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The excellent Mr. Morris was an Englishman, and he
lived in the days of Queen Victoria® the Good. He was a
prosperous and very sensible man; he read The Times'i and went
to church, and as he grew towards middle age an expression of
quiet contented contempt for all who were not as himself
settled on his face. He was one of those people who do
everything that is right and proper and sensible with inevitable
regularity. He always wore just the right and proper clothes,
steering the narrow way between the smart and the shabby,
always subscribed to the right charities, just the judicious
compromise between ostentation and meanness, and never

failed to have his hair cut to exactly the proper length.

Everything that it was right and proper for a man in his
position to possess, he possessed; and everything that it was
not right and proper for a man in his position to possess, he did
not possess.

And among other right and proper possessions, this Mr.
Morris had a wife and children. They were the right sort of
wife, and the right sort and number of children, of course;
nothing imaginative or highty-flighty about any of them, so far

Q
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Stimabilul domn Morris era englez si trdia in vremea
Reginei Victoria a Regatului Uniti. Era un bdrbat instdrit si foarte
rational; citea ziarul The Times' si mergea la bisericd, iar pe
masurd ce se apropia de a doua jumadtate a vietii o expresie
linistita de dispret multumit de sine fata de toti cei care nu erau
ca el insusi i se asternu pe fatd. Era unul dintre acei oameni care
fac tot ceea ce este corect, cum se cuvine si ra’;ional cu o
regularitate de neinlaturat. Intotdeauna purta intocmai hainele
potrivite si cuvenite, mentindndu-se pe linia subtire dintre
elegant si ponosit, intotdeauna contribuia la societatile de
binefacere potrivite, alegdnd intocmai compromisul chibzuit
dintre infumurare si zgarcenie, iar fara exceptie parul ii era
mereu tuns chiar la lungimea cuvenita.

Tot ceea ce era potrivit si cum se cuvine pentru un om in
situatia sa sa aiba, el avea; si tot ceea ce nu era potrivit si cum se

cuvine pentru un om in situatia sa sa aib3, el nu avea.

Printre alte bunuri potrivite si cuvenite, acest domn
Morris avea sotie si copii. Erau tipul potrivit de sotie si tipul si
numadrul potrivit de copii, fireste; nimic fantezist sau nechibzuit
in privinta lor, cel putin din cate isi dddea seama domnul
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as Mr. Morris could see; they wore perfectly correct clothing,
neither smart nor hygienic nor faddy in any way, but just
sensible; and they lived in a nice sensible house in the later
Victorian sham Queen Anne styleii of architecture, with sham
half-timberingv of chocolate-painted plaster in the gables,
Lincrusta Waltonv sham carved oak panels, a terrace of terra
cotta to imitate stone, and cathedral glass in the front door.

His boys went to good solid schools, and were put to
respectable professions; his girls, in spite of a fantastic protest
or so, were all married to suitable, steady, oldish young men
with good prospects. And when it was a fit and proper thing
for him to do so, Mr. Morris died. His tomb was of marble and,
without any art nonsense or laudatory inscription, quietly
imposing — such being the fashion of his time.

He underwent various changes according to the accepted
custom in these cases, and long before this story begins his
bones even had become dust, and were scattered to the four
quarters of heaven. And his sons and his grandsons and his
great-grandsons and his great-great-grandsons, they too were

Q
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Morris; purtau o imbracaminte intru totul potrivitd, nici
eleganta, nici igienicd sau excentricd in vreun fel, ci pur si
simplu practicd, si locuiau intr-o casa pldcutd si decentd
construitd in stilul victorian care dadea impresia de arhitecturd
barocd englezdii, cu o paiantd¥ falsd cu frontoane din ipsos vopsit
in culoarea ciocolatei, lambriuri false din lemn de stejar sculptat
cu pereti acoperiti de tapet Lincrusta Walton¥, o terasa din
teracotd care imita piatra si vitralii la usa din fata.

Baietii sai invatarda la scoli bune si serioase si urmara
profesii respectabile. Fetele, in ciuda unei impotriviri absurde,
furd toate cdsatorite cu barbati potriviti, statornici, trecuti de
prima tinerete si cu perspective bune. lar atunci cand fu timpul
potrivit si cuvenit, domnul Morris muri. Cavoul lui fu realizat
din marmura si, fard nimicuri artistice sau vreo inscriptie
elogioasd, impundtor intr-un mod discret —dupad cum era moda
acelei vremi.

El trecu prin multe schimbari, dupa cum este obiceiul in
astfel de cazuri si cu mult timp ca aceastd poveste sd fi inceput,
oasele lui se transformasera in praf si pulbere si fusesera risipite
in cele patru zdri. Chiar si fiii, nepotii, stranepotii si stra-
stranepotii sdi erau oale si ulcele si asemeni lui, risipiti. Nu si-ar
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dust and ashes, and were scattered likewise. It was a thing he
could not have imagined, that a day would come when even
his great-great-grandsons would be scattered to the four winds
of heaven. If anyone had suggested it to him he would have
resented it. He was one of those worthy people who take no
interest in the future of mankind at all. He had grave doubts
indeed, if there was any future for mankind after he was dead.

It seemed quite impossible and quite uninteresting to
imagine anything happening after he was dead. Yet the thing
was so, and when even his great-great-grandson was dead and
decayed and forgotten, when the sham half-timbered house
had gone the way of all shams, and The Times was extinct, and
the silk hat a ridiculous antiquity, and the modestly imposing
stone that had been sacred to Mr. Morris had been burnt to
make lime for mortar, and all that Mr. Morris had found real
and important was sere and dead, the world was still going on,
and people were still going about it, just as heedless and
impatient of the Future or, indeed, of anything but their own
selves and property, as Mr. Morris had been.

And, strange to tell, and much as Mr. Morris would have

Q
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fi putu imagina cd va veni o zi cand chiar strd-stranepotii sdi
vor fi risipiti in cele patru zdri. Dacd cineva i-ar fi sugerat
aceastd idee, ar fi detestat-o. Facea parte dintre acei oameni
ilustri care nu sunt catusi de putin interesati de viitorul
omenirii. Avea intr-adevar indoieli serioase dacd omenirea va
mai avea vreun viitor dupa moartea sa.

Pdrea absolut imposibil si complet neinteresant sa isi
imagineze cd se va intdimpla ceva dupd ce el va fi murit. Cu
toare acestea lucrurile isi urmard cursul, iar atunci cadnd stra-
stranepotul sdau muri, se descompuse si fu uitat, cdnd casa cu
paianta falsa lua drumul tuturor falsurilor, ziarul The Times nu
mai exista, iar jobenul era considerat o vechiturd caraghioasd,
piatra de mormant discret impunatoare care fusese sfanta
pentru domnul Morris fu arsd spre a face var pentru mortar, iar
tot ceea ce fusese adevdrat si important pentru domnul Morris
acum era vestejit si mort, lumea inca mai exista, iar oamenii
trdiau la fel de nepdsatori si nerdbdatori in privinta viitorului,
sau mai exact in privinta a orice nu ii privea pe ei sau
propietatea lor, intocmai cum fusese si domnul Morris.

Iar in mod surprinzdtor, si pe cat de mult s-ar fi infuriat
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been angered if anyone had foreshadowed it to him, all over
the world there scattered a multitude of people, filled with the
breath of life, in whose veins the blood of Mr. Morris flowed.
Just as some day the life which is gathered now in the reader of
this very story may also be scattered far and wide about this
world, and mingled with a thousand alien strains, beyond all
thought and tracing.

And among the descendants of this Mr. Morris was one
almost as sensible and clear-headed as his ancestor. He had just
the same stout, short frame as that ancient man of the
nineteenth century, from whom his name of Morris — he spelt
it Mwres — came; he had the same half-contemptuous
expression of face. He was a prosperous person too, as times
went, and he disliked the “new-fangled,” and bothers about the
future and the lower classes, just as much as the ancestral
Morris had done. He did not read The Times: indeed, he did
not know there ever had been a Times — that institution had
foundered somewhere in the intervening gulf of years; but the
phonograph machine, that talked to him as he made his toilet
of a morning, might have been the voice of a reincarnated

Blowitzvi when it dealt with the world’s affairs. This

Q
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domnul Morris dacd cineva i-ar fi prevestit lui, pe tot cuprinsul
lumii se rdspandi o multime de oameni, animati de suflul vietii,
prin ale cdror vine curgea sangele domnului Morris. Dupd cum
intr-o zi, insdsi viata care se gaseste acum in cititorul acestei
povestiri ar putea la fel de bine sa fie raspanditd in diferite
colturi ale acestei lumi si amestecata cu sute de neamuri strdine,
dincolo de orice gand si imaginatie.

Printre descendentii acestui domn Morris se gdsea unul
aproape la fel de rational si lucid precum stramosul sdu. Avea
aceeasi constitutie corpolentd si scundd, precum vechiul barbat
din secolul al noudsprezecelea de la care mostenise numele de
Morris, pe care el il scria Mwres; si aceeasi expresie in parte
dispretuitoare i era asternutd pe fatd. Era de asemenea instarit,
dupa standardul vremii, ii displdaceau lucrurile ,moderne”, si
sacaielile legate de viitor si clasele inferioare, la fel de mult pe
cat 1i displacusera si vechiului domn Morris. Nu citea ziarul The
Times; ba chiar nici nu stia cd a existat vreodata un ziar numit
Times—acea institutie disparuse undeva in negura vremurilor.
Dar fonograful, care ii vorbea in timp ce isi fdcea toaleta de
dimineatd, ar fi putut fi vocea unui BlowitzV! reincarnat atunci
cand discuta despre starea lumii. Acest fonograf era de

Transla+tion
Calé

February 2016



Translation Café, Issue 157
Short story by H. G. Wells
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Diana Ivan

phonographic machine was the size and shape of a Dutch
clock, and down the front of it were electric barometric
indicators, and an electric clock and calendar, and automatic
engagement reminders, and where the clock would have been
was the mouth of a trumpet. When it had news the trumpet
gobbled like a turkey, “Galloop, galloop,” and then brayed out
its message as, let us say, a trumpet might bray. It would tell
Mwres in full, rich, throaty tones about the overnight accidents
to the omnibus flying-machines that plied around the world,
the latest arrivals at the fashionable resorts in Tibet, and of all
the great monopolist company meetings of the day before,
while he was dressing. If Mwres did not like hearing what it
said, he had only to touch a stud, and it would choke a little
and talk about something else.

Of course his toilet differed very much from that of his
ancestor. It is doubtful which would have been the more
shocked and pained to find himself in the clothing of the other.
Mwres would certainly have sooner gone forth to the world
stark naked than in the silk hat, frock coat, grey trousers and
watch-chain that had filled Mr. Morris with sombre self-respect
in the past. For Mwres there was no shaving to do; a skilful

S
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madrimea si forma unui ceas cu cug, iar in fatd, in partea de jos se
gdseau barometre electronice, un ceas si un calendar electronic,
mementouri automate, iar in locul unde s-ar fi aflat ceasul era
gura unei trompete. Atunci cand anunta stirile, trompeta
bolborosea ca un curcan, ,glu-glu”, iar apoi isi tipa mesajul
dupa cum, sa spunem, ar fi facut o trompeta. In tonuri sonore,
bogate si guturale 1i povestea lui Mwres despre accidentele de
peste noapte ale omnibuzelor zburatoare care faceau curse in
jurul lumii, cele mai recente aparitii la statiunile de lux din Tibet
si despre toate intalnirile importante din ziua precedenta ale
companiei monopoliste, toate acestea in timp ce se imbraca.
Daca lui Mwres nu ii placea ceea ce ii spunea, nu trebuia decat
sd apese un buton iar masindria se bloca putin, iar apoi vorbea
despre altceva.

Bineinteles, toaleta sa era foarte diferitd de cea a
stramosului sdu. Nu e sigur care dintre cei doi ar fi fost mai
socat si ar fi suferit mai mult daca ar fi fost imbracat in hainele
celuilalt. Mwres cu sigurantd ar fi iesit in lume mai degraba
complet gol decat in jobenul, redingota, pantalonii gri si ceasul
de buzunar care in trecut il facuserd pe domnul Morris sd se
simta plin de un respect de sine solemn. Mwres nu avea de ce
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operator had long ago removed every hair-root from his face.
His legs he encased in pleasant pink and amber garments of an
air-tight material, which with the help of an ingenious little
pump he distended so as to suggest enormous muscles. Above
this he also wore pneumatic garments beneath an amber silk
tunic, so that he was clothed in air and admirably protected
against sudden extremes of heat or cold. Over this he flung a
scarlet cloak with its edge fantastically curved. On his head,
which had been skillfully deprived of every scrap of hair, he
adjusted a pleasant little cap of bright scarlet, held on by
suction and inflated with hydrogen, and curiously like the
comb of a cock. So his toilet was complete and, conscious of
being soberly and becomingly attired, he was ready to face his
fellow-beings with a tranquil eye.

This Mwres — the civility of “Mr.” had vanished ages
ago — was one of the officials under the Wind Vane and
Waterfall Trust, the great company that owned every wind
wheel and waterfall in the world, and which pumped all the

Q
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sd se barbiereascd; in urma cu mult timp un operator piceput
indepartase fiecare rdddcina de par de pe chipul sdu. Picioarele
si le invelea in niste vesminte atrdgdtoare care erau colorate in
roz si galbui-chihlimbar si fabricate dintr-un material etanseizat,
pe care, cu ajutorul unei mici pompe ingenioase, il umfla astfel
incat sa dea impresia unor muschi enormi. Peste acestea mai
purta niste haine pneumatice sub o tunica de madtase de
culoarea chihlimbarului, astfel incat era imbracat in aer si
protejat admirabil de extreme bruste de cdldurd sau frig. Pe
deasupra isi arunca o pelerind de culoare stacojie a cdrei
margine era curbatd intr-o manierd fantezistd. Pe cap, care
fusese deposedat cu pricepere de orice urma de fir de padr, isi
potrivea o mica beretd de un stacojiu deschis mentinuta prin
aspirare si umflatd cu hidrogen, care in mod straniu arata
precum creasta unui cocos. Astfel toaleta sa era completa si,
constient de faptul cd era imbracat sobru si cum se cuvine, era
pregatit sd-si infrunte linistit semenii.

Acest Mwres — termenul de politete ,domn” disparuse cu
secole in urma— era unul dintre oficialii Trustului de giruete si
cascade, marea companie care detinea toate giruetele si
cascadele din lume, care pompa toatd apa si furniza toatd
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water and supplied all the electric energy that people in these
latter days required. He lived in a vast hotel near that part of
London called Seventh Way, and had very large and
comfortable apartments on the seventeenth floor. Households
and family life had long since disappeared with the progressive
refinements of manners; and indeed the steady rise in rents and
land values, the disappearance of domestic servants, the
elaboration of cookery, had rendered the separate domicile of
Victorian times impossible, even had any one desired such a
savage seclusion. When his toilet was completed he went
towards one of the two doors of his apartment — there were
doors at opposite ends, each marked with a huge arrow
pointing one way and one the other — touched a stud to open
it, and emerged on a wide passage, the centre of which bore
chairs and was moving at a steady pace to the left. On some of
these chairs were seated gaily-dressed men and women. He
nodded to an acquaintance — it was not in those days etiquette
to talk before breakfast — and seated himself on one of these
chairs, and in a few seconds he had been carried to the doors of
a lift, by which he descended to the great and splendid hall in
which his breakfast would be automatically served.

S
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energia electricd de care aveau nevoie oamenii din acele zile
moderne. Locuia intr-un hotel mare aflat ldngad acea parte a
Londrei numitd Seventh Way si detinea un apartament foarte
mare si confortabil la etajul al saptelea. Gospodariile si viata de
familie disparusera de mult timp, odatd cu rafinarea din ce in ce
mai avansatd a manierelor. lar intr-adevar, cresterea constantd a
chiriilor si a pretului pamanturilor, disparitia servitorilor si
dezvoltarea artei gatitului facusera ca domiciliile separate din
epoca victoriana sd pard ceva imposibil, in cazul in care cineva
si-ar fi dorit o asemenea izolare sdlbatica. Dupd ce isi termina
toaleta, merse spre una dintre cele doud usi ale apartamentului
sdu, usile erau in colturi opuse, fiecare inscriptionatd cu o
sdgeatd imensd care ardta intr-o directie sau in cealaltd —apasa
un buton pentru a o deschide si iesi intr-un coridor lung in
centrul caruia se gdseau scaune si care ducea spre stanga intr-
un ritm constant. Pe o parte dintre aceste scaune erau asezate
femei si barbati imbrdcati in haine vesele. Salutd o cunstinta
printr-o scurtd inclinare a capului—vorbitul inainte de micul
dejun nu facea partea din normele de etichetd ale acelor zile —
se asezd pe unul dintre scaune, iar in cateva secunde fu dus la
usile unui lift cu care cobora la madreata si splendida sald de
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It was a very different meal from a Victorian breakfast.
The rude masses of bread needing to be carved and smeared
over with animal fat before they could be made palatable, the
still recognizable fragments of recently killed animals,
hideously charred and hacked, the eggs torn ruthlessly from
beneath some protesting hen — such things as these, though
they constituted the ordinary fare of Victorian times, would
have awakened only horror and disgust in the refined minds of
the people of these latter days. Instead were pastes and cakes of
agreeable and variegated design, without any suggestion in
colour or form of the unfortunate animals from which their
substance and juices were derived. They appeared on little
dishes sliding out upon a rail from a little box at one side of the
table. The surface of the table, to judge by touch and eye, would
have appeared to a nineteenth-century person to be covered
with fine white damask¥i, but this was really an oxidised
metallic surface, and could be cleaned instantly after a meal.
There were hundreds of such little tables in the hall, and at
most of them were other latter-day citizen singly or in groups.
And as Mwres seated himself before his elegant repast, the

S
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mese unde micul sau dejun avea sa fie servit in mod automat.
Era o masd foarte diferita de cea a unui mic dejun din
epoca victoriand. Gramezile grosolane de paine care trebuiau
tdiate si unse cu grasime animald fnainte sd poatd pdrea
apetisante, bucdtile inca recogniscibile de animal omorat recent,
fripte si ciopartite intr-un mod oribil, oudle insfacate fara mila
de sub o gdind potrivnicd, asemenea lucruri, desi considerate o
mancare obisnuita in vremurile victoriene, n-ar fi trezit decat
groazd si dezgust in mintile rafinate ale oamenilor acelor zile
moderne. In locul acestora erau paste si prajituri cu o infitisare
pldcuta si multicolord, fard a sugera culoarea sau forma
animalelor nefericite de la care le provenea continutul si zeama.
Apadreau pe farfuriute care alunecau pe niste sine dintr-o cutiuta
aflata intr-un capdt al mesei. Pentru o persoand din secolul al
noudasprezecelea, suprafata mesei, ca aspect si textura, ar fi
parut acoperitd de un frumos damascvi alb, dar de fapt era o
suprafatd metalicd oxidata care putea fi curdtatd imediat dupa
sfarsitul mesei. In sala de mese se aflau sute de astfel de misute,
iar la majoritatea dintre ele se gdseau de unii singuri sau in
grupuri alti cetiteni ale acelor zile moderne. In timp ce Mwres

se aseza in fata mancarii sale rafinate, orchestra invizibila, care
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invisible orchestra, which had been resting during an interval,
resumed and filled the air with music.

But Mwres did not display any great interest either in his
breakfast or the music; his eye wandered incessantly about the
hall, as though he expected a belated guest. At last he rose
eagerly and waved his hand, and simultaneously across the
hall appeared a tall dark figure in a costume of yellow and
olive green. As this person, walking amidst the tables with
measured steps drew near, the pallid earnestness of his face
and the unusual intensity of his eyes became apparent. Mwres
reseated himself and pointed to a chair beside him.

“I feared you would never come,” he said. In spite of the
intervening space of time, the English language was still almost
exactly the same as it had been in England under Victoria the
Good. The invention of the phonograph and suchlike means of
recording sound, and the gradual replacement of books by such
contrivances, had not only saved the human eyesight from
decay, but had also by the establishment of a sure standard
arrested the process of change in accent that had hitherto been
so inevitable.

Q
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se odihnise in timpul unei pauze, isi relud activitatea si umplu
aerul cu muzica.

Dar Mwres nu ardta un prea mare interes nici fatd de
micul sau dejun, nici fatd de muzica. Privirea i se plimba fara
incetare prin sald, de parca ar fi asteptat un oaspete intarziat. In
cele din urma se ridica nerabdator in picioare si facu un semn
cu mana, iar in aceeasi clipd apdru o siluetd inalta si intunecata
intr-un costum galben-verde oliv. Pe mdsurd ce aceastd
persoand, care mergea printre mese cu pasi madsurati, se
apropia, seriozitatea palidd a chipului si intensitatea
neobisnuitd a privirii sale deveneau vizibile. Mwres lud loc din
nou si ardta cdtre un scaun de langa el.

— M4 temeam cd nu o si mai veniti, spuse acesta. In ciuda
timpului care despdrtea cele doua epoci, limba engleza era
aproape la fel precum cea din timpul Reginei Victoria a
Regatului Unit. Inventia fonografului si a altor mijloace
asemdndtoare de inregistrare a sunetului si inlocuirea treptatd a
cartilor cu aceste dispozitive, nu numai cd a salvat vazul
oamenilor de la degradare, dar de asemenea prin intocmirea
unui standard sigur a oprit procesul schimbadrii de accent care

pana atunci fusese de-a dreptul inevitabil.
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“I was delayed by an interesting case,” said the man in
green and yellow. “A prominent politician — ahem —!
Suffering from overwork.” He glanced at the breakfast and
seated himself. “I have been awake for forty hours.”

“Eh dear!” said Mwres; “Fancy that! You hypnotists
have your work to do.”

The hypnotist helped himself to some attractive amber-
coloured jelly.

“I happen to be a good deal in request,” he said
modestly.

“Heaven knows what we should do without you.”

“Oh! We're not so indispensable as all that,” said the
hypnotist, ruminating the flavour of the jelly. “The world did
very well without us for some thousands of years. Two
hundred years ago even — not one! In practice, that is ...
Physicians by the thousand, of course — frightfully clumsy
brutes for the most part, and following one another like sheep
— but doctors of the mind, except a few empirical flounderers
there were none.”

He concentrated his mind on the jelly.

Q
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—Am intarziat din cauza unui caz interesant, spuse
barbatul in galben-verzui. Un politician remarcabil —hm — care
suferea de surmenaj. Privi cdtre micul dejun si lud loc. Sunt
treaz de patruzeci de ore.

—O, vai! spuse Mwres. Ca sa vezi! Voi hipnotistii aveti
mult de lucru.

Hipnotistul se servi cu niste jeleu apetisant de culoarea
chihlimbarului.

—Se intampla sa fiu foarte cdautat, spuse acesta cu
modestie.

—Dumnezeu stie ce ne-am face fara voi!

— O! Nu suntem chiar asa de indispensabili, spuse
hipnotistul in timp ce reflecta asupra aromei jeleului. Timp de
cateva mii de ani omenirea s-a descurcat foarte bine fara noi.
Chiar 1n urma cu doud sute de ani, nu era nici micar un
hipnotist! Unul adevadrat, vreau sa spun... Medici erau cu miile,
de

neindemanatice, si se luau unul dupa altul ca intr-o turma — dar

desigur—in mare parte niste fiinte ingrozitor

doctori ai mintii, cu exceptia a catorva reali incompetenti, nu
existau.
Isi concentra atentia asupra jeleului.
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“But were people so sane —?” began Mwres.

The hypnotist shook his head.

“It didn’t matter then if they were a bit silly or faddy.
Life was so easy-going then. No competition worth speaking of
— no pressure. A human being had to be very lopsided before
anything happened. Then, you know, they clapped ‘'em away
in what they called a lunatic asylum.”

“T know,” said Mwres. “In these confounded historical
romances that everyone is listening to, they always rescue a
beautiful girl from an asylum or something of the sort. I don’t
know if you attend to that rubbish.”

“I must confess I do,” said the hypnotist. “It carries one
out of oneself to hear of those quaint, adventurous, half-
civilized days of the nineteenth century, when men were stout
and women simple. I like a good swaggering story before all
things. Curious times they were, with their smutty railways
and puffing old iron trains, their rum little houses and their
horse vehicles. I suppose you don’t read books?”

“Dear, no!” said Mwres. “I went to a modern school and

Q
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—Dar erau oamenii atat de sdndtosi la minte...? incepu
Mwres.

Hipnotistul clatind din cap.

—Pe vremea aceea nu conta daca erau putin neghiobi sau
ciudati. Viata era atat de usoard atunci. Nicio competitie
adevdratd, nicio constrangere. O persoana trebuia sa fie foarte
dezechilibratd inainte sd se intample ceva. Apoi, stiti, ii
inchideau in ceea ce numeau spital de nebuni.

— Stiu, spuse Mwres. In acele blestemate basme istorice
pe care toatd lumea le ascultd, mereu este salvata o fata
frumoasd dintr-un spital sau din ceva asemanator. Nu stiu daca
vd ocupati cu asemenea prostii.

—Trebuie sd marturisesc ca da, spuse hipnotistul. Sa auzi
despre acele vremuri ciudate, pline de aventurd si numai in
parte civilizate ale secolului al noudsprezecelea, cand barbatii
erau voinici si femeile naive, te scoate din propria-ti lume. Imi
place o poveste cuceritoare, inainte de toate. Erau niste vremuri
ciudate, cu cdile lor ferate innegrite si vechile trenuri de fier care
pufdiau, straniile lor cdsute si vehicule trase de cai. Banuiesc ca
nu cititi carti?

—Vai, nu! spuse Mwres. Am urmat o scoald moderna si
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we had none of that old-fashioned nonsense. Phonographs are
good enough for me.”

“Of course,” said the hypnotist, “of course,” and
surveyed the table for his next choice. “You know,” he said,
helping himself to a dark blue confection that promised well,
“in those days our business was scarcely thought of. I dare say
if anyone had told them that in two hundred years’ time a class
of men would be entirely occupied in impressing things upon
the memory, effacing unpleasant ideas, controlling and
overcoming instinctive but undesirable impulses, and so forth,
by means of hypnotism, they would have refused to believe the
thing possible. Few people knew that an order made during a
mesmeric trance, even an order to forget or an order to desire,
could be given so as to be obeyed after the trance was over. Yet
there were men alive then who could have told them the thing
was as absolutely certain to come about as — well, the transit of
Venus.”

“They knew of hypnotism, then?”

“Oh, dear, yes! They used it — for painless dentistry and
things like that! This blue stuff is confoundedly good: what is
it?”

Q
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nu am avut deloc de-a face cu acele prostii demodate.
Fonografele sunt suficient de bune pentru mine.

—Desigur, spuse hipnotistul. Desigur, si examinad masa in
cautarea urmatoarei sale alegeri. Stiti, spuse in timp ce se servea
cu o prdjiturd de un albastru inchis care arata promitdtor, in
acele zile nimeni nu prea se giandea la bransa noastra.
Indraznesc sa spun ca daci le-ar fi zis cineva cd in doud sute de
ani un grup de oameni se va ocupa in totalitate cu imprimarea
unor lucruri in memorie, stergand idei nepldcute, controland si
infrangand impulsurile instinctive dar de nedorit, si asa mai
departe, prin intermediul hipnozei, ar fi refuzat sa creada ca
este posibil. Putini erau cei care stiau cd o poruncd datd in
timpul unei transe hipnotice, chiar si o porunca de a uita sau de
a dori, putea fi datd astfel incat sa fie uitata dupad ce transa lua
sfarsit. Cu toate acestea, in vremurile acelea existau oameni care
ar fi putut sa le spund cd acest lucru era la fel de sigur sa se
intAmple ca, ei bine, tranzitul lui Venus.

—Se stia in vremurile acelea de hipnotism?

—Qo0, daaa! 1l si foloseau, pentru stomatologie fara
durere si alte lucruri aseméanatoare. Chestia aceasta albastra este
uimitor de buna. Ce e?
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“Haven’t the faintest idea,” said Mwres, “but I admit it’s
very good. Take some more.”

The hypnotist repeated his praises, and there was an
appreciative pause.

“Speaking of these historical romances,” said Mwres,
with an attempt at an easy, off-hand manner, “brings me — ah
— to the matter - ah — had in mind when I asked you —
when I expressed a wish to see you.” He paused and took a
deep breath.

The hypnotist turned an attentive eye upon him, and
continued eating.

“The fact is,” said Mwres, “I have a — in fact a —
daughter. Well, you know I have given her — ah — every
educational advantage. Lectures — not a solitary lecturer of
ability in the world but she has had a telephone direct, dancing,
” He
indicated catholic culture by a gesture of his hand. “I had

deportment, conversation, philosophy, art criticism . ..

intended her to marry a very good friend of mine — Bindon of
the Lighting Commission — plain little man, you know, and a
bit unpleasant in some of his ways, but an excellent fellow
really — an excellent fellow.”

Q
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—Nu am nici cea mai mica idee, spuse Mwres, dar
recunosc cd e foarte bund. Mai serviti.

Hipnotistul isi repetd laudele iar apoi urma o pauza de
apreciere.

—Ca tot vorbeam despre aceste basme istorice, spuse
Mwres incercand sd pard calm si degajat. Ma aduce, ahm, la
chestiunea la care, ahm, md gandeam atunci cidnd v-am rugat,
cand mi-am exprimat dorinta de a va vedea. Se opri si trase
adanc aer in piept.

Hipnotistul se uitd atent la el si continua sa manance.

—Ideea este, spuse Mwres, am o —de fapt o —fiica. Ei
bine, stiti ca i-am oferit, ahm, toate privilegiile educationale.
Prelegeri, niciun lector de aptitudini, dar a avut linie telefonica
directd, dans, conduita, arta conversatiei, filosofie, criticd de
arta... Printr-un gest al mainii aratd cultura catolica.
Intentionam sd o cdsdtoresc cu un foarte bun prieten al meu,
Bindon de la Comisia pentru iluminat public. Stiti, un omulet
sters si putin nepldcut in anumite aspecte ale firii sale, dar de

fapt un individ admirabil, admirabil.
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“Yes,” said the hypnotist, “go on. How old is she?”

“Eighteen.”

“A dangerous age. Well?”

“Well: it seems she has been indulging in these historical
romances — excessively. Excessively. Even to the neglect of her
philosophy. Filled her mind with unutterable nonsense about
soldiers who fight — what is it —? Etruscans?”

“Egyptians.”

“Egyptians — very probably. Hack about with swords
and revolvers and things — blood-shed galore — horrible —!
And about young men on forpedo catchers'iii who blow up —
Spaniards, I fancy — and all sorts of irregular adventurers. And
she has got it into her head that she must marry for Love, and
that poor little Bindon —”

“I've met similar cases,” said the hypnotist. “Who is the
other young man?”

Mwres maintained an appearance of resigned calm.

”

“You may well ask,” he said. “He is —” and his voice
sank with shame —“a mere attendant upon the stage on which
the flying-machines from Paris alight. He has — as they say in

the romances — good looks. He is quite young and very
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—Da, spuse hipnotistul. Continuati. Cati ani are fata?

— Optsprezece.

— O varsta periculoasa. Ei bine?

—Ei bine, se pare cd a inceput sd se delecteze cu aceste
basme istorice, in mod excesiv. Chiar in detrimentul filosofiei.
Si-a umplut mintea cu prostii de nedescris despre soldati care se
luptd cu... cum se numesc...? Etrusci?

— Egipteni.

—Egipteni, cel mai probabil. Se taie unii pe altii cu sabii,
revolvere si alte lucruri. Mdcel din belsug. Groaznic! Si despre
tineri pe nave de luptd anti-torpileVii care aruncd in aer... spanioli,
imi imaginez, si tot felul de aventurieri rebeli. I-a intrat in cap
cd trebuie sa se cdsdtoreascd din Dragoste. Iar sdarmanul
Bindon...

—Am intalnit cazuri asemdnatoare, spuse hipnotistul.
Cine e celdlalt tanar?

Mwres mentinu o aparenta de calm resemnat.

— Aveti tot dreptul sa intrebati. Este, iar vocea i se pierdu
din cauza rusinii, un simplu insotitor pe pista unde aterizeaza
masindriile zburdtoare de la Paris. Este, dupd cum se spune in
basme, chipes. E destul de tandr si foarte excentric. Este
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eccentric. Affects the antique — he can read and write! So can
she. And instead of communicating by telephone, like sensible
people, they write and deliver — what is it?”

“Notes?”

“No — notnotes ... Ah — poems.”

The hypnotist raised his eyebrows.

“How did she meet him?”

“Tripped coming down from the flying-machine from
Paris — and fell into his arms. The mischief was done in a
moment!”

“Yes?”

“Well — that’s all. Things must be stopped. That is what
I want to consult you about. What must be done? What can be
done? Of course I'm not a hypnotist; my knowledge is limited.
But you —?”

“Hypnotism is not magic,” said the man in green,
putting both arms on the table.

“Oh, precisely! But still —!”

“People cannot be hypnotized without their consent. If
she is able to stand out against marrying Bindon, she will
probably stand out against being hypnotized. But if once she

Q
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interesat de lucrurile vechi... poate scrie si citi! Ca si ea. Si in loc
sd comunice prin telefon, ca niste oameni rationali, isi scriu si
trimit... cum se numesc?

— Bilete?

—Nu, nu bilete...A, poezii.

Hipnotistul ridica din sprancene.

— Cum l-a cunoscut?

—S-a impiedicat in timp ce cobora din masindria
zburatoare de la Paris si i-a cdzut in brate. Nenorocirea s-a
intamplat intr-o clipal!

—Da?

—Fi bine, asta e tot. Lucrurile trebuie oprite. In privinta
aceasta vreau sa va consult. Ce trebuie facut? Ce se poate face?
Desigur, eu nu sunt hipnotist, cunostintele mele sunt limitate.
Dar dumneavoastra...?

—Hipnoza nu e magie, spuse barbatul imbréacat in verde
pundndu-si ambele maini pe masa.

—O, desigur! Dar totusi...!

—QOamenii nu pot fi hipnotizati fara acordul lor. Daca
poate sd se opund cdsdtoriei cu Bindon, probabil cd se va opune
si hipnozei. Dar daca poate fi hipnotizatda odatd, chiar si de
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can be hypnotized — even by somebody else — the thing is
done.”

“You can —?”

“Oh, certainly! Once we get her amenable, then we can
suggest that she must marry Bindon — that, that is her fate; or
that the young man is repulsive, and that when she sees him,
she will be giddy and faint, or any little thing of that sort. Or if
we can get her into a sufficiently profound trance we can
suggest that she should forget him altogether —”

“Precisely.”

“But the problem is to get her hypnotized. Of course no
sort of proposal or suggestion must come from you — because
no doubt she already distrusts you in the matter.”

The hypnotist leant his head upon his arm and thought.

“It's hard a man cannot dispose of his own daughter,”
said Mwres irrelevantly.

“You must give me the name and address of the young
lady,” said the hypnotist, “and any information bearing upon
the matter. And, by the bye, is there any money in the affair?”

Q
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altcineva, chestiunea e incheiata.

—Puteti...?

—O, desigur! Odatd ce o vom face sd se supund, putem
apoi sd ii sugeram sa se cdsdtoreasca cu Bindon, cd acest lucru
este destinul ei; sau cd tandrul este respingdtor, iar atunci cand
il va vedea se va simti ametita si va lesina; sau orice nimic de
genul acesta. Sau, dacd o putem face sd intre intr-o transa
suficient de profundad, 1i putem sugera ca ar trebui sa il uite de
tot.

— Intocmai.

—Dar dificultatea este sa o facem sa se lase hipnotizata.
Desigur, din partea dumneavoastra nu trebuie sda vind nicio
propunere sau sugestie deoarece fara indoiala deja nu are
incredere in dumneavoastra in chestiunea aceasta.

Hipnotistul isi sprijini capul pe brat si se gandi.

—Ce nepldcut este cd nu poti hotdrad pentru propria ta
tiicd, spuse Mwres fdrd nicio legatura.

—Trebuie sa imi dati numele si adresa domnisoarei,
spuse hipnotistul. Si orice altd informatie legatd de situatie.
Apropo, sunt implicati si niste bani in chestiune?
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Mwres hesitated.

“There’s a sum — in fact, a considerable sum — invested
in the Patent Road Company. From her mother. That's what
makes the thing so exasperating.”

“Exactly,” said the hypnotist. And he proceeded to
cross-examine Mwres on the entire affair.

It was a lengthy interview.

And meanwhile “Elizebe8 Mwres,” as she spelt her
name, or “Elizabeth Morris,” as a nineteenth-century person
would have put it, was sitting in a quite waiting-place beneath
the great stage upon which the flying-machine from Paris
descended. And beside her sat her slender, handsome lover
reading her the poem he had written that morning while on
duty upon the stage. When he had finished they sat for a time
in silence; and then, as if for their special entertainment, the
great machine that had come flying through the air from
America that morning rushed down out of the sky.

At first it was a little oblong, faint and blue amidst the
distant fleecy clouds; and then it grew swiftly large and white,
and larger and whiter, until they could see the separate tiers of
sails, each hundreds of feet wide, and the lank body they
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Mwres ezita.

—Este o sumd, de fapt o suma insemnatd, investitd in
Compania pentru autorizat drumuri. Sunt din partea mamei ei.
Din cauza aceasta chestiunea este atat de exasperanta.

—Intocmai, spuse hipnotistul. $i continui si il
interogheze pe Mwres in privinta intregii chestiuni.

Fu o intrevedere foarte lunga.

Intre timp, , Elizabe8 Mwres”, dupa cum 1isi scria aceasta
numele, sau ,Elizabeth Morris” dupa cum s-ar fi semnat cineva
din secolul al noudsprezecelea, stitea intr-o sald de asteptare
aflatd sub pista enorma pe care aterizau masindriile zburatoare
de la Paris. Langd ea stdtea iubitul sau zvelt si chipes si i citea
poezia pe care o scrisese in acea dimineatd in timp ce fusese de
serviciu pe pistd. Dupd ce termind, staturd pentru ceva timp in
tdcere; apoi, ca si cum ar fi facut-o special pentru amuzamentul
lor, masindria enormd care in acea dimineata venise din
America zburand prin vdzduh, navali din cer.

La inceput era ceva lunguiet, neclar si albastru printre
norii indepadrtati si pufosi; apoi deveni rapid ceva mare si alb, si
din ce in ce mai mare si alb pand cand puturd vedea
cauciucurile separate ale velelor, fiecare avand o latime de zeci
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supported, and at last even the swinging seats of the
passengers in a dotted row. Although it was falling it seemed to
them to be rushing up the sky, and over the roof-spaces of the
city below its shadow leapt towards them. They heard the
whistling rush of the air about it and its yelling siren, shrill and
swelling, to warn those who were on its landing-stage of its
arrival. And abruptly the note fell down a couple of octaves,
and it had passed, and the sky was clear and void, and she
could turn her sweet eyes again to Denton at her side.

Their silence ended; and Denton, speaking in a little
language of broken English that was, they fancied, their private
possession — though lovers have used such little languages
since the world began — told her how they too would leap into
the air one morning out of all the obstacles and difficulties
about them, and fly to a sunlit city of delight he knew of in
Japan, halfway about the world.

She loved the dream, but she feared the leap; and she put
him off with “Someday, dearest one, some day,” to all his
pleading that it might be soon; and at last came a shrilling of
whistles, and it was time for him to go back to his duties on the

Q

21

de metri, caroseria lunga si subtire pe care o sustineau, iar apoi
ca o linie punctatd chiar si scaunele de pasageri care se leganau.
Desi cobora, li se pdrea ca goneste in sus spre cer, iar umbra
acesteia sdri cdtre ei peste acoperisurile din oras. Auzirad
suieratul aerului care o inconjura si sirena care tiuia, strident si
din ce in ce mai tare, pentru a-i avertiza de venirea sa pe cei
care stdteau pe pista de aterizare. lar brusc sunetul cobora
cateva octave si nava trecu, cerul era limpede si gol iar ea putu
sd-si intoarcd privirea drdgdstoasa cdtre Denton, care se afla
langa ea.

Tacerea lor lua sfarsit, iar Denton, vorbind intr-un mic
limbaj de engleza fragmentatd care era, dupa cum le placea sa
creadd, doar al lor —desi indragostitii au folosit astfel de limbaje
inca de la inceputul lumii—1ii spuse cum intr-o dimineatd si ei
vor face un salt in aer departe de toate obstacolele si greutdtile
lor si vor zbura intr-un oras al desfatarilor insorit, stiut de el in
Japonia, in celdlalt colt al lumii.

Ea iubea visul, dar se temea de salt si améana zicand ntr-
o bund zi dragul meu, intr-o bund zi“, in ciuda tuturor
staruintelor lui de a pleca in curand. In cele din urma se auzira
niste fluierdturi ascutite. Era timpul ca el sa se intoarca la
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stage. They parted — as lovers have been wont to part for
thousands of years. She walked down a passage to a lift, and so
came to one of the streets of that latter-day London, all glazed
in with glass from the weather, and with incessant moving
platforms that went to all parts of the city. And by one of these
she returned to her apartments in the Hotel for Women where
she the that
communication with all the best lecturers in the world. But the

lived, apartments were in telephonic
sunlight of the flying stage was in her heart, and the wisdom of

all the best lecturers in the world seemed folly in that light.

She spent the middle part of the day in the gymnasium,
and took her midday meal with two other girls and their
common chaperone — for it was still the custom to have a
chaperone in the case of motherless girls of the more
prosperous classes. The chaperone had a visitor that day, a man
in green and yellow, with a white face and vivid eyes, who
talked amazingly. Among other things, he fell to praising a new
historical romance that one of the great popular story-tellers of
the day had just put forth. It was, of course, about the spacious
times of Queen Victoria; and the author, among other pleasing
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indatoririle sale de pe pista. Isi luars rimas-bun asa cum de mii
de ani indragostitii obisnuiesc sd isi ia rdmas-bun. Ea merse pe
un coridor pana la lift si astfel ajunse pe una dintre strdzile
acelei Londre moderne, toate separate de mediul inconjurator
prin geamuri, si cu platforme care se miscau neincetat, ducand
in toate colturile orasului. Mergand pe una dintre acestea se
intoarse la apartamentul ei din Hotelul pentru femei unde
locuia. Aceste apartamente aveau legdturi telefonice cu cei mai
buni lectori din lume. Ins3 in inima sa se aflau razele soarelui
de la pista pentru zburat, iar in acea lumind intelepciunea celor
mai buni lectori din lume pdrea nebunie.

Isi petrecu dupi-amiaza la liceu si lud masa de pranz cu
incd doua fete si insotitoarea lor comund, caci inca se obisnuia
ca fetele din clasele instdrite care erau lipsite de mama sa aiba
insotitoare. In acea zi insotitoarea avu un vizitator, un birbat
imbrdcat in galben-verzui, cu chipul alb si ochii vioi, care
vorbea minunat. Printre altele, acesta incepu sd laude un nou
basm istoric pe care tocmai il lansase unul dintre marii si
indragitii povestitori ai vremurilor acelea. Era desigur, despre
madretele vremuri ale Reginei Victoria; iar autorul, printre alte
noutdti placute, inainte de fiecare parte a povestirii fdcuse o
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novelties, made a little argument before each section of the
story, in imitation of the chapter headings of the old-fashioned
books: as for example, “How the Cabmen of Pimlico™x stopped
the Victoria Omnibuses*, and of the Great Fight in Palace Yard<,”
and “How the Piccadilly~i Policeman was slain in the midst of
his Duty.” The man in green and yellow praised this
innovation. “These pithy sentences,” he said, “are admirable.
They show at a glance those headlong, tumultuous times, when
men and animals jostled in the filthy streets, and death might
wait for one at every corner. Life was life then! How great the
world must have seemed then! How marvellous! There were
still parts of the world absolutely unexplored. Nowadays we
have almost abolished wonder, we lead lives so trim and
orderly that courage, endurance, faith, all the noble virtues
seem fading from mankind.”

And so on, taking the girls’ thoughts with him, until the
life they led, life in the vast and intricate London of the twenty-
second century, a life interspersed with soaring excursions to
every part of the globe, seemed to them a monotonous misery
compared with daedal past.
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micd prezentare a celor intamplate, imitand titlurile de capitol
din cartile vechi. De exemplu, ,Cum au oprit birjarii din
Pimlico omnibuzelex Victoria si despre marea lupta de la Curtea
Regald¥* si ,Cum a fost asasinat politistul din Piccadilly¥i in
timpul serviciului”. Barbatul in galben-verzui ridica in sldvi
aceasta inovatie. ,Aceste propozitii concise, spuse el, sunt
minunate. Infitisazd dintr-o privire acele vremuri primejdioase
si tumultoase cadnd oamenii si animalele se ingramadeau pe
strazile murdare, iar moartea putea sa te pandeasca dupd orice
colt. Ce viatd era atunci! Cat de madreatd trebuie sd fi parut
lumea! Cat de extraodinard! Incd mai rdmiseserd colturi de
lume complet neexplorate. In ziua de azi aproape ci am starpit
sentimentul de minunare. Traim niste vieti atdt de oranduite si
potolite, incat curajul, rezistenta, credinta si toate virtutile nobile
par sd dispard din randul umanitatii”.

Si continua astfel, plimband cu el gandurile fetelor, pana
cand viata pe care acestea o duceau, viata in intinsa si complexa
Londrd a secolului doudzeci si doi, o viata presaratd cu excursii
avantate in orice colt al lumii, le paru o suferintd monotond in

comparatie cu trecutul alambicat ca un labirint.
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At first Elizabeth did not join in the conversation, but
after a time the subject became so interesting that she made a
few shy interpolations. But he scarcely seemed to notice her as
he talked. He went on to describe a new method of entertaining
people. They were hypnotized, and then suggestions were
made to them so skillfully that they seemed to be living in
ancient times again. They played out a little romance in the past
as vivid as reality, and when at last they awakened they
remembered all they had been through as though it were a real
thing.

“It is a thing we have sought to do for years and years,”
said the hypnotist. “It is practically an artificial dream. And we
know the way at last. Think of all it opens out to us — the
enrichment of our experience, the recovery of adventure, the
refuge it offers from this sordid, competitive life in which we
live! Think!”

“And you can do that!” said the chaperone eagerly.

“The thing is possible at last,” the hypnotist said. “You

may order a dream as you wish.”
The chaperone was the first to be hypnotized, and the
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La inceput Elizabeth nu lua parte la discutie, dar dupd o
vreme tema deveni atat de interesantd incat facu cateva remarci
timide. Dar acesta abia dacd pdru sda o observe in timp ce
vorbea. Continud descriindu-le o noud metoda de a amuza
oamenii. Acestia erau hipnotizati, iar apoi li se fdceau sugestii
cu atat de multd dibdcie, incat li se parea ca vietuiesc din nou in
acele vremuri stravechi. Trdiau in trecut o mica poveste de
dragoste la fel de intens ca in realitate, iar cand in cele din urma
se trezeau isi aminteau toate cele intamplate ca si cum ar fi fost
adevarate.

—Este ceva ce am cdutat sa facem de ani buni, spuse
hipnotistul. Practic, este un vis artificial. $i in cele din urma am
gasit calea. Ganditi-vd cate posibilitati ne oferd: imbogdtirea
experientelor noastre, redobandirea aventurii, refugiul fata de
aceastd viatd meschind si competitivd pe care o trdim. Ganditi-
va!

—Si puteti face acest lucru!? spuse insotitoarea cu
nerdbdare.

—Este in cele din urma posibil, spuse hipnotistul. Puteti
comanda un vis dupa placul dumneavoastra.

inso;itoarea fu prima care se ldsa hipnotizatd, iar visul,
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dream, she said, was wonderful, when she came to again.

The other two girls, encouraged by her enthusiasm, also
placed themselves in the hands of the hypnotist and had
plunges into the romantic past. No one suggested that
Elizabeth should try this novel entertainment; it was at her own
request at last that she was taken into that land of dreams
where there is neither any freedom of choice nor will . . .

And so the mischief was done.

One day, when Denton went down to that quiet seat
beneath the flying stage, Elizabeth was not in her wonted place.
He was disappointed, and a little angry. The next day she did
not come, and the next also. He was afraid. To hide his fears
from himself, he set to work to write sonnets for her when she
should come again . . .

For three days he fought against his dread by such
distraction, and then the truth was before him clear and cold,
and would not be denied. She might be ill, she might be dead;
but he would not believe that he had been betrayed. There
followed a week of misery. And then he knew she was the only
thing on earth worth having, and that he must seek her,
however hopeless the search, until she was found once more.
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spuse ea dupa ce isi reveni, a fost minunat.

Celelalte doua fete, incurajate de entuziasmul acesteia, se
ldsard de asemenea pe mana hipnotistului si se cufundara in
trecutul romantic. Nimeni nu a propus ca Elizabeth sa incerce
aceastd noud formd de amuzament; in sfarsit, la propria ei
cerere fu dusa in acel tdram al viselor unde nu existd nici
libertate de alegere, nici vointa...

Si astfel nedreptatea fu dusa la capat.

Intr-o zi, cand Denton cobora la acel loc linistit de sub
pista pentru zburat, Elizabeth nu era la locul ei obisnuit. Fu
dezamagit si putin supdrat. Ea nu veni a doua zi si nici in
urmadtoarea. Se temu. Pentru a-si ascunde temerile de el insusi
se apucad sd scrie cateva sonete pentru ea, sa fie scrise cand ea
urma sd vind din nou.

Timp de trei zile luptd astfel impotriva spaimei sale, iar
apoi adevarul se afla in fata sa, limpede, rece si de netdgdaduit.
Putea fi bolnavd, putea fi moartd, dar el nu voia sa creada ca
fusese tradat. Urmad o saptdmand de suferintd. Apoi, el stiu cd ea
era singurul lucru de pe pamant de care merita sa aiba parte si
ca trebuie sd o caute, indiferent cat de lipsitd de sperantd era
cautarea, pand cand avea sd o gdseascd din nou.
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He had some small private means of his own, and so he
threw over his appointment on the flying stage, and set himself
to find this girl who had become at last all the world to him. He
did not know where she lived, and little of her circumstances;
for it had been part of the delight of her girlish romance that he
should know nothing of her, nothing of the difference of their
station. The ways of the city opened before him east and west,
north and south. Even in Victorian days London was a maze,
that little London with its poor four millions of people; but the
London he explored, the London of the twenty-second century,
was a London of thirty million souls. At first he was energetic
and headlong, taking time neither to eat nor sleep. He sought
for weeks and months, he went through every imaginable
phase of fatigue and despair, over-excitement and anger. Long
after hope was dead, by the sheer inertia of his desire he still
went to and fro, peering into faces and looking this way and
that, in the incessant ways and lifts and passages of that
interminable hive of men.

At last chance was kind to him, and he saw her.

It was in a time of festivity. He was hungry; he had paid
the inclusive fee and had gone into one of the gigantic dining-
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Avea o micd avere asa cd renuntd la postul de pe pista de
zburat si porni in cdutarea fetei care in cele din urmad ajunsese
sd insemne lumea intreagd pentru el. Nu stia unde locuieste si
cunostea putine lucruri despre conditia ei, caci faptul ca el sa nu
stie nimic despre ea, despre diferenta dintre situatiile lor, facuse
parte din incantarea visului ei romantic. Drumurile orasului se
deschideau in fata sa la est, vest, nord si sud. Chiar si in
vremurile victoriene Londra era un adevdrat labirint, acea mica
Londrd cu ai ei peste patru milioane de oameni sarmani; dar
Londra pe care acesta o explora, Londra secolului doudzeci si
doi era una a treizeci de milioane de suflete. La inceput fu plin
de energie si pornit, neldsandu-si timp pentru mancare sau
somn. Cautd timp de sdptdamani si luni, trecu prin orice stare
posibild de oboseald si disperare, surescitare si furie. La mult
timp dupa ce speranta disparuse, din pura inertie a dorintei sale
continud sda meargd incolo si incoace, cercetdnd chipuri si
uitdndu-se in toate partile, in nenumaratele drumuri, lifturi si
coridoare ale multimii interminabile de oameni.

In cele din urma norocul i surase si o vizu.

Era in timpul unei festivitati. Lui ii era foame, platise taxa
pentru toate serviciile si se dusese intr-unul din enormele
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places of the city; he was pushing his way among the tables and
scrutinizing by mere force of habit every group he passed.

He stood still, robbed of all power of motion, his eyes
wide, his lips apart. Elizabeth sat scarcely twenty yards away
from him, looking straight at him. Her eyes were as hard to
him, as hard and expressionless and void of recognition, as the
eyes of a statue.

She looked at him for a moment, and then her gaze
passed beyond him.

Had he had only her eyes to judge by, he might have
doubted if it was indeed Elizabeth, but he knew her by the
gesture of her hand, by the grace of a wanton little curl that
floated over her ear as she moved her head. Something was
said to her, and she turned smiling tolerantly to the man beside
her, a little man in foolish raiment knobbed and spiked like
some odd reptile with pneumatic horns — the Bindon of her
father’s choice.

For a moment Denton stood white and wild-eyed; then
came a terrible faintness, and he sat before one of the little
tables. He sat down with his back to her, and for a time he did
not dare to look at her again. When at last he did, she and
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localuri de cinat din oras. Isi ficea loc printre mese si din
obisnuinta cerceta atent fiecare grup pe langa care trecea.

Radmase pironit, secdtuit de orice putere de a se misca,
privind cu ochii mariti si buzele intredeschise. Elizabeth se afla
la nici doudzeci de metri, uitindu-se direct la el. Privirea ei ii
parea la fel de asprd, lipsitd de expresie si fard urmd de
recunoastere precum cea a unei statui.

Se uitd la el pentru o clipa, iar apoi privirea ii trecu
dincolo de el.

Dacd ar fi judecat doar dupa ochii ei, s-ar fi putut indoi ca
era intr-adevdr Elizabeth. Dar o cunostea dupd felul de a
gesticula, dupa gratia unei mici bucle poznase care ii plutea
peste ureche atunci cand isi misca capul. I se spuse ceva, iar ea
se intoarse zdmbind cu indulgenta barbatului asezat langa ea,
un barbat mic de staturd, imbrdcat intr-o haina caraghioasa cu
noduri si tepi ca o reptild ciudatd cu coarne pneumatice—
Bindon, cel ales de tatil ei.

Pentru o clipd Denton ramase alb ca varul si panicat; apoi
urma o sfarseald groaznica si se asezd la una dintre masute.
Stdtea cu spatele la ea si pentru o vreme nu indrdzni sd o
priveascad din nou. Cand in cele din urma o fdcu, ea si Bindon si
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Bindon and two other people were standing up to go. The
others were her father and her chaperone.

He sat as if incapable of action until the four figures were
remote and small, and then he rose up possessed with the idea
of pursuit. For a space he feared he had lost them, and then he
came upon Elizabeth and her chaperone again in one of the
streets of moving platforms that intersected the city. Bindon
and Mwres had disappeared.

He could not control himself to patience. He felt he must
speak to her forthwith, or die. He pushed forward to where
they were seated, and sat down beside them. His white face
was convulsed with half-hysterical excitement.

He laid his hand on her wrist.

“Elizabeth?” he said.

She turned in unfeigned astonishment. Nothing but the
fear of a strange man showed in her face.

“Elizabeth,” he cried, and his voice was strange to him:
“dearest — you know me?”

Elizabeth’s
perplexity. She drew herself away from him. The chaperone, a

face showed nothing but alarm and
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inca alte doud persoane se ridicau sa plece. Ceilalti doi erau
tatal si insotitoarea ei.

Statu ca si cum i-ar fi fost imposibil sa faca ceva, pana
cand cele patru siluete erau indepadrtate si mici, iar apoi se
ridicd, dominat de ideea de a-i urmadri. Pentru o bucatd de
vreme se temuse cd i-a pierdut, dar apoi dddu din nou de
Elizabeth si de insotitoarea sa pe una dintre strdzile de
platforme miscdtoare care se intersectau in oras. Bindon si
Mwres dispdarusera.

Nu se putu controla pentru a se linisti. Simti ca trebuia sa
vorbeasca cu ea imediat sau sa moara. Se impinse mai departe
catre locul unde acestea stateau si se aseza langa ele. Chipul sau
palid era crispat de o exaltare pe jumatate isterica.

Isi puse mana pe inchietura ei.

— Elizabeth? spuse.

Aceasta se intoarse cu o mirare nedisimulatd. Nimic in
afara de teama de un barbat strdin nu i se citea pe chip.

—Elizabeth! strigd acesta, iar vocea sa ii paru ciudata.
Draga mea, ma cunosti?

Pe chipul lui Elizabeth nu se putea citi nimic altceva in
afard de alarmé si nedumerire. Se trase de langa el. Insotitoarea,
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little grey-headed woman with mobile features, lent forward to
intervene. Her resolute bright eyes examined Denton.

“What do you say?” she asked.

“This young lady,” said Denton — “she knows me.”

“Do you know him, dear?”

“No,” said Elizabeth in a strange voice, and with a hand
to her forehead, speaking almost as one who repeats a lesson.
“No, I do not know him. I know — I do not know him.”

“But — but ... Not know me! It is I— Denton. Denton!
To whom you used to talk. Don’t you remember the flying
stages? The little seat in the open air? The verses —”

“No” cried Elizabeth — “no. I do not know him. I do not
know him. There is something. . . But I don’t know. All I know
is that I do not know him.” Her face was a face of infinite
distress.

The sharp eyes of the chaperone flitted to and fro from
the girl to the man.

“You see?” she said, with the faint shadow of a smile.
“She does not know you.”

“I do not know you,” said Elizabeth. “Of that I am sure.”
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o femeie scundd cu pdr grizonat si trasdturi mobile, se aplecd in
fata pentru a interveni. Ochii ei fermi si luminosi il examinara
pe Denton.

— Ce anume spui? intreba aceasta.

—Domnisoara, spuse Denton, md cunoaste.

—11 cunosti, draga?

—Nu, spuse Elizabeth cu o voce ciudatd si cu mana dusa
la frunte, vorbind ca cineva care repetd o lectie. Nu, nu il
cunosc. Stiu... ca nu il cunosc.

—Dar, dar... Cum sa nu ma cunosti?! Sunt eu, Denton.
Denton! Cu care obisnuiai sa vorbesti. Nu iti mai amintesti
pistele pentru zburat? Bancuta in aer liber? Strofele...?

—Nu, striga Elizabeth, nu. Nu il cunosc. Nu il cunosc. E
ceva... Dar nu stiu. Tot ce stiu e ca nu il cunosc. Chipul ii era cel
al unei tristeti nemdrginite.

Ochii ageri ai insotitoarei se plimbau de la unul la
celalalt.

— Vezi? spuse aceasta cu un mic zdmbet. Nu te cunoaste.

—Nu te cunosc, spuse Elizabeth. De asta sunt sigura.
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“But, dear — the songs — the little verses —”

“She does not know you,” said the chaperone. “You
must not ... You have made a mistake. You must not go on
talking to us after that. You must not annoy us on the public
ways.”

“But —” said Denton, and for a moment his miserably
haggard face appealed against fate.

“You must not persist, young man,” protested the
chaperone.

“Elizabeth!” he cried.

Her face was the face of one who is tormented. “I do not
know you,” she cried, hand to brow. “Oh, I do not know you!”

For an instant Denton sat stunned. Then he stood up and
groaned aloud.

He made a strange gesture of appeal towards the remote
glass roof of the public way, then turned and went plunging
recklessly from one moving platform to another, and vanished
amidst the swarms of people going to and fro thereon. The
chaperone’s eyes followed him, and then she looked at the
curious faces about her.

“Dear,” asked Elizabeth, clasping her hand, and too
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—Dar draga mea, cantecele, micile strofe...

—Nu te cunoaste, spuse insotitoarea. Nu trebuie sa... Ai
facut o greseala. Nu mai trebuie sd continui sa vorbesti cu noi.
Nu trebuie sa ne mai deranjezi pe coridoarele publice.

—Dar, spuse Denton, iar pentru o clipa chipul sdu istovit
si nenorocit incerca sa induplece soarta.

—Tinere, nu trebuie sd mai insisti, protestd insotitoarea.

—Elizabeth! strigd acesta.

Chipul ei era acela al unui om chinuit. ,Nu te cunosc!”
strigd ea cu mana la frunte. ,O, nu te cunosc!”

Pentru o clipa Denton ramase inmarmurit. Apoi se ridica
si gemu cu putere.

Facu un gest ciudat de rugaminte cdtre tavanul de stricla
indepdrtat al coridorului public, apoi se intoarse si plecd
aruncandu-se cu nechibzuintd de pe o platforma miscdtoare pe
alta si dispdru in roiul de oameni care mergeau cétre sau plecau
din acel loc. Insotitoarea il urméri cu privirea iar apoi se uiti la
fetele curioase din jurul sdu.

—Draga mea, intreba Elizabeth, strangandu-si mana si
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deeply moved to heed observation, “who was that man? Who
was that man?”

The chaperone raised her eyebrows. She spoke in a clear,
audible voice. “Some half-witted creature. I have never set eyes
on him before.”

“Never?”

“Never, dear. Do not trouble your mind about a thing
like this.”

And soon after this the celebrated hypnotist who
dressed in green and yellow had another client. The young man
paced his consulting-room, pale and disordered. “I want to
forget,” he cried. “I must forget.”

The hypnotist watched him with quiet eyes, studied his
face and clothes and bearing. “To forget anything — pleasure
or pain — is to be, by so much — less. However, you know
your own concern. My fee is high.”

“If only I can forget —”

“That’s easy enough with you. You wish it. I've done
much harder things. Quite recently. I hardly expected to do it:
the thing was done against the will of the hypnotized person. A
love affair too —like yours. A girl. So rest assured.”
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fiind mult prea addnc miscatd pentru a-si da seama cd este
examinatd, cine era acel barbat? Cine era acel barbat?
Insotitoarea ridici din sprancene. Vorbi cu un glas
limpede, usor de auzit. ,Un om fdara minte. Nu l-am mai vazut
niciodata in viata mea”.
—Niciodata?

—Niciodata, draga mea. Nu iti obosi mintea cu asa ceva.

Curand dupd aceasta, renumitul hipnotist care se
imbrdaca in galben-verzui avu un nou client. Tandrul se plimba
in susul si in josul camerei de consultatii, palid si cu gandurile
imprastiate. , Vreau sd uit” strigd. , Trebuie sa uit”.

Hipnotistul 1l privi linistit si 1i examina chipul,
imbracdmintea si comportamentul. ,, A uita ceva, fie placere sau
durere, inseamnd s fii sdracit de atdt de multe lucruri. Cu toate
acestea, tu iti cunosti propriile griji. Tariful meu este ridicat”.

—Doar de as putea uita...

—1In cazul tiu este destul de simplu. Tu iti doresti lucrul
acesta. Am facut lucruri mult mai dificile. Chiar de curand. Nu
md asteptam sa reusesc: lucrul a fost facut impotriva vointei

persoanei hipnotizate. Era vorba chiar de o legatura amoroass,
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The young man came and sat beside the hypnotist. His
manner was a forced calm. He looked into the hypnotist’s eyes.
“I will tell you. Of course you will want to know what it is.
There was a girl. Her name was Elizabeth Mwres. Well . . . ”

He stopped. He had seen the instant surprise on the
hypnotist’s face. In that instant he knew. He stood up. He
seemed to dominate the seated figure by his side. He gripped
the shoulder of green and gold. For a time he could not find
words.

“Give her me back!” he said at last. “Give her me back!”

“What do you mean?” gasped the hypnotist.

“Give her me back.”

“Give whom?”

“Elizabeth Mwres — the girl —”

The hypnotist tried to free himself; he rose to his feet.
Denton’s grip tightened.

“Let go!” cried the hypnotist, thrusting an arm against
Denton’s chest.

In a moment the two men were locked in a clumsy
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ca in cazul tau. Era o fata. Asa cd stai linistit.

Téandrul veni si se aseza langa hipnotist. Comportamentul
lui era de un calm fortat. Se uita in ochii hipnotistului. ,Va voi
povesti. Desigur, veti vrea sa stiti despre ce e vorba. Era o fata.
Numele ei era Elizabeth Mwres. Ei bine...”

Se opri. Vazuse surprinderea brusca de pe chipul
hipnotistului. In acea clipa stiu. Se ridica in picioare. Pirea s
domine silueta asezatd langad el. Apuca umadrul auriu-verzui.
Pentru o vreme nu isi putu géasi cuvintele.

—Dati-mi-o inapoi! spuse in cele din urmad. Dati-mi-o
inapoi!

— La ce te referi? gafai hipnotistul.

— Dati-mi-o inapoi.

—Pe cine sd dau?

—Elizabeth Mwres, fata...

Hipnotistul incercd sa se elibereze; se ridicd in picioare.
Stransoarea lui Denton deveni mai puternica.

—Da-mi drumul! strigd hipnotistul, impingdnd cu o
mand pieptul lui Denton.

Intr-o clipd cei doi barbati erau prinsi intr-o lupti
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wrestle. Neither had the slightest training — for athleticism,
except for exhibition and to afford opportunity for betting, had
faded out the earth — but Denton was not only the younger but
the stronger of the two. They swayed across the room, and then
the hypnotist had gone down under his antagonist. They fell
together . ..

Denton leaped to his feet, dismayed at his own fury; but
the hypnotist lay still, and suddenly from a little white mark
where his forehead had struck a stool, shot a hurrying band of
red. For a space Denton stood over him irresolute, trembling.

A fear of the consequences entered his gently nurtured
mind. He turned towards the door. “No,” he said aloud, and
came back to the middle of the room. Overcoming the
instinctive repugnance of one who had seen no act of violence
in all his life before, he knelt down beside his antagonist and
felt his heart. Then he peered at the wound. He rose quickly
and looked about him. He began to see more of the situation.

When presently the hypnotist recovered his senses, his
head ached severely, his back was against Denton’s knees and
Denton was sponging his face.
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stingace. Nici unul dintre ei nu avea nici cel mai mic
antrenament, cdci sportul—cu exceptia manifestatiilor si a
oferirii de ocazii pentru pariuri—disparuse de pe fata
pamantului. Dar Denton nu era doar cel mai tandr, ci si cel mai
puternic dintre cei doi. Se cldtinard de-a lungul camerei, iar
apoi hipnotistul ajunse sub adeversarul sdu. Améndoi cdzura...

Denton sari in picioare, inspaimantat de propria sa furie,
dar hipnotistul ramase nemiscat, iar dintr-o datd, dintr-o mica
urmd alba unde fruntea acestuia se lovise de un scaun, tasni cu
repeziciune o fasie rosie. Pentru o clipd Denton stdtu deasupra
lui nehotarat si tremurand.

Frica de consecinte se ivi in mintea sa cultivata. Se
intoarse cdtre usd. ,INu”, spuse cu voce tare si reveni in mijlocul
camerei. Trecand peste repulsia instinctiva a celui care nu a
vdzut nicio faptd violenta in toatd viata sa, ingenunche langa
adversarul sdu si 1i ascultd inima. Apoi examind rana. Se ridica
in picioare cu iutime si se uitd in jurul sau. Tncepu sd inteleaga
situatia mai bine.

In scurt timp, cand hipnotistul isi reveni in fire, capul il
durea ingrozitor, spatele ii era sprijinit de genunchii lui Denton,
iar acesta 1i tampona fata.
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The hypnotist did not speak. But presently he indicated
by a gesture that in his opinion he had been sponged enough.
“Let me get up,” he said.

“Not yet,” said Denton.

“You have assaulted me, you scoundrel!”

“We are alone,” said Denton, “and the door is secure.”

There was an interval of thought.

“Unless I sponge,” said Denton, “your forehead will
develop a tremendous bruise.”

“You can go on sponging,” said the hypnotist sulkily.
There was another pause.

“We might be in the Stone Age,” said the hypnotist.
“Violence! Struggle!”

“In the Stone Age no man dared to come between man
and woman,” said Denton.

The hypnotist thought again.

“What are you going to do?” he asked.

“While you were insensible I found the girl’s address on
your tablets. I did not know it before. I telephoned. She will be
here soon. Then —”

“She will bring her chaperone.”
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Hipnotistul nu vorbi, dar in curand ardtd printr-un gest
ca el considerd ca a fost tamponat suficient. ,Lasd-md sd ma
ridic”, spuse.

—Nu incd, zise Denton.

— M-ai atacat, ticilosule!

—Suntem singuri, spuse Denton, iar usa este incuiata.

Fu o pauza de gandire.

—Daca nu tamponez, spuse Denton, vd va apdrea o
vandtaie imensa pe frunte.

—Poti continua sa tamponezi, spuse hipnotistul mohorat.
Urmad incd o pauza.

—Am putea fi iIn epoca de piatrd, spuse hipnotistul.
Violent4! Inciierari!

—1In epoca de piatrd nimeni nu indrdznea s intervini
intre un bédrbat si o femeie, spuse Denton.

Hipnotistul se gandi din nou.

—Ce ai de gand sa faci? intreba acesta.

—Cat timp erati inconstient am gdsit adresa fetei in
carnetele dumneavoastrd. Inainte nu o stiam. Am telefonat. Va
fi aici in curand. Apoi...

—Va veni cu insotitoarea ei.
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“That is all right.”

“But what —? I don’t see. What do you mean to do?”

“I looked about for a weapon also. It is an astonishing
thing how few weapons there are nowadays. If you consider
that in the Stone Age men owned scarcely anything but
weapons. | hit at last upon this lamp. I have wrenched off the
wires and things, and I hold it so.” He extended it over the
hypnotist’s shoulders. “With that I can quite easily smash your
skull. I will — unless you do as I tell you.”

“Violence is no remedy,” said the hypnotist, quoting
from the “Modern Man’s Book of Moral Maxims.”

“It’s an undesirable disease,” said Denton.

“Well?”

“You will tell that chaperone you are going to order the
girl to marry that knobby little brute with the red hair and
ferrety eyes. I believe that’s how things stand?”

“Yes — that’s how things stand.”

“And, pretending to do that, you will restore her
memory of me.”

“It's unprofessional.”

“Look here! If I cannot have that girl I would rather die
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— Este in regula.

—Dar cum...? Nu inteleg. Ce ai de gand sa faci?

—De asemenea, am ciutat o arma. Este uimitor cat de
putine arme exista in ziua de azi. Cand te gandesti ca in epoca
de piatrd oamenii abia dacd detineau altceva in afard de arme.
In cele din urma am dat de aceasti lampa. I-am smuls firele si
celelalte componente si o voi tine astfel. O intinse deasupra
umerilor hipnotistului. Cu aceasta pot cu usurintd sa va sparg
teasta. Si o voi face, dacd nu faceti dupa cum va spun.

—Violenta nu lecuieste nimic, spuse hipnotistul citdnd
din ,,Cartea de maxime morale a omului modern”.

—E o boala de nedorit, spuse Denton.

—Fi bine?

—Ti veti spune insotitoarei cd vreti sd 1i comandati fetei sa
se cdsdtoreascd cu acea bestie micd, noduroasd, cu parul rosu si
ochi de nevastuica. Banuiesc cd asa stau lucrurile?

—Da, asa stau lucrurile.

—Si in timp ce va prefaceti cd faceti asta, i veti reda
amintirile cu mine.

—E neprofesional.

— Ascultati! Prefer sa mor decat sa nu pot sa am parte de
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than not. I don’t propose to respect your little fancies. If anything
goes wrong you shall not live five minutes. This is a rude
makeshift of a weapon, and it may quite conceivably be painful to
kill you. But I will. It is unusual, I know, nowadays to do things
like this — mainly because there is so little in life that is worth
being violent about.”

“The chaperone will see you directly she comes —”
“I shall stand in that recess. Behind you.”
The hypnotist thought. “You are a determined young man,”
he said, “and only half civilized. I have tried to do my duty to my

4

client, but in this affair you seem likely to get your own way . . .

“You mean to deal straightly.”

“I'm not going to risk having my brains scattered in a petty
affair like this.”

“And afterwards?”

“There is nothing a hypnotist or doctor hates so much as a
scandal. I at least am no savage. I am annoyed . .. But in a day or
so I shall bear no malice...”

“Thank you. And that we understand each other, there is

no necessity to keep you sitting any longer on the floor.”
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aceastd fatd. Nu am de gand sa va respect micile capricii. Daca
ceva merge prost, nu veti mai trdi nici mdcar cinci minute. Aceasta
e o improvizatie grosolanad de arma si e posibil sa fie dureros sa va
omor. Dar o voi face. Stiu, in ziua de azi e neobisnuit sa faci
asemenea lucruri, in mare parte pentru ca au mai rdmas atat de

putine lucruri in viatd pentru care sd merite s fii violent.

—Insotitoarea te va vedea imediat ce vine...

— Voi sta in acel cotlon. In spatele dumneavoastra.

Hipnotistul se gandi. ,Esti un tandr hotdrat” spuse acesta,
»si doar in parte civilizat. Am incercat sa imi fac datoria fatd de
clientul meu, dar in aceastd chestiune pare cd vei obtine ceea ce iti
doresti...”

—Intentionati sd vd ocupati de asta fara ocolisuri?

—Nu am de gand sa imi las creierii sa fie imprastiati pentru
o chestiune atat de meschina ca aceasta.

—Iar apoi?

—Nimic nu urdste mai mult un hipnotist sau un doctor ca
scandalul. Eu cel putin nu sunt sdlbatic. Sunt enervat... Dar intr-o
zi, doud nu voi mai avea niciun resentiment.

—Multumesc. Acum cd ne-am inteles, nu mai e nevoie sa va

tin in continuare asezat pe podea.
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Notes

I Queen Victoria, Queen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Ireland from 1837 until her death in 1901. (Wikipedia)

ii The Times, British national newspaper. It first appeared in 1785
under the title The Daily Universal Register. Became The Times in 1788.
(Wikipedia)

ii The Queen Anne style refers to English Baroque architectural style.
The latter is a term used for “the developments in English
architecture that were parallel to the evolution of Baroque
architecture in continental Europe between the Great Fire of London
and The Treaty of Utrecht” (Wikipedia)

v Half-timber work, building technique in which external and
internal walls are made of timber frames and the gaps between the
structural members are filled with plaster, or wattle and daub.
(Encyclopedia Britannica) Because there was no hard wood
available, in some regions of Europe, as for example Romania and

Hungary, houses were built using whole logs. (Birtanexpress)
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Note

I Regina Victoria a fost Regina Regatului Unit al Marii Britanii si
Irlandei din 1837 pand la moartea sa in 1901.

it The Times este un ziar britanic national. A apdrut pentru prima data
in 1785 sub titlul de The Daily Universal Register si a devenit The Times
in 1788.

i The Queen Anne style se refera la stilul architectural baroc englez,

N

termen folosit pentru a vorbi despre ,dezvoltdriile in arhitectura

engleza paralele cu evolutia arhitecturii baroce in Europa
continentald, in perioada dintre Marele Incendiu din Londra si

Tratatul de la Utrecht”

v Paianta este un sistem de constructie in care peretii exteriori si
interiori sunt realizati din cadre de lemn, iar spatiile dintre
componentele structurale sunt umplute cu materiale precum
cdramids, ipsos sau lut amestecat cu nuiele. In anumite parti din
Europa, precum Romaénia si Ungaria, deoarece nu se gdsea lemn de
esentd tare casele erau construite folosind busteni intregi.
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v Lincrusta Walton, the first washable wallcovering. Invented by
Frederick Walton. It first appeared in 1877 and had an instant
success. The Victorians appreciated if for its sanitary properties,
durability and aesthetic effects. Originally called “Linoleum Muralis”
but renamed “Lincrusta Walton” —Lin for Linum (flax, from which
linseed oil is made ) and Crusta (Relief). The inventor’s name was
added in order to prevent other firms from using the same title.
(anaglyptalincrusta.com)

vi. Henri Georges Stephane Adolphe Opper de Blowitz, born at
Blovice, Bohemia, December 28, 1825; died in Paris January 18, 1903.
Paris of the London Times.

Special correspondent at

(JewishEncyclopedia.com)

vi Damask, silk or linen fabric with a pattern woven into it. It is used
for table linen and upholstery (oxforddictionaries.com)

viii Torpedo catcher, fast vessel used for pursuing and destroying
torpedo boats- (Webster-dictionary.org)

ix Pimlico, region of western London, England, in southwestern
Westminster (Encyclopedia Britannica)

Q

38

v Lincrusta Walton este primul model de tapet lavabil. A fost inventat
de catre Frederick Walton. A fost lansat in 1877 si s-a bucurat de un
succes imediat. Era apreciat in epoca victoriand pentru proprietatile
sale sanitare, pentru durabilitate si efectul estetic. Initial se numea
,Linoleum Muralis”, dar a fost redenumit , Lincrusta Walton “, unde
Lin provine de la Linum (in, din care este fabricat uleiul din seminte
de in) si Crusta (in relief). Numele inventatorului a fost addugat
pentru a impiedica alte firme sa foloseascd aceeasi titulatura.

vi Henri Georges Stephane Adolphe Opper de Blowitz, s-a ndscut la
Blovice, in Boemia, pe data de 28 decembrie 1825; a murit la Paris, in
data de 18 ianuarie 1903. Corespondent special la Paris al ziarului

londonez Times.

vi Damasc, material din madtase sau panzd de in, tesut cu desene,

folosit la realizarea fetelor de masa si pentru tapiterii.

vii. Navd de luptd anti-torpile, ambarcatiune rapida folositd pentru
urmdrirea si distrugerea navelor de razboi echipate cu torpile.

ix Pimlico, regiune situatd in vestul Londrei, in partea de sud-vest a
burgului Westminster.
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x George Shillibeer, a London coachbuilder, visited Paris in 1828 and
was impressed by the effectiveness of its bus service. In 1829 he
imported the idea to London and began operating a single horse-
drawn omnibus which connected the suburbs of Paddington and
Regent's Park to the City. (londontransportmuseumcollection.org)

xi Old Palace Yard, paved open area located in Central London, in
the City of Westminster. It lies between the Palace of Westminster to
its north and east and Westminster Abbey to its west. (Wikipedia)

xi Piccadilly, roadway in London, running from Hyde Park Corner in
the west to Piccadilly Circus in the east. (Wikipedia)

39

x In anul 1828, George Shillibeer, un fabricant londonez de birje,
viziteazd Parisul si este impresionat de eficienta noului serviciu de
transport oferit de acesta. In urmatorul an aduce ideea la Londra si
incepe sd opereze un omnibuz tras de un singur cal, asigurand
legdtura dintre suburbiile din Paddington si Regent’s Park cu partea
administrativd a Londrei.

x Old Palace Yard (Vechea curte regald) este o zond pietruitd,

neacoperitd, aflatd in partea centralda a Londrei, in burgul
Westminster. Se gaseste intre Palatul Westminster, la nord si est de

acesta si Westminster Abbey, in vest.

«i Piccadilly este o stradd londoneza care se intinde de la Hyde Park
Corner in partea de vest, pana la Piccadilly Circus in partea de est.
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