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The prettiest scenery in all England—and if I am
contradicted in that assertion, I will say in all Europe—is in
Devonshire, on the southern and south-eastern skirts of
Dartmoor, where the rivers Dart, and Avon, and Teign form
themselves, and where the broken moor is half cultivated, and
the wild-looking upland fields are half moor. In making this
assertion I am often met with much doubt, but it is by persons
who do not really know the locality. Men and women talk to
me on the matter who have travelled down the line of railway
from Exeter to Plymouth, who have spent a fortnight at
Torquay, and perhaps made an excursion from Tavistock to the
convict prison on Dartmoor. But who knows the glories of
Chagford? Who has walked through the parish of Manaton?
Who is conversant with Lustleigh Cleeves and Withycombe in
the moor? Who has explored Holne Chase? Gentle reader,
believe me that you will be rash in contradicting me, unless you
have done these things.

There or thereabouts—I will not say by the waters of
which little river it is washed —is the parish of Oxney Colne.
And for those who wish to see all the beauties of this lovely
country, a sojourn in Oxney Colne would be most desirable,
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Cel mai incantdtor peisaj din intreaga Anglie—si, daca
nu md insel spunand aceasta, din toatd Europa—este in
Devonshire!, in zonele madrginase sudice si sud-estice ale
Dartmoorului? unde se formeazd raurile Dart, Avon si Teign? si
unde mlastina intreruptd e pe jumatate cultivatd, iar regiunile
montane sdlbatice sunt pe jumatate mldstinoase. Cand spun
asta, ma lovesc adesea de neincredere, care vine insd din partea
celor care nu cunosc prea bine locul. In aceastd privints, mi se
adreseaza barbati si femei care au calatorit de-a lungul caii
ferate dintre Exeter* si Plymouth’, care au petrecut doud
sdptdmani la Torquay® si probabil au facut o excursie de la
Tavistock” la inchisoarea din Dartmoor8. Dar cine cunoaste
splendorile Chagfordului®? Cine s-a plimbat prin parohia din
Manaton!®? Cine e familiarizat cu Lustleigh Cleeves si
Withycombe!! din tinutul mlastinos? Cine a explorat Holne
Chase!?? Draga cititorule, crede-ma ca te vei grabi sda ma
contrazici dacd nu ai facut aceste lucruri.

Acolo sau cam pe acolo—nu voi spune de apele carui
rausor e scaldatd —se afld parohia din Oxney Colne. Iar pentru
aceia care doresc sd vadd toate frumusetile acestei tari
incantdtoare, un popas in Oxney Colne ar fi binevenit, intrucat
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seeing that the sojourner would then be brought nearer to all
that he would wish to visit, than at any other spot in the
country. But there is an objection to any such arrangement.
There are only two decent houses in the whole parish, and
these are—or were when I knew the locality —small and fully
occupied by their possessors. The larger and better is the
parsonage, in which lived the parson and his daughter; and the
smaller is a freehold residence of a certain Miss Le Smyrger,
who owned a farm of a hundred acres, which was rented by
one Farmer Cloysey, and who also possessed some thirty acres
round her own house, which she managed herself, regarding
herself to be quite as great in cream as Mr. Cloysey, and
altogether superior to him in the article of cider. “But yeu has to
pay no rent, Miss,” Farmer Cloysey would say, when Miss Le
Smyrger expressed this opinion of her art in a manner too
defiant. “Yeu pays no rent, or yeu couldn't do it.” Miss Le
Smyrger was an old maid, with a pedigree and blood of her
own, a hundred and thirty acres of fee-simple land on the
borders of Dartmoor, fifty years of age, a constitution of iron,
and an opinion of her own on every subject under the sun.

)
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caldtorul va fi adus atunci mai aproape de tot ce si-ar dori sa
viziteze, mai mult decat oriunde in tard. Dar exista o obiectie
fatd de un asemenea aranjament. In toatd parohia, sunt numai
doud case mai bunicele, iar acestea sunt—sau erau pe atunci
cand cunosteam locul —mici si pe deplin locuite de proprietarii
lor. Cea mai buna si spatioasa dintre ele e casa parohiala in care
locuiau pastorul si fiica acestuia, iar aceea mai micd e
proprietatea funciard absolutal® a unei anumite domnisoare Le
Smyrger, care detinea o ferma de o sutd de acri, data in arenda
fermierului Cloysey; de asemenea, avea vreo treizeci de acri in
jurul casei de care se ocupa singurd, socotind despre sine cd era
aproape la fel de priceputd la smantand ca domnul Cloysey si
chiar superioara lui in prepararea cidruluil®. ,Dar dumneata nu
esti nevoitd sa pldtesti nicio arendd, domnisoara”, avea sa
spuna fermierul Cloysey cand domnisoara Le Smyrger isi
exprima pdrerea despre priceperea ei intr-o manierd prea
sfidatoare. ,Nu pldtesti arendd, altfel n-ai putea face asta”.
Domnisoara Le Smyrger era o fatd bdatrana cu o ascendenta
aparte, o sutd treizeci de acri de pamant proprietate deplind la
hotarele Dartmoorului, avea cincizeci de ani, o constitutie de
tier si pdreri personale asupra oricdrui subiect din lume.
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And now for the parson and his daughter. The parson's
name was Woolsworthy —or Woolathy as it was pronounced
by all Saul
Woolsworthy; and his daughter was Patience Woolsworthy, or

those who lived around him—the Rev.
Miss Patty, as she was known to the Devonshire world of those
parts. That name of Patience had not been well chosen for her,
for she was a hot-tempered damsel, warm in her convictions,
and inclined to express them freely. She had but two closely
intimate friends in the world, and by both of them this freedom
of expression had now been fully permitted to her since she
was a child. Miss Le Smyrger and her father were well
accustomed to her ways, and on the whole well satisfied with
them. The former was equally free and equally warm-tempered
as herself, and as Mr. Woolsworthy was allowed by his
daughter to be quite paramount on his own subject —for he had
a subject—he did not object to his daughter being paramount
on all others. A pretty girl was Patience Woolsworthy at the
time of which I am writing, and one who possessed much that
was worthy of remark and admiration, had she lived where
beauty meets with admiration, or where force of character is
remarked. But at Oxney Colne, on the borders of Dartmoor,
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[ar acum sa ne oprim asupra pastorului si a fiicei sale.
Pastorul se numea Woolsworthy —sau Woolathy, dupd cum
era pronuntat de toti cei care trdiau in preajma lui —Reverendul
Saul Woolsworthy, iar fiica lui era Patience Woolsworthy, sau
domnisoara Patty, dupd cum era cunoscutd de lumea din
partile acelea ale Devonshire. Numele de Patience nu fusese
ales foarte bine pentru ea, cdci era o domnisoara
temperamentald, aprinsad in convingerile sale si inclinatd sa si le
exprime liber. Nu avea pe lume decat doi prieteni foarte
apropiati si ambii ii permiseserd pe deplin aceastd libertate a
expresiei, incd de cand era micd. Domnisoara Le Smyrger si
tatdl fetei erau obisnuiti, si in mare parte multumiti, cu felul ei
de-a fi. Prima era la fel de liberd si de temperamentald ca si ea
si, de vreme ce fiica ii permitea Dlui Woolsworthy sa exceleze
intru totul in ocupatia sa —céci avea o ocupatie —acesta nu avea
nimic impotriva ca fiica lui sd exceleze in toate celelalte
privinte. La vremea la care scriu, Patience Woolsworthy era o
fata draguta si avea ceea ce-ar fi putut s-o facd sa fie remarcata
si admiratd, dacd ar fi trdit undeva unde frumusetea atrage
admiratia, sau tdria de caracter este luatd in seamd. Dar in

Oxney Colne, la hotarele Dartmoorului, erau putini care s-o
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there were few to appreciate her, and it seemed as though she
herself had but little idea of carrying her talent further afield, so
that it might not remain for ever wrapped in a blanket.

She was a pretty girl, tall and slender, with dark eyes
and black hair. Her eyes were perhaps too round for regular
beauty, and her hair was perhaps too crisp; her mouth was
large and expressive; her nose was finely formed, though a
critic in female form might have declared it to be somewhat
broad. But her countenance altogether was wonderfully
attractive —if only it might be seen without that resolution for
dominion which occasionally marred it, though sometimes it
even added to her attractions.

It must be confessed on behalf of Patience Woolsworthy,
that the circumstances of her life had peremptorily called upon
her to exercise dominion. She had lost her mother when she
was sixteen, and had had neither brother nor sister. She had no
neighbours near her fit either from education or rank to
interfere in the conduct of her life, excepting always Miss Le
Smyrger. Miss Le Smyrger would have done anything for her,
including the whole management of her morals and of the
parsonage household, had Patience been content with such an
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aprecieze si pdrea cd ea insdsi nu prea se gandea sd-si poarte
calitdtile departe de casd, incat sa impiedice ca acestea sa
rdmana de-a pururi ascunse sub o patura.

Era o fatd drdgutd, tnalta si subtirica, cu ochii inchisi la
culoare si pdrul negru. Poate cd ochii erau prea rotunzi pentru
tipul de frumusete clasicd, iar parul prea carliontat; gura era
mare si expresivd; nasul era delicat, desi un critic al formelor
feminine ar fi putut sa-l considere un pic prea lat. Dar privitd in
ansamblu, avea o infdtisare nespus de atragatoare —doar daca
nu era luatd in calcul expresia aceea dominatoare, care uneori
fdcea nota discordantd, desi alteori chiar adduga un plus
farmecului sdu.

O madrturisire ar trebui facutd in numele lui Patience
Woolsworthy, si anume cd imprejurdrile din viata ei o
indemnaserd in mod categoric sd fie dominatoare. La varsta de
saisprezece ani isi pierduse mama si nu avea frati. In preajma ei
nu avea vecini care, din perspectiva educatiei sau a statutului,
sd poata interveni in parcursul vietii sale, cu exceptia aceleiasi
domnisoare Le Smyrger. Domnisoara Le Smyrger ar fi facut
orice pentru ea, inclusiv sd se ocupe cu totul de conduita ei
morald si de treburile gospoddresti din parohie, daca Patience
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arrangement. But much as Patience had ever loved Miss Le
Smyrger, she was not content with this, and therefore she had
been called on to put forth a strong hand of her own. She had
put forth this strong hand early, and hence had come the
character which I am attempting to describe. But I must say on
behalf of this girl that it was not only over others that she thus
exercised dominion. In acquiring that power she had also
acquired the much greater power of exercising rule over
herself.

But why should her father have been ignored in these
family arrangements? Perhaps it may almost suffice to say, that
of all living men her father was the man best conversant with
the antiquities of the county in which he lived. He was the
Jonathan Oldbuck of Devonshire, and especially of Dartmoor,
without that decision of character which enabled Oldbuck to
keep his womenkind in some kind of subjection, and probably
enabled him also to see that his weekly bills did not pass their
proper limits. Our Mr. Oldbuck, of Oxney Colne, was sadly
deficient in these. As a parish pastor with but a small cure, he
did his duty with sufficient energy to keep him, at any rate,
from reproach. He was kind and charitable to the poor,

%

.
Calé

8

ar fi fost multumitd cu un asemenea aranjament. Dar oricat de
mult ar fi indradgit-o pe domnisoara Le Smyrger, nu era
incantatd de aceastd idee si, prin urmare, a simtit nevoia sad-si
exercite ea insisi autoritatea. Isi manifestase aceastd autoritate
de mai mult timp si astfel s-a conturat personajul pe care incerc
sd-1 descriu. Dar trebuie sa spun, in numele acestei fete, cd nu ii
domina in felul acesta doar pe ceilalti. Pentru a ajunge la o
asemenea fortd, dobandise totodatd puterea si mai mare de a-si
exercita autoritatea chiar asupra ei.

Dar oare de ce tatdl ei nu trebuia sa fie implicat in aceste
chestiuni familiale? Poate cd e suficient sd spunem cd, dintre
toti barbatii in viatd, tatdl sdu era cel mai bine familiarizat cu
antichitdtile din comitatul in care trdia. Era acel Jonathan
Oldbuck?> din Devonshire, si mai ales din Dartmoor, dar fara
acea tdrie de caracter care-i ingdduia lui Oldbuck sa-si supuna
oarecum femeile si probabil ii permitea sd observe totodatd ca
facturile lui sdptdmanale nu treceau de limitele impuse de ele.
Din pécate, Oldbuck al nostru din Oxney Colne era nepriceput
in aceste privinte. Ca pastor de parohie cu putini enoriasi, isi
indeplinea sarcinile destul de energic incat, pentru orice
eventualitate, s& nu i1 se reproseze nimic. Era bland si
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punctual in his services, forbearing with the farmers around
him, mild with his brother clergymen, and indifferent to aught
that bishop or archdeacon might think or say of him. I do not
name this latter attribute as a virtue, but as a fact. But all these
points were as nothing in the known character of Mr.
Woolsworthy, of Oxney Colne. He was the antiquarian of
Dartmoor. That was his line of life. It was in that capacity that
he was known to the Devonshire world; it was as such that he
journeyed about with his humble  carpet-bag, staying away
from his parsonage a night or two at a time; it was in that
character that he received now and again stray visitors in the
single spare bedroom —not friends asked to see him and his girl
because of their friendship —but men who knew something as
to this buried stone, or that old land-mark. In all these things
his daughter let him have his own way, assisting and
encouraging him. That was his line of life, and therefore she
respected it. But in all other matters she chose to be paramount
at the parsonage.

Mr. Woolsworthy was a little man, who always wore,
except on Sundays, grey clothes —clothes of so light a grey that
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madrinimos cu saracii, riguros cu slujbele, indulgent cu fermierii
din preajma sa, blajin cu fratii din cler si aproape complet
indiferent la ce ar putea gandi sau spune despre el cutare
episcop sau arhidiacon. Nu mentionez aceasta ultima trasatura
ca pe o virtute, ci ca pe un fapt. Dar toate aceste aspecte nu
insemnau decat o parte din caracterul binecunoscut al dlui
din
Dartmoor. Acesta era stilul sau de viatd. Asa era cunoscut de

Woolsworthy, din Oxney Colne. El era anticarull®
citre lumea din Devonshire; si in aceastd calitate calatorea cu
geanta sa umild de voiaj, petrecand céate o noapte-doud departe
de parohia sa; in aceastd posturd, primea cateodatd oaspeti
doreau sa-l vada pe el ori pe fiica sa, in numele prieteniei care-i
lega—ci oameni care stiau cite ceva despre cutare lespede
ingropatd, sau cutare bitrana piatrd de hotar. In toate aceste
privinte, fiica sa il ldsa sa facd ce voia, ajutandu-l si
incurajandu-l. Acela era felul sdu de a trdi si, prin urmare, ea il
respecta. Dar in toate celelalte chestiuni, ea prefera sa exceleze
in parohie.

Dl. Woolsworthy era un bdrbat maruntel care purta
mereu, cu exceptia duminicilor, haine cenusii—de un cenusiu
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they would hardly have been regarded as clerical in a district
less remote. He had now reached a goodly age, being full
seventy years old; but still he was wiry and active, and shewed
but few symptoms of decay. His head was bald, and the few
remaining locks that surrounded it were nearly white. But there
was a look of energy about his mouth, and a humour in his
light grey eye, which forbade those who knew him to regard
him altogether as an old man. As it was, he could walk from
Oxney Colne to Priestown, fifteen long Devonshire miles across
the moor; and he who could do that could hardly be regarded
as too old for work.

But our present story will have more to do with his
daughter than with him. A pretty girl, | have said, was Patience
Woolsworthy; and one, too, in many ways remarkable. She had
taken her outlook into life, weighing the things which she had
and those which she had not, in a manner very unusual, and, as
a rule, not always desirable for a young lady. The things which
she had not were very many. She had not society; she had not a
fortune; she had not any assurance of future means of
livelihood; she had not high hope of procuring for herself a
position in life by marriage; she had not that excitement and
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atat de deschis incat cu greu ar fi fost socotite haine de cleric
intr-o eparhie mai putin izolatd. Ajunsese acum la o varsta
onorabild, avand chiar saptezeci de ani; dar era incd vanjos si
energic, dand doar putine semne de imbatranire. Era chel si
putinele suvite de pdr care-i inconjurau capul erau aproape
albe. Dar gura sa avea o expresie energicd, iar ochii sdi gri
deschis emanau buna dispozitie, ceea ce-i impiedica pe
cunoscutii sdi sa-1 priveascd doar ca pe un batran. Ca atare,
putea sd meargd de la Oxney Colne la Priestown, parcurgand
cincisprezece mile!” bune prin Devonshire, peste mlasting; si
facand asta, nu putea fi considerat prea batran pentru munca.
Dar povestea noastrd de acum se va concentra mai mult
asupra fiicei decat asupra lui. Cum am mai spus, Patience
Woolsworthy era o fatd drdagutd si, in multe privinte,
remarcabild. Isi formase propria perspectivd asupra vietii,
punand in cumpdna lucrurile pe care le avea si cele pe care nu
le avea, intr-o manierd foarte neobisnuitd si, de reguld, nu
intotdeauna potrivitd pentru o tadndrd. Lucrurile care-i lipseau
erau numeroase. Nu avea companie, nu avea avere, nu avea
nicio garantie cd va putea sa se iIntretina in viitor, nu avea

sperante prea mari cd va dobandi un statut in viata prin
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pleasure in life which she read of in such books as found their
way down to Oxney Colne Parsonage. It would be easy to add
to the list of the things which she had not; and this list against
herself she made out with the utmost vigour. The things which
she had, or those rather which she assured herself of having,
were much more easily counted. She had the birth and
education of a lady, the strength of a healthy woman, and a will
of her own. Such was the list as she made it out for herself, and
I protest that I assert no more than the truth in saying that she
never added to it either beauty, wit, or talent.

I began these descriptions by saying that Oxney Colne
would, of all places, be the best spot from which a tourist could
visit those parts of Devonshire, but for the fact that he could
obtain there none of the accommodation which tourists require.
A brother antiquarian might, perhaps, in those days have done
so, seeing that there was, as I have said, a spare bedroom at the
parsonage. Any intimate friend of Miss Le Smyrger's might be
as fortunate, for she was also so provided at Oxney Combe, by
which name her house was known. But Miss Le Smyrger was
not given to extensive hospitality, and it was only to those who
were bound to her, either by ties of blood or of very old
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casdtorie, nu avea acel entuziasm si pldcere de a trdi despre care
citea in cartile care ajungeau pana la parohia din Oxney Colne.
Ar fi usor de addugat la listd lucrurile care-i lipseau. lar aceasta
listd, intoarsa impotriva ei, si-o intocmea in cel mai energic mod
cu putintd. Ceea ce avea, sau ceea ce era convinsa cd are, era
mult mai usor de luat in calcul. Avea originile si educatia unei
doamne, forta unei femei viguroase si o vointd de fier. Cam asa
ardta lista pe care si-o fdcea pentru sine si declar solemn,
spundnd numai adevdrul, ca niciodatd nu a adaugat la ea
frumusetea, intelepciunea sau talentul.

Am inceput aceastd relatare spundnd cd, dintre toate
locurile, Oxney Colne ar fi cel mai bun punct de unde un turist
ar putea vizita acele parti ale Devoshire, dacd nu i-ar fi
imposibil sa obtind gazduire acolo, dupa cum cer caldtorii. Un
frate anticar ar fi putut, probabil, sd facd asta in acele zile,
vazand ca acolo se gasea, dupd cum am mai spus, un dormitor
liber la parohie. Orice prieten apropiat de-al domnisoarei Le
Smyrger ar putea sd aibd de asemenea noroc, cici si ea
dispunea de cele necesare in Oxney Combe, asa cum era numita
casa ei. Dar domnisoarei Le Smyrger nu-i stdtea in fire sa fie
prea ospitalierd si le deschidea bucuroasa usa numai celor cu
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friendship, that she delighted to open her doors. As her old
friends were very few in number, as those few lived at a
distance, and as her nearest relations were higher in the world
than she was, and were said by herself to look down upon her,
the visits made to Oxney Combe were few and far between.

But now, at the period of which I am writing, such a visit
was about to be made. Miss Le Smyrger had a younger sister
who had inherited a property in the parish of Oxney Colne
equal to that of the lady who lived there; but this the younger
sister had inherited beauty also, and she therefore, in early life,
had found sundry lovers, one of whom became her husband.
She had married a man even then well to do in the world, but
now rich and almost mighty; a Member of Parliament, a lord of
this and that board, a man who had a house in Eaton Square,
and a park in the north of England; and in this way her course
of life had been very much divided from that of our Miss Le
Smyrger. But the Lord of the Government Board had been
blessed with various children; and perhaps it was now thought
expedient to look after Aunt Penelope's Devonshire acres. Aunt
Penelope was empowered to leave them to whom she pleased;
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care avea fie legaturi de sange, fie legdturi vechi de prietenie.
Dat fiind cd vechii sdi prieteni erau foarte putini la numar si
acestia traiau departe, iar rudele sale cele mai apropiate erau
mai bine pozitionate in societate decat ea si, dupa spusele sale,
o priveau de sus, vizitele la Oxney Combe erau putine si foarte
rare.

Insi acum, la vremea la care scriu, chiar urma si aiba loc
o asemenea vizitd. Domnisoara Le Smyrger avea o sora mai
micd, mostenitoare a unei proprietdti in parohia din Oxney
Colne echivalenta cu aceea detinutd de doamna care traia acolo.
Dar aceastd sord mai mica mostenise si frumusete si, prin
urmare, avusese diferiti pretendenti in tinerete, dintre care unul
i-a devenit sot. Se maritase cu un barbat care o ducea bine chiar
si la vremea aceea, dar care acum era bogat si aproape puternic:
un membru al Parlamentului, un lord in cutare si cutare
consiliu, un bdrbat care avea o casd in Eaton Square!8 si un parc
in nordul Angliei. Si astfel, viata ei luase o turnurd foarte
diferitd de cea a domnisoarei noastre Le Smyrger. Dar lordul
Consiliului Guvernamental fusese binecuvantat cu multi copii
si poate cd acum era avantajos sd se ingrijeascd de acrii de
pamant ai matusii Penelope din Devonshire. Mdtusa Penelope
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and though it was thought in Eaton Square that she must, as a
matter of course, leave them to one of the family, nevertheless a
little cousinly intercourse might make the thing more certain. I
will not say that this was the sole cause of such a visit, but in
these days a visit was to be made by Captain Broughton to his
aunt. Now Captain John Broughton was the second son of
Alfonso Broughton, of Clapham Park and Eaton Square,
Member of Parliament, and Lord of the aforesaid Government
Board.

“And what do you mean to do with him?” Patience
Woolsworthy asked of Miss Le Smyrger when that lady walked
over from the Combe to say that her nephew John was to arrive
on the following morning.

“Do with him? Why, I shall bring him over here to talk
to your father.”

“He'll be too fashionable for that; and papa won't
trouble his head about him if he finds that he doesn't care for
Dartmoor.”

“Then he may fall in love with you, my dear.”

“Well, yes; there's that resource at any rate, and for your
sake I dare say I should be more civil to him than papa. But
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avea dreptul sa-i lase cui dorea ea si, desi in Eaton Square se
credea cad trebuie, cum e si firesc, sd-i lase unui membru al
familiei, totusi o mica interventie ca intre veri ar fi putut sa faca
lucrurile mai sigure. Nu voi spune cd era unicul motiv al unei
astfel de vizite, dar zilele acestea cdpitanul Broughton urma sa
vina la médtusa lui. Cat despre cdpitanul John Broughton, acesta
era cel de-al doilea fiu al lui Alfonso Broughton, din Clapham
Park!® si Eaton Square, membru al Parlamentului si lord in
Consiliul Guvernamental mentionat anterior.

- Si ce ai de gand sd faci cu el? o intrebd Patience
Woolsworthy pe domnisoara Le Smyrger cand aceasta venea
din Combe ca sd-i spuna cd nepotul ei John urma sd soseascd a
doua zi de dimineata.

- Sd fac cu el? Cum, o sa-1 aduc pe aici sd stea de vorba cu
tatal tau.

- Va fi prea rafinat pentru asta, iar tata nu-si va bate
capul cu el daca afld cd nu este interesat de Dartmoor.

- Atunci poate cd se va-ndragosti de tine, draga mea.
- Ei, da; in orice caz, existd aceastd posibilitate si de
dragul tau indrdznesc sd spun cd o sd fiu mai amabild cu el
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he'll soon get tired of making love to me, and what you'll do
then I cannot imagine.”

That Miss Woolsworthy felt no interest in the coming of
the Captain I will not pretend to say. The advent of any
stranger with whom she would be called on to associate must
be matter of interest to her in that secluded place; and she was
not so absolutely unlike other young ladies that the arrival of
an unmarried young man would be the same to her as the
advent of some patriarchal paterfamilias. In taking that outlook
into life of which I have spoken, she had never said to herself
that she despised those things from which other girls received
the excitement, the joys, and the disappointment of their lives.
She had simply given herself to understand that very little of
such things would come her way, and that it behoved her to
live—to live happily if such might be possible—without
experiencing the need of them. She had heard, when there was
no thought of any such visit to Oxney Colne, that John
Broughton was a handsome, clever man—one who thought
much of himself, and was thought much of by others—that
there had been some talk of his marrying a great heiress, which
marriage, however, had not taken place through unwillingness
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decat tata. Dar curand se va plictisi sa-mi tot faca curte si nu pot
sd-mi dau seama ce vei face atunci.

Nu pretind sa spun ca domnisoara Woolsworthy era
complet indiferentd la sosirea cdpitanului. Venirea oricarui
strdin cu care ar fi fost nevoitd sa se intretind trebuia sa fie o
chestiune care sa-i starneascd interesul in acel loc izolat; iar ea
nu se deosebea atat de mult de celelalte fete, incat sosirea unui
tdndr necdsdtorit sda i pard la fel ca venirea unui venerabil
paterfamilias®. Adoptand acea perspectivd asupra vietii, pe
care am amintit-o, nu-si spusese niciodata ca dispretuia acele
lucruri care pentru alte fete erau sursd de entuziasm, bucurii si
dezamagiri in vietile lor. Pur si simplu, isi impusese sd
inteleaga ca foarte putine asemenea lucruri aveau sa-i iasa in
cale si cd era de datoria ei sa traiasca —sa trdiasca fericita daca
acest lucru era cu putintd —fara sa le duca dorul. Auzise, pe
vremea cand nimeni nu se gandea la o asemenea vizitd in
Oxney Colne, cd John Broughton era un tandr chipes si
inteligent—unul care avea o pdrere foarte bund despre sine si
despre care si ceilalti gandeau numai lucruri bune—, ca
avuseserd loc anumite discutii cu privire la cdsdtoria lui cu o
mostenitoare importantd, cdsatorie care oricum nu avusese loc
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on his part, and that he was on the whole a man of more mark
in the world than the ordinary captain of ordinary regiments.

Captain Broughton came to Oxney Combe, stayed there
a fortnight —the intended period for his projected visit having
been fixed at three or four days,—and then went his way. He
went his way back to his London haunts, the time of the year
then being the close of the Easter holidays; but as he did so he
told his aunt that he should assuredly return to her in the
autumn.

“And assuredly I shall be happy to see you, John—if
you come with a certain purpose. If you have no such purpose,
you had better remain away.”

“I shall assuredly come,” the Captain had replied, and
then he had gone on his journey.

The summer passed rapidly by, and very little was said
between Miss Le Smyrger and Miss Woolsworthy about
Captain Broughton. In many respects —nay, I may say, as to all
ordinary matters, no two women could well be more intimate
with each other than they were, —and more than that, they had
the courage each to talk to the other with absolute truth as to
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din cauza impotrivirii sale si cd in general era un barbat care se
facea mult mai bine remarcat in societate decat cdpitanii banali
de la regimentele obisnuite.

Cdpitanul Broughton a venit in Oxney Combe, a stat
acolo doud sdptamani—perioada estimata pentru vizita sa
planificata fiind de trei sau patru zile—, dupa care a plecat. S-a
dus inapoi in locurile din Londra pe care le frecventa adesea,
fiind atunci tocmai perioada de sfarsit a sarbatorilor de Pasti.
Dar inainte de a face asta, i-a spus matusii sale cd se va intoarce
negresit la ea in toamna.

- Si negresit voi fi bucuroasa sa te revad, John —daca vii cu
anumite intentii. Dacd nu ai nicio astfel de intentie, mai bine sa
nu Vvii.

- Voi veni cu siguranta, ii rdspunsese capitanul, dupa
care pornise in caldtoria sa.

Vara a trecut repede, iar domnisoara Le Smyrger si
domnisoara Woolsworthy n-au vorbit foarte multe despre
capitanul Broughton. In multe privinte —adicd vreau sd spun, in
toate chestiunile obisnuite —, nu se gaseau doud femei mai bune
confidente decat erau ele; si, mai mult decat atat, aveau curajul
sd-si vorbeascd una alteia cu o sinceritate absolutd despre
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things concerning themselves —a courage in which dear friends
often fail. But nevertheless, very little was said between them
about Captain John Broughton. All that was said may be here
repeated.

“John says that he shall return here in August,” Miss Le
Smyrger said as Patience was sitting with her in the parlour at
Oxney Combe, on the morning after that gentleman's
departure.

“He told me so himself,” said Patience; and as she spoke
her round dark eyes assumed a look of more than ordinary self-
will. If Miss Le Smyrger had intended to carry the conversation
any further, she changed her mind as she looked at her
companion. Then, as I said, the summer ran by, and towards
the close of the warm days of July, Miss Le Smyrger, sitting in
the same chair in the same room, again took up the
conversation.

“I got a letter from John this morning. He says that he
shall be here on the third.”

“Does he?”

“He is very punctual to the time he named.”

“Yes; I fancy that he is a punctual man,” said Patience.

Q

16

lucrurile care le priveau pe amandoud, curaj pe care prieteni
dragi adesea nu il au. Cu toate acestea, nu si-au spus foarte
multe despre cdpitanul John Broughton. Tot ce si-au spus poate
fi reprodus aici.

- John spune ca se va intoarce aici in august, zise
domnisoara Le Smyrger, in timp ce Patience sedea alaturi de ea
in salonasul din Oxney Combe, in dimineata dupa plecarea
tandrului domn.

- Mi-a zis si mie asta chiar el, spuse Patience; iar cand
vorbea, ochii sdi rotunzi si intunecati capatau o expresie de
incapatanare mai mult decat obisnuitd. Dacd domnisoara Le
Smyrger avusese intentia sd continue conversatia, aceasta se
razgandi cand se uitd la tovardsa ei. Apoi, cum am mai zis, vara
trecu in goand si, spre sfarsitul zilelor calde de iulie,
domnisoara Le Smyrger, sezand pe acelasi scaun in aceeasi
incdpere, relua conversatia.

- Am primit o scrisoare de la John in dimineata asta. Zice
cd va fi aici pe data de trei.

- Serios?

- Este foarte punctual cu privire la data mentionata.

- Da, imi inchipui cd e un om punctual, spuse Patience.
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“I hope that you will be glad to see him,” said Miss Le
Smyrger.

“Very glad to see him,” said Patience, with a bold clear
voice; and then the conversation was again dropped, and
nothing further was said till after Captain Broughton's second
arrival in the parish.

Four months had then passed since his departure, and
during that time Miss Woolsworthy had performed all her
usual daily duties in their accustomed course. No one could
discover that she had been less careful in her household
matters than had been her wont, less willing to go among her
poor neighbours, or less assiduous in her attentions to her
father. But not the less was there a feeling in the minds of those
around her that some great change had come upon her. She
would sit during the long summer evenings on a certain spot
outside the parsonage orchard, at the top of a small sloping
field in which their solitary cow was always pastured, with a
book on her knees before her, but rarely reading. There she
would sit, with the beautiful view down to the winding river
below her, watching the setting sun, and thinking, thinking,
thinking —thinking of something of which she had never
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- Sper cd te vei bucura sd-1 vezi, zise domnisoara Le
Smyrger.

- Voi fi foarte bucuroasd, spuse Patience cu o voce clarad
si apdsatd. Apoi renuntard din nou la conversatie si nu-si mai
spuserd nimic decat dupa a doua vizita a cdpitanului
Broughton in parohie.

Trecusera patru luni de la plecarea lui, iar in acel timp
domnisoara Woolsworthy isi indeplinise toate sarcinile sale
zilnice in mod obisnuit. Nimeni nu putea sa observe ca fusese
mai neglijentd cu treburile casnice decat ii fusese obiceiul, mai
putin dornica sa treacd pe la vecinii sdi sdraci sau cd-i acorda
mai putind atentie tatdlui sdu. Cu toatea acestea, in mintile celor
apropiati exista sentimentul cd o mare schimbare survenise in
viata ei. Aceasta obisnuia sa-si petreaca serile lungi de vara intr-
un loc anume, dincolo de livada parohiei, in varful unei mici
coline unde intotdeauna pdstea singura lor vaca. Tinea o carte
pe genunchi, dar rareori citea. Stitea acolo, in peisajul acela
minunat cu raul care serpuia in vale, privind apusul de soare si
gandindu-se, gandindu-se, gandindu-se —gandindu-se la ceva
despre care nu vorbise niciodatd. Adeseori, domnisoara Le
Smyrger se ducea dupd ea acolo si uneori trecea pe langa ea
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spoken. Often would Miss Le Smyrger come upon her there,
and sometimes would pass by her even without a word; but
never —never once did she dare to ask her of the matter of her
thoughts. But she knew the matter well enough. No confession
was necessary to inform her that Patience Woolsworthy was in
love with John Broughton—ay, in love, to the full and entire
loss of her whole heart.

On one evening she was so sitting till the July sun had
fallen and hidden himself for the night, when her father came
upon her as he returned from one of his rambles on the moor.

“Patty,” he said, “you are always sitting there now. Is it
not late? Will you not be cold?”

“No papa,” she said, “I shall not be cold.”

“But won't you come to the house? I miss you when you
come in so late that there's no time to say a word before we go
to bed.”

She got up and followed him into the parsonage, and
when they were in the sitting-room together, and the door was
closed, she came up to him and kissed him.

“Papa,” she said, “would it make you very unhappy if 1
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fird nici un cuvant; insd niciodati —nici mdacar odatd nu a
indrdznit s-o intrebe la ce se gandea. Dar stia foarte bine ce
anume o framanta. Nu era nevoie de nicio confesiune ca sa-si
dea seama ca Patience Woolsworthy era indrdgostitd de John
Broughton —vai, indrdgostitd pana peste cap.

Intr-una din seri, sedea astfel pana cand soarele de iulie
asfintise si se ascunsese, ingaduind noptii sa se astearnd, cand
tatal ei a venit la ea, dupa una din plimbadrile sale prin tinutul
mlastinos.

- Patty, ii zise el, acum stai mereu acolo. Nu e tarziu? N-o
sa-ti fie frig?

- Nu, tatd, 1i raspunse ea. N-o sa-mi fie frig.

- Dar nu vrei sa vii acasa? Mi-e dor de tine cand vii asa
de tarziu, caci nu mai am timp sa-ti vorbesc inainte de culcare.

Se ridicd si-1 urmad in casa parohiald, iar cand ajunsera in
camera de zi si usa fu inchisd, se duse si isi sdaruta pdrintele.

- Tatd, spuse ea, ai fi foarte nefericit daca ar trebui sa te
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were to leave you?”
“Leave me!” he said, startled by the serious and almost
solemn tone of her voice. “Do you mean for always?”

“If I were to marry, papa?”

“Oh, marry! No; that would not make me unhappy. It
would make me very happy, Patty, to see you married to a man
you would love —very, very happy; though my days would be
desolate without you.”

“That is it, papa. What would you do if I went from
you?”

“What would it matter, Patty? I should be free, at any
rate, from a load which often presses heavy on me now. What
will you do when I shall leave you? A few more years and all
will be over with me. But who is it, love? Has anybody said
anything to you?”

“It was only an idea, papa. I don't often think of such a
thing; but I did think of it then.” And so the subject was
allowed to pass by. This had happened before the day of the
second arrival had been absolutely fixed and made known to
Miss Woolsworthy.
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pardsesc?

- 54 ma parasesti? zise el, tresdrind la auzul tonului
serios si aproape solemn din vocea ei. Vrei sd spui pentru
totdeauna?

- Dacd ar fi s4 ma marit, tata?

- O, sd te mariti... Nu, asta nu m-ar face nefericit. Patty,
daca te-as vedea maritatd cu un barbat pe care-l iubesti, asta m-
ar face foarte, foarte fericit, desi zilele mele ar fi pustii fara tine.

- Asta vreau sa spun, tata. Ce te-ai face dacd as pleca de
la tine?

- Ce-ar mai conta, Patty? Se presupune c4 as fi eliberat, in
tot cazul, de o povard care atdrnd prea greu acum pe umerii
mei. Tu ce vei face cand te voi pdrdsi? Peste cativa ani se va
termina cu mine. Dar de cine esti indragostita? Ti-a fdcut cineva
vreo propunere?

- Era doar o idee, tatd. Nu méa gandesc prea des la un
asemenea lucru; dar m-am gandit atunci. Si astfel ocolira
subiectul. Acest lucru se intamplase cu o zi inainte ca cea de-a
doua vizitd sd fie fixatd si adusd la cunostinta domnisoarei
Woolsworthy.
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And then that second arrival took place. The reader may
have understood from the words with which Miss Le Smyrger
authorized her nephew to make his second visit to Oxney
Combe that Miss Woolsworthy's passion was not altogether
unauthorised. Captain Broughton had been told that he was
not to come unless he came with a certain purpose; and having
been so told, he still persisted in coming. There can be no doubt
but that he well understood the purport to which his aunt
alluded.

“I shall assuredly come,” he had said. And true to his
word, he was now there.

Patience knew exactly the hour at which he must arrive
at the station at Newton Abbot, and the time also which it
would take to travel over those twelve uphill miles from the
station to Oxney. It need hardly be said that she paid no visit to
Miss Le Smyrger's house on that afternoon; but she might have
known something of Captain Broughton's approach without
going thither. His road to the Combe passed by the parsonage-
gate, and had Patience sat even at her bedroom window she
must have seen him. But on such a morning she would not sit
at her bedroom window —she would do nothing which would
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Apoi avu loc intr-adevar cea de-a doua vizitd. Cititorul
poate ca a inteles, din cuvintele cu care domnisoara Le Smyrger
i-a permis nepotului sdu sd intreprinda cea de-a doua vizita in
Oxney Combe, cd pasiunea domnisoarei Woolsworthy nu era
tocmai nepermisd. Capitanului Broughton i se spusese sa nu
vind dacd nu avea anumite intentii mai serioase. Si, desi stia
asta, tot a insistat sa vind. Nu incape indoiald ca acesta a inteles

prea bine la ce anume facuse aluzie matusa sa.

- Voi veni negresit, spusese el. Si respectandu-si
promisiunea, era acum acolo.

Patinece stia exact ora la care trebuia sd soseascd la gara
din Newton Abbot?!, dar si cat timp avea sd-i ia sd parcurga
acele doudsprezece mile deluroase de la gara pana-n Oxney.
Poate cd nu e nevoie sd spunem cd in dupa-amiaza aceea nu i-a
facut nicio vizitd acasd domnisoarei Le Smyrger. Dar probabil
cd a stiut cate ceva despre venirea cdpitanului Broughton fara
sd meargd acolo. Drumul sdu spre Combe trecea pe langa
poarta parohiei si, chiar dacd Patience ar fi stat la fereastra
dormitorului ei, era imposibil sd nu-l vadda. Dar in acea
dimineatd ea nu avea sd stea la fereastra dormitorului sau, nu
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force her to accuse herself of a restless longing for her lover's
coming. It was for him to seek her. If he chose to do so, he knew
the way to the parsonage.

Miss Le Smyrger—good, dear, honest, hearty Miss Le
Smyrger, was in a fever of anxiety on behalf of her friend. It
was not that she wished her nephew to marry Patience—or
rather that she had entertained any such wish when he first
came among them. She was not given to match-making, and
moreover thought, or had thought within herself, that they of
Oxney Colne could do very well without any admixture from
Eaton Square. Her plan of life had been that, when old Mr.
Woolsworthy was taken away from Dartmoor, Patience should
live with her; and that when she also shuffled off her coil, then
Patience Woolsworthy should be the maiden mistress of Oxney
Combe —of Oxney Combe and of Mr. Cloysey's farm —to the
utter detriment of all the Broughtons. Such had been her plan
before nephew John had come among them —a plan not to be
spoken of till the coming of that dark day which should make
Patience an orphan. But now her nephew had been there, and
all was to be altered. Miss Le Smyrger's plan would have
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avea sd facd nimic care sd o indemne sd aibd mustrdri de
congstiintd pentru cd se topea de dorul admiratorului ei. Era de
datoria lui s-o caute. Daca avea de gand sd facd asta, stia
drumul pana la parohie.

Domnisoara Le Smyrger —buna, draga, cinstita, inimoasa
domnisoard Le Smyrger, era in febra asteptdrii in numele
prietenei sale. Si nu pentru ca dorea neaparat ca nepotul ei sd se
insoare cu Patience ori pentru cd nutrise o asemenea speranta
cand acesta venise pentru prima data la ei. Nu se pricepea prea
bine la petit si se gdndea mai degrabd, sau se gandise, ca cei din
Oxney Colne se puteau descurca foarte bine si fdra vreo
interventie din Eaton Square. Planul ei in viata fusese ca, atunci
cand batranul domn Woolsworthy va pdrasi Dartmoorul pentru
totdeauna, Patience si trdiascad alaturi de ea, iar cand si firul
vietii ei se va rupe, Patience Woolsworthy sa fie domnisoara
stapand peste Oxney Combe—peste Oxney Combe si ferma
domnului Cloysey —in detrimentul tuturor membrilor familiei
Broughton. Acesta fusese planul ei inainte ca nepotul John sa-i
viziteze — plan despre care nu trebuia sd vorbeascad pana-n ziua
cea intunecatd in care Patience avea sd ramana orfand. Dar

acum nepotul ei fusese acolo si totul avea sd se schimbe. Planul
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provided a companion for her old age; but that had not been
her chief object. She had thought more of Patience than of
herself, and now it seemed that a prospect of a higher
happiness was opening for her friend.

“John,” she said, as soon as the first greetings were over,
“do you remember the last words that I said to you before you
went away?” Now, for myself, | much admire Miss Le
Smyrger's heartiness, but I do not think much of her discretion.
It would have been better, perhaps, had she allowed things to
take their course.

“I can't say that I do,” said the Captain. At the same
time the Captain did remember very well what those last
words had been.

“I am so glad to see you, so delighted to see you, if —
if—if—,” and then she paused, for with all her courage she
hardly dared to ask her nephew whether he had come there
with the express purpose of asking Miss Woolsworthy to marry
him.

To tell the truth —for there is no room for mystery within
the limits of this short story, —to tell, I say, at a word the plain
and simple truth, Captain Broughton had already asked that
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domnisoarei Le Smyrger ar fi fost ca cineva sa-i tind de urat la
batranete, dar acela nu fusese principalul ei obiectiv. Se gandise
mai mult la Patience decat la sine si acum parea ca perspectiva
unei fericiri mai mari se intrezdrea pentru prietena ei.

- John, spuse ea, de indata ce se salutara, iti amintesti ce
ti-am spus ultima datd inainte sa pleci? Acum, fie vorba intre
noi, fi admir foarte mult exuberanta domnisoarei Le Smyrger,
dar nu cred prea mult in discretia ei. Poate ar fi fost mai bine sa
lase lucrurile sa meargd de la sine.

- N-as putea si spun ci da, rdspunse capitanul. In acelasi
timp, cdpitanul isi amintea foarte bine care fusesera ultimele ei
cuvinte.

- Sunt foarte bucuroasd si te vad, foarte incantats,
dacd —dacd —daca —, iar atunci se opri cdci, oricat de curajoasa
era, nu prea indraznea sd-si intrebe nepotul daca venise acolo
cu scopul explicit de a o cere in cdsitorie pe domnisoara
Woolsworthy.

Drept sa spun—cdci nu incape misterul in aceastd
povestire—, sd spun asadar, fard a mai lungi vorba, purul
adevdr, capitanul Broughton ii adresase deja acea intrebare. Cu
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question. On the day before he left Oxney Colne he had in set
terms proposed to the parson's daughter, and indeed the
words, the hot and frequent words, which previously to that
had fallen like sweetest honey into the ears of Patience
Woolsworthy, had made it imperative on him to do so. When a
man in such a place as that has talked to a girl of love day after
day, must not he talk of it to some definite purpose on the day
on which he leaves her? Or if he do not, must he not submit to
be regarded as false, selfish, and almost fraudulent? Captain
Broughton, however, had asked the question honestly and
truly. He had done so honestly and truly, but in words, or,
perhaps, simply with a tone, that had hardly sufficed to satisfy
the proud spirit of the girl he loved. She by that time had
confessed to herself that she loved him with all her heart; but
she had made no such confession to him. To him she had
spoken no word, granted no favour, that any lover might
rightfully regard as a token of love returned. She had listened
to him as he spoke, and bade him keep such sayings for the
drawing-rooms of his fashionable friends. Then he had spoken
out and had asked for that hand, —not, perhaps, as a suitor
tremulous with hope, —but as a rich man who knows that he
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o zi inainte sd plece din Oxney Colne, ii propusese hotarat fiicei
pastorului sd se marite cu el si intr-adevar cuvintele, fierbinti si
nenumadrate, care inainte de asta 1i paruserd dulci ca mierea lui
Patience Woolsworhty, ii impusesera sa procedeze astfel. Cand
un barbat aflat intr-un loc ca acela ii vorbeste unei fete zi de zi
despre dragoste, nu e cumva nevoit sa-si exprime intentiile mai
serioase in ziua in care pleacd? lar in caz contrar, n-ar trebui sa
indure sd fie privit ca un prefdcut, un egoist si aproape un
farsor? Si totusi cdpitanul Broughton ii adresase intrebarea in
modul cel mai sincer. Facuse asta cu sinceritate, dar folosise
niste cuvinte sau pur si simplu un ton al vocii care nu prea
reusiserd sa induplece spiritul mandru al fetei pe care o iubea.
Pana in acel moment, ea isi spusese cd il iubea din toata inima,
numai cd lui nu-i facuse nicio madrturisire in acest sens. Nu-i
zisese nimic si nu-i facuse nicio favoare pe care orice indragostit
putea s-o considere, pe drept cuvant, o dovada de afectiune
reciproca. 1l ascultase in timp ce acesta vorbea si-1 rugase s
pdstreze asemenea vorbe pentru saloanele distinsilor sdi amici.
Apoi el ii vorbise deslusit si-i ceruse ména—poate nu ca un
pretendent tremurand de sperantd, ci ca un barbat bogat care
stie cd poate sda cumpere orice doreste.
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can command that which he desires to purchase.

“You should think more of this,” she had said to him at
last. “If you would really have me for your wife, it will not be
much to you to return here again when time for thinking of it
shall have passed by.”

With these words she had dismissed him, and now he
had again come back to Oxney Colne. But still she would not
place herself at the window to look for him, nor dress herself in
other than her simple morning country dress, nor omit one
item of her daily work. If he wished to take her at all, he should
wish to take her as she really was, in her plain country life, but
he should take her also with full observance of all those
privileges which maidens are allowed to claim from their
lovers. He should contract no ceremonious observance because
she was the daughter of a poor country parson who would
come to him without a shilling, whereas he stood high in the
world's books. He had asked her to give him all that she had,
and that all she was ready to give, without stint. But the gift
must be valued before it could be given or received. He also
was to give her as much, and she would accept it as beyond all
price. But she would not allow that that which was offered to
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- Ar trebui sa te gandesti mai bine la asta, i spusese ea in
cele din urmd. Daca intr-adevar ai dori sd-ti fiu sotie, nu ar
trebui sd-ti fie prea greu sa revii aici dupd ce va trece timpul de
gandire.

Cu aceste cuvinte il indepdrtase, iar acum el se intorsese
in Oxney Colne. Cu toate acestea, ea nu avea de gand sd stea la
fereastra in asteptarea lui, nici sd se imbrace altfel decat in
rochia ei simpla si rusticd de dimineatd??, nici sd neglijeze
vreuna din indatoririle ei zilnice. Daca chiar dorea sd se insoare
cu ea, trebuia sa o accepte asa cum era, cu viata ei simpld de la
tard, dar trebuia sd o accepte totodatd si tindnd cont de toate
acele privilegii pe care domnisoarele sunt indreptdtite sa le
ceard de la pretendentii lor. Nu trebuia sa-si reducad din maniere
doar pentru ca ea era fiica unui biet preot de tard, care urma sa
intre in cdsnicie fara nici un siling??, in timp ce el avea un nume
in societate. El ii ceruse sd-i dea tot ce avea, iar ea era gata sa-i
dea, fira limite. Ins& darul trebuia si fie apreciat inainte de a
putea fi oferit sau primit. Si el se presupunea cd trebuia sd-i dea
tot atat de mult, iar ea avea sd accepte asta ca pe un lucru
nepretuit. Dar ea nu ingdduia ca ceea ce i se oferea sa fie socotit
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her was in any degree the more precious because of his
outward worldly standing.

She would not pretend to herself that she thought he
would come to her that day, and therefore she busied herself in
the kitchen and about the house, giving directions to her two
maids as though the afternoon would pass as all other days did
pass in that household. They usually dined at four, and she
rarely in these summer months went far from the house before
that hour. At four precisely she sat down with her father, and
then said that she was going up as far as Helpholme after
dinner. Helpholme was a solitary farmhouse in another parish,
on the border of the moor, and Mr. Woolsworthy asked her
whether he should accompany her.

“Do, papa,” she said, “if you are not too tired.” And yet
she had thought how probable it might be that she should meet
John Broughton on her walk. And so it was arranged; but just
as dinner was over, Mr. Woolsworthy remembered himself.

“Gracious me,” he said, “how my memory is going.

Gribbles, from Ivybridge, and old John Poulter, from Bovey, are
coming to meet here by appointment. You can't put Helpholme
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mai de pret datoritd pozitiei lui remarcabile in societate.

Nu indrdznea sd spere cd va veni la ea in acea zi, asa ca-
si facu de lucru prin bucatdrie si pe langa casd, dand dispozitii
celor doud servitoare, ca si cum dupd-amiaza avea sd treacd la
fel cum trecuserd toate celelalte zile in gospodadrie. De obicei,
serveau cina la ora patru, iar in acele luni de vard rareori pleca
departe de casd inainte de ora aceea. La patru fix, se aseza sa
madnance impreund cu tatdl ei, iar dupd masa spuse cd vrea sa
urce pand la Helpholme. Hehpholme era o casd de fermier
solitara dintr-o alta parohie, la marginile tinutului mlastinos, iar

domnul Woolsworthy o intreba daca poate s-o insoteasca.

- Bineinteles, tatd, spuse ea, dacd nu esti prea obosit. Si
totusi se gandise cat de mare era probabilitatea sa-1 intalneasca
pe John Broughton in drumul ei. Asa cd lucrurile furd aranjate.
Dar chiar dupd terminarea cinei domnul Woolsworthy isi
aminti:

- Dumnezeule mare! zise el, ce-am mai inceput sa uit!
Am promis cd mad intalnesc aici cu Gribbles, din Ivybridge?* si
batranul John Poulter, din Bovey?. Nu poti sa amani plimbarea
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off till to-morrow?”

Patience, however, never put off anything, and therefore
at six o'clock, when her father had finished his slender
modicum of toddy, she tied on her hat and went on her walk.
She started with a quick step, and left no word to say by which
route she would go. As she passed up along the little lane
which led towards Oxney Combe, she would not even look to
see if he was coming towards her; and when she left the road,
passing over a stone stile into a little path which ran first
through the upland fields, and then across the moor ground
towards Helpholme, she did not look back once, or listen for
his coming step.

She paid her visit, remaining upwards of an hour with
the old bedridden mother of the tenant of Helpholme.

“God bless you, my darling!” said the old lady as she left
her; “and send you some one to make your own path bright
and happy through the world.” These words were still ringing
in her ears with all their significance as she saw John Broughton
waiting for her at the first stile which she had to pass after
leaving the farmer's haggard.
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la Helpholme pand maine?

Cu toate acestea, Patience nu aména niciodatd nimic si,
prin urmare, la ora sase, dupd ce tatdl ei terminase micul sau
rachiu cu apa?, isi legd palaria si porni la plimbare. Plecd cu
pas grabit, fara sa lase vorba pe care drum o va lua. Dupa ce sui
de-a lungul ulicioarei care ducea la Oxney Combe, nici mdcar
nu se uitd sa vada daca tandrul venea spre ea. lar dupa ce pdrasi
drumul, trecind peste un parleaz de piatrd?” si intrand pe o
potecd micd ce suia mai intai printre dealurile inalte, iar apoi
de-a lungul zonei mldstnioase spre Helpholme, nu se uita
inapoi nici mdcar odatd si nu-i auzi pasii cand se apropie de ea.

Patience isi onora vizita, ramanand mai bine de o ord cu
batrana mama a arendasului din Helpholme, care era tintuita la
pat.

- Dumnezeu sd te binecuvanteze, draga mea! ii spuse
batrana doamnad la plecare. Si sa-ti trimitd pe cineva care sa-ti
bucure si sa-ti lumineze calea prin lume! Aceste cuvinte ii
rdsunau incd in minte cu toatd thsemndtatea lor, atunci cand il
zdri pe John Broughton, care o astepta la primul parleaz pe care
trebuise sa-1 treacd dupa ce plecase din ograda fermierului.
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“Patty,” he said, as he took her hand, and held it close
within both his own, “what a chase I have had after you!”
she
answered, smiling. “If the journey was too much for your poor

“And who asked you, Captain Broughton?”

London strength, could you not have waited till to-morrow
morning, when you would have found me at the parsonage?”
But she did not draw her hand away from him, or in any way
pretend that he had not a right to accost her as a lover.

“No, I could not wait. I am more eager to see those I
love than you seem to be.”

“How do you know whom I love, or how eager I might
be to see them? There is an old woman there whom I love, and 1
have thought nothing of this walk with the object of seeing
her.” And now, slowly drawing her hand away from him, she
pointed to the farmhouse which she had left.

“Patty,” he said, after a minute's pause, during which
she had looked full into his face with all the force of her bright
eyes; “I have come from London to-day, straight down here to
Oxney, and from my aunt's house close upon your footsteps
after you to ask you that one question — Do you love me?”

“What a Hercules!” she said, again laughing. “Do you
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- Patty, spuse el ludndu-i ména si tindnd-o intre mainile
sale, ce-a mai trebuit sd alerg dupa tine!

- Dar cine te-a rugat, cdpitane Broughton? rdspunse ea
zambind. Dacd drumul péana aici a fost prea mult pentru lipsa
ta de rezistentd londonezd, nu puteai sa astepti pand maine
dimineatd, cand m-ai fi gasit la parohie? Dar nu-si retrase méana
de la el si nici nu pretinse in vreun fel cd acesta nu avea dreptul,
ca indragostit, sd o abordeze astfel.

- Nu, nu puteam sd astept. Sunt mai nerabdator sa-i vad
pe cei care-mi sunt dragi decat pari tu.

- De unde stii tu cine mi-e drag sau cat de nerabdatoare
as fi sa-1 vad? Acolo se afld o bdtrand la care tin si nu m-am
gandit la aceasta plimbare decat ca la posibilitatea de a o vedea.
lar acum, retrdgandu-si usor mana de la el, ardtd inspre ferma
pe care o lasase in urma.

- Patty, spuse el dupd un ragaz de un minut, timp in care
ea se uitase fix la chipul sdu, cu toatd forta din ochii ei
stralucitori. Am venit astdzi din Londra tocmai pand aici, in
Oxney, si de la casa matusii mele pe urmele tale ca sa-ti adresez
acea intrebare: ma iubesti?

- Ce mai Hercule?8! zise ea, rizadnd din nou. Chiar vrei sa
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really mean that you left London only this morning? Why, you
must have been five hours in a railway carriage and two in a
postchaise, not to talk of the walk afterwards. You ought to
take more care of yourself, Captain Broughton!”

He would have been angry with her —for he did not like
to be quizzed —had she not put her hand on his arm as she
spoke, and the softness of her touch had redeemed the offence
of her words.

“All that have I done,” said he, “that I may hear one
word from you.”

“That any word of mine should have such potency! But,
let us walk on, or my father will take us for some of the
standing stones of the moor. How have you found your aunt? If
you only knew the cares that have sat on her dear shoulders for
the last week past, in order that your high mightiness might
have a sufficiency to eat and drink in these desolate half-
starved regions!”

“She might have saved herself such anxiety. No one can
care less for such things than I do.”

“And yet I think I have heard you boast of the cook of
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spui cd ai plecat din Londra in dimineata asta? Cum asa?
Trebuie sa fi calatorit cinci ore intr-un vagon de caldtori si inca
doud intr-o diligentd, ca sa nu mai vorbim de plimbarea
ulterioard. Ar trebui sa ai mai multd grijd de tine, cdpitane
Broughton!

Ar fi fost furios pe ea—cdci nu-i pldcea sd fie luat peste
picior —dacd ea nu i-ar fi pus mana pe umar in timp ce vorbea,
iar atingerea sa catifelatdi nu ar fi compensat ofensa din
cuvintele ei.

- Am facut toate acestea, spuse el, ca sd aud un cuvant
de-al tdu.

- Ce n-as da ca orice cuvant de-al meu sa aiba o
asemenea putere! Dar hai sd pornim la drum, altminteri tata ne
va lua drept niste stane din tinutul mlastinos. Cum ai regdsit-o
pe matusa ta? Dacd ai sti cate griji au apdsat pe umerii ei dragi
in ultima sdptdmand, pentru ca indltimea ta sa aibd ce méanca si

bea din plin in aceste regiuni pustii si aproape lipsite de hrana!

- Ar fi trebuit sa nu-si faca atatea griji. Nimanui nu-i pasa
atat de putin ca mie de asemenea lucruri.
- Si totusi cred cd te-am auzit ridicand in slavi pe
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your club.” And then again there was silence for a minute or
two.

“Patty,” said he, stopping again in the path; “answer my
question. I have a right to demand an answer. Do you love
me?”

“And what if I do? What if I have been so silly as to
allow your perfections to be too many for my weak heart?
What then, Captain Broughton?”

“It cannot be that you love me, or you would not joke
now.”

“Perhaps not, indeed,” she said. It seemed as though
she were resolved not to yield an inch in her own humour. And
then again they walked on.

“Patty,” he said once more, “I shall get an answer from
you to-night, —this evening; now, during this walk, or I shall
return to-morrow, and never revisit this spot again.”

“Oh, Captain Broughton, how should we ever manage
to live without you?”

“Very well,” he said; “up to the end of this walk I can
bear it all; —and one word spoken then will mend it all.”

During the whole of this time she felt that she was ill-
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bucatarul clubului tdu. Apoi iardsi se asternu tdcerea pentru un
minut sau doua.

- Patty, grdi el, oprindu-se din nou in drum, rdspunde-mi
la intrebare. Am dreptul sd pretind un rdspuns. Ma iubesti?

- Si daca te-as iubi, ce? Ce s-ar intdampla dacd am fost atat
de prostuta incat sa permit perfectiunii tale sd-mi inunde inima
cea slaba? Ce va fi atunci, capitane Broughton?

- Inseamné ca nu m4 iubesti, altfel n-ai glumi acum.

- Poate cd ai dreptate, zise ea. Pdrea cd era hotdrata sa nu

renunte nici un pic la glumele ei. Apoi pornirad din nou la drum.

- Patty, ii spuse el inca o data. Va trebui sa-mi rdspunzi
in noaptea asta, in seara asta; acum, in timpul plimbadrii, sau ma
voi intoarce maine si nu voi mai veni aici niciodata.

- O, capitane Broughton, cum vom putea trdi fard tine?

- Prea bine, spuse el; pand la sfarsitul acestei plimbari,
voi putea suporta. Dar un singur cuvant rostit va repara totul.
In toatd aceastd perioadd de timp, ea simtea cd nu se
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using him. She knew that she loved him with all her heart; that
it would nearly kill her to part with him; that she had heard his
renewed offer with an ecstasy of joy. She acknowledged to
herself that he was giving proof of his devotion as strong as any
which a girl could receive from her lover. And yet she could
hardly bring herself to say the word he longed to hear. That
word once said, and then she knew that she must succumb to
her love for ever! That word once said, and there would be
nothing for her but to spoil him with her idolatry! That word
once said, and she must continue to repeat it into his ears, till
perhaps he might be tired of hearing it! And now he had
threatened her, and how could she speak it after that? She
certainly would not speak it unless he asked her again without
such threat. And so they walked on again in silence.

“Patty,” he said at last. “By the heavens above us you
shall answer me. Do you love me?”

She now stood still, and almost trembled as she looked
up into his face. She stood opposite to him for a moment, and
then placing her two hands on his shoulders, she answered
him.

“I do, I do, I do,” she said, “with all my heart; with all
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purta prea frumos cu el. Stia ca il iubea din toatd inima, ca
gandul de a se desparti de el aproape o omora, cd auzise
propunerea lui reinnoitd cu o bucurie nespusa. Recunostea in
sinea ei cd isi dovedea devotamentul fatd de ea cu aceeasi
intensitate cu care ar fi facut-o orice admirator al unei fete. Si
totusi, 1i venea greu sd spund cuvantul pe care el tdnjea sa-1
auda. Odata rostit acel cuvant, ea stia ca va trebui sa cedeze
iubirii sale pentru totdeauna! Odatd spus acel cuvant, nu-i va
ramane decat sa-1 rasfete cu idolatria ei! Acel cuvant fiind rostit,
va trebui sa i-1 tot spund la ureche pana cand probabil ca el va
obosi sd-1 auda! Iar acum el o amenintase si cum ar mai putea
ea sa-1 rosteasca dupa asta? Cu siguranta n-o sa-l1 pronunte daca
n-o va ruga iar fara vreo asemenea amenintare. Asa cd incepura
sd meargd din nou in tdcere.

- Patty, spuse el in cele din urmd. Pentru numele lui
Dumnezeu, trebuie sd-mi rdaspunzi. Ma iubesti?

Acum statea nemiscatd si aproape tremurd cand ridica
ochii spre a-i zdri chipul. Rdmase pentru o clipa fatd-n fatd cu el
si apoi, punandu-i ambele maini pe umeri, ii rdspunse:

- Da, da, da, grdi ea, din toatd inima, din toatd inima—
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my heart—with all my heart and strength.” And then her head
fell upon his breast.

Captain Broughton was almost as much surprised as
delighted by the warmth of the acknowledgment made by the
eager-hearted passionate girl whom he now held within his
arms. She had said it now; the words had been spoken; and
there was nothing for her but to swear to him over and over
again with her sweetest oaths, that those words were true—
true as her soul. And very sweet was the walk down from
thence to the parsonage gate. He spoke no more of the distance
of the ground, or the length of his day's journey. But he
stopped her at every turn that he might press her arm the closer
to his own, that he might look into the brightness of her eyes,
and prolong his hour of delight. There were no more gibes now
on her tongue, no raillery at his London finery, no laughing
comments on his coming and going. With downright honesty
she told him everything: how she had loved him before her
heart was warranted in such a passion; how, with much
thinking, she had resolved that it would be unwise to take him
at his first word, and had thought it better that he should
return to London, and then think over it; how she had almost
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din toatd inima si cu toatd intensitatea. Apoi isi sprijini capul de
pieptul lui.

Cédpitanul Broughton era aproape la fel de surprins pe
cat era de incantat de cdldura confirmarii facute de fata infocata
si pasionatd pe care acum o imbratisa. Tocmai o spusese;
cuvintele fuseserda rostite; nu-i mai rdmanea decat sa-i
madrturiseasca iar si iar, cu cele mai dulci jurdminte, ca acele
cuvinte erau sincere —sincere ca si sufletul ei. Si cat de dulce a
fost plimbarea in jos din locul acela panad la poarta parohiei. El
nu a mai zis nimic legat de distanta ce trebuia parcursa sau de
lungimea caldtoriei pe care-o facuse in acea zi. Dar o oprea la
fiecare cotiturd ca sd-i tind mana cat mai aproape de mana lui,
ca sa-i poatd privi ochii strdlucitori si prelungi ora aceea de
desfdtare. Nicio intepaturd nu mai iesea acum din gura ei, nicio
ironie legatda de hainele sale scumpe londoneze, nicio remarca
amuzantd referitoare la venirea si plecarea lui. Cu o sinceritate
debordantd, i-a spus totul: cum il iubise chiar inainte ca inima ei
sd aibd garantia unei asemena pasiuni; cum, gandindu-se pe
indelete, se hotdrase cd n-ar fi intelept sa-1 creada de la primul
cuvant si socotise ca ar fi mai bine ca el sa se intoarca in Londra

si apoi sd mai reflecteze la asta; cum aproape ca-i parea rau ca
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repented of her courage when she had feared, during those
long summer days, that he would forget her; and how her heart
had leapt for joy when her old friend had told her that he was
coming.

“And yet,” said he, “you were not glad to see me!”

“Oh, was I not glad? You cannot understand the
feelings of a girl who has lived secluded as I have done. Glad is
no word for the joy I felt. But it was not seeing you that I cared
for so much. It was the knowledge that you were near me once
again. I almost wish now that I had not seen you till to-
morrow.” But as she spoke she pressed his arm, and this caress
gave the lie to her last words.

“No, do not come in to-night,” she said, when she
reached the little wicket that led up the parsonage. “Indeed,
you shall not. I could not behave myself properly if you did.”

“But I don't want you to behave properly.”

“Oh! I am to keep that for London, am I? But,
nevertheless, Captain Broughton, I will not invite you either to
tea or to supper to-night.”

“Surely I may shake hands with your father.”

“Not tonight —not till—. John, I may tell him, may I not?
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avusese acest curaj atunci cand se temuse, in acele zile lungi de
vard, cd o va uita; si cum inima ii tresdrise de bucurie cand
vechea sa prietend ii spusese ca va veni.

- Si totusi, zise el, nu ai fost prea bucuroasa sd ma vezi!

- O, nu am fost bucuroasd? Nu poti sa intelegi
sentimentele unei fete care a trdit izolatd ca mine. ,Bucuroasa”
nu este un cuvant care sa descrie fericirea pe care am simtit-o.
Dar nu revederea ta era atat de importantd, ci faptul ca erai
aproape de mine incad o datd. Acum aproape ca-mi doresc sda nu
te fi vazut pana maine. Dar cand vorbea, il strangea mai tare de
mang, iar aceasta dezmierdare 1i contrazicea ultimele cuvinte.

- Nu, nu veni diseard, zise ea cand ajunse la portita care
ducea la parohie. In nici un caz s nu vii. N-as putea sa ma port
corespunzdtor dacd ai veni.

- Dar nu vreau sa te porti corespunzator.

- O! Va trebui sd-mi pdstrez manierele pentru Londra,
nu-i asa? Cu toate acestea, cdpitane Broughton, n-o sd te invit
nici la ceai? nici la cina tarzie3? in seara asta.

- Cu sigurantd voi putea sa dau mana cu tatal tau.

- Nu diseard —nu pana ce... John, pot sd-i spun, nu-i asa?
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I must tell him at once.”

“Certainly,” said he.

“And then you shall see him to-morrow. Let me see —at
what hour shall I bid you come?”

“To breakfast.”

“No, indeed. What on earth would your aunt do with
her broiled turkey and the cold pie? I have got no cold pie for
you.”

“I hate cold pie.”

“What a pity! But, John, I should be forced to leave you
directly after breakfast. Come down—come down at two, or
three; and then I will go back with you to Aunt Penelope. I
must see her to-morrow.” And so at last the matter was settled,
and the happy Captain, as he left her, was hardly resisted in his
attempt to press her lips to his own.

When she entered the parlour in which her father was
sitting, there still were Gribbles and Poulter discussing some
knotty point of Devon lore. So Patience took off her hat, and sat
herself down, waiting till they should go. For full an hour she
had to wait, and then Gribbles and Poulter did go. But it was
not in such matters as this that Patience Woolsworthy was
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Trebuie sd-i spun de indata.

- Desigur, zise el.

- Atunci o sa-l intalnesti maine. Stai sa vad —la ce ora sa
te invit?

- La micul dejun.

- Nu, in nici un caz. Ce Dumnezeu se va face matusa ta
cu curcanul ei copt si placinta pregatitd la rece? Eu nu am nicio
plédcinta pentru tine.

- Nu-mi place placinta rece.

- Ce pacat! Dar John, va trebui sd te pardsesc chiar dupa
micul dejun. Vino aici—vino incoace pe la doua sau trei si pe
urmd md voi intoarce cu tine la matusa Penelope. Trebuie sa o
vizitez maine. Astfel, in cele din urmd, pusera lucrurile la punct
si fericitul cdpitan, la plecare, nu a intdAmpinat prea mare
rezistentd cand a incercat sa o sdrute.

Cand intrad in salonul in care sedea tatal ei, acolo se mai
aflau inca Gribbles si Poulter, dezbdtand vreo problema
spinoasd din intelepciunea populard din Devon. Asa ca
Patience isi dddu jos paldria si lud loc, asteptand ca cei doi sa
plece. A trebuit sa astepte o ord intreagd, dupa care Gribbles si
Poulter au plecat. Insi in astfel de chestiuni Patience nu era
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impatient. She could wait, and wait, and wait, curbing herself
for weeks and months, while the thing waited for was in her
eyes good; but she could not curb her hot thoughts or her hot
words when things came to be discussed which she did not
think to be good.

“Papa,” she said, when Gribbles' long-drawn last word
had been spoken at the door. “Do you remember how I asked
you the other day what you would say if I were to leave you?”

7

“Yes, surely,” he replied, looking up at her in
astonishment.

“I am going to leave you now,” she said. “Dear, dearest
father, how am I to go from you?”

“Going to leave me,” said he, thinking of her visit to
Helpholme, and thinking of nothing else.

Now, there had been a story about Helpholme. That
bedridden old lady there had a stalwart son, who was now the
owner of the Helpholme pastures. But though owner in fee of
all those wild acres and of the cattle which they supported, he
was not much above the farmers around him, either in manners

or education. He had his merits, however; for he was honest,
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nerdbddtoare. Putea sd astepte, sd astepte si sa astepte,
infrdndndu-si nerabdarea sdptdmani si luni intregi, daca lucrul
pe care il astepta era unul bun in ochii ei; dar nu putea sa-si tina
in frau gandurile infldcarate sau cuvintele fierbinti atunci cand
urmau sa fie discutate anumite lucruri despre care nu socotea
ca sunt bune.

- Tata, zise ea, dupd ce Gribbles rosti ultimele cuvinte
parcd interminabile la usd. Iti mai aduci aminte ci te-am
intrebat deundzi ce ai spune daca ar fi sa te pardsesc?

- Da, desigur, raspunse el, ridicand privirea spre ea plin
de uimire.

- Am sd te pdrdsesc acum, spuse ea. Dragd tatd,
preaiubite tatd, cum pot eu sa plec de la tine?

- 54 pleci de la mine... spuse el, gandindu-se la vizita ei
din Helpholme si la nimic altceva.

De fapt, fusese o poveste legata de Helpholme. Batrana
doamna tintuitd la pat care locuia acolo avea un fiu voinic,
acum proprietarul pasunilor din Helpholme. Dar, desi era
proprietar cu drepturi depline al tuturor acelor acri sdlbatici si
al vitelor pe care le cresteau, nu era cu mult deasupra
fermierilor din imprejurimi, nici in privinta manierelor, nici a
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well-to-do in the world, and modest withal. How strong love
had grown up, springing from neighbourly kindness, between
our Patience and his mother, it needs not here to tell; but rising
from it had come another love—or an ambition which might
have grown to love. The young man, after much thought, had
not dared to speak to Miss Woolsworthy, but he had sent a
message by Miss Le Smyrger. If there could be any hope for
him, he would present himself as a suitor —on trial. He did not
owe a shilling in the world, and had money by him —saved. He
wouldn't ask the parson for a shilling of fortune. Such had been
the tenor of his message, and Miss Le Smyrger had delivered it

faithfully.

“He does not mean it,' Patience had said with her stern
voice.

'Indeed he does, my dear. You may be sure he is in
earnest,” Miss Le Smyrger had replied; “and there is not an
honester man in these parts.”

“Tell him,” said Patience, not attending to the latter
portion of her friend's last speech, “that it cannot be —make
him understand, you know —and tell him also that the matter
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educatiei. Cu toate acestea, avea calitatile sale, cdci era cinstit, o
ducea bine si, in plus, era modest. Nu e nevoie sd povestim aici
cat de puternica ajunsese afectiunea dintre Patience a noastra si
mama acestuia, izvorata dintr-o amabilitate ca intre vecini; insa
din aceastd afectiune rezultase o altd iubire —sau o ambitie care
probabil se transformase in iubire. Tandrul, dupa ce se gandise
mult, nu indrédznise sa-i vorbeasca domnisoarei Woolsworthy,
dar ii trimisese un mesaj prin intermediul domnisoarei Le
Smyrger. Dacd i-ar da vreo sperantd, s-ar infdtisa ca
pretendent—doar ca sa incerce. Nu datora nici un siling
nimdnui si avea bani pusi deoparte. Nu i-ar cere pastorului nici
mdcar un siling pentru zestre. Asa scria in mesajul lui, iar
domnisoara Le Smyrger il trimisese intocmai.

- Nu vorbeste serios, spusese Patience, cu vocea ei grava.

- Ba da, draga mea. Poti fi sigurd ca e sincer, fi
rdspunsese domnigoara Le Smyrger; si nu e om mai cinstit prin
partile acestea.

- Transmite-i, zise Patience, fdrd sa mai dea atentie
ultimelor cuvinte ale prietenei sale, cd nu se poate—fa-1 sa
inteleagd, stii—si spune-i de asemenea cd n-o si md mai
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shall be thought of no more.”

The matter had, at any rate, been spoken of no more, but
the young farmer still remained a bachelor, and Helpholme still
wanted a mistress. But all this came back upon the parson's
mind when his daughter told him that she was about to leave
him.

“Yes, dearest,” she said; and as she spoke, she now knelt
at his knees. “I have been asked in marriage, and I have given
myself away.”

“Well, my love, if you will be happy —”

“I hope I shall; I think I shall. But you, papa?”

“You will not be far from us.”

“Oh, yes; in London.”

“In London?”

“Captain Broughton lives in London generally.”

“And has Captain Broughton asked you to marry him?”

“Yes, papa—who else? Is he not good? Will you not
love him? Oh, papa, do not say that I am wrong to love him?”

He never told her his mistake, or explained to her that he
had not thought it possible that the high-placed son of the
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gandesc la asta.

In orice caz, nu mai vorbiserd despre asta, dar tandarul
fermier rdmase tot holtei, iar Helpholme inca avea nevoie de o
stdpana. Dar toate acestea ii revenird in minte pastorului cand

fiica sa 1i spuse cd urma sa-1 pardseasca.

- Da, scumpule tatd, spuse ea; si-n timp ce vorbea,
ingenunche inaintea sa. Am fost cerutd in cdsdtorie si am
acceptat propunerea.

- Ei bine, draga mea, dacd o sa fii fericita...

- Sper ca o sd fiu; cred cd o sd fiu. Dar tu, tata?

- N-o sa fii departe de noi.

- Ba da, in Londra.

- In Londra?

- Capitanul Broughton locuieste in Londra in cea mai
mare parte a timpului.

- Si te-a cerut capitanul Broughton de nevasta?

- Da, tatd. Cine altcineva? Nu e destul de bun? N-o si-1
indragesti? O, tatd, imi spui cumva cd gresesc iubindu-1?

Nu i-a madrturisit niciodata greseala sa si nici nu i-a
explicat cd nu se gandise cd ar fi posibil ca fiul sus-pus al
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London great man should have fallen in love with his
undowered daughter; but he embraced her, and told her, with
all his enthusiasm, that he rejoiced in her joy, and would be
happy in her happiness.

“My own Patty,” he said, “I have ever known that you
were too good for this life of ours here.”

And then the evening wore away into the night, with
many tears but still with much happiness.

Captain Broughton, as he walked back to Oxney Combe,
made up his mind that he would say nothing on the matter to
his aunt till the next morning. He wanted to think over it all,
and to think it over, if possible, by himself. He had taken a step
in life, the most important that a man is ever called on to take,
and he had to reflect whether or no he had taken it with
wisdom.

“Have you seen her?” said Miss Le Smyrger, very
anxiously, when he came into the drawing-room.

“Miss Woolsworthy you mean,” said he. “Yes, I've seen
her. As I found her out, I took a long walk, and happened to
meet her. Do you know, aunt, I think I'll go to bed; I was up at
tive this morning, and have been on the move ever since.”
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insemnatului om din Londra sa se indrdgosteasca de fiica lui
fara zestre. Dar o imbratisa si-i spuse, plin de entuziasm, ca se
bucura impreund cu ea si ca va fi fericit dacd ea va fi fericita.

- Draga mea Patty, ii zise, intotdeauna am stiut ca esti
prea buna pentru viata pe care o ducem aici.

Pe urmad, seara se topi in noapte, cu lacrimi multe, dar si
cu fericire nemdsurata.

Cépitanul Broughton, care se intorcea la Oxney Combe,
se hotdri sda nu-i spund nimic despre asta madtusii sale pand a
doua zi de dimineata. Voia sa se mai gandeascd la asta si sd
cantdreasca totul in minte, pe cat posibil, de unul singur. Facuse
un pas in viatd, pasul cel mai important pe care-l poate face un
barbat si trebuia sd se gandeasca daca fusese unul intelept sau
nu.

- Ai vdzut-o? intrebd domnisoara Le Smyrger foarte
nerdbddtoare cand tandrul intrd in salon.

- Adicd pe domnisoara Wooslworthy? zise el. Da, am
vdzut-o. Cand am aflat cd e plecatd, am pornit intr-o plimbare
mai lungd si s-a intAmplat s-o intalnesc. $tii, matusd, cred ca o
sd merg la culcare. Azi de dimineatd m-am trezit la cinci si de
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Miss Le Smyrger perceived that she was to hear nothing
that evening, so she handed him his candlestick and allowed
him to go to his room.

But Captain Broughton did not immediately retire to
bed, nor when he did so was he able to sleep at once. Had this
step that he had taken been a wise one? He was not a man who,
in worldly matters, had allowed things to arrange themselves
for him, as is the case with so many men. He had formed views
for himself, and had a theory of life. Money for money's sake he
had declared to himself to be bad. Money, as a concomitant to
things which were in themselves good, he had declared to
himself to be good also. That concomitant in this affair of his
marriage, he had now missed. Well; he had made up his mind
to that, and would put up with the loss. He had means of living
of his own, the means not so extensive as might have been
desirable. That it would be well for him to become a married
man, looking merely to that state of life as opposed to his
present state, he had fully resolved. On that point, therefore,
there was nothing to repent. That Patty Woolsworthy was
good, affectionate, clever, and beautiful, he was sufficiently
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atunci am fost tot pe drum.

Domnisoara Le Smyrger isi dddu seama cd nu avea sa
afle nimic in acea seard, asa ca-i inmana sfesnicul si-i ingadui sa
mearga in camera lui.

Dar capitanul Broughton nu s-a dus imediat la culcare si
nici cdnd a mers nu a putut sd adoarma imediat. Oare pasul
acesta pe care il facuse fusese unul intelept? El nu era un barbat
care, in chestiunile de viatd, sda permita lucrurilor sa se aseze de
la sine pentru el, asa cum se intimpld cu atatia barbati. Isi
formase propriile conceptii si avea o teorie asupra vietii. Isi
spusese cd banii doar de dragul banilor erau un lucru rdau. Dar
banii, ca element secundar pentru ceea ce era bun in sine, ii
paruserd de asemenea buni. Acum insd ii scdpa aportul acelui
element secundar in chestiunea casatoriei sale. Ei bine, se
hotarase in acea privintd si avea sd se impace cu acea pierdere.
Avea propriile mijloace de trai, desi acestea nu erau atat de
vaste pe cat ar fi fost de dorit. Se hotarase ferm cd ar fi bine
pentru el sd se insoare si se gandea bucuros la acel statut, in
comparatie cu statutul sdu actual. Prin urmare, in acea privinta,
nu trebuia sd regrete nimic. Era destul de multumit ca Patty
Woolsworthy era bund, iubitoare, inteligenta si frumoasa. Intr-
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satisfied. It would be odd indeed if he were not so satisfied
now, seeing that for the last four months he had so declared to
himself daily with many inward asseverations. And yet though
he repeated, now again, that he was satisfied, I do not think
that he was so fully satisfied of it as he had been throughout
the whole of those four months. It is sad to say so, but I fear —1
fear that such was the case. When you have your plaything,
how much of the anticipated pleasure vanishes, especially if it
be won easily!

He had told none of his family what were his intentions
in this second visit to Devonshire, and now he had to bethink
himself whether they would be satisfied. What would his sister
say, she had married the
Gumbleton, gold-stick-in-waiting to Her Majesty's Privy

who Honourable Augustus
Council? Would she receive Patience with open arms, and
make much of her about London? And then how far would
London suit Patience, or would Patience suit London? There
would be much for him to do in teaching her, and it would be
well for him to set about the lesson without loss of time. So far
he got that night, but when the morning came he went a step

turther, and began mentally to criticize her manner to himself.
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adevar, ar fi ciudat dacd nu ar fi multumit acum, avand in
vedere cd in ultimele patru luni isi spusese zilnic acest lucru,
confirmandu-l solemn in sinea lui, de nenumarate ori. Dar, desi
isi repeta acum ca era multumit, nu cred ca era atat de impacat
cu asta, asa cum fusese de-a lungul acelor patru luni. E trist sa
afirm acest lucru, insd ma tem —ma tem cd tocmai asa stiteau
lucrurile. Atunci cand ai obtinut jucdria, cata placere scontata
nu se risipeste, mai ales daca ai castigat-o cu usurintal!

Nu-si marturisise intentiile fatd de niciunul din membrii
familiei sale cu privire la cea de-a doua vizita in Devonshire, iar
acum trebuia sd se gandeasca daca acestia vor fi multumiti. Ce
va spune sora lui, care se mdritase cu distinsul Augustus
Gumbleton, ofiter de ceremonie3 in Consiliul Privat al
Maiestatii Sale? O va primi ea pe tandra Patience cu bratele
deschise si-i va acorda destula atentie prin Londra? Apoi, cat de
mult se va potrivi Londra cu Patience sau Patience se va potrivi
Londrei? Va trebui sa faca multe ca sa o instruiasca si ar fi bine
pentru el sd inceapa lectiile fara a mai zabovi. Atat de departe 1-
au dus gandurile in acea noapte, dar cand veni dimineata facu
inca un pas si incepu sd-i critice in minte manierele. Declaratia
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It had been very sweet, that warm, that full, that ready
declaration of love. Yes; it had been very sweet; but—but—;
when, after her little jokes, she did confess her love, had she not
been a little too free for feminine excellence? A man likes to be
told that he is loved, but he hardly wishes that the girl he is to
marry should fling herself at his head!

Ah me! yes; it was thus he argued to himself as on that
morning he went through the arrangements of his toilet. “Then
he was a brute,” you say, my pretty reader. I have never said
that he was not a brute. But this I remark, that many such
brutes are to be met with in the beaten paths of the world's high
highway. When Patience Woolsworthy had answered him
coldly, bidding him go back to London and think over his love;
while it seemed from her manner that at any rate as yet she did
not care for him; while he was absent from her, and, therefore,
longing for her, the possession of her charms, her talent and
bright honesty of purpose had seemed to him a thing most
desirable. Now they were his own. They had, in fact, been his
own from the first. The heart of this country-bred girl had
fallen at the first word from his mouth. Had she not so
confessed to him? She was very nice—very nice indeed. He

S

40

ei de dragoste caldd, intensa si prompta fusese foarte dulce. Da;
fusese foarte dulce, dar..., dar... cand, dupa micile ei glume, si-
a madrturisit iubirea, nu fusese un pic prea liberd de prejudecati
pentru virtutea feminind? Unui barbat 1i place sd i se spuna cd e
iubit, dar nu prea doreste ca fata pe care urmeaza sa o ia de
sotie sd sard de gatul lui!

Vai de mine! Da, asa se gandea in sinea lui in timp ce isi
fdcea toaleta in dimineata aceea. Inseamnd ci era o bruti”, vei
spune, dragd cititorule. Nu am spus niciodatd ca nu era o
brut. Insi as dori s remarc cd pot fi intalnite multe asemenea
brute pe cardrile batatorite din drumul mai mare, al vietii. Cand
Patience Woolsworthy ii rdspunsese cu rdceald, rugandu-1 sa se
intoarcd la Londra si sa se gandeasca mai bine la sentimentele
lui; catd vreme reiesea din atitudinea ei cd oricum pand atunci
nu-i pasase de el; cand el fusese plecat de langa ea si, ducandu-i
dorul, isi dorise nespus de mult s fie stdpan peste farmecele ei,
peste talentul si sinceritatea debordanta a intentiilor sale. Acum
erau ale lui. Fuseserd, de fapt, ale lui din prima clipd. Inima
acestei fete crescute la tard se topise la primul cuvant rostit de
el. Nu asa ii si marturisise? Era foarte dragutd, intr-adevar
foarte draguta. O iubea nespus. Dar oare nu se vanduse pe sine
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loved her dearly. But had he not sold himself too cheaply?

I by no means say that he was not a brute. But whether
brute or no, he was an honest man, and had no remotest dream,
either then, on that morning, or during the following days on
which such thoughts pressed more quickly on his mind —of
breaking away from his pledged word. At breakfast on that
morning he told all to Miss Le Smyrger, and that lady, with
warm and gracious intentions, confided to him her purpose
regarding her property.

“I have always regarded Patience as my heir,” she said,
“and shall do so still.”

“Oh, indeed,” said Captain Broughton.

“But it is a great, great pleasure to me to think that she
will give back the little property to my sister's child. You will
have your mother's, and thus it will all come together again.”
“Ah!” said Captain Broughton. He had his own ideas

property, and did not,
circumstances, like to hear that his aunt considered herself at

about even under existing
liberty to leave the acres away to one who was by blood quite a
stranger to the family.

“Does Patience know of this?” he asked.
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prea ieftin?

In niciun caz nu spun ci nu era o bruti. Dar fie ci era
astfel sau nu, era un om cinstit si nu visa altceva, fie atunci, in
dimineata aceea, fie in zilele urmadtoare, in care acele ganduri ii
staruiau tot mai mult in minte, decat sd-si ia inapoi cuvantul
dat. iIn dimineata aceea, la micul dejun, i-a spus totul
domnisoarei Le Smyrger, iar aceasta, cu bunele si caldele ei
intentii, i-a dezvaluit ce hotarase legat de proprietatea sa:

- Intotdeauna am vizut in Patience o potentiald
mostenitoare, spuse ea, iar acum o consider la fel.

- O, intr-adevar, zise capitanul Broughton.

- Dar md bucur nespus de mult, gandindu-ma cd ea va
inapoia mica proprietate copilului surorii mele. Tu o vei
mosteni pe mama ta si astfel totul se va reuni din nou.

- Al spuse cdpitanul Broughton. El avea propriile sale
opinii asupra proprietatii si nu-i pldcea sa audd, nici macar in
acele imprejurdri, cd matusa lui socotea ca e liberd sa cedeze
acrii sai de pamant cuiva care nu le era ruda de sange.

- Patience stie despre asta? intreba el.
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“Not a word,” said Miss Le Smyrger. And then nothing
more was said upon the subject.

On that afternoon he went down and received the
parson's benediction and congratulations with a good grace.
Patience said very little on the occasion, and indeed was absent
during the greater part of the interview. The two lovers then
walked up to Oxney Combe, and there were more benedictions
and more congratulations. “All went merry as a marriage bell,”
at any rate as far as Patience was concerned. Not a word had
yet fallen from that dear mouth, not a look had yet come over
that handsome face, which tended in any way to mar her bliss.
Her first day of acknowledged love was a day altogether
happy, and when she prayed for him as she knelt beside her
bed there was no feeling in her mind that any fear need disturb
her joy.

I will pass over the next three or four days very quickly,
merely saying that Patience did not find them so pleasant as
that first day after her engagement. There was something in her
lover's manner—something which at first she could not
define—which by degrees seemed to grate against her feelings.
He was sufficiently affectionate, that being a matter on which
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- Nici mdcar un cuvant, raspunse domnisoara Le
Smyrger. Apoi n-au mai discutat deloc despre acest subiect.

In dupa-amiaza aceea, tanarul s-a dus jos la parohie si a
fost binecuvantat si felicitat de catre pastor cu dragd inimad.
Patience nu a vorbit prea mult cu acel prilej si, intr-adevar, a
fost absentda in cea mai mare parte a intalnirii. Cei doi
indrdgostiti au urcat apoi la Oxney Combe, unde au primit si
mai multe binecuvantari si felicitari. In orice caz, pentru
Patience, ,fusese tot o veselie, ca atunci cand bat clopote de
nuntd.” Insd niciun cuvant nu iesise incd din gurita ei, nicio
privire nu se asternuse incd pe chipul acela frumos, care ar fi
putut intr-un fel sau altul sa-i curme fericirea. Prima zi in care
primise confirmarea iubirii a fost una fericitd si, cand s-a rugat
pentru el in genunchi langa pat, nu a avut deloc sentimentul ca
ceva avea sa-i strice bucuria.

Voi trece peste urmatoarele trei sau patru zile foarte
repede, spunand doar cd Patience nu le-a gdsit atat de placute
ca si prima zi dupd logodnda. Era ceva in atitudinea
indragostitului—ceva ce nu putea defini la inceput —dar care
treptat pdrea sa-i ingrddeascd sentimentele. Era suficient de
afectuos, nu avea nevoie de dovezi suplimentare in aceasta
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she did not require much demonstration; but joined to his
affection there seemed to be—; she hardly liked to suggest to
herself a harsh word, but could it be possible that he was
beginning to think that she was not good enough for him? And
then she asked herself the question —was she good enough for
him? If there were doubt about that, the match should be
broken off, though she tore her own heart out in the struggle.
The truth, however, was this, —that he had begun that teaching
which he had already found to be so necessary. Now, had any
one essayed to teach Patience German or mathematics, with
that young lady's free consent, I believe that she would have
been found a meek scholar. But it was not probable that she
would be meek when she found a self-appointed tutor teaching
her manners and conduct without her consent.

So matters went on for four or five days, and on the
evening of the fifth day, Captain Broughton and his aunt drank
tea at the parsonage. Nothing very especial occurred; but as the
parson and Miss Le Smyrger insisted on playing backgammon
with devoted perseverance during the whole evening,
Broughton had a good opportunity of saying a word or two
about those changes in his lady-love which a life in London
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privintd. Dar pe langa afectiunea sa, parea sa fie ceva care... Nu
prea-i pldcea sd se gandeascd la un cuvant dur, dar era oare cu
putintd ca el sd fi inceput sa creadd cd nu era destul de buna
pentru el? Apoi isi puse ea insdsi intrebarea: era suficient de
bund pentru el? Dacd existau indoieli in aceastd privintd, ar
trebui sad rupd logodna, desi inima i se sfasia in lupta interioara.
Oricum, adevdrul era urmadtorul: el incepuse acea instruire pe
care o crezuse deja extrem de necesard. Insi daci cineva ar fi
incercat sd-i predea lui Patience limba germand sau matematica,
avand aprobarea tinerei fete, cred cd s-ar fi dovedit a fi o eleva
docild. Dar este foarte posibil ca ea sa nu mai fie atat de docila
cand va fi descoperit cd un profesor autoproclamat avea s-o
invete despre maniere si conduita fara aprobarea ei.

Asa au decurs lucrurile timp de patru sau cinci zile si, in
seara celei de-a cincea zi, cdpitanul Broughton si madtusa sa
serveau ceaiul la parohie. Nu s-a intAmplat nimic deosebit, dar
cand pastorul si domnisoara Le Smyrger au insistat sa joace
table cu o perseverentd constanta intreaga seara, Broughton
profitd de ocazie ca sd spuna cateva vorbe despre acele
schimbdri pe care viata din Londra le-ar impune iubitei sale. $i
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would require—and some word he said also—some single
slight word as to the higher station in life to which he would
exalt his bride. Patience bore it—for her father and Miss Le
Smyrger were in the room—she bore it well, speaking no
syllable of anger, and enduring, for the moment, the implied
scorn of the old parsonage. Then the evening broke up, and
Captain Broughton walked back to Oxney Combe with his
aunt.

“Patty,” her father said to her before they went to bed,
“he seems to me to be a most excellent young man.”

“Dear papa,” she answered, kissing him.

“And terribly deep in love,” said Mr. Woolsworthy.

“Oh, I don't know about that,” she answered, as she left
him with her sweetest smile.

But though she could thus smile at her father's joke, she
had already made up her mind that there was still something to
be learned as to her promised husband before she could place
herself altogether in his hands. She would ask him whether he
thought himself liable to injury from this proposed marriage;
and though he should deny any such thought, she would know
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mai adduga ceva—vreun cuvant arogant referitor la pozitia sa
sociala mai inaltd, la care va avea acces si viitoarea lui sotie.
Patience suportd asta, cdci tatdl ei si domnisoara Le Smyrger se
aflau in incdpere; suportd cu stoicism, fdra sa rosteasca niciun
cuvant de enervare si indurand, pentru moment, dispretul
subinteles la adresa vechii parohii. Apoi veni noaptea, iar
capitanul Broughton se intoarse la Oxney Combe impreuna cu
madtusa sa.

- Patty, ii spuse tatdl ei inainte de culcare, mi se pare cd e
un tandr extraordinar.

- Taticule drag, raspunse ea, sarutandu-1.

- Si indrdgostit pana peste urechi, addugd domnul
Woolsworthy.

- O, asta nu stiu sigur, rdspunse ea, zambindu-i plind de
afectiune la plecare.

Dar, desi putea sa zambeasca astfel la gluma tatdlui sdu,
se hotdrase deja ca trebuia sa mai afle ceva despre viitorul ei sot
pana sd i se incredinteze cu totul. O sa-1 intrebe dacd credea ca
aceastd cdsdtorie i-ar putea aduce prejudicii. $i, desi tanarul ar
putea sd nege orice astfel de gand, ea va sti, dupa modul in care
va nega, care-i erau adevdratele sentimente.
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from the manner of his denial what his true feelings were.

And he, too, on that night, during his silent walk with
Miss Le Smyrger, had entertained some similar thoughts. “I
fear she is obstinate,” he said to himself, and then he had half
accused her of being sullen also. “If that be her temper, what a
life of misery I have before me!”

“Have you fixed a day yet?” his aunt asked him as they
came near to her house.

“No, not yet; I don't know whether it will suit me to fix
it before I leave.”

“Why, it was but the other day you were in such a
hurry.”

“ Ah —yes-I have thought more about it since then.”

“I should have imagined that this would depend on
what Patty thinks,” said Miss Le Smyrger, standing up for the
privileges of her sex. “It is presumed that the gentleman is
always ready as soon as the lady will consent.”

“Yes, in ordinary cases it is so; but when a girl is taken
out of her own sphere —"

“Her own sphere! Let me caution you, Master John, not
to talk to Patty about her own sphere.”
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Si el, in noaptea aceea, in timp ce mergea tdcut aldturi de
domnisoara Le Smyrger, nutrise asemenea ganduri. ,Ma tem ca
e incapatanatd”, isi spusese si apoi o acuzase oarecum cd mai
era si posacd. ,Daca acela este temperamentul ei, ce viata
amarnicd ma asteapta!”

- Ati fixat ziua? il intreba mdtusa sa cand se apropiara de
casa.

- Nu, nu incd. Nu stiu dacd voi putea sd o fixez inainte sa
plec.

- Cum, parca deunadzi erai foarte grabit?

- A, da, de atunci m-am gandit mai bine la asta.

- Trebuia sa-mi inchipui cd va conta si ce crede Patty,
spuse domnisoara Le Smyrger, aparand-o pe tandra ca intre
femei. Se presupune cd tandrul domn este intotdeauna gata, de
indatd ce domnisoara va consimti.

- Da, de obicei asa se intampld, dar cand o fatd e smulsa
din mediul ei...

- Mediul ei! Te previn, domnule John, sd nu-i vorbesti lui
Patty despre mediul ei.
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“Aunt Penelope, as Patience is to be my wife and not
yours, I must claim permission to speak to her on such subjects
as may seem suitable to me.”

And then they parted —not in the best humour with each
other.

On the following day Captain Broughton and Miss
Woolsworthy did not meet till the evening. She had said, before
those few ill-omened words had passed her lover's lips, that
she would probably be at Miss Le Smyrger's house on the
following morning. Those ill-omened words did pass her
lover's lips, and then she remained at home. This did not come
from sullenness, nor even from anger, but from a conviction
that it would be well that she should think much before she
met him again. Nor was he anxious to hurry a meeting. His
thought — his base thought—was this; that she would be sure to
come up to the Combe after him; but she did not come, and
therefore in the evening he went down to her, and asked her to
walk with him.

They went away by the path that led by Helpholme, and
little was said between them till they had walked some mile
together. Patience, as she went along the path, remembered
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- Matusa Penelope, dat fiind cd Patience urmeaza sa fie
sotia mea si nu a ta, imi arog dreptul de a-i vorbi despre
lucrurile care mi se par mie potrivite.

Pe urma se despartird, insd nu in cea mai bund stare de
spirit.

A doua zi, cdpitanul Broughton si domnisoara
Woolsworthy nu s-au intalnit pand seara. Ea spusese, inainte ca
acele cateva cuvinte de rdu augur sd iasd din gura iubitului ei,
cd va veni probabil acasd la domnisoara Le Smyrger a doua zi
de dimineats. Insi acele cuvinte rauvoitoare fusesera rostite de
iubitul sau, asa ca a ramas acasa. Aceastd hotarare nu izvorase
din supdrare, nici mdcar din furie, ci din convingerea cd s-ar
cuveni sd se gandeascd mai bine inainte de a-l intalni din nou.
Nici el nu era prea nerdbditor si stabileascid o intalnire. In
principiu, se gandea astfel: cu sigurantd va veni ea pana in
Combe dupad el; insd nu a venit si, prin urmare, seara se duse el

pana la ea si o invita la plimbare.

Cei doi pornird pe poteca ce ducea spre Helpholme si si-
au spus foarte putine pand ce au parcurs vreo mild impreuna.
In timp ce suia poteca, Patience isi amintea aproape intocmai
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almost to the letter the sweet words which had greeted her ears
as she came down that way with him on the night of his arrival;
but he remembered nothing of that sweetness then. Had he not
made an ass of himself during these last six months? That was
the thought which very much had possession of his mind.

“Patience,” he said at last, having hitherto spoken only
an indifferent word now and again since they had left the
parsonage, “Patience, I hope you realise the importance of the
step which you and I are about to take?”

“Of course I do,” she answered: “what an odd question
that is for you to ask!”

“Because,” said he, “sometimes I almost doubt it. It
seems to me as though you thought you could remove yourself
from here to your new home with no more trouble than when
you go from home up to the Combe.”

“Is that meant for a reproach, John?”

“No, not for a reproach, but for advice. Certainly not for
a reproach.”

“I am glad of that.”

“But I should wish to make you think how great is the
leap in the world which you are about to take.”
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cuvintele dulci care-i dezmierdaserd urechile cand se intorsese
cu el pe acolo, in seara venirii lui; dar el nu-si mai amintea
nimic din dezmerdadrile de atunci. Oare nu se purtase ca un
ndtardu in aceste ultime sase luni? Acestea erau gandurile care
ii acaparaserd mintea intr-o mare mdsura.

- Patinence, spuse el in cele din urma4, care pand atunci,
de cand padrdsiserd parohia, rostise cand si cand doar cate o
vorba nepdsatoare, Patience, sper cad iti dai seama de pasul
important pe care tu si cu mine urmeaza sa-l facem.

- Bineinteles ca-mi dau seama, rdspunse ea. Ce intrebare
ciudata din partea ta!

- Pentru cd, zise el, uneori aproape cd md indoiesc de
asta. Mi se pare ca ai crezut ca poti sa pleci de aici spre viitoarea
casd fard prea mult efort, ca atunci cand iei drumul dinspre casa
spre Combe.

- Sé-1 iau ca pe un repros, John?

- Nu, nu ca pe un repros, ci ca pe un sfat. In niciun caz ca
pe un repros.

- Md bucur sd aud asta.

- Dar as dori sa te ajut sd intelegi cat de mare este saltul
in lume pe care urmeaza sa-1 faci.
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Then again they walked on for many steps before she
answered him.
then, John,” had
sufficiently considered what words she should speak; and as

“Tell me, she said, when she
she spoke a dark bright colour suffused her face, and her eyes
flashed almost with anger. “What leap do you mean? Do you
mean a leap upwards?”

“Well, yes; I hope it will be so.”

“In one sense, certainly, it would be a leap upwards. To
be the wife of the man I loved; to have the privilege of holding
his happiness in my hand; to know that I was his own—the
companion whom he had chosen out of all the world —that
would, indeed, be a leap upwards; a leap almost to heaven, if
all that were so. But if you mean upwards in any other sense —"

“I was thinking of the social scale.”

“Then, Captain Broughton, your thoughts were doing
me dishonour.”

“Doing you dishonour!”

“Yes, doing me dishonour. That your father is, in the
world's esteem, a greater man than mine is doubtless true
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Apoi mai merserd cativa pasi buni inainte ca ea sa-i
raspunda.

- Spune-mi atunci, John, zise ea, dupa ce se gandise
destul de bine la vorbele pe care se cuvenea sa le rosteascd. lar
in timp ce vorbea, se intuneca la fatad si ochii i scanteiau parca
de furie. La ce salt te referi? Vrei sd spui un salt inainte?

- Ei bine, da. Sper c4 va fi astfel.

- Intr-o anumits privintd, desigur, o sa fie un salt inainte.
Sa fiu sotia barbatului pe care il iubesc, sa am privilegiul de a-i
tine fericirea in mainile mele, sd stiu ca sunt a lui—tovardsa de
viatd pe care si-a ales-o din toata lumea—acesta ar fi, intr-
adevdr, un salt inainte; un salt aproape pand la ceruri, daca
lucrurile ar sta astfel. Dar daca te referi la un salt inainte in alt
sens...

- Ma gandeam la scara sociala.

- In acest caz, cipitane Broughton, gandurile tale m-au
jignit.

- Te-au jignit?

- Da, m-au jignit. Ca tatdl tdu este, in ochii lumii, un om
mai important decat tatdl meu e fard indoiald adevarat. Ca tu,
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enough. That you, as a man, are richer than I am as a woman, is
doubtless also true. But you dishonour me, and yourself also, if
these things can weigh with you now.”

“Patience, —I think you can hardly know what words
you are saying to me.”

“Pardon me, but I think I do. Nothing that you can give
me —no gifts of that description —can weigh aught against that
which I am giving you. If you had all the wealth and rank of
the greatest lord in the land, it would count as nothing in such
a scale. If —as I have not doubted —if in return for my heart you
have given me yours, then—then—then, you have paid me
fully. But when gifts such as those are going, nothing else can
count even as a make-weight.”

“I do not quite understand you,” he answered, after a
pause. “I fear you are a little high-flown.” And then, while the
evening was still early, they walked back to the parsonage
almost without another word.

Captain Broughton at this time had only one more full
day to remain at Oxney Colne. On the afternoon following that
he was to go as far as Exeter, and thence return to London. Of
course, it was to be expected, that the wedding day would be
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ca barbat, esti mai bogat decat mine, ca femeie, este iardsi foarte
adevdrat. Insi imi faci o mare dezonoare, si tie de asemenea,
daca acum aceste lucruri au mai mare importantd pentru tine.

- Patience, nu cred ca iti dai seama prea bine de ceea ce-
mi spui.

- Regret, dar cred cd-mi dau seama. Nimic din ce-mi poti
da—niciun dar de acel fel —nu poate sa cantdreasca mai mult
decat ceea ce-ti ofer eu. Dacd ai avea toatd bogatia si pozitia
sociala a celui mai mare lord din tinut, nu ar insemna nimic pe
0 asemenea scard. Dacd —si nu ma indoiesc de asta— mi-ai dat
inima ta in schimbul inimii mele, atunci, atunci... mi-ai oferit
destul. Dar cdnd vine vorba de astfel de daruri, orice altceva nu
mai cantareste nici cat o catime.

- Nu prea te inteleg, raspunse el dupa o pauza. Ma tem
cd esti putin prea exageratd. Pe urma, desi seara nu se
terminase incd, s-au intors la parohie aproape fdard sd-si mai
spuna vreun cuvant.

In momentul de fat, cipitanul Broughton mai avea o
singurd zi de stat in Oxney Colne. In dupi-amiaza urmatoare,
urma sd ajungd tocmai pand in Exeter, iar de acolo sa se
intoarca la Londra. Bineinteles, era de asteptat sa fixeze ziua
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tixed before he went, and much had been said about it during
the first day or two of his engagement. Then he had pressed for
an early time, and Patience, with a girl's usual diffidence, had
asked for some little delay. But now nothing was said on the
subject; and how was it probable that such a matter could be
settled after such a conversation as that which I have related?
That evening, Miss Le Smyrger asked whether the day had
been fixed.

“No,” said Captain Broughton harshly; “nothing has
been fixed.”

“But it will be arranged before you go?”

“Probably not,” he said; and then the subject was
dropped for the time.

“John,” she said, just before she went to bed, “if there be
anything wrong between you and Patience, I conjure you to tell
me.”

“You had better ask her,” he replied. “I can tell you
nothing.”

On the following morning he was much surprised by
seeing Patience on the gravel path before Miss Le Smyrger's
gate immediately after breakfast. He went to the door to open it
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nuntii inainte de plecare si se vorbise destul despre asta in
primele doud sau trei zile de logodnd. Atunci el insistase ca
ziua sa fie fixatd mai devreme, dar Patience, cu rezerva
obisnuitd a unei fete, ceruse sa mai intarzie putin lucrurile. Dar
acum nu se mai vorbea deloc despre asta. Si cum era posibil sa
mai stabileasca ceva dupd o asemenea conversatie ca cea pe
care am relatat-o? In seara aceea, domnisoara Le Smyrger a
intrebat daca s-a fixat ziua nuntii.

- Nu, rdspunse aspru capitanul Broughton. Nu s-a fixat
nimic.

- Dar o veti fixa inainte sa pleci?

- Probabil ca nu, zise el, dupd care nu au mai vorbit
deocamdata despre asta.

- John, zise ea, chiar inainte sd mearga la culcare, daca
ceva nu merge intre tine si Patience, te rog sa-mi spui.

- Mai bine ai intreba-o pe ea, rdspunse el. Eu nu pot sa-ti
spun nimic.

A doua zi de dimineatd a fost foarte surprins sa o vada
pe tandra pe poteca de piatra din fata portii domnisoarei Le
Smyrger, imediat dupd micul dejun. Se duse la usa sa-i
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for her, and she, as she gave him her hand, told him that she
came up to speak to him. There was no hesitation in her
manner, nor any look of anger in her face. But there was in her
gait and form, in her voice and countenance, a fixedness of
purpose which he had never seen before, or at any rate had
never acknowledged.

“Certainly,” said he. “Shall I come out with you, or will
you come up stairs?”

“We can sit down in the summer-house,” she said; and
thither they both went.

“Captain Broughton,” she said —and she began her task
the moment that they were both seated —“You and I have
engaged ourselves as man and wife, but perhaps we have been
over rash.”

“How s0?” said he.

“It may be—and indeed I will say more—it is the case
that we have made this engagement without knowing enough
of each other's character.”

“I have not thought so.”

“The time will perhaps come when you will so think,
but for the sake of all that we most value, let it come before it is
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deschidd, iar ea, intinzdndu-i mana, ii spuse cd venise sd-i
vorbeasca. Atitudinea ei nu era deloc ezitantd, iar pe chip nu i
se citea nicio umbra de furie. Dar in umbletul si expresia ei, in
vocea si infdtisarea sa, se intrezdrea un tel precis, pe care el nu-1
mai observase inainte sau de care, in orice caz, nu-si ddduse
seama.

- Desigur, zise el. Sd ies eu afard, sau vrei sd vii tu sus?

- Putem sd luam loc in foisor, spuse ea. Si se duserd
amandoi intr-acolo.

- Cédpitane Broughton, zise ea si incepu discutia dupa ce
amandoi se asezara. Noi doi ne-am unit destinele prin logodnd,
dar poate ca ne-am grabit in acest sens.

- Cum asa? intreba el.

- Se poate ca—si, intr-adevar, voi mai spune ceva—ca noi
sd ne fi logodit fard sa stim prea multe despre caracterul
fiecaruia.

- Nu m-am gandit la asta.

- Poate cd va veni vremea cand te vei gandi dar, de
dragul celor la care tinem cel mai mult, sd vorbim despre asta
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too late. What would be our fate—how terrible would be our
misery, if such a thought should come to either of us after we
have linked our lots together.”

There was a solemnity about her as she thus spoke
which almost repressed him,—which for a time did prevent
him from taking that tone of authority which on such a subject
he would choose to adopt. But he recovered himself.

“I hardly think that this comes well from you,” he said.

“From whom else should it come? Who else can fight
my battle for me; and, John, who else can fight that same battle
on your behalf? I tell you this, that with your mind standing
towards me as it does stand at present, you could not give me
your hand at the altar with true words and a happy conscience.
Am I not true? You have half repented of your bargain already.
Is it not so?”

He did not answer her; but getting up from his seat
walked to the front of the summer-house, and stood there with
his back turned upon her. It was not that he meant to be
ungracious, but in truth he did not know how to answer her.
He had half repented of his bargain.

“John,” she said, getting up and following him, so that

Q

52

pana nu e prea tarziu. Ce soartd vom avea, cat de mare va fi
nefericirea noastrd dacd o sd ne vind un asemenea gand dupa ce
ne vom fi unit destinele?

Avea o solemnitate in glas cand vorbea astfel care
aproape cd il infrand si care, pentru un timp, il impiedica, intr-
adevdr, sda adopte tonul acela autoritar la care ar recurge intr-o
astfel de problema. Dar isi reveni.

- Nu prea cred ca ti-a venit tie aceastd idee, spuse el.

- Dar cui sa-i fi venit? Cine altcineva poate sa lupte
pentru cauza mea in afard de mine? Si, John, cine ar putea sa
lupte pentru aceeasi cauzad in numele tau? Vreau sd-ti spun c4,
asa cum stai ganditor acum spre mine, nu ai putea sa-mi intinzi
mana la altar cu sinceritate si cu constiinta senind. Nu am
dreptate? Deja ai inceput sd regreti pe jumadtate ca ti-ai luat
acest angajament. Nu-i asa?

Nu-i rdspunse nimic, dar, ridicAndu-se de pe scaun, se
duse intr-un capat al foisorului si rdmase acolo, cu spatele la ea.
Si nu din lipsa de politete, ci pentru ca, intr-adevar, nu stia ce
sd-i raspundd. Regretase pe jumadtate angajamentul pe care si-1
luase.

- John, zise ea, ridicAindu-se si urmandu-l, in asa fel incat
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she could put her hand upon his arm, “I have been very angry
with you.”

“Angry with me!” he said, turning sharp upon her.

“Yes, angry with you. You would have treated me like a
child. But that feeling has gone now. I am not angry now. There
is my hand; — the hand of a friend. Let the words that have been
spoken between us be as though they had not been spoken. Let
us both be free.”

“Do you mean it?” he asked.

“Certainly I mean it.” As she spoke these words her
eyes were filled with tears, in spite of all the efforts she could
make; but he was not looking at her, and her efforts had
sufficed to prevent any sob from being audible.

“With all my heart,” he said; and it was manifest from
his tone that he had no thought of her happiness as he spoke. It
was true that she had been angry with him —angry, as she had
herself declared; but nevertheless, in what she had said and
what she had done, she had thought more of his happiness
than of her own. Now she was angry once again.

“With all your heart, Captain Broughton! Well, so be it.
If with all your heart, then is the necessity so much the greater.
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sd-i poatd pune mana pe brat, am fost foarte furioasa pe tine.

- Furioasa? zise el, intorcandu-se iute spre ea.

- Da, furioasda. Te-ai fi purtat cu mine ca si cu un copil.
Dar acum sentimentul acela a disparut. Acum nu sunt furioasa.
[atd mana mea—mana unei prietene. Fie ca vorbele pe care le-
am rostit si unul si altul sa fie date uitarii. Sa fim amandoi
liberi.

- Vorbesti serios? o intreba el.

- Cu siguranta. In timp ce rostea aceste cuvinte, ochii i se
umpleau de lacrimi, in ciuda tuturor eforturilor pe care le putea
face. Dar el nu se uita la ea si astfel a putut sa-si indbuse orice
suspin.

- Din toatd inima mea, zise el; si reiesea din tonul vocii
sale cd nu se gandea deloc la fericirea ei cand vorbea. Era
adevadrat cd fusese furioasa pe el —furioasa, dupd cum ea insdsi
marturisise; dar, cu toate acestea, in tot ceea ce spusese si-n tot
ceea ce facuse se gandise mai mult la fericirea lui decét la a sa.
Acum era furioasd incd o data.

- Din toatd inima ta, cdpitane Broughton! Atunci, asa sa
fie. Dacd e din toatd inima ta, e si mai important sd procedam
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You go to-morrow. Shall we say farewell now?”

“Patience, I am not going to be lectured.”
“Certainly not by me. Shall we say farewell now?”

“Yes, if you are determined.”

“I am determined. Farewell, Captain Broughton. You
have all my wishes for your happiness.” And she held out her
hand to him.

“Patience!” he said. And he looked at her with a dark
frown, as though he would strive to frighten her into
submission. If so, he might have saved himself any such
attempt.

“Farewell, Captain Broughton. Give me your hand, for I
cannot stay.” He gave her his hand, hardly knowing why he
did so. She lifted it to her lips and kissed it, and then, leaving
him, passed from the summer-house down through the wicket-
gate, and straight home to the parsonage.

During the whole of that day she said no word to any
one of what had occurred. When she was once more at home
she went about her household affairs as she had done on that
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astfel. Tu o sa pleci maine. Ar trebui sd ne spunem la revedere
acum?

- Patience, nu am de gand sa-ti ascult dojenile.

- In niciun caz n-am s fac asta. S4 ne spunem la revedere
acum?

- Da, daci esti hotarata.

- Sunt hotdratd. Ramas bun, cdpitane Broughton. i’;i

doresc din toatd inima sa fii fericit. Si-i intinse méana.

- Patience! zise el. Si se uitd la ea cu o incruntitura
crancend, de parcd s-ar fi straduit s-o supund inspirandu-i
teama. Daca asa stdteau lucrurile, putea sa-si ia gandul de la o
asemenea incercare.

- Cu bine, cdpitane Broughton. Da-mi mana ta, cdci nu
pot si mai stau. Ii intinse mana, fira si stie prea bine de ce ficea
asta. Ea o duse la buzele sale si o sdrutd, iar apoi, dupd ce-1
parasi, pleca din foisor, iesi pe portita si se duse drept acasa la
parohie.

Pe parcursul intregii zile, ea nu a spus nimdnui nimic
despre cele intAmplate. Cand ajunse din nou acasd, se apucd de
treburile sale gospodadresti, asa cum facuse in ziua venirii lui.
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day of his arrival. When she sat down to dinner with her father
he observed nothing to make him think that she was unhappy,
nor during the evening was there any expression in her face, or
any tone in her voice, which excited his attention. On the
following morning Captain Broughton called at the parsonage,
and the servant-girl brought word to her mistress that he was
in the parlour. But she would not see him.

“Laws, miss, you ain't a quarrelled with your beau?” the
poor girl said.

“No, not quarrelled,” she said; “but give him that.”

It was a scrap of paper containing a word or two in
pencil. “It is better that we should not meet again. God bless
you.” And from that day to this, now more than ten years, they
never have met.

“Papa,” she said to her father that afternoon, “dear
papa, do not be angry with me. It is all over between me and
John Broughton. Dearest, you and I will not be separated.”

It would be useless here to tell how great was the old

man's surprise and how true his sorrow. As the tale was told to
him no cause was given for anger with any one. Not a word
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Cand se aseza la masd, impreund cu tatal ei, pentru a servi cina,
acesta nu observa nimic care sa-i dea de inteles ca era nefericita
si nici nu i-a atras atentia, in seara aceea, vreo expresie pe
chipul ei sau vreun ton al vocii sale. In dimineata urmitoare,
capitanul Broughton se duse in vizitd la parohie, iar servitoarea
casei ii trimise vorba stipanei sale ci o astepta in salon. Insa ea
nu dori sa-1 vada.

- Vileu, domnisoard, v-ati certat cumva cu amorezul
dumneavoastra? spuse biata fata.

- Nu, nu m-am certat, rdspunse ea. Dar da-i asta.

Era o bucidticd de hartie, pe care fusesera scrise cu
cerneald cateva cuvinte: ,, Ar fi bine sd nu ne mai intdlnim.
Dumnezeu sa te binecuvanteze.” Si din ziua aceea pand astdzi,
mai bine de zece ani, nu s-au mai intalnit niciodata.

- Tatd, dragd tatd, 1i spuse tatdlui sau in dupa-amiaza
aceea, sa nu fii supdrat pe mine. Totul s-a terminat intre mine si
John Broughton. De-acum, scumpule tatd, nu vom mai fi
despartiti.

Ar fi de prisos sd spunem aici cat de mare a fost surpriza
batranului si cat de sincerd i-a fost intristarea. Dupa ce a
ascultat povestea, nu a putut sd invinuiasca pe nimeni. Nu s-a
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was spoken against the suitor who had on that day returned to
London with a full conviction that now at least he was relieved
from his engagement.

“Patty, my darling child,” he said, “may God grant that
it be for the best!”

“It is for the best,” she answered stoutly. “For this place
I am fit; and I much doubt whether I am fit for any other.”

On that day she did not see Miss Le Smyrger, but on the
following morning, knowing that Captain Broughton had gone
off, having heard the wheels of the carriage as they passed by
the parsonage gate on his way to the station, — she walked up to
the Combe.

“He has told you, I suppose?” said she.

“Yes,” said Miss Le Smyrger. “And I will never see him
again unless he asks your pardon on his knees. I have told him
so. I would not even give him my hand as he went.”

“But why so, thou kindest one? The fault was mine
more than his.”

“I understand. I have eyes in my head,” said the old
maid. “I have watched him for the last four or five days. If you
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spus niciun cuvant rau la adresa pretendentului, care in acea zi
se intorsese la Londra, incredintat ca acum, cel putin, rupsese
logodna.

- Patty, draga mea copild, ii spuse el, sd dea Dumnezeu
sd fie totul bine!

- E totul bine, 1i rdaspunse ea cu hotdarare. Caci ma
potrivesc acestui loc si md indoiesc cd m-as potrivi oriunde
altundeva.

In ziua aceea nu a intalnit-o pe domnisoara Le Smyrger,
dar a doua zi de dimineata, stiind ca plecase capitanul
Broughton, —auzise rotile trasurii trecind prin fata portii
parohiei, in drumul sdu spre gard —o lud la pas spre Combe.

- Presupun ca ti-a spus, nu-i asa? zise ea.

- Da, rdaspunse domnisoara Le Smyrger. Iar eu nu mai
vreau sa-l vad pana cand nu-ti va cere iertare in genunchi. Asa
i-am spus. Nici mdcar nu i-am intins mana la plecare.

- Dar de ce, draga mea? A fost mai mult vina mea decat a
lui.

- Inteleg. Si eu am ochi cu care si vad, raspunse batrana
domnisoard. L-am urmadrit in ultimele patru sau cinci zile. Daca
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could have kept the truth to yourself and bade him keep off
from you, he would have been at your feet now, licking the
dust from your shoes.”

“But, dear friend, I do not want a man to lick dust from
my shoes.”

“Ah, you are a fool. You do not know the value of your
own wealth.”

“True; I have been a fool. I was a fool to think that one
coming from such a life as he has led could be happy with such
as I am. I know the truth now. I have bought the lesson
dearly, —but perhaps not too dearly, seeing that it will never be
forgotten.”

There was but little more said about the matter between
our three friends at Oxney Colne. What, indeed, could be said?
Miss Le Smyrger for a year or two still expected that her
nephew would return and claim his bride; but he has never
done so, nor has there been any correspondence between them.
Patience Woolsworthy had learned her lesson dearly. She had
given her whole heart to the man; and, though she so bore
herself that no one was aware of the violence of the struggle,
nevertheless the struggle within her bosom was very violent.
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ai fi putut sa tii adevarul in tine si i-ai fi cerut sa stea la distanta,
ar fi fost acum la picioarele tale, sdrutand colbul de pe pantofii
tai.

- Dar, dragd prietend, nu vreau un bdrbat care sa-mi
sarute colbul de pe pantofi.

- A, esti o bleaga. Nu stii ce mult pretuiesti.

- Intr-adevar, am fost o bleagi. Am fost o bleaga si cred
cd cineva care a dus o asemenea viatd ca a lui ar putea sd fie
fericit langa mine. Acum stiu adevéarul. Mi-am primit lectia din
plin — dar poate nu suficient, cdci nu voi uita niciodatd asta.

Cei trei prieteni ai nostri din Oxney Colne n-au mai
vorbit prea multe despre acest subiect. De fapt, ce mai putea fi
spus? Timp de un an sau doi, domnisoara Le Smyrger a tot
asteptat ca nepotul ei sd se intoarca si s-o ia pe fata de nevasta.
Dar nu a fdcut niciodatd asta si cei doi nici nu au corespondat.
Patience Woolsworthy isi invdtase bine lectia. Ea 1i daruise
toata inima ei. $i, desi se purta astfel incat nimeni sa nu-si dea
seama de intensitatea luptei sale interioare, totusi zbaterea din
strafundul ei era una crancend. Nu si-a spus niciodatd ca
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She never told herself that she had done wrong; she never
regretted her loss; but yet — yet — the loss was very hard to bear.
He also had loved her, but he was not capable of a love which
could much injure his daily peace. Her daily peace was gone
for many a day to come.

Her father is still living; but there is a curate now in the
parish. In conjunction with him and with Miss Le Smyrger she
spends her time in the concerns of the parish. In her own eyes
she is a confirmed old maid; and such is my opinion also. The
romance of her life was played out in that summer. She never
sits now lonely on the hill-side thinking how much she might
do for one whom she really loved. But with a large heart she
loves many, and, with no romance, she works hard to lighten
the burdens of those she loves.

As for Captain Broughton, all the world know that he
did marry that great heiress with whom his name was once
before connected, and that he is now a useful member of
Parliament, working on committees three or four days a week
with a zeal that is indefatigable. Sometimes, not often, as he
thinks of Patience Woolsworthy, a gratified smile comes across
his face.
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procedase gresit, nu a regretat niciodatd pierderea aceea. Dar
totusi—totusi, pierderea era foarte greu de suportat. Si el o
iubise, dar nu a fost capabil sa trdiascd o iubire care ar fi putut
sd-i tulbure tihna. Pacea ei zilnica se destramase pentru mult
timp.

Tatal ei inca traieste, dar acum existd un ajutor de preot
in parohie. Impreuna cu el si cu domnisoara Le Smyrger, ea isi
petrece timpul in interiorul parohiei. Se vede pe sine ca pe o
fata batrand si asta cred si eu despre ea. Povestea de iubire a
vietii sale s-a petrecut in acea vard. Acum nu mai sade niciodata
singura pe coasta dealului, gandindu-se céte ar fi putut sa faca
pentru cel pe care chiar l-a iubit. Ins iubeste din inima atatea
persoane si, fard romantism, munceste din greu ca sd le usureze
poverile celor dragi.

Cat despre cdpitanul Broughton, toatd lumea stie cd s-a
insurat cu acea mostenitoare importantd, care a mai fost
amintitd in legaturd cu el, si cd acum este un membru de
nddejde al Parlamentului, lucrdnd in comisii céte trei sau patru
zile pe sdaptdmand, cu un zel neobosit. Uneori, nu foarte des,
cand se gandeste la Patience Woolsworthy, i se citeste un
zambet de multumire pe chip.
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ENDNOTES

1. Devonshire: A traditional county in the south west of
England. Trollope seems to prefer the older name of the county of
Devon, namely “Devonshire,” to which the Anglo-Saxon root shire is
added (Knight, Dutton 1910: 1). The boundaries of Devon are
represented by Cornwall, on the west, and by Dorset and Somerset,
on the east. It is the third largest county of England and its county
town is the city of Exeter.

The landscape in Devon is very complex, and this is one of its
particular features. Here one may find the Dartmoor National Park,
and a portion of the Exmoor National Park, in the north. What strikes
the viewer is the scenery of Dartmoor, with marshy pans, reduced
fertile soil, sometimes rocky land, coarse grasses and heather.
Exmoor has more ploughland than Dartmoor, and here tourism and
rough grazing are significant. However, tourism is very important in
Dartmoor too, mainly in rural areas and along coastal regions.

From a historic perspective, Devon was acknowledged as a
shire in the 8th century, and in 1068 it was taken hold of by William I
the Conqueror, after which the Normans built many castles there
(The New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, IV: 48).
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NOTE FINALE

1. Devonshire: Comitat traditional din sud-vestul Angliei.
Trollope pare sd prefere numele mai vechi al comitatului Devon, si
anume , Devonshire”, la care este addugatd raddcina anglo-saxona
shire (Knight, Dutton 1910: 1). Limitele Devonului sunt reprezentate
de Cornwall, in vest, si Dorset si Somerset, in est. Este al treilea
comitat ca marime al Angliei, iar resedinta sa este orasul Exeter.

Peisajul din Devon este foarte complex, aceasta fiind una din
trasaturile sale distinctive. Aici se gasesc Parcul National Dartmoor si
o parte din Parcul National Exmoor, in nord. Ceea ce starneste
fascinatia privitorului este tocmai peisajul din Dartmoor, cu ochiuri
de mlastind, putin pamant fertil, pe alocuri teren stancos, ierburi
aspre si buruieni. Exmoor are mai mult teren arabil decat Dartmoor,
iar aici turismul si pasunatul excesiv sunt semnificative. Cu toate
acestea, turismul este important si in Dartmoor, mai ales in zonele
rurale si de-a lungul regiunilor de coasta.

Dintr-o perspectiva istorica, Devon a fost recunoscut ca shire
in secolul al VIIl-lea, iar in 1068 a fost capturat de cdtre William I
Cuceritorul, dupd care normanzii au construit multe castele aici (The
New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, IV: 48).
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2. Dartmoor: A granite plateau and a moorland in the west of
Devon, where the main vegetation is represented by heather and
shrubs. Here and there, the relief of the granite plateau is marked by
weathered rocks, such as Yes Tor (619 m) and High Willhays (621 m),
which are considered the highest points in Dartmoor.

During the Anglo-Saxon period, Dartmoor was a royal forest,
and since 1337 the central area has been part of the duchy of
Cornwall. In 1951 Dartmoor was named a national park, extending
for 365 square miles (945 square km).

Rough grazing, tourism and military training are the most
popular activities in the area.

The extraordinary scenery in Dartmoor has been a source of
inspiration for many writers (The New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007,
I1I: 892).

3. Dart, Avon, Teign: Three rivers in Dartmoor, radiating from
the center towards the coasts of Devon; a great quantity of their
water is impounded and is used in order to supply the towns of
Devon. The soil in the valleys of these rivers is very fertile (The New
Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, 111: 48, IV: 892).

4. Exeter: County town of Devon, 44 miles from Plymouth
and 172 miles from London. It appears that Exeter was a British town
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2. Dartmoor: Un platou de granit si tinut mldstinos in vestul
Devonului, unde principala vegetatie e alcatuita din buruieni si tufe.
Din loc in loc, relieful platoului de granit este presarat cu roci
erodate, cum ar fi Yes Tor (619 metri) si High Willhays (621 metri),
care sunt socotite cele mai inalte puncte din Dartmoor.

In perioada anglo-saxona, Dartmoor era o padure regald, iar
din anul 1337 regiunea centrald a ficut parte din ducatul Cornwall. In
1951, Dartmoor a fost desemnat parc national, intinzdndu-se pe o
suprafata de 365 de mile (945 metri patrati).

Padsunatul excesiv, turismul si instructia militard sunt cele mai
populare activitati din zona.

Peisajul extraordinar din Dartmoor a constituit sursa de
inspiratie pentru numerosi scriitori (The New Encyclopaedia Britannica
2007, I11: 892).

3. Dart, Avon, Teign: Trei rauri din Dartmoor, iradiind din
centru spre coastele Devonului; o cantitate insemnata a apei lor este
indiguita si folosita pentru a aproviziona orasele din Devon. Solul din
vdile acestor rauri este foarte fertil (The New Encyclopaedia Britannica
2007, 11I: 48, IV: 892).

4. Exeter: Resedintd a Devonului, la 44 de mile depdrtare de
Plymouth si 172 de Londra. Se pare ca Exeter a fost oras britanic
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before it was established as a Roman station, and its first name was
given by the Britons (Caer-Wisc, i.e. “city of the water”) (Monmouth;
apud Lewis 1831, II: 151). Eventually, after it had been well fortified,
the town was given the name Exanceastre, from which the actual
name is derived. Exeter was renowned for its religious foundations,
and it comprises many parishes (Lewis 1831, II: 151-158).

5. Plymouth: Historic city of England, located in the south of
Devon. In ancient times, the Celtic tribe known as Dumnonii settled
here, and afterwards the West Saxons occupied the place, not
necessarily as conquerors, but mainly as colonists. It is a complex
place, full of myth and romance, that any traveller would like to visit
one day. From a historic perspective, Plymouth is the legendary city
wherefrom the old pilgrims departed by the ship called “Mayflower”
to the New World (the Americas) (Salmon 1920: 1 ff).

6. Torquay: A town and a bay in the south of Devon, lying
between the Dart and the Teign rivers. According to a legend, Brutus,
a famous coloniser of Britain, is said to have landed in Totnes (a town
in south Devon, in the vicinity of Torquay) with many ships, after the
Deluge and after the fall of Troy. The legend certifies the antiquity of
Totnes, and hence, of Torquay. The scenery in Torquay is marvellous,
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inainte sd fie desemnat ca bazd romand, iar primul sau nume a fost
acordat de cdtre britoni (Caer-Wisc, adicd “orasul de pe apd”)
(Monmouth ; apud Lewis 1831, II : 151). In cele din urms, dupd ce a
fost bine fortificat, orasul a primit numele de Exanceastre, de unde
derivd actualul sdu nume. Exeter era renumit pentru asezamintele
sale religioase si cuprinde multe parohii (Lewis 1831, II: 151-158).

5. Plymouth: Oras istoric al Angliei, situat in sudul
Devonului. In timpurile stravechi, tribul celtic cunoscut ca Dumnonii
s-a stabilit aici, iar ulterior saxonii de vest au ocupat locul, nu
neapdrat in calitate de cuceritori, ci mai ales in aceea de colonisti. Este
un loc complex, plin de mit si romantism, pe care orice caldtor si-ar
dori sd-1 viziteze intr-o zi. Dintr-o perspectivd istoricd, Plymouth este
orasul legendar de unde au plecat vechii puritani, la bordul corabiei
~Mayflower”, spre Lumea Noud (cele doud Americi) (Salmon 1920: 1
ff).

6. Torquay: Oras si golf din sudul Devonului, situat intre
raurile Dart si Teign. Potrivit unei legende, Brutus, un colonizator
renumit de-al Britaniei, ar fi acostat in Totnes (un oras din sudul
Devonului, in apropierea Torquay) cu multe cordbii, dupa Potop si
caderea Troiei. Legenda atestd vechimea Totnesului si, prin urmare, a
orasului Torquay. Peisajul din Torquay este splendid, cu multe
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with many ravines and rich meadows. Tourists prefer this spot
mainly because of its wonderful landscapes (Blewitt 1832: 1 ff).

7. Tavistock: A borough and a parish in the county of Devon,
named after the river on which it lies, namely Tavy. It appears that
the origins of the town are related to the establishment of an abbey
(961) of Black monks (their name being derived from the colour of
their garments). The town is located in a valley, and the scenery there
is simply breathtaking (Lewis 1845, IV: 304-306).

8. Dartmoor prison: A prison built in Dartmoor in 1806,
where French prisoners from the Napoleonic Wars (1803-1815) were
confined. Ever since 1850, it has become England’s main confinement
centre for those committing serious crimes (The New Encyclopaedia
Britannica 2007, 111: 892).

9. Chagford: A small town and parish in Devon, England, 15
miles from Exeter. The original owner of the place was Dodo, a
Saxon, but William the Conqueror gave it to the bishop of Constance.
In 1328, Edward III empowered the local lords to inflict capital
punishment. In the same year, Chagford became a stannary town.

The town baffles the viewer by means of its marvellous
landscapes: it lies by the river Teign, and is surrounded by
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trecdtori si pajisti bogate. Turistii preferd acest loc mai ales datorita
peisajelor sale minunate (Blewitt 1832: 1 ff).

7. Tavistock: Burg si parohie din comitatul Devon, denumit
dupd raul pe care este asezat, si anume Tavy. Se pare cd originile
orasului sunt legate de infiintarea unei abatii (961) de cdlugari negri
(numele lor provenind de la culoarea vesmintelor lor). Orasul este
situat intr-o vale, iar privelistea de acolo este pur si simplu uluitoare
(Lewis 1845, IV: 304-306).

8. Inchisoarea din Dartmoor: O inchisoare construiti in
Dartmoor in 1806, unde erau inchisi prizonierii francezi din
Rézboaiele Napoleoniene (1803-1815). Inca din 1850, a devenit
principalul centru de detentie pentru cei care comit infractiuni severe
(The New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, I11: 892).

9. Chagford: Orasel si parohie din Devon, Anglia, situat la 15
mile de Exeter. Detinatorul initial al locului a fost Dodo, un saxon,
dar William Cuceritorul i 1-a dat episcopului din Constance. In 1328,
Edward al Ill-lea i-a imputernicit pe lorzii de aici sd aplice pedeapsa
capitala. In acelasi an, Chagford a devenit oras minier.

Orasul, cu peisajele sale minunate, il uimeste pe privitor: este
situat in apropierea raului Teign si este inconjurat de niste dealuri
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spectacular romantic hills. The houses impress by their irregular
architecture. There is a woollen manufactory on the banks of the river
Teign, and the fairs are held on Thursday.

The Parish of St Michael the Archangel is a beautiful
structure, and many remains of the former chapels in the parish may
be found in Great Weeke, Teigncombe and Rushford (Lewis 1845, I:
528-529).

10. Manaton: A parish in the county of Devon, where there
are mines of tin and quarries from which granite may be procured.
There is also a beautiful cascade, formed by the river Bovey. The
church here is built in the gothic style and is a wonderful structure
(Lewis 1845, I11: 228).

11. Lustleigh Cleeves, Withycombe: Two parishes in the
county of Devon. The scenery in Lustleigh is varied, and the parish
here has a romantic overview, comprising the beautiful rocky valley
of “Lustleigh Cleve” (Lewis 1845, III: 187-188). A part of the ancient
church in Withycombe was demolished about 1745, and in its place a
new structure was erected not far away from Exmouth (Lewis, 1845,
IV: 621).

12. Holne Chase: A parish in the county of Devon. Here the
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romantice si pitoresti. Casele impresioneazd prin arhitectura lor
neregulatd. Pe malurile raului Teign, se afld o fabricd de procesare a
lanii, iar targurile se tin joia.

Parohia Sfantului Arhanghel Mihail este o constructie
frumoasd, iar in Great Weeke, Teigncombe si Rushford se pot gasi
multe vestigii ale fostelor capele din parohie (Lewis 1845, I: 528-529).

10. Manaton: O parohie din comitatul Devon, unde se gasesc
mine de cositor si cariere de unde se poate extrage granitul. De
asemenea, se mai afld o cascadd splendidd, formatd de raul Bovey.
Biserica de aici este construitd in stil gotic si este o structura
extraordinara (Lewis 1845, III: 228).

11. Lustleigh Cleeves,
comitatul Devon. Peisajul din Lustleigh este divers, iar parohia de

Withycombe: Doud parohii din

aici are o infdtisare romanticd, cuprinzand frumoasa vale stancoasa
din ,Lustleigh Cleve” (Lewis 1845, III: 187-188). O parte a vechii
biserici din Withycombe a fost demolata prin 1745 si in locul ei fost
ridicatd o noud constructie, nu departe de Exmouth (Lewis, 1845, IV:
621).

12. Holne Chase: O parohie din comitatul Devon. Aici raul
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Dart river flows along a beautiful rocky dell, surrounded by woods
(Lewis 1831, 1I: 406).

13. Freehold residence: The phrase “freehold residence,” used
by the author, refers to the fact of owning a building or an area of
land for an unlimited period of time (Hornby 2002: 512). The
Romanian correspondent of the phrase is “proprietate funciard
absolutd.”

14. Cream, cider: Cream and cider are two of the most
valuable articles in Devon food industry. Devonshire cream is
famous even nowadays, and cider orchards still exist, even though,
for the most part, cider is now produced in modern factories (The
New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, IV: 48).

15. Jonathan Oldbuck: A fictional character in Walter Scott’s
novel The Antiquary. In the beginning of the novel, Jonathan Oldbuck
reads Sandy Gordon's Itinerarium Septentrionale, a book indicative of
the Roman remnants in Scotland. The author presents him as a
genuine antiquary, whose friends had similar hobbies as his: they
looked for ruined entrenchments, were interested in ancient castles,

deciphered unintelligible inscriptions, and wrote about medals (Scott
1886: 16, 23).

Q
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Dart curge de-a lungul unei frumoase vélcele stdncoase, inconjurata
de paduri (Lewis 1831, II: 406).

freehold
residence”, folosita de autor, se refera la calitatea de a detine o clddire

13. Proprietate funciard absolutd: Expresia
sau o bucata de pamant pentru o perioadd de timp nedeterminata
(Hornby 2002: 512). Corespondentul romanesc al expresiei este
,proprietate funciara absoluta”.

14. Smdntdand, cidru: Smantana si cidrul sunt doud dintre cele
mai pretuite articole din industria alimentard a Devonului. Sméantana
din Devonshire este renumitd chiar si astdzi, iar livezile pentru cidru
incd existd, desi, in cea mai mare parte, cidrul este acum produs in
fabrici moderne (The New Encyclopaedia Britannica 2007, IV: 48).

15. Jonathan Oldbuck: Personaj fictiv din romanul Anticarul,
de Walter Scott. La inceputul romanului, Jonathan Oldbuck citeste
Itinerarium Septentrionale, de Sandy Gordon, o carte in care se vorbeste
despre vestigiile romane din Scotia. Autorul il prezintd ca pe un
anticar autentic, ai cdrui prieteni aveau pasiuni similare cu ale lui:
cdutau fortificatii stravechi, erau interesati de castele antice, descifrau
inscriptii neinteligibile si scriau despre medalii (Scott 1886: 16, 23).
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16. Antiquarian: Here, the noun “antiquarian” refers to the
quality of a person who is interested in antiquities, i.e. old and
priceless objects, not only books, but also ancient buildings, ruins,
etc. (Hornby 2002: 44).

17. Mile: A unit of measurement equal to 1609 metres
(Hornby 2002: 807).

18. Eaton Square: A residential area in Belgravia district,
London, called after Eaton Hall in Cheshire, the residence of the
Marquis of Westminster (Wheatley, Cunningham 2011: 4).

19. Clapham Park: A large area of land in London, about 250
acres, taken in 1824 by Mr. Thomas Cubitt (the one who conceived
Belgravia), and turned into many open spaces, where large villas
were built (Walford, 1878: 319-327).

20. Paterfamilias: The male head of a family in Roman times.
He is the master (dominus) of the home, and he is called in this way
even if he has no children. When he dies, his formes subjects
(including slaves) may have their own households, each of them
assuming the role of pater familias (Frier, McGinn, 2004: 18).

Q
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16. Anticar: Aici, substantivul ,anticar” se referd la calitatea
unei persoane care e interesata de antichitati, adica de obiecte vechi si
nepretuite, nu numai carti, ci si constructii stravechi, ruine, etc.
(Hornby 2002: 44).

17. Mild: Unitate de masurd egald cum 1609 metri (Hornby
2002: 807).

18. Eaton Square: O zona rezidentiald din districtul Belgravia,
in Londra, denumitd dupa Eaton Hall din Cheshire, resedinta
marchizului de Westminster (Wheatley, Cunningham 2011: 4).

19. Clapham Park: O intindere vastd de pamént din Londra,
aproximativ 250 de acri, preluata in 1824 de cdtre domnul Thomas
Cubitt (cel care a conceput Belgravia) si preschimbatd in numeroase
spatii largi, unde au fost construite vile somptuoase (Walford, 1878:
319-327).

20. Paterfamilias: Capul familiei in epoca romand. El e
stapanul casei (dominus) si este numit astfel chiar daca nu are copii.
Dupa moartea sa, fostii sdi supusi (inclusiv sclavi) pot avea propriile
lor familii, fiecare dintre ei asumandu-si rolul de pater familias (Frier,
McGinn, 2004: 18).
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21. Newton Abbot: A market-town in the south of Devon, 187
miles from London, located on the river Lemon, between Exeter and
Plymouth (Lewis 1845, I1I: 392-393).

22. Morning dress: In British fashion, the morning dress is an
appropriate dress for breakfast; it is a wrapper tailored loosely, made
generally of chintz or muslin. The front part of the dress may be
protected by an apron. This dress may be worn usually by a lady
performing domestic duties (Hartley 1872: 27).

23. Shilling: A british coin used before 1971, the equivalent of
12 pence (Hornby 2002: 1180).

24. Ivybridge, or Ivy-Bridge: a village in the south of Devon
(Lewis 1831, II: 470).

25. Bovey: A parish in the south of Devon, in the union of
Newton-Abbot (Lewis 1845, I: 305).

26. Toddy: A beverage prepared of alcohol, hot water, sugar
and, in some cases, spices (Hornby 2002: 1366).
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21. Newton Abbot: Oras-targ din sudul Devonului, la 187 de
mile depdrtare de Londra, situat pe rdul Lemon, intre Exeter si
Plymouth (Lewis 1845, I1I: 392-393).

22. Rochia de dimineatda: In moda britanicd, rochia de
dimineatd este o rochie potrivita pentru micul dejun; este o haina de
casd croitd larg, facutd in general din panza de bumbac sau muselina.
Partea din fatd a rochiei poate fi protejata de un sort. Aceastd rochie
poate fi purtatd de obicei de cdtre o gospodind care isi indeplineste
indatoririle casnice (Hartley 1872: 27).

23. Siling: O monedd britanicd in uz inainte de 1971,
echivalentul a 12 peni (Hornby 2002: 1180).

24. Ivybridge, sau Ivy-Bridge: un sat din sudul Devonului
(Lewis 1831, II: 470).

25. Bovey: O parohie din sudul Devonului, in uniunea
Newton-Abbot (Lewis 1845, I: 305).

26. Toddy (rachiu cu apd): O bautura preparatd din alcool, apa
fierbinte, zahdr si, in unele cazuri, mirodenii (Horby 2002: 1366).
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27. Stone stile: A few steps used to climb over a fence, usually
in a field (Hornby 2002: 1275). In Romanian, “parleaz,” (the
equivalent of the English concept of “stile”) is usually made of wood
(Dima et al. 2007: 1471).

28. “What a Hercules!”: An allusion to the twelve labours
performed by the Greek hero Heracles (in the Roman mythology,
Hercules) (t.n.).

29. Tea: A meal eaten in the early evening, usually consisting
in sandwiches, biscuits or cakes and tea (Hornby 2002: 1332).

30. Supper: The last meal of the day, a light one, before going
to bed (Horby 2002: 1306).

31. Gold-stick-in-waiting: The English term “gold stick”
refers to an officer in the life guards of the king or queen. When His
or Her Majesty gives one of his regiments of life guards to an officer,
he or she offers him a gold stick, hence the name of “gold-stick.” The
officer on duty is called “gold-stick-in-waiting” (James 1802: 910).
The Romanian translation, “ofiter de ceremonie”, is an approximate

one.
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27. Parleaz de piatrd: Cateva trepte folosite pentru a urca un
gard, de obicei pe un camp (Hornby 2002: 1275). In limba romans,
»parleaz”, (echivalentul conceptului englezesc de ,stile”), este de
obicei facut din lemn (Dima et al. 2007: 1471).

28. ,- Ce mai Hercule!”: Aluzie la cele doudsprezece munci
efectuate de eroul grec Heracles (in mitologia romand, Hercules)
(n.t.).

29. Ceai: O masi servitd seara devreme, constind, de obicei, in
sandvisuri, biscuiti sau prdjiturele si ceai (Hornby 2002: 1332).

30. Cind tdrzie: Ultima masa a zilei, una usoard, inainte de a
merge la culcare (Hornby 2002: 1306).

31. Ofiter de ceremonie: Termenul englezesc ,gold stick” se
referd la un ofiter din garzile de corp ale regelui sau ale reginei. Cand
Maiestatea Sa ii dd unui ofiter unul dintre regimentele sale de garzi
de corp, ii oferd totodatd un baston aurit, de unde si numele de ,, gold-
stick.” Ofiterul de serviciu se numeste , gold stick-in-waiting” (James
1802: 910). Traducerea in limba romana, ,ofiter de ceremonie”, este

una aproximativa.
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