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CHAPTER L.

I HAD not been settled much more than six weeks in my
country practice when I was sent for to a neighboring town, to
consult with the resident medical man there on a case of very
dangerous illness.

My horse had come down with me at the end of a long
ride the night before, and had hurt himself, luckily, much more
than he had hurt his master. Being deprived of the animal’s
services, I started for my destination by the coach! (there were
no railways at that time), and I hoped to get back again, toward
the afternoon, in the same way.

After the consultation was over, I went to the principal
inn of the town to wait for the coach. When it came up it was
full inside and out. There was no resource left me but to get
home as cheaply as I could by hiring a gig?. The price asked for
this accommodation struck me as being so extortionate, that I
determined to look out for an inn of inferior pretensions, and to
try if I could not make a better bargain with a less prosperous
establishment.

I soon found a likely-looking house, dingy and quiet,

Q

4

CAPITOLUL L.

NU imi incepusem practica profesionald de mai mult de
sase saptdmani, cand fusei trimis intr-un oras vecin sd ma
sfatuiesc cu medicul de acolo asupra unui caz de boald foarte
primejdioasa.

Cu o seard in urmd, dupd un drum lung, calul meu se
prabusise odatd cu mine si se lovise, printr-un noroc, mult mai
mult decét stdpanul sdu. Fiind lipsit de serviciile animalului,
pornii cdtre destinatie cu diligenta! (nu existau cdi ferate la acea
vreme), cu speranta cd aveam sd ma intorc in acelasi fel, mai
spre dupd-amiaza.

Dupa ce discutia avuse loc, mersei la cel mai mare han
din oras ca sd astept diligenta. Cand apdru, era intesata si pe
dinduntru si pe dinafara. Nu-mi ramase decat sa ajung acasa cat
mai ieftin, deci sd inchiriez o brisca? Pretul cerut pentru acest
serviciu mi se paru deosebit de mare, asa cd hotdrai sa caut un
han fard pretentii prea mari si sd incerc sa fac un targ mai bun
cu o gdzduire modesta.

Gasii curand un han intocmai, ponosit si retras, cu o
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with an old-fashioned sign, that had evidently not been
repainted for many years past. The landlord, in this case, was
not above making a small profit, and as soon as we came to
terms he rang the yard-bell to order the gig.

“Has Robert not come back from that errand?” asked
the landlord, appealing to the waiter who answered the bell.

“No, sir, he hasn’t.”

“Well, then, you must wake up Isaac.”

“Wake up Isaac!” I repeated; “that sounds rather odd.
Do your ostlers go to bed in the daytime?”

“This one does,” said the landlord, smiling to himself in
rather a strange way.

“And dreams too,” added the waiter; “I sha’n’t forget
the turn it gave me the first time I heard him.”

“Never you mind about that,” retorted the proprietor;
“you go and rouse Isaac up. The gentleman’s waiting for his

4

818

The landlord’s manner and the waiter's manner
expressed a great deal more than they either of them said. I
began to suspect that I might be on the trace of something
professionally interesting to me as a medical man, and I

Q
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tablita invechita care, in mod limpede, nu mai fusese vopsita de
ani buni. Hangiul, in acest caz, nu avea deloc un castig mare,
asa cd de indatd ce ne inteleserdm si sund din clopotel ca sa fie
pregatitd brisca.

- Nu s-a intors Robert de la treaba aia? intreba hangiul,
uitdndu-se cdtre sluga care raspunse la chemare.

- Nu, stapéane, nu s-a intors.

- Ei bine, atunci trebuie sa-1 trezesti pe Isaac.

- Sa-1 trezeasca pe Isaac! spusei eu incd o datd; sund cam
straniu. Grdjdarii dumitale se culcd in timpul zilei?

- Asta da, spuse hangiul zdambind ca pentru sine, intr-un
mod mai degraba curios.

- Si mai si viseazd, addugd sluga. N-am sa uit cum am
luat-o din loc cand I-am auzit intaia oara.

- Nu te priveste treaba asta, rdspunse stapanul. Du-te si
trezeste-1 pe Isaac. Domnul isi asteapta brisca.

Atat infatisarea hangiului, cat si cea a slugii sale tradau
mult mai mult decat spuse vreunul dintre ei. Incepui si
banuiesc cd as putea fi pe urmele unui caz profesional
interesant, pentru mine ca si medic, si md gandii ca mi-ar pldcea
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thought I should like to look at the ostler before the waiter
awakened him.

“Stop a minute,” I interposed; “I have rather a fancy? for
seeing this man before you wake him up. I'm a doctor; and if
this queer sleeping and dreaming of his comes from any thing*
wrong in his brain, I may be able to tell you what to do with
him.”

“I rather think you will find his complaint past all
doctoring, sir,” said the landlord; “but, if you would like to see
him, you're welcome, I'm sure.”

He led the way across a yard and down a passage to the
stables, opened one of the doors, and, waiting outside himself,
told me to look in.

I found myself in a two-stall stable. In one of the stalls a
horse was munching his corn; in the other an old man was
lying asleep on the litter.

I stooped and looked at him attentively. It was a
withered, woe-begone® face. The eyebrows were painfully
contracted; the mouth was fast set, and drawn down at the
corners. The hollow wrinkled cheeks, and the scanty grizzled
hair, told their own tale of some past sorrow or suffering. He

Q
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sd arunc o privire asupra grdjdarului inainte ca sluga sa il
trezeasca.

- Opriti-va o clipd, sdrii eu de colo. Ma bate un gand? sa
vad acest barbat inainte sa-1 treziti. Sunt doctor si daca somnul
si visele astea stranii au legdturd cu vreo* problema de-a lui la
cap, s-ar putea sd stiu sd vd spun ce sa faceti cu el.

- Cred cd veti gdsi ca boala lui nu are leac, domnule,
spuse hangiul, dar dacad vreti sa-l1 vedeti, fiti sigur cd sunteti
binevenit.

Acesta Imi ardtd drumul cdtre grajduri, traversand mai
intai curtea, apoi un loc lung si ingust; deschise una dintre usi
si, el ramanand afard, imi spuse sa intru.

M4 trezii intr-un grajd cu doud boxe. Intr-una dintre ele
clefdia un cal la ovdzul lui, iar in cealaltd dormea intins pe un
asternut de paie un barbat in varsta.

Ma aplecai si il privii cu atentie. Avea un chip vestejit,
zdrobit de durere®. Sprancenele-i erau incruntate a suferinta;
gura ii era Intepenitd si trasd in jos la colturi. Obrajii-i trasi si
ridati si pdru-i incdruntit si rar spuneau propria lor poveste
despre un necaz sau o suferintd din trecut. Abia rasufla si se
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was drawing his breath convulsively when I first looked at him,
and in a moment more he began to talk in his sleep.

“Wake up!” I heard him say, in a quick whisper,
through his clenched teeth. “Wake up there! Murder!”

He moved one lean arm slowly till it rested over his
throat, shuddered a little, and turned on his straw. Then the
arm left his throat, the hand stretched itself out, and clutched at
the side toward which he had turned, as if he fancied himself to
be grasping at the edge of something. I saw his lips move, and
bent lower over him. He was still talking in his sleep.

“Light gray eyes,” he murmured, “and a droop in the
left eyelid; flaxen® hair, with a gold-yellow streak in it—all
right, mother —fair white arms, with a down on them —little
lady’s hand, with a reddish look under the finger nails. The
knife —always the cursed knife —first on one side, then on the
other. Aha! you she-devil, where’s the knife?”

At the last word his voice rose, and he grew restless on a

sudden. I saw him shudder on the straw; his withered face
became distorted, and he threw up both his hands with a quick

Q
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zvarcolea cand ma uitai intaia oard la el, iar intr-o clipa incepu
sd vorbeascd in somn.

- Treziti-vd, il auzii spunand iute si in soaptd, printre
dintii-i inclestati. Trezirea! Crima!

Isi misca incet unul dintre bratele-i subtiri pana cand i se
sprijini de gat, se cutremurd un pic si se intoarse pe cealalta
parte pe paie. Apoi, bratul ii parasi gatul, iar méana i se intinse
in fatd si dddu sa apuce ceva cdtre partea inspre care se
intorsese, de parca isi inchipuia ca mai avea putin si insfaca
ceva. li vazui buzele miscandu-i-se si m& aplecai mai mult peste
el. Incd mai vorbea in somn.

- Ochi de un cenusiu deschis, murmura el, si pleoapa
stangd picata; par de un blond deschis®, cu o nuantd galben-
aurie in el—in reguld, mamd—brate de un alb desdvarsit,
acoperite cu puf, mdna de domnisoara, cu o nuantd rosiatica
sub unghii. Cutitul, intotdeauna blestematul de cutit, mai intai
pe o parte, apoi pe cealaltd. Aha! Diavolito ce esti, unde e
cutitul?

La ultimul cuvant, vocea ii crescu, iar el incepu sa se
zbuciume dintr-odata. 1l vazui cum se cutremura pe paie;
chipu-i vestejit i se schimonosi si isi aruncad mainile in sus, cu un
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hysterical gasp. They struck against the bottom of the manger
under which he lay, and the blow awakened him. I had just
time to slip through the door and close it before his eyes were
tairly open, and his senses his own again.

“Do you know any thing about that man’s past life?” I
said to the landlord.

“Yes, sir, I know pretty well all about it,” was the
answer, “and an uncommon queer story it is. Most people don’t
believe it. It's true, though, for all that. Why, just look at him,”
continued the landlord, opening the stable door again. “Poor
devil! he’s so worn out with his restless nights that he’s
dropped back into his sleep already.”

“Don’t wake him,” I said; “I'm in no hurry for the gig.
Wait till the other man comes back from his errand; and, in the
mean time’, suppose I have some lunch and a bottle of sherrys,
and suppose you come and help me to get through it?”

The heart of mine® host, as I had anticipated, warmed to
me over his own wine. He soon became communicative on the
subject of the man asleep in the stable, and by little and little I
drew the whole story out of him. Extravagant and incredible as
the events must appear to every body'’, they are related here just
as I heard them and just as they happened.

Q
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icnit scurt si isteric. Se izbira de fundul ieslei sub care zacea, iar
lovitura il desteptd. Avusei timp doar ca sd ma strecor pe usa si
sd o inchid, tnainte ca ochii-i sa i se deschida de-a binelea, iar
simturile-i sa-i revina.

- Stiti ceva despre trecutul acestui om? il intrebai eu pe
hangiu.

- Da, domnule, stiu aproape tot destul de bine, raspunse
el. Si ce mai poveste stranie si neobisnuitd e. Cei mai multi
oameni nu o cred. Cu toate cd e adevaratd, dupa cum s-a vazut.
Uitati-va la el numai, continud hangiul, deschizdnd din nou usa
grajdului. Amadratul de el! E atat de istovit din cauza noptilor
nedormite, incat 1-a furat deja somnul.

- Nu-l treziti, ii spusei eu. Nu ma grdbesc cu brisca.
Astept pand cand se intoarce celdlalt om de la treaba lui, iar
intre timp7, sa zicem cd as vrea sd servesc pranzul, aldturi de o
sticld de vin de Xeres® pe care as vrea sa md ajutati sa o termin.

Sufletul gazdei mele?, asa cum banuisem, se deschise in fata
mea cu ajutorul propriului sdu vin. Incepu curand si devini
vorbdret in legdturd cu omul care dormea in grajd si, incetul cu
incetul, aflai toatd povestea de la el. Desi se poate ca intamplarile
sd pard tuturor’® exagerate si greu de crezut, ele sunt povestite aici
intocmai cum le auzii si cum avura loc.
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CHAPTER II.

SOME years ago there lived in the suburbs of a large sea-
port!! town on the west coast of England’?> a man in humble
circumstances, by name Isaac Scatchard. His means of
subsistence were derived from any employment that he could
get as an ostler, and occasionally, when times went well with
him, from temporary engagements in service as stable-helper in
private houses. Though a faithful, steady, and honest man, he
got on badly in his calling. His ill luck was proverbial among
his neighbors. He was always missing good opportunities by
no fault of his own, and always living longest in service with
amiable people who were not punctual payers of wages.
“Unlucky Isaac” was his nickname in his own neighborhood,
and no one could say that he did not richly deserve it.

With far more than one man’s fair share of adversity to
endure, Isaac had but one consolation to support him, and that
was of the dreariest and most negative kind. He had no wife
and children to increase his anxieties and add to the bitterness
of his various failures in life. It might have been from mere

Q
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CAPITOLUL II.

CU cétiva ani in urmd, trdia in tinuturile marginase ale
unui mare oras-port!! de pe coasta de vest a Anglieil?, in
conditii umile, un bdarbat pe nume Isaac Scatchard. Mijloacele
sale de trai proveneau din orice slujba de grdjdar la hanuri, pe
care o putea cdpdta si, din cand in cand, cand vremurile tineau
cu el, din fagdduieli de scurtd duratd ca si ajutor de grajdar la
case particulare. Desi un om credincios, chibzuit si cinstit,
umblau vorbe urate despre el. Nenorocul sau era cunoscut de
cdtre toti vecinii. Nu izbutea niciodatd sa tragd foloase din
sansele ce i se iveau, iar asta nu din vina lui, si nimerea tot
timpul sa munceascd cel mai mult pentru oameni binevoitori
care nu-l pliteau la timp. ,Isaac nenorocosul” ii era porecla
printre vecini si nimeni nu putea sd spuna ca nu si-o merita din
plin.

Avand de indurat un numar mult mai mare de necazuri
decat un om obisnuit, Isaac avea o singura alinare ca si sprijin,
iar aceasta era una dintre cele mai sumbre si mai triste. Nu avea
nici nevastd, nici copii care sd-i sporeascd nelinistea si

amadrdciunea nenumadratelor nereusite din viata sa. Ar fi
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insensibility, or it might have been from generous
unwillingness to involve another in his own unlucky destiny;
but the fact undoubtedly was, that he had arrived at the middle
term of lifel3 without marrying, and, what is much more
remarkable, without once exposing himself, from eighteen to
eight-and-thirty4, to the genial imputation of ever having had a
sweetheart.

When he was out of service he lived alone with his
widowed mother. Mrs. Scatchard was a woman above the
average in her lowly station as to capacity and manners. She
had seen better days, as the phrase is, but she never referred to
them in the presence of curious visitors; and, though perfectly
polite to every one!®> who approached her, never cultivated any
intimacies among her neighbors. She contrived to provide,
hardly enough, for her simple wants by doing rough work for
the tailors, and always managed to keep a decent home for her
son to return to whenever his ill luck drove him out helpless
into the world.

One bleak autumn, when Isaac was getting on fast
toward forty, and when he was, as usual, out of place through

no fault of his own, he set forth from his mother’s cottage on a

Q
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insemnat nepdsare cruntd sau prea multd rea-vointd sa atragd in
propria-i soarta nenorocoasa si pe altcineva; adevarul, fara doar
si poate, era cd ajunsese la mijlocul vietii'3 fard sa se-nsoare si, ce
e si mai iesit din comun, fard sa fi cdzut mdcar o data prada
celei mai mici banuieli, de la optsprezece la treizeci si opt!* de
ani, cd ar fi avut vreodata o draguta.

Cand rdamanea fara slujbd, trdia singur cu mama lui
vdaduva. Doamna Scatchard era o femeie a carei conditie, desi
umild, era peste medie in ceea ce priveste capacitatea si
manierele ei. Avusese parte de zile mai bune, dupa cum spune
zicala, dar nu pomenea nicicand de ele in prezenta musafirilor
curiosi; si, desi era extrem de politicoasd cu oricinel® intra in
vorbd cu ea, niciodatd nu impartdsea lucruri personale vecinilor
ei. Izbutea, deloc lesne, sd-si satisfacd nevoile simple prin
muncd grea pentru croitori si reusea intotdeauna sa tind casa
curatd pentru cand avea sd se intoarcd fiul ei, ori de cate ori
nenorocul il arunca in lume neajutorat.

Intr-o toamna mohoratd, cand Isaac se apropia iute de
patruzeci de ani si, ca de obicei, nu avea un loc al sdu,
nevinovat fiind, porni de la cdsuta mamei lui la un drum lung
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long walk inland to a gentleman’s seat where he had heard that
a stable-helper was required.

It wanted then but two days of his birthday; and Mrs.
Scatchard, with her usual fondness, made him promise, before
he started, that he would be back in time to keep that
anniversary with her, in as festive a way as their poor means
would allow. It was easy for him to comply with this request,
even supposing he slept a night each way on the road.

He was to start from home on Monday morning, and,
whether he got the new place or not, he was to be back for his
birthday dinner on Wednesday at two o’clock.

Arriving at his destination too late on the Monday night
to make application for the stable-helper’s place, he slept at the
village inn, and in good time on the Tuesday morning
presented himself at the gentleman’s house to fill the vacant
situation. Here again his ill luck pursued him as inexorably as
ever. The excellent written testimonials to his character which
he was able to produce availed him nothing; his long walk had
been taken in vain: only the day before the stable-helper’s place
had been given to another man.

Q
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cdtre casa unui boier din centrul tarii, unde, auzise el, era
nevoie de un ajutor de grdjdar.

Mai erau atunci doar doud zile pana la ziua lui de
nastere, iar doamna Scatchard, cu caldura ei obisnuits, il facu sa
promita, inainte sd porneascd la drum, cd va fi inapoi la timp
pentru a-si sarbatori ziua cu ea intr-un mod cat mai maret, pe
masura posibilitatilor lor modeste. Ti era usor sd ii respecte
dorinta, chiar si daca ar fi dormit pe drum cate o noapte, atat la
dus, cat si la intors.

Trebuia sd plece de acasd luni dimineata si, fie cd primea
slujba, fie ca nu, avea sd se intoarca pentru masa pusa de ziua
lui de nastere miercuri, la ora doua.

Ajungand la destinatie luni seara, prea tarziu pentru a se
prezenta pentru slujba de ajutor de grdjdar, dormi la hanul din
sat si marti dimineata devreme se prezentd la casa boierului
pentru a obtine slujba. Aici, nenorocul il urmdri din nou, mai
abitir ca niciodatd. Marturiile scrise, pe care reusise sd le obting,
cu privire la caracterul lui fara cusur, nu ii folosira la nimic;
drumul lung pe care il facuse fu in zadar: cu doar o zi in urma,
slujba de ajutor de grajdar fusese datd unui alt om.
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Isaac accepted this new disappointment resignedly and
as a matter of course. Naturally slow in capacity, he had the
bluntness of sensibility and phlegmatic patience of disposition
which frequently distinguish men with sluggishly-working
mental powers. He thanked the gentleman’s steward with his
usual quiet civility for granting him an interview, and took his
departure with no appearance of unusual depression in his face
or manner.

Before starting on his homeward walk, he made some
inquiries at the inn, and ascertained that he might save a few
miles on his return by following a new road. Furnished with
full instructions, several times repeated, as to the various
turnings he was to take, he set forth on his homeward journey,
and walked on all day with only one stoppage for bread and
cheese. Just as it was getting toward dark, the rain came on and
the wind began to rise, and he found himself, to make matters
worse, in a part of the country with which he was entirely
unacquainted, though he knew himself to be some fifteen miles
from home. The first house he found to inquire at was a lonely
roadside inn, standing on the outskirts of a thick wood. Solitary
as the place looked, it was welcome to a lost man who was also

Q
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Isaac acceptd si aceastd dezamadgire cu resemnare, ca pe
ceva firesc. Inzestrat cu o gandire inceats, simturile ii erau
lipsite de ascutime, iar temperamentul lui de o rdbdare dusa la
nepasare, lucruri care ii deosebesc deseori pe barbatii cu
capacititi mentale reduse. Ii multumi vitafului boierului, cu
obisnuita lui politete tacutd, pentru cd i-a oferit sansa de a-l
asculta si plecd, fard sa traddeze vreo apasare nemainintalnita pe
chipul sdu sau in comportament.

Inainte de a porni pe drumul citre casd, se interesi la
han si afld ca ar putea scuti cativa kilometri la intoarcere daca ar
lua-o pe alt drum. Avand indicatii complete, pe care le tot
repetase, cu privire la directiile pe care trebuia sd le urmeze,
porni in a sa cdldtorie cdtre casd si merse o zi intreagd, oprindu-
se o singurd datd pentru paine si branza. Pe cand se insera, se
porni ploaia, vantul incepu sa bata si, ca lucrurile sd mearga si
mai rdu de atat, se trezi intr-un colt al tarii care i era cu totul
necunoscut, desi stia cd se afla la vreo doudzeci si patru de
kilometri distanta fata de casa. Primul loc unde putu sa intrebe
fu un han parasit de pe marginea drumului si a unei paduri
dese. Pustiu, asa cum pdrea, era binevenit pentru un om care se
pierduse si care mai era pe deasupra infometat, insetat, ud si cu
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hungry, thirsty, footsorel®, and wet. The landlord was civil and
respectable-looking, and the price he asked for a bed was
reasonable enough. Isaac therefore decided on stopping
comfortably at the inn for that night.

He was constitutionally a temperate man. His supper
consisted of two rashers of bacon, a slice of home-madel” bread,
and a pint of ale. He did not go to bed immediately after this
moderate meal, but sat up with the landlord, talking about his
bad prospects and his long run of ill luck, and diverging from
these topics to the subjects of horse-flesh and racing. Nothing
was said either by himself, his host, or the few laborers who
strayed into the tap-room, which could, in the slightest degree,
excite the very small and very dull imaginative faculty which
Isaac Scatchard possessed.

At a little after eleven the house was closed. Isaac went
round with the landlord and held the candle while the doors
and lower windows were being secured. He noticed with
surprise the strength of the bolts and bars, and iron-sheathed
shutters.

“You see, we are rather lonely here,” said the landlord.
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durere de picioare'®. Hangiul parea un om binecrescut si cinstit,
iar pretul pe care il ceruse pentru odaie era decent. Prin urmare,
Isaac hotdri sa se opreasca si sa innopteze in tihna la acel han.

Din punct de vedere al constitutiei, era un om cumpatat.
Cina sa a constat in doua felii de suncd, o felie de paine facuta
in casal” si o halba de bere. Nu se duse la culcare imediat dupa
aceastd masa modestd, ci statu pand tarziu cu hangiul,
povestind despre planurile lui fara sorti de izbanda si despre
nenorocul care il urmarise toata viata, abatdndu-se de la aceste
subiecte de discutie cdtre cele legate de cai si curse. Nimic nu fu
spus, fie de cdtre el, fie de cdtre gazda sau de catre putinii
muncitori care stdteau rdzleti la tejgheaua carciumii, care sa
poatd starni catusi de putin imaginatia inceatd si sdracd cu care
Isaac Scatchard fusese inzestrat.

La putin timp dupa ora unsprezece, casa fu inchisa. Isaac
facu un inconjur impreund cu hangiul, tindnd lumanarea in
timp ce usile si ferestrele joase erau incuiate. Observa cu mirare
cat de trainice erau zavoarele, barele si obloanele din fier.

- Vezi dumneata, noi suntem mai degrabd singuri aici,
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“We never have had any attempts made to break in yet, but it’s
always as well to be on the safe side. When nobody is sleeping
here, I am the only man in the house. My wife and daughter are
timid, and the servant-girl takes after her missuses. Another
glass of ale before you turn in? No! Well, how such a sober man
as you comes to be out of place is more than I can make out, for
one. Here’s where you're to sleep. You're our only lodger to-
night!8, and I think you'll say my missus'® has done her best to
make you comfortable. You're quite sure you won’t have
another glass of ale? Very well. Good-night0.”

It was half past eleven by the clock in the passage as
they went up stairs?! to the bedroom, the window of which
looked on to the wood at the back of the house.

Isaac locked the door, set his candle on the chest of
drawers, and wearily got ready for bed. The bleak autumn
wind was still blowing, and the solemn, monotonous, surging
moan of it in the wood was dreary and awful to hear through
the night-silence. Isaac felt strangely wakeful. He resolved, as
he lay down in bed, to keep the candle alight until he began to
grow sleepy, for there was something unendurably depressing
in the bare idea of lying awake in the darkness, listening to the
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spuse hangiul. Inca nu a incercat nimeni sa ne jefuiascd casa,
dar intotdeauna e bine sd te asiguri de dinainte. Cand nu
doarme nimeni la noi, eu sunt singurul barbat in casa. Nevasta
si fata mea sunt fricoase, iar slujnica seamana cu stipanele. inca
un pahar cu bere inainte de culcare? Nu! Ei bine, eu unul nu pot
intelege cum de un bdrbat atat de linistit ca dumneata nu-si
gaseste locul. Uite unde vei dormi. Esti singurul nostru chirias
astd-seard!® si cred cd esti de parere ca stapanal? a facut tot ce a
putut ca sd te simti comod. Esti sigur cd nu mai vrei un pahar cu
bere? Foarte bine. Noapte buna2.

Ceasul din vestibul arata ora unsprezece si jumadtate
cand urcara?! cdtre odaia de dormit a cdrei fereastra dadea
inspre padurea din spatele casei.

Isaac incuie usa, asezd lumanarea pe comoda si, obosit
cum era, se pregdti de culcare. Vantul mohorat de toamna inca
mai bdtea, iar suierul puternic, monoton si grav al acestuia in
pddure se auzea ca fiind unul sumbru si aprig in linistea noptii.
[saac simtea, in mod straniu, cd nu ii este somn. Se hotari, in
timp ce stdtea intins in pat, sd lase lumanarea aprinsad panad ce
incepea sa-1 ia somnul, cdci simplul gand de a sta intins si treaz
in intuneric, ascultand suierul neincetat si trist al vantului din
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dismal, ceaseless moaning of the wind in the wood.

Sleep stole on him before he was aware of it. His eyes
closed, and he fell off insensibly to rest without having so much
as thought of extinguishing the candle.

The first sensation of which he was conscious after
sinking into slumber?? was a strange shivering that ran through
him suddenly from head to foot, and a dreadful sinking pain at
the heart, such as he had never felt before. The shivering only
disturbed his slumbers; the pain woke him instantly. In one
moment he passed from a state of sleep to a state of
wakefulness—his eyes wide open—his mental perceptions
cleared on a sudden, as if by a miracle.

The candle had burnt down nearly to the last morsel of
tallow, but the top of the unsnuffed wick had just fallen off, and
the light in the little room was, for the moment, fair and full.

Between the foot of his bed and the closed door there
stood a woman with a knife in her hand, looking at him.

He was stricken speechless? with terror, but he did not
lose the preternatural clearness of his faculties, and he never
took his eyes off the woman. She said not a word as they stared
each other in the face, but she began to move slowly toward the
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padure, era apasator si peste putinta de indurare.

Somnul il fura inainte ca el sa isi dea seama. Ochii i se
inchiserd si adormi pe nesimtite, fara sd se mai fi gandit vreo
clipa sa stingd si lumanarea.

Prima senzatie pe care o constientiza dupa ce se cufunda
in somn? fu aceea a unui fior neobisnuit care il cuprinse pe
neasteptate din cap pana-n picioare, precum si a unei dureri
adanci si inspaimantdtoare in inimd, una pe care nu o mai
simtise niciodata inainte. Fiorul doar ii tulburd somnul, durerea,
insd, il trezi imediat. Trecu dintr-odatid de la starea de
somnolenta la cea de veghe, ochii deschizdndu-i-se larg,
judecata revenindu-i ca printr-un miracol.

Lumanarea arsese aproape pand la ultima bucdtica de
seu, Insd varful mucului nestins tocmai cizuse, iar lumina din
odaia cea micd era pentru moment limpede si puternica.

Intre piciorul patului si usa inchisa, stitea o femeie cu un
cutit in ména, privind catre el.

Ramase mut de groaza?, insa, nepierzandu-si nefireasca
claritate in gandire, nu isi desprinse nicidecum ochii de la
femeie. Aceasta nu rosti niciun cuvant in timp ce isi priveau

incremeniti chipurile, dar incepu sda se indrepte incet catre
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left-hand side of the bed.

His eyes followed her. She was a fair, fine woman, with
yellowish flaxen hair and light gray eyes, with a droop in the
left eyelid. He noticed those things and fixed them on his mind
before she was round at the side of the bed. Speechless, with no
expression in her face, with no noise following her footfall, she
came closer and closer —stopped —and slowly raised the knife.
He laid his right arm over his throat to save it; but, as he saw
the knife coming down, threw his hand across the bed to the
right side, and jerked his body over that way just as the knife
descended on the mattress within an inch of his shoulder.

His eyes fixed on her arm and hand as she slowly drew
her knife out of the bed: a white, well-shaped arm, with a
pretty down lying lightly over the fair skin—a delicate lady’s
hand, with the crowning beauty of a pink flush under and
round the finger nails.

She drew the knife out, and passed back again slowly to
the foot of the bed; stopped there for a moment looking at him;
then came on—still speechless, still with no expression on the
blank, beautiful face, still with no sound following the stealthy
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partea stangd a patului.

Ochii lui o urmareau. Era o femeie frumoasa, delicatd, cu
pdrul de un blond deschis spre galbui si ochi cenusii la fel de
deschisi, iar pleoapa stanga picatd. Observa toate aceste detalii
si si le intipari in minte inainte ca ea sd dea roatd patului. Fara
grai, fard ca al ei chip sa trddeze vreo expresie, fard sa faca
vreun zgomot in timp ce pdsea, se apropie din ce in ce mai
mult, se opri si ridicd incet cutitul. El isi acoperi gatul cu mana
dreaptd, ca pentru a-l salva; insd, in timp privea cutitul
coborand spre el, isi aruncd méana inspre partea dreaptd a
patului, apoi se aruncd cu tot corpul, pe masurd ce cutitul se
ndpustea asupra saltelei, la doar céativa centimetri de umadrul lui.

Ochii lui se fixard asupra bratului si asupra mainii ei, in
timp ce aceasta isi scotea incet cutitul infipt in pat: un brat alb,
bine conturat, cu un puf delicat ce sedea gratios pe pielea cea
alba, o méana firava, de domnisoard, cu un aflux rozaliu de o
frumusete maéreatd pe sub si in jurul unghiilor.

Scoase cutitul si se indrepta din nou, incet, cdtre piciorul
patului; se opri acolo pentru o clipd, privindu-l; apoi veni— tot
fara grai, fara ca al ei chip frumos si a sa privire goald sd tradeze
vreo expresie, fard ca pasii ei facuti pe furis sa faca vreun
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footfalls—came on to the right side of the bed, where he now
lay.

As she approached she raised the knife again, and he
drew himself away to the left side. She struck, as before, right
into the mattress, with a deliberate, perpendicularly-downward
action of the arm. This time his eyes wandered from her to the
knife. It was like the large clasp-knives which he had often seen
laboring men use to cut their bread and bacon with. Her
delicate little fingers did not conceal more than two thirds of
the handle: he noticed that it was made of buck-horn?4, clean
and shining as the blade was, and looking like new.

For the second time she drew the knife out, concealed it
in the wide sleeve of her gown, then stopped by the bedside,
watching him. For an instant he saw her standing in that
position, then the wick of the spent candle fell over into the
socket; the flame diminished to a little blue point, and the room
grew dark.

A moment, or less, if possible, passed so, and then the
wick flamed up, smokingly, for the last time. His eyes were still
looking eagerly over the right-hand side of the bed when the
final flash of light came, but they discerned nothing. The fair
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zgomot—veni cdtre partea dreaptd a patului, unde zdcea el
acum.

In timp ce se apropia, ea ridica cutitul din nou, iar el se
dddu in ldturi inspre partea stangd. Ea lovi, ca si mai inainte,
drept in saltea, cu o miscare voitd a bratului, direct
perpendiculard. De data aceasta, ochii lui se abdturd de la ea
inspre cutit. Era precum bricegele acelea mari pe care le vazuse
deseori la muncitori cand isi taiau cu ele painea si sunca.
Degetele ei mici si delicate nu ascundeau mai mult de doua
treimi din maner: el observa ca era facut din coarne de cerb?4,
fiind curat si stralucitor ca lama si aratand ca nou.

Aceasta scoase cutitul pentru a doua oard, il ascunse in
maneca larga a rochiei ei, apoi se opri langd marginea patului,
urmdrindu-l cu privirea. Pentru o clipd, o vdzu stand in acea
pozitie, apoi mucul luméandrii consumate cdzu pe suport;
flacdra se facu mica cat un punct albastru, iar odaia se cufunda
in intuneric.

Astfel trecu un moment sau poate chiar mai putin, apoi
mucul lumandrii se aprinse pentru ultima oard, scotand fum.
Ochii lui incd priveau nerabddtori cdtre partea dreaptd a
patului, de unde venea ultima scanteie de lumind, insa niciunul
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woman with the knife was gone.

The conviction that he was alone again weakened the
hold of the terror that had struck him dumb up to this time.
The preternatural sharpness which the very intensity of his
panic had mysteriously imparted to his faculties left them
suddenly. His brain grew confused —his heart beat wildly —his
ears opened for the first time since the appearance of the
woman to a sense of the woeful ceaseless moaning of the wind
among the trees. With the dreadful conviction of the reality of
what he had seen still strong within him, he leaped out of bed,
and screaming “Murder! Wake up, there! wake up!” dashed
headlong through the darkness to the door.

It was fast locked, exactly as he had left it on going to
bed.

His cries on starting up had alarmed the house. He
heard the terrified, confused exclamations of women; he saw
the master of the house approaching along the passage with his
burning rush-candle in one hand and his gun in the other.

“What is it?” asked the landlord, breathlessly.

Isaac could only answer in a whisper. “A woman, with a
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nu putea zari nimic. Femeia blonda cu cutitul disparuse.

Convingerea cd era din nou singur potoli spaima care
pusese stdpanire asupra lui pand in acea clipa si care il amutise.
Agerimea nefireasca pe care intensitatea fricii lui i-o
transmisese in mod misterios mintii sale il pardsi dintr-odata.
Creierul lui deveni confuz, inima-i incepu sd o ia la galop,
urechile-i devenird constiente, pentru prima datd de la aparitia
femeii, de suierul neincetat si coplesit de jale al vantului de
printre copaci. Fiind convins si inspdimantat de realitatea a ceea
ce vdzuse si al cdrei impact era incd puternic asupra lui, sdri din
pat si tipa:
- Crima! Trezirea! Treziti-vd! se repezi el in intuneric asupra
usii, lovind-o.

Era inchisd de-a binelea, asa cum o lasase atunci cand
plecase sd se culce.

Tipetele pe care le scosese speriara intreaga casd. Auzi
strigatele confuze si ingrozite ale femeilor; il vazu pe stapanul
casei apropiindu-se de-a lungul coridorului, cu o lumanare care
ardea slab intr-o mana si cu pistolul in cealalta.

- Ce s-a intamplat? intreba hangiul, fara rasuflare.

Isaac nu putu sd raspundd decét in soapta.
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knife in her hand,” he gasped out. “In my room —a fair, yellow-
haired woman; she jobbed at me with the knife twice over?.”

The landlord’s pale cheeks grew paler. He looked at
Isaac eagerly by the flickering light of his candle, and his face
began to get red again; his voice altered, too, as well as his
complexion.
“She seems to have missed you twice,” he said.

“I dodged the knife as it came down,” Isaac went on, in
the same scared whisper. “It struck the bed each time.”

The landlord took his candle
immediately. In less than a minute he came out again into the

into the bedroom
passage in a violent passion.

“The devil fly away with you and your woman with the
knife! There isn’t a mark in the bedclothes any where?¢. What
do you mean by coming into a man’s place, and frightening his
family out of their wits about a dream?”

“I'll leave your house,” said Isaac, faintly. “Better out on
the road, in rain and dark, on my road home, than back again
in that room, after what I've seen in it. Lend me a light to get
my clothes by, and tell me what I'm to pay.”
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- O femeie, cu un cutit in mand, spuse el cu rasuflarea
intretdiatd. In odaia mea, o femeie blonds, frumoasi; a sirit cu
cutitul la mine de doua ori?.

Obrajii palizi ai hangiului devenira si mai palizi. il privi
nerdbdator pe Isaac in lumina palpainda a lumanarii, iar chipu-i
incepu din nou a se inrosi; vocea i se schimbd, precum si
culoarea fetei.

- Se pare ca nu te-a nimerit in cele doua dati, spuse el.

- M-am ferit de cutit cand venea inspre mine, continud
Isaac, soptind la fel de speriat. A nimerit patul de fiecare data.

Hangiul intrd de indatd cu lumanarea in odaia de
dormit. In mai putin de un minut, iesi din nou afara, pe coridor,
izbucnind intr-un mod violent.

- La dracu’ cu dumneata si cu femeia ta cu cutitul. Nu
existd nicio urmad, pe nicaieri?¢, in asternuturi. Cum indrdznesti
sd intri in casa unui om si sa i sperii familia de moarte din
cauza unui vis?

- Voi pleca din casa dumneata, spuse Isaac, abia vorbind.
Mai bine afard, pe drum, in ploaie si in intuneric, pe drumul
meu spre casd, decat inapoi in acea odaie, dupa tot ce am vazut
acolo. Imprumutati-mi o lumanare ca sd imi strang lucrurile si
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“Pay!” cried the landlord, leading the way with his light
sulkily into the bedroom. “You'll find your score on the slate
when you go down stairs?’. I wouldn’t have taken you in for all
the money you've got about you if I'd known your dreaming,
screeching ways beforehand. Look at the bed. Where’s the cut
of a knife in it? Look at the window —is the lock bursted? Look
at the door (which I heard you fasten yourself) —is it broke? in?
A murdering woman with a knife in my house! You ought to
be ashamed of yourself!”

Isaac answered not a word. He huddled on his clothes,
and then they went down stairs together.

“Nigh on twenty minutes past two!” said the landlord,
as they passed the clock. “A nice time in the morning to
frighten honest people out of their wits!”

Isaac paid his bill, and the landlord let him out at the
front door, asking, with a grin of contempt, as he undid the
strong fastenings, whether “the murdering woman got in that
way.”

They parted without a word on either side. The rain had
ceased, but the night was dark, and the wind bleaker than ever.

Q

20

spuneti-mi cat am de platit.

- Sa platesti! striga hangiul, conducdndu-l ursuz, cu
luméanarea in mand, cdtre odaia de dormit. Vei gdsi nota pe
tablitd cand vei cobori?”. Nu te-as fi gdzduit, oricat de multi bani
ai fi avut la dumneata, daca as fi stiut de dinainte despre visele
si tipetele dumitale. Uita-te la pat. Unde e tdietura fdacuta de
cutit? Uitd-te la fereastrd, este incuietoarea spartd? Uitd-te la usa
(te-am auzit cand ai incuiat-o chiar dumneata), pare sa fi intrat
cineva cu forta?8? O femeie ucigasd, cu un cutit, la mine in casal!
Ar trebui sa-ti fie rusine!

Isaac nu scoase un cuvant. Isi stranse hainele de-a valma,
apoi coborara amandoi.

- Doud si doudzeci de minute aproape, spuse hangiul, in
timp ce treceau pe langa ceas. Un moment potrivit in noapte ca
sd sperii de moarte niste oameni nevinovati.

Isaac plati nota, iar hangiul il conduse catre usa din fatd,
intrebandu-1 cu un ranjet dispretuitor, in timp ce descuia
lacatele zdravene, dacd ,femeia ucigasa o fi luat-o in aceeasi
directie.”

Se despartira fdara sd-si spund vreun cuvant. Ploaia
incetase, dar noapte era invaluita in intuneric, iar vantul mai
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Little did the darkness, or the cold, or the uncertainty about the
way home matter to Isaac. If he had been turned out into a
wilderness in a thunder-storm, it would have been a relief after
what he had suffered in the bedroom of the inn.

What was the fair woman with the knife? The creature of
a dream, or that other creature from the unknown world called
among men by the name of ghost? He could make nothing of
the mystery—had made nothing of it, even when it was
midday on Wednesday, and when he stood, at last, after many
times missing his road, once more on the doorstep of home.
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sumbru ca niciodatd. Putin ii pdsa lui Isaac de intuneric, de frig
sau de nesiguranta in ceea ce priveste drumul cdtre casa. $i daca
ar fi fost dat afara, in pustietate, in timpul unei furtuni cu tunete
si fulgere, pentru el tot ar fi fost o usurare dupd tot ceea ce
indurase in odaia de la han.

Ce era femeia blonda cu cutitul? O creatura dintr-un vis
sau celdlalt tip de creaturd din lumea necunoscutd, numita de
catre oameni stafie? Nu putu deslusi misterul, nici madcar
miercuri, la pranz, cand se afla, in cele din urmd, dupa ce
gresise drumul de mai multe ori, incd o datd in pragul usii casei
sale.
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CHAPTER III.

His mother came out eagerly to receive him. His face
told her in a moment that something was wrong.

“I've lost the place; but that's my luck. I dreamed an ill
dream last night, mother —or maybe I saw a ghost. Take it
either way, it scared me out of my senses, and I'm not my own
man again yet.”

“Isaac, your face frightens me. Come in to the fire—
come in, and tell mother all about it.”

He was as anxious to tell as she was to hear; for it had
been his hope, all the way home, that his mother, with her
quicker capacity and superior knowledge, might be able to
throw some light on the mystery which he could not clear up
for himself. His memory of the dream was still mechanically
vivid, though his thoughts were entirely confused by it.

His mother’s face grew paler and paler as he went on.
She never interrupted him by so much as a single word; but
when he had done, she moved her chair close to his, put her
arm round his neck, and said to him,
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CAPITOLUL III.

Mama lui iesi nerdbdatoare ca sa-1 intampine. Chipul lui
ii spuse intr-o clipd cd ceva mersese prost.

- Am pierdut slujba, dar dsta e norocul meu. Am avut un
cosmar azi-noapte, mamd, sau poate cd am vazut o stafie.
Oricum ai lua-o, m-a speriat de moarte si incd nu mi-am
revenit.

- Isaac, chipul tdu md inspaimantd. Vino langa foc, intra
si povesteste-i mamei tot ce ti s-a intamplat.

Era pe atat de nerdbdator sd ii povesteascd, pe cat era ea
sd asculte; cdci tot drumul spre casd sperase ca mama lui, cu
gandirea ei mai iute si cu cunostintele ei superioare, sda poata
arunca un strop de lumind asupra misterului pe care el insusi
nu il putuse deslusi. Amintirea lui legatd de vis era incd vie din
punct de vedere mecanic, desi gandurile ii erau tulburate cu
totul.

Chipul mamei lui era din ce in ce mai palid pe masurd ce
el continua. Nu 1l intrerupse deloc, nici mdcar cu un cuvant.
Insa, dupa ce terming, isi mutd scaunul langa al lui, isi petrecu

mana pe dupa gatul lui si ii spuse:
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“Isaac, you dreamed your ill dream on this Wednesday
morning. What time was it when you saw the fair woman with
the knife in her hand?”

Isaac reflected on what the landlord had said when they
had passed by the clock on his leaving the inn; allowed as
nearly as he could for the time that must have elapsed between
the unlocking of his bedroom door and the paying of his bill
just before going away, and answered,

“Somewhere about two o’clock in the morning.”

His mother suddenly quitted her hold of his neck, and
struck her hands together with a gesture of despair.

“This Wednesday is your birthday, Isaac, and two
o’clock in the morning was the time when you were born.”

Isaac’s capacities were not quick enough to catch the
infection of his mother’s superstitious dread. He was amazed,
and a little startled also, when she suddenly rose from her
chair, opened her old writing-desk?’, took pen, ink and paper,
and then said to him,

“Your memory is but a poor one, Isaac, and, now I'm an
old woman, mine’s not much better. I want all about this dream
of yours to be as well known to both of us, years hence, as it is
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- Isaac, ai avut cosmarul miercurea asta, de dimineata.
Cat era ceasul cand ai vazut femeia blonda cu cutitul in mana?

Isaac se gandi la ce 1i spusese hangiul cand trecuserd pe
langa ceas, la plecarea lui de la han; tinu cat de cat seama de
timpul care trecuse de la descuierea usii oddii sale pana la
pldtirea notei chiar tnainte de a pleca si raspunse:

- Era in jur de doud dimineata.

Mama lui isi lua brusc mana de pe gatul lui si batu din
palme in semn de disperare.

- Miercurea asta este ziua ta, Isaac, iar doud dimineata
este ora la care te-ai ndscut tu.

Gandirea lui Isaac nu era suficient de iute incat si simtd
si el groaza amestecatd cu superstitii a mamei lui. El rdmase
uimit si tresdri un pic atunci cand ea se ridica brusc de pe
scaun, trase sertarul masutei ei de scris?® vechi, lua un stilou,
cerneald si o foaie, iar apoi i spuse:

- Memoria ta este una saraca, Isaac, iar acum ca eu sunt o
femeie batrand, a mea lasd si mai mult de dorit. Vreau ca
amandoi sd ne amintim la fel de bine ca acum acest vis al tau,
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now. Tell me over again all you told me a minute ago, when
you spoke of what the woman with the knife looked like.”

Isaac obeyed, and marveled much as he saw his mother
carefully set down on paper the very words that he was saying.

“Light gray eyes,” she wrote, as they came to the
descriptive part, “with a droop in the left eyelid; flaxen hair,
with a gold-yellow streak in it; white arms, with a down upon
them; little lady’s hand, with a reddish look about the finger
nails; clasp-knife3® with a buck-horn handle, that seemed as
good as new.” To these particulars Mrs. Scatchard added the
year, month, day of the week, and time in the morning when
the woman of the dream appeared to her son. She then locked
up the paper carefully in her writing-desk.

Neither on that day nor on any day after could her son
induce her to return to the matter of the dream. She obstinately
kept her thoughts about it to herself, and even refused to refer
again to the paper in her writing-desk. Ere3! long Isaac grew
weary3? of attempting to make her break her resolute silence;
and time, which sooner or later wears out all things, gradually
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chiar si peste ani de aici inainte. Spune-mi din nou tot ce mi-ai
povestit acum o clipd despre felul in care ardta femeia cu
cutitul.

Isaac ascultd si se minund si mai mult cind o vdzu pe
mama lui cum aseza cu grijd pe foaie exact cuvintele pe care el i
le spunea.

- Ochi de un cenusiu deschis, scria ea atunci cand
ajunseserd la descriere, iar pleoapa stanga picatd; par de un
blond deschis, cu o nuanta galben-aurie in el; brate albe,
acoperite cu puf; mand de domnisoard, cu o nuantd rosiatica in
jurul unghiilor; briceag® cu maner din coarne de cerb, care
pdrea ca si nou. Acestor detalii, doamna Scatchard adduga anul,
luna, ziua din sdptamana si momentul din zi cand femeia ii
aparu in vis fiului ei. Apoi incuie cu grija foaia in sertarul
masutei ei de scris.

Nici in acea zi, nici intr-o alta nu reusi fiul ei sda o
convingd sa mai vorbeascd despre vis. Pdstra cu incdpdtanare
gandurile cu privire la acest subiect doar pentru ea, ba chiar
refuza sd aduca in discutie panad si foaia din sertarul masutei ei
de scris. Nu trecu mult timp3l, iar Isaac obosi®? sd mai incerce sa
o facd sd rupad tdcerea ei fermd; insa timpul, care mai devreme
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wore out the impression produced on him by the dream. He
began by thinking of it carelessly, and he ended by not thinking
of it at all.

The result was the more easily brought about by the
advent of some important changes for the better in his
prospects which commenced not long after his terrible night’s
experience at the inn. He reaped at last the reward of his long
and patient suffering under adversity by getting an excellent
place, keeping it for seven years, and leaving it, on the death of
his master, not only with an excellent character, but also with a
comfortable annuity bequeathed to him as a reward for saving
his mistress’s life in a carriage accident. Thus it happened that
Isaac Scatchard returned to his old mother, seven years after
the time of the dream at the inn, with an annual sum of money
at his disposal sufficient to keep them both in ease and
independence for the rest of their lives.

The mother, whose health had been bad of late years,
profited so much by the care bestowed on her and by freedom
from money anxieties, that when Isaac’s birthday came round
she was able to sit up comfortably at table and dine with him.
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sau mai tarziu pune capat tuturor lucrurilor, ii sterse incetul cu
incetul amintirea legata de vis. Incepu si se gandeasc la el cu
nepasare si sfarsi prin a nu se mai gandi deloc.

Rezultatul fu cu atat mai usor prilejuit de cdtre aparitia
unor importante schimbari in bine in ceea ce priveste viitorul
lui, care incepurd la scurt timp dupd intampldrile din acea
noapte inspaimantatoare petrecutd la han. Primi si el, in cele din
urma, rasplata pentru lunga si rabddtoarea lui suferintd din
cauza nenorocului: o slujbd excelentd, pe care o pdstrad timp de
sapte ani si la care renuntd la moartea stapanului sdu, dand
dovadd nu numai de un caracter ireprosabil, ci si primind drept
mostenire o rentd considerabild, ca si recompensd in urma
salvarii vietii stdpéanei sale intr-un accident cu trasura. Astfel, se
intdmpla ca Isaac Scatchard sa se intoarca la batrana lui mamad,
dupa sapte ani de la visul de la han, cu o suma de bani de care
dispunea anual si care era suficientd pentru a le asigura
amandurora traiul si independenta pentru tot restul vietii.

Mamei lui, a cdrei sandtate fusese subreda in ultimii ani,
ii priise atdt de mult atentia care 1i era acordata si lipsa grijii
pentru bani, incat atunci cand avu loc ziua de nastere a lui
Isaac, ea putu sa stea linistita in capul oaselor la masa si sa
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On that day, as the evening drew on, Mrs. Scatchard
discovered that a bottle of tonic medicine which she was
accustomed to take, and in which she had fancied that a dose or
more was still left, happened to be empty. Isaac immediately
volunteered to go to the chemist’s and get it filled again. It was
as rainy and bleak an autumn night as on the memorable past
occasion when he lost his way and slept at the road-side inn.

On going into the chemist’s shop he was passed
hurriedly by a poorly-dressed woman coming out of it. The
glimpse he had of her face struck him, and he looked back after
her as she descended the door-steps.

“You're noticing that woman?” said the chemist’s
apprentice behind the counter. “It's my opinion there’s
something wrong with her. She’s been asking for laudanum3
to put to a bad tooth. Master’s out for half an hour, and I told
her I wasn’t allowed to sell poison to strangers in his absence.
She laughed in a queer way, and said she would come back in
half an hour. If she expects master to serve her, I think she’ll be
disappointed. It's a case of suicide, sir, if ever there was one
yet4.”
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manance impreund cu el.

In acea azi, in timp ce se ldsa seard, doamna Scatchard
descoperi ca sticluta cu medicamentul tonic pe care obisnuia sa
il ia, si in care isi inchipuise ca mai ramdsese o dozd sau chiar
mai mult, se intdmpla sa fie goald. Isaac se oferi imediat sd se
duca la farmacie ca sa o umple din nou. Era o noapte de toamna
ploioasd si mohoratd, ca acea noapte de neuitat din trecut cand
se ratdcise si innoptase la hanul de pe marginea drumului.

La intrarea in farmacie, trecu pe langa el in mare graba o
femeie sdrdcdcios imbracatd, care tocmai iesea. Privirea fugara
pe care o aruncd asupra chipului ei il izbi si se uitd in spate
dupa ea, in timp ce aceasta trecea de pragul usii.

- O vedeti pe femeia aceea? spuse ucenicul farmacistului
din spatele tejghelei. Cred ca ceva este in nereguld cu ea. A tot
cerut laudanum® pentru un dinte care o doare. Stapanul a
plecat pentru o jumadtate de ord si i-am spus cd nu am voie sa
vand otrava strdinilor cat timp nu e el. A ras intr-un mod
straniu si a spus cd se va intoarce peste o jumatate de ord. Daca
se asteapta ca stdpanul sd o serveascd, cred ca va fi dezamagita.
E un caz de sinucidere, domnule, din aceea clasicd34.
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These words added immeasurably to the sudden interest
in the woman which Isaac had felt at the first sight of her face.
After he had got the medicine-bottle filled, he looked about
anxiously for her as soon as he was out in the street. She was
walking slowly up and down on the opposite side of the road.
With his heart, very much to his own surprise, beating fast,
Isaac crossed over and spoke to her.

He asked if she was in any distress. She pointed to her
torn shawl, her scanty dress, her crushed, dirty bonnet; then
moved under a lamp so as to let the light fall on her stern, pale,
but still most beautiful face.

“I look like a comfortable, happy woman, don’t I?” she
said, with a bitter laugh.

She spoke with a purity of intonation which Isaac had
never heard before from other than ladies” lips. Her slightest
actions seemed to have the easy, negligent grace of a thorough-
bred woman. Her skin, for all its poverty-stricken paleness, was
as delicate as if her life had been passed in the enjoyment of
every social comfort that wealth can purchase. Even her small,
tinely-shaped hands, gloveless as they were, had not lost their
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Aceste cuvinte contribuird nemadrginit la interesul
neasteptat pentru femeia de care Isaac se indrdgostise la prima
vedere. Dupad ce i se umpluse sticluta cu acel medicament, privi
nerdbddtor in jur dupd ea imediat ce iesi in stradd. Se plimba
incet, de colo-colo, pe partea cealaltd a drumului. Cu inima,
spre marea lui surprindere, batandu-i repede, Isaac trecu strada
si 1i vorbi.

O intreba daca o framéanta ceva. Ea ardta cu degetul
inspre salul ei sfasiat, inspre rochia ei saracdcioasa si boneta ei
strivita si murdard; apoi se mutd sub un felinar pentru a lasa
lumina sd cada pe chipul ei aspru, palid, dar totodata cel mai
frumos.

- Ardt ca o femeie linistitd si fericitd, nu-i asa? spuse ea cu
un raset amar.

Vorbea cu o intonatie pura, pe care Isaac nu o mai auzise
niciodatd pana atunci decat de pe buzele unei doamne.
Gesturile ei cele mai mdrunte pareau sd aibd usoara gratie
neglijentd a unei femei manierate. Pielea ei, in ciuda palorii
pricinuite de sdrdcie, era la fel de fina ca si cand si-ar fi petrecut
viata bucurdndu-se de orice confort social pe care bogdtia il
poate obtine. Chiar si mainile ei mici, delicat conturate si fara

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2016



Translation Café, Issue 155
Short story by Wilkie Collins
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Minodora Tunaru

whiteness.

Little by little, in answer to his questions, the sad story of
the woman came out. There is no need to relate it here; it is told
over and over again in police reports and paragraphs about
attempted suicides.

“My name is Rebecca Murdoch,” said the woman, as
she ended. “I have ninepence left, and I thought of spending it
at the chemist’s over the way in securing a passage to the other
world. Whatever it is, it can’t be worse to me than this, so why
should I stop here?”

Besides the natural compassion and sadness moved in
his heart by what he heard, Isaac felt within him some
mysterious influence at work all the time the woman was
speaking which utterly confused his ideas and almost deprived
him of his powers of speech. All that he could say in answer to
her last reckless words was that he would prevent her from
attempting her own life, if he followed her about all night to do
it. His rough, trembling earnestness seemed to impress her.

“I won’t occasion you that trouble3’,” she answered,
when he repeated his threat. “You have given me a fancy for
living by speaking kindly to me. No need for the mockery of
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madnusi, asa cum erau ele, nu isi pierduserd din albeata.

Incetul cu incetul, rispunzand intrebarilor lui, povestea
trista a femeii iesi la iveald. Nu este nevoie sa fie istorisita aici;
se regdseste tot timpul in rapoartele politiei si in stirile despre
tentative de sinucidere.

- Numele meu este Rebecca Murdoch, adduga femeia
imediat dupd ce termind. Nu mai am decat cativa banuti si m-
am gandit sd ii cheltuiesc la farmacia de peste drum pentru a-
mi asigura plecarea pe lumea cealaltd. Orice ar fi, nu-mi poate fi
mai rdu decat acum, prin urmare, de ce sa md opresc aici?

Pe langd mila fireasca si tristetea care ii induiosard inima
in urma celor auzite, Isaac simti induntrul lui o influenta
misterioasd care il cuprinse cat timp femeia vorbise, ceea ce ii
tulbura gandurile peste mdsurd si aproape ca il lipsi de orice
putere de a vorbi. Tot ceea ce putu sd rdaspundd ca replica
ultimelor ei cuvinte necugetate fu cd o va impiedica sd-si ia
viata, chiar dacd avea sd o urmadreascd toatd noaptea.
Seriozitatea lui grava si cutremurdtoare pdru sa o impresioneze.

- Nu o sa-ti dau o asemenea bdtaie de cap3, rdspunse ea
atunci cand el o amenintd din nou. Mi-ai oferit poftd de viata
prin faptul ca mi-ai vorbit cu blandete. Nu e nevoie de incercari

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2016



Translation Café, Issue 155
Short story by Wilkie Collins
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Minodora Tunaru

protestations and promises. You may believe me without them.
Come to Fuller’'s Meadow36 tomorrow at twelve, and you will
find me alive, to answer for myself —No!—no money. My
ninepence will do to get me as good a night’s lodging as I
want.”

She nodded and left him. He made no attempt to
follow —he felt no suspicion that she was deceiving him.

“It's strange, but I can’t help believing her,” he said to
himself, and walked away, bewildered, toward home.

On entering the house, his mind was still so completely
absorbed by its new subject of interest that he took no notice of
what his mother was doing when he came in with the bottle of
medicine. She had opened her old writing-desk in his absence,
and was now reading a paper attentively that lay inside it. On
every birthday of Isaac’s since she had written down the
particulars of his dream from his own lips, she had been
accustomed to read that same paper, and ponder over it in
private.

The next day he went to Fuller’s Meadow.

He had done only right in believing her so implicitly.
She was there, punctual to a minute, to answer for herself. The
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zadarnice de proteste si promisiuni. Poti sd ma crezi si fara ele.
Vino maine la ora doudsprezece la Fuller's Meadow3¢ si ma vei
gasi in viatd, dand socoteald pentru mine. Nu! Fdra bani. Cei
cativa banuti ai mei imi vor fi de ajuns ca sa innoptez oriunde
vreau eu.

Ea il salutd dand din cap si plecd. El nu incerca sa o
urmeze; nu avea nici cea mai micd indoiald ca l-ar fi pacalit.

- E ciudat, insa nu pot sd nu o cred, isi spuse el in sinea
lui si plecd inapoi spre casd, tulburat.

Cand pasi in casd, mintea lui incd era absorbita cu totul
de noul sdu subiect de interes, incat nici méacar nu observa ce
ficea mama lui atunci cand intrd cu sticluta cu medicament. In
absenta lui, ea descuiase sertarul vechii ei mdsute de scris, iar
acum citea cu atentie o foaie care statuse induntru. Se obisnuise
ca la fiecare zi de nastere a lui Isaac, de cand isi notase detaliile
legate de visul lui, spuse chiar de cdtre el, sd citeasca acea foaie
si sa mediteze asupra ei in taind.

A doua zi el merse la Fuller's Meadow.
Facuse foarte bine in a o crede fara nicio retinere. Era acolo,
punctuala pand la minut, ca sd dea socoteala pentru sine.
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last-left faint defenses in Isaac’s heart against the fascination
which a word or look from her began inscrutably to exercise
over him sank down and vanished before her forever on that
memorable morning.

When a man previously insensible to the influence of
women, forms an attachment in middle life, the instances are
rare indeed, let the warning circumstances be what they may,
in which he is found capable of freeing himself from the
tyranny of the new ruling passion. The charm of being spoken
to familiarly, fondly, and gratefully by a woman whose
language and manners still retained enough of their early
refinement to hint at the high social station that she had lost,
would have been a dangerous luxury to a man of Isaac’s rank
at the age of twenty. But it was far more than that—it was
certain ruin to him—now that his heart was opening
unworthily®” to a new influence at that middle time of life when
strong feelings of all kinds, once implanted, strike root most
stubbornly in a man’s moral nature. A few more stolen
interviews after that first morning in Fuller's Meadow
completed his infatuation. In less than a month from the time
when he first met her, Isaac Scatchard had consented to give
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Ultimele mijloace de aparare vagi din inima lui Isaac, impotriva
incantdrii pe care un cuvant sau o privire de-a ei incepu, intr-un
mod misterios, sd i-o provoace, se prapadird si dispdrurd pentru
totdeauna, in ceea ce o priveste, in acea dimineatd de neuitat.
Cand un barbat care mai inainte fusese nepasator fata de
influenta femeilor se indrdgosteste la varsta mijlocie, sansele
sunt rare, intr-adevar, indiferent de semnalele de avertizare, ca
el sa fie capabil sd se elibereze de sub tirania noii pasiuni
covarsitoare. Farmecul de a ti se vorbi intr-un mod familiar,
afectuos si cu recunostintd, de cdtre o femeie al cdrei limbaj si
maniere incd mai pdstrau indeajuns din eleganta de odinioard
pentru a sugera pozitia sociald inalta pe care o pierduse, ar fi
fost o desfdtare periculoasa pentru un barbat de rangul lui Isaac
la varsta de doudzeci de ani. Insi era mult mai mult de atat,
avea sd il distrugd, cu sigurantd, acum cd inima lui se deschidea
in mod nevrednic¥ in fata unei noi influente, in acel moment de
la jumaétatea vietii caAnd sentimentele puternice de toate felurile,
odatd sadite, se inrdddcineaza cu incapdtanare in firea unui om.
Alte cateva intalniri smulse, dupd acea primad dimineatd la
Fuller’'s Meadow, ii desavarsira dragostea nebuna. In mai putin
de o luna de cand o intdlnise pentru prima oard, Isaac Scatchard
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Rebecca Murdoch a new interest in existence, and a chance of
recovering the character she had lost by promising to make her
his wife.

She had taken possession, not of his passions only, but of
his faculties as well. All the mind he had he put into her
keeping. She directed him on every point—even instructing
him how to break the news of his approaching marriage in the
safest manner to his mother.

“If you tell her how you met me and who I am at first,”
said the cunning woman, “she will move heaven and earth to
prevent our marriage. Say I am the sister of one of your fellow-
servants—ask her to see me before you go into any more
particulars —and leave it to me to do the rest. I mean to make
her love me next best to you, Isaac, before she knows any thing
of who I really am.”

The motive of the deceit was sufficient to sanctify it to
Isaac. The stratagem proposed relieved him of his one great
anxiety, and quieted his uneasy conscience on the subject of his
mother. Still, there was something wanting to perfect his
happiness, something that he could not realize, something
mysteriously untraceable, and yet something that perpetually
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fusese de acord sa ii ofere Rebeccdi Murdoch un nou scop in
viatd si o sansa de a-si recdpata caracterul pe care il pierduse,
prin promisiunea de a o lua de nevasta.

Pusese stdpanire nu numai pe sentimentele lui, ci si pe
mintea sa. Toate gandurile pe care el le avea se indreptau cétre
a nu o pierde. 1l dirija in orice lucru, ba chiar il inv&ts cum sa i
dea mamei lui vestea cdsatoriei lor care se apropia, in cel
prudent mod.

- Daca ii vei spune de la inceput cum m-ai intalnit si cine
sunt, spuse femeia vicleand, ea va muta muntii din loc ca sa
impiedice cdsdtoria noastra. Spune-i cd sunt sora unuia dintre
confratii tai slujitori, roag-o sd ma vada inainte de a-i da mai
multe amdnunte si lasd restul in grija mea. Vreau sd o fac sd ma
iubeasca la fel de mult ca pe tine, Isaac, inainte de a sti cine sunt
cu adevdrat.

Motivul inseldciunii fu suficient pentru ca acest lucru sa
devina sfant pentru Isaac. Siretlicul propus il elibera de cea mai
mare dintre temerile sale si 1i potoli constiinta tulbure cu privire
la mama lui. Cu toate acestea, lipsea ceva care sa-i intregeasca
fericirea, ceva de care nu-si putea da seama, ceva care, in mod
misterios, era imposibil de gasit, dar care, totusi, isi fdcea
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made itself felt; not when he was absent from Rebecca
Murdoch, but, strange to say, when he was actually in her
presence! She was kindness itself with him. She never made
him feel his inferior capacities and inferior manners. She
showed the sweetest anxiety to please him in the smallest
trifles; but, in spite of all these attractions, he never could feel
quite at his ease with her. At their first meeting, there had
mingled with his admiration, when he looked in her face, a
faint, involuntary feeling of doubt whether that face was
entirely strange to him. No after familiarity had the slightest
effect on this inexplicable, wearisome uncertainty.

Concealing the truth as he had been directed, he

announced his marriage engagement precipitately and
confusedly to his mother on the day when he contracted it.
Poor Mrs. Scatchard showed her perfect confidence in her son
by flinging her arms round his neck, and giving him joy of
having found at last, in the sister of one of his fellow-servants, a
woman to comfort and care for him after his mother was gone.
She was all eagerness to see the woman of her son’s choice, and

the next day was fixed for the introduction.
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necontenit simtitd prezenta; nu atunci cand nu era langa
Rebecca Murdoch, ci, oricat de ciudat ar pdrea, cand se afla
chiar in prezenta ei! Era bundtatea intruchipata fata de el. Nu il
fdcea niciodatd sa simtd inferioritatea capacitatilor sale
intelectuale sau a manierelor. Arata cea mai mare dorintd in a-i
indeplini cele mai mici mofturi; insa, in ciuda tuturor acestor
atractii, el nu putu niciodata sa se simtd cu adevarat in largul lui
aldturi de ea. La prima lor intadlnire, atunci cdnd ii privise
chipul, admiratia lui se amestecase cu un vag sentiment
involuntar de indoiald daca acel chip ii era cu totul strdin.
Cunoasterea profundd de dupa nu avu nici cel mai mic efect
asupra acestei nesigurante de nexplicat si greu de suportat.
Ascunzand adevarul dupa cum i se poruncise, o anunta
pe a sa mama de logodna, confuz si fard sa se gandeasca, chiar
in ziua in care se intampld. Biata doamna Scatchard isi arata
deplina incredere in fiul ei, aruncandu-si bratele in jurul gatului
lui si aratandu-se bucuroasa cd a gasit in cele din urma4, in sora
unuia dintre confratii sai slujitori, o femeie care sd-1 aline si care
sd aiba grijd de el dupa ce mama lui avea sd nu mai fie. Era
toata plina de nerdbdare sd o vadd pe aleasa fiului ei, asa cd a

doua zi fu stabilitd pentru prezentari.
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It was a bright sunny morning, and the little cottage
parlor was full of light as Mrs. Scatchard, happy and expectant,
dressed for the occasion in her Sunday gown, sat waiting for
her son and her future daughter-in-law.

Punctual to the appointed time, Isaac hurriedly and
nervously led his promised wife into the room. His mother rose
to receive her —advanced a few steps, smiling —looked Rebecca
full in the eyes, and suddenly stopped. Her face, which had
been flushed the moment before, turned white in an instant; her
eyes lost their expression of softness and kindness, and
assumed a blank look of terror; her outstretched hands fell to
her sides, and she staggered back a few steps with a low cry to
her son.

“Isaac,” she whispered, clutching him fast by the arm
when he asked alarmedly if she was taken ill, “Isaac, does that
woman’s face remind you of nothing?”

Before he could answer —before he could look round to
where Rebecca stood, astonished and angered by her reception,
at the lower end of the room, his mother pointed impatiently to
her writing-desk, and gave him the key.
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Era o dimineata insorita si senind, iar salonasul casutei
era cufundat in lumind, in timp ce doamna Scatchard, vesela si
rdbddtoare, imbrdcatd pentru ocazie in rochia ei de duminica,
sedea asteptandu-si fiul si viitoarea nora.

Punctual in ceea ce priveste ora stabilita, Isaac isi
conduse fagaduita sotie in odaie, in mare graba si agitat. Mama
lui se ridicd pentru a o primi, inaintd cativa pasi, zdmbind, o
privi pe Rebecca in adancul ochilor si se opri brusc. Chipul ei,
care fusese imbujorat cu o clipa inainte, deveni alb intr-o
secundd; ochii-i isi pierdurd expresia de blandete si bundtate si
capdtard o privire goald, ingrozitd; mainile ei intinse cazurd pe
langa corp, apoi se cldtind, facand cativa pasi inapoi, si scoase
un icnit slab catre fiul ei.

- Isaac, 1i sopti ea, apucandu-l strans de brat atunci cand
el o intreba speriat dacd se simtea bine. Isaac, iti aduce aminte
de ceva chipul acelei femei?

Inainte de apuca sa raspunds, inainte de a putea privi in
jur dupd Rebecca, care stdtea, uimitd si furioasda din cauza
primirii, in capatul cel mai indepartat al oddii, mama lui ardta
nerdbddtoare cu degetul inspre mdsuta ei de scris si ii dadu
cheia.
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“Open it,” she said, in a quick, breathless whisper.

“What does this mean? Why am I treated as if I had no
business here? Does your mother want to insult me?” asked
Rebecca, angrily.

“Open it, and give me the paper in the left-hand drawer.
Quick! quick, for Heaven’s sake!” said Mrs. Scatchard,
shrinking farther back in terror.

Isaac gave her the paper. She looked it over eagerly for a
moment, then followed Rebecca, who was now turning away
haughtily to leave the room, and caught her by the shoulder —
abruptly raised the long, loose sleeve of her gown, and glanced
at her hand and arm. Something like fear began to steal over
the angry expression of Rebecca’s face as she shook herself free
from the old woman’s grasp.

“Mad!” she said to herself; “and Isaac never told me.”
With these few words she left the room.

Isaac was hastening after her when his mother turned
and stopped his farther progress3®. It wrung his heart to see the
misery and terror in her face as she looked at him.

“Light gray eyes,” she said, in low, mournful, awestruck
tones, pointing toward the open door; “a droop in the left
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- Deschide-o, spuse ea, soptind rapid si fara suflare.

- Ce inseamnad asta? De ce sunt tratatd ca si cum nu as
avea ce cduta aici? Mama ta vrea sd md jigneascd? intreba
Rebecca manioasa.

- Deschide si da-mi foaia din sertarul din partea stanga.
Repede! Repede, pentru numele lui Dumnezeu! spuse doamna
Scatchard, pdsind inapoi si mai mult din cauza groazei.

Isaac ii inmand foaia. O cercetd cu nerdbdare pentru o
clipd, apoi o studie pe Rebecca, care acum se intorcea
dispretuitoare ca sd pdrdseasca odaia, o prinse de umar, ridica
pe neasteptate maneca largd si lunga a rochiei ei si aruncad o
privire asupra mainii si bratului. Ceva asemadnator cu frica
incepu sd cuprindad expresia furioasa a chipului Rebeccdi, in
timp ce aceasta incerca sd scape din stransoarea batranii femei.

- E nebuna, isi zise in sinea ei. lar Isaac nu mi-a spus
niciodatd. Cu aceste cuvinte, ea pdrdsi odaia.

Isaac se grabi sda meargd dupd ea, cind mama lui se
intoarse si il opri din a inainta®. Inima i fu franta cand vazu
durerea si groaza de pe chipul cu care il privea.

- Ochi de un cenusiu deschis, spuse ea pe un ton jos,
cuprins de jale si de teama si ardtand cu degetul inspre usa
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eyelid; flaxen hair, with a gold-yellow streak in it; white arms,
with a down upon them,; little lady’s hand, with a reddish look
under the finger nails—The Dream-Woman, Isaac, the Dream-
Woman!”

That faint cleaving doubt which he had never been able
to shake off in Rebecca Murdoch’s presence was fatally set at
rest forever. He had seen her face, then, before —seven years
before, on his birthday, in the bedroom of the lonely inn.

“Be warned!®® oh, my son, be warned! Isaac, Isaac, let
her go, and do you stop with me!”

Something darkened the parlor window as those words
were said. A sudden chill ran through him, and he glanced
sidelong at the shadow. Rebecca Murdoch had come back. She
was peering in curiously at them over the low window-blind.

“I have promised to marry, mother,” he said, “and
marry [ must40.”

The tears came into his eyes as he spoke and dimmed his
sight, but he could just discern the fatal face outside moving
away again from the window.

His mother’s head sank lower.
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deschisd; pleoapa stanga picatd; par de un blond deschis, cu o
nuantd galben-aurie in el; brate albe, acoperite cu puf; mana de
domnisoard, cu o nuantd rosiaticd sub unghii. Femeia din vis,
Isaac, Femeia din vis!

Vaga indoiald sfasietoare de care nu se putuse niciodatd
descotorosi in prezenta Rebeccdi Murdoch fu, in mod fatal,
inldturata pentru totdeauna. Deci vizuse chipul ei inainte, in
urma cu sapte ani, de ziua lui, in odaia de la hanul pdrasit.

- Te previn!® O, fiul meu, te previn! Isaac, Isaac, las-o sa
plece si crutda-mi suferinta.

Ceva umbri fereastra salonasului in timp ce aceste
cuvinte fura rostite. Un fior rece ii trecu brusc prin tot corpul,
apoi el aruncad o privire piezisa catre umbra. Rebecca Murdoch
se intorsese. Se uita curioasd la ei, dincolo de oblonul jos al
ferestrei.

- I-am promis cd ne vom cdsdtori, mamd, spuse el, si
trebuie s-o fac#0.

Lacrimile ii venird in ochi in timp ce vorbea si ii
incetosard vederea, insd acesta putu, totusi, distinge cum chipul
fatal de afara se indeparta din nou de fereastra.

[VSRVAPN

Capul mamei lui se ldsa in jos.
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“Are you faint?” he whispered. - Ai ametit? sopti el.
“Broken-hearted, Isaac.” - Am inima franta, Isaac.
He stooped down and kissed her. The shadow, as he did Acesta se apleca si o sdrutd. Umbra, in timp ce facu acest

so, returned to the window, and the fatal face peered in lucru, se intoarse la fereastrd, iar chipul fatal privi curios
curiously once more. induntru incd o data.

)
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CHAPTERIV.

THREE weeks after that day Isaac and Rebecca were
man and wife. All that was hopelessly dogged and stubborn in
the man’s moral nature seemed to have closed round his fatal
passion, and to have fixed it unassailably in his heart.

After that first interview in the cottage parlor no
consideration would induce Mrs. Scatchard to see her son’s
wife again, or even to talk of her when Isaac tried hard to plead
her cause after their marriage.

This course of conduct was not in any degree occasioned
by a discovery of the degradation in which Rebecca had lived.
There was no question of that between mother and son. There
was no question of any thing but the fearfully-exact
resemblance between the living, breathing woman, and the
spectre-woman of Isaac’s dream.

Rebecca, on her side, neither felt nor expressed the
slightest sorrow at the estrangement between herself and her
mother-in-law. Isaac, for the sake of peace, had never
contradicted her first idea that age and long illness had affected
Mrs. Scatchard’s mind. He even allowed his wife to upbraid
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CAPITOLUL IV.

TREI saptdamani mai tarziu, Isaac si Rebecca erau sot si
sotie. Tot ceea ce tinea de darzenia si de incapdtanarea fara de
nddejde din firea acestui om pdrea sa se fi ascuns in pasiunea
lui fatala si sa o fi intiparit de-a binelea in inima lui.

Dupad acea prima intdlnire in salonasul casutei, doamna
Scatchard nu mai putu fi convinsa sub nicio formad sd o vada pe
sotia fiului ei din nou sau chiar sd vorbeascad despre ea atunci
cand Isaac incerca din greu sd i ia apdrarea, dupd cdsdtoria lor.

Acest comportament nu se datora, in niciun caz, vreunei
descoperiri in legdturda cu viata josnica pe care o dusese
Rebecca. Nici pomeneald de acest lucru intre mama si fiu. Nu se
punea decat problema asemadnadrii ingrozitor de perfecte dintre
femeia in viatd, care respira, si femeia-ndluca din visul lui Isaac.

Rebecca, pe de altd parte, nici nu simtea, nici nu trada
cea mai micd supdrare cu privire la instrdinarea dintre ea insasi
si soacra ei. Isaac, de dragul linistii, nu contrazisese niciodata
cea dintdi pdrere a ei cum ca varsta si boala indelungata ii
afectaserd doamnei Scatchard judecata. Ba chiar {i permise
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him for not having confessed this to her at the time of their
marriage engagement, rather than risk any thing by hinting at
the truth. The sacrifice of his integrity before his one all-
mastering delusion seemed but a small thing, and cost his
conscience but little after the sacrifices he had already made.

The time of waking from this delusion—the cruel and
the rueful time—was not far off. After some quiet months of
married life, as the summer was ending, and the year was
getting on toward the month of his birthday, Isaac found his
wife altering toward him. She grew sullen and contemptuous;
she formed acquaintances of the most dangerous kind in
defiance of his objections, his entreaties, and his commands;
and, worst of all, she learned, ere long, after every fresh
difference with her husband, to seek the deadly self-oblivion of
drink. Little by little, after the first miserable discovery that his
wife was keeping company with drunkards, the shocking
certainty forced itself on Isaac that she had grown to be a
drunkard herself.

He had been in a sadly desponding state for some time

before the occurrence of these domestic calamities. His
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nevestei lui sd-1 ocdrascd pentru faptul cd nu ii marturisise acest
lucru la momentul logodnei lor, riscaind mai degraba totul prin
a ldsa sd se inteleagd adevarul. Sacrificarea onestitatii in fata
singurei lui amdgiri covarsitoare pdrea un lucru madrunt si ii
afecta constiinta foarte putin dupd toate sacrificiile pe care le
facuse.

Momentul cand avea sd se trezeasca din aceasta amagire,
acel moment crunt si jalnic, nu era departe. Dupa cateva luni
linistite de cdsnicie, pe cand vara se sfarsea, iar anul se indrepta
cdtre luna in care el se nascuse, [saac observa cum sotia lui se
schimba fata de el. Deveni ursuza si sfidadtoare; isi facu cele mai
periculoase cunostinte, in ciuda impotrivirii, a rugamintilor si a
poruncilor lui; si, mai rdu de atat, in scurtd vreme se invata ca
dupad fiecare noud ceartd cu barbatul ei sd caute sa uite complet
de sine prin bautura. Incetul cu incetul, dupa intaia descoperire
nefericitd cum ca nevasta lui se intovarasise cu betivii, siguranta
paralizanta il determind pe Isaac sd creadad cd si ea devenise la
randul ei o betiva.

Intrase intr-o stare jalnicd de disperare cu ceva timp
inaintea intampldrii acestor nenorociri conjugale. Sandtatea
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mother’s health, as he could but too plainly discern every time
he went to see her at the cottage, was failing fast, and he
upbraided himself in secret as the cause of the bodily and
mental suffering she endured. When to his remorse on his
mother’s account was added the shame and misery occasioned
by the discovery of his wife’s degradation, he sank under the
double trial —his face began to alter fast, and he looked what he
was, a spirit-broken man.

His mother, still struggling bravely against the illness
that was hurrying her to the grave, was the first to notice the
sad alteration in him, and the first to hear of his last worst
trouble with his wife. She could only weep bitterly on the day
when he made his humiliating confession, but on the next
occasion when he went to see her she had taken a resolution in
reference to his domestic afflictions which astonished and even
alarmed him. He found her dressed to go out, and on asking
the reason received this answer:

“I am not long for this world, Isaac,” she said, “and I
shall not feel easy on my death-bed unless I have done my best
to the last to make my son happy. I mean to put my own fears
and my own feelings out of the question, and to go with you to
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mamei lui, dupd cum putea vedea in mod limpede de fiecare
datd cand mergea la cdsutd ca sd o vadd, se prapadea iute, iar el
se invinovatea in secret pentru suferinta fizica si psihica pe care
ea o indura. Atunci cadnd la remuscarea fatda de mama lui se
addugd rusinea si durerea provocate de descoperirea decaderii
nevestei sale, acesta fu cuprins de doud chinuri—chipul lui
incepu sa imbatraneasca rapid si ardta drept ceea ce era, un om
coplesit de necazuri.

Mama lui, incd luptandu-se vitejeste cu boala care o
indrepta iute catre mormant, fu prima care observa trista lui
schimbare si prima care auzi despre ultimul si cel mai mare
necaz al lui cu nevasta. Nu putu decat sa planga cu amdraciune
in ziua in care el 1i ficu madrturisirea umilitoare, insd
urmditoarea datd cand se duse si o vada, ea luase o hotarare cu
privire la ndpasta abatuta asupra casei lui, lucru care il mird, ba
chiar il nelinisti. O gdsi imbrdcatd ca de plecare, iar atunci cand
o intreba motivul, primi acest rdspuns:

- Nu mai am mult de trdit, Isaac, spuse ea, si n-am sa am
liniste pe patul de moarte dacd nu o sd fac tot ce pot, pand la
ultima suflare, ca fiul meu sd fie fericit. Vreau sd las deoparte
temerile si propriile mele sentimente, sa te insotesc la nevasta ta

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2016



Translation Café, Issue 155
Short story by Wilkie Collins
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Minodora Tunaru

your wife, and try what I can do to reclaim her. Give me your
arm, Isaac, and let me do the last thing I can in this world to
help my son before it is too late.”

He could not disobey her, and they walked together
slowly toward his miserable home.

It was only one o’clock in the afternoon when they
reached the cottage where he lived. It was their dinner-hour,
and Rebecca was in the kitchen. He was thus able to take his
mother quietly into the parlor, and then prepare his wife for the
interview. She had fortunately drunk but little at that early
hour, and she was less sullen and capricious than usual.

He returned to his mother with his mind tolerably at
ease. His wife soon followed him into the parlor, and the
meeting between her and Mrs. Scatchard passed off better than
he had ventured to anticipate, though he observed with secret
apprehension that his mother, resolutely as she controlled
herself in other respects, could not look his wife in the face
when she spoke to her. It was a relief to him, therefore, when
Rebecca began to lay the cloth.
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si sd fac tot ce pot ca sd o recastig. Da-mi bratul, Isaac, si lasd-ma
sd fac ultimul lucru pe care il mai pot face pe acest pamant

pentru a-mi ajuta fiul, inainte de a nu fi prea tarziu.

Nu putu sd nu-i dea ascultare si plecara incet, impreund,
catre nefericita lui casa.

Se fdcu abia ora unu dupd-amiaza atunci cand ajunsera
la cdsuta unde acesta locuia. Era ora pranzului pentru ei, iar
Rebecca se afla in bucdtdrie. Asadar, acesta putu sa o conduca
pe mama lui in liniste in salonas, iar apoi sd-si pregdteasca
nevasta pentru intalnire. Din fericire, aceasta nu bause aproape
deloc pand la acea ord devreme si era mai putin ursuzd si
mofturoasa decat de obicei.

Se intoarse la mama lui destul de linistit. Nevasta il urma
curdnd in salonas, iar intdlnirea dintre aceasta si doamna
Scatchard se desfdsurd mai bine decat indrdznise el sa prevada,
cu toate cd observd, cu o teamd ascunsd, cd mama lui, desi se
controla cu darzenie in alte privinte, nu putea sa ii priveasca
nevasta in ochi atunci cdnd vorbea cu ea. Prin urmare, fu o
usurare pentru el atunci cand Rebecca incepu sd astearnd fata
de masa.
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She laid the cloth, brought in the bread-tray, and cut a
slice from the loaf for her husband, then returned to the
kitchen. At that moment, Isaac, still anxiously watching his
mother, was startled by seeing the same ghastly change pass
over her face which had altered it so awfully on the morning
when Rebecca and she first met. Before he could say a word,
she whispered, with a look of horror,

“Take me back—home, home again, Isaac. Come with
me, and never go back again.”

He was afraid to ask for an explanation; he could only
sign to her to be silent, and help her quickly to the door. As
they passed the bread-tray on the table she stopped and
pointed to it.

“Did you see what your wife cut your bread with?” she
asked, in a low whisper.

“No, mother —I was not noticing —what was it?”

“Look!”

He did look. A new clasp-knife, with a buck-horn
handle, lay with the loaf in the bread-tray. He stretched out his
hand shudderingly to possess himself of it; but, at the same
time, there was a noise in the kitchen, and his mother caught at
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Aceasta intinse fata de masd, aduse cosul cu paine si tdie
o felie pentru barbatul ei, apoi se intoarse in bucatirie. In acel
moment, Isaac, incd privindu-si mama ingrijorat, tresdari la
vederea aceleiasi schimbadri infiordtoare care ii apdruse pe chip
si care o transformase teribil in dimineata in care ea si Rebecca
se vizuserd pentru prima oard. Inainte ca el si poatd rosti un
cuvant, ea ii sopti cu o privire ingrozita:

- Du-ma inapoi acasd, acasd, Isaac. Vino cu mine si nu te
mai intoarce niciodata.

fi era teama si ceard o explicatie; nu putu decat si-i faci
semn sa taca si sa o conduca numaidecat catre usd. Pe cand
treceau pe langa cosul cu paine de pe masd, ea se opri si arata
cu degetul inspre el.

- Ai vdzut cu ce ti-a tdiat nevasta ta paine? intrebd ea, in
soapta.

- Nu, mamd, n-am bagat de seamd. Cu ce?

- Priveste!

Privi. Un briceag nou, cu maner din coarne de cerb,
sedea langa painea din cos. Intinse mana tremurandé ca s il ia,
dar in acelasi moment se auzi un zgomot in bucdtdrie, iar mama

lui il apuca de brat.
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his arm.

“The knife of the dream! Isaac, I'm faint with fear. Take
me away before she comes back.”

He was hardly able to support her. The visible, tangible
reality of the knife struck him with a panic, and utterly
destroyed any faint doubts that he might have entertained up
to this time in relation to the mysterious dream-warning of
nearly eight years before. By a last desperate effort, he
summoned self-possession enough to help his mother out of
the house —so quietly that the “Dream-woman” (he thought of
her by that name now) did not hear them departing from the
kitchen.

“Don’t go back, Isaac—don’t go back

'II

implored Mrs.
Scatchard, as he turned to go away, after seeing her safely
seated again in her own room.

“I must get the knife,” he answered, under his breath.
His mother tried to stop him again, but he hurried out without
another word.

On his return he found that his wife had discovered
their secret departure from the house. She had been drinking,
and was in a fury of passion. The dinner in the kitchen was
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- Cutitul din vis! Isaac, sunt coplesita de frica. Du-mad de
aici Tnainte ca ea sa se intoarcd.

Abia daca putu sa o sprijine. Realitatea vadita si clard a
cutitului il ingrozi si ii indepdrtd complet orice mica indoiald pe
care ar fi putut sa o aiba pand atunci in legdturd cu misterioasa
avertizare, sub forma unui vis, din urmad cu aproape opt ani. Cu
un ultim efort disperat, incerca sa gdseasca suficientd stapanire
de sine, incat sa o scoatd pe mama lui afara din casa intr-o
asemenea liniste, cd ,,Femeia din vis” (acum se gandea la ea sub

acest nume) nici nu ii auzi din bucatdrie plecand.

- Nu te intoarce, Isaac, nu te intoarce! il rugd doamna
Scatchard stdruitor, in timp ce el se intoarse ca sd plece, dupa ce
o vdzu din nou asezatd si in sigurantd in odaia ei.

- Trebuie sd iau cutitul, ii raspunse el in soaptd. Mama lui
incercd din nou sa il opreascd, dar el iesi afara in grabd, fara sa
mai scoata vreun cuvant.

La intoarcere, descoperi ca nevasta lui isi ddduse seama
de plecarea lor in taind. Bause si se afla intr-un acces de furie.
Mancarea din bucatarie era azvarlitd in vatrd; fata de masa era
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flung under the grate; the cloth was off the parlor table. Where
was the knife?

Unwisely, he asked for it. She was only too glad of the
opportunity of irritating him which the request afforded her.
“He wanted the knife, did he? Could he give her a reason why?
No! Then he should not have it—not if he went down on his
knees to ask for it.” Farther recriminations elicited the fact that
she had bought it a bargain, and that she considered it her own
especial property. Isaac saw the uselessness of attempting to
get the knife by fair means, and determined to search for it,
later in the day, in secret. The search was unsuccessful. Night
came on, and he left the house to walk about the streets. He
was afraid now to sleep in the same room with her.

Three weeks passed. Still sullenly enraged with him, she
would not give up the knife; and still that fear of sleeping in the
same room with her possessed him. He walked about at night,
or dozed in the parlor, or sat watching by his mother’s bedside.
Before the expiration of the first week in the new month his
mother died. It wanted then but ten days of her son’s birthday.
She had longed to live till that anniversary. Isaac was present at
her death, and her last words in this world were addressed to
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luatd de pe masa din salonas. Unde era cutitul?

In mod nechibzuit, acesta i-1 ceru. Ea fu mai mult decat
incantatd de sansa de a-1 necdji, sansa pe care rugamintea lui i-o
prilejuise. , Voia cutitul, nu-i asa? Putea sd 1i spuna si de ce? Nu!
Atunci, nu avea sd-1 primeascd, nici mdcar daca se aseza in
genunchi ca sa i-l ceard.” Acuzatiile care urmara reusirda sa
smulgd de la ea faptul cad aceasta se targuise pentru el si ca il
considera propriul ei bun aparte. Isaac vazu cd era zadarnic sa
incerce sa primeasca cutitul pe cale cinstita si se hotari sa il
caute mai tirziu, in acea zi, in taind. Cdutarea nu izbuti. Se facu
noapte, iar el pleca de acasd ca sa se plimbe pe strdzi. Acum ii
era frica sa doarma in aceeasi odaie cu ea.

Trecura trei siptimani. Incd furioass si ursuzi fata de el,
aceasta nu renuntd la cutit, iar pe el, frica de a dormi in aceeasi
odaie cu ea incd nu il ldsa in pace. Se plimba noaptea sau motaia
in salonas sau stitea de veghe langa patul mamei lui. Inainte de
sfarsitul primei sdaptdmani din noua lund, mama lui muri. Mai
erau, pe atunci, inca zece zile pand la ziua de nastere a fiului ei.
Téanjise sd trdiascd pand la acea aniversare. Isaac fu langa ea
atunci cand muri, iar ultimele ei cuvinte pe aceasta lume 1i fura
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him:

“Don’t go back, my son, don’t go back!”

He was obliged to go back, if it were only to watch his
wife. Exasperated to the last degree by his distrust of her, she
had revengefully sought to add a sting to his grief, during the
last days of his mother’s illness, by declaring that she would
assert her right to attend the funeral. In spite of all that he could
do or say, she held with wicked pertinacity to her word, and on
the day appointed for the burial forced herself —inflamed and
shameless with drink—into her husband’s presence, and
declared that she would walk in the funeral procession to his
mother’s grave.

This last worst outrage, accompanied by all that was
most insulting in word and look, maddened him for the
moment. He struck her.

The instant the blow was dealt he repented it. She
crouched down, silent, in a corner of the room, and eyed him
steadily; it was a look that cooled his hot blood and made him
tremble. But there was no time now to think of a means of
making atonement. Nothing remained but to risk the worst till
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adresate lui:

- Nu te intoarce, fiule, nu te intoarce!

Era obligat sa se intoarcd, chiar si numai pentru a-si
urmadri nevasta. Enervatd peste mdsura de neincrederea lui in
ceea ce o privea, aceasta incercase, din razbunare, sd ii provoace
o durere si mai mare in ultimele zile de boala ale mamei lui,
mérturisindu-i cd avea pretentia sd mearga la inmormantare. In
ciuda a tot ceea ce putu el sa facd sau sd zica, aceasta tinu cu o
incapdtanare cruntd de cuvantul ei, iar in ziua stabilita pentru
inmormantare, cu gatul arzandu-i fard pic de rusine de la
bauturd, se impuse in fata barbatului ei si il anuntd cd avea sa
facd parte din cortegiul funerar ce urma sa o conducd pe mama
lui cdtre mormant.

Aceastd ultima si cea mai grava jignire, insotitd de tot
ceea ce era cu adevdrat o insultd din punct de vedere al
exprimarii si al expresiei, il innebunira pe moment. O lovi.

In clipa in care ficu acest lucru, ii si paru rdu. Ea se
ghemui, in liniste, intr-un colt al odaii si il privi fard ezitare; era
o privire care ii inghetd sangele fierbinte si il facu sd tremure.
Dar nu era atunci momentul sa-si indrepte greseala in vreun fel.
Nu ramase altceva decat sd riste ce era mai rdu pand cand avea
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the funeral was over. There was but one way of making sure of
her. He locked her into her bedroom.

When he came back some hours after, he found her
sitting, very much altered in look and bearing, by the bedside,
with a bundle on her lap. She rose, and faced him quietly, and
spoke with a strange stillness in her voice, a strange repose in
her eyes, a strange composure in her manner.

“No man has ever struck me twice,” she said, “and my
husband shall have no second opportunity. Set the door open
and let me go. From this day forth we see each other no more.”

Before he could answer she passed him and left the
room. He saw her walk away up the street.

Would she return?

All that night he watched and waited, but no footstep
came near the house. The next night, overpowered by fatigue,
he lay down in bed in his clothes, with the door locked, the key
on the table, and the candle burning. His slumber was not
disturbed. The third night, the fourth, the fifth, the sixth
passed, and nothing happened. He lay down on the seventh,
still in his clothes, still with the door locked, the key on the
table, and the candle burning, but easier in his mind.
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sd se termine inmormantarea. Nu putu sd se asigure decat
cumva anume. O incuie in odaia ei de dormit.

Cand se intoarse acasad la cateva ore, o gdsi sezand langa
pat, cu infdtisarea si cu comportamentul de-a dreptul schimbate
si cu un pachet in poala. Se ridica si 1l privi drept in fatd, tacuta,
vorbindu-i cu o voce linistita si neobisnuitd, cu o privire calma
si stranie si cu o ciudatd atitudine pasnica.

- Nu m-a lovit niciodata un barbat de doua ori, spuse ea,
iar barbatul meu nu va avea o a doua sansa. Descuie usa si lasa-
ma sd plec. De azi inainte, nu ne vom mai vedea.

Inainte s poatd raspunde, ea trecu pe langs el si iesi din
odaie. O vdzu pe stradd cum se indeparta.

Oare avea sd se intoarca?

Toatd noaptea aceea el statu de veghe si astepta, dar nu
vdzu nicio urmd de picior pe langd casd. Urmdtoarea noapte,
coplesit de oboseald, se intinse in pat imbrdcat, cu usa incuiata,
cu cheia pe masd si cu lumanarea arzand. Somnul nu i fu
intrerupt. Trecurd si a treia, si a patra, si a cincea, si a sasea
noapte si nu se intAmpla nimic. In a saptea noapte, se intinse in
pat tot imbrdcat, tot cu usa incuiatd, cu cheia pe masa si cu
lumanarea arzand, dar mai linistit.
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Easier in his mind, and in perfect health of body when
he fell off to sleep. But his rest was disturbed. He woke twice
without any sensation of uneasiness. But the third time it was
that never-to-be-forgotten shivering of the night at the lonely
inn, that dreadful sinking pain at the heart, which once more
aroused him in an instant.

His eyes opened toward the left-hand side of the bed,
and there stood —

The Dream-Woman again? No! His wife; the living
reality, with the dream-spectre’s face, in the dream-spectre’s
attitude; the fair arm up, the knife clasped in the delicate white
hand.

He sprang upon her almost at the instant of seeing her,
and yet not quickly enough to prevent her from hiding the
knife. Without a word from him —without a cry from her—he
pinioned her in a chair. With one hand he felt up her sleeve,
and there, where the Dream-Woman had hidden the knife, his
wife had hidden it —the knife with the buck-horn handle, that
looked like new.

In the despair of that fearful moment his brain was
steady, his heart was calm. He looked at her fixedly with the
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Era mai linistit si intr-o conditie fizica perfecta atunci
cand adormi. Cu toate acestea, somnul ii fu tulburat. Se trezi de
doud ori, fird si aibd vreun sentiment de neliniste. Insi a treia
oard, il trecu acel fior de neuitat din noaptea petrecuta la hanul
parasit, acea durere cumplitd si apdsdtoare in inimd care il
destepta si de aceasta data numaidecat.

Deschise ochii cdtre partea stangd a patului, iar acolo
stdtea In picioare...

Femeia din vis din nou? Nu! Nevasta lui, in persoand, cu
un chip si cu o atitudine ca cele ale nalucii din vis; bratul ei alb

era ridicat, iar in mana alba si firava strangea cutitul.

Se ndpusti asupra ei aproape in clipa in care o vdzu, insd
nu indeajuns de repede incat sd o impiedice sd ascunda cutitul.
Fard ca el sd scoatd vreo vorbd sau ea vreun strigdt, acesta o
tintui intr-un scaun. Cu una dintre maini ii pipdi méaneca de sus
pand jos, iar acolo unde Femeia din vis ascunsese cutitul, il
ascunsese si nevasta lui; cutitul cu maner din coarne de cerb,
care ardta ca nou.

In acel moment de disperare si de groaza, creierul lui se
odihnea, iar inima 1i batea normal. Cu cutitul intr-o mana, o
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knife in his hand, and said these last words:

“You told me we should see each other no more, and
you have come back. It is my turn now to go, and to go forever.
I say that we shall see each other no more, and my word shall
not be broken.”

He left her, and set forth into the night. There was a
bleak wind abroad, and the smell of recent rain was in the air.
The distant church-clocks chimed the quarter as he walked
rapidly beyond the last houses in the suburb. He asked the first
policeman he met what hour that was of which the quarter past
had just struck.

The man referred sleepily to his watch, and answered,
“Two o’clock.” Two in the morning. What day of the month
was this day that had just begun? He reckoned it up from the
date of his mother’s funeral. The fatal parallel was complete: it
was his birthday!

Had he escaped the mortal peril which his dream
foretold? or had he only received a second warning?

As that ominous doubt forced itself on his mind, he
stopped, reflected, and turned back again toward the city. He
was still resolute to hold to his word, and never to let her see
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privi tinta si 1i spuse aceste ultime cuvinte:

- Mi-ai spus cd nu ne vom mai vedea niciodatd, dar te-ai
intors. Acum este randul meu sa plec, dar pentru totdeauna. Si
eu iti spun ca nu ne vom mai vedea, insa cuvantul meu nu va fi
incdlcat.

O parasi si pleca la drum in noapte. Pretutindeni batea
un vant aspru, iar mirosul de ploaie proaspdta plutea in aer.
Ceasornicele bisericilor indepdrtate anuntau, in timp ce el trecea
in grabd pe langd ultimele case de la marginea orasului, cd mai
era un sfert de ord pani la fix. Intreba primul politist pe care il
indlni ce ord urma sd batd ceasornicul.

Barbatul isi consultd somnoros ceasul si ii raspunse:

- Ora doua.

Doud dimineata. Ce zi a lunii era cea care tocmai
incepuse? Isi dddu seama dupd data inmormantarii mamei sale.
Analogia inevitabild avu loc: era ziua lui de nastere!

Scdpase de pericolul de moarte pe care visul lui i-1
prezisese? Sau doar fusese prevenit pentru a doua oara?

De vreme ce acea indoiald amenintdtoare ii patrunse in
minte, acesta se opri, meditd, apoi se intoarse inapoi cdtre oras.
Inci era hotrat si se tind de cuvant si sd nu o mai lase niciodati
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him more; but there was a thought now in his mind of having
her watched and followed. The knife was in his possession; the
world was before him; but a new distrust of her—a vague,
unspeakable, superstitious dread had overcome him.

“I must know where she goes, now she thinks I have left
her,” he said to himself, as he stole back wearily to the precincts
of his house.

It was still dark. He had left the candle burning in the
bedchamber; but when he looked up to the window of the
room now, there was no light in it. He crept cautiously to the
house door. On going away, he remembered to have closed it;
on trying it now, he found it open.

He waited outside, never losing sight of the house, till
daylight. Then he ventured in-doors* —listened, and heard
nothing —looked into kitchen, scullery, parlor, and found
nothing; went up, at last, into the bedroom —it was empty. A
picklock lay on the floor, betraying how she had gained
entrance in the night, and that was the only trace of her.

Whither had she gone? That no mortal tongue could tell
him. The darkness had covered her flight; and when the day
broke, no man could say where the light found her.
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sd il vadd, dar i trecu atunci prin minte sa stea la panda si sd o
urmadreascd. Cutitul era la el, avea tot viitorul inainte, insa un
nou sentiment de neincredere fata de ea, o teamd vaga,
cumplita, plind de superstitii, pusese stapanire asupra lui.

- Trebuie sad aflu unde se va duce, acum ca stie cd am
parasit-o, isi spuse el ca pentru sine, in timp ce se furisa, sleit de
puteri, pe la marginea casei lui.

Era incd intuneric. Lasase luménarea arzand in odaia de
dormit, dar cadnd privi acum in sus, cdtre fereastrd, nu vazu
nicio lumind. Se strecura tiptil si cu grijd cdtre usa casei. Isi
aminti ca o incuiase atunci cand plecase. Acum, dupd ce o
incercd, observa ci era descuiata.

Asteptd afard pand se facu lumind, fard sa scape casa din
ochi. Apoi, indrdzni sd intre induntru#!, asculta si nu auzi nimic,
se uitd in bucdtdrie, in camera de spalat vase, in salonas si nu
gasi nimic. Urcd, in cele din urmd, in odaia de dormit. Era
goald. Pe jos zdcea un speraclu care trada felul in care ea intrase
in timpul noptii, iar aceea era singura ei urma.

Incotro se indreptase? Niciun muritor nu ii putea spune
acest lucru. Intunericul o ajutase si fugs, iar atunci cand se
crdpa de ziud, nimeni nu putu sa spund unde o prinsesera zorii.
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Before leaving the house and the town forever, he gave Inainte de a parasi casa si orasul pentru totdeauna, acesta
instructions to a friend and neighbor to sell his furniture for 1isi instrui un prieten, dar si vecin, sd i vandd mobila pe cati
any thing that it would fetch, and apply the proceeds to bani reusea, iar cu acestia sa angajeze politia pentru a da de
employing the police to trace her. The directions were honestly urma ei. Indicatiile fura urmate in mod cinstit si toti banii fura
followed, and the money was all spent, but the inquiries led to cheltuiti corespunzator, insa cercetdrile nu conduserd la nimic.
nothing. The picklock on the bedroom floor remained the one Speraclul de pe podeaua din odaia de dormit ramase singura si
last useless trace of the Dream-Woman. ultima urm3, fara de folos, a Femeii din vis.
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At this point of the narrative the landlord paused, and,
turning toward the window of the room in which we were
sitting, looked in the direction of the stable-yard.

“So far,” he said, “I tell you what was told to me*2. The
little that remains to be added lies within my own experience.
Between two and three months after the events I have just been
relating, Isaac Scatchard came to me, withered and old-looking
before his time, just as you saw him to-day*. He had his
and he asked for
employment here. Knowing that my wife and he were distantly

testimonials to character with him,

related, I gave him a trial in consideration of that relationship,
and liked him in spite of his queer habits. He is as sober,
honest, and willing a man as there is in England. As for his
restlessness at night, and his sleeping away his leisure time in
the day, who can wonder at it after hearing his story? Besides,
he never objects to being roused up when he’s wanted, so
there’s not much inconvenience to complain of, after all.”

“I suppose he is afraid of a return of that dreadful
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* k * % % %

In acest punct al povestirii, hangiul ficu o pauzi si,
intorcindu-se cdtre fereastra oddii in care sedeam, privi in
directia curtii cu grajduri.

- Pand acum, spuse el, va povestii ce mi-a fost la randu-
mi povestit*2. Putinul care mai trebuie adaugat face parte din
propria-mi experientd. La doud sau la trei luni dupa
intampldrile pe care tocmai le istorisii, Isaac Scatchard veni la
mine, ofilit si imbatranit inainte de vreme, asa cum il vazurati
azi®3. Avea la el marturiile cu privire la caracterul lui si intreba
de o slujba aici. Stiind cd nevasta mea si cu el erau rude
indepartate, 1l pusei la o incercare, tindnd seama de aceastd
legaturd, si imi pldcu, in ciuda obiceiurilor lui stranii. E un
barbat asezat, cinstit si binevoitor, ca niciun alt englez. In ceea
ce priveste insomniile lui din timpul noptii si faptul ca doarme
ziua, cand e liber, cine s-ar mai mira dupd ce ar auzi povestea
lui? Pe langa asta, niciodatd nu se impotriveste cand e trezit
pentru ca e nevoie de el; asadar, nu prea am de ce sa md plang,
la urma urmei.

- Banuiesc ca ii este teamda sd nu aiba din nou acel vis
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dream, and of waking out of it in the dark?” said I.

“No,” returned the landlord. “The dream comes back to
him so often that he has got to bear with it by this time
resignedly enough. It's his wife keeps him waking at night, as
he has often told me.”

“What! Has she never been heard of yet?”

“Never. Isaac himself has the one perpetual thought
about her, that she is alive and looking for him. I believe he
wouldn’t let himself drop off to sleep toward two in the
morning for a king’s ransom. Two in the morning, he says, is
the time she will find him, one of these days. Two in the
morning is the time all the year round when he likes to be most
certain that he has got that clasp-knife safe about him. He does
not mind being alone as long as he is awake, except on the
night before his birthday, when he firmly believes himself to be
in peril of his life. The birthday has only come round once since
he has been here, and then he sat up along with the night-
porter. ‘She’s looking for me,” is all he says when any body#
speaks to him about the one anxiety of his life; ‘she’s looking
for me.” He may be right. She may be looking for him. Who can
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infricosdtor si sa nu se trezeascd din el in intuneric, nu-i asa?
spusei eu.

- Nu, ii rdspunse hangiul. Are acest vis atat de des, incat
a trebuit sda suporte acest lucru pand acum cu indeajunsa
resemnare. Nevasta lui e cea care-l tine treaz toatd noaptea,
dupd cum mi-a tot spus.

- Poftim! Nu s-a auzit nimic despre ea pana acum?

- Nimic. Isaac insusi se gandeste neincetat la ea, la faptul
cd e in viatd si ca il cautd. Cred cd nu ar adormi in jurul orei
doud dimineata nici pentru o cdrutd de bani. Doua dimineata,
spune el, este ora la care ea il va gdsi in curand. Doua dimineata
este ora din fiecare zi a anului cand ii place sa fie cel mai sigur
cd are acel briceag la el, in sigurantd. Nu 1i pasa daca e singur,
atata timp cat este treaz, in afara de noaptea de dinaintea zilei
sale de nastere, cand crede cu tdrie ca viata lui este in pericol.
Ziua lui de nastere avu loc doar o data de cand e aici, iar atunci
statu de veghe cu paznicul de noapte.

- M4 cauta.

E tot ceea ce spune el atunci cand vorbeste cu cineva*
despre singurul motiv de neliniste din viata lui.

- M4 cauta.

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2016



Translation Café, Issue 155
Short story by Wilkie Collins
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Minodora Tunaru

52
tell?” E posibil sa aiba dreptate. Se poate ca ea sa il caute. Cine
poate sti?
“Who can tell?” said L. - Cine poate sti? spusei eu.
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Notes to the Text

Given the fact that “Brother Morgan’s Story of the Dream-
Woman”, written by Wilkie Collins, is not a contemporary text,
having been published in the nineteenth century, I have chosen to
emphasize with the help of notes the problems that I encountered in
my translation of the story, taking into account that there were no
historical or geographical references. The problems were related to
the words and collocations specific to that time which were difficult
to translate, to their spelling or to the turns of speech that the author
made use of and which are not encountered any more in today’s
literature.

1 coach public transportation vehicle used in the past, having
many seats, being closed and looking like a carriage with four
wheels; it was pulled by horses and it served to carry the mail and
the passengers on long distances. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/coa
ch_1

2 gig obsolete English word, most probably of Scandinavian

origin, firstly used in 1570; its Middle English forms were gigg, gigge;
the meaning by then was that of a flighty girl but in the late
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Note explicative

Dat fiind faptul cd ,Povestea fratelui Morgan despre Femeia
din vis”, scris de Wilkie Collins, nu este un text contemporan, fiind
publicat in secolul al XIX-lea, am ales sa scot in evidentd cu ajutorul
notelor explicative problemele pe care le-am intdmpinat in timpul
traducerii povestirii, tindnd cont ca textul nu oferd referinte istorice
sau geografice. Problemele au fost legate de cuvintele sau sintagmele
specifice epocii respective, care au fost dificil de tradus, de ortografia
acestora sau de turnurile de frazad pe care autorul le-a folosit si care

nu mai sunt intalnite in literatura de azi.

1 diligenti mijloc de transport in comun folosit in trecut, avand
multe locuri, fiind acoperit si ardtdnd ca o trdsurd cu patru roti; era
trasd de cai si servea la transportul postei si al pasagerilor pe distante
lungi. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/co
ach_1>

2 gig (brigci) cuvant englezesc vechi, cel mai probabil de
origine scandinavd, folosit pentru prima data in 1570; in limba
englezd medievald, formele sale erau gigg, gigge; intelesul pe care il
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eighteenth century it acquired the sense of a light carriage with two
wheels, also called chaise, usually drawn by one horse. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica and Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ gig>

<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/ gi

g?q=gig>

3 I have rather a fancy obsolete structure, referring to
someone’s wish to do something unexpectedly, without being really
necessary.

4 any thing obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: anything; word firstly used before the
twelfth century; its Middle English forms were anything or enything
and the Old English one was é@nig thing; the meaning remained the
same, namely, that of something or any object or situation. (cf.
Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www britannica.com/dictionary/anything>

5 woe-begone archaic English word with an obsolete spelling;
firstly used in the fourteenth century; its Middle English form was wo
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avea pe atunci era cel de fatd capricioasd, insa la sfarsitul secolului al
XVlII-lea a cdpdtat sensul de trasurd usoara, cu doud roti, denumita si
cabrioletd, trasa de obicei de un singur cal. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica si Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ gig>

<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/definition/english/ gi

8?q=gig>

3 M bate un gind structurd invechitd, care se referd la dorinta
cuiva de a face ceva pe neasteptate, fara sa fie intr-adevar necesar.

4 any thing (vreo) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: anything; cuvant folosit
pentru prima datd inainte de secolul al Xll-lea; in limba engleza
medievald, formele sale erau anything sau enything, iar in engleza
veche cea de @nig thing; sensul a ramas acelasi, si anume, acela de
ceva sau de un obiect ori o situatie oarecare. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/anything>

5 woe-begone (zdrobit de durere) cuvant englezesc arhaic, cu o
ortografie invechitd, folosit pentru prima data in secolul al XIV-lea; in
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begon; nowadays it is spelled without a hyphen, woebegone, and it
means being very sad, that is, in a state of overwhelming grief. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/ dictionary / woebegone>

6 flaxen archaic English word, firstly used in the fifteenth
century; its Middle English forms were flaxen, flexen; adjective used
mainly of the hair, meaning pale, yellow or resembling flax. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www .britannica.com/ dictionary /flaxen>

7 in the mean time obsolete spelling; firstly used in the
fourteenth century; its Middle English form was mene-time, coming
from mene which meant occupying a middle position and time;
nowadays the two words are spelled together, meantime, and refer to
the time elapsed between two events. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/ dictionary / meantime>

8 sherry word firstly used in 1584 and spelled sherris, from the
Spanish town Xeres; a high-quality wine from Southern Spain, very
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limba englezd medievald, forma sa era wo begon; astdzi, se scrie fara
cratima, woebegone, si inseamna a fi foarte trist, mai precis, coplesit de
necazuri. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/ dictionary /woebegone>

6 flaxen (blond deschis) cuvant englezesc arhaic, folosit pentru
prima datd in secolul al XV-lea; in limba englezd medievald, formele
sale erau flaxen, flexen; adjectiv folosit in principiu pentru a descrie
culoarea pdrului, insemnédnd pal, galben sau asemanator cu inul. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary / flaxen>

7 in the mean time (intre timp) ortografie invechita; expresie
englezeascd folositd pentru prima datd in secolul al XIV-lea; in limba
engleza medievald, forma sa era mene-time, de la cuvantul mene, care
insemna a ocupa o pozitie de mijloc si de la cuvantul time, care
inseamna timp; astdzi, cele doua cuvinte se scriu impreunat, meantime,
si se referd la timpul scurs intre doud evenimente. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary /meantime>

8 sherry (vin de Xeres) cuvant folosit pentru prima datd in 1584,
scris sherris, de la orasul spaniol Xeres; vin de calitate superioard,
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strong and having a specific flavour, that is pale yellow or brown in
colour. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www britannica.com/ dictionary/sherry>

9 mine obsolete possessive adjective form of I; coming from
Old English min and later Middle English min; it was used as a
modifier of a noun which began with a vowel or £, as it is the case
here; the form that the adjective has nowadays is that of my. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www .britannica.com/dictionary /mine>

10 every body obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: everybody; the meaning of the pronoun
remained the same, that is, that of everyone or every person.

11 sea-port obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written without the hyphen nowadays: seaport; the meaning
remained that of a city with a port to which ships have access.

12 England one of the four countries the United Kingdom
consists of, with London as its capital city.

\SS

56

originar din sudul Spaniei, foarte tare si cu o aroma specificd, de
culoare deschisa sau inchisa. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www .britannica.com/dictionary/sherry>

9 mine (mele) formd veche a adjectivului posesiv de persoana
intdi, singular; provenitd din forma englezeasca veche min si, mai
tarziu, din forma englezeascd medievald min; era folosit ca si
determinant pe langa substantive care incepeau cu o vocald sau cu
litera /i, ca in cazul de fatd; forma pe care adjectivul a luat-o in zilele
noastre este cea de my. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/mine>

10 every body (tuturor) ortografie invechita, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: everybody; sensul pronumelui

a ramas acelasi, si anume, cel de toatd lumea sau fiecare persoand.

11 sea-port (oras-port) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi fara cratima: seaport; sensul a rdmas acela
de oras cu port, la care vapoarele au acces.

12 Anglia una dintre cele patru tdri care fac parte din Regatul
Unit, avand capitala la Londra.
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13 he had arrived at the middle term of life obsolete structure used
in England in the nineteenth century, indicating the midpoint of
someone’s life.

14 eight-and-thirty obsolete spelling, number 38 being
nowadays written in English as thirty-eight.

15 every one obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: everyone; the meaning of the pronoun
remained the same, namely, that of everybody or every person.

16 footsore obsolete English word, firstly used in 1719; it
means that one’s feet are painful and tired because of a lot of
walking. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/ dictionary/footsore>

17 home-made obsolete spelling, the English adjective being
written without the hyphen nowadays: homemade; the meaning is still
that of a product or object made at home by one’s efforts and not
bought from the shop.

18 to-night obsolete spelling, the word being nowadays
written in English without the hyphen: tonight; it was firstly used

Q

57

13 he had arrived at the middle term of life (ajunsese la mijlocul
vietii) structura invechitd, folositd in Anglia in secolul al XIX-lea, care
indicd jumadtatea vietii cuiva.

14 eight-and-thirty (treizeci si opt) ortografie invechitd, numarul
38 scriindu-se astdzi in limba engleza thirty-eight.

15 every one (oricine) ortografie invechitd, cele doua cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: everyone; sensul pronumelui a

ramas acelasi, si anume, cel de toti sau fiecare persoand.

16 footsore (cu durere de picioare) cuvant englezesc vechi, folosit
pentru prima datd in 1719; se referd la o persoana pe care o dor
picioarele de la foarte mult mers pe jos. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)

<http:/ /www .britannica.com/ dictionary/footsore>

17 home-made (ficutd in casi) ortografie invechitd, adjectivul
scriindu-se astdzi in limba engleza fard cratima: homemade; sensul este
incd acela de produs sau obiect facut in casd, prin propriile eforturi, si
nu cumparat de la magazin.

18 to-night (astd-seard) ortografie invechitd, cuvantul scriindu-
se astdzi in limba engleza farad cratima: fonight; a fost folosit pentru

Transla+tion
Calé

January 2016



Translation Café, Issue 155
Short story by Wilkie Collins
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Minodora Tunaru

before the twelfth century; its Middle English forms were to night or
to niht and the Old English one was to niht; the meaning remained
that of the present night. (cf. Encyclopaedia Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ tonight>

19 missus English word originating from mistress; it was firstly
used in 1790; its meaning is that of wife and it is used in informal
contexts. (cf. Encyclopeaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www britannica.com/ dictionary /missus>

20 Good-night obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written separately nowadays, namely, good night, when the
expression is used as a farewell greeting on parting at night; it is,
however, written with a hyphen when it determines a noun, for
example, as in good-night kisses.

21 up stairs obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: upstairs; the meaning of the adverb or
adjective is the same, that is, the level of a house or building which is
higher than the ground floor.
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prima data inainte de secolul al XII-lea; in limba engleza medievala,
formele sale erau night sau to niht, iar in engleza veche cea de to niht;
sensul a ramas acela de noaptea aceasta. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ tonight>

19 missus (stipina) cuvant englezesc provenit din cuvantul
mistress; a fost folosit pentru prima data in 1790; sensul pe care il are
este acela de nevastd si este folosit in contexte informale. (cf.
Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/missus>

20 Good-night (Noapte bundi) ortografie invechita, cele doud
cuvinte englezesti scriindu-se astazi separat, good night, atunci cand
expresia este folositd ca o formuld de salut spusd in momentul in care
ne luam la revedere seara, inainte de culcare; se scrie, totusi, si cu
cratimd atunci cdnd determind un substantiv, ca in exemplul good-
night kisses.

21 up stairs (urcard) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: upstairs; sensul adverbului
sau al adjectivului este acelasi, mai exact, nivelul unei case sau al unei

cladiri care se afla mai sus de parter.
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22 slumber old and literary use; it refers to the state of being
asleep. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/sl
umber_1?q=slumber>

23 stricken speechless obsolete structure, not frequently used
any more nowadays; it means not being able to say a word because
of terror or sorrow.

24 buck-horn obsolete English word and spelling, the hyphen
having been removed from nowadays’ orthography: buckhorn; it was
used to refer to the handles made of a buck’s horns that certain
knives had.

25 twice over obsolete English idiom, meaning two times. (cf.
Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/t
wice#twice_ 95>

26 any where obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: anywhere; the meaning of the adverb is
the same, namely, that of being in any place.
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22 slumber (somn) intrebuintare veche si literard; se refera la
starea de somn. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/sl
umber_1?q=slumber>

23 mut de groazi structurd invechitd, nu foarte des folositd in
zilele noastre; inseamnd a nu putea rosti niciun cuvant din cauza
groazei si a supdrdrii.

24 buck-horn (coarne de cerb) cuvant englezesc vechi, cu o
ortografie invechitd, cratima nemaifiind folositd in ortografia
contemporand: buckhorn; era folosit pentru a descrie manerele pe care
anumite cutite le aveau facute din coarne de cerb.

25 twice over (de doud ori) expresie idiomaticd englezeasca
invechitd, insemnéand de doua ori. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/t
wicetttwice__ 95>

26 any where (pe nicdieri) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: anywhere; sensul adverbului
este acelasi, si anume, cel de a te afla oriunde.
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27 down stairs obsolete spelling, the two words being written
together nowadays: downstairs; its meaning is the same, that is, the
level of a house or building which is lower than the one you are on.

28 Look at the door [...] is it broke in? English sentence which is
grammatically incorrect because broke is the past simple of the verb to
break, when in fact the present context needs a past participle, that is,
broken.

29 writing-desk obsolete English word, firstly used in 1611;
nowadays it is written without a hyphen, as two separate words:
writing desk; its meaning is that of a desk with drawers for pens and
paper and an oblique surface destined for writing. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)

<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ writing %20desk>

30 clasp-knife obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written separately nowadays, that is, without the hyphen: clasp knife;
the meaning remained that of a pocketknife with one or many
folding blades.

\SS

60

27 down stairs (vei cobori) ortografie invechitd, astdzi, cele doud
cuvinte englezesti scriindu-se impreunat: downstairs; sensul este
acelasi, si anume, nivelul unei case sau al unei cladiri, mai jos decat
cel la care se afld o persoand anume.

28 Look at the door [...] is it broke in? (Uitd-te la usd [...], pare sd fi
intrat cineva cu forta?) propozitie in limba engleza gresitd din punct de
vedere gramatical, deoarece broke este forma de perfect compus a
verbului to break, cand, de fapt, contextul de fatd cere un participiu
trecut, adicd forma broken.

29 writing-desk (mdsutei ei de scris) cuvant englezesc vechi,
folosit pentru prima datd in 1611; astdzi, se scrie fara cratimd,
formand doud cuvinte separate: writing desk; sensul este acela de
pupitru cu sertare pentru stilou si hértie si cu o suprafatd inclinata pe
care se poate scrie. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ writing %20desk>

30 clasp-knife (briceag) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi separat, adica fard cratima: clasp knife;
sensul a ramas acela de cutitas de buzunar cu una sau mai multe lame
care se pliaza.
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31 ere preposition or conjuction with an old or literary use,
firstly used before the twelfth century; its Old English form was d@r
and the Middle English one er, ar; it was generally used in the
collocation ere long, as it is the case here, meaning before long. (cf.
Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www britannica.com/ dictionary/ere>

32 grew weary old English structure, used to express the
tiredness and the lack of interest that someone had towards
something that that person had had too much of.

33 laudanum obsolete English word, firstly used around 1603;
a drug resulting from an opium preparation which people used to
take in the past in order to suffer less from pain and be able to sleep.
(cf. Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/laudanum>

34 if ever there was one yet obsolete English structure, meaning
a typical case of something; it is also used to show that something is
true indeed. (cf. Cambridge Dictionary)
<http:/ /dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/british/if-ever-there-
was-one>
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31 ere (nu trecu mult timp) prepozitie sau conjunctie, cu o
intrebuintare veche sau literara, folositd pentru prima datd inainte de
secolul al XllI-lea; in engleza veche, forma sa era cr, iar in engleza
medievald, er, ar; era folositd in general in sintagma ere long, ca si in
cazul de fatd, insemnand in scurtd vreme. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/ere>

32 grew weary (obosi) structurd englezeasca invechitd, folosita
pentru a exprima istovirea si lipsa de interes create de o activitate
intreprinsa de cdtre cineva de prea multe ori.

33 laudanum (laudanum) cuvant englezesc vechi, folosit pentru
prima datd in jurul anului 1603; substanta narcoticad extrasa din opiu,
pe care oamenii obisnuiau sd o ia in trecut pentru a-si alina durerea si
pentru a putea dormi. (cf. Encyclopaedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/ dictionary/laudanum>

34 if ever there was one yet (din aceea clasici) structura
englezeascd invechitd, insemnand un caz tipic de ceva anume; este,
de asemenea, folosita pentru a demonstra un adevar. (cf. Cambridge
Dictionary)
<http:/ / dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/british/if-ever-there-
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35 I won't occasion you that trouble the use of occasion in this
context is not frequently encountered nowadays; to give somebody a
trouble is the modern version and it has the same meaning as the old
one: to cause someone problems.

36 Fuller’s Meadow a place which does not exist in reality and
whose name was probably inspired from Fuller Meadow, a public
school in Middleton, United States of America.
<https:/ /www.redfin.com/school/141683/MA /Middleton/Fuller-
Meadow>

37 unworthily adverbial form which is obsolete nowadays, the
adjective unworthy being used much more frequently instead; it
means doing something in a way which does not deserve someone’s
respect or admiration.

38 farther progress obsolete English structure, not used any

more as such; a modern synonym for it is the verb to advance or to
move forward.
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was-one>

35 I won’t occasion you that trouble (Nu o sd-fi dau o asemenea
bataie de cap) folosirea, in acest context, a cuvantului englezesc occasion
nu mai este des intalnita in zilele noastre; to give somebody a trouble
este varianta moderna si are acelasi sens ca cea veche: a crea cuiva
probleme.

36 Fuller’s Meadow un loc care nu existd in realitate, a cirui
denumire provine probabil de la Fuller Meadow, o scoala publicad din
Middleton, Statele Unite ale Americii.
<https:/ /www.redfin.com/school/141683/MA /Middleton/Fuller-
Meadow>

37 unworthily (in mod nevrednic) forma adverbiald englezeasca
invechitd, adjectivul unworthy fiind, in schimb, mult mai des intalnit;
sensul este acela de a face ceva intr-un mod care nu este demn de
respectul sau de admiratia cuiva.

38 farther progress (a inainta) structurd englezeasca invechitd,
nemaifolositd ca atare; un sinonim actual este verbul to advance sau to
move forward.
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39 Be warned! old or literary use; it means to advise someone
beforehand about something which is going to happen and may be
dangerous; the modern version of this English collocation is beware of
followed by a noun or a gerund. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/w
arn?q=warn>

40 marry I must an English twist or turn of speech, that is, a
change in the word order, used in the past in order to emphasize
something, in this case, the act of marrying.

41 in-doors obsolete spelling, the two English words being
written together nowadays: indoors; it was firstly used in 1832 and it
comes from withindoors; the meaning remained that of being inside a
building. (cf. Encyclopeedia Britannica)
<http:/ /www.britannica.com/dictionary/indoors>

42 I tell you what was told to me old use of the English
preposition to; nowadays, English speakers don’t use it any more in
this context and say he told me instead of he told to me; a modern
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39 Be warned! (Te previn!) intrebuintare veche sau literard;
inseamnd a sfatui pe cineva din vreme asupra unui lucru care
urmeazad sd se intAmple si care poate fi periculos; varianta moderna a
acestei sintagme englezesti este beware of, urmata de un substantiv
sau de un gerunziu. (cf. Oxford Learner’s Dictionaries)
<http:/ /www.oxfordlearnersdictionaries.com/ definition/english/w
arn?q=warn>

40 marry 1 must (trebuie s-o fac) turnurd de frazd in limba
englezd, mai precis, o schimbare in ceea ce priveste ordinea
cuvintelor, folositd in trecut pentru a a scoate in evidentd ceva anume,

in acest caz, actul cdsatoriei.

41 in-doors (induntru) ortografie invechitd, cele doud cuvinte
englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: indoors; a fost folosit pentru
prima data in 1832 si provine din cuvantul withindoors; sensul a ramas
acela de a te afla in interiorul unei cladiri. (cf. Encyclopeedia
Britannica)
<http:/ /www .britannica.com/dictionary/indoors>

42 [ tell you what was told to me (vd povestii ce mi-a fost la randu-
mi povestit) intrebuintare veche a prepozitiei englezesti to; astdzi,
vorbitorii de limba engleza nu o mai folosesc in acest context si spun
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version of the structure in question would be I tell you what I was told.  he told me, in loc de he told to me; o varianta moderna a structurii in
cauza ar fi I tell you what I was told.

43 to-day obsolete spelling, the two English words being 43 to-day (azi) ortografie invechita, cele doua cuvinte
written together nowadays: today; the word refers to the present time. englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: today; cuvantul se referd la
timpul prezent.

44 any body obsolete spelling, the two English words being 44 any body (cineva) ortografie invechitd, cele doua cuvinte
written together nowadays: anybody; the meaning remained that of englezesti scriindu-se astdzi impreunat: anybody; sensul a rdmas acela

any person. de oricine.
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