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To my mother. 

	To Raeem, my lifeline. 

	To Denise, my right hand.

	To my dad.

	 


My father was always a smooth operator.

	
A man who threw parties in the middle of communism, in expensive hotels, with alcohol, women, and indulgence. I remember how he used to walk into the house with that smile of his, carrying an air of invincibility, as if nothing in the world could ever touch him.

	My mother was always sensitive—a woman with a capacity for love unlike anything I have ever encountered. She wanted me more than anything else, even though throughout my entire childhood I felt abandoned.

	My father left. He built another life, yet he remained the same smooth operator—always in a tracksuit, watching football matches and Turkish TV series. He is still my father, but now, when I look at him, I no longer recognize him in the same way. He is the same man, yet something has changed—perhaps in him, perhaps in me.

	My mother left for Italy to give me a better future. I still remember the scent of her BU perfume mixed with Dolce & Gabbana Light Blue, blended with my tears on the day she left. The way she tried to look strong, even though her eyes betrayed fear and longing. When she returned, I barely recognized her. She is still my mother, but she is no longer the woman from my memories. She is different—more tired, quieter, yet still her.

	These were their roles in my life—and only now am I beginning to understand that the roles of parents may be the hardest of all. Even if I may never become a parent myself, I know I will play other roles in the lives of other people. And from the way they loved me and wounded me, I have learned that the moment you enter someone’s life, you carry an immense responsibility toward that human being.

	 


Foreword

	 

	I stepped into the role of an admirer of the artist Dan Boldea four and a half years ago, after watching a recording of the performance Cheek to Cheek, presented at the graduation festival of the Faculty of Theatre and Film in Cluj-Napoca, then known as Galactoria. It was still the pandemic, so the entire event took place online. And yet, despite the screen standing like a wall between the spectator and the magic of the stage, the emotion with which Dan portrayed the character Ragnar—whom he also writes about in this book—remains palpable even now, in retrospect.

	At the time, I published a review in which I expressed my admiration, convinced that I would go on to write about many of the festival’s performances. In the end, time allowed me to write about only one. About this one. But things sometimes happen for a reason.

	What followed was a beautiful artistic friendship: invitations to performances featuring texts written by him—such as the delightful comedy You Handed Me My Life or the unsettling tragedy Intercontinental—exchanges of ideas, projects, and surprising readings. Although, paradoxically, we never managed to speak face to face, through Dan Boldea’s writing I felt that, at times, he knew me better than I knew myself. His books found their way into my hands exactly when I needed them.

	Playlist: Thoughts of an Actor, his debut volume, with its fragmented structure and scattered themes meant to reflect the mind of a young artist, became a mirror of my own struggles with life, love, family, and career.

	When I first read the manuscript of the present volume, it bore the title The Seven and a Half Roles. At the time, it struck me as revelatory, as it perfectly captured the author’s intention: to analyze, with clarity and humor, the roles we assume throughout our lives. The current title, amplifies this idea and gives it a more personal, more confessional dimension, turning the reading into an even more intimate exploration of identity and its metamorphoses.

	This book is thus a coherent, unified book, built around a clear concept—the roles we take on, whether voluntarily or involuntarily, with enthusiasm or under social pressure. These roles may be defined by our profession, by the position we occupy within a family, or simply by our identity in a vast universe. Dan examines them with humor and honesty, blending personal stories with fragments and quotations from other authors, scientific studies, and contemporary references.

	Despite the obvious differences between the two volumes, published two years apart, a red thread connects them—not only to each other, but to the author’s entire literary universe: authenticity. The natural way in which he lays his thoughts onto the page—direct, sincere, and unfiltered—reaches readers’ hearts with ease. This is why Dan Boldea’s art, as well as the person behind it, resonates with very different kinds of people. His language is simple and familiar, almost confidential, like a conversation with a close friend or a confession in a diary. And it is precisely this simplicity that allowed me to recognize myself in his experiences and stories. It felt as though someone else had written my own life.

	I began to perceive the narrator as a version of myself—one with more courage, more energy, and more experiences; a version in which morality acquires nuances instead of stark black-and-white contrasts. A voice that inspires me to dream further, to do more, but also warns me of the dangers that may arise: exhaustion, loss of identity, isolation from loved ones. The narrator becomes a kind of older brother who speaks to you as an equal and encourages you to learn from his experiences in order to shape a new perspective on life.

	“I have learned to measure my involvement and to preserve my compassion without losing myself in it” is a quote that feels particularly revealing to me. Perhaps you, too, will feel the need to pause, to reflect on what you have read and on your own life—on your roles and on the extent to which they truly belong to you. I felt this recurring need for introspection while reading this book, and then remembered that I had noticed it before, when reviewing Playlist: Thoughts of an Actor, his debut book. I believe the last time I experienced something similar was while reading Paulo Coelho, although my memory does not offer a precise anchor.

	What I do know is that the writing style of the multidisciplinary artist Dan Boldea is distinctive, and I hope that this book, as well as those to come, will reach as many readers as possible who are searching for themselves.

	At the beginning of this foreword, I tried to do something the author himself often does in his books—what Steve Jobs once famously described as connecting the dots. A sad evening can bring you an unforgettable encounter with one of Romania’s most successful painters. An embarrassing mistake can lead you to someone who changes your relationship with your mother and with yourself in just a few hours. A summer job in a kitchen in the United States can unexpectedly project you onto a stage in Minneapolis.

	In my case, the fact that I chose to open the Galactoria “marathon” with the longest performance in the festival became, without my knowing it at the time, the key moment that placed Dan Boldea in my path. It facilitated the encounter with an authentic artist, roughly my own age, who made me feel that I am not alone in the complex landscape of life and art in Romania. And I cannot imagine a more important role that art could play in our lives.

	Therefore, I hope you will discover the same warmth, the same sincerity, and the same transformative power in the pages that follow, alongside his incredible (and yet very real) adventures from various corners of the world.

	It is time for you to step into the role of reader.

	Oana Balaci

	 


Introduction

	 

	The society we live in is not merely a chaotic gathering of individuals searching for their own meaning. It is also a sophisticated construction, a mosaic of social, professional, and personal roles. Throughout our lives, we pass through countless roles—from the primordial ones, such as child or son, to those we assume later on, like parent, partner, manager, or colleague. We play social roles, professional roles, intimate roles. Each of us is a complex being, an actor constantly moving from one stage to another, in search of refinement. And amid all this motion, what we truly want, I believe, is to give something: a thought, a smile, a sense of wonder, an emotion. Anything at all.

	In this book, I do not set out to analyze the meaning of social roles in a theoretical way. That would not be true to who I am. Instead, I invite you to discover how these roles have shaped me—how they have helped me grow, shaken me, taught me, and, in a way, saved me. This is a personal story, with joys and hardships, with paths that are sometimes straight and other times winding, traced through the roles played offstage. It is not the role itself that matters, but what remains of it within us. We are not defined by our titles, but by the way we inhabit them—with generosity, authenticity, joy, and passion. Roles pass, but what we learn from them stays.

	Every role we assume is, by its very
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