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HERE stretch the downs, high and breezy and green,
absolutely unchanged since those eventful days. A plough has
never disturbed the turf, and the sod that was uppermost then
is uppermost now. Here stood the camp; here are distinct traces
of the banks thrown up for the horses of the cavalry, and spots
where the midden-heaps lay are still to be observed. At night,
when I walk across the lonely place, it is impossible to avoid
hearing, amid the scourings of the wind over the grass-bents
and thistles, the old trumpet and bugle calls, the rattle of the
of
the impedimenta of the soldiery. From within the canvases come

halters; to help seeing rows spectral tents and
guttural syllables of foreign tongues, and broken songs of the
fatherland; for they were mainly regiments of the King's
German Legion that slept round the tent-poles hereabout at that
time.

It was nearly ninety years ago. The British uniform of the
period, with its immense epaulettes, queer cocked-hat,
breeches, gaiters, ponderous cartridge-box, buckled shoes, and

what not, would look strange and barbarous now. Ideas have

Q
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AICI se intind colinele, inalte si racoroase si verzi, la fel
ca in zilele acelea glorioase. Niciun plug n-a brazdat iarba, iar
pajistile care inainte vreme erau la cea mai mare indltime au
ramas astfel si acum. Aici se afla tabdra; aici sunt numeroase
urme ale gramezilor de fan date cailor din cavalerie, iar locurile
unde au fost cdndva gropile de gunoi se pot vedea si acum. Pe
timpul noptii, pe cdnd ma plimb prin acest loc pustiu, n-am
cum sa nu aud, dincolo de suieratul vantului peste tufisuri si
scaieti, vechile sunete de trompetd si goarnd, zangatul
capestrelor; sd nu vad randuri de corturi fantomatice, precum si
multele bagaje ale soldatilor. Dinduntrul panzelor se aud silabe
guturale rostite in limbi strdine, precum si franturi de cantece
din Germania; cdci acestea care dormeau in jurul tarusilor de
cort la aceastd vreme erau in mare parte regimente ale legiunii
germane a regeluil.

Totul se intampla in urma cu aproape noudzeci de ani.
Uniforma britanicd de la acea vreme, cu ai sdi imensi epoleti, cu
bizarele pdldrii in trei colturi, cu pantalonii bufanti, ghetrele,
incdrcatele lazi cu munitie, pantofii cu catarama si altele de
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changed; invention has followed invention. Soldiers were
monumental objects then. A divinity still hedged kings here
and there; and war was considered a glorious thing.

Secluded old manor-houses and hamlets lie in the
ravines and hollows among these hills, where a stranger had
hardly ever been seen till the King chose to take the baths
yearly at the sea-side watering-place a few miles to the south; as
a consequence of which battalions descended in a cloud upon
the open country around. Is it necessary to add that the echoes
of many characteristic tales, dating from that picturesque time,
still linger about here in more or less fragmentary form, to be
caught by the attentive ear? Some of them I have repeated; most
of them I have forgotten; one I have never repeated, and
assuredly can never forget.

Phyllis told me the story with her own lips. She was then
an old lady of seventy-five, and her auditor a lad of fifteen. She
enjoined silence as to her share in the incident, till she should be
"dead, buried and forgotten." Her life was prolonged twelve

Q
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acest fel ar ardta de-a dreptul bizar si chiar primitiv acum.
Mentalitdtile s-au schimbat; fiecdrei inventii i-au urmat altele si
apoi altele. Pe atunci soldatii erau fiinte grandioase. Incd mai
exista o divinitate care sd ocroteasca regii de ici si de colo; iar
rdazboiul era privit ca un lucru glorios.

In rapile si vaile dintre aceste dealuri se afli conace
razlete din vremuri de demult si catunuri in care abia daca
fusese zdrit vreun strdin pand ce regele alese sd vina in fiecare
an la statiunea balneara care se afla la cativa kilometri inspre
sud; drept urmare, batalioane intregi s-au abdtut ca un nor
asupra tinutului intins din aceastd zond. E oare necesar de
mentionat faptul ca ecourile multor povesti tipice, datdnd din
aceste vremuri pitoresti, ddinuie inca prin aceste locuri intr-o
formd mai mult sau mai putin inchegatd si pot fi auzite de
orisice ureche agera? Pe unele dintre acestea le-am repetat; pe
multe le-am uitat; pe una, insd, nu am repetat-o si in mod sigur
nu o voi putea uita vreodata.

Phyllis mi-a spus povestea cu gura ei. Pe atunci era o
batrana de saptezeci si cinci de ani, iar ascultdtorul ei - un baiat
de numai cincisprezece ani. Dorea sd pdstreze tdcerea asupra
rolului ei in aceastd intAmplare pana ce ea va fi fost ,moarta,
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years after the day of her narration, and she has now been dead
nearly twenty. The oblivion which in her modesty and humility
she courted for herself has only partially fallen on her, with the
unfortunate result of inflicting an injustice upon her memory;
since such fragments of her story as got abroad at the time, and
have been kept alive ever since, are precisely those which are
most unfavourable to her character.

It all began with the arrival of the York Hussars, one of
the foreign regiments above alluded to. Before that day scarcely
a soul had been seen near her father's house for weeks. When a
noise like the brushing skirt of a visitor was heard on the
doorstep, it proved to be a scudding leaf; when a carriage
seemed to be nearing the door, it was her father grinding his
sickle on the stone in the garden for his favourite relaxation of
trimming the box-tree borders to the plots. A sound like
luggage thrown down from the coach was a gun far away at
sea; and what looked like a tall man by the gate at dusk was a
yew bush cut into a quaint and attenuated shape. There is no
such solitude in country places now as there was in those old

Q
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ingropata si uitata”. Viata ei s-a mai scurs vreme de doisprezece
ani dupd ce-a spus aceastd poveste, iar acum se-mplinesc
aproape doudzeci de ani de cand ea a murit. Uitarea pe care, in
modestia si smerenia ei, a incercat sd o atragd pentru sine s-a
asternut asupra ei numai in parte, avand regretabilul efect de
a-i intina memoria; cdci franturile din povestea ei care au
circulat la acea vreme si au fost spuse fdard incetare de atunci
incolo sunt tocmai acele pdrti care o pun in lumina cea mai
proasta.

Totul a inceput odatd cu venirea husarilor din York? care
alcatuiau unul din regimentele straine la care s-a facut mai
tnainte referire. inainte de acea zi, vreme de sdptdmani intregi,
cu greu putea fi zarit vreun suflet in apropiere de casa tatdlui ei.
Cand se auzea vreun zgomot precum fosnetul fustei vreunui
oaspete in prag totul se dovedea a fi doar o frunza care cadea
din copac; cand pdrea cd o trdsurd se apropie de poartd, se
dovedea a fi doar tatal ei care-si ascutea secera pe piatra din
gradind spre a putea apoi sd tundd arbustii de cimisir, ceea ce
constituia indeletnicirea sa preferatd. Un zgomot asemdnator
bagajelor aruncate din trdsurd era numai un zgomot de pusca
venit din depdrtare; iar ceea ce pdrea a fi un bdrbat inalt langa
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days.

Yet all the while King George and his court were at his
favourite sea-side resort, not more than five miles off.

The daughter's seclusion was great, but beyond the
seclusion of the girl lay the seclusion of the father. If her social
condition was twilight, his was darkness. Yet he enjoyed his
darkness, while her twilight oppressed her. Dr. Grove had been
a professional man whose taste for lonely meditation over
metaphysical questions had diminished his practice till it no
longer paid him to keep it going; after which he had
relinquished it and hired at a nominal rent the small,
dilapidated, half farm half manor-house of this obscure inland
nook, to make a sufficiency of an income which in a town
would have been inadequate for their maintenance. He stayed
in his garden the greater part of the day, growing more and
more irritable with the lapse of time, and the increasing
perception that he had wasted his life in the pursuit of illusions.
He saw his friends less and less frequently. Phyllis became so

Q
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poartd, la asfintit, era doar un tufis de tisa cu o forma bizara si
nedefinitd. Acum e tot atata liniste asternuta peste tinuturile de
la tard pe cat era si in acele vremuri indepadrtate.

Si in tot acest timp regele George3 si alaiul sdu se aflau la
statiunea balneard favoritd a acestuia, la doar opt kilometri
departare.

Singuratatea fetei era nemadrginitd, dar dincolo de
singuratatea ei se afla singuratatea tatalui. Daca participarea ei
la viata societdtii intruchipa amurgul, a lui era intruchiparea
beznei depline. Totusi el se bucura de aceastd beznd, catd vreme
amurgul pe ea o apdsa. Doctorul Grove fusese un om a cdrui
aplecare cdtre meditatia in singurdtate in defavoarea
intrebdrilor metafizice il facuse sd-si practice meseria din ce in
ce mai putin, ajungand sd nu se mai poatd intretine din aceasta;
in final, a renuntat la a mai fi doctor si-a inchiriat la un pret
foarte bun aceastd micd si ddrdpdnata cladire, pe jumadtate
fermd, pe jumadtate conac, din acest colt uitat de lume, spre a-si
asigura un venit suficient, care insd la oras nu i-ar fi ajuns
pentru a-si duce traiul linistit. Cea mai mare parte a zilei si-o
petrecea in gradind, devenind din ce in ce mai ursuz odata cu

trecerea timpului si dezvoltand o senzatie din ce in ce mai acuta
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shy that if she met a stranger anywhere in her short rambles she
felt ashamed at his gaze, walked awkwardly, and blushed to
her shoulders.

Yet Phyllis was discovered even here by an admirer, and
her hand most unexpectedly asked in marriage.

The King, as aforesaid, was at the neighbouring town,
where he had taken up his abode at Gloucester Lodge; and his
presence in the town naturally brought many county people
thither. Among these idlers - many of whom professed to have
connections and interests with the Court - was one Humphrey
Gould, a bachelor; a personage neither young nor old; neither
good-looking nor positively plain. Too steady-going to be "a
buck" (as fast and unmarried men were then called), he was an
approximately fashionable man of a mild type. This bachelor of
thirty found his way to the village on the down: beheld Phyllis;
made her father's acquaintance in order to make hers; and by
some means or other she sufficiently inflamed his heart to lead
him in that direction almost daily; till he became engaged to
marry her.

Q
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cd-si irosise viata alergand dupad iluzii. Prietenii si-i vedea din ce
in ce mai rar. Phyllis devenise atat de timida incat, daca
intalnea vreun necunoscut in scurtele sale plimbadri, se rusina de
privirea lui, pasea ciudat si rosea pana la urechi.

Cu toate acestea, Phyllis a fost pana si aici descoperita de
un admirator, iar mana i-a fost pe neasteptate ceruta.

Regele, dupda cum s-a spus deja, se afla in orasul
invecinat, unde poposise la Gloucester Lodge; prezenta sa in
oras adusese acolo multd lume din tinut. Printre acesti
pierde-vard - dintre care multi pretindeau ca au legdturi si
treburi diverse cu regalitatea - era un anume Humphrey Gould,
un burlac; un personaj nici tdndr, dar nici batran; nici chipes,
dar nici pe de-a-ntregul banal. Prea cumpadtat pentru a fi
,barbat pe cinste” (dupd cum li se spunea atunci barbatilor
necdsatoriti si deosebit de prezentabili), el era un om aproape la
moda si oarecum domol. Acest burlac de treizeci de ani si-a
croit drum cdtre satucul de pe deal: a vazut-o pe Phyllis; a facut
cunostintd cu tatal ei spre a face apoi cunostintd cu ea; si prin
cine stie ce mijloace ea a reusit sd-i pund inima pe jar si sa-i
indrepte pasii in acea directie aproape in fiece zi; pand ce se
hotari s-o ia de nevasta.
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As he was of an old local family, some of whose
members were held in respect in the county, Phyllis, in bringing
him to her feet, had accomplished what was considered a
brilliant move for one in her constrained position. How she had
done it was not quite known to Phyllis herself. In those days
unequal marriages were regarded rather as a violation of the
laws of nature than as a mere infringement of convention, the
more modern view, and hence when Phyllis, of the watering-
place bourgeoisie, was chosen by such a gentlemanly fellow, it
was as if she were going to be taken to heaven, though perhaps
the uninformed would have seen no great difference in the
respective positions of the pair, the said Gould being as poor as
a crow.

This pecuniary condition was his excuse - probably a
true one - for postponing their union, and as the winter drew
nearer, and the King departed for the season, Mr. Humphrey
Gould set out for Bath, promising to return to Phyllis in a few
weeks. The winter arrived; the date of his promise passed, yet
Gould postponed his coming, on the ground that he could not
very easily leave his father in the city of their sojourn, the elder
having no other relative near him. Phyllis, though lonely in the

S
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De vreme ce el se trdgea dintr-o straveche familie din
care fdceau parte oameni respectati in intregul tinut,
atrdgandu-si dragostea lui, Phyllis savarsise o fapta considerata
a fi de-a dreptul extraordinard pentru cineva aflat intr-o situatie
atat de nefavorabild. Cum reusise asta nu era foarte limpede
nici chiar pentru Phyllis. In acele vremuri, cisitoriile inegale
erau privite mai degraba ca o incdlcare a legilor naturale decat
ca o simpla abatere de la conventii, cum sunt vdzute intr-o
conceptie mai modernd, astfel cd, atunci cand Phyllis, facand
parte din bourgeoisie*, a fost aleasd de un astfel de domn, era ca
si cum urma sd pdseascd in rai, desi probabil cd cei neinformati
n-ar fi vdzut nicio diferenta majora intre statutul celor doi, acest
Gould fiind sarac lipit.

Aceastd situatie financiard era scuza - probabil chiar
adevdratd - in numele cdreia el tot amana casdtoria lor, si, pe
mdsurd ce iarna se apropia, dupd ce regele plecd pentru o
vreme, dl. Humphrey Gould porni spre Bath, cu promisiunea
fermd cad se va intoarce la Phyllis in cateva sdptdmani. Iarna
sosi, data promisiunii sale trecu, si cu toate acestea Gould isi
intarzia venirea, pe motiv ca nu-si putea atat de lesne ldsa tatal

in orasul in care se aflau, acesta neavand la cdpataiul sau alta
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extreme, was content. The man who had asked her in marriage
was a desirable husband for her in many ways; her father
highly approved of his suit; but this neglect of her was
awkward, if not painful, for Phyllis. Love him in the true sense
of the word she assured me she never did, but she had a
genuine regard for him; admired a certain methodical and
dogged way in which he sometimes took his pleasure; valued
his knowledge of what the Court was doing, had done, or was
about to do; and she was not without a feeling of pride that he
had chosen her when he might have exercised a more
ambitious choice.

But he did not come; and the spring developed. His
letters were regular though formal; and it is not to be wondered
that the uncertainty of her position, linked with the fact that
there was not much passion in her thoughts of Humphrey, bred
an indescribable dreariness in the heart of Phyllis Grove. The
spring was soon summer, and the summer brought the King;
but still no Humphrey Gould. All this while the engagement by
letter was maintained intact.

At this point of time a golden radiance flashed in upon

Q
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rudd in afard de el. Phyllis, desi din cale afard de singurd, era
multumita. Cel care ii ceruse mana era un sot potrivit pentru ea
in multe privinte; tatil ei 1i daduse cu toatd inima
binecunvantarea sa acestui om; dar faptul cd el o neglija era
ceva ciudat, daca nu chiar dureros pentru Phyllis. Sd-1 iubeasca
cu adevdrat m-a asigurat ca n-a putut niciodata, dar avea un
respect sincer fatd de el; admira la el felul sistematic si
perseverent in care ii pldcea sd faca totul; aprecia cunostintele
sale despre ceea ce se intampla, se intaimplase sau avea sd se
intample la curte; si nu-i lipsea nici mandria pentru faptul ca el
o alesese pe ea cand ar fi putut cu usurinta sd fie mult mai
pretentios in alegerea sa.

Dar el intarzia sd soseascd; era deja primdvara. Scrisorile
sale erau dese, dar foarte ceremonioase; si nu e de mirare ca
nesiguranta situatiei sale, addugatd la faptul cd oricum nu se
gandea la Humphrey cu prea mare pasiune, a starnit o stare de
adanca melancolie in inima lui Phyllis Grove. Primdvara s-a
transformat curand in vard, iar vara l-a adus pe rege; dar nici
urmd de Humphrey Gould. In tot acest timp logodna rdmanea
pe deplin valabila in scrisori.

In acest moment o bucurie neinchipuita a luminat vietile
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the lives of people here, and charged all youthful thought with celor de aici si-a insuflat in toate gandurile celor tineri un
emotional interest. This radiance was the aforesaid York interes de natura sentimentald. Aceastd bucurie venea de la mai
Hussars. sus pomenitii husari din York.

)
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II.

The present generation has probably but a very dim
notion of the celebrated York Hussars of ninety years ago. They
were one of the regiments of the King's German Legion, and
(though they somewhat degenerated later on) their brilliant
uniform, their splendid horses, and above all, their foreign air
and mustachios (rare appendages then), drew crowds of
admirers of both sexes wherever they went. These with other
regiments had come to encamp on the downs and pastures,
because of the presence of the King in the neighbouring town.

The spot was high and airy, and the view extensive,
commanding the Isle of Portland in front, and reaching to St.
Aldhelm's Head eastward, and almost to the Start on the west.

Phyllis, though not precisely a girl of the village, was as
interested as any of them in this military investment. Her
father's home stood somewhat apart, and on the highest point
of ground to which the lane ascended, so that it was almost
level with the top of the church tower in the lower part of the

Q
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II.

Mai mult ca sigur cd generatia de astazi are doar
cunostinte vagi despre vestitii husari din York de acum
noudzeci de ani. Ei alcdtuiau unul din regimentele legiunii
germane a regelui si (desi mai tdziu au decdzut) uniforma lor
spectaculoasd, caii lor superbi si, mai ales, aerul lor strdin si
mustdtile lor (adaosuri rare pe atunci) atrdgeau o multime de
admiratori, atat barbati, cat si femei, oriunde mergeau. Acestia
veniserd impreund cu alte regimente sa-si aseze tabdra pe
dealurile si pasunile de aici, dat fiind faptul ca regele se afla in
orasul invecinat.

Locul, deosebit de amplu, era situat la mare inaltime,
astfel cd privelistea era vastd, cuprinzand Insula Portland in fata
si intinzdndu-se pand la Capul Sfantului Aldhelm in est si
aproape pand la Start in vest.

Phyllis, desi nu era chiar o fatd din sat, era la fel de
interesatd ca toti ceilalti de aceastd asediere militard. Locuinta
tatdlui ei se afla la o oarecare departare, fiind situatd pe cea mai
inaltd portiune de pamant pe care urca poteca, astfel ca era
aproape la acelasi nivel cu varful turnului de bisericd din partea

Transla+tion
Calé

September 2015



Translation Café, Issue 150
Short story by Thomas Hardy
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Cristina Dragoi

parish. Immediately from the outside of the garden-wall the
grass spread away to a great distance, and it was crossed by a
path which came close to the wall. Ever since her childhood it
had been Phyllis's pleasure to clamber up this fence and sit on
the top - a feat not so difficult as it may seem, the walls in this
district being built of rubble, without mortar, so that there were
plenty of crevices for small toes.

She was sitting up here one day, listlessly surveying the
pasture without, when her attention was arrested by a solitary
figure walking along the path. It was one of the renowned
German Hussars, and he moved onward with his eyes on the
ground, and with the manner of one who wished to escape
company. His head would probably have been bent like his
eyes but for his stiff neck-gear. On nearer view she perceived
that his face was marked with deep sadness. Without observing
her, he advanced by the footpath till it brought him almost
immediately under the wall.

Phyllis was much surprised to see a fine, tall soldier in
such a mood as this. Her theory of the military, and of the York
Hussars in particular (derived entirely from hearsay, for she
had never talked to a soldier in her life), was that their hearts
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mai joasd a regiunii. Chiar dincolo de zidul grddinii iarba se
intindea pe o mare distantd, fiind brazdata de o cdrare care
venea pand aproape de zid. Incd din copilarie, Phyllis gdsea o
pldcere deosebitd in a se cdtdra pe acest zid si a sta in varful lui
- 0 ispravd nu atat de dificila precum pare, zidurile din acest
tinut fiind construite din pietris, fara mortar, astfel cd existau o
multime de scobituri potrivite pentru niste picioare mici.

Intr-o zi stitea aici, sus, privind nepisitoare pasunea
dinaintea ei, cdnd atentia ii fu atrasd de o figurd singuratica
pdsind pe cdrare. Era unul dintre renumitii husari germani;
acesta mergea fnainte cu ochii in pamant, avand aerul unuia
care doreste sd evite orice fel de companie. Capul i-ar fi fost,
probabil, la fel de plecat ca si ochii dacd n-ar fi purtat o haina cu
guler bdtos. Vazandu-l mai de-aproape, ea observa cd pe chip i
se citea o adanca tristete. Fara s-o zdreascd, el merse mai

departe pe potecd pand ce ajunse chiar sub zid.

Phyllis fu tare uimitd la vederea unui soldat inalt si
chipes intr-o asa dispozitie. Pdrerea ei despre militari, si mai
ales despre husarii din York (formatd pe de-a-ntregul din
auzite, caci nu statuse nicicand de vorba cu vreun soldat) era ca
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were as gay as their accoutrements.

At this moment the Hussar lifted his eyes and noticed
her on her perch, the white muslin neckerchief which covered
her shoulders and neck where left bare by her low gown, and
her white raiment in general, showing conspicuously in the
bright sunlight of this summer day. He blushed a little at the
suddenness of the encounter, and without halting a moment
from his pace passed on.

All that day the foreigner's face haunted Phyllis; its
aspect was so striking, so handsome, and his eyes were so blue,
and sad, and abstracted. It was perhaps only natural that on
some following day at the same hour she should look over that
wall again and wait till he had passed a second time. On this
occasion he was reading a letter, and at the sight of her his
manner was that of one who had half expected or hoped to
discover her. He almost stopped, smiled, and made a courteous
salute. The end of the meeting was that they exchanged a few
words. She asked him what he was reading, and he readily
informed her that he was re-perusing letters from his mother in
Germany; he did not get them often, he said, and was forced to
read the old ones a great many times. This was all that passed
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inimile le sunt la fel de usoare precum le este imbracamintea.

In acest moment, husarul si-a ridicat privirea si-a
observat-o pe zid, cu esarfa de muselind albda acoperindu-i
umerii si gatul acolo unde acestea erau lasate la vedere de
rochia sa decoltatd, cu vestmintele-i albe, de-a dreptul
impresionante in lumina strdlucitoare a acelei zile de vara. El
rosi usor, luat prin surprindere de aceastd intdlnire, dar fard sa
zdboveasca o clipa merse mai departe.

Toatd ziua Phyllis se gandi la chipul strdinului; era atat
de remarcabil, atat de chipes, ochii sdi erau atat de albastri si
tristi si absenti. Era poate firesc ca intr-una din zilele urmatoare,
la aproximativ aceeasi ord, sd priveasca de pe acel zid din nou,
asteptandu-l sd treaca pe acolo a doua oara. De aceastd datd, el
citea o scrisoare si, cAnd o zdri, chipul sdu trada faptul c4, intr-o
oarecare madsurd, se asteptase sau chiar sperase sda o revada.
Aproape cd se opri, zambi si o salutd politicos. La finalul
intalnirii, schimbara cateva cuvinte. Ea-l intreba ce citea, iar el ii
raspunse degraba cad recitea scrisori de la mama lui, din
Germania; nu primea astfel de scrisori des, spunea el, si de
aceea era fortat sd le citeasca pe cele vechi de nenumadrate ori.
Atat s-a spus la aceastd intalnire, dar altele asemenea aveau sa

Transla+tion
Calé

September 2015



Translation Café, Issue 150
Short story by Thomas Hardy
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Cristina Dragoi

at the present interview, but others of the same kind followed.

Phyllis used to say that his English, though not good,
was quite intelligible to her, so that their acquaintance was
never hindered by difficulties of speech. Whenever the subject
became too delicate, subtle, or tender, for such words of English
as were at his command, the eyes no doubt helped out the
tongue, and - though this was later on - the lips helped out the
eyes. In short this acquaintance, unguardedly made, and rash
enough on her part, developed and ripened. Like Desdemona,
she pitied him, and learnt his history.

His name was Matthdus Tina, and Saarbriick his native
town, where his mother was still living. His age was twenty-
two, and he had already risen to the grade of corporal, though
he had not long been in the army. Phyllis used to assert that no
such refined or well-educated young man could have been
found in the ranks of the purely English regiments, some of
these foreign soldiers having rather the graceful manner and
presence of our native officers than of our rank and file.

She by degrees learnt from her foreign friend a
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urmeze.

Phyllis obisnuia sd spund cd, desi el nu vorbea limba
engleza foarte bine, ea-l putea intelege, astfel cd niciodata
dificultdtile de exprimare nu i-au impiedicat sd se cunoasca. De
fiecare datd cand subiectul devenea prea delicat, subtil sau
sensibil pentru cuvintele din englezd care ii erau lui la
indemand, fard indoiala cd ochii veneau in ajutorul limbii si -
desi numai mult mai tarziu - buzele veneau in ajutorul ochilor.
Pe scurt, au ajuns sd se cunoascd fdrd sd stea prea mult pe
ganduri, ceea ce a fost imprudent din partea ei, iar legdtura
dintre ei a evoluat si s-a consolidat. La fel ca Desdemonab, 1i fu
mila de el si-i invata istoria.

Numele lui era Matthidus Tina, iar Saarbriick® era orasul
lui natal, in care inca mai locuia mama lui. Avea doudzeci si doi
de ani si fusese deja ridicat la grad de caporal, desi nu era de
multd vreme in armatd. Phyllis obisnuia sd sustind cd, printre
soldatii unui regiment pe deplin englezesc, nu se gdsea niciun
astfel de tanar distins si bine educat, unii dintre acesti soldati
strdini avand mai degraba infdtisarea eleganta a ofiterilor nostri
decat aceea a simplilor nostri soldati.

Treptat, Phyllis a aflat de la amicul ei strdin un amanunt
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circumstance about himself and his comrades which Phyllis
would least have expected of the York Hussars. So far from
being as gay as its uniform, the regiment was pervaded by a
dreadful which
depressed many of the men to such an extent that they could

melancholy, a chronic home-sickness,
hardly attend to their drill. The worst sufferers were the
younger soldiers who had not been over here long. They hated
England and English life; they took no interest whatever in
King George and his island kingdom, and they only wished to
be out of it and never to see it any more. Their bodies were
here, but their hearts and minds were always far away in their
dear fatherland, of which - brave men and stoical as they were
in many ways - they would speak with tears in their eyes. One
of the worst of the sufferers from this home-woe, as he called it
in his own tongue, was Matthdus Tina, whose dreamy musing
nature felt the gloom of exile still more intensely from the fact
that he had left a lonely mother at home with nobody to cheer
her.

Though Phyllis, touched by all this, and interested in his
history, did not disdain her soldier's acquaintance, she declined
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despre el si camarazii sdi la care ea nu s-ar fi asteptat catusi de
putin din partea husarilor din York. Departe de a fi cu inima
usoard precum uniforma, regimentul era strdbdtut de un
sentiment patrunzdtor de melancolie, un dor de casa de-a
dreptul cronic, care ii cufunda pe multi dintre soldati intr-o
stare de depresie atat de adanca incat abia dacéd isi mai puteau
face datoria. Cel mai mult sufereau soldatii cei tineri, care nu
statuserd aici prea multd vreme. Ei urau Anglia si viata
englezeascd; nu-i preocupa defel regele George si regatul sdu
insular si nu-si doreau decéat sa-1 paraseasca si sa nu-1 mai vada
niciodatd. Trupurile le erau aici, dar inimile si gandurile erau
vesnic departe, in tara lor dragd, despre care - barbati viteji si
puternici cum erau in multe situatii - vorbeau adesea cu ochii
scaldati in lacrimi. Unul din aceia care sufereau cel mai tare de
acest dor cumplit de casd, pe cand il exprima in propria-i limbad,
era chiar Matthdus Tina, a cdrui fire aplecatd spre visare si
meditatie resimtea povara exilului chiar si mai aprig, cdci el
ldsase in urma o mama singurd care n-avea pe nimeni s-o
inveseleasca.

Desi Phyllis, emotionatd de toate acestea si interesata de
trecutul lui, nu se impotrivea sd-1 cunoasca pe acest soldat, nu
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(according to her own account, at least) to permit the young
man to overstep the line of mere friendship for a long while - as
long, indeed, as she considered herself likely to become the
possession of another; though it is probable that she had lost
her heart to Matthdus before she was herself aware. The stone
wall of necessity made anything like intimacy difficult; and he
had never ventured to come, or to ask to come, inside the
garden, so that all their conversation had been overtly
conducted across this boundary.

17

i-a permis (cel putin asa spunea ea) pentru multd vreme
tdndrului sa treacd dincolo de granita unei simple prietenii -
atata vreme cat ea a considerat cd poate deveni sotia altui
barbat; este, totusi, foarte posibil ca ea sd se fi indragostit de
Matthdus inainte ca ea insdsi sa-si poata da seama de acest fapt.
Ineluctabilul zid de piatrd nu le permitea sa se apropie prea
mult; iar el nu indrdznise niciodatd sd vind sau macar sa ceard
voie sd vind in gradind, astfel ca toate discutiile lor s-au purtat
peste aceastd granitd.
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II1.

But news reached the village from a friend of Phyllis’s
father concerning Mr. Humphrey Gould, her remarkably cool
and patient betrothed. This gentleman had been heard to say in
Bath that he considered his overtures to Miss Phyllis Grove to
have reached only the stage of a half-understanding; and in
view of his enforced absence on his father’s account, who was
too great an invalid now to attend to his affairs, he thought it
best that there should be no definite promise as yet on either
side. He was not sure, indeed, that he might not cast his eyes
elsewhere.

This account - though only a piece of hearsay, and as
such entitled to no absolute credit - tallied so well with the
infrequency of his letters and their lack of warmth, that Phyllis
did not doubt its truth for one moment; and from that hour she
felt herself free to bestow her heart as she should choose. Not so
her father; he declared the whole story to be a fabrication. He
had known Mr. Gould's family from his boyhood; and if there
was one proverb which expressed the matrimonial aspect of

Q

18

II1.

Dar in sat au ajuns, printr-un amic de-al tatalui lui
Phyllis, vesti despre dl. Humphrey Gould, logodnicul ei
uimitor de distant si de rabdator. Acest domn fusese auzit
spunand in Bath cd era de pdrere cd propunerea facutd
domnisoarei Phyllis Grove ajunsese numai la stadiul de
intelegere partiald; si ca, datd fiind absenta lui prelungita
pricinuitd de starea tatdlui sdu, care era mult prea neajutorat
acum pentru a-si putea purta singur de grijd, considera ca la
acest moment nu putea fi vorba despre o promisiune certa nici
de o parte, nici de cealalts. Intr-adevir, nu putea fi sigur ca
atentia nu-i va fi retinuta de vreo altda domnisoara.

Aceasta veste - desi venitd numai din auzite si, ca atare,
deloc demnd de crezare - se potrivea atat de bine cu scrisorile
rare si lipsite de caldurd pe care el i le trimitea incat Phyllis nu
se indoi nicio clipd cd aceasta este adevdratd; si din acel moment
se simti liberd sd-si ddruiasca inima dupd bunul ei plac. Nu
acelasi lucru se putea spune si despre tatdl ei; acesta declara ca
intreaga poveste este o simpla nascocire. Cunostea familia dlui.
Gould inca din copildrie; si dacd exista vreun proverb care sa
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that family well, it was "Love me little, love me long."
Humphrey was an honourable man, who would not think of
treating his engagement so lightly. "Do you wait in patience,"
he said; "all will be right enough in time."

From these words Phyllis at first imagined that her
father was in correspondence with Mr. Gould; and her heart
sank within her; for in spite of her original intentions she had
been relieved to hear that her engagement had come to nothing.
But she presently learnt that her father had heard no more of
Humphrey Gould than she herself had done; while he would
not write and address her affianced directly on the subject, lest
it should be deemed an imputation on that bachelor's honour.

"You want an excuse for encouraging one or other of
those foreign fellows to flatter you with his unmeaning
attentions," her father exclaimed, his mood having of late been
a very unkind one towards her. "I see more than I say. Don't
you ever set foot outside that garden-fence without my
permission. If you want to see the camp I'll take you myself
some Sunday afternoon."

Phyllis had not the smallest intention of disobeying him
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surprindd opinia acestei familii despre cdsdtorie, acela era
,lubeste-md putin, dar pentru totdeauna.” Humphrey era un
om de cuvant, care nu s-ar fi putut gandi sd nu ia in serios
tocmai propria sa logodna. , Ai rdbdare,” spuse el; ,totul se va
rezolva la timp.”

Din aceste vorbe Phyllis intelesese la inceput cd tatdl ei
coresponda cu dl. Gould; si inima i se intristd amarnic; cdci, in
ciuda intentiilor sale initiale, se simtise usurata sa auda ca de
logodna ei se alesese praful. Dar afld de indata ca tatdl ei nu stia
mai multe despre Humphrey Gould decét stia ea insdsi; caci
nu-i scria logodnicului ei despre acest subiect pentru ca,
abordandu-1 atat de direct, nu cumva sd pateze onoarea acestui
burlac.

»Tu cauti doar o scuza spre a-1 incuraja pe vreunul din
acei flacai straini sd te mdguleasca cu atentiile lui prostesti,”
exclama tatdl ei, care in ultimul timp se purtase foarte urat cu
ea. ,Vad mai multe decat las sa se inteleagd. Sa nu pdsesti
dincolo de zidul gradinii fara voia mea. Dacd vrei sda vezi
tabdra, te duc chiar eu acolo intr-o dupd-amiaza de duminica.”

Phyllis n-avea nici cea mai micd intentie de a nu da
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in her actions, but she assumed herself to be independent with
respect to her feelings. She no longer checked her fancy for the
Hussar, though she was far from regarding him as her lover in
the serious sense in which an Englishman might have been
regarded as such. The young foreign soldier was almost an
ideal being to her, with none of the appurtenances of an
ordinary house-dweller; one who had descended she knew not
whence, and would disappear she knew not whither; the
subject of a fascinating dream - no more.

They met continually now - mostly at dusk - during the
brief interval between the going down of the sun and the
minute at which the last trumpet-call summoned him to his
tent. Perhaps her manner had become less restrained latterly; at
any rate that of the Hussar was so; he had grown more +tender
every day, and at parting after these hurried interviews she
reached down her hand from the top of the wall that he might
press it. One evening he held it so long that she exclaimed, "The
wall is white, and somebody in the field may see your shape
against it!"

He lingered so long that night that it was with the
greatest difficulty that he could run across the intervening
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ascultare tatdlui ei in ce priveste faptele sale, dar si-a luat
libertatea de a fi independentd in legatura cu sentimentele sale.
Ceea ce simtea pentru husar nu mai era o simpld atractie, desi
era departe de a-1 considera iubitul ei in sensul serios in care un
englez ar fi putut fi considerat astfel. Tandrul soldat strdin era
pentru ea mai degrabd o fiintd de o perfectiune ireala, fara
niciuna din apucdturile unui om de rand; era o fapturd coborata
de cine stie unde care avea sd dispard cine stie incotro; era
obiectul unui vis incantator - nimic mai mult.

Acum se vedeau destul de des - de cele mai multe ori in
amurg - in scurtul rastimp dintre asfintul soarelui si clipa in
care cel din urma sunet de trompeta ii poruncea sa se intoarca
in cort. Purtarea ei trebuie sad fi fost mai putin cumpatata in
ultima vreme; in orice caz, cea a husarului asa era; cu fiece zi
era tot mai afectuos, iar la finalul acestor scurte intalniri ea isi
ldsa mana in jos din varful zidului pentru ca el s-o poatd
strange usor. Intr-o seari ii tinu mana in mana lui atat de mult
incat ea ii spuse: ,Zidul e alb, astfel cd cineva de pe camp ti-ar
putea zdri silueta!”

In acea seard el zibovi atat de mult incat abia reusi si
parcurgd in fuga bucata de pamant care-1 despdrtea de tabdra si
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stretch of ground and enter the camp in time. On the next
occasion of his awaiting her she did not appear in her usual
place at the usual hour. His disappointment was unspeakably
keen; he remained staring blankly at the spot, like a man in a
trance. The trumpets and tattoo sounded, and still he did not
go.

She had been delayed purely by an accident. When she
arrived she was anxious because of the lateness of the hour,
having heard as well as he the sounds denoting the closing of
the camp. She implored him to leave immediately.

"No," he said gloomily. "I shall not go in yet - the
moment you come - | have thought of your coming all day."

"But you may be disgraced at being after time?"

"l don't mind that. I should have disappeared from the
world some time ago if it had not been for two persons - my
beloved, here, and my mother in Saarbriick. I hate the army. I
care more for a minute of your company than for all the
promotion in the world."

Thus he stayed and talked to her, and told her
interesting details of his native place, and incidents of his
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sd ajungd acolo la timp. Urmadtoarea datd cand el o asteptd, ea
nu aparu la locul obisnuit, la momentul obisnuit. Dezamadgirea
lui fu fard margini; ramase cu ochii atintiti spre acel loc, ca-ntr-o
transd. Trompetele ddadeau semnalul de stingere, dar el nu se
clinti din loc.

Ea intarziase din intamplare. Cand in cele din urma
ajunse, era ingrijoratd din pricina orelor tarzii, caci auzise si ea,
la fel de bine ca el, sunetele care ardtau ci tabdra se inchidea. il
implord sd plece degraba.

~Nu,” spuse el abdtut. ,N-am sa plec incd - tocmai in
aceastd clipd in care dumneata ai venit - toatd ziua m-am gandit
la venirea ta.”

,Dar poti fi tras la rdspundere pentru intarziere?”

»Nu-mi pasd de asta. As fi pierit din aceastd lume cu
mult timp in urmd daca n-ar fi existat doua fiinte - iubita mea,
cea aici prezentd, si mama mea din Saarbriick. Urdsc armata.
Téanjesc mai mult dupd un minut petrecut aldturi de dumneata
decat dupa toate inaintdrile in grad din lume.”

Astfel cd el rdmase mai departe sd-i vorbeasca si-i spuse
amdnunte interesante despre orasul sdu natal, precum si
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childhood, till she was in a simmer of distress at his
recklessness in remaining. It was only because she insisted on
bidding him good-night and leaving the wall that he returned
to his quarters.

The next time that she saw him he was without the
stripes that had adorned his sleeve. He had been broken to the
level of private for his lateness that night; and as Phyllis
considered herself to be the cause of his disgrace her sorrow
was great. But the position was now reversed; it was his turn to
cheer her.

"Don't grieve, meine Liebliche!" he said. "I have got a
remedy for whatever comes. First, even supposing I regain my
stripes, would your father allow you to marry a non-
commissioned officer in the York Hussars?"

She flushed. This practical step had not been in her mind
in relation to such an unrealistic person as he was; and a
moment's reflection was enough for it. "My father would not -
certainly would not," she answered unflinchingly. "It cannot be
thought of! My dear friend, please do forget me: I fear I am
ruining you and your prospects!"
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intampldri din copildria sa, pand ce ea nu-si mai putu stapani
ingrijorarea fatd de nesdbuinta lui de a-i rdméne aproape.
Numai pentru cd ea a insistat sd-i spund noapte bund si sa plece
de pe zid a acceptat si el sd se intoarca in tabdra.

Urmadtoarea datd cand ea il vazu, nu mai avea dungile
care 1i impodobiserd pana atunci maneca. Fusese decdzut in
grad de simplu soldat pentru cd intarziase in acea seara; si, de
vreme ce Phyllis se considera a fi cauza rusinii care se abdtuse
asupra lui, mahnirea ei era imensa. latd ca rolurile se
inversaserd; era randul lui si o inveseleasca.

~Nu fi supdratd, meine Liebliche’!”, 1i spuse el. ,Am gasit
scaparea pentru orice va sd fie. Mai intdi, presupunand cd imi
redobandesc dungile, ti-ar ingadui oare tatdl dumitale sa te
casatoresti cu un subofiter din randul husarilor din York?”

Ea rosi. Nu se gandise nicio secundd la un pas atat de
concret cand era vorba despre o persoand atat de nerealista ca
el; dar, cugetand pentru doar o clipd, afld raspunsul. , Tatdl meu
nu mi-ar ingddui - cu sigurantd cd nu,” raspunse ea fara vreo
urma de sovdiald. ,Nici nu incape indoiald! Dragul meu
prieten, te rog din suflet sd md ierti: ma tem cd eu iti distrug

!II

dumitale viitorul
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"Not at all!" said he. "You are giving this country of
yours just sufficient interest to me to make me care to keep alive
in it. If my dear land were here also, and my old parent, with
you, I could be happy as I am, and would do my best as a
soldier. But it is not so. And now listen. This is my plan. That
you go with me to my own country, and be my wife there, and
live there with my mother and me. I am not a Hanoverian, as
you know, though I entered the army as such; my country is by
the Saar, and is at peace with France, and if I were once in it I
should be free."

"But how get there?" she asked. Phyllis had been rather
amazed than shocked at his proposition. Her position in her
father's house was growing irksome and painful in the extreme;
his parental affection seemed to be quite dried up. She was not
a native of the village, like all the joyous girls around her; and
in some way Matthdus Tina had infected her with his own
passionate longing for his country, and mother, and home.

"But how?" she repeated, finding that he did not answer.
"Will you buy your discharge?"
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,Nici vorbd de asa ceva!” spuse el. ,Faci ca tara aceasta
sd fie tocmai atat de interesanta pentru mine incat sa-mi dau
silinta sa raman in viata aici. Daca si pamantul meu drag ar fi
aici si batrana mea mama ar fi alaturi de dumneata, as fi cat se
poate de fericit si mi-as iIndeplini cdt mai multumitor
indatoririle de soldat. Dar nu e deloc asa. lar acum asculta-ma.
[atd care e planul meu. Ca dumneata sd vii cu mine in tara mea
si sd-mi fii sotie acolo, sd locuiesti acolo impreund cu mine si cu
mama mea. Nu sunt soldat din regiunea Hanovra®, desi asa am
intrat in armatd; tara mea e langd Saar® si nu e in razboi cu
Franta; de indatad ce as ajunge acolo, as fi liber.”

»,Dar cum ajungi acolo?” intrebd ea. Phyllis fu mai
degrabd uimita decét inspdimantatd de aceastd propunere a lui.
Conditia ei in casa tatdlui ei era din ce in ce mai supdratoare si
mai dureroasd; simtdmintele lui parintesti pareau ca s-au stins.
Ea nu era de fel din partea locului, precum celelalte fete voioase
din jurul ei; si intr-un fel Matthédus Tina i insuflase ceva din
propria lui dorintd arzatoare de a-si revedea tara si mama si
casa.

,Dar cum?” repetd ea, vazand cd n-a primit niciun

raspuns. ,Iti vei cumpadra libertatea?”
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"Ah, no," he said. "That's impossible in these times. No; I
came here against my will; why should I not escape? Now is the
time, as we shall soon be striking camp, and I might see you no
more. This is my scheme. I will ask you to meet me on the
highway two miles off, on some calm night next week that may
be appointed. There will be nothing unbecoming in it, or to
cause you shame; you will not fly alone with me, for I will bring
with me my devoted young friend Christoph, an Alsatian, who
has lately joined the regiment, and who has agreed to assist in
this enterprise. We shall have come from yonder harbour,
where we shall have examined the boats, and found one suited
to our purpose. Christoph has already a chart of the Channel,
and we will then go to the harbour, and at midnight cut the
boat from her moorings, and row away round the point out of
sight; and by the next morning we are on the coast of France,
near Cherbourg. The rest is easy, for I have saved money for the
land journey, and can get a change of clothes. I will write to my
mother, who will meet us on the way."

He added details in reply to her inquiries, which left no
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,Oh, nu,” spuse el. ,Asa ceva nu e posibil in aceste
vremuri. Nu; am venit aici impotriva vointei mele; de ce sa nu
evadez? Acum este momentul potrivit, caci in curand ne vom
muta tabdra si nu te voi mai putea vedea. latd care e planul
meu. Iti voi cere si vii la sosea, la trei kilometri de aici, intr-una
din serile linistite ale sdptamanii viitoare care urmeaza a fi
stabilita. Nu va fi nimic injositor sau rusinos pentru dumneata;
nu vei cdlatori doar aldturi de mine, cici eu il voi lua cu mine
pe tanarul, dar devotatul meu prieten Christoph, un alsacian!?
care s-a aldturat recent regimentului si care a fost de acord sa
ma ajute in acest demers. Noi vom fi venit din acel port, unde
vom fi verificat barcile si vom fi gdsit una care sa fie pe potriva
nevoilor noastre. Christoph are deja o hartd a Canalului®!, astfel
cd noi vom merge apoi spre port, iar la miezul noptii vom tdia
funiile cu care barca e legata la chei si vom vasli pand ce ne vom
face nevdzuti; pand dimineata urmadtoare vom fi pe coasta
Frantei, in apropiere de Cherbourg!2. Restul e usor, cdci am pus
bani deoparte pentru caldtoria pe uscat si pot face rost de un
schimb de haine. 1i voi scrie mamei mele, care ne va astepta
undeva pe drum.”

Adduga si alte detalii drept raspuns la intrebarile ei, care
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doubt in Phyllis's mind of the feasibility of the undertaking. But
its magnitude almost appalled her; and it is questionable if she
would ever have gone further in the wild adventure if, on
entering the house that night, her father had not accosted her in
the most significant terms.

"How about the York Hussars?" he said.

"They are still at the camp; but they are soon going away,
I believe."

"It is useless for you to attempt to cloak your actions in
that way. You have been meeting one of those fellows; you
have been seen walking with him - foreign barbarians, not
much better than the French themselves! I have made up my
mind - don't speak a word till I have done, please! - I have
made up my mind that you shall stay here no longer while they
are on the spot. You shall go to your aunt's."

It was useless for her to protest that she had never taken
a walk with any soldier or man under the sun except himself.
Her protestations were feeble, too, for though he was not
literally correct in his assertion, he was virtually only half in
error.

Q
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nu mai ldsard nici urmd de indoiald in mintea lui Phyllis in
legaturd cu posibilitatea de indeplinire a acestui plan. Dar
amploarea lui aproape cd o inspdimanta; si e indoielnic faptul
ca ea ar fi mers mai departe in aceasta aventura nebuneasca
dacd, intrand in casa in acea noapte, tatdl ei nu ar fi abordat-o
cat se poate de hotarat.

,Ce-i cu husarii din York?” intrebd el.

»Sunt incd in tabadrd; dar cred cd in curand vor pleca.”

,E de prisos sd incerci sa-ti ascunzi faptele astfel. Te-ai
tot intdlnit cu unul din acesti fldcdi; ai fost vdzutd in timp ce te
plimbai cu el - barbari strdini, cu nimic mai buni decét francezii
ingisi! Am decis - sd nu rostesti o vorba pana nu termin ce am
de spus, te rog! - am decis ca tu sd nu mai stai aici nicio
secundd catd vreme ei se afld in preajmd. Te vei duce la casa
matusii tale.”

Era de prisos ca ea sa se impotriveascd, spundnd ca nu se
plimbase nicicdnd cu vreun soldat sau cu vreun alt barbat de pe
fata pamantului in afara de el. Spusele ei ar fi fost oricum
neinsemnate, caci, desi afirmatiile tatalui ei nu erau literalmente

corecte, practic acesta se insela numai pe jumatate.
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The house of her father's sister was a prison to Phyllis.
She had quite recently undergone experience of its gloom; and
when her father went on to direct her to pack what would be
necessary for her to take, her heart died within her. In after
years she never attempted to excuse her conduct during this
week of agitation; but the result of her self-communing was
that she decided to join in the scheme of her lover and his
friend, and fly to the country which he had coloured with such
lovely hues in her imagination. She always said that the one
feature in his proposal which overcame her hesitation was the
obvious purity and straight-forwardness of his intentions. He
showed himself to be so virtuous and kind; he treated her with
a respect to which she had never before been accustomed; and
she was braced to the obvious risks of the voyage by her
confidence in him.

Q

26

Locuinta matusii ei era ca o inchisoare pentru Phyllis.
Avusese parte destul de recent de intunecimea acestei case; iar
cand tatdl ei merse mai departe si ii poruncise sa impacheteze
toate cele trebuincioase, o adanca jale cuprinse inima lui Phyllis.
In anii de dupi aceste intAmplari n-a incercat nicicand si-si
scuze purtarea din aceastd sdptamana atat de tulburata; dar
rezultatul indelungii ei framantari fu acela ca lua hotdrarea de a
se implica in planul iubitului ei si al amicului acestuia si de a
calatori spre tara pe care el o zugrdvise in nuante atat de
incantatoare in imaginatia ei. Ea a spus intotdeauna ca singurul
aspect al propunerii lui care o facu sa-si invinga ezitarea a fost
vadita puritate si sinceritate a intentiilor lui. S-a dovedit a fi un
om virtuos si bun; ardta fatd de ea un respect cu care ea nu era
obisnuitd; astfel cd ea se expuse tuturor primejdiilor acestei
caldtorii in virtutea increderii pe care o avea in el.
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IV.

It was on a soft, dark evening of the following week that
they engaged in the adventure. Tina was to meet her at a point
in the highway at which the lane to the village branched off.
Christoph was to go ahead of them to the harbour where the
boat lay, row it round the Nothe - or Look-out as it was called
in those days - and pick them up on the other side of the
promontory, which they were to reach by crossing the harbour-
bridge on foot, and climbing over the Look-out hill.

As soon as her father had ascended to his room she left
the house, and, bundle in hand, proceeded at a trot along the
lane. At such an hour not a soul was afoot anywhere in the
village, and she reached the junction of the lane with the
highway unobserved. Here she took up her position in the
obscurity formed by the angle of a fence, whence she could
discern every one who approached along the turnpike-road,
without being herself seen.

She had not remained thus waiting for her lover longer
than a minute - though from the tension of her nerves the lapse
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IV.

Au pornit in aceastd aventurd intr-o seard calda si
intunecatd din sdptdméana urmadtoare. Tina trebuia sd se
intalneasca cu ea intr-un anume loc de pe sosea de unde se
bifurca poteca ce ducea spre sat. Christoph trebuia sd mearga
inaintea lor in portul unde se afla barca, sd vasleasca spre
Nothe!3 - sau Observator, cum i se spunea in acele vremuri - si
sd-i ia de pe cealalta parte a promontoriului, unde aveau sa
ajungd mergand pe podul din port si catarandu-se pe dealul
Observatorului.

De indatd ce tatdl ei a urcat in camera lui, ea a parasit
casa si, cu bagajul in méand, a mers grabitd de-a lungul potecii.
La o asemenea ora nicin sdtean nu mai era treaz, astfel ca ajunse
la rdscrucea potecii cu soseaua fdra ca cineva sa o vadd. Aici s-a
pus la addpost in intunericul format de coltul unui gard, de
unde putea sd vada pe oricine se apropia dinspre bariera fara ca

ea sd fie vazuta.

N-a stat astfel, asteptandu-si iubitul, mai mult de un
minut - desi, judecand dupa incordarea nervilor sdi, scurgerea
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of even that short time was trying - when, instead of the
expected footsteps, the stage-coach could be heard descending
the hill. She knew that Tina would not show himself till the
road was clear, and waited impatiently for the coach to pass.
Nearing the corner where she was it slackened speed, and,
instead of going by as usual, drew up within a few yards of her.
A passenger alighted, and she heard his voice. It was
Humphrey Gould's.

He had brought a friend with him, and luggage. The
luggage was deposited on the grass, and the coach went on its
route to the royal watering-place.

"l wonder where that young man is with the horse and
trap?" said her former admirer to his companion. "I hope we
shan't have to wait here long. I told him half-past nine o'clock
precisely."

"Have you got her present safe?"

"Phyllis's? O, yes. It is in this trunk. I hope it will please
her."

"Of course it will. What woman would not be pleased
with such a handsome peace-offering?"

"Well - she deserves it. I've treated her rather badly. But
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chiar si a unui timp atat de scurt era istovitoare - cand, in locul
pasilor pe care-i astepta, se auzi o trdsurd coborand dealul. Stia
ca Tina nu se va arata pand ce drumul nu va fi fost liber, astfel
ca asteptd nerdbddtoare ca trdsura sd treacd mai departe.
Apropiindu-se de coltul unde se afla ea, trasura incetini si, in
loc sd& meargd inainte cum era firesc, se opri la cativa metri de
ea. Un cadldtor se dddu jos, iar ea ii auzi vocea. Era a lui
Humphrey Gould.

Adusese cu el un amic, precum si niste bagaje. Acestea
au fost asezate pe iarbd, iar trdasura si-a continuat drumul catre
statiunea balneara regala.

»Ma intreb unde o fi tdnarul acela cu calul si cabrioleta?”
spuse fostul ei admirator catre amicul sdu. ,,Sper ca nu va trebui
sd asteptdm aici vreme indelungatd. I-am spus la noua si
jumadtate fix.”

,Cadoul pentru dumneaei e la loc sigur?”

,Pentru Phyllis? Oh, bineinteles. E in acest cufar.
Naddjduiesc cd 1i va plédcea.”

~Negresit cd asa va fi. Ce femeie n-ar fi multumita de un
atat de frumos dar adus in semn de pace?”

,Ei bine - il meritd. M-am purtat destul de urat cu
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she has been in my mind these last two days much more than I
should care to confess to everybody. Ah, well; I'll say no more
about that. It cannot be that she is so bad as they make out. I am
quite sure that a girl of her good wit would know better than to
get entangled with any of those Hanoverian soldiers. I won't
believe it of her, and there's an end on't."

More words in the same strain were casually dropped as
the two men waited; words which revealed to her, as by a
sudden illumination, the enormity of her conduct. The
conversation was at length cut off by the arrival of the man
with the vehicle. The luggage was placed in it, and they
mounted, and were driven on in the direction from which she
had just come.

Phyllis was so conscience-stricken that she was at first
inclined to follow them; but a moment's reflection led her to feel
that it would only be bare justice to Matthdus to wait till he
arrived, and explain candidly that she had changed her mind -
difficult as the struggle would be when she stood face to face
with him. She bitterly reproached herself for having believed
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dumneaei. Dar in aceste ultime doud zile a fost prezenta in
gandurile mele mult mai mult decét as indrazni sa marturisesc
cuiva. Oh, asta e; nu voi mai spune nicio vorba despre aceasta
chestiune. Nu se poate ca purtarea dumneaei sa fie atat de
necuviincioasa precum se spune. Sunt aproape sigur cd o tanara
atat de inteleaptd ca dumneaei ar sti ca nu trebuie sd aibad nimic
de-a face cu vreunul din soldatii aceia din Hanovra. Nu cred asa
ceva si acesta e sfarsitul discutiei.”

Alte asemenea vorbe au schimbat cei doi catd vreme au
asteptat; vorbe care au facut-o sd-si dea seama dintr-o data de
gravitatea purtarii ei. Conversatia a fost in cele din urma
intrerupta de sosirea barbatului cu cabrioleta. Bagajul a fost pus
in vehicul, cei doi au urcat si au fost dusi in directia din care ea

tocmai venise.

Pe Phyllis o mustra constiinta atat de tare incat a fost
initial tentatd sa-i urmeze; dar, reflectand pret de o clip4d, ajunse
la concluzia cd cinstit fatd de Matthdus ar fi sa astepte acolo
pana la sosirea lui si sa-i explice cat se poate de sincer cd se
razgandise - oricat de mare avea sa-i fie tulburarea cand el avea
sd stea dinaintea ei. Se mustrd pe sine cu asprime pentru ca
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reports which represented Humphrey Gould as false to his
engagement, when, from what she now heard from his own
lips, she gathered that he had been living full of trust in her. But
she knew well enough who had won her love. Without him her
life seemed a dreary prospect, yet the more she looked at his
proposal the more she feared to accept it - so wild as it was, so
vague, so venturesome. She had promised Humphrey Gould,
and it was only his assumed faithlessness which had led her to
treat that promise as nought. His solicitude in bringing her
these gifts touched her; her promise must be kept, and esteem
must take the place of love. She would preserve her self-respect.
She would stay at home, and marry him, and suffer.

Phyllis had thus braced herself to an exceptional
fortitude when, a few minutes later, the outline of Matthius
Tina appeared behind a field-gate, over which he lightly leapt
as she stepped forward. There was no evading it, he pressed
her to his breast.

"It is the first and last time!" she wildly thought as she
stood encircled by his arms.

How Phyllis got through the terrible ordeal of that night
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ddduse crezare spuselor care il infitisau pe Humphrey Gould
ca fiind necredincios logodnei sale, cand, judecand dupd ce
auzise acum chiar din gura lui, isi putuse da seama ca el ii
fusese in tot acest timp fidel. Dar ea stia destul de bine cine i
furase inima. Fara el, viata 1i pdrea jalnicd, dar, cu toate acestea,
cu cat se gandea mai mult la propunerea lui, cu atat se temea
mai tare sd o accepte - atat era de nebuneascd, de nesigura si de
nechibzuitd. Ii ficuse o promisiune lui Humphrey Gould si
numai presupusa infidelitate a acestuia o facuse sa nesocoteasca
aceasta promisiune. Preocuparea lui pentru a-i aduce aceste
daruri o emotiona; promisiunea ei trebuia respectatd, iar
respectul trebuia sd ia locul iubirii. Avea sa-si pdstreze onoarea.
Avea sd stea acasd, sa se marite cu el si sa sufere.

Phyllis ajunsese la o tarie sufleteasca extraordinara cand,
cateva minute mai tarziu, silueta lui Matthidus Tina se ivi in
spatele gardului, peste care el sdri cu usurintd cand ea se
apropie. Nu se putu sustrage, el o stranse tare la piept.

,E pentru prima si ultima oard!” isi spuse ea cu frenezie,
pe cand era cuprinsd de bratele lui.
Phyllis nu-si putea aduce limpede aminte cum a reusit sa
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she could never clearly recollect. She always attributed her
success in carrying out her resolve to her lover's honour, for as
soon as she declared to him in feeble words that she had
changed her mind, and felt that she could not, dared not, fly
with him, he forbore to urge her, grieved as he was at her
decision. Unscrupulous pressure on his part, seeing how
romantically she had become attached to him, would no doubt
have turned the balance in his favour. But he did nothing to
tempt her unduly or unfairly.

On her side, fearing for his safety, she begged him to
remain. This, he declared, could not be. "I cannot break faith
with my friend," said he. Had he stood alone he would have
abandoned his plan. But Christoph, with the boat and compass
and chart, was waiting on the shore; the tide would soon turn;
his mother had been warned of his coming; go he must.

Many precious minutes were lost while he tarried,
unable to tear himself away. Phyllis held to her resolve, though
it cost her many a bitter pang. At last they parted, and he went
down the hill. Before his footsteps had quite died away she felt
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treacd prin chinul acelei nopti. Pusese intotdeauna succesul ei in
a-si pune in aplicare hotdrarea pe seama cinstei iubitului ei, caci
de indata ce ea ii spuse in cuvinte abia rostite ca se razgandise si
ca simtea ca nu putea, nu indrdznea sa cdlatoreasca aldturi de
el, acesta s-a infranat de la a o constrange in vreun fel, desi era
indurerat de decizia ei. O presiune ticdloasd din partea lui, dat
tiind faptul cd ea era vizibil indragostita de el, fara indoiala ca
ar fi inclinat balanta in favoarea lui. Dar el n-a schitat niciun
gest prin care s-o ispiteascd in mod necinstit sau nedrept.

La randul ei, temandu-se pentru siguranta lui, ea il
implord sd nu plece. Asa ceva, declara el, era de-a dreptul
imposibil. ,Nu pot incdlca promisiunea facuta amicului meu,”
spuse el. De-ar fi fost singurul implicat, ar fi renuntat la planul
sdu. Dar Christoph, cu barca si busola si harta, il astepta pe mal;
nivelul apei avea sa se schimbe in curdnd; mama lui fusese
anuntatd cu privire la sosirea lui; n-avea incotro, trebuia sa
plece.

Multe clipe pretioase s-au scurs cat el a zdbovit,
nereusind sd plece de langa ea. Phyllis rdmase de neclintit in
hotdrarea ei, desi aceasta o fdcea sd cada prada unui zbucium
interior. In cele din urmi s-au despartit, iar el a coborat dealul.
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a desire to behold at least his outline once more, and running
noiselessly after him regained view of his diminishing figure.
For one moment she was sufficiently excited to be on the point
of rushing forward and linking her fate with his. But she could
not. The courage which at the critical instant failed Cleopatra of
Egypt could scarcely be expected of Phyllis Grove.

A dark shape, similar to his own, joined him in the
highway. It was Christoph, his friend. She could see no more;
they had hastened on in the direction of the town and harbour,
four miles ahead. With a feeling akin to despair she turned and
slowly pursued her way homeward.

Tattoo sounded in the camp; but there was no camp for
her now. It was as dead as the camp of the Assyrians after the
passage of the Destroying Angel.

She noiselessly entered the house, seeing nobody, and
went to bed. Grief, which kept her awake at first, ultimately
wrapped her in a heavy sleep. The next morning her father met
her at the foot of the stairs.

"Mr. Gould is come!" he said triumphantly.
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Inainte ca pasii lui s& se sting4, ea simti dorinta arzitoare de a-i
vedea incd o datd silueta si, alergand in liniste dupa el, reusi sa
zareasca conturul din ce in ce mai neclar al acesteia. Pret de o
clipa fu indeajuns de tulburata pentru a fi pe punctul de a
alerga spre el si de a-si lega pe veci existenta de a lui. Dar nu
putea face asa ceva. Curajul care in momentul decisiv o pdrasise
pe Cleopatra din Egipt!* cu greu putea fi pretins tocmai din
partea lui Phyllis Grove.

O siluetd intunecatd, aseméandtoare cu a lui, i se aldtura
in sosea. Era Christoph, amicul sdu. Mai departe nu mai putu sa
vada; cei doi se grabird inspre oras si inspre port, la mai bine de
sase kilometri departare. Intr-o stare vecini cu disperarea, ea
fdcu cale intoarsa si se indreptd agale spre casa.

Stingerea fu data in tabdrd; dar pentru ea tabdra nu mai
exista de-acum. Era la fel de pierdutd ca tabdra asirienilor!®
dupa trecerea Ingerului Distrugator.

Intra cu zgomot in casd, unde nu vdzu pe nimeni, asa ca
se duse la culcare. Durerea, care initial o tinu treaza, o invalui
apoi intr-un somn adanc. In dimineata urmétoare se intalni cu
tatdl ei la capdtul scarilor.

,,DI. Gould a sosit!” exclama el triumfator.
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Humphrey was staying at the inn, and had already
called to inquire for her. He had brought her a present of a very
handsome looking-glass in a frame of repoussé silverwork,
which her father held in his hand. He had promised to call
again in the course of an hour, to ask Phyllis to walk with him.

Pretty mirrors were rarer in country-houses at that day
than they are now, and the one before her won Phyllis's
admiration. She looked into it, saw how heavy her eyes were,
and endeavoured to brighten them. She was in that wretched
state of mind which leads a woman to move mechanically
onward in what she conceives to be her allotted path. Mr.
Humphrey had, in his undemonstrative way, been adhering all
along to the old understanding; it was for her to do the same,
and to say not a word of her own lapse. She put on her bonnet
and tippet, and when he arrived at the hour named she was at
the door awaiting him.

33

Humpbhrey stitea la han si sunase deja si intrebe de ea. {i
adusese in dar o oglindd de-a dreptul incantdtoare intr-o rama
de argint in stil repoussé'®, pe care tatdl ei o tinea atunci in mana.
Promisese cd va suna din nou in decurs de un ceas, spre a-i cere
lui Phyllis sd facd o plimbare aldturi de el.

In acele vremuri oglinzile frumoase erau mult mai rare
in casele de la tara decat sunt acum, iar cea care se afla
dinaintea ei 1i castigd admiratia lui Phyllis. Se privi in ea, vazu
cat de tristi i erau ochii si se stradui sa-i lumineze. Se afla in
starea aceea mizerabild care determind o femeie sd actioneze
instinctiv spre a urma ceea ce ea considerd cd este calea harazita
ei. In tot acest timp dl. Humphrey, in felul siu mai degraba
rezervat, nu se abdtuse de la vechea intelegere; si ea trebuia sa
procedeze astfel si sd nu sufle o vorba despre momentul ei de
raticire. Isi puse boneta si fularul de blana, iar cand el sosi la
ora stabilitd ea era la usa, asteptandu-1.
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V.

Phyllis thanked him for his beautiful gift; but the talking
was soon entirely on Humphrey's side as they walked along.
He told her of the latest movements of the world of fashion - a
subject which she willingly discussed to the exclusion of
anything more personal - and his measured language helped to
still her disquieted heart and brain. Had not her own sadness
been what it was she must have observed his embarrassment.
At last he abruptly changed the subject.

"l am glad you are pleased with my little present," he
said. "The truth is that I brought it to propitiate 'ee, and to get
you to help me out of a mighty difficulty."

It was inconceivable to Phyllis that this independent
bachelor - whom she admired in some respects - could have a
difficulty.

"Phyllis - I'll tell you my secret at once; for I have a
monstrous secret to confide before I can ask your counsel. The
case is, then, that I am married: yes, I have privately married a
dear young belle; and if you knew her, and I hope you will, you
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V.

Phyllis 1i multumi pentru darul sdu minunat; dar, pe
madsurd ce isi continuara plimbarea, conversatia cdzu treptat in
seama lui Humphrey. El ii povesti despre cele mai recente
tendinte din lumea modei - un subiect pe care ea il dezbdtu pe
larg spre a ocoli discutiile despre chestiuni mai personale - iar
vorba sa cumpatatd o ajutd sd-si domoleascd inima si creierul
deosebit de tulburate. Daca n-ar fi fost atat de tristd cu siguranta
cd ar fi observat stinghereala lui. In cele din urma, el schimb&
brusc subiectul.

~Ma bucura faptul cd darul meu te-a incantat,” spuse el.
~Adevarul este cd ti I-am dat spre a te imbuna si spre a te ruga
sd ma scoti dintr-un mare necaz.”

Era de neinchipuit pentru Phyllis cd acest burlac
independent - pe care-l admira in anumite privinte - ar putea
avea vreun necaz.

»Phyllis - iti voi spune degraba taina mea; caci trebuie
sd-ti iImpdrtdsesc o taind cumplitd inainte de a-ti cere sfatul.
Treaba este cd sunt insurat: da, m-am insurat in secret cu o

tandara si mandra domnisoard; si daca ai avea sansa de a o
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would say everything in her praise. But she is not quite the one
that my father would have chose for me - you know the
paternal idea as well as I - and I have kept it secret. There will
be a terrible noise, no doubt; but I think that with your help 1
may get over it. If you would only do me this good turn - when
I have told my father, I mean - say that you never could have
married me, you know, or something of that sort - 'pon my life
it will help to smooth the way vastly. I am so anxious to win
him round to my point of view, and not to cause any
estrangement."

What Phyllis replied she scarcely knew, or how she
counselled him as to his unexpected situation. Yet the relief that
his announcement brought her was perceptible. To have
confided her trouble in return was what her aching heart
longed to do; and had Humphrey been a woman she would
instantly have poured out her tale. But to him she feared to
confess; and there was a real reason for silence, till a sufficient
time had elapsed to allow her lover and his comrade to get out
of harm's way.
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cunoaste, ceea ce sper cd vei avea, ai avea numai cuvinte de
lauda la adresa dumneaei. Dar aceastd domnisoarda nu este
tocmai cea pe care tatal meu ar fi ales-o pentru mine - stii prea
bine cum sunt ideile pdrintesti - astfel cd am tinut totul secret.
Se va starni o mare tevaturd, fara indoiald; dar naddjduiesc ca,
avand sprijinul dumitale, voi depadsi totul cu bine. Daca mi-ai
face aceastd mare favoare - cand i voi spune tatalui meu, adica
- sd declari ca nu te-ai fi putut nicicand cdsatori cu mine sau
altceva asemadnadtor, intelegi - ai cuvantul meu cd totul s-ar
rezolva. Sunt tare nerdbddtor sa-l fac pe tata sd vada lucrurile
prin ochii mei si sper ca relatia mea cu el sa nu aiba in niciun fel
de suferit. ”

Phyllis abia daca mai stia ce i-a rdspuns sau cum l-a
sfatuit in legdtura cu situatia sa neprevazuta. Totusi, eliberarea
pe care i-o aduse anuntul facut de el fu simtitoare. Inima ei
indurerata tanjea sd-i incredinteze, la randul ei, necazul sdu; si,
de Humphrey ar fi fost femeie, ea i-ar fi spus degraba intreaga
ei poveste. Dar lui ii era teama sd i se destdinuie; avea un motiv
intemeiat sd pdstreze tacerea, cel putin pand se scurgea suficient
timp pentru ca iubitul ei si tovardsul acestuia sd depaseasca
orice pericol.

Transla+tion
Calé

September 2015



Translation Café, Issue 150
Short story by Thomas Hardy
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Cristina Dragoi

As soon as she reached home again she sought a solitary
place, and spent the time in half regretting that she had not
gone away, and in dreaming over the meetings with Matthdus
Tina from their beginning to their end. In his own country,
amongst his own countrywomen, he would possible soon
forget her, even to her very name.

Her listlessness was such that she did not go out of the
house for several days. There came a morning which broke in
fog and mist, behind which the dawn could be discerned in
greenish grey; and the outlines of the tents, and the rows of
horses at the ropes. The smoke from the canteen fires drooped
heavily.

The spot at the bottom of the garden where she had been
accustomed to climb the wall to meet Matthdus, was the only
inch of English ground in which she took any interest; and in
spite of the disagreeable haze prevailing she walked out there
till she reached the well-known corner. Every blade of grass
was weighted with little liquid globes, and slugs and snails had
crept out upon the plots. She could hear the usual faint noises
from the camp, and in the other direction the trot of farmers on
the road to the town, for it was market-day. She observed that
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De indata ce se intoarse acasd, cdutd un loc retras si-si
petrecu timpul rememorand intalnirile cu Matthdus Tina, de la
cea dintdi la cea de pe urmd, ajungand parca sd regrete cd nu
plecase. in tara lui natald, printre concetdtenii sdi, avea,

probabil, s-o uite in curand, avea sa-i uite panad si numele.

O stare apdsatoare de apatie o facu sa nu mai iasd din
casd cateva zile la rdnd. Urmd apoi o dimineatd invaluitda in
negura si pacld, dincolo de care se distingeau, in nuante de gri
verzui, zorii; si contururile corturilor si radndurile de cai
priponiti. Fumul de la focurile din cantind se ldsa in jos,
apadsator.

Locul de la capdtul gradinii din care obisnuia sd se catdre
pe zid spre a-l intalni pe Matthdus era singurul petic de pamant
englezesc care o mai interesa catusi de putin; si, in ciuda cetii
persistente, ea merse pand intr-acolo pana ce ajunse in coltul pe
care-] cunostea deja prea bine. Fiece fir de iarba era incdrcat cu
stropi mici si rotunzi, iar limacsii si melcii se tarasera afara, pe
pamant. Auzea obisnuitele zgomote slabe din tabdrd, iar din
cealaltd directie mersul grabit al fermierilor in drumul lor spre
oras, cdci era zi de targ. Observa cd desele ei plimbadri spre acest
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her frequent visits to this corner had quite trodden down the
grass in the angle of the wall, and left marks of garden soil on
the stepping-stones by which she had mounted to look over the
top. Seldom having gone there till dusk, she had not considered
that her traces might be visible by day. Perhaps it was these
which had revealed her trysts to her father.

While she paused in melancholy regard, she fancied that
the customary sounds from the tents were changing their
character. Indifferent as Phyllis was to camp doings now, she
mounted by the steps to the old place. What she beheld at first
awed and perplexed her; then she stood rigid, her fingers
hooked to the wall, her eyes staring out of her head, and her
face as if hardened to stone.

On the open green stretching before her all the regiments
in the camp were drawn up in line, in the mid-front of which
two empty coffins lay on the ground. The unwonted sounds
which she had noticed came from an advancing procession. It
consisted of the band of the York Hussars playing a dead
march; next two soldiers of that regiment in a mourning coach,
guarded on each side, and accompanied by two priests. Behind
came a crowd of rustics who had been attracted by the event.
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colt culcaserd iarba la pamant in unghiul facut de zid si ldsasera
urme de pamant pe pietrele pe care se cdtdrase spre a se uita
peste zid. Ducandu-se acolo numai arareori inainte de inserat,
nu-si inchipuise ca urmele lasate de ea ar putea fi vizile si ziua.
Poate cd tocmai acestea il facuserd pe tatal ei sd-si dea seama de
intalnirile dintre ea si iubitul ei.

Pe cand ezitd o clipd, cufundata intr-o stare de tristete,
bagd de seama ca sunetele obisnuite care veneau dinspre corturi
se schimbau treptat. Nepdsdtoare cum era acum fatd de mersul
taberei, Phyllis se cdtdrad catre locul ei obisnuit. Initial, ceea ce
zdri o ingrozi si-o ului; apoi, rdmase inmdrmuritd, cu degetele
agdtate de zid, cu ochii iesiti din orbite si cu fata de-a dreptul
impietritd.

Pe iarba care se intindea dinaintea ei erau aliniate toate
regimentele din tabdrd, iar in mijlocul lor zdceau pe pamant
doua sicrie goale. Sunetele stranii pe care le auzise veneau de la
un alai funerar aflat in plind procesiune. Alaiul era format din
detasamentul husarilor din York, care cantau un mars funebru;
urmau apoi doi soldati din regiment, in straie de doliu, strajuiti
de ambele parti si insotiti de doi preoti. In spate era o multime
de sdteni care fuseserd atrasi de aceasta intamplare. Mohorata
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The melancholy procession marched along the front of the line,
returned to the centre, and halted beside the coffins, where the
two condemned men were blindfolded, and each placed
kneeling on his coffin; a few minutes pause was now given,
while they prayed.

A firing-party of twenty-four men stood ready with
levelled carbines. The commanding officer, who had his sword
drawn, waved it through some cuts of the sword-exercise till he
reached the downward stroke, whereat the firing-party
discharged their volley. The two victims fell, one upon his face
across his coffin, the other backwards.

As the volley resounded there arose a shriek from the
wall of Dr. Grove's garden, and some one fell down inside; but
nobody among the spectators without noticed it at the time. The
two executed Hussars were Matthdus Tina and his friend
Christoph. The soldiers on guard placed the bodies in the
coffins almost instantly; but the colonel of the regiment, an
Englishman, rode up and exclaimed in a stern voice: "Turn
them out - as an example to the men!"

The coffins were lifted endwise, and the dead Germans
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procesiune marsdlui de-a lungul liniei, se intoarse in mijloc si se
opri langa sicrie, unde cei doi condamnati fura dezlegati la ochi,
iar fiecare fu ingenunchiat pe sicriul sdu; li se acordd ragazul

catorva minute spre a se ruga.

Un pluton de executie alcdtuit din doudzeci si patru de
oameni era pregadtit, cu carabinele indreptate spre tintd. Ofiterul
comandant, care isi scosese deja sabia, 0 manui in cateva
miscdri desprinse din exercitiul cu sabia, pand ce ajunge la
lovitura finald, dupa care plutonul de executie isi descarca
armele intr-un foc automat. Cele doud victime cdzurd, una pe
burtd, de-a lungul sicriului, cealalta pe spate.

Pe cand zgomotul facut de salva incd se mai distingea, de
pe zidul gradinii dlui. Grove se auzi un tipat si cineva picd apoi
induntrul gradinii; dar niciunul dintre spectatorii de afara nu
observard acest fapt. Cei doi husari executati erau Matthdus
Tina si amicul sau Christoph. Soldatii de serviciu le asezara
degraba trupurile in sicrie; dar colonelul regimentului, un
englez, se ridicd si exclama pe un ton aspru: ,, Scoate-i afarad -
spre-a servi drept exemplu si celorlalti!”

Sicriele fura ridicate dinspre capdtul in care se aflau
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flung out upon their faces on the grass. Then all the regiments
wheeled in sections, and marched past the spot in slow time.
When the survey was over the corpses were again coffined, and
borne away.

Meanwhile Dr. Grove, attracted by the noise of the
volley, had rushed out into his garden, where he saw his
wretched daughter lying motionless against the wall. She was
taken indoors, but it was long before she recovered
consciousness; and for weeks they despaired of her reason.

It transpired that the luckless deserters from the York
Hussars had cut the boat from her moorings in the adjacent
harbour, according to their plan, and, with two other comrades
who were smarting under ill-treatment from their colonel, had
sailed in safety across the Channel. But mistaking their bearings
they steered into Jersey, thinking that island the French coast.
Here they were perceived to be deserters, and delivered up to
the authorities. Matthdus and Christoph interceded for the
other two at the court-martial, saying that it was entirely by the
former's representations that these were induced to go. Their
sentence was accordingly commuted to flogging, the death
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picioarele decedatilor, iar acestia fura trantiti cu fata in jos, pe
iarba. Apoi toate regimentele isi schimbara brusc directia si se
grupara spre a trece intr-un mars lent pe langa acel loc. Cand
cercetarea s-a terminat, cadavrele au fost din nou asezate in
sicrie si au fost duse departe de locul acela.

Intre timp doctorul Grove, atras de zgomotul produs de
salvd, fugise in grddind, unde isi vazu sarmana fiicd zacand
nemiscatd langa zid. O duse induntru, dar trecu destul de mult
timp pand ce ea isi redobandi simturile; iar apoi, timp de
sdptamani intregi, furd cu totii pusi pe jar din pricina stdrii ei.

S-a aflat apoi ca dezertorii cei fara de noroc din randul
husarilor din York tdiaserd in portul invecinat funiile cu care
barca era legata la chei, dupd cum le fusese planul, si, impreuna
cu alti doi tovardsi care sufereau din pricina ca insusi colonelul
se purta urdt cu ei, vasliserda de-a lungul Canalului. Dar
orientandu-se gresit, dirijaserd barca spre Jersey, luand aceasta
insula drept coasta Frantei. Aici ei furd considerati a fi dezertori
si predati autoritdtilor. Matthdus si Christoph le luard apdrarea
celorlalti doi la curtea martiald, spundnd ca numai la
insistentele celui dintai acestia fura convinsi sa li se aldture.

Pentru acestia, pedeapsa le-a fost asadar schimbata in biciuire,
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punishment being reserved for their leaders.

The visitor to the well-known old Georgian watering-
place, who may care to ramble to the neighbouring village
under the hills, and examine the register of burials, will there
find two entries in these words: -

"Matth: Tina (Corpl.) in His Majesty's Regmt. of York
Hussars, and Shot for Desertion, was Buried June 30th, 1801, aged 22
years. Born in the town of Sarrbruk, Germany.

"Christoph Bless, belonging to His Majesty's Regmt. of York
Hussars, who was Shot for Desertion, was Buried June 30th, 1801,
aged 22 years. Born at Lothaargen, Alsatia."

Their graves were dug at the back of the little
church, near the wall. There is no memorial to mark the spot,
but Phyllis pointed it out to me. While she lived she used to
keep their mounds neat; but now they are overgrown with
nettles, and sunk nearly flat. The older villagers, however, who
know of the episode from their parents, still recollect the place
where the soldiers lie. Phyllis lies near.

October 1889.
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pedeapsa cu moartea fiind haradzita conducatorilor lor.

Acela care va vizita binecunoscuta statiune balneara
unde obisnuia sa poposeascad regele George si care va vrea sa se
abatd prin satul invecinat de la poalele dealurilor si sa cerceteze
registrul deceselor va gdsi acolo doud intrdri, astfel:

,Matth: Tina (caporal) in reg. husarilor din York al Majestatii
Sale, impuscat pentru dezertare, a fost ingropat in 30 iunie 1801, la
varsta de 22 ani. Ndscut in orasul Sarrbruk, Germania.”

,,Christoph Bless, ficind parte din reg. husarilor din York al
Majestitii sale, impuscat pentru dezertare, a fost ingropat in 30 iunie
1801, la varsta de 22 ani. Ndscut la Lothaargen, Alsacia.”

Mormintele lor au fost sdpate in spatele micutei biserici,
in apropiere de zid. Nicio piatrd funerara nu marcheaza acest
loc, dar Phyllis a avut grija sd mi-l arate. Catd vreme a fost in
viatd, obisnuia sd le tind mormintele curate; dar acum pe ele au
crescut urzicile in voie si aproape ci s-au batitorit detot. Ins
sdtenii mai in varstd, care cunosc intdmplarea de la parintii lor,
isi amintesc inca locul unde odihnesc soldatii. Phyllis odihneste
chiar langa ei.

Octombrie 1889.
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Notes

1. King’s German legion - after the Electorate of Hanover was occupied
by the French, in 1803, some German soldiers pertaining to this legion
exiled themselves and set off to England (which was, at the time,
governed by George III); here, as part of the British army, they fought
in numerous battles against the French, until 1816, when this legion
was dissolved

2. the York Hussars - the term "Hussars” was used with reference to
the Hungarian cavalry from the 15t century, which was formed
according to the model represented by the Turkish army; in the
European armies, the Hussars formed the vanguard and most of their
missions were of reconnaissance and research; they had a very
colourful uniform and they usually carried one or two guns and a
light sword; during WWII, this type of cavalry disappeared, but some
regiments continued to bear this name (in the 19t century, a part of
the British army was transformed in troupes of Hussars); York is a
city situated in North Yorkshire, England

3. King George - in the text, the reference is to George III (born in 1738,

London, England - died in 1820, Windsor Castle, near London), king
of Great Britain and Ireland between 1760-1820 and Elector (between
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Note

1. legiunea germand a regelui - dupd ce electoratul de Hanovra a fost
ocupat de francezi, in 1803, unii soldati germani din aceastd regiune
s-au autoexilat si s-au indreptat cdtre Anglia (condusd, la acea vreme,
de regele George III) unde, facind parte din armata britanicd, au
luptat aldturi de aceasta in numeroase batdlii impotriva francezilor,
pana in 1816, cand aceastd legiune a fost desfiintatd

2. husarii din York - termenul de , husari” era folosit pentru a desemna
cavaleria ungard din secolul al XV-lea, alcdtuitd dupa modelul
armatei turcesti; in armatele din Europa, husarii constituiau
avangarda, avand cu precddere misiuni de recunoastere si de
cercetare, si se remarcau prin uniforma deosebit de coloratd; de
obicei, husarii purtau unul sau doud pistoale si o sabie usoard; in
timpul celui de-al Doilea Rdzboi Mondial, acest tip de cavalerie a
disparut, insd unele regimente au continuat sa poarte acest nume (in
secolul al XIX-lea, o parte din armata britanica a fost transformata in
trupe de husari); York este un oras situat in North Yorkshire, Anglia

3. regele George - in text se face referire la George III (n. 1738, Londra,
Anglia - d. 1820, castelul Windsor, langa Londra), rege al Marii
Britanii si Irlandei in perioada 1760-1820 si elector (in perioada 1760-
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1760-1814) and King (between 1814-1820) of Hanover

4. bourgeoisie - term in French which refers to the middle class, made
up mostly of wealthy people, of owners; this term was used for the
first time in medieval France

5. Desdemona - character in Othello, a play written by the English
playwright William Shakespeare (1564-1616); Desdemona is killed by
her husband, Othello, as he comes to believe that she has been an
unfaithful wife

6. Saarbriick - a city in the south-west of Germany, situated on the
river Saar; the city was attested in 1321

7. meine Liebliche - phrase in German, meaning my dear

8. Hanover - city in the north-west of Germany, situated on the river
Leine; the city was attested in 1110; between 1815-1866, the city was
the capital of the Kingdom of Hanover

9. Saar - river situated on the territory of France and Germany: it

flows for 250 km in the north-east of France and then it disgorges in
Moselle, in Germany
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1814) si rege (in perioada 1814-1820) al Hanovrei

4. bourgeoisie - termen in limba franceza care se referd la clasa sociald
de mijloc, in care predomind oamenii instdriti, proprietarii; acest
termen a fost folosit pentru prima datd in Franta medievala

5. Desdemona - personaj din piesa Othello a dramaturgului englez
William Shakespeare (1564-1616); Desdemona este ucisa de sotul ei,
Othello, deoarece acesta ajunge sd creada ca ea i-a fost o sotie infidela

6. Saarbriick - oras din sud-vestul Germaniei, situat pe malul raului
Saar; orasul a fost atestat documentar in anul 1321

7. meine Liebliche - sintagma in limba germanad, insemnand draga mea

8. Hanovra - oras din nord-vestul Germaniei, situat pe malul raului
Leine; orasul a fost atestat documentar in anul 1110; intre anii 1815-
1866, orasul a fost capitala Regatului Hanovra

9. Saar - rau situat pe teritoriul Frantei si Germaniei: strdbate
aproximativ 250 km in regiunea de nord-est a Frantei, apoi se varsa in
Moselle pe teritoriul Germaniei
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10. Alsatian - inhabitant of Alsace, a region in the north-east of France

11. The Channel - The English Channel, which makes the connection
between the south of England and the north of France

12. Cherbourg - harbour and naval base in the north-east of France

13. Nothe - one of the fortifications meant to protect the Portland
Harbour; it was built in the second half of the 19th century

14. Cleopatra (69 AC - 30 AC) - Queen of Egypt, she ruled with her
two brothers and husbands between 51 AC - 44. AC and then, with
her son, between 44 AC - 30 AC; she claimed that the father of her son
was Julius Caesar himself; after the assassination of Caesar, she
married his successor, Marcus Antonius, but as Antonius was
married to Octavian’s sister, this union brought Cleopatra the hatred
of Octavian; Cleopatra and Antonius were defeated by Ocvatian in
the Battle of Actium, which took place in 31 AC; shortly after that,
Antonius committed suicide; Cleopatra killed herself too, by letting
an adder bite her

15. Assyrians -the inhabitants of Assyria, the ancient empire from the
south-west of Asia; apparently, Assyria was established in the second
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10. alsacian - locuitor al Alsaciei, regiune din nord-estul Frantei

11. Canalul - Canalul Manecii, care leagd sudul Angliei cu nordul
Frantei

12. Cherbourg - port maritim si centru naval situat in nord-estul
Frantei

13. Nothe - una dintre fortificatiile menite sd apere portul din
Portland, construita in a doua jumadtate a secolului al XIX-lea

14. Cleopatra (69 1.Hr. - 30 1.Hr.) - regina a Egiptului, a domnit alaturi
de cei doi frati si soti ai ei intre anii 51 1.Hr. - 44 1.Hr., iar apoi - aldturi
de fiul ei, intre anii 44 i.Hr - 30 1.Hr; a pretins cd tatdl fiului ei este
insusi Iulius Caesar; dupd asasinarea lui Caesar, s-a cdsdtorit cu
mostenitorul acestuia, Marcus Antonius, insa Antonius fiind cdsatorit
cu sora lui Octavian, prin aceastd uniune Cleopatra a atras mania lui
Octavian; Cleopatra si Antonius au fost invinsi de Octavian in Batdlia
de la Actium, care a avut loc in anul 31 1.Hr.; la scurt timp dupa
aceea, Antonius s-a sinucis; Cleopatra si-a luat si ea viata, lasandu-se
muscatd de o vipera

15. asirieni - locuitorii imperiului antic din sud-vestul Asiei numit
Asiria; Asiria a fost intemeiatd, se pare, in mileniul II 1.Hr. si a

Transla+tion
Calé

September 2015



Translation Café, Issue 150
Short story by Thomas Hardy
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Cristina Dragoi

millennium AC and achieved the peak of its territorial expansion
between the 9th century and the 7th century AC, when the
destruction of the city of Nineveh led to the defeat of the empire

16. repoussé - a word taken from French, denoting a technique of
processing metals in which certain ornaments are made on one side
of a piece of metal by working on the other side with specific
instruments of embossing

44

cunoscut perioada de maxima expansiune teritoriald intre sec. IX 1.Hr.
si VII 1.Hr., cand distrugerea orasului Ninive a condus la invingerea
imperiului

16. repoussé - cuvant preluat din limba franceza, desemnand o tehnica
de prelucrare a metalelor prin care se realizeazd diferite ornamente
pe una dintre fetele unei bucdti de metal actionandu-se asupra fetei
celelalte cu instrumente specifice de gofrare
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