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I Dreamt of you so much that...: The Imagination as site for resistance in today’s 
Third Cinema
 
 
In his stirring 1926 poem, J’ai tant reve de toi,  Robert Desnos la-
ments the impossibility of real love with the young woman he tries to 
at least capture in his dreams.  Desnos remains in a state of long-
ing, lost between reality and the idealised image he creates of her, 
torn betwen the carnal and the immaterial.  He takes refuge in his 
reveries, the space where he can hold on to her, and as he does, his 
lover recedes more and more away from reality. Therefore, hope for 
true connection is futile – the two lovers are but shadows to each 
other, existing only in the imagination, a third space, or heteroto-
pia, that mixes reality and fantasy. Only there can they actualize 
their impossible love.

Much like in Desnos’s poem, the imagination of the characters in Ste-
fan Constantinescu’s three films (of a future series of seven shorts) 
connects two disparate worlds. Activated through the use of technol-
ogy, their imagination is an essential component of the conflicts and 
tensions that well up within their heterosexual, amourous relation-
ships. And yet, Constantantinescu’s open-ended stories do not cling 
to the specific events depicted– they reveal larger societal truths, 
hypocricies, and deformations that force the viewer to question him-
self and his role as spectator, but also participant, in everyday 
human dramas. This calling into question of societal structures is 
an aspect that Jean-Luc Godard considered essential to making films 
politically , by ”creating moments of openness and undecidability: 
moments that also question the structural principles of cinema and 
the filmer-filmed-viewer contract”.  Foucault understood “the new po-
litical imagination” similarly. In his 1978 “neighborhood medicine” 
workshop held in the context of the elections in France, he con-
cluded that resistance is “conducted by whoever might desire it, in 
forms yet to be invented and organisations yet to be defined” and he 
left “that freedom at the end of my speaking to whoever wants to do 
something with it”(3). This transition from a centralized truth or 
“single plane” “to a plurality of times, spaces and actors”(4) is 
also one of the main characteristics of Third Cinema today, accord-
ing to Teshome Gabriel. First coined in 1968 by Argentine filmmakers 
Solanas and Getino as a rejection of First Cinema, the commercial 
Hollywood model that encourages passivity in the spectator, but also 
of Second Cinema, where the director’s extreme individualism and the 
exclusive subjectivity of the film d’auteur takes over, Third Cinema 
was conceived for a specific set of political and social conditions in 
Latin America, Africa and Asia (what then was still called the third 
world), where techniques for circumventing the oppressive machine of 
those countries’ dictatorships were necessary, while a language for 

(2) http://www.republicart.net/disc/representations/oehner01_en.htm 
(3) Le Nouvel Observateur (no. 670), “The Cultural Mobilisation” interview with Foucault 
after the workshop.

(4) http://hiredknaves.wordpress.com/2014/07/13/michel-foucault-a-new-political-imagination/
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moving people to political activism also needed to be found. With 
changing conditions in technology and film production, as well as the 
dissolution of old global geo-political categories, Third Cinema has 
undergone a transformation of adaptation to maintain its politi-
cal relevance. Teshome Gabriel describes today’s Third Cinema as 
“provid(ing) an alternative third space where we can engage in ideas 
about imagination, about dreams, tales, and magical vision”(5). 

In Constantinescu’s first film, Troleibuzul 92 (Bus number 92) (2009), 
which was commissioned for the Romanian Pavilion at the 2009 Venice 
Biennale, a man sits down on a seat in a Bucharest bus next to a 
middle-aged lady and telephones his wife or girlfriend. As the cell 
phone conversation unfolds, he becomes increasingly threatening and 
verbally violent, compulsively repeating the same questions and ac-
cusations over and over in a sort of trance-like loop. Once he stalls 
and softly responds, “me too”, suggesting a declaration of love, only 
to begin his violent threats once more. The passengers don’t seem 
affected, although the lady might, or might not, be feeling slightly 
uncomfortable. The cell phone he uses to communicate with his partner 
functions as a medium for exciting the imagination, as a bridge con-
necting two physical spaces. A third space is created where the two 
are connected while physically apart, invisible to each other while 
speaking in real time, generating images in their minds that emanate 
from beyond the receiver. This bus scene depicts a very private and 
intimate conversation that is played out in public, collapsing the 
public and private into one and transforming it into yet another het-
erotopia, where this verbal aggression is accepted because the victim 
is out of sight. The two lovers are together and yet separated - two 
types of spaces, the physical and the social, are both connected by 
a phone. The audience, like the other passengers on the bus, becomes 
unwilling participants in a potentially explosive scenario, leaving 
us to wonder where witnessing ends and personal responsibility be-
gins. But the film doesn’t offer any conclusions, ending as it began, 
with the man getting off and another getting on, continuing the cycle 
of daily life and revealing our desensitization to its underlying 
violence. What happens off-frame, or in the “blank-space” beyond the 
screen, is for us to imagine. It is this “place that provides the spec-
tators with multiple options to participate and even to assume a role 
as co-authors of the work”(6), an inherent element of Third Cinema. 

In Family Dinner (2012), the mask of the model Swedish family is 
removed exposing a true picture of the complexity of contemporary 
relationships. While husband and daughter prepare dinner, the mother 
takes a bath and engages in cell phone sex with a co-worker, the pro-
gression of her dream being interrupted repeatedly by several humor-
ous events rooted in her reality. At one moment, while she is texting 
a sexy note, her husband calls her from the kitchen disrupting her 
mood. Or some moments later, while she tries to pleasure herself and 

(5) Teshome Gabriel, Third Cinema Updated: Exploration of Nomadic Aesthetics & Narrative 

Communities
(6) ibid
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text with the other hand, her phone battery suddenly runs out. Her 
attempts to regain those moments of transgressive gratification and 
fantasy are constantly frustrated by real life, so she returns to the 
routine of her normal role within the household and joins the others 
for the meal they had prepared. The film, however, does not present a 
concrete conclusion to the story. In Family Dinner, the cell phone 
is once again a bridge between two spaces – enabling fantasy while 
allowing interaction with a real but invisible Other. It creates 
a site of the imagination, a “heterotopia of deviation”(7), where 
what would otherwise be considered immoral and repressed, becomes 
possible and permissible. We are left to question ourselves once 
again – the moral code we blindly accept and the automatic gestures 
that we perform to fit the demands of society while repressing our 
inner desires. The tension between the constructed public self and 
the suppressed private self is highlighted, and our complicity in 
this hypocrisy is revealed. We are confronted with ourselves, we are 
given a mirror and asked to undertake a self-examination. Foucault 
argued that the imagination or phantasms should “be freed from the 
restrictions we impose on them, freed from the dilemmas of truth and 
falsehood, from being and non-being…”, even when they materialize in 
carnal desires that may seem immoral. Because ultimately only through 
this questioning that takes place once the imagination is activated 
and liberated, can broader transformation occur.

The last film from the series that has been produced thus far is Six 
Big Fish (2013).Here, two Swedish artists, Ann Sofi and Andreas, are 
staying in an apartment in Bucharest on a residency and suddenly find 
themselves responsible for six large live fish when the next door 
neighbor intrusively drops them off for their landlord. The film is 
shot as Ann Sofi’s video diary, a film within a film, from her point of 
view with her acting as the filmmaker, the witness. The couple’s dif-
ferent perspectives on life and art inform their approach for what 
to do with the fish, and ultimately test their relationship. Ann Sofi 
believes that art triumphs over life which gives her the right to 
record the fish dying, all the while preserving them for eternity on 
tape. Andreas chooses to offer the fish life in the present by trying, 
despite several unfortunate adventures and a violent clash with cor-
rupt officials that Ann-Sofi partially documents, to set them free. And 
despite the philosophical conflict of the two, it might seem that both 
art and life triumph in the end with Ann-Sofi recording Andreas set-
ting the fish free. In Six Big Fish, the technology that establishes 
the third space is the video camera which documents the action from 
a subjective point of view. Through the lens of her video camera, we 
see Ann-Sofi’s experience, that is neither truth nor fiction. 
She is free to construct the narrative of the events of the day – to 
capture certain elements or turn the lens away from others. And yet, 
when she records moments of corruption she acts within the precepts 
of Third Cinema, “the guardian of those essential qualities of de-

(7) Michel Foucault, Of Other Space: Utopias and Heterotopias, Architecture/Mouvement/Conti-

nuite, 1984
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mocracy and social justice which empower the citizen to undertake 
the active role of filmmaker, producer and witness”(8) even if from 
a subjective perspective. “It is in the viewing that simultaneous 
contesting “meanings” come to be debated in the public sphere”(9) 
thus turning us the spectators, once again in participants. This is 
achieved by forcing us to question our own attitudes and actions, 
and allowing us to come up with different interpretations to the 
film’s ending. The recording Ann-Sofi makes becomes a heterotopic site 
bridging the past and the present, somewhere between reality and 
construct, where art is truth despite life’s impositions. 

Constantinescu’s approach to filmmaking, one that reveals societal 
realities rather than condemns, that sets the stage for self-ques-
tioning and debate, that transforms the spectator into a co-author, 
and that sparks the imagination rather than dictate conclusions, is 
what can be thought of as Third Cinema today. In Third Cinema “vil-
lains are not necessarily the result of some essential individual 
character flaw, but as evidence of larger structural problems within 
the society” .  We see this in Troleibuzul 92 with the jealous boy-
friend who is the result himself of a violent and desensitized so-
ciety, in Family Dinner where the mother needs an outlet from her 
restrictive and stifling bourgeois environment, or in Six Big Fish 
where the role of art itself is challenged. Foucault wrote, “Art is 
truth because art is the result of the imaginative play of the id”  
while Third Cinema „allows the spectator to create new relations, 
open new horizons, new possibilities of engagement with the work”.  
Constantinescu’s films are the lies that reveal the truth, and in the 
third space of the imagination, we are led to envision other pos-
sibilities and ways of being. The imagination thus becomes the new 
site of political and social resistance.

Besides the films, the current exhibition, I Dreamt of you so much 
that..., also features Northern Lights, a photo series and journal, 
and The Golden Age Pop-Up Book. In the journal section of Northern 
Lights private moments, anxieties, and longing typical of the im-
migrant experience are disclosed - problems with money, family, job, 
the artist’s dreams for the future and yearning for home. The pho-
tographs depict non-specific locales, heterotopias, places that are 
neither one place nor another and yet can be anywhere. They speak 
of the artist’s sense of uprootedness and alienation from the space 
around him, his adoptive country Sweden, and his inability to connect 
to that environment. The Golden Age Pop-Up Book juxtaposes the art-
ist’s biography to the history of Romania, his native land, linking 
the personal to the universal narrative, and offering a different 
perspective on a period in Romania’s history, 1965-1975, that was a 
time of more openness and freedom, which permitted the production of 
important nonconformist artistic work.

(8) Teshome Gabriel, Third Cinema Updated: Exploration of Nomadic Aesthetics & Narrative 
Communities
(9) ibid
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I Dreamt of you so much that... 
 
 
J’ai tant rêvé de toi que tu perds ta réalité.
Est-il encore temps d’atteindre ce corps vivant
Et de baiser sur cette bouche la naissance 
De la voix qui m’est chère?
J’ai tant rêvé de toi que mes bras habitués 
En étreignant ton ombre
A se croiser sur ma poitrine ne se plieraient pas
Au contour de ton corps, peut-être.
Et que, devant l’apparence réelle de ce qui me hante
Et me gouverne depuis des jours et des années,
Je deviendrais une ombre sans doute.
O balances sentimentales.
J’ai tant rêvé de toi qu’il n’est plus temps
Sans doute que je m’éveille.
Je dors debout, le corps exposé
A toutes les apparences de la vie
Et de l’amour et toi, la seule
qui compte aujourd’hui pour moi,
Je pourrais moins toucher ton front
Et tes lèvres que les premières lèvres
et le premier front venu.
J’ai tant rêvé de toi, tant marché, parlé,
Couché avec ton fantôme
Qu’il ne me reste plus peut-être,
Et pourtant, qu’a être fantôme
Parmi les fantômes et plus ombre 
Cent fois que l’ombre qui se promène
Et se promènera allègrement 
Sur le cadran solaire de ta vie.

(1) Robert Desnos, J’ai tant revé de toi, Corps et Bien (1926)
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10.01.2006-27.03.2006

It’s been a long time since my last dream. I like sleeping and I fail to 
dream or maybe I’m just so decrepit that the morning leaves nothing on 
the hard-disk. I’ve been planning for sometime to wake up at six in the 
morning, but I cannot stick to the plan. There was this one time that I 
woke up, I made the coffee, the breakfast, and then I turned in again. 
I want to do so many things, but it seems that I’m running out of time. 
However, I can’t give up sleep. In the spring, when light starts at 3 
in the morning, I don’t think that waking up earlier will be a problem. 
I usually wake up at 7.30, I go to the bathroom, brush my teeth, eat, 
talk to Kuki and the boys, I dress Iancu and we hurry to kindergarten. 
I return home and it’s already 9.00. I start working. I waste a lot of 
time on the Internet. I am Internet-sick. I just got an email from Gun-
nila from Arbetsförmedlingen Kultur (working forces, cultural section). 
I’m starting a course for the unemployed on February 6. Since the problem 
of off-shoring jobs appeared, it’s very hard to find a job in Sweden. All 
jobs leave for Eastern Europe or even further, for Asia. I wonder where 
it will end. 

I usually feel like talking about Romania, but now I will talk about Swe-
den. I don’t know why, but it seems easier to talk about Romania. It’s 
just handy to do so, perhaps because from here, from Sweden, I distance 
myself. I’ve been back from Romania for a week and I still can’t figure 
out where I am. Lucky with Gunnila, the assistant from Arbetsförmedlingen 
Kultur, who helps me get my feet on the ground again. Although I work, 
or at least toss about plod away from dusk till dawn, I write and answer 
e-mails, work on my projects, I have the feeling that I’m not doing any-
thing. Sometimes it’s just the routine, without thinking or understanding 
what I’m doing. This happens every time I come back here, I need several 
weeks to readjust. As soon as I arrive at the airport I get sick, some-
times feverish. I think it’s an organic reaction, a kind of self-defense, 
the brain wants to warn me, No more, it’s over, now you have “to sober 
up”. It has become difficult for me to move. In fact, it’s hard for me to 
return to the daily problems. I’m afraid of making mistakes, of slid-
ing down the drain. The obstacles are in my head, it’s not necessarily 
something external. Any spatial movement hurts a lot, any departure is 
painful. It is a physical pain, an enormous tiredness, my bones, my flesh, 
my head hurt. I fail to store all the information. Time gains another 
dimension, everything expands. I noticed that if I stay here I feel much 
better, physically speaking, or, to be more precise, there is no shock 
of returning to reality, which is so painful. 

There are some things I refuse to understand. We live on the fifth floor, 
in an eight floor building in Grimsta, an area belonging to Vällingby, a 
Stockholm suburb. Inside the building and in an area of about 50 meters 
around it, we respectfully greet all the neighbors, but once outside 
this area, suddenly nobody grets you anymore. It seems like the rules of 
the game apply only on a particular territory. I always had trouble with 
greetings. I used to greet all my acquaintances and I like being greeted; 
that’s why I go mad when someone pretends not to see me and doesn’t greet 
me. I feel betrayed, I mean he received something without returning the 
gift, he abusively took my greeting. Regarding the sgreeting, this is 
like a trade for me: I exchange a greeting for another. Maybe I’m just 
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being mean and I should be more generous, not expecting to receive any-
thing from others. I need to think it over. 

The Internet is not working! I am addicted to my email. All right, now 
it’s working again, but I didn’t receive any e-mails. I receive about 20-
30 e-mails per day, but only 5 are addressed to me, the rest are adver-
tisements. I receive the most e-mails on Mondays and Tuesdays, on Fridays 
I don’t receive e-mails from institutions, and on Saturdays and Sundays 
I only receive advertisements. 

It felt strange in Romania, I didn’t have the feeling of returning home, 
but to a place dear, very well-known to me, but not my home. I felt the 
same thing I usually feel when I go, for instance, to Italy; maybe I’m 
exaggerating just a little. What I mean is that I arrived in a place 
with a familiar air, smell, atmosphere, but something was missing. From 
Claudiu’s car, who picked me up at the airport, I could recognize the 
places, the streets, the buildings and nevertheless felt they were very 
different. Although it was Christmas and one could listen to the peren-
nial Christmas carols of Hruøcæ at the airport, at every gas station and 
in the city, I haven’t felt anything I thought I would feel. I haven’t 
spent Christmas in the country since ’94, since I got married, and I’ve 
been planning for a long time to spend Christmas and the holidays in Ro-
mania, with my loved ones. I felt that Romania has become estranged from 
me, that it is now as estranged as Sweden is. I think about those who 
refuse to come back, even to visit their homes. I also think about what 
they were trying to tell me, all those who I talked to and I didn’t under-
stand at the time when I came to Sweden, including my parents. Even now I 
don’t know if I understand them. I suppose this reaction, the refusal to 
accept the change and the refusal to see or to talk about Romania comes 
from a certain fear of getting hurt, from the desire of keeping one’s 
feelings in order, to avoid an interior discomfort and preserve oneself. 
The only accepted Romanian reality is that of the crimes presented by PRO 
TV’s five o’clock news. 

I can see it’s snowing outside and I have my English class today. I hate 
driving on ice, I feel insecure. It’s because of this Peugeot of mine - 
it is very instable. At high speeds, you feel like you’re flying off the 
road. It’s been a month since my last English class and I feel like I 
forgot everything. I don’t know what’s wrong with me, but English and I 
don’t get along very well. Not knowing English is a little embarrassing; 
this is another reason for my waking up at 6 o’clock. I have to be more 
disciplined. What do you know! Gunilla wrote me again yesterday. When I 
returned from Iancu’s kindergarten it was snowing beautifully, but it 
stopped now. There are 8 degrees below zero and my feet felt cold. I’m 
listening to Pavel Stratan, but I’m not much into it. It really sucks. I 
received a package with movies, music and books from Romania, from rela-
tives and friends. I usually get a lot of new material from the country.  

Yesterday I got upset at Kuki. I was irritated that she put things in 
my mouth that I never said. There are many things in my life that I’m 
not satisfied with, but I can’t reveal them just like this, and the most 
annoying thing is when somebody does it for me. I reinstalled Windows; 
I don’t know why, but once again I had a virus. At least twice a year I 
manage to get a virus on my computer and, of course, reinstall the system. 
It’s a kind of ritual. If it’s not a virus, then Windows gets jammed and 
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the computer starts to work slowly. It’s from Iona’s games. Speaking of 
games. I once had a game, I don’t exactly remember its name, however, it 
took place during the Second World War. I was a very bad “soldier”, they 
kept killing me. After a couple of weeks, I gave up playing because I 
felt dizzy after that, and at night, when I went to bed, the images were 
still passing before my eyes. The fight continued for some time before I 
fell asleep. I uninstalled it after a while. I realized that I’m not the 
gamer type. 

I’m waiting for an e-mail from Chile and it doesn’t come. I can’t stand to 
wait, it drives me crazy. I’m waiting for an invitation to present Dacia 
and Pasajul there. I found out that it’s the summer holiday there. It 
seems so strange! Although I know that when it’s winter here, it’s summer 
for them, it’s hard for me to understand it. The mail came; I’m going to 
check it out. Bills and Iona’s National Geographic, which he doesn’t even 
read anymore. I’m going to end the subscription. 

Today I woke up at 6 and I’m feeling all right. It snowed all day, too. 
It’s gorgeous outside and still snowing. It’s 7 degrees below zero out-
side. Iona and Iancu stayed home. We got along very well. I made lasagna 
for them: it came out excellent. Later on, I’ll start making an apple pie 
with Iona and after that we’ll go outside to play in the snow. Kuki is 
at Zara, buying me a shirt and some stuff. And tonight I want to watch, 
together with Iona and Kuki, Pistruiatul, which I received from Dan. Kuki 
called and told me that there are tons of things on sale, asking me if I 
wanted to buy myself some clothes. Oh, the joy... 

Let’s not forget: last week, when I went to Hemsöp, the store next to my 
building, I noticed that all workers who were rearranging the store spoke 
Russian. I have to say that there was a sense of indignation floating in 
the air. People looked with hostility at those workers, those intruders 
they could not understand. And yesterday, at a clothing store, something 
strange happened: some of the employees didn’t speak Swedish, but they 
spoke English. It’s impossible to imagine something like that happening 
a few years ago. 

Haven’t seen Pistruiatul yet, because Kuki fell asleep when putting Iancu 
to sleep and I watched Haiducii lui sapte cai with Iona, who wanted some 
“action”. Wow, what a piece of crap! This movie is far-out. Nevertheless, 
I was fascinated by Florin Piersic. I was impressed by his youth and I 
can say from all my heart that he was a superb man. This man would have 
become a huge star in a country with a powerful film industry. Someone 
wrote to me on Messenger that it’s 20 degrees below zero in Bucharest. 
It’s minus 7 here, which has been the constant temperature for the last 
five days. Fortunately, there is no wind. 

I spoke with Jaw on the phone. He’s going to meet Palle, Valeria and Ro-
manouski in the city; they seem to be preparing an exhibition here, in 
Stockholm. He asked me if I wanted to join them, with Pasajul. I said yes. 

Iancu wants to watch Spiderman all day. Of course we wouldn’t allow it. 
He thinks he’s Spiderman and I’m nervous about it. I’m afraid he might 
jump out of the window. We talked about it and I hope he understood. He 
eats anything that is red, because he wants a web like Spiderman’s. He 
likes pizza because Spiderman delivers pizza. He sits around the house 
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in a Spiderman outfit, which he received from Stefan, his cousin from Bu-
charest. He says he wants to save Kuki and Grandma. 

Yesterday we had guests, Simona Ghita, an actress from Bucharest, came 
by. She had a show in Malmö. We had a short walk around the city centre, 
visiting the touristiest area possible. We also met up with Kuki at 12 
o’clock, at Gamla Stan, and we had dinner at a very cool place, but the 
food was not very good. At least Kuki’s salmon looked and tasted like 
sponge. Simona and I had turkey, which was pretty tasty. At 3 o’clock I 
had to return home, to pick up Iancu from kindergarten. I got so angry 
at Iona. He’s always having trouble with the DVD player, which stops 
working just when he wants to watch a movie. I exploded and smashed the 
remote.,Now I feel awful.I am such an idiot and a stressed and sweaty 
father. 

It started to rain. It’s the first day with positive temperatures, after 
two weeks of below zero. It’s one degree above zero. Kuki and the kids 
went outside for a walk. 

I’m looking for a new remote control on the Internet. 

Last night I had a dream! I can’t remember the last time I did. I dreamt 
about having to leave for Holland with Doru Dricu, a friend from Sweden, 
to sell some golden bowls he received from his grandma. I don’t know 
why, but we were in Bucharest, Colentina, very close to the building I 
used to live in. We were in the tramway, with those golden bowls in a 
white semi-transparent bag. At the Teiul Doamnei stop, a guy with a dog 
stepped in and the dog pitched into the beans we had in a bowl. Doru got 
upset because I let the dog eat from grandma’s dish. As he was explain-
ing to me how much he cared for those objects, suddenly the tramway got 
crowded and, from that crowd, a ticket inspector turned up. I didn’t 
have a ticket and I told him that “I accidentally got on the tramway and 
that, in fact, I wanted to get off”. The ticket inspector, dressed in a 
fancy, modern suit, told me that there was no problem, that I could get 
off. I did so and on the tramway stop refuge I kept trying to explain the 
inspector that this is a mistake; then music started in the living room 
and I woke up. It was Kuki who turned the music on. I was marked by the 
new futuristic buildings that I saw in the dream. Colentina was gorgeous 
and the tramway was ultra-modern. Although it was Sunday, yesterday was a 
terrible day; we quarreled all day long. I don’t know what was wrong with 
us. From the very morning I smashed the remote, I yelled like a madman, 
afterwards I spent time on the net looking for another remote control. I 
went to Kista, a store, and I bought a universal remote control, which 
didn’t fit my DVD player. I took it back and I looked for another one on 
the net. I yelled again, Kuki yelled too, the kids also yelled. And at 
night, so that things end up the way they started, Iona and I watched 
Terminator 3. It was awful. 

Mother called to tell me that a Japanese businessman died from a dog 
bite. The bite severed a vein and he lost too much blood. He died at The 
Emergency Hospital. 

Four days ago I started a course called “Identity and Shaping”. You learn 
how to present yourself as an artist, to define the “market” and to “wrap” 
package yourself. There are many things I know, which I heard elsewhere, 
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at work, on TV, in the papers, which, in fact, I never used to present 
myself as an artist. Maybe I was embarrassed or lazy. You can’t just show 
up holding your portfolio under your arm, raise your eyebrow, look your 
interlocutor in the eyes, completely confident, and start selling your-
self like a traveling salesman. The course is held by two guys; one of 
them teaches you how to create a digital presentation on a CD-Rom, the 
other one is responsible for PR. Tomorrow we shall meet a “guru”, who has 
“wrapped” packaged a lot of companies here, in Sweden. I have to admit 
I’m curious about it. 

It’s snowing like hell outside. I like the snow a lot, it comforts me. 
Nevertheless, I can’t wait for the spring. Spring is the season I suffer 
the most. It’s simply not fair. Just when I’m supposed to come back to 
life after a long and often boring winter, I get allergies. I am allergic 
to dust, grass, cats, pollen, but the birch flower hurts me the most. It’s 
a pain in the ass. Sweden is full of birches. One has to take some drugs, 
which really make you drowsy. I should treat myself or get myself vacci-
nated, but I always forget, because the first day the allergy is gone and 
I feel good again, I forget everything that happened. It usually lasts 
two months, of which one is the worst. I use all kinds of neck-sprays, 
I take pills, otherwise I can’t fall asleep because of the coughing at-
tacks. Sometimes I cough until I throw up. One of these days I’m going to 
call up the clinic, see a doctor; maybe he’ll give me a shot to get rid 
of the pain this year. I say this every year. 

I started to draw. I’m making some kind of sketches. I have been haunted 
for some time by an urge to paint and draw. I must have been thinking of 
these drawings for 4–5 years, maybe more. I don’t exactly know what I am 
going to do, how or what I am heading for, but I know I feel like draw-
ing. I haven’t drawn for 8 years. I’m a bad drawer. I fell in love with 
the pre-Raphaelite painters and especially with Sir John Everett Millais’ 
Ophelia, with which I am obsessed. I can’t say for sure why, but right 
now this work is in a lot of my thoughts. It sticks in there. I must see 
it for real. I will go to London to see it. I can’t say I’m interested in 
its story, at least not so far. I like this painting and I have to see 
it as soon as possible. 

It’s snowing again. I feel safe when it snows. I have to cook. I feel 
like eating some mamaliga and Iancu likes it, too. Iona has to return 
from school and after that he is going to Kuki’s studio to learn how to 
knock iron. He wants to make an iron plate medallion. I’m taking Iancu 
to a skating rink here, in Vällingby. I don’t feel like it at all, but I 
have to be a good father. I drew again. 

It was my birthday. I didn’t have any guests. It’s long since I felt happy 
for my birthday. I don’t even understand anymore why you have to be happy, 
when you practically get a year older. For the same reason, New Year’s 
Eve brings me down. It’s the silliest day in the year. The exuberance of 
the crowd depresses me. I wonder why these people are happy or why do 
they have to show it like this. 

We just entered the house. I took Iancu to a mini skating rink. He didn’t 
care much for skating, but we played nicely. He threw himself in the snow 
and wallowed in it. When we entered the house, Iancu was wet from tip to 
toe, but he was happy. Tomorrow we will go again, but this time we will 
take Iona with us. 
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Today it snowed all day again. I guess it snowed more than ever. I’m 
not talking about quantity, but about the period of time. It snows for 
so long, but the snow layer is not too thick. I remember that in the 
first years, the snow lasted for two or three days, maybe one week. I was 
shocked, because I imagined finding everlasting snows here, that I would 
learn how to ski and skate, but in 12 years I’ve only skied twice; as for 
skating, no way. I keep receiving advertisements for Viagra and other 
electronic products on my e-mail. It’s very annoying. I check my e-mail 
tens of times a day. I’m addicted to the internet. 

We didn’t go to the skating rink although we planned to. 

Yesterday I was with Kuki at IKEA to buy some things for the house and 
stopped at El Giganten to look for a hair clipper. Although I’m a regular 
client of the electronics stores, where I buy CDs any DVDs, I don’t care 
for the other products. Yesterday I spent much time looking around, and I 
must admit that I was shocked to see how much electronics have changed, 
especially the digital photo cameras and telephones. They are all tiny, 
flat and they seem to grab you by the hand saying: “buy me, buy me...” It 
was hard for me to leave just with a hair clipper. I felt like buying 
things that are worth tens of thousands of crowns. 

The telephone rang and they asked me if I wanted to subscribe for a paper, 
Dagens Nyheter. I said no. I have to cook. Iona should be back from school 
and there’s nothing to eat. Iancu is sleeping in his room. He hasn’t 
been to kindergarten for three days. He had a fever and he’s coughing. 
Today, when he sneezed, blood came out of his nose. He’s not very hungry. 
I squeezed 4 oranges for him and he had two slices of toast with honey. 
I don’t know what to cook. Oh, I almost forgot. I took out some pastry 
dough this morning, for baking an apple pie. 

Iona called and told me he was at Bauan’s. I told him to come at 5. 

In the last days I downloaded a lot of music and films from the Internet. I 
was fed up with everything I had in the house and I made a new “capture”. 
This time I downloaded especially classical music, Mozart & comp. I also 
downloaded some Cassavettes and Antonnioni; I was in the mood for Blow 
Up. I love the way that guy holds the camera and those white, stretchy 
pants. I dressed like that a lot of times. What a feeling! I remember 
high-school and the excesses of that time. I think this movie had the 
greatest influence on the way I dress. 

It’s seven degrees below zero outside and intense sun. Although it’s 
cold, it’s a pleasure to walk outside. It is obvious now that not for 
long, it will be spring and I will revive. The mailman brought a pile of 
advertisements. Most advertisements arrive on Monday. For Iona, today is 
a holiday and he is going to stay at home for the entire week. Now he’s 
playing outside with a friend. 

I haven’t worked almost at all for the last four days. Iancu has a cold 
and I didn’t take him to kindergarten. He was very quiet, but I couldn’t 
work anyway. He’s in the living-room now, watching Snow-White on TV. He 
is in the Snow-White phase. When Kuki returns from the studio, I have to 
buy some food. The refrigerator is empty. Iona is the most nervous about 
it. When he sees that the refrigerator starts to empty, he gives us the 
first signal; others, more intense ones, follow. The worst is when there 
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is no milk. Iona feels safe as long as the refrigerator is stuffed. I 
guess that’s the way he understands that there are no problems and that 
everything is all right – mother and father are O.K. I think that he in-
herited it from me. As long as the banking account is full, I’m calm. But 
when it goes to zero, I feel depressed, nervous, stressed. Fortunately, 
Kuki is not like us. She gives our home a sense of equilibrium. 

It’s 16.48 and Iancu is still asleep. He’s been sleeping for two and a 
half hours. This morning we played in the kitchen. We built towers, which 
Iancu broke. He likes to look at the books and to be talked to. He speaks 
enormously. He asks the most impossible questions. For example, “why does 
Spiderman love red, blue and white”. Iancu calls albastru balbastru. 

I still haven’t bought a remote control and I can’t watch certain movies. 
I want to order it on the Internet. There are more things that I have to 
buy now and I’m going to order them all. 

Laura Stoica died in a car crash on DN 2. Simona just told me that. She 
was three months pregnant. She was with her fiancé, returning to Bucha-
rest from a show. A Dacia truck ran into them. I only remember Un actor 
grãbit. I never liked what she played. I always made fun of her when she 
was on TV, I called her Laura Gaura. I keep thinking about that mess of 
flesh and metal. I’m devastated. 

The telephone rang again. This time, an underpants offer. I told them I 
was not interested. The underpants guys call every two or three months. 
They tell me I won a contest and that they are sending me three pairs of 
underpants for free. I always tell them I am not interested. It’s not 
that I don’t need the underpants, but it’s annoying. I’ve never won any 
prize in my life; I didn’t get any prize in school and it would really 
be a shame for my first prize to consist of three pairs of underpants. 

Last Friday was a full day. I haven’t had a day like that for a long time. 
At 1 P.M. I went to a job interview. I have to make a site, a cultural 
information “databank”, with all the artistic resources in the area. I 
like the idea, but I realize the enormous amount of work involved. The 
interview went well. I actually applied for a job as web-designer, but 
after talking they asked if I wasn’t interested in managing a project, as 
they thought this job would fit me better. I think I made a good impres-
sion, generally speaking. There were two women past 45 and a guy around 
30. They were nice and they seemed interested in the things I said. I 
left with the feeling that I got the job. However, I don’t want to think 
about it too much. At 7 P.M. I went with Kuki to see an apartment with 
four rooms, somewhere nearby. We plan to move in a four room apartment and 
redesign one of the bedrooms as a studio. We didn’t like that apartment 
at all. It was very crowded and very depressing. In the evening, Julio 
came from Madrid. He will stay with us for four days. We are working on 
a project together. 

The project is almost completed. We worked on it everyday and the founda-
tion was laid. I can feel it’s strong and I like it a lot. It remains to 
be shaped and “receive another brush”. A guy from the Norrtälje (a little 
town north of Stockholm) penitentiary called to ask if I wanted to work 
for them as a painting and drawing teacher. I applied for this job some 
time ago, because I found it interesting, but now I’m scared. Working 
with criminals, pedophiles, rapists, etc is not quite pleasant. One has 
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got to be tough for a job like that. I don’t know what to do. 

The people from the Internet cultural information “databank” called; they 
told me that I got the job and that I start on April 3. It’s good news, 
right on time. 

On Monday I went with Julio to Cinema Zeta and we saw Moodysson’s last 
movie, Container. I nearly threw up on the spot. I’ve never seen such 
misery in my entire life. There were 6 connoisseurs in the theatre, en-
joying every line. Those people disgusted me the most. I didn’t make it 
to the end. I needed about 10 minutes outside to snap out of it. Luckily 
I forgot everything very quickly. I don’t even want to remember anything 
about it. In the evening I downloaded movies from the Internet again: all 
the Michael Haneke I could find, King Kong and Africa Addio, a 1966 Ital-
ian documentary. I also downloaded some music. 

I talked to Gunilla and she was happy I found this job. 

Julio left and my brother and his family came. They will stay with us 
until Monday. He came to file for Romanian citizenship. I’ll do the same 
thing. I stopped being a Romanian citizen in 1998. Tomorrow we will go 
to the embassy. Iancu broke a window with his head. Breaking into doors, 
windows, walls - it’s something new for him and now, look! he broke a 
window with his head. It’s lucky the glass didn’t get into his eyes or 
didn’t cut his face. He was really scared and I think he’s not going to 
do it again. I remember Iona going through a phase like this. 

It’s Sunday afternoon. I slept on the living-room couch, warmed by the 
sun beating on my chest. The only thing missing was the bzz flies.
 
Stefan Constantinescu, Stockholm
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