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    For Tomino,and for the Golden Grove that no one can find twice.
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Apollo d'Or was originally written in Romanian. This English literary edition preserves the feverish rhythm, symbolic density, and visionary atmosphere of the original text: a rural solar myth, a wound of youth, and a lost Golden Grove that survives only inside the heart.

It was called the Golden Grove. Only now did he remember. And everyone looked that way as if that were the only place in the world from which salvation should have come to them. But when he returned years later, the world had other meanings, meanings that no longer had anything to do with that place. He never found it again, except in his mind and in his heart. However much he searched for it...

"You only need a little courage, that is all," someone whispered to him while he, without opening his eyes, merely letting the sunbeams coming through the window stroke his face, suddenly thought that those words were intended for a great destiny.

"Come on," said the one beside him, tearing him out of his dreaming with an elbow, and he opened his eyes and looked at him with a kind of amazement.

"Come on, swallow," the other said, and he took the plastic cup filled with tuica and threw it down his throat. It was the fourth one. Armand looked at him as if to say he was proud of him.

They were in his parents' car. His cousin, Alex, three years older than him, was at the wheel, while he and Armand were in the back. But they could not keep still and kept moving from back to front, rising to their feet to let their faces be beaten by the wind that lashed them whenever the car gathered speed. Then they would howl, surrendering to the elements inside them. They howled as if the end of the world were coming, and when the road was empty they kept at it for whole kilometers, with small pauses. It was as if they were unloading all the weight that had bent their shoulders throughout the year.

But once they turned onto the country road, their appetite for frenzy seemed to go out. It was strange for two young men to spend a holiday like this. But the doctor had been very clear. The young man needed a break. It would be best for him to withdraw for a while somewhere in the mountains, without traffic if possible. From the moment his parents had found him lying in the bathroom almost without life, with his thinking clouded and his face transfigured by the look of death and eternal lovelessness, they had taken certain measures. Now everything was far away, yet he still did not have permission to go out and have fun.

Armand followed him everywhere. If it had not been for him, he would have had no reason to be here, in this village abandoned by God. They were going to stay with some relatives whom he, however, had never known. They were strangers. As strange as everything else around him. Strangers with different faces.

All the way there they had talked about girls, about love. They stuck post-it notes with their phone number to the windows whenever a car with young ladies stopped beside them. They shouted, gestured, made obscene signs. And then they continued the treatment they followed with strict discipline, from little plastic cups. Once, twice, three times, until the shiver of madness catches you and the thread snaps. After that, you do nothing but live like hell and repent for not having done it earlier.

What the hell are we going to do here, he thought. There aren't even any girls here. Back there, in the city, girls could be found everywhere. They waited for him at dusk, perched like birds on fences. Birds with colorful bodies and open beaks, waiting for love.

Yes, when the mirror speaks to you the way it spoke to him, youth does not allow you to break the covenant of the body. Love is forbidden to people like him. In the end they do not even need love. The grove is full of chirping birds, the air of summer nights drives you mad with its sound of frogs and crickets, with its smell of crazed lime trees, and in the light of the streetlamps he becomes the mad troubadour of the street, where amor can be found at every corner.

Only from somewhere in the east, on the very evening before his departure, a strange wind was blowing, smelling of distances. There was something in its scent, something known but nameless, that had called him other times too. He had never followed its voice; he had preferred to make himself a cool nest there, on the branches beside the sweet-voiced birds, who gave themselves to him as if on Apollo's altar.
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