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Once upon a time two poor Woodcutters were making
their way home through a great  pine-forest. It was winter,
and a night of bitter cold. The snow lay thick upon the ground,
and upon the branches of the trees: the frost kept snapping the
little twigs on either side of them, as they passed: and when
they came to the Mountain-Torrent she was hanging motionless
in air, for the Ice-King had kissed her.

So cold was it that even the animals and the birds did not
know what to make of it.

“Ugh!” snarled the Wolf, as he limped through the
brushwood with his tail between his legs, “this is perfectly
monstrous weather. Why doesn’t the Government look to it?”

“Weet! weet! weet!” twittered the green Linnets, “the old
Earth is dead and they have laid her out in her white shroud.”

“The Earth is going to be married, and this is her bridal
Turtle-doves to each other. Their little
pink feet were quite frost-bitten, but they felt that it was their

dress,” whispered the

duty to take a romantic view of the situation.

“Nonsense!” growled the Wolf. “I tell you that it is all the
fault of the Government, and if you don’t believe me I shall eat
you.” The Wolf had a thoroughly practical mind, and was

Q

4

Au fost odatd ca niciodata doi Tdietori de lemne care se
intorceau acasda dintr-o padure deasa de pini. Era o noapte
geroasd de iarnd. Zdpada acoperea pamantul si ramurile
copacilor in strat gros: din pricina chiciurii crengutele se
frangeau in jurul lor in vreme ce treceau pe langd ele: si cand
ajunserd la Cascada Muntelui o vdzura stand ca impietritd,
fiindca Regele de Gheatd o sarutase.

Atat de frig era incat nici animalele si pdsarile padurii nu
stiau ce sd mai creada.

— Uf! marai Lupul, schiopatand prin tufdris cu coada
intre picioare, ce vreme scandaloasa! Guvernul ar trebui sa faca
ceval

— Cip-cirip! Cip cip! ciripird Céneparii verzi, Pamantul
batran a murit si l-au infdsurat in lintoliu alb.

— Pamantul se insoara iar asta-i camasa lui de mire, isi
soptira Turturelele. Piciorusele lor rozalii erau degerate, dar
simteau ca e de datoria lor sa priveasca lucrurile romantic.

— Prostii! bombdni Lupul. Vd spun eu ca e vina
Guvernului, si dacd nu ma credeti am sa vd mananc. Lupul
avea simt practic si nu-i lipseau niciodatd argumentele.
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never at a loss for a good argument.

“Well, for my own part,” said the Woodpecker, who was
a born philosopher, “I don’t care an atomic theory for
explanations. If a thing is so, it is so, and at present it is terribly
cold.”

Terribly cold it certainly was. The little Squirrels, who
lived inside the tall fir-tree, kept rubbing each other’s noses to
keep themselves warm, and the Rabbits curled themselves up
in their holes, and did not venture even to look out of doors.
The only people who seemed to enjoy it were the great horned
Owls. Their feathers were quite stiff with rime, but they did not
mind, and they rolled their large yellow eyes, and called out to
each other across the forest, “Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! Tu-whit! Tu-
whoo! what delightful weather we are having!”

On and on went the two Woodcutters, blowing lustily
upon their fingers, and stamping with their huge iron-shod
boots upon the caked snow. Once they sank into a deep drift,
and came out as white as millers are, when the stones are
grinding; and once they slipped on the hard smooth ice where
the marsh-water was frozen, and their faggots fell out of their
bundles, and they had to pick them up and bind them together

Q
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— Fi bine, cat despre mine, zise Ciocanitoarea, filosoafa
din nastere, nu dau nicio ceapd degerata pe explicatii. Dacd un

lucru e intr-un fel, atunci asa e, iar acum e cumplit de frig.

Chiar era cumplit de frig. Micutele Veverite, care locuiau
in bradul cel inalt, isi frecau nasucurile sa se incalzeascd, iar
lepurii se cuibdreau in gdurile unde-si aveau casa, si nu
indrdzneau nici sa se uite la ce era afard. Numai Bufnitele
pdreau cd se bucurd de vreme. Aveau penele tepene de la atata
promoroacd, dar nu le pdsa, si isi roteau ochii cei galbeni si
bulbucati, si se strigau una pe alta prin padure:

— Hu-hu, hu! Hu-hu, hu! ce vreme minunatd mai avem!

Cei doi Taietori de lemne mergeau mai departe, sufland
cu spor asupra degetelor si bocdnind cu ghetele lor mari, cu
talpa de fier, pe zdpada intdaritd. O datd cdzurd intr-un namete
inalt si iesird asa cum ies morarii dupa ce-au macinat la moara;
si altd datd alunecard pe gheata tare si netedd unde inghetase
balta, si le cdzurd vreascurile din legdturi, si trebuird sd le
culeaga si sd le prinda din nou; si alta datd crezurd ca se
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again; and once they thought that they had lost their way, and
a great terror seized on them, for they knew that the Snow is
cruel to those who sleep in her arms. But they put their trust in
the good Saint Martin, who watches over all travellers, and
retraced their steps, and went warily, and at last they reached
the outskirts of the forest, and saw, far down in the valley
beneath them, the lights of the village in which they dwelt.

So overjoyed were they at their deliverance that they
laughed aloud, and the Earth seemed to them like a flower of
silver, and the Moon like a flower of gold.

Yet, after that they had laughed they became sad, for they
remembered their poverty, and one of them said to the other,
“Why did we make merry, seeing that life is for the rich, and
not for such as we are? Better that we had died of cold in the
forest, or that some wild beast had fallen upon us and slain us.”

“Truly,” answered his companion, “much is given to
some, and little is given to others. Injustice has parcelled out
the world, nor is there equal division of aught save of sorrow.”

But as they were bewailing their misery to each other this
strange thing happened. There fell from heaven a very bright
and beautiful star. It slipped down the side of the sky, passing

Q

.
Calé

6

ratdciserd, si furd cuprinsi de spaimd, fiindcd stiau ca Zdpada e
nemiloasd cu oricine atipeste in bratele ei. Dar isi pusera
increderea in bunul Sfant Martin, ocrotitorul calatorilor, si isi
regdsira urmele, si pornird cu grijd, si pand la urmad ajunsera la
marginea padurii si vdzura departe, in valea ce li se asternea la
picioare, luminile din satul unde saldsluiau.

Intr-atat se bucurara ci erau salvati incat se pornird sa
radd, iar Pamantul 1i se pdrea o floare de argint, iar Luna o
floare de aur.

Totusi, dupd ce veselird se intristara, fiindcad isi adusera
aminte cat erau de sdraci, iar unul dintre ei ii spuse celuilalt:

— De ce ne-am mai veselit, cind viata e pentru cei bogati
si nu pentru cei ca noi? Mai bine sa fi murit de frig in padure,
sau sa ne fi gasit vreo fiara sdlbaticd si sd ne fi prapadit.

— Asa e, rdspunse tovarasul sdu, unii primesc mult, iar
altii primesc putin. Nedreptatea a imbucatatit lumea asta si
numai amdrdciunea se imparte in mod egal.

Dar pe cand se tanguiau ei astfel se intAmpld un lucru
straniu. O stea foarte frumoasa si stralucitoare cazu din ceruri.
Aluneca pe o margine de cer, trecand pe langa celelalte stele in

onsla+ion

March 2016



Translation Café, Issue 160
Fairy tale by Oscar Wilde
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Irina Bortoi

by the other stars in its course, and, as they watched it
wondering, it seemed to them to sink behind a clump of
willow-trees that stood hard by a little sheepfold no more than
a stone’s-throw away.

“Why! there is a crook of gold for whoever finds it,” they
cried, and they set to and ran, so eager were they for the gold.

And one of them ran faster than his mate, and
outstripped him, and forced his way through the willows, and
came out on the other side, and lo! there was indeed a thing of
gold lying on the white snow. So he hastened towards it, and
stooping down placed his hands upon it, and it was a cloak of
golden tissue, curiously wrought with stars, and wrapped in
many folds. And he cried out to his comrade that he had found
the treasure that had fallen from the sky, and when his
comrade had come up, they sat them down in the snow, and
loosened the folds of the cloak that they might divide the pieces
of gold. But, alas! no gold was in it, nor silver, nor, indeed,
treasure of any kind, but only a little child who was asleep.

And one of them said to the other: “This is a bitter ending
to our hope, nor have we any good fortune, for what doth a
child profit to a man? Let us leave it here, and go our way,

Q
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calea ei si, pe cand cei doi o priveau plini de uimire, paru cd se
afunda la o aruncaturd de bat, dupa un palc de sdlcii de pe o
tarla.

— Hait! Se va umple de aur cine-o va gasi, strigara cei doi,
si pornird sd alerge, atat de infldcdrati erau din pricina aurului.

[ar unul dintre ei alergd mai repede decat celdlalt, il
depasi, isi facu loc printre salcii, si iesi pe partea cealaltd, si
vdzu un lucru de aur in zdpada alba. Asa ca se grabi intr-acolo,
si aplecandu-se puse maéinile pe el, si era 0 mantie de fir de aur,
intretesut cu stele, si infdsurat de multe ori. Si strigd la
camaradul lui cd a gdsit comoara cdzutd din cer, si cand acesta
veni aproape, puserd pachetul pe zapada si desfacura mantia ca
sd impartd banii de aur. Dar vai! nu era nici aur acolo, nici
argint, de fapt niciun alt fel de comoara, ci numai un copilas
adormit.

Atunci unul dintre ei ii spuse celuilalt:
— lata ce sfarsit trist are speranta noastrd, si nici noroc n-
avem, fiindcd la ce bun sd gdsesti un copil? Sa-1 lasam aici si sa
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seeing that we are poor men, and have children of our own
whose bread we may not give to another.”

But his companion answered him: “Nay, but it were an
evil thing to leave the child to perish here in the snow, and
though I am as poor as thou art, and have many mouths to
feed, and but little in the pot, yet will I bring it home with me,
and my wife shall have care of it.”

So very tenderly he took up the child, and wrapped the
cloak around it to shield it from the harsh cold, and made his
way down the hill to the village, his comrade marvelling much
at his foolishness and softness of heart.

And when they came to the village, his comrade said to
him, “Thou hast the child, therefore give me the cloak, for it is
meet that we should share.”

But he answered him: “Nay, for the cloak is neither mine
nor thine, but the child’s only,” and he bade him Godspeed,
and went to his own house and knocked.

And when his wife opened the door and saw that her

husband had returned safe to her, she put her arms round his
neck and kissed him, and took from his back the bundle of

Q
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ne vedem de drum, cd suntem oameni sdraci si avem copii la
randu-ne, nu le putem lua painea ca s-o dam altora.

Dar tovardsul lui i raspunse:

— Nu, e lucru rau sa lasi copilul aici sa piara in zapada, si
chiar daca-s la fel de sdrac si am multe guri de hranit si punga
micd, o sd-1 duc totusi acasd, iar nevastd-mea are sd aiba grijd de
el.

Asa ca lud copilul usurel si il infasura in mantie ca sa-1
apere de gerul muscdtor, si cobori dealul panad in sat, in vreme
ce tovardsul sdu se minuna de prostia si de mila lui.

Iar cand ajunserd in sat, acesta i zise:

— Tu ai copilul, asa cd mie da-mi mantia, asa se cade, sa
impartim.

Dar tovardsul ii raspunse:

— Nu, fiindca mantia nu-mi apartine nici mie si nici tie,
ci doar copilului. Apoi ii urd drum bun si se duse la casa lui si
batu la usa.

Iar cand nevasta deschise usa si vdzu ca sotul i se
intorsese acasa cu bine, i puse bratele in jurul gatului si il
saruta, ludndu-i snopul de vreascuri din sparte si scuturandu-i
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faggots, and brushed the snow off his boots, and bade him
come in.

But he said to her, “I have found something in the forest,
and I have brought it to thee to have care of it,” and he stirred
not from the threshold.

“What is it?” she cried. “Show it to me, for the house is
bare, and we have need of many things.” And he drew the
cloak back, and showed her the sleeping child.

“Alack, goodman!” she murmured, “have we not children
of our own, that thou must needs bring a changeling to sit by
the hearth? And who knows if it will not bring us bad fortune?
And how shall we tend it?” And she was wroth against him.

“Nay, but it is a Star-Child,” he answered; and he told her
the strange manner of the finding of it.

But she would not be appeased, but mocked at him, and
spoke angrily, and cried: “Our children lack bread, and shall
we feed the child of another? Who is there who careth for us?
And who giveth us food?”

“Nay, but God careth for the sparrows even, and feedeth

Q
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zdpada de pe cizme, apoi il pofti induntru.

Atunci el 1i spuse:

— Am gasit ceva in pddure, si ti l-am adus sd ai grija de el.
Sirdmase in pragul usii.

— Ce e? intrebd ea. Aratd-mi, cd am casa goald si avem
nevoie de multe lucruri.

Atunci el dddu mantia la o parte si 1i ardtd copilul
adormit.

— Vai de mine, omule! zise ea. N-avem si noi copii, mai
trebuie sd-mi aduci in fata vetrei si alti copii gasiti? Cine stie ce
ghinion o sa ne-aduca. Si cum o sa avem grija de el? Si se infurie
pe barbatul ei.

— Dar e un Copil din Stele, ii rdspunse el, si ii povesti felul
straniu in care il gdsise.

Dar ea tot nu se domolea si isi bdtea joc de el, strigand
manioasa:

— Copiii nostri n-au dupad ce bea apad si tu vrei sa dam de
mancare copilului altora? De noi cine are grija? Noud cine ne da
de mancare?

— Dumnezeu are grijd si de vrdbiile pamantului, si le da
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them,” he answered.

“Do not the sparrows die of hunger in the winter?” she
asked. “And is it not winter now?”

And the man answered nothing, but stirred not from the
threshold.

And a bitter wind from the forest came in through the
open door, and made her tremble, and she shivered, and said to
him: “Wilt thou not close the door? There cometh a bitter wind
into the house, and I am cold.”

“Into a house where a heart is hard cometh there not
always a bitter wind?” he asked. And the woman answered
him nothing, but crept closer to the fire.

And after a time she turned round and looked at him, and
her eyes were full of tears. And he came in swiftly, and placed
the child in her arms, and she kissed it, and laid it in a little bed
where the youngest of their own children was lying. And on
the morrow the Woodcutter took the curious cloak of gold and
placed it in a great chest, and a chain of amber that was round
the child’s neck his wife took and set it in the chest also.

So the Star-Child was brought up with the children of the
Woodcutter, and sat at the same board with them, and was

Q
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si lor de mancare.

— QOare nu mor vrabiile de foame iarna? Si oare acuma
nu e iarnd? intrebd ea.

Atunci barbatul nu mai spuse nimic, ci rdmase nemiscat
in pragul usii.

Prin usa deschisa intra un vant muscator, care o facu sa
se Infioare si o cuprinse un tremur, asa ca ii spuse:

— Nu vrei sa inchizi usa ceea? Sufla vantul muscéator in
casd si mi-e frig.

— Intr-o casa in care inimile-s impietrite nu sufld mereu
vantul muscdtor? intrebd el. Iar femeia nu-i rdspunse nimic,
doar se trase mai aproape de foc.

Si dupd o vreme se intoarse si se uita la el, cu ochii in
lacrimi. Iar el intrd iute, si ii puse copilul in brate, iar ea il saruta
si il aseza intr-un pdtuc langd mezinul lor. Iar a doua zi
Tdietorul de Lemne lud mantia stranie cu fir de aur si o puse
intr-un cufdr, iar nevasta sa lua lantugul de chihlimbar de la
gatul pruncului si il inchise tot in cufar.

Astfel Copilul din Stele fu crescut impreund cu odraslele
Taietorului de Lemne, stdnd la aceeasi masa cu ei si fiind
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their playmate. And every year he became more beautiful to
look at, so that all those who dwelt in the village were filled
with wonder, for, while they were swarthy and black-haired,
he was white and delicate as sawn ivory, and his curls were
like the rings of the daffodil. His lips, also, were like the petals
of a red flower, and his eyes were like violets by a river of pure
water, and his body like the narcissus of a field where the
mower comes not.

Yet did his beauty work him evil. For he grew proud, and
cruel, and selfish. The children of the Woodcutter, and the
other children of the village, he despised, saying that they were
of mean parentage, while he was noble, being sprang from a
Star, and he made himself master over them, and called them
his servants. No pity had he for the poor, or for those who were
blind or maimed or in any way afflicted, but would cast stones
at them and drive them forth on to the highway, and bid them
beg their bread elsewhere, so that none save the outlaws came
twice to that village to ask for alms. Indeed, he was as one
enamoured of beauty, and would mock at the weakly and ill-
favoured, and make jest of them; and himself he loved, and in
summer, when the winds were still, he would lie by the well in

Q
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tovardsul lor de joacd. Si cu fiecare an devenea tot mai chipes,
astfel ca toti locuitorii satului se umplura de uimire, fiindcd, in
vreme ce erau cu totii oachesi si aveau parul negru, copilul era
alb si delicat precum fildesul lucios, iar buclele lui sem&dnau cu
inelele narcisei. Buzele-i erau petale rosii, ochii doi toporasi
langa un rau cu apd limpede, iar trupul o narcisa dintr-un camp

pe care nu-1 coseste nimeni.

Totusi frumusetea 1i deveni dusman, fiindca pe masura ce
crestea, se facea tot mai crud, mai méandru si mai egoist. Pe
copiii Tdietorului de Lemne si pe ceilalti copii din sat fi
dispretuia, spunand cd nu-s de neam bun, pe cand el era nobil,
nascut dintr-o Stea, si se puse stapan peste ei si-i numi slujitorii
sdi. N-avea mild de cei sdraci, sau de cei orbi sau ologi sau raniti
in orice fel, ci ii alunga cu pietre, trimitandu-i la drumul mare,
si le zicea sa-si caute de méancare altundeva, asa ca in satul lor
nu mai veneau decat banditii sd ceara de pomand. Cu adevarat,
pdrea sa iubeasca frumusetea, si-si batea joc de cei slabi si de cei
pociti, si ii batjocorea; si se iubea pe el insusi, iar vara, cand
vanturile nu suflau, statea langa putul din livada preotului si se
uita in jos la chipul sdu minunat, si rddea de bucurie cand
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the priest’s orchard and look down at the marvel of his own
face, and laugh for the pleasure he had in his fairness.

Often did the Woodcutter and his wife chide him, and
say: “We did not deal with thee as thou dealest with those who
are left desolate, and have none to succour them. Wherefore art
thou so cruel to all who need pity?”

Often did the old priest send for him, and seek to teach
him the love of living things, saying to him: “The fly is thy
brother. Do it no harm. The wild birds that roam through the
forest have their freedom. Snare them not for thy pleasure. God
made the blind-worm and the mole, and each has its place.
Who art thou to bring pain into God’s world? Even the cattle of
the field praise Him.”

But the Star-Child heeded not their words, but would
frown and flout, and go back to his companions, and lead them.
And his companions followed him, for he was fair, and fleet of
foot, and could dance, and pipe, and make music. And
wherever the Star-Child led them they followed, and whatever
the Star-Child bade them do, that did they. And when he
pierced with a sharp reed the dim eyes of the mole, they

Q
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vedea cat e de frumos.

Deseori il mustruluiau Taietorul de Lemne si nevasta lui,
spunandu-i:

— Noi nu ne-am purtat cu tine cum te porti tu cu cei
nefericiti, care n-au pe nimeni care sa-i aline. Pentru ce esti asa
de crud cu cei vrednici de mila?

Deseori trimitea preotul cel batrdn dupa el, cautand sa-1
invete iubirea fata de fiintele vii, spunandu-i:

— Si musca iti e sord. Nu-i face niciun rdu. Pasdrile care
strdbat padurile au si ele libertatea lor. Nu le prinde in lat
pentru pldcerea ta. Dumnezeu a fdcut ndparca si cartita, si
fiecare isi are locul. Cine esti tu sd aduci durere in lumea
Domnului? Pana si vitele de pe pdsuni il preamadresc.

Dar Copilul din Stele nu lua seama la cuvintele lui, ci se
incrunta si il lua in ras, si se intorcea la tovardsii lui, pe care-i
conducea. lar acestia il urmau, fiindca el era frumos, si iute de
picior, si stia sd danseze, sd fluiere si sd cante. $Si mergeau
oriunde ii ducea Copilul din Stele, si fidceau orice ii ruga acesta
sd faca. Si cand strapunse cu o trestie ascutitd ochii orbi ai
cartitei, ei raserd, si cind dddu cu pietre dupd lepros raserd si

Transla+tion
Calé

March 2016



Translation Café, Issue 160
Fairy tale by Oscar Wilde
Translated into Romanian by MTTLC graduate Irina Bortoi

laughed, and when he cast stones at the leper they laughed
also. And in all things he ruled them, and they became hard of
heart even as he was.

Now there passed one day through the village a poor
beggar-woman. Her garments were torn and ragged, and her
feet were bleeding from the rough road on which she had
travelled, and she was in very evil plight. And being weary she
sat her down under a chestnut-tree to rest.

But when the Star-Child saw her, he said to his
companions, “See! There sitteth a foul beggar-woman under
that fair and green-leaved tree. Come, let us drive her hence,
for she is ugly and ill-favoured.”

So he came near and threw stones at her, and mocked her,
and she looked at him with terror in her eyes, nor did she move
her gaze from him. And when the Woodcutter, who was
cleaving logs in a haggard hard by, saw what the Star-Child
was doing, he ran up and rebuked him, and said to him:
“Surely thou art hard of heart and knowest not mercy, for what
evil has this poor woman done to thee that thou shouldst treat
her in this wise?”

And the Star-Child grew red with anger, and stamped his
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atunci. Si in toate fi conducea si ei crescurd la fel de lipsiti de
inimd cum era si el.

Intr-o zi trecu prin sat o biatd cersetoare. Avea hainele
rupte si zdrentuite, iar tdlpile ii saingerau de la atata mers pe
drumul aspru, si era intr-o stare de plans. Si obositd cum era, se
asezd sub un castan sa se odihneasca.

Dar cand o vazu Copilul din Stele, le zise tovarasilor sai:

— Ja uite! Acolo std o cersetoare murdard, sub copacul
cela frumos, cu frunze verzi. Hai s-o punem pe fugd, prea e
sluta si pocita.

Asa ca se apropie si dddu cu pietre dupd ea, si o batjocori,
iar ea se uitd la el cu o privire inspdimantatd, dar nu-si
desprindea ochii de el. Iar cidnd Tdietorul de Lemne, care
spinteca busteni intr-un hambar din apropiere, vdzu ce facea
Copilul din Stele, si se apropie ca sa-1 certe, zicAndu-i:

— Tare lipsit de inima si nemilos mai esti, ce rdu ti-a facut
biata femeie ca sd te porti in asemenea hal?

Iar Copilul din Stele se facu rosu de manie si batu cu
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foot upon the ground, and said, “Who art thou to question me
what I do? I am no son of thine to do thy bidding.”

“Thou speakest truly,” answered the Wood-cutter, “yet
did I show thee pity when I found thee in the forest.”

And when the woman heard these words she gave a loud
cry, and fell into a swoon. And the Woodcutter carried her to
his own house, and his wife had care of her, and when she rose
up from the swoon into which she had fallen, they set meat and
drink before her, and bade her have comfort.

But she would neither eat nor drink, but said to the
Woodcutter, “Didst thou not say that the child was found in the
forest? And was it not ten years from this day?”

And the Woodcutter answered, “Yea, it was in the forest
that I found him, and it is ten years from this day.”

“And what signs didst thou find with him?” she cried.
“Bare he not upon his neck a chain of amber? Was not round
him a cloak of gold tissue broidered with stars?”

“Truly,” answered the Woodcutter, “it was even as thou
sayest.” And he took the cloak and the amber chain from the
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piciorul in pdmant, spunand:

— Cine esti tu sd ma intrebi ce fac? Nu esti taicd-meu ca
sd-mi spui ce sd fac!

— Adevar grdiesti, rdspunse Tdietorul de Lemne, dar ti-
am aratat mild cand te-am gasit in codru.

Femeia auzi aceste vorbe si scoase un tipat rasunator, si
atunci lesind. Iar Taietorul de Lemne o duse acasa la el, iar
nevasta lui avu grijd de ea, iar cind femeia isi veni in simtiri, fi

puserd dinainte de mancat si de baut, si o imbiard sa manance.

Dar ea nici nu mancd si nici nu bau, dar ii spuse
Tdietorului de Lemne:

— Ne-ati zis ca ati gasit copilul in padure? $i n-a fost asta
acum zece ani?

Iar Taietorul de Lemne raspunse:

— Ba da, in padure l-am gasit, acum chiar zece ani.

— Si ce semne purta asupra-i? intrebd ea. Nu avea la gat
un lantug de chihlimbar? Nu avea o mantie tesutd din fir de
aur, brodata cu stele?

— Asa e, raspunse Tdietorul de Lemne. Asa e cum
spuneti. Si lud mantia si lantugul de chihlimbar din cufarul
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chest where they lay, and showed them to her.

And when she saw them she wept for joy, and said, “He
is my little son whom I lost in the forest. I pray thee send for
him quickly, for in search of him have I wandered over the
whole world.”

So the Woodcutter and his wife went out and called to the
Star-Child, and said to him, “Go into the house, and there shalt
thou find thy mother, who is waiting for thee.”

So he ran in, filled with wonder and great gladness. But
when he saw her who was waiting there, he laughed scornfully
and said, “Why, where is my mother? For I see none here but
this vile beggar-woman.”

And the woman answered him, “I am thy mother.”

“Thou art mad to say so,” cried the Star-Child angrily.

“I am no son of thine, for thou art a beggar, and ugly, and in

rags. Therefore get thee hence, and let me see thy foul face no
more.”

“Nay, but thou art indeed my little son, whom I bare in

the forest,” she cried, and she fell on her knees, and held out
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unde stateau, si i le arita femeii.

Iar cand le vazu, aceasta planse de fericire si zise:

— E fiul meu pe care l-am pierdut in codru. Rogu-v4,
trimiteti iute dupa el, ca I-am cdutat prin toatd lumea.

Asa ca Taietorul de Lemne si nevasta lui iesird sa-1 cheme

pe Copilul din Stele, si-i zisera:
— Du-te in casd, si acolo o vei gdsi pe maicd-ta, care te

asteapta.

Iar el dadu fuga induntru, plin de uimire si bucurie mare.
Dar cand vazu cine il astepta acolo, rase batjocoritor si spuse:

— Pai si unde e mama? Ca aici nu vad decéat cersetoarea
asta pocitd.

Iar femeia i raspunse:

— Eu sunt mama ta.

— Esti nebund de-a dreptul, strigd Copilul din Stele
furios. Nu sunt fiul tdu, fiindcd esti o cersetoare slutd si
zdrentdroasa. Piei din ochii mei si sd nu-ti mai arati fata pe aici!

— Dar chiar esti fiul meu pe care l-am ndscut in codru,
tipd ea, si cdzu in genunchi, intinzandu-si bratele spre el.
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her arms to him. “The robbers stole thee from me, and left thee
to die,” she murmured, “but I recognised thee when I saw thee,
and the signs also have I recognised, the cloak of golden tissue
and the amber chain. Therefore I pray thee come with me, for
over the whole world have I wandered in search of thee. Come
with me, my son, for I have need of thy love.”

But the Star-Child stirred not from his place, but shut the
doors of his heart against her, nor was there any sound heard
save the sound of the woman weeping for pain.

And at last he spoke to her, and his voice was hard and
bitter. “If in very truth thou art my mother,” he said, “it had
been better hadst thou stayed away, and not come here to bring
me to shame, seeing that I thought I was the child of some Star,
and not a beggar’s child, as thou tellest me that I am. Therefore
get thee hence, and let me see thee no more.”

“Alas! my son,” she cried, “wilt thou not kiss me before I
go? For I have suffered much to find thee.”

“Nay,” said the Star-Child, “but thou art too foul to look
at, and rather would I kiss the adder or the toad than thee.”

So the woman rose up, and went away into the forest
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Talharii mi te-au furat si te-au lasat sa mori acolo, murmura ea,
dar te-am recunoscut indata ce te-am vazut, si am recunoscut si
semnele, mantia de fir de aur si lantugul de chihlimbar. Asa ca
te rog sd vii cu mine, cd te-am cdutat in lumea intreagd. Vino cu
mine, fiule, cd am nevoie de dragostea ta.

Dar Copilul din Stele nu se misca din locul unde era, ci isi
inchise portile inimii pentru ea, si nu se mai auzi nimic decat
plansetul de durere al femeii.

In cele din urma i vorbi, iar glasul ii era aspru si chinuitor.

— Daca intr-adevar esti mama mea, atunci mai bine-ar fi
sd te tii departe, si sd nu mai vii aici sd ma faci de rusine, cd am
crezut ca sunt nascut dintr-o Stea, si nu de o cersetoare, asa cum
imi spui tu ca sunt. Asadar, valea de aici, sd nu te mai vad in
ochi.

— Vai de mine, fiule, nu vrei sd ma saruti inainte sa pleci?
Ca tare mult am mai suferit ca sd-ti dau de urma.

— Nu, zise Copilul din Stele, cd esti prea pocitd la vedere,
si mai bine as sdruta o viperd sau o broascd raioasd decat pe
tine.

Atunci femeia se ridicd si porni inspre padure plangand
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weeping bitterly, and when the Star-Child saw that she had
gone, he was glad, and ran back to his playmates that he might
play with them.

But when they beheld him coming, they mocked him and
said, “Why, thou art as foul as the toad, and as loathsome as the
adder. Get thee hence, for we will not suffer thee to play with
us,” and they drave him out of the garden.

And the Star-Child frowned and said to himself, “What is
this that they say to me? I will go to the well of water and look
into it, and it shall tell me of my beauty.”

So he went to the well of water and looked into it, and lo!
his face was as the face of a toad, and his body was sealed like
an adder. And he flung himself down on the grass and wept,
and said to himself, “Surely this has come upon me by reason
of my sin. For I have denied my mother, and driven her away,
and been proud, and cruel to her. Wherefore I willgo and seek
her through the whole world, nor will I rest till I have found
her.”

And there came to him the little daughter of the
Woodcutter, and she put her hand upon his shoulder and said,
“What doth it matter if thou hast lost thy comeliness? Stay with
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amar, si cdnd Copilul din Stele vazu ca plecase, se bucura tare si
iesi la tovaradsii sdi ca sd se joace cu ei.

[ar cand acestia il vazurd venind, raserd de el spunandu-i:

— Pdi esti slut ca broasca raioasd, si scarbos ca vipera.
Pleaca de-aici, ca nu suportdm sd te joci cu noi, si il alungara din
gradind.

[ar Copilul din Stele se incrunta si isi spuse:

— Ce imi spun ei mie? Sd ma duc la put si sd ma uit in
ap4, cd acolo oi vedea cat sunt de frumos.

Asa ca se duse la put si se uitd induntru, si cand colo,
chipul sdu era precum al broastei, iar trupul inchistat ca al
viperei. Si atunci se prabusi pe iarbé si se porni a plange, si se
gandi:

— Cu sigurantd ca asta am patit fiindca am pacatuit.
Fiindcd m-am lepddat de mama si am alungat-o si am fost
mandru si rdu cu ea. Asadar ia sa pornesc s-o caut in lumea
intreagd, si 0 sd ma opresc cand oi gasi-o.

Si veni la el fiica cea mica a Taietorului de Lemne, care i
puse mana pe umar si zise:

— Ce conteazd cd nu mai esti chipes? Stai cu noi, cd eu n-
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us, and I will not mock at thee.”

And he said to her, “Nay, but I have been cruel to my
mother, and as a punishment has this evil been sent to me.
Wherefore I must go hence, and wander through the world till I
find her, and she give me her forgiveness.”

So he ran away into the forest and called out to his
mother to come to him, but there was no answer. All day long
he called to her, and, when the sun set he lay down to sleep on
a bed of leaves, and the birds and the animals fled from him,
for they remembered his cruelty, and he was alone save for the
toad that watched him, and the slow adder that crawled past.

And in the morning he rose up, and plucked some bitter
berries from the trees and ate them, and took his way through
the great wood, weeping sorely. And of everything that he met
he made inquiry if perchance they had seen his mother.

He said to the Mole, “Thou canst go beneath the earth.
Tell me, is my mother there?”

And the Mole answered, “Thou hast blinded mine eyes.
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0 sd-mi rad de tine.

Atunci el 1i rdspunse:

— Nu, fiindcd am fost crud cu mama mea, si drept
pedeapsd iatd ce necaz s-a abatut asupra mea. Asa cd trebuie sa
plec de aici si sd cutreier lumea pand ce o gdsesc si-i primesc
iertarea.

Asa ca o lud la fuga inspre codru si o strigd pe mama lui
sd vind la el, dar nu primi niciun raspuns. O strigd toatd ziua,
iar la apusul soarelui se aseza pe un pat de frunze sda doarma,
iar pdsdrile si animalele fugird de el, fiindca isi aminteau cat de
crud fusese cu ele, si rdmase singur cu broasca raioasa care-1
veghea si cu vipera ce se tara pe langa el.

lar a doua zi dimineatd se sculd si culese cateva bobite
amadrui din copaci si le médnca, si porni prin padurea cea deasd,
varsand lacrimi amare. Si pe toate fiintele pe care le intalnea le
intreba dacd o vdzuserd pe mama lui.

fi spuse Cartitei:

— Tu poti umbla pe sub pamant. Spune-mi, mama e
acolo?

Iar Cartita rdspunse:
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How should I know?”

He said to the Linnet, “Thou canst fly over the tops of the
tall trees, and canst see the whole world. Tell me, canst thou see
my mother?”

And the Linnet answered, “Thou hast clipt my wings for
thy pleasure. How should I fly?”

And to the little Squirrel who lived in the fir-tree, and was
lonely, he said, “Where is my mother?”

And the Squirrel answered, “Thou hast slain mine. Dost
thou seek to slay thine also?”

And the Star-Child wept and bowed his head, and prayed
forgiveness of God’s things, and went on through the forest,
seeking for the beggar-woman. And on the third day he came
to the other side of the forest and went down into the plain.

And when he passed through the villages the children
mocked him, and threw stones at him, and the carlots would
not suffer him even to sleep in the byres lest he might bring
mildew on the stored corn, so foul was he to look at, and their
hired men drave him away, and there was none who had pity
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— Mi-ai luat lumina ochilor. De unde sa stiu eu?

Céneparului ii spuse:

— Tu poti zbura peste varfurile copacilor inalti, si poti
vedea lumea intreagd. Spune-mi, o vezi pe mama mea?

Iar Caneparul raspunse:

— Mi-ai tdiat aripile ca sa te amuzi. Cum mai vrei sa
zbor?

lar micutei Veverite care locuia in brad si era singurica, i
spuse:

— Unde e mama mea?

Iar Veverita raspunse:

— Tu mi-ai omorat-o pe a mea. Vrei s-o omori si pe a ta?

Atunci Copilul din Stele planse si isi lasa capul in jos, si se
rugd sa primeasca iertarea tuturor vietuitoarelor Domnului, si
merse mai departe prin codru, cdutand-o pe cersetoare. lar in a
treia zi ajunse la capdtul padurii siiesi intr-o campie.

Cand trecea prin sate copiii isi bateau joc de el si aruncau
cu pietre, iar taranii nu-I lasau sa doarma nici in staule, ca sa nu
aducd mucegai pe stiuletii de porumb, atat de urat era, iar
simbriasii il izgoneau, si nimdnui nu i se facea milad de el. Nici
nu auzea pe undeva de cersetoarea care era mama lui, desi
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on him. Nor could he hear anywhere of the beggar-woman
who was his mother, though for the space of three years he
wandered over the world, and often seemed to see her on the
road in front of him, and would call to her, and run after her till
the sharp flints made his feet to bleed. But overtake her he
could not, and those who dwelt by the way did ever deny that
they had seen her, or any like to her, and they made sport of his
SOITOW.

For the space of three years he wandered over the world,
and in the world there was neither love nor loving-kindness
nor charity for him, but it was even such a world as he had
made for himself in the days of his great pride.

And one evening he came to the gate of a strong-walled
city that stood by a river, and, weary and footsore though he
was, he made to enter in. But the soldiers who stood on guard
dropped their halberts across the entrance, and said roughly to
him, “What is thy business in the city?”

“I am seeking for my mother,” he answered, “and I pray
ye to suffer me to pass, for it may be that she is in this city.”

But they mocked at him, and one of them wagged a black
beard, and set down his shield and cried, “Of a truth, thy
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cutreierd lumea timp de trei ani, si de multe ori i se paru cd o
vede fnaintea lui pe drum, si o striga, si alerga dupd ea pana ce
pietrele ascutite fi intrau in tdlpi. Dar niciodatd n-o putea
ajunge, si cei pe care-i vedea pe drum spuneau cd n-au vazut-o,
nici pe ea, nici pe vreuna ca ea, si isi rddeau de necazul
baiatului.

Timp de trei ani cutreierd lumea, fara sa gaseasca dragoste
sau bundtate sau milostenie, dar era aceeasi lume pe care si-o

cladise in zilele in care era plin de mandrie.

Intr-o seara ajunse la poarta unui oras cu ziduri zdravene
de langa un rau, si obosit si indurerat cum era, incercd sd intre.
Dar soldatii care stateau de paza isi coboréara halebardele
inaintea portii, zicAndu-i cu glas aspru:

— Ce treaba ai in oras la noi?

— O caut pe mama mea, rdspunse el, si va rog sa ma lasati
sd intru, fiindcd poate o gasesc aici in oras.

Dar acestia il luara in ras, iar unul dintre ei scutura din
barba neagra si isi aseza scutul si striga:
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mother will not be merry when she sees thee, for thou art more
ill-favoured than the toad of the marsh, or the adder that crawls
in the fen. Get thee gone. Get thee gone. Thy mother dwells not
in this city.”

And another, who held a yellow banner in his hand, said
to him, “Who is thy mother, and wherefore art thou seeking for
her?”

And he answered, “My mother is a beggar even as I am,
and I have treated her evilly, and I pray ye to suffer me to pass
that she may give me her forgiveness, if it be that she tarrieth in
this city.” But they would not, and pricked him with their
spears.

And, as he turned away weeping, one whose armour was
inlaid with gilt flowers, and on whose helmet couched a lion
that had wings, came up and made inquiry of the soldiers who
it was who had sought entrance. And they said to him, “It is a
beggar and the child of a beggar, and we have driven him
away.”

“Nay,” he cried, laughing, “but we will sell the foul thing
for a slave, and his price shall be the price of a bowl of sweet

wine.”
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— Adevar iti spun, maicd-ta n-o sa se bucure cand te-o
vedea, ca esti mai pocit decat broasca raioasd din balta, sau
decat vipera care se strecoard prin mocirla. Piei de aici. Pleaca.
Nu aici o vei gdsi pe maicd-ta.

lar altul, care tinea un drapel galben, ii spuse:

— Cine e mama ta si pentru ce o cauti?

Iar el raspunse:

— Mama mea e cersetoare, asa cum sunt si eu, si m-am
purtat urat cu ea, si va rog sd ma ldsati sa intru ca sa ma poata
ierta, daca saldsluieste cumva in orasul acesta.

Dar garzile nu-1 lasara, impungandu-1 cu sulitele.

Si pe cand copilul se intoarse cu spatele plangand, un
soldat cu armura impodobita cu flori aurii, cu un coif pe care se
odihnea un leu inaripat, veni si intreba cine voia sd intre in oras.
Iar ei 1i spusera:

— E un cersetor, copilul unei cersetoare, si I-am alungat.

— Lasati, rase el, sa-1 vindem drept rob, si pretul lui sa fie
cat pentru un vas cu vin dulce.
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And an old and evil-visaged man who was passing by
called out, and said, “I will buy him for that price,” and, when
he had paid the price, he took the Star-Child by the hand and
led him into the city.

And after that they had gone through many streets they
came to a little door that was set in a wall that was covered
with a pomegranate tree. And the old man touched the door
with a ring of graved jasper and it opened, and they went
down five steps of brass into a garden filled with black poppies
and green jars of burnt clay. And the old man took then from
his turban a scarf of figured silk, and bound with it the eyes of
the Star-Child, and drave him in front of him. And when the
scarf was taken off his eyes, the Star-Child found himself in a
dungeon, that was lit by a lantern of horn.

And the old man set before him some mouldy bread on a
trencher and said, “Eat,” and some brackish water in a cup and
said, “Drink,” and when he had eaten and drunk, the old man
went out, locking the door behind him and fastening it with an
iron chain.

And on the morrow the old man, who was indeed the
subtlest of the magicians of Libya and had learned his art from
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Atunci trecu un om bétran, cu chip hain, si striga la ei:
—1 cumpadr eu pentru atata.

Si dupa ce plati pretul, il lua pe Copilul din Stele de mana
si il duse in oras.

Mersera cale de multe strazi si ajunserd intr-un sfarsit la o
usitd prinsa intr-un zid mascat de un rodiu. Iar batranul atinse
usa cu un inel de jasp gravat si usa se deschise, iar ei coborara
cinci trepte din arama si ajunserd intr-o gradina plind cu maci
negri si vase verzi, de lut ars. Batranul scoase atunci de sub
turban o esarfd de madtase brodatd si il lega cu ea la ochi pe
Copilul din Stele, si-l impunse sa mearga inaintea lui. Cand ii
dadu jos esarfa de la ochi, Copilul din Stele era intr-o temnita
luminata de o lampd de corn.

Batranul 1i puse dinainte o strachind cu niste paine
mucegditd si il indemnd sa mandnce, si niste apd salcie intr-o
cand si-l indemna sa bea. Dupd ce ménca si bau, batranul iesi
din temnitd, incuie usa dupad el si o lega cu un lant de fier.

A doua zi bdtranul, care era cel mai iscusit vrajitor din
Libia si invdtase mestesugul de la altul, care saldsluia in
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one who dwelt in the tombs of the Nile, came in to him and
frowned at him, and said, “In a wood that is nigh to the gate of
this city of Giaours there are three pieces of gold. One is of
white gold, and another is of yellow gold, and the gold of the
third one is red. To-day thou shalt bring me the piece of white
gold, and if thou bringest it not back, I will beat thee with a
hundred stripes. Get thee away quickly, and at sunset I will be
waiting for thee at the door of the garden. See that thou
bringest the white gold, or it shall go ill with thee, for thou art
my slave, and I have bought thee for the price of a bowl of
sweet wine.” And he bound the eyes of the Star-Child with the
scarf of figured silk, and led him through the house, and
through the garden of poppies, and up the five steps of brass.
And having opened the little door with his ring he set him in
the street.

And the Star-Child went out of the gate of the city, and
came to the wood of which the Magician had spoken to him.

Now this wood was very fair to look at from without, and
seemed full of singing birds and of sweet-scented flowers, and
the Star-Child entered it gladly. Yet did its beauty profit him
little, for wherever he went harsh briars and thorns shot up
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mormintele Nilului, veni la el si se incrunta, zicAndu-i:

— Intr-o padure din apropierea orasului acestuia de
ghiauri sunt trei piese de aur. Una de aur alb, una de aur
galben, si cealalta de aur rosu. Astdzi imi vei aduce piesa de aur
alb, si daca nu vii cu ea, o sa-ti trag o sutd de vergi. Acum piei
de aici, iar la apusul soarelui te astept la poarta gradinii. Vezi
sd-mi aduci aurul, sau o sd ma infurii pe tine, fiindca esti
sclavul meu si te-am cumpadrat pe pretul unui vas cu vin dulce.

Si 1l legd iardsi la ochi pe Copilul din Stele cu esarfa de
matase, si il duse prin casd, prin gradina cu maci si in sus, pe
scdrile de arama. $i dupa ce deschise usita ciocanind cu inelul, il
dddu afard in strada.

Copilul din Stele iesi atunci pe poarta orasului si ajunse la
pddurea despre care ii spusese Vrdjitorul.

Padurea era foarte frumoasd cand o priveai din afara, si
pdrea plina de pdsdri cantdtoare si flori parfumate, iar Copilul
din Stele intrd bucuros in codru. Totusi degeaba era atat de
frumoasd, fiindcad oriunde mergea madcesi si ciulini ascutiti
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from the ground and encompassed him, and evil nettles stung
him, and the thistle pierced him with her daggers, so that he
was in sore distress. Nor could he anywhere find the piece of
white gold of which the Magician had spoken, though he
sought for it from morn to noon, and from noon to sunset. And
at sunset he set his face towards home, weeping bitterly, for he
knew what fate was in store for him.

But when he had reached the outskirts of the wood, he
heard from a thicket a cry as of some one in pain. And
forgetting his own sorrow he ran back to the place, and saw
there a little Hare caught in a trap that some hunter had set for
it.

And the Star-Child had pity on it, and released it, and
said to it, “I am myself but a slave, yet may I give thee thy
freedom.”

And the Hare answered him, and said: “Surely thou hast
given me freedom, and what shall I give thee in return?”

And the Star-Child said to it, “I am seeking for a piece of
white gold, nor can I anywhere find it, and if I bring it not to
my master he will beat me.”
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ieseau din pdmant si-l inconjurau, si urzici rduvoitoare il
piscau, si scaietii il intepau cu lamele lor, asa cd tare mai
suferea. Nici nu gdsea pe undeva piesa de aur alb de care ii
zisese Vrdjitorul, desi o cautase din zori si pand-n seara. lar la
apusul soarelui se intoarse cu fata spre casd, plangand lacrimi
amare, fiindca stia ce soarta il astepta.

Dar cand ajunse la marginea padurii, auzi un tipat de
durere dintr-un tufaris. Si uitind de necazul sdu, se intoarse in
fugd acolo si vdzu un lepuras prins intr-o capcand intinsa de

vreun vanator.

Copilului din Stele i se facu atunci mila de el si ii dadu
drumul, zicAndu-i:
— Si eu sunt tot un sclav, dar tie pot sd-ti redau
libertatea.
Iar Iepurasul raspunse:
— Tu mi-ai redat libertatea, eu ce sa-ti dau in schimb?
Iar Copilul din Stele zise:
— Caut o piesd de aur alb, dar n-o gdsesc pe nicdieri, si
dacd nu i-o aduc stapanului meu ma va bate.
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“Come thou with me,” said the Hare, “and I will lead thee
to it, for I know where it is hidden, and for what purpose.”

So the Star-Child went with the Hare, and lo! in the cleft
of a great oak-tree he saw the piece of white gold that he was
seeking. And he was filled with joy, and seized it, and said to
the Hare, “The service that I did to thee thou hast rendered
back again many times over, and the kindness that I showed
thee thou hast repaid a hundred-fold.”

“Nay,” answered the Hare, “but as thou dealt with me, so
I did deal with thee,” and it ran away swiftly, and the Star-
Child went towards the city.

Now at the gate of the city there was seated one who was
a leper. Over his face hung a cowl of grey linen, and through
the eyelets his eyes gleamed like red coals. And when he saw
the Star-Child coming, he struck upon a wooden bowl, and
clattered his bell, and called out to him, and said, “Give me a
piece of money, or I must die of hunger. For they have thrust
me out of the city, and there is no one who has pity on me.”

“Alas!” cried the Star-Child, “I have but one piece of
money in my wallet, and if I bring it not to my master he will
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— Vino cu mine, spuse lepurasul, si o sd te conduc la ea,
fiindcd stiu unde e ascunsa si pentru ce anume.

Asadar Copilul din Stele porni cu lepurasul, si iatd cd in
despicdtura unui stejar batran vazu piesa de aur alb pe care o
cauta. Si fu cuprins de bucurie, si o lud de acolo, spunandu-i
lepurasului:

— Ajutorul pe care ti l-am dat mi l-ai rasplatit cu asupra
de masurd, iar bunatatea pe care ti-am aratat-o mi-ai rasplatit-o
insutit.

— Nu, zise lepurasul, ci asa cum ai facut cu mine, la fel
am fdcut si eu, si fugi iute, iar Copilul din Stele porni spre oras.

La poarta orasului statea un lepros cu o glugd cenusie
trasd peste fatd, iar prin doud tdieturi ochii ii sclipeau ca niste
carbuni incinsi. Cand il vazu pe Copilul din Stele ca se apropie,
lovi intr-un blid de lemn, si dddu din clopotel, strigand la el:

— Dé&-mi si mie un ban, ca mor de foame. M-au alungat
din oras si nimeni n-are mild de mine.

— Vai de mine! strigd Copilul din Stele, n-am decat un
ban la mine, si dacd nu i-l1 duc stapanului o sa ma batd, fiindca
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beat me, for I am his slave.”

But the leper entreated him, and prayed of him, till the
Star-Child had pity, and gave him the piece of white gold.

And when he came to the Magician’s house, the Magician
opened to him, and brought him in, and said to him, “Hast
thou the piece of white gold?” And the Star-Child answered, “I
have it not.” So the Magician fell upon him, and beat him, and
set before him an empty trencher, and said, “Eat,” and an

4

empty cup, and said, “Drink,” and flung him again into the

dungeon.

And on the morrow the Magician came to him, and said,
“If to-day thou bringest me not the piece of yellow gold, I will
surely keep thee as my slave, and give thee three hundred
stripes.”

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all day long he
searched for the piece of yellow gold, but nowhere could he
find it. And at sunset he sat him down and began to weep, and
as he was weeping there came to him the little Hare that he had
rescued from the trap,

And the Hare said to him, “Why art thou weeping? And
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sunt sclavul sdu.

Dar leprosul il ruga atat de fierbinte incat Copilului din
Stele i se facu mila si ii dadu piesa de aur alb.

Iar cand ajunse la casa Vrdjitorului, acesta 1i deschise usa,
il aduse induntru si ii spuse:

— Ei, mi-ai adus piesa de aur alb?

Iar Copilul din Stele raspunse:

— Nu, n-am adus-o.

Atunci Vrdjitorul se napusti asupra lui si il bdtu, si apoi 1i
puse dinainte o strachind goald si 1i spuse sd mdnénce, si o cana
goald, si ii spuse sd bea, apoi il arunca iardsi in temnita.

Iar a doua zi Vrdjitorul veni la el, spunandu-i:

— Dacd astdzi nu-mi vei aduce piesa de aur galben, o sd
te tin aici sclav si o sd-ti trag trei sute de vergi.

Copilul din Stele porni atunci spre padure, si cduta toata
ziua piesa de aur galben, dar nu o gasi nicdieri. La apusul
soarelui se asezd iardsi si incepu sd planga, si pe cand plangea
veni la el Iepurasul pe care il scapase din capcana.

Si lepurasul 1i zise:
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what dost thou seek in the wood?”

And the Star-Child answered, “I am seeking for a piece of
yellow gold that is hidden here, and if I find it not my master
will beat me, and keep me as a slave.”

“Follow me,” cried the Hare, and it ran through the wood
till it came to a pool of water. And at the bottom of the pool the
piece of yellow gold was lying.

“How shall I thank thee?” said the Star-Child, “for lo!
this is the second time that you have succoured me.”

“Nay, but thou hadst pity on me first,” said the Hare, and
it ran away swiftly.

And the Star-Child took the piece of yellow gold, and put
it in his wallet, and hurried to the city. But the leper saw him
coming, and ran to meet him, and knelt down and cried, “Give
me a piece of money or I shall die of hunger.”

And the Star-Child said to him, “I have in my wallet but
one piece of yellow gold, and if I bring it not to my master he
will beat me and keep me as his slave.”

But the leper entreated him sore, so that the Star-Child
had pity on him, and gave him the piece of yellow gold.

And when he came to the Magician’s house, the Magician

Q

27

— De ce plangi? Si ce cauti in padure?
Iar Copilul din Stele raspunse:
— Caut o piesd de aur galben care e ascunsa aici, si dacd
n-o gasesc stapanul are sa ma batd si are sa ma tind drept sclav.
— Vino dupd mine, zise lepurasul, si fugi prin padure
pand ce ajunse la un iaz. Si pe fundul iazului se afla piesa de
aur galben.
— Cum sd-ti multumesc? spuse Copilul din Stele, fiindca
iatd, e a doua oara cand mi-ai sdrit in ajutor.
— Lasa, cd tu ai avut mild de mine intai, zise lepurele, si o
zbughi indata.

Atunci Copilul din Stele lud piesa de aur galben si o puse
in pungd, si se grdbi sd ajungd in oras. Dar leprosul il vdzu pe
drum, si fugi sa-1 intdmpine, si cdzu in genunchi si se jeli:

— D&-mi un ban sau o sd mor de foame.
Iar Copilul din Stele ii spuse:
— N-am in punga decat o piesa de aur galben, si daca nu
i-o duc stapanului are sd ma bata si are sa ma tind drept sclav.
Dar leprosul se rugd de el intr-atat incat Copilului din
Stele i se facu mild de el si ii dddu piesa de aur galben.
Si cand ajunse la casa Vrdjitorului, acesta ii deschise usa, il
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opened to him, and brought him in, and said to him, “Hast
thou the piece of yellow gold?” And the Star-Child said to him,
“I have it not.” So the Magician fell upon him, and beat him,
and loaded him with chains, and cast him again into the
dungeon.

And on the morrow the Magician came to him, and said,
“If to-day thou bringest me the piece of red gold I will set thee
free, but if thou bringest it not I will surely slay thee.”

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all day long he
searched for the piece of red gold, but nowhere could he find it.
And at evening he sat him down and wept, and as he was
weeping there came to him the little Hare.

And the Hare said to him, “The piece of red gold that
thou seekest is in the cavern that is behind thee. Therefore
weep no more but be glad.”

“How shall I reward thee?” cried the Star-Child, “for lo!
this is the third time thou hast succoured me.”

“Nay, but thou hadst pity on me first,” said the Hare, and
it ran away swiftly.

And the Star-Child entered the cavern, and in its farthest
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luad induntru si il intreba:

— Ai adus piesa de aur galben?

Iar Copilul din Stele ii spuse:

— N-am adus-o.

Asa ca Vrdjitorul se napusti asupra lui, il batu si il lega
cu multe lanturi, apoi il azvarli iardsi in temnita.

A doua zi veni la el si ii spuse:

— Daca astazi ai sd-mi aduci piesa de aur rosu am sa te
eliberez, dar daca nu, atunci am sa te omor cu siguranta.

Astfel Copilul din Stele se duse in padure si cduta toata
ziua piesa de aur rosu, dar n-o gasi niciunde. lar cand se lasa
seara, se asezd din nou si planse, si pe cand plangea veni la el
lepurasul.

Si lepurasul i zise:

— Piesa de aur rosu pe care o cauti e in pestera din
spatele tdu. Asadar usuca-ti lacrimile si bucura-te.

— Cum sa te rasplatesc? intreba Copilul din Stele. Iatd, e
a treia oard cand mi-ai sdrit in ajutor.

— Lasa, ai avut primul mild de mine, zise Iepurele, si o
tuli indata.

Si Copilul din Stele intrd in pesterd, si gasi in cel mai
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corner he found the piece of red gold. So he put it in his wallet,
and hurried to the city. And the leper seeing him coming, stood
in the centre of the road, and cried out, and said to him, “Give
me the piece of red money, or I must die,” and the Star-Child
had pity on him again, and gave him the piece of red gold,
saying, “Thy need is greater than mine.” Yet was his heart
heavy, for he knew what evil fate awaited him.

But lo! as he passed through the gate of the city, the
guards bowed down and made obeisance to him, saying, “How
beautiful is our lord!” and a crowd of citizens followed him,
and cried out, “Surely there is none so beautiful in the whole
world!” so that the Star-Child wept, and said to himself,
“They are mocking me, and making light of my misery.” And
so large was the concourse of the people, that he lost the
threads of his way, and found himself at last in a great square,
in which there was a palace of a King.

And the gate of the palace opened, and the priests and the
high officers of the city ran forth to meet him, and they abased

Q

29

indepartat colt piesa de aur rosu. Asa ca o bdga in punga si se
grabi sd ajungd in oras. lar leprosul, vazandu-1 ca se apropie, se
puse in mijlocul drumului si strigad la el:

— Da-mi piesa de aur rosu sau o sd mor!

Iar Copilului din Stele i se facu iardsi mila de el si ii dadu
piesa de aur rosu, spunand:

— Nevoia ta e mai mare decat a mea.

Totusi inima 1i era grea, fiindcd stia ce soartd crunta il
astepta.

Dar iatd! pe cand intra pe portile orasului, garzile fi
faceau plecdciuni si 1i aratau supunere, spunand:

— Ce frumos e stapanul nostru!

Si o gloata de oameni il urma, strigand:

— Nu-i altul mai chipes in lumea intreaga!

Iar Copilul din Stele incepu sa planga si se gandi: ,,Isi bat
joc de mine si nu iau in serios necazul meu.” Si atat de mare era
multimea aceea de oameni, incat bdiatul se pierdu si ajunse in
cele din urmad intr-o piatd mare, in care se gdsea palatul unui
Rege.

Si poarta palatului se deschise, iar preotii si inaltii
dregatori ai orasului se grdbira sd-1 intdmpine, si se plecara
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themselves before him, and said, “Thou art our lord for whom
we have been waiting, and the son of our King.”

And the Star-Child answered them and said, “I am no
king’s son, but the child of a poor beggar-woman. And how say
ye that I am beautiful, for I know that I am evil to look at?”

Then he, whose armour was inlaid with gilt flowers, and
on whose helmet crouched a lion that had wings, held up a
shield, and cried, “How saith my lord that he is not beautiful?”

And the Star-Child looked, and lo! his face was even as it
had been, and his comeliness had come back to him, and he
saw that in his eyes which he had not seen there before.

And the priests and the high officers knelt down and said
to him, “It was prophesied of old that on this day should come
he who was to rule over us. Therefore, let our lord take this
crown and this sceptre, and be in his justice and mercy our
King over us.”

But he said to them, “I am not worthy, for I have denied
the mother who bare me, nor may I rest till I have found her,
and known her forgiveness. Therefore, let me go, for I must
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inaintea lui, spunand:

— Tu esti stapanul pe care l-am asteptat, si fiul Regelui
nostru.

Atunci Copilul din Stele le raspunse:

— Nu sunt fiu de rege, ci numai copilul unei biete
cersetoare. Si cum sd spuneti ca sunt frumos, cand stiu ce pocit
sunt de fapt?

Atunci soldatul cu armura ornatd cu flori aurii si pe al
carui coif statea un leu inaripat ridica un scut si intreba:

— Cum sd spund stapanul meu ca nu este frumos?

Iar Copilul din Stele se uitd, iar chipul sau era neted ca
inainte, si era la fel de frumos, dar in ochii sai vazu ceva ce nu
mai fusese acolo.

lar preotii si inaltii dregatori ingenuncheara si i spusera:

— Demult s-a prorocit cd in astd zi are sa vind cel ce va
domni asupra noastrd. Asadar, sa iei coroana si sceptrul,
stdpane, si sa ne fii Rege in mare mila si dreptatea ta.

Atunci el le spuse:
— Nu sunt vrednic, fiindcd m-am lepadat de mama care
m-a ndscut, si n-o s am odihna pand ce n-o gdsesc si nu-i
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wander again over the world, and may not tarry here, though
ye bring me the crown and the sceptre.” And as he spake he
turned his face from them towards the street that led to the gate
of the city, and lo! amongst the crowd that pressed round the
soldiers, he saw the beggar-woman who was his mother, and

at her side stood the leper, who had sat by the road.

And a cry of joy broke from his lips, and he ran over, and
kneeling down he kissed the wounds on his mother’s feet, and
wet them with his tears. He bowed his head in the dust, and
sobbing, as one whose heart might break, he said to her:
“Mother, I denied thee in the hour of my pride. Accept me in
the hour of my humility. Mother, I gave thee hatred. Do thou
give me love. Mother, I rejected thee. Receive thy child now.”
But the beggar-woman answered him not a word.

And he reached out his hands, and clasped the white feet
of the leper, and said to him: “Thrice did I give thee of my

”

mercy. Bid my mother speak to me once.” But the leper

answered him not a word.
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primesc iertarea. Lasati-ma, dar, sa plec, fiindca trebuie sa mai
cutreier lumea, si nu mai pot rdmane aici, desi imi oferiti
coroana si sceptrul.

Si pe cand vorbea isi intoarse chipul de la ei inspre
strada care ducea la poarta orasului, si iatd! in multimea care se
imbulzea in jurul soldatilor, o vdzu pe cersetoarea care-i era
mamad, iar langa ea statea leprosul pe care-1 gdsise la marginea
drumului.

Si atunci un strigit de bucurie ii tdsni de pe buze, si
alergd intr-acolo, si ingenunchind dinaintea-i sarutd ranile de
pe picioarele mamei sale, si le spdld cu lacrimile ce-i curgeau
din ochi. Isi plecd atunci capul in tirans, si varsand lacrimi
amare, de parcd i se frangea inima, ii spuse:

— Mamd, m-am lepddat de tine in ceasul mandriei mele.
Primeste-ma in ceasul umilintei. Mama, ti-am ardtat vrajba. Tu
aratd-mi iubire. Mama, te-am parasit. Primeste-ti acum copilul.

Dar cersetoarea nu ii zise nici macar o vorba.

Atunci el intinse bratele si il prinse pe lepros de
picioarele-i albe, si-i spuse:

— De trei ori ti-am aratat mild. Roag-o pe mama sa-mi

vorbeascd o data.
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And he sobbed again and said: “Mother, my suffering is
greater than I can bear. Give me thy forgiveness, and let me go
back to the forest.” And the beggar-woman put her hand on his
head, and said to him, “Rise,” and the leper put his hand on his
head, and said to him, “Rise,” also.

And he rose up from his feet, and looked at them, and lo!
they were a King and a Queen.

And the Queen said to him, “This is thy father whom
thou hast succoured.”

And the King said, “This is thy mother whose feet thou
hast washed with thy tears.” And they fell on his neck and
kissed him, and brought him into the palace and clothed him in
fair raiment, and set the crown upon his head, and the sceptre
in his hand, and over the city that stood by the river he ruled,
and was its lord. Much justice and mercy did he show to all,
and the evil Magician he banished, and to the Woodcutter and
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Dar leprosul nu i zise nici médcar o vorba.

Copilul planse iardsi si se tangui:

— Mamad, durerea mea e mai mare decat pot suporta.
[artd-ma si lasd-ma sa ma intorc in padure.

Iar cersetoarea ii puse mana pe crestetul capului si ii
spuse:

— Ridica-te.

Si leprosul ii puse ména pe crestetul capului si ii spuse,
la randu-i:

— Ridica-te.

Iar el se ridicad si se uitd la ei, si vdzu cd erau un Rege si o
Regina.

Iar Regina i spuse:

— Acesta e tatdl tdu, pe care l-ai ajutat.

Iar Regele spuse:

— Aceasta e mama ta, ale cdrei picioare le-ai spalat cu
lacrimile tale.

Si il luara dupad gat si il sarutard, il duserd in palat si il
imbrdcard in straie bogate, si ii puserd coroana pe cap si
sceptrul in mand, si domni peste orasul de pe malul raului, si ii
fu stapan. Multd dreptate si mild le ardta tuturor, iar pe
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his wife he sent many rich gifts, and to their children he gave
high honour. Nor would he suffer any to be cruel to bird or
beast, but taught love and loving-kindness and charity, and to
the poor he gave bread, and to the naked he gave raiment, and
there was peace and plenty in the land.

Yet ruled he not long, so great had been his suffering, and
so bitter the fire of his testing, for after the space of three years
he died. And he who came after him ruled evilly.

33

Vrdjitorul cel rau il alungd, iar Tdietorului de lemne si nevestei
sale le trimise multe daruri scumpe, iar copiilor le dadu mari
dregdtorii. Nu ldsa pe nimeni sd se poarte rdu cu vreo pasare
sau cu vreun animal, si ii invata pe toti dragostea, bunadtatea si
milostenia, iar celor sdraci le dddea paine, celor goi le dddea de
imbrécat, si era pace si belsug in tinutul lor.

Dar nu apucd sd conducd multd vreme, fiindca atat de
mare ii fusese durerea si atat de mistuitor focul incercarii lui,
incat dupa numai trei ani Copilul din Stele muri. Iar cel ce-i
urmad conduse tinutul cu rdutate.
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