Romani language itself, tracing them back to the legend of the three Moirai from Greek mythology.




In his second novel, The Price of Freedom (Le Prix de la liberté, 1955), the setting is once again Romania. It is important to dwell briefly on the historical context of this region. In the Romanian principalities of Moldavia and Wallachia, the Romani long held a particular status—that of slaves. This form of servitude was not primarily punitive; rather, it ensured that skilled craftsmen would always be at the prince’s disposal.



The Romani were renowned for their mastery of many crafts—above all blacksmithing and pottery—and were also excellent masons, which made them indispensable. At the same time, they had little tolerance for prolonged, fixed labor and rarely remained long in one place. It was precisely this restless drive for change that led to their enslavement, eventually compelling them to struggle for independence.


The earliest mentions of the Romani in Romanian archives date back to the mid-fourteenth century, where they already appear as slaves. This condition remained largely unchanged (with minor exceptions) until the mid-nineteenth century.


Romani slaves were divided into three categories:


State-owned slaves, or “slaves of the prince,” also referred to as “slaves of the crown.”



Church-owned slaves (belonging to towns, dioceses, or monasteries).
Slaves belonging to private masters and landowners.



Owners had the right to sell, inherit, or exchange their slaves. Their value depended on age, health, and abilities. Slaves were required to perform a wide range of tasks, from agricultural labor in fields, gardens, and forests to service at court.


Alongside physical labor, they were also entrusted with creative roles. The burden of hard work was often forgotten through music and dance. Their masters valued these talents highly and maintained first-rate orchestras on their estates.


Relations between masters and slaves varied greatly depending on the character of the owner. Life in servitude did not exclude family ties or even mutual affection. Yet between master and slave there often stood a steward, who could all too easily become a true despot.


From the eighteenth century onward, reforms gradually began to ease the condition of the slaves. Under the influence of Western liberal ideas, Romanians increasingly recognized the dissonance between slaveholding and the European moral and Christian values to which they professed adherence.


In the nineteenth century, numerous decrees were issued in the Romanian principalities granting freedom to slaves, the last of them dating to 1856. Even before that, many families had voluntarily granted freedom to those in their service.


François de Vaux de Foletier




Publisher’s Note







Mateo Maximoff writes about the lives of the Romani (roms)—Gypsy men of the Balkans and Eastern Europe—their women (romni), their clans, their travels, their beliefs, traditions, and customs.



It is important to bear in mind that his first book was written in 1938 and the second in 1955. Certain expressions, as well as some of the situations depicted, may feel unsettling today in light of the social changes that have taken place since then, particularly regarding the roles of women, children, and adolescents.


Our social reality has not always been what it is today. In earlier times, for instance, even the very concept of childhood or adolescence did not exist as we understand it now, and it was entirely common for children to work, with no expectation of play or education.


We have chosen to preserve certain phrases that may now be considered politically incorrect, in order to remain faithful to the author’s original text and to allow readers to approach these events within their proper historical context.


It is also worth reflecting on how many such issues still call for change today: machismo, violence, forced marriages, and the lack of cohesion within families and communities—regardless of race or socio-economic background.


Mateo Maximoff had the courage to portray his people with honesty, concealing nothing from the reader.


In this book, he addresses a subject that remains largely unknown to many: the enslavement of the Romani in Romania, which lasted for more than five hundred years.


Elizabeth Giuffré




The Price of Freedom




Part One


Slaves




Chapter 1


I


In spring, the fields of Romania are the most beautiful sight one could imagine. In the middle of the nineteenth century, carts moved along paths and roads, crossing the fields in the shade of blossoming trees. The cheerful songs of countless migratory birds returning from distant wintering grounds filled the air. Far away, the snow resting on the mountain peaks reminded people that winter had only just withdrawn.


On this spring Sunday, people from the villages scattered across the fields set out for the great town, where the annual fair is held. Landowners gather there—sometimes accompanied by their Gypsy slaves—along with merchants and every petty thief in the country. All come together to strike bargains, to sell, to trade, to buy whatever might prove useful, or to rid themselves of what no longer is—all within a single week. By the following Sunday, the town will be the most densely populated place not only in the region, but in the entire country. In a matter of hours, fortunes, valuables, and slaves will change hands.


Voivode Andrei, one of the wealthiest landowners and a close friend of the prince, had not missed the spring fair once in forty years. He was a tall man with broad shoulders, a thin pointed beard, and expressive eyes; he was loved by all for his sense of justice and his generosity. Despite the warm weather, Andrei wore a fur coat and a fur hat, sitting in his cart with his legs covered. The voivode traveled with only a driver, who guided the cart.


Behind him rode a man of about forty. He sat straight in the saddle, watching everything with a hard, intelligent gaze. This was Ion, the steward—and in truth the real master—of Voivode Andrei’s estates, the unquestioned owner of four hundred Gypsies who labored under his supervision to make the voivode’s lands bear fruit.


Two carts followed them. In the first were about a dozen Gypsies, ready to assist their master with his purchases; the second was empty. A man of such wealth could not allow his Gypsies to appear in their usual attire on such a day: though modestly dressed, they were clean and presentable. Only one among them was better dressed than the others—a man of about thirty, who served as a secretary.


Four mounted guards brought up the rear.


The gendarmes stepped aside to let the voivode pass and saluted him, but Andrei did not so much as glance in their direction.


Beyond the city gates, everything grows even livelier. Along the roadside, merchants lay out their goods. It is a true bazaar: antiques, worn clothing, tools, and useless trinkets that nonetheless find buyers. The farther one goes, the richer the wares become: luxurious silks with colorful patterns; a little farther on, to the right, poultry; then horses, mules, donkeys—until, at last, everything is for sale.


Whether you wish it or not, you cannot escape the smell of fried potatoes, sausages, and corn roasted over coals; a little farther on, fruit, with its own rich, inviting scent.


Yes—everything is for sale. Even people.


II


The slave market was in full swing.


The auctioneer, a man of powerful build with long drooping mustaches, held a whip in his right hand. He scanned the crowd of potential buyers, easily picking out his regulars.


The crowd grew livelier, more impatient. Some men shouted, cursing the giant, who, unmoved by their threats, made a show of mockery, as if he did not hear them at all, towering above them from the height of both his cart and his stature. A broad smile spread across his face when he spotted Andrei’s cart forcing its way through the crowd. He knew a good buyer when he saw one—and began the bidding:


“Gentlemen, once again, as every year at this time, I have the honor of offering you the finest slaves you will find in any market in the world. And try to prove me wrong—Constantin the trader does not lie!”


He paused for a moment, allowing Voivode Andrei to come closer and take a better look at the living merchandise.


“Our master, the mighty Voivode Ieremia, died a few months ago, leaving all these slaves to his children. It is they whom we shall sell today. They are the strongest in the region—and if you doubt my word…”


Families were brought up onto the platform. To stir the bidding, the Gypsies were sold in groups—first two families, then three more.


Ion, the steward, purchased five families on behalf of his voivode, Andrei. Those with too few children were herded into the second cart.


Amid all this commotion, they exchanged burning glances.


Tears flowed in silence—for a Gypsy, a Rom, has no right to weep over the bitter fate of his brother. A young Gypsy named Isvan had not yet dared to look toward the second cart, to see whether he might recognize anyone among those who would now live beside him.


“Thirty ducats.”


The number began to turn in Isvan’s mind. He recognized the voice—it was Ion’s. Thirty ducats… But who had made the offer—the voivode, or the steward? Curiosity overcame all other feelings, and for the first time Isvan looked carefully at the platform.


There were four Gypsies in all: a father, a man of about forty, tall and powerfully built (Constantin announced that he was a blacksmith); his two sons, aged twenty-one and twenty-two—


“And the flower of all Gypsies: Lena, seventeen.”


“Thirty-five ducats,” came a calm voice from the crowd.


“Forty,” Ion said quickly.


At that moment, Isvan noticed that the voivode had said nothing. Ion had made the offer himself—or perhaps old Andrei had given him full authority. In any case, it was clear that Ion intended to buy this family at any cost.


Why? Most likely, he had no real need for them.


But Isvan knew Ion. And the beautiful Lena—trying to hide behind her brothers on the platform—was reason enough for Ion to make the highest bid and secure the four Gypsies for forty ducats.




​​Chapter 2


I


When night fell, the voivode and his retinue returned to the castle. Despite the ruts in the road and the cramped carts, the Gypsies did not utter a word.



Isvan, sitting at the back of the first cart, could not take his eyes off Lena. What a beautiful girl, he kept telling himself. No—she was not thinking of him. She knew she would belong to Ion, as so many others had before her. What a pity, he repeated to himself.



In the courtyard before the castle, Ion shouted:


“Everyone out!”


From the grand staircase of his house, Andrei called out:


“Isvan!”


Hearing his name, the young man hurried to him.


“You are free this evening. Take the newcomers to the camp and find them a place to build their shelter. Write down their names, their ages, and their trades, and bring the list to me tomorrow morning.”


Isvan had no choice but to obey. He stepped down a few stairs. All the Romani were waiting for his orders—now he was in charge. Casting a glance over the group, Isvan addressed one of the men:


“Father,” he said, “take the newcomers to the camp. I’ll join you soon. I need to fetch my papers.”


Before long, the two groups merged into one, and the old man led them out of the castle grounds. The camp lay about a kilometer away.


Lena’s father touched the old man’s arm.


“My name is Petri,” he said.


“And mine is Damo.”


The two Gypsies walked side by side.


“Is the young Isvan your son?” Petri asked.


“Yes,” Damo replied.


“By what right does he give orders? What is his position?”


“He is clever,” Damo said. “From an early age he wanted to learn to read and write. The master found out, and since he himself had two sons—and the younger was about Isvan’s age—he took him into the house and gave him the same education as his own children. The teacher who instructed the young masters took a liking to Isvan, because he was quick and eager to learn.”


“You did not answer my question,” Petri said. “What is his position?”


“He serves as the master’s secretary,” Damo replied, “and he is also in charge of the large library in the castle.”


“And that gives him the right to give us orders?”


“No. He is a slave, like us. But the master has grown accustomed to giving him instructions, and a son must carry out what his father commands, especially when he is trusted.”


They walked on in silence for another hundred meters, and then Petri asked again:


“Is the master cruel?”


“No—but sometimes he can be. His eldest son is worse. He lives on another estate, at the far end of Romania, and comes here only once a year. The youngest, the one who is the same age as my son, has been in another country for several years now—France, I believe. They say it is to complete his education, but I think it has more to do with a woman… or with many women.”


“So you are not so unhappy here, then?”


“Not so unhappy… but there is still Ion.”


II


The inhabitants of the camp were waiting for their new companions in misfortune. A sense of brotherhood flared up at once: they recognized one another, opened up to each other, though they were not kin.


One of Damo’s daughters stepped outside and placed glowing coals beneath the samovar—they had to hurry and prepare tea. Isvan was expected; his visits were rare, and for that reason all the more precious. His brothers and sisters always awaited them with impatience. The door stood open, and so a girl passing by overheard the words:


“On the road, he told me about the steward. I think his name is Ion. Wherever there are Gypsy slaves, there is Ion—and wherever Ion is, Gypsies die young!”


These words, spoken by Petri, hinted at terrible things. He himself was a slave, like all who listened to him, yet he never yielded, never trembled with fear. Petri had often been thrown into the dungeon, sometimes for long periods. But there was always a need for a good blacksmith, and his offenses were never considered so grave—only disobedience to the steward, punished by a few days in prison. The blacksmith had a reputation as a fighter, though he had never struck another man, for the punishment for that could be far harsher.


“We are a free people. Your son Isvan must understand that. When he comes, I will ask him something. We were not always slaves. Look at the mountain Gypsies—they know nothing of chains on their feet, or rings around their necks, or the lash, or hunger, or thirst.”


“They live outside the law,” Damo said timidly.


“What law?” Petri shot back. “There is no law that forbids a man to live by his own will. Leave us in peace, and we will leave others in peace. But as long as even one family of Gypsies lives in the mountains and forests, while the rest suffer, waiting to be freed—by whom, no one knows—we will never know happiness. I, Petri, my sons, and my daughter—when the time comes, we will go and find them.”


Silence fell.


Another of Damo’s daughters set glasses for tea upon the cloth, while the first carried in the samovar. The sisters filled the glasses and placed them before each man.


“If the master finds out, he will kill us all!” Damo said.


“He won’t,” Petri replied. “He needs us for the work. Look at yourselves! How are you dressed? What do you eat? Nothing. And you work ten, twelve hours a day. This has to end. There must be—”


At that moment, the girl keeping watch outside cried out:


“Isvan is coming!”


III


When Isvan entered, many lowered their heads in respect, for they saw in him—if not the master’s favorite—then at least a future elder of the clan. Others admired his elegant clothing, like that of the young masters of the castle. There were also those who despised him for being freer than they were: he did not labor in the fields, and yet he lacked nothing.


He smiled broadly, showing a row of teeth white as snow. Isvan removed his hat and found a kind word for each of them, kissed each of his sisters on the forehead, and warmly shook his brother’s hand before embracing him. Then he sat down between his father and Petri and said:


“I imagine my father has already welcomed you with all his heart. Allow me to add my own words to his.”


“Young man,” Petri said.


“My name is Isvan. I would ask that you call me that.”


“Isvan, we are glad to meet other Romani. But I must speak the truth: we have escaped one hell only to fall into another.”


“There can be only one hell,” Isvan replied, “just as there is only one God. I do not know what you were speaking of before I arrived, but I can guess. I know that you have all suffered, and that there seems to be no end to it. But what can we do? Rebel? A few years ago, I thought the same. We spoke of it here, in this very place. Every month, one of us dares to speak aloud—and then dies of hunger and thirst in a damp, dark dungeon. And if he does not die, it is only by a miracle. The punishment is three months in prison. Rebel? Even if we were to win here, all of Romania—all of Europe—would stand against us. Do we have even the slightest chance?”


After these words, Isvan took a sip of tea, looking around. Petri spoke again:


“And the Gypsies in the mountains? Could we not go and join them?”


“Impossible,” Isvan answered. “It would be our ruin—and theirs as well. What makes them strong is not their number, but the fact that there are so few of them. No one wishes to take on the trouble of hunting them down. But imagine if there were thousands—then Romania and Hungary would join forces, send their armies, and put an end to the Gypsies who live outside the law. No, Petri—freedom will not come from there.”


As he finished his tea, his glass was filled again. Petri asked once more:


“Then how will freedom come? What can we hope for?”


“I will tell you. For more than ten years, I have accompanied the master to the fair. A few years ago, your price would have been at least three hundred ducats.”


Petri was so astonished that he could not find an answer.


“You are surprised?” Isvan said. “And I can assure you—it was not the master who bought you. He would never have paid forty ducats. You are not worth that much.”


“No? Why?”


“That is precisely the point. Everyone is beginning to understand. Slavery is dying. The voivodes no longer buy—they are afraid, and rightly so.”


“Then freedom is near?”


“I hope so.”


The Romani drank a little wine, raising their glasses to those who had joined them, for hope had been rekindled in their hearts. Isvan, with satisfaction, went on filling out his papers, when the girl from outside suddenly cried out:


“The steward—Ion!”


IV


As long as the Romani could remember, neither Ion nor any other steward had ever come to the camp in the evening. There had to be a serious reason for Ion to visit a place where he knew he was hated—and where he risked being killed. He must have been utterly confident in himself to dare appear among the slaves alone, without guards.


When the girl cried out, “It’s Ion!”, not a single Gypsy doubted that their worst enemy had arrived.


Though Damo’s hut was well watched, there remained a chance that fragments of the conversation had reached Ion. The Gypsies had been speaking in their own language, and Ion knew only a few words—not enough to grasp the meaning of their lively exchange.


Ion was hated, and he knew it. Yet, to be fair, he merely carried out the orders he was given.


He was a rather handsome man, strong, nearly forty years old. Dark rumors surrounded him. In his youth, he had taken many young Gypsy women as lovers. It was said he took them by force—none had gone to him willingly. Several children were attributed to him, yet he had never cared for any of them. The eldest was already twenty, but his father neither helped him nor showed him any affection.


After some years, Ion ceased choosing his lovers from among the Gypsy women. It had taken him time to come to this. Now the voivode’s steward courted girls and women from the town. There were even whispers that one of Voivode Andrei’s three nieces had been involved with him in a sinful affair. Such talk was quickly silenced.


It was strange that the Gypsies had not yet killed so cruel a man. Once, the voivode had said to Damo:


“If Ion dies by your doing, my wrath will be terrible. I will kill fifty of your people—and the first will be Isvan.”


From that moment on, Ion’s life became sacred to them all.


As befitted a man of authority, Ion rode straight toward Damo’s huts on his own horse. The Romani stepped aside wherever he passed, giving him way. Isvan—the only one who could address the steward directly—asked:


“What do we owe the honor of your visit?”


“What? Is that you, Isvan?” Ion said. “I thought you had returned long ago.”


“No. It seems I will spend the night here.”


“Well then… I came to see whether everything is in order—and to take a closer look at the newcomers.”


“Perhaps it would be better if you came tomorrow. It is already dark.”


“You may be right. Go on with your evening.”


Rising slightly in his stirrups, Ion looked around, as if searching for something—but whatever it was, he did not find it. Isvan said to him:


“Shall I escort you back to the castle?”


“Why? Am I in danger?”


Isvan did not answer. He only smiled, until Ion turned his horse and disappeared at a gallop into the night.


All this time, Lena had been watching in secret from behind the curtain of the window.




Chapter 3


I


After the steward’s departure, the Gypsies stood as if rooted to the threshold of Damo’s hut. No one knew what to do or what to say. At last, Isvan broke the silence:


“Let’s go inside. We need to talk.”


But about what? Ion’s appearance in the camp had been completely unexpected. A bad sign—of that no one doubted, though none dared say it aloud.


The newcomers, perhaps, did not understand what was happening. So once everyone had sat down, Petri asked:


“Do you know why Ion came this evening?”


“I think I do,” Isvan said. “But I want to be certain, so I do not make a mistake. It is always the same. Do you understand me?”


“Yes—but what am I supposed to do?” Petri asked.


“We cannot advise you,” Damo said. “But your daughter is in danger. In the past, Ion would have simply taken her, and we could have done nothing. Now she is safe—for the moment, at least tonight.”


“And tomorrow?”


“Tomorrow? What can we do if Ion decides to take her? Isvan said it was Ion who bought you.”


“Yes—but he did not pay for us.”


“There is one way,” Damo said. “Though I am not sure… We could try to warn the master.”


“Do you think he would listen to me? To me—a slave, newly bought? Would Lena’s tears move him?”


“I doubt he would even receive you,” Damo replied. “There is another solution—and perhaps it is better than such a misfortune. But no one will force you to accept it.”


“Speak!”


“Well then… If tomorrow someone tells the master that Lena is betrothed, Ion will hear of it—and the master does not like it when Ion takes girls who are promised to another.”


“That is not a bad idea. Lena is a fine girl! But she is not betrothed.”


“That does not matter. We have many young men here—you may choose among them. Of course, such a betrothal would mean nothing to us. Our only wish is to save your daughter from dishonor.”


Each man voiced his opinion. The elders discussed the matter; many offered their sons as the prospective groom, secretly hoping that the false betrothal might, in time, become a real one.


Before making a decision, Petri wished to learn more about each of the candidates—including Isvan. He turned to Damo:


“How long has Isvan been a widower?”


“Eight years.”


“Eight years!” Petri exclaimed. “And he has not remarried?”


“No.”


“That will not prevent him from playing the role of a bridegroom for a time. I trust Isvan. He is the only one who can approach the master without fear.”


Petri’s proposal was not an insult to Isvan—someone had to save the honor of a girl of their people, and once the danger had passed, he would be free of any obligation. Lena would marry another. What chance did he have—a handsome widower of thirty? It would take more than that to become the husband of a charming girl of seventeen. He had one chance in a hundred. She had to be saved—and he was the only one who could do it.


Isvan himself had three sisters—and the same fate could befall them. If he refused, who would save them?


At first, Isvan looked at Petri, then at his father.


“I have no other choice. I must play this role.”


II


For a moment, laughter broke out—then silence fell again, and Damo spoke:


“Where have you ever seen an engagement evening without the bride? I advise you to do everything properly. With Ion, one can never be certain. We know what he is capable of. It is quite possible that he—or one of his men—is already lurking near the camp. We must make this betrothal look real. So let us celebrate—but not too much, for tomorrow we go to work as always. Let us behave as if we are truly marking an engagement.”


Petri could not utter a word. Could it be that Damo was taking this so seriously? Would he later try to take advantage of the situation, demand something that had never been agreed upon? And yet—what else could be done? However hard it was for a father to give his daughter into Isvan’s hands, it was still better than leaving her to a stranger.


At last, Petri said:


“You are right, Damo. And I think Lena already knows. She must play her part as well. It will be good practice for the future. Ferkini, my son—go and find your sister.”


As soon as the boy stepped outside, Isvan turned to those around him and said:


“And who told you I was such a fool?”


They all burst out laughing.


Ferkini returned, leading Lena by the hand. She barely understood what was happening: she was to be betrothed to Isvan—or rather, to pretend to be—because something had to be saved. But from whom? From the steward? Yet he had shown her no harm. Ion had scarcely even looked at her. Her young mind had not yet grasped it all.


“Long live the bride!”


“And now—music!” Damo cried.


At once, violins and cimbaloms struck up, and the bride’s dance began, accompanied by songs and the rhythm of clapping hands. It was a shared joy, and before long everyone had forgotten that this was not a real betrothal. It no longer mattered—was it not better to enjoy the night and not think of tomorrow?


Lena sat at the back of the house, surrounded by the other girls, who sang in chorus. Isvan was not much of a singer, yet he joined in. Not once did he look at Lena after her dance. He did not wish to show that he was truly in love with her.



This is terrible, he kept telling himself. I need this girl. She must become my wife.




He said must as if he believed there could be no other way.



“That is enough,” Damo said. “We have done what was needed. It is late, and tomorrow we have much work to do.”


They all dispersed to their huts. The newcomers settled wherever they could. A bed was prepared for Isvan, as well as for Lena’s two brothers.
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