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CONRAD, or The Linguistic Imagination.

by C. George Sandulescu.

I have always dreamt of writing about The Linguistic
Imagination. I collected the material... Perhaps, I am
beginning right now. Tentatively. Why not? Just because
Joseph Conrad is the epitome of it: he never wrote any

literature in any other language. Except English. Though he

had come from the backwoods of RussialPoland.

I am very proud to declare that it was I who started
Lidia Vianu on Joseph Conrad. When?  Time does not
matter. But it was a century ago... I mean the other century... I
mean to say the previous century. For to be sincere with you,

now that nobody else is hearing us, I must confess to you,

and to nobody else, that I do not at all feel I belong to the
current Twenty-First Century. I refuse it. I do refuse to belong
to it. I am a 20t Century specialist for Language & Literature,
and I prefer to stay there. And not that I prefer... I have to. To
me, the 21st Century has so far only brought catastrophes and
disappointments... Nine-eleven, Global Warming & Village,
and the Euro... the money with no national pictures on it!
And, inevitably Ecology, on top of it all, which imposes on us
the rightfully moral obligation of classifying our own

civilization-garbage.

But to return to Conrad: my father’s only favourite
book was Conrad’s novel Victory. He never had any other
one by Conrad. How do I know that? It was the only one on
which he put his signature—his best and most elegant
signature. The only one in his private Library of about 1,000
books, all in English. Which was quite considerable number

in the oriental city of Bucharest, before the First World War...

And 1 first thought, as a child, that Victory was an

optimistic book. It was one of the very first books I read in
3
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English, when I was probably nine years old. It was only
when I finished that I realised it was a tragedy greater than
all the Greek tragedies put together. For in the days of the
German ‘occupation” every Sunday afternoon there was a
Greek tragedy on Bucharest radio. Very well done: and
George Vraca was one of the great actors of the time. And
“Din jale s’a ‘ntrupat Electra” and other tragedies of the sort.
And I was wondering why Conrad had called it “Victory”,
which is such an optimistic word. And then, years later, I
was a student of English, but Conrad had been eliminated
from academic existence by the Communists, because he was
not only a bourgeois writer, but also a fugitive from the
territory where he was born, which the day he was born
temporarily belonged to the Russians... Just keep

remembering that on birth Conrad was given a Russian

passport...

It was only after I graduated that, going back to
the novel Victory, I realised that it was not the tragedy that I
imagined it was, but rather, that it was most certainly the

greatest enigma that I had ever read. I have at least three

4

editions of it, and go back to it from time to time. For Victory
is a great word, and the main character is a Swede. And I am

a Swede too.

Personally, and as a Swede, I do not use English
out of snobbery. No. I can write, and occasionally do write, in
several languages. But the significant thing is that when I use
English I have the clear-cut feeling that I have come home.
And I firmly believe that, when he was writing in English,
Conrad had exactly the same feeling. It was like touching a
musical instrument that you know that you can play well...
elegantly... like Bach—who was more than famous as a

violinist.

Conrad could well have written in Polish...
He could have written in Russian...

He could most certainly written in French...
But No !

He did not know English:

He only started learning English in his teens.

At a time when his French was fairly good.
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He was in Marseille—or is it Marseilles? —
waiting for his first ship. And what was he doing? He was

learning English.

It was not long afterwards—how long? I am
asking you— that he wrote his first novel, and gave it to read

to one of his passengers...

And who happened that passenger to be? It
was a lesser figure of English literature that Soviet Moscow
much later considered as the absolute Number One of
English letters. And WHY? Just because he —Galsworthy, by
name—wrote among many other things, a certain novel
which he called The Man of Property. And literary Kremlin of
the time thought it could be put on a par with the writings of
Marx and Engels in the elegantly accurate description of

capitalist society.

But that particular John Galsworthy thought there was

genuine talent in the man who had written the novel

Almayer’s Folly, and encouraged him to go on writing. And
that encouragement was quite enough for the courageous
sailor who was Conrad. So, he kept it up for thirty solid
years. Until he stopped.

He stopped his both activities at the right time. I mean
stopped sailing to start writing; and then, in the 1920s,
stopped writing... For two major events had happened in the
world: one was the sudden and massive advent of steam in
shipping (just think of The Titanic); the other was the equally

massive advent of James Joyce, and his novel Ulysses. In 1922.

For Joyce most easily brushed aside not only Conrad,
but more importantly Galsworthy himself, whom he sent to
the deep pit of Forgettables, together with a lot of Arnold
Bennetts, and even some Nobel Prize Winners, like Pearl

Buck.

But the main thing is that Conrad outshone his mentor

& model by far, and cut a niche for himself which is quite
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unique in the world of letters. Called the Greatest Stylist of

the English language, by Dr Leavis himself.

Only matchable perhaps much later on by Vladimir
Nabokov himself. Though Nabokov —the author of Lolita,

novel & film— remains quite, quite different from Conrad.

Let us not forget that the same achievement was
performed in French letters by the Romanian Emil Cioran
himself —our own Conrad perhaps, in point of Linguistic

Imagination.

But more about THE LINGUISTIC IMAGINATION in these

and other authors at a later stage. Perhaps in the same series.

My next book, if I remain in this mood, might well be
entitted Conrad and Cioran and ... Kubrick, to say
nothing of Nabokov. (Just remember Jerome K. Jerome —if

you are fairly well versed in English letters.)

ends
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The Conrad Chronology 13 Oct 2010

(alphabetical)

1907. Agentul secret.

1923?. Corsarul.

1903. Falk.

1908. Duelistii.

1902. In inima intunericului.

1905.4?. Intamplarea. (The Tale.)
1900. Lord Jim.

1897. Negrul de pe Narcis.

1904. Nostromo.

1895. Palatul / Hanul / Trasnaia lui Almayer.

1896. Proscrisul din arhipelag.
1911. Sub ochii occidentului.
1903. Taifun.

1917. Hotarul din umbra.
1898?. Taramul refugiului.
1915. Victorie.

THE Joseph CONRAD CHRONOLOGY:

1895. Almayer's Folly: A Story of an Eastern River.
1896. An Outcast of the Islands.

1897. The Nigger of the NARCISSUS: A Tale of the Sea.
1898. Tales of Unrest:

CONTENTS:
- Karain: A Memory. (per: Nov.1897
# coll.1898)
- The Idiots. (per: Oct.1896
# coll.1898)
- An Outpost of Progress.
(per:JuneJuly 1897 #
coll. 1898)
- The Return. (per: zero!  #
coll. 1898)
5.- The Lagoon. (per: Jan. 1897 #
coll. 1898)
1900. Lord Jim: A Tale.
1901. The Inheritors: An Extravagant Story.
1902. Youth: A Narrative. and: Two Other Stories:
- Youth.
- Heart of Darkness.
3. - The End of the Tether.
1903. Typhoon, and Other Stories.
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1903.
1904.
1906.
Impressions.
1907.
1908.

1911.
1912.

1912.

1913.
1915.

1915.
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CONTENTS:

- Typhoon.

- Amy Foster.

- Falk.

4.- Tomorrow.

Romance: A Novel.
Nostromo: A Tale of the Seaboard.
The Mirror of the Sea: Memories and

The Secret Agent: A Simple Tale.
A Set of Six.
CONTENTS:
- Gaspar Ruiz.
- The Informer.
- The Brute.
- An Anarchist.
- The Duel.
6.- I1 Conde.
Under Western Eyes.
A Personal Record.

'"Twixt Land and Sea: Tales.
CONTENTS:
- A Smile of Fortune.
- The Secret Sharer.
3.- Freya of the Seven Isles.
Chance: A Tale in Two Parts.
Victory: An Island Tale.

Within the Tides: [4] Tales:

CONTENTS:
- The Planter of Malata.
- The Partner.
- The Inn of the Two Witches.
4.- Because of the Dollars.
1917. The Shadow Line: A Confession. 20.
1919. The Arrow of Gold: A Story between Two Notes.
1920. The Rescue: A Romance of the Shallows.
1921. Notes on Life and Letters.
1923. The Rover.
(1923. The Secret Agent: A Drama in Four Acts. 25.)
(1924. Laughing Ann, & One Day More: One-Act Plays.)
(the first from the story "Because of the
Dollars",
the second from the story "Tomorrow".)
1925. Suspense: A Napoleonic Novel.
- Prince Roman.
1925. Tales of Hearsay.
CONTENTS:
(POSTHUMOUS ?)
- The Black Mate.
- The Warrior’s Soul.
4.- The Tale.
(coll.: 5+3+4+6+3+4+4=29+1) (Is it a total of 29 Stories +
“The Sisters”)
1926. Last Essays. 29 titles.
# # # #
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Thereisa  UNIFORM EDITION of the works of JC. 1923-
1928:
22 vols, including all the above except the

plays!

ends
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Nota Autorului la Oglinda Marii

Niciuna din cartile scrise de mine ori de altii nu pare sa fi
avut mai putind nevoie de o prefata decdt cartea de fata. Dar, cum
toate celelalte, pana si ,Insemnari despre mine®, care-i doar un
fragment de biografie, isi au fiecare o Nota a autorului, ma tem ca,
daca n-as scrie o astfel de nota si pentru acest volum, s-ar putea
crede pe nedrept ca-l las deoparte din indiferenta ori din
plictiseald. Imi dau bine seama cd n-o sd-mi vind deloc usor sd o
scriu. E adevarat ca nevoia te invatd, dar, in cazul de fatd, acest
invatator imi lipseste si nu vad ce as putea nascoci drept preambul.
Tot nevoia te invata cum sa-ti dai osteneala sa faci un lucru si tare
greu imi vine, in lipsa ei, sa ma hotarasc sa ma asez la lucru. Si pe
urmd, mai am de furca §i cu firea mea. De cand ma stiu, nu mi-a
placut niciodata sa ma ostenesc peste masura.

Totusi n-am incotro §i, in ciuda imprejurarilor vitrege,
simtul datoriei ma impinge sa ma apuc de treaba. Orice promisiune
trebuie tinuta. Nici nu stiu bine cand am facut-0, mi-au scapat doar
cdteva vorbe nechibzuite si iata-ma silit sa scriu ceva ce n-as vrea
sda scriu §i care, totusi, trebuie scris.

Adevarul este ca paginile ce urmeazad inchid in ele

Author’s Note to The Mirror of the Sea

Less perhaps than any other book written by me, or
anybody else, does this volume require a preface. Yet since all the
others including even the “Personal Record”, which is but a
fragment of biography, are to have their Author’s Notes I cannot
possibly leave this one without, lest a false impression of
indifference or weariness should be created. | can see only too well
that it is not going to be an easy task. Necessity — the mother of
invention — being even unthinkable in this case, | do not know what
to invent in the way of discourse; and necessity being also the
greatest possible incentive to exertion I don’t even know how to
begin to exert myself. Here, too, the natural inclination comes in. |
have been all my life averse from exertion.

Under these discouraging circumstances | am, however,
bound to proceed from a sense of duty. This Note is a thing
promised. In less than a minute’s time, by a few incautious words |
entered into a bond which has lain on my heart heavily ever since.

For, this book is a very intimate revelation; and what that is
revealing can a few more pages add to three hundred others of most

sincere disclosures? | have attempted here to lay bare with the

10
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o destdainuire dintre cele mai intime; celor aproape trei sute de
pagini de marturisiri deschise cu greu li s-ar putea adauga ceva
mai sincer decat ele. Am incercat aici sa dezvalui, intr-o ultima si
totala marturie, adevarul despre legatura mea cu marea, legatura
ce a inceput in chip neinteles, asa cum incep toate marile patimi cu
care sunt impresurati muritorii de cdtre Zeii de nepatrumns, a
crescut dincolo de orice judecatd ori putere, a invins toate
dezamagirile §i nu s-a sinchisit cdtusi de putin de multele zile
istovitoare ce ar fi putut ucide vraja vietii pe mare;, a crescut
coplesita de incantare, dar si de chinurile iubirii, infruntandu-le pe
toate cu bucurie lucida, fara pic de amadrdciune, fara sa
cracneascd, din prima clipa pana la ultima. Robit, dar nu i
neputincios, mi-am lasat fiinta prada acestei patimi cu felurite si cu
nenumadrate fete ca viata insdsi, patimd ce si-a avut clipele ei de
neasemuitd semindtate, asa cum le poti trdai uneori chiar si la
pieptul ocrotitor al unei iubite nestatornice, capabila de viclenie, de
madnie, dar si de bldndete, de desfatare. Si, daca-si inchipuie cineva
ca e vorba doar de iluzia lirica a unui batrdn suflet romantic, tot ce
pot spune este cad, inainte sa scriu despre ea, mi-am trdit patima ca
un pustnic in singurdtate, vreme de doudzeci de ani. Nimic nu se-
ntindea dincolo de orizontul marii pentru mine, asa cum pentru

credinciosul refugiat pe vidrf de munte lumea nu mai existd.

unreserve of a last hour’s confession the terms of my relation with
the sea, which beginning mysteriously, like any great passion the
inscrutable Gods send to mortals, went on unreasoning and
defying the

disenchantment that lurks in every day of a strenuous life; went on

invincible, surviving the test of disillusion,
full of love’s delight and love’s anguish, facing them in open-eyed
exultation, without bitterness and without repining, from the first
hour to the last.

Subjugated but never unmanned | surrendered my being
to that passion which various and great like life itself had also its
periods of wonderful serenity which even a fickle mistress can give
sometimes on her soothed breast, full of wiles, full of fury, and yet
capable of an enchanting sweetness. And if anybody suggests that
this must the lyric illusion of an old, romantic heart, |1 can answer
that for twenty years | had lived like a hermit with my passion!
Beyond the line of the sea horizon the world for me did not exist as
assuredly it does not exist for the mystics who take refuge on the
tops of high mountains. I am speaking now of that innermost life,
containing the best and the worst that can happen to us in the
temperamental depths of our being, where a man indeed must live
alone but need not give up all hope of holding converse with his

kind.

11
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Cand spun acestea ma gandesc la acea viata launtrica unde
se ascunde tot ceea ce ni se poate intampla, bun si rau, in
adancurile firii §i fiintei noastre, acolo unde toti suntem singuri,
desi nadajduim, pe buna dreptate, ca are sa vind vremea sa ni se
alature cineva.

Nu stiu daca e cazul acum sa spun mai mult despre aceste
randuri ale mele de despartire §i despre aceasta ultima rasfrangere
interioara a addncii mele patimi pentru mare. Addnca ii spun,
fiindca nespus de addnc am resimtit-o. Ea poate parea unora o
scurtd iubire nechibzuita. Care poveste de dragoste n-ar putea fi
numita si asa? Oricum am privi-o, cert este ca nu sunt vorbe pe
lumea asta care s-o poata numi pe de-a intregul.

Acest sentiment nelamurit I-am avut de cand sunt; tocmai
de aceea paginile ce urmeaza reprezintda marturia vie a unor
intamplari in care o fiinta binevoitoare §i generoasa ar putea
descifra intelesul tainic al unei vieti intregi.Un adolescent de
saisprezece ani nu-gi pierde tineretea la treizeci si sase, el nu trece
inca intr-o alta varsta §i totusi acesti doudzeci de ani ajung pentru
a-l invata pe indelete cum sa simta §i cum trebuie sa gandeasca.
Pentru mine, acesti ani au fost cu totul aparte; la capatul lor, viata

mea s-a schimbat si atunci mi-am zis, ,,ori invat sa spun prin cdte

This perhaps is enough for me to say on this particular
occasion about these, my parting words, about this, my last mood in
my great passion for the sea. I call it great because it was great to
me. Others may call it a foolish infatuation. Those words have been
applied to every love story. But whatever it may be the fact remains
that it was something too great for words.

This is what | always felt vaguely; and therefore the
following pages rest like a true confession on matters of fact which
to a friendly and charitable person may convey the inner truth of
almost a lifetime. From sixteen to thirty-six cannot be called an
age, yet it is a pretty long stretch of that sort of experience which
teaches a man slowly to see and feel. It is for me a distinct period;
and when | emerged from it into another air, as it were, and said to
myself: "Now I must speak of these things or remain unknown to

’

the end of my days,” it was with the ineradicable hope, that
accompanies one through solitude as well as through a crowd, of
ultimately, some day, at some moment, making myself understood.
And | have been! | have been understood as completely as
it is possible to be understood in this, our world, which seems to be
mostly composed of riddles. There have been things said about this
book which have moved me profoundly; the more profoundly

because were uttered by men whose occupation was avowedly am

12
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trecut, ori raman nestiut pana la sfarsitul zilelor mele,“ i mi-a
crescut in suflet nadejdea incapatdnata, pe care nici insingurarea,
nici multimea n-ar putea-o birui, ca, intr-o buna zi, in cele din
urmad, are sa vina clipa sa ma fac inteles.

Ei bine, aceasta clipa a venit intr-adevar. Am fost inteles,
§i inca foarte bine, sau cel putin atat cdt era cu putinta sa ma fac
inteles in lumea in care traim, o lume cladita pe taine. S-au Spus
despre aceasta carte lucruri ce m-au miscat addnc, cu atdat mai
adanc cu cat au fost rostite de oameni a cdaror vocatie este sa
inteleagd, sa analizeze si sa interpreteze — de critici literari, cu alte
cuvinte. A spus fiecare ce a avut de spus, iar cuvintele lor m-au
facut sa simt in acelasi timp si bucurie, §i tristete la gandul ca am
asternut pe hartie aceste marturisiri. Mi-au inteles cu totii
intentiile, unii mai mult, altii mai putin, si in cele din urma
incercarea mea a fost socotita pe deplin indreptatita. Era limpede
ca-i vorba de o destainuire, desi s-a spus in cdteva randuri cd
destainuirea aceasta nu este intreagd. Cineva chiar a remarcat:
«Citim aceste capitole in speranta unei destainuiri; dar nu ni se
dezvaluie mare lucru despre personalitatea autorului. Putem spune
doar: ,,lata ce i s-a intdmplat d-lui Conrad, iata pe cine a cunoscut
el, iatd-i aici amintirile de o viata. Intamplarile trdite de el si

insemnate aici nu sunt neaparat neobignuite i nici hotardtoare;

4

to understand, and analyze, and expound — in a word, by literary
critics. They spoke out according to their conscience, and some of
them said things that made me feel both glad and sorry of ever
having entered upon my confession. Dimly or clearly, they
perceived the character of my intention and ended by judging me
worthy to have made the attempt. They saw it was of a revealing
character, but in some cases they thought that the revelation was
not .

One of them said: ’In reading these chapters one is
always hoping for the revelation; but the personality is never quite
revealed. We can only say that this thing happened to Mr. Conrad,
that he knew such a man and that thus life passed him leaving those
memories. They are the records of the events of his life, not in
every instance striking or decisive events but rather those
haphazard events which for no definite reason impress themselves
upon the mind and recur in memory long afterward as symbols of
one knows not what sacred ritual taking place behind the veil.”

To this | can only say that this book written in perfect sincerity
holds back nothing — unless the mere bodily presence of a writer.
Within these pages, | make a full confession not of my sins but of my
emotions. It is the best tribute my piety can offer to the ultimate

shapers of my character, convictions, and, in a sense,

13
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sunt mai sunt mai degraba intampldari oarecare, ramase in minte
cine stie de ce, pe care amintirea le readuce la lumina dupa ce s-au
petrecut, ca sa afle cu ajutorul lor ceva din tainele sfinte ale
sufletului invaluit in mister “».

Raspunsul meu la toate acestea este ca mi-am SCris cartea
cu toatd sinceritatea §i fara sa ascund nimic - nu lipseste din aceste
randuri decat fiinta trupeasca a autorului. Aceste pagini sunt o
marturie totala, nu a pacatelor, e drept, ci a emotiilor mele. Aduc
aici cel mai frumos omagiu al recunostintei mele fata de ceea ce a
fost mai insemnat in alcatuirea firii, credintelor si chiar soartei
mele — fata de marea nepieritoare, fata de corabiile care nu mai
sunt si fata de oamenii de rdnd ai acestor corabii, oameni care de

mult si-au trdit traiul §i €l.

19109. J.C.

4%

destiny — to the imperishable sea, to the ships that are no more, and

to the simple men who have had their day.

1919. J.C.
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,Catargele sa treaca-n voia lor;
O zi sau douad ar fi de ajuns socot...*
Povestea razesului

[traducere de Dan Dutescu]

Traiul de marinar §i viata unei cordbii se scurg in ritmul
apropierilor de tarm si al plecrilor. In viata ei pimantean, putem
spune pe scurt, corabia paraseste uscatul intr-un loc ca sa-l
regdseasca in altul.

Cine traieste pe uscat nu poate nici macar sa-si inchipuie ce
inseamna o ,,Plecare”. E mai usor de priceput cum se ,trage la
tarm*; cand tragi cdtre uscat e de ajuns sd ai un ochi ager si un cer
senin deasupra capului. Plecarea e mai mult decat parasirea
portului, asa cum apropierea de tdrm e altceva decat o simpla sosire.
Plecarea are in ea ceva aparte: mai mult decat celelalte evenimente
ale vietii pe mare, ea presupune precizie, un sir intreg de operatii —
cercetarea atentd a reperelor cu ajutorul rozei compasului. Mai intai
iti treci ochii doar in fuga peste Tarmul de care te apropii, fie ca

este acesta un munte de o forma oarecum ciudatd, un promontoriu

“And shippes by the brinken comen and gon,
And in switch forme endure a day or two.”

The Frankeleyn’s Tale.

Landfall and Departure mark the rhythmical swing of a
seaman’s life and of a ship’s career. From land to land is the most
concise definition of a ship’s earthly fate.

A “Departure” is not what a vain people of landsmen may
think. The term “Landfall” is more easily understood; you fall in
with the land, and it is a matter of a quick eye and of a clear
atmosphere. The Departure is not the ship’s going away from her
port any more than the Landfall can be looked upon as the synonym
of arrival. But there is this difference in the Departure: that the
term does not imply so much a sea event as a definite act entailing a
process—the precise observation of certain landmarks by means of
the compass card.

Your Landfall, be it a peculiarly-shaped mountain, a rocky
headland, or a stretch of sand-dunes, you meet at first with a single
glance. Further recognition will follow in due course; but
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stincos ori o ingiruire de dune de nisip. Privirea fugarda se
transforma apoi intr-una de recunoastere, staruitoare; oricum ar fi
tarmul, primitor ori neprimitor, apropierea de el incepe si se Incheie
cu clipa cand ai strigat: ,,Pamant“. In navigatie plecarea este o
adevarata ceremonie. Chiar daca a parasit portul mai demult, chiar
daca se afla pe mare si navigheaza cine stie de cate zile, catd vreme
tarmul pe care urma sa-1 paraseascd se mai zdreste, in mintea
marinarului vasul care pleca ieri catre sud nici nu si-a inceput
caldtoria inca.

Plecarea se petrece in clipa cand nu mai vezi uscatul, ori
poate cand ochiul marinarului pierde din vedere acele ultime semne
prin care doar el se pricepe sa recunoasca uscatul. Este vorba aici de
un ,,ramas bun“ mai degraba tehnic decat sentimental. Din acel
moment si-a Incheiat socotelile cu malul lasat in urma de corabie.
Avem de-a face cu o chestiune personalda. Nu corabia pleacd;
navigatorul este cel care porneste, ia relevmente succesive,
insemnand astfel locul primei cruciulite trase cu creionul pe albul
hartii de drum, hartd pe care alte cruciulite asemandtoare vor marca
pozitia vasului la amiaza in toate zilele calatoriei. Ruta corabiei de
la un tdrm la altul poate purta pe ea saizeci, optzeci ori i mai multe
asemenea semne. Dintre céldtoriile mele, cea mai lunga cuprindea o

suta treizeci de cruciulite, de la statia de pilotaj Sand Heads, din

essentially a Landfall, good or bad, is made and done with at the
first cry of “Land ho!” The Departure is distinctly a ceremony of
navigation. A ship may have left her port some time before; she
may have been at sea, in the fullest sense of the phrase, for days;
but, for all that, as long as the coast she was about to leave
remained in sight, a southern-going ship of yesterday had not in the
sailor’s sense begun the enterprise of a passage.

The taking of Departure, if not the last sight of the land, is,
perhaps, the last professional recognition of the land on the part of a
sailor. It is the technical, as distinguished from the sentimental,
“good-bye.” Henceforth he has done with the coast astern of his
ship. It is a matter personal to the man. It is not the ship that takes
her departure; the seaman takes his Departure by means of cross-
bearings which fix the place of the first tiny pencil-cross on the
white expanse of the track-chart, where the ship’s position at noon
shall be marked by just such another tiny pencil cross for every day
of her passage. And there may be sixty, eighty, any number of
these crosses on the ship’s track from land to land. The greatest
number in my experience was a hundred and thirty of such crosses
from the pilot station at the Sand Heads in the Bay of Bengal to the
Scilly’s light. A bad passage. . .
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Golful Bengalului, pana la farul din insulele Scilly’. Anevoioasa
calatorie...

Plecarea, vazutia ca o ultima cercetare a uscatului de catre
ochiul marinarului expert, e intotdeauna, sau aproape intotdeauna,
placuta. Poate sd fie vremea cat de inchisd, ce-i pasd unei corabii
care porneste Inspre largul marii? Apropierea de tarm insa poate la
fel de bine sa fie placuta ori neplacuta. Cercetezi uscatul cu gandul
la un loc anume. Tocmai acel loc si numai pe el il cauta vasul cu
panze in timp ce se deseneaza intortocheatul lui drum pe albul hartii
— acel loc care poate sa fie o insulita in mijlocul oceanului, unul
singur dintre promontoriile lungului tarm al unui continent, un far
sus pe un mal abrupt, ori pur si simplu creasta unui munte care iese
din apa doar atat cat sa semene cu un furnicar plutitor. De indata ce
ai descoperit acest punct in unghiul de unde il asteptai, Sosirea la
tarm devine un lucru placut.Vrajmasii Sosirilor sunt ceata, viscolul,

vijelia intunecata de nori si de ploaie.

Grup de insule mici din sud-vestul Angliei — n.tr.

A Departure, the last professional sight of land, is always
good, or at least good enough. For, even if the weather be thick, it
does not matter much to a ship having all the open sea before her
bows. A Landfall may be good or bad. You encompass the earth
with one particular spot of it in your eye. In all the devious tracings
the course of a sailing-ship leaves upon the white paper of a chart
she is always aiming for that one little spot—maybe a small island
in the ocean, a single headland upon the long coast of a continent, a
lighthouse on a bluff, or simply the peaked form of a mountain like
an ant-heap afloat upon the waters. But if you have sighted it on
the expected bearing, then that Landfall is good. Fogs, snowstorms,
gales thick with clouds and rain—those are the enemies of good
Landfalls.
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I1

Dintre capitanii de vas, unii parasesc tarmul natal cu tristete,
cu un sentiment de amaraciune si nemultumire. Acestia au de obicei
nevastd, copii, pe cineva drag ori vreun ndrav la care tin si de care
trebuie sa se despartd pentru un an, poate si mai bine. Doar un
singur om din cati tin eu minte a strabatut puntea vasului cu pasul
sprinten si a dat primele ordine privind calatoria cu mare bucurie in
glas. Abia mai tarziu am aflat cd acest singur om nu lasa in urma
nimic, in afara unui pdienjenis de datorii i a unor incurcéturi cu
legea ce amenintau sa izbucneasca.

Pe de alta parte, am cunoscut o multime de cépitani care, de
indata ce corabia lor iesea din Ingustul Canal al Manecii, se faceau
nevazuti tuturor celor de pe vas si nu se ardtau timp de trei zile
incheiate, daca nu si mai mult. Pareau ca se scufunda in tot acest
timp 1n cabina lor, pentru a apdrea in cele din urma cu o infatisare
mai mult sau mai putin Impacatd. Acestia erau oamenii cu care se
lucra bine. Pe langa toate celelalte, disparitia lor totala de pe punte
mai ardta si cd au deplina Incredere in ofiterii lor; or, nu existd pe

lumea asta marinari adevarati care sa nu fie mandri cand cineva are

4

11

Some commanders of ships take their Departure from the
home coast sadly, in a spirit of grief and discontent. They have a
wife, children perhaps, some affection at any rate, or perhaps only
some pet vice, that must be left behind for a year or more. |
remember only one man who walked his deck with a springy step,
and gave the first course of the passage in an elated voice. But he,
as | learned afterwards, was leaving nothing behind him, except a
welter of debts and threats of legal proceedings.

On the other hand, | have known many captains who,
directly their ship had left the narrow waters of the Channel, would
disappear from the sight of their ship’s company altogether for
some three days or more. They would take a long dive, as it were,
into their state-room, only to emerge a few days afterwards with a
more or less serene brow. Those were the men easy to get on with.
Besides, such a complete retirement seemed to imply a satisfactory
amount of trust in their officers, and to be trusted displeases no

seaman worthy of the name.
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Tin minte cat de magulit am fost in prima mea célatorie ca
secund al minunatului cdpitan MacW..., cand mi-am indeplinit
bucuros indatoririle, tindndu-i locul de comandant pentru tot ce era
de facut. Dar oricum, cu tot entuziasmul meu inflacarat, stiam ca
adevaratul comandant e acolo si tocmai asta imi intarea increderea
in mine, chiar daca el se afla ascuns in cabina lui, In spatele usii
imbracate in lemn de artar si cu maner alb de portelan.

Indata dupa plecare simti o apropiere speciald de sufletul
comandantului, 1l auzi vorbindu-ti cu o voce indbusitd, care parca
vine din Sfanta Sfintelor intr-un templu; fie ca-i zici templu, fie ca-i
zici ,,iad plutitor® — cum s-a intamplat sa li se spuna corabiilor nu o
data — , pe orice vas locul cel mai impunator e fara indoiala cabina
capitanului.

Cépitanul MacW... nu iesea din cabina nici la orele de masa,
manca singur in sanctuarul lui, i se aducea mancarea pe o tava
acoperita cu un servet alb. Ospdtarul arunca o privire ironica
farfuriilor cu care se intorcea §i pe care nu se mai zarea nici urma de
mancare. Dorul de casd care-1 apuca pe marinarii nsurati, nu-i taia
pofta de mancare capitanului MacW... Si pe bund dreptate. Ba din
contrd, de fiecare datd ospatarul se indrepta spre scaunul
capitanului, pe care ma aflam eu asezat in capul mesei, si-mi soptea

cu mare seriozitate: ,,Capitanul mai doreste o bucatd de carne si doi

On my first voyage as chief mate with good Captain MacW-
I remember that | felt quite flattered, and went blithely about my
Still,

whatever the greatness of my illusion, the fact remained that the

duties, myself a commander for all practical purposes.

real commander was there, backing up my self-confidence, though
invisible to my eyes behind a maple-wood veneered cabin-door
with a white china handle.

That is the time, after your Departure is taken, when the
spirit of your commander communes with you in a muffled voice,
as if from the sanctum sanctorum of a temple; because, call her a
temple or a “hell afloat”—as some ships have been called—the
captain’s state-room is surely the august place in every vessel.

The good MacW- would not even come out to his meals,
and fed solitarily in his holy of holies from a tray covered with a
white napkin. Our steward used to bend an ironic glance at the
perfectly empty plates he was bringing out from there. This grief
for his home, which overcomes so many married seamen, did not
deprive Captain MacW- of his legitimate appetite. In fact, the
steward would almost invariably come up to me, sitting in the
captain’s chair at the head of the table, to say in a grave murmur,
“The captain asks for one more slice of meat and two

potatoes.” We, his officers, could hear him moving about in his
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cartofi“. Noi, ofiterii, 1l auzeam cum se foieste in pat, cum sfordie
usor ori ofteazd adanc, cum Improascd apa si forndie in baie;
aproape as putea sa spun ca dadeam zilnic raportul prin gaura cheii.
Ne raspundea cat se poate de bland si de binevoitor, lucru cu totul
extraordinar, datorat firii lui prietenoase. In rigazul izolarii lor din
primele zile, unii comandanti stau mereu imbufnati; doar ce aud
vocea cuiva si sar de parca ar fi fost loviti sau jigniti.

Un insingurat morocanos cel putin nu le face viata amara
celor din subordinea lui, pe catd vreme cine are un puternic simt al
datoriei (ori, mai degraba, sentimentul propriei importante) si se
incapataneaza sa se plimbe ursuz pe punte cat e ziua de lunga — ba
si noaptea uneori — devine repede o prezentd neplacutd, chiar
chinuitoare. Se invarte la pupa vasului sagetand tot ce are in jur cu
priviri catranite, pare gata sa otrdveascd pana §i marea si te
mustruluieste ori de cate ori o faci de oaie si ai avut ghinionul sa te
audd. Daca esti cu adevarat barbat si ofiter pe deasupra, 1i Tnduri
toanele cu multa rabdare, dar o faci cu atat mai greu cu cat nimeni
nu e tocmai fericit in primele zile de calitorie. Isi are fiecare
parerile lui de rdu, amintirile lui, cu totii tanjesc chiar fara sa vrea
dupa zilele apuse cand n-aveau nimic de facut, si trebuie sd treacd o
vreme pana sa le vind cheful de munca. Pe deasupra, niciun inceput

nu-i ferit de incurcaturi si mai ales de sacaieli marunte. Gandul ca te

berth, or lightly snoring, or fetching deep sighs, or splashing and
blowing in his bath-room; and we made our reports to him through
the keyhole, as it were. It was the crowning achievement of his
amiable character that the answers we got were given in a quite
mild and friendly tone. Some commanders in their periods of
seclusion are constantly grumpy, and seem to resent the mere sound
of your voice as an injury and an insult.

But a grumpy recluse cannot worry his subordinates:
whereas the man in whom the sense of duty is strong (or, perhaps,
only the sense of self-importance), and who persists in airing on
deck his moroseness all day—and perhaps half the night—becomes
a grievous infliction. He walks the poop darting gloomy glances, as
though he wished to poison the sea, and snaps your head off
savagely whenever you happen to blunder within earshot. And
these vagaries are the harder to bear patiently, as becomes a man
and an officer, because no sailor is really good-tempered during the
first few days of a voyage. There are regrets, memories, the
instinctive longing for the departed idleness, the instinctive hate of
all work. Besides, things have a knack of going wrong at the start,
especially in the matter of irritating trifles. And there is the abiding
thought of a whole year of more or less hard life before one,

because there was hardly a southern-going voyage in the yesterday
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asteaptd un an Intreg de viatd mai degraba grea decat usoara te
urmadreste neincetat; pe vremuri, cand porneai la drum pe mare spre
sud puteai fi sigur cd n-ai cum sd scapi in mai putin de
doudsprezece luni. Intr-adevir, asa stiteau lucrurile: membrilor
unui echipaj le trebuiau cateva zile bune de la plecare pana sa-si
gaseasca fiecare locul pe corabie si rutina bineficiatoare nu se
instaleaza pana ce nu ajunge vasul in larg.

Rutina vasului e cel mai bun leac pentru durerea din suflet,
ca si pentru tot felul de sacaieli ce fac sa ti se Invarta capul; mi s-a
intamplat sd vdd cu ochii mei cum aceastd rutind imblanzeste,
pentru o vreme macar, pana si spiritele cele mai agitate. Ea aduce
cu sine o liniste sdnatoasa si bucuria muncii bine facute; fiindca in
viata unei corabii fiecare zi se Inchide ca un cerc printre alte cercuri
adunate in orizontul arcuit de jur imprejurul marii. Zilele sunt toate
mandre de asemanarea lor una cu alta, asa cum marea insasi e
maiestuoasd in monotonia ei. Cine dispretuieste rutina de pe vas, nu
stie de fapt sd iubeasca nici marea.

Pe mare, zilele, sdptdmanile si lunile se pierd in trecut cu
mai mare repeziciune decét oriunde altundeva. Ele pier in urma ca
basicutele usoare de aer sparte de invartejirea darei lasate de corabie
si se sting in tdcerea adanca In care corabia se afundad ca intr-0

vrajd. Trec zile, saptdmani, luni intregi. Doar furtunile destrama

of the sea which meant anything less than a twelvemonth. Yes; it
needed a few days after the taking of your departure for a ship’s
company to shake down into their places, and for the soothing deep-
water ship routine to establish its beneficent sway.

It is a great doctor for sore hearts and sore heads, too, your
ship’s routine, which I have seen soothe—at least for a time—the
most turbulent of spirits. There is health in it, and peace, and
satisfaction of the accomplished round; for each day of the ship’s
life seems to close a circle within the wide ring of the sea horizon.
It borrows a certain dignity of sameness from the majestic
monotony of the sea. He who loves the sea loves also the ship’s
routine.

Nowhere else than upon the sea do the days, weeks and
months fall away quicker into the past. They seem to be left astern
as easily as the light air-bubbles in the swirls of the ship’s wake,
and vanish into a great silence in which your ship moves on with a
sort of magical effect. They pass away, the days, the weeks, the
months. Nothing but a gale can disturb the orderly life of the ship;
and the spell of unshaken monotony that seems to have fallen upon
the very voices of her men is broken only by the near prospect of a
Landfall.

Then is the spirit of the ship’s commander stirred strongly
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viata ordonatd a unei corabii; vraja monotoniei netulburate ce
cuprinde pana si vocile de pe vas se rupe doar atunci cand este
foarte aproape sorocul Apropierii de tarm.

Sorocul sosirii  starneste iar nelinistea adanca a
comandantului de vas. Doar cd de astd datd el nu mai cautd
insingurarea, nu se mai ascunde s stea inchis si nemiscat intr-0
cabind amarata, unde tot ce-i ramane e mangaierea trupeasca a
poftei de mancare. Cand se apropie de uscat, spiritul comandantului
e coplesit de o neliniste de nestapanit. Nu are puterea sa raimana mai
mult decat o clipa-doud in sanctuarul cabinei de capitan; iese vesnic
pe punte si, pe masura ce sorocul se apropie, ochii lui sunt tot mai
atintiti inainte. Sta incordat intr-o veghe neincetat. In tot acest timp
trupul comandantului slabeste din lipsa poftei de mancare; cel putin
asa am vazut eu cd se petrec de obicei lucrurile, desi poate ca
»slabeste* nu e tocmai cuvantul cel mai potrivit. Ar trebui, cred, sa
spun ca se spiritualizeaza, nemailuand in seama hrana, somnul si
restul bucuriilor marunte ale vietii pe mare. Doar o data sau de doud
ori mi s-a intamplat sa observ ca nu sunt date la o parte chiar toate
nevoile de rand ale existentei, cd una dintre ele, si anume bautura,
ramane cum era.

Cele una sau doud situatii despre care vorbeam au fost de

fapt singurele in toata experienta mea pe mare $i era vorba de cazuri

again. But it is not moved to seek seclusion, and to remain, hidden
and inert, shut up in a small cabin with the solace of a good bodily
appetite. When about to make the land, the spirit of the ship’s
commander is tormented by an unconquerable restlessness. It
seems unable to abide for many seconds together in the holy of
holies of the captain’s state-room; it will out on deck and gaze
ahead, through straining eyes, as the appointed moment comes
nearer. It is kept vigorously upon the stretch of excessive
vigilance. Meantime the body of the ship’s commander is being
enfeebled by want of appetite; at least, such is my experience,
though “enfeebled” is perhaps not exactly the word. | might say,
rather, that it is spiritualized by a disregard for food, sleep, and all
the ordinary comforts, such as they are, of sea life. In one or two
cases | have known that detachment from the grosser needs of
existence remain regrettably incomplete in the matter of drink.

But these two cases were, properly speaking, pathological
cases, and the only two in all my sea experience. In one of these
two instances of a craving for stimulants, developed from sheer
anxiety, I cannot assert that the man’s seaman-like qualities were
impaired in the least. It was a very anxious case, too, the land being
made suddenly, close-to, on a wrong bearing, in thick weather, and

during a fresh onshore gale. Going below to speak to him soon
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patologice. lar unul dintre acestia doi care se apucase de baut doar
din cauza agitatiei cred ca isi pastrase cu totul nestirbitd priceperea
marinareasca. Era de altfel si o Tmprejurare cat se poate de
nelinistitoare, uscatul se ivise brusc in coasta navei, relevmentul
nici macar nu era cel asteptat, vremea era inchisd si tocmai se
pornise o furtund care batea Inspre tarm. Curdnd dupa ivirea
uscatului, am avut proasta inspiratie sa cobor ca sa stau de vorba cu
capitanul si I-am prins asupra faptului, exact cand destupa sticla.
Trebuie sd recunosc cd m-a cuprins spaima. Stiam ce sensibilitate
morbida are omul din fata mea. Din fericire, am reusit s ma trag
inapoi fara ca el sa ma fi zarit si m-am intors abia dupa ce am
bocanit zdravan cu ghetele mele de marinar, special ca sa fiu auzit
inca de pe treptele scarii ce ducea in cabina. lar daca nu l-as fi
surprins, nimic din tot ceea ce a facut el in urmatoarele douazeci si
patru de ore nu m-ar fi facut sd banuiesc catusi de putin ca ar putea

sa-s1 piarda sangele rece.

after, 1 was unlucky enough to catch my captain in the very act of
hasty cork-drawing. The sight, | may say, gave me an awful scare.
I was well aware of the morbidly sensitive nature of the man.
Fortunately, 1 managed to draw back unseen, and, taking care to
stamp heavily with my sea-boots at the foot of the cabin stairs, |
made my second entry. But for this unexpected glimpse, no act of
his during the next twenty-four hours could have given me the

slightest suspicion that all was not well with his nerve.
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I11

Capitanul B..., spre deosebire de celdlalt despre care
vorbeam, n-avea, sairmanul, nici in clin nici in méaneca cu bautura.
In tinerete, cum se apropia vasul de mal, il apuca o migreni
cumplitd. Cand I-am cunoscut, se apropia de saizeci de ani, era
scund, zdravan, impundtor, ba chiar putin fudul, neobisnuit de
cultivat, cu o Infatisare ce nu aducea deloc cu a unui marinar; prea
putini din capitanii cu care am calatorit vreodata s-au dovedit, insa,
a fi mai priceputi decat el. Locuia in Plymouth, mi se pare, era fiul
unui doctor de tard, iar doi dintre baietii lui, cei mai mari, urmau si
el medicina. Avea sub comanda o mare nava londoneza, bine
cunoscutd la vremea ei. 1l admiram nespus, poate de aceea imi
amintesc cu atata bucurie de ultimele cuvinte pe care mi le-a adresat
la bordul vasului, dupa o calatorie de optsprezece luni. Ajunsesem
la docul din Dundee si aduceam o incarcatura mare de iuta din
Calcutta. Ne primiseram banii in dimineata aceea, venisem la bord
dupad cufar §i ca sa-mi iau rdmas-bun. Pe tonul lui usor semet, dar si
curtenitor, ma intreba ce am de gand mai departe. [-am raspuns ca

intentionez sa plec la Londra cu trenul de dupa-amiaza si ca as vrea

111

Quite another case, and having nothing to do with drink,
was that of poor Captain B-. He used to suffer from sick
headaches, in his young days, every time he was approaching a
coast. Well over fifty years of age when | knew him, short, stout,
dignified, perhaps a little pompous, he was a man of a singularly
well-informed mind, the least sailor-like in outward aspect, but
certainly one of the best seamen whom it has been my good luck to
serve under. He was a Plymouth man, I think, the son of a country
doctor, and both his elder boys were studying medicine. He
commanded a big London ship, fairly well known in her day. |
thought no end of him, and that is why | remember with a peculiar
satisfaction the last words he spoke to me on board his ship after an
eighteen months’ voyage. It was in the dock in Dundee, where we
had brought a full cargo of jute from Calcutta. We had been paid
off that morning, and | had come on board to take my sea-chest
away and to say good-bye. In his slightly lofty but courteous way
he inquired what were my plans. | replied that I intended leaving
for London by the afternoon train, and thought of going up for
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sa-mi dau examenul pentru certificatul de comandant. Tocmai
implinisem vechimea necesara. Mi-a spus ca bine fac cad ma grabesc
si mi-a ardtat un interes care m-a SUrprins; apoi s-a ridicat de pe
scaun §i mi-a SpuUs:

— Dupa ce iti iei examenul, pe ce vas te Imbarci?

[-am raspuns ca nu ma gandisem Inca.

A dat mana cu mine si a rostit acele cuvinte pe care si azi le
tin minte:

— Daca se intdmpla sa ai nevoie de o slujba, sa stii ca vasul
meu, catd vreme il am, iti sta la dispozitie.

Nu cred ca poate vreun capitan de vas sa faca un
compliment mai frumos locotenentului sau, la capatul unei calatorii,
cand practic nu mai au de-a face unul cu altul. Intr-un fel, amintirea
este si pateticd, fiindca sdrmanul om n-a mai plecat pe mare dupa
caldtoria cu mine. Era deja suferind cdnd am ajuns la Sf. Elena; a
zacut o vreme, pe cand pardseam Insulele de Vest din Oceanul
Atlantic de Nord, dar si-a parasit patul ca sa supravegheze sosirea.
A izbutit sa vegheze pe punte pana la Downs? iar acolo, dupa ce si-a
rostit ordinele cu o voce istovitd, a lasat ancora pentru cateva ore ca
sa-1 telegrafieze sotiei si sa ia la bord un pilot pentru Marea

Nordului, care sa-1 ajute sa-si duca nava de-a lungul coastei de

2 Dealurile calcaroase din sudul Angliei — n.tr.

examination to get my master’s certificate. | had just enough
service for that. He commended me for not wasting my time, with
such an evident interest in my case that | was quite surprised; then,
rising from his chair, he said:

“Have you a ship in view after you have passed?”

| answered that I had nothing whatever in view.

He shook hands with me, and pronounced the memorable
words:

“If you happen to be in want of employment, remember that
as long as [ have a ship you have a ship, too.”

In the way of compliment there is nothing to beat this from a
ship’s captain to his second mate at the end of a voyage, when the
work is over and the subordinate is done with. And there is a
pathos in that memory, for the poor fellow never went to sea again
after all. He was already ailing when we passed St. Helena; was
laid up for a time when we were off the Western Islands, but got out
of bed to make his Landfall. He managed to keep up on deck as far
as the Downs, where, giving his orders in an exhausted voice, he
anchored for a few hours to send a wire to his wife and take aboard
a North Sea pilot to help him sail the ship up the east coast. He had
not felt equal to the task by himself, for it is the sort of thing that
keeps a deep-water man on his feet pretty well night and day.
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rasarit. Nu se simtise n stare sa duca totul la bun sfarsit singur; stia,
ca orice marinar de cursa lunga, ca era o treaba care l-ar fi tinut la
post zi §i noapte.

Odata ajunsi la Dundee, am gasit-0 acolo pe d-na B..., care
astepta sa-1 ia acasd. Am plecat cu totii cu acelasi tren la Londra;
inainte sa apuc eu sa-mi iau examenul, vasul deja pornise la drum,
fara el de data aceasta, iar eu, in loc sd plec, m-am dus, la dorinta
lui, sa-i fac o vizita fostului meu comandant la el acasa. E singurul
dintre capitanii mei pe care m-am dus sa-1 vad acasa. Nu mai statea
culcat, mi-a declarat ca este ,,in convalescenta®, dar pasii lui erau
tare nesiguri cand mi-a iesit in intdmpinare in usa salonului. Nu
dorea catusi de putin sd-si stabileasca punctul de Plecare de pe acest
pamant in singura calatorie al carei capat ramane necunoscut
oricarui marinar. Era atat de placut acolo — odaia mare si insoritd;
fotoliul lui adanc, cu perne, asezat in dreptul unei ferestre boltite, cu
un taburet dinainte; grija muta si prevenitoare a femeii aceleia
blande, in varstd acum, care-i facuse cinci copii §i care poate nu
statuse cu el mai mult de cinci ani intregi din cei aproape treizeci de
cand erau casatoriti. Mai era cu ei o femeie caruntd, Tmbracata
intr-o rochie neagra simpla, care sedea drept in scaun cu lucrul de
mana si care 1i arunca pe furis cate o privire oblica, fara ca, in tot

timpul vizitei mele, sa rosteascad nici macar un singur cuvant. Chiar

When we arrived in Dundee, Mrs. B- was already there,
waiting to take him home. We travelled up to London by the same
train; but by the time | had managed to get through with my
examination the ship had sailed on her next voyage without him,
and, instead of joining her again, | went by request to see my old
commander in his home. This is the only one of my captains | have
ever visited in that way. He was out of bed by then, “quite
convalescent,” as he declared, making a few tottering steps to meet
me at the sitting-room door. Evidently he was reluctant to take his
final cross-bearings of this earth for a Departure on the only voyage
to an unknown destination a sailor ever undertakes. And it was all
very nice—the large, sunny room; his deep, easy-chair in a bow
window, with pillows and a footstool; the quiet, watchful care of
the elderly, gentle woman who had borne him five children, and
had not, perhaps, lived with him more than five full years out of the
thirty or so of their married life. There was also another woman
there in a plain black dress, quite gray-haired, sitting very erect on
her chair with some sewing, from which she snatched side-glances
in his direction, and uttering not a single word during all the time of
my call. Even when, in due course, | carried over to her a cup of
tea, she only nodded at me silently, with the faintest ghost of a

smile on her tight-set lips. | imagine she must have been a maiden
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si atunci cand, la vremea cuvenitd, i-am pus in fata ceasca de ceai,
mi-a facut doar un semn din cap si buzele ei stranse abia daca au
schitat umbra unui zambet. Imi inchipui ci era vreo sora nemdritata
de-a d-nei B..., care venise sa dea 0 mana de ajutor la ingrijirea
cumnatului ei. Fiul lui cel mic avea 1n jur de doisprezece ani; copil
facut mai la batranete, mare iubitor de cricket, sporovdia
entuziasmat despre ispravile lui W.G. Grace. 1l tin bine minte si pe
fiul cel mai mare, proaspat iesit doctor, care m-a dus sa fumam o
tigard in gradind si, dand din cap cu seriozitate profesionald, dar si
adanc ingrijorat, a mormait: ,,Pofta de mancare tot nu are. Nu-mi
place deloc. Absolut deloc. Cand m-am intors sd inchid poarta din
fatd, capitanul B... mi-a facut semn cu capul de la fereastra boltita; a
fost ultima oara cand l-am vazut.

Am avut atunci sentimentul clar i sigur ca ar putea fi o
Sosire dar si o Plecare, in acelasi timp. Comandantul acela de vas,
al carui loc nu parea sd fie in fotoliul adanc, mai privise cand si
cand inainte, cu incordarea cu care s-ar fi apropiat de un tarm; inca
era comandant de nava. Nu scosese o vorba despre ce avea de gand
sd facd, nu vorbise de nicio corabie si nu se aratase dornic sd mai
plece in calatorie; Imi vorbise pe indelete de tineretea lui: vocea lui
suferinda, slaba, curgea nainte cu indaratnicie. Cele doud femei

sedeau tacute, dar ingrijorate, in vreme ce eu invdtam sd-1 cunosc in

sister of Mrs. B- come to help nurse her brother-in-law. His
youngest boy, a late-comer, a great cricketer it seemed, twelve
years old or thereabouts, chattered enthusiastically of the exploits of
W. G. Grace. And I remember his eldest son, too, a newly-fledged
doctor, who took me out to smoke in the garden, and, shaking his
head with professional gravity, but with genuine concern, muttered:
“Yes, but he doesn’t get back his appetite. I don’t like that—I don’t
like that at all.” The last sight of Captain B- | had was as he nodded
his head to me out of the bow window when | turned round to close
the front gate.

It was a distinct and complete impression, something that |
don’t know whether to call a Landfall or a Departure. Certainly he
had gazed at times very fixedly before him with the Landfall’s
vigilant look, this sea-captain seated incongruously in a deep-
backed chair. He had not then talked to me of employment, of
ships, of being ready to take another command; but he had
discoursed of his early days, in the abundant but thin flow of a
wilful invalid’s talk. The women looked worried, but sat still, and |
learned more of him in that interview than in the whole eighteen
months we had sailed together. It appeared he had “served his time”
in the copper-ore trade, the famous copper-ore trade of old days

between Swansea and the Chilian coast, coal out and ore in,
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acea convorbire mai bine decat il intelesesem vreodatd in cele
optsprezece luni cat navigaserdm pe acelasi vas. Am aflat cd fusese
»angajat si navigase pentru negotul cu minereu de cupru, vestitul
negot cu minereu de cupru de pe vremuri dintre Swansea si Chile,
ca ducea carbuni si se Intorcea cu minereu, faicand ambele calatorii
cu incarcaturd mare la bord, parca sfidand cu nesdbuinta nesfarsitele
mari din jurul Capului Horn — ceea ce fusese o Incercare pentru
vase trainice si 0o neasemuitd scoala de darzenie pentru marinarii
aceia din sud-vestul Angliei. O flota intreagd de corabii cu panze
invelite pe dedesubt in arama, cu schelet si cu lemnarie zdravana,
cu magindria imbinatd cu migala, manuite de echipaje indraznete,
conduse de comandanti tineri, colindaserd marile n slujba unui
negot ce de mult nu mai exista. ,,Asa am invatat eu meserie®, zise el
cu o usoard notd de laudarosenie si se lasa pe spate intre perne, cu
picioarele invelite in pled. In acel negot devenise comandant de vas,
pe cand era inci foarte tindr. Imi istorisi ci pe vremea cand de-abia
capatase comanda era céteva zile bolnav ori de cate ori se apropia
de uscat dupa o célatorie lungd. Dar raul trecea de la sine de cum
zarea primul reper cunoscut in fata ochilor. Si mai adauga ca, dupa
0 vreme, cu varsta, aceastd nervozitate pierise cu totul. fi urmarii
privirea ostenitd ce aluneca inainte de parcd nimic n-o oprea sa

atinga dunga nestirbita dintre mare §i cer, singurul spatiu in care

deep-loaded both ways, as if in wanton defiance of the great Cape
Horn seas—a work, this, for staunch ships, and a great school of
staunchness for West-Country seamen. A whole fleet of copper-
bottomed barques, as strong in rib and planking, as well-found in
gear, as ever was sent upon the seas, manned by hardy crews and
commanded by young masters, was engaged in that now long
defunct trade. “That was the school I was trained in,” he said to me
almost boastfully, lying back amongst his pillows with a rug over
his legs. And it was in that trade that he obtained his first command
at a very early age. It was then that he mentioned to me how, as a
young commander, he was always ill for a few days before making
land after a long passage. But this sort of sickness used to pass off
with the first sight of a familiar landmark. Afterwards, he added, as
he grew older, all that nervousness wore off completely; and |
observed his weary eyes gaze steadily ahead, as if there had been
nothing between him and the straight line of sea and sky, where
whatever a seaman is looking for is first bound to appear. But |
have also seen his eyes rest fondly upon the faces in the room, upon
the pictures on the wall, upon all the familiar objects of that home,
whose abiding and clear image must have flashed often on his
memory in times of stress and anxiety at sea. Was he looking out

for a strange Landfall, or taking with an untroubled mind the
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asteptdrile oricarui marinar pot prinde o infatisare cand e sa se
iveasca. Dupd o vreme, ochii i se oprirda cu dragoste asupra
chipurilor din odaie, a tablourilor de pe pereti, a tuturor obiectelor
pe care le stia de mult in casa si sunt sigur ca imaginea lor limpede,
de nesters; i-a sagetat adesea Inchipuirea 1n clipele de incordare si
de neliniste pe mare. S& fi cdutat oare semnele unei neobisnuite
apropieri de tdrm ori poate mintea lui netulburatd socotea locul
ultimei Plecari?

Cine stie? In calatoria din care nimeni nu s-a intors, Sosirea
si Plecarea se confundd, se contopesc intr-o clipd unicd de
concentrare, de 1incheiere supremd. Nu-mi aduc aminte sa fi
observat vreo urma de sovaiala in expresia neclintita a chipului sau
ofilit. Departe de el teama adanca ce copleseste pe un tanar
comandant cand se apropie de un tdrm netrecut inca pe nicio harta.
Stia atdt de bine ce sunt Plecarile, ce sunt Sosirile! Nu fusese el
»angajat® sd calatoreasca pentru vestitul negot cu minereu de cupru
din Canalul Bristol, treaba ce n-o puteau face decat cele mai trainice
corabii de pe fata marilor, munca ce a cdlit pe cei mai darji

marinari?

bearings for his last Departure?

It is hard to say; for in that voyage from which no man
returns Landfall and Departure are instantaneous, merging together
into one moment of supreme and final attention. Certainly | do not
remember observing any sign of faltering in the set expression of
his wasted face, no hint of the nervous anxiety of a young
commander about to make land on an uncharted shore. He had had
too much experience of Departures and Landfalls! And had he not
“served his time” in the famous copper-ore trade out of the Bristol
Channel, the work of the staunchest ships afloat, and the school of

staunch seamen?
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IV

Inainte sd ridici ancora, ea trebuie coborati. Acesta-i
neindoielnic un truism si ma duce cu gandul la degradarea
limbajului folosit pe mare atunci cind 1l intdlnim In cotidienele
englezesti.

Fie ca-i vorba de o flota ori de o singura corabie, ziaristul
pomeneste invariabil de ,,aruncarea® ancorei. Ei bine, ancora pur si
simplu nu se arunca. Este o crima sd denaturezi limbajul tehnic, o
crimd impotriva limpezimii, exactitdtii si farmecului unei vorbiri
imbunatatite.

Ancora este un obiect din metal forjat, minunat adaptata
scopului ei. Limbajul tehnic este si el o unealtd perfectionatd de
secole de experientd, el isi serveste scopul cum nu se poate mai
bine. Pe vremuri, o ancora era (nu ca in ziua de azi, cand Intalnim
tot felul de ndscociri care seamana fie cu ciupercile, fie cu clestii de
rac, forme neutre fara insemnatate speciala, carlige pur si simplu) o
unealtd grozav de reusitd. Pentru munca uriasd pe care o depune,
ancora este necrezut de micd, iar micimea ei ¢ o dovada in plus ca e

o nascocire bine pusa la punct. E de ajuns sa aruncam o privire la

IV

Before an anchor can ever be raised, it must be let go; and
this perfectly obvious truism brings me at once to the subject of the
degradation of the sea language in the daily press of this country.

Your journalist, whether he takes charge of a ship or a fleet,
almost invariably “casts” his anchor. Now, an anchor is never cast,
and to take a liberty with technical language is a crime against the
clearness, precision, and beauty of perfected speech.

An anchor is a forged piece of iron, admirably adapted to its
end, and technical language is an instrument wrought into
perfection by ages of experience, a flawless thing for its purpose.
An anchor of yesterday (because nowadays there are contrivances
like mushrooms and things like claws, of no particular expression
or shape—just hooks)—an anchor of yesterday is in its way a most
efficient instrument. To its perfection its size bears witness, for
there is no other appliance so small for the great work it has to do.
Look at the anchors hanging from the cat-heads of a big ship! How
tiny they are in proportion to the great size of the hull! Were they

made of gold they would look like trinkets, like ornamental toys, no
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gruia de ancord a vaselor mari. Ce marunte sunt ancorele in
comparatie cu uriasul corp al navei! De-ar fi facute din aur si tot ar
parea niste fleacuri, bibelouri, nu mai mari decat o farama de cercel.
Cu toate acestea, in puterea lor sta viata corabiei de atatea ori.

Ancora e faurita, este menitd sa fie credincioasa. Sa aiba
numai de ce sa se poatd apuca, si rimane infiptd acolo, n-o clintesti
nici dacd se rupe odgonul, clipd in care ancora e ,,pierdutd, iar
corabia poate astepta sd 1 se intdmple tot ce e mai rau. Bucata
aceasta de fier simpla si aspra in aparenta are in ea mai multe parti
alcdtuitoare decat cele ale unui corp omenesc: ochiul de lant,
traversa, talpa, ghearele, palma, fusul. in limbaj gazetdresc, toate
acestea sunt ,,aruncate* atunci cand vasul se opreste intr-un loc
potrivit pentru ancorare.

Se foloseste acest cuvant cu totul nepotrivit fiindca, nestiind
mai mult, cei ce trdiesc tot timpul pe uscat presupun cd, atunci cand
ancorezi, arunci ceva peste bord, dar de fapt nici nu-i nevoie sa fie
aruncatd ancora, fiindca ea se afla de la bun Inceput la locul ei peste
bord si-1 de ajuns sa fie coboratd. Ea stad atarnatd intr-0 parte a
vasului, de un ax gros de lemn iesit Tn afard si poartd numele de
gruie, 1n jurul cdruia se incoldceste un lant scurt si puternic; lantul o
tine strans ori 1i da drumul cand se da ordinul, el se desface in urma

unei izbituri ori prin actionarea unei parghii. Ordinul nu suna

bigger in proportion than a jewelled drop in a woman’s ear. And
yet upon them will depend, more than once, the very life of the
ship.

An anchor is forged and fashioned for faithfulness; give it
ground that it can bite, and it will hold till the cable parts, and then,
whatever may afterwards befall its ship, that anchor is “lost.” The
honest, rough piece of iron, so simple in appearance, has more parts
than the human body has limbs: the ring, the stock, the crown, the
flukes, the palms, the shank. All this, according to the journalist, is
“cast” when a ship arriving at an anchorage is brought up.

This insistence in using the odious word arises from the fact
that a particularly benighted landsman must imagine the act of
anchoring as a process of throwing something overboard, whereas
the anchor ready for its work is already overboard, and is not
thrown over, but simply allowed to fall. It hangs from the ship’s
side at the end of a heavy, projecting timber called the cat-head, in
the bight of a short, thick chain whose end link is suddenly released
by a blow from a top-maul or the pull of a lever when the order is
given. And the order is not “Heave over!” as the paragraphist
seems to imagine, but “Let go!”

As a matter of fact, nothing is ever cast in that sense on

board ship but the lead, of which a cast is taken to search the depth
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,Aruncati!“, cum 1si inchipuie ziaristul, ci ,,Funda ancora!”

La drept vorbind, nu se spune despre niciun obiect de la
bordul vasului ca trebuie aruncat, in afard de sonda de mana, cu
ajutorul careia aflam adancimea apei in care navigdm. O barca
legatd cu odgoane, un stalp de rezerva, un butoi, orice se afla bine
proptit pe coverta este ,,aruncat in voia valurilor” in clipa cand e
lasat liber. Vasul insusi e ,,aruncat in mars®, cand paraseste portul.
in orice caz, ancora nu este niciodati ,,aruncati*.

in limbaj foarte tehnic, un vas ori o flota ,,stau — vorba prin
care se intelege ,,stau la ancora®, desi restul cuvintelor nu apar nici
scrise, nici rostite. Cuvantul ,,ancorat sund mai putin tehnic, dar
este tot atat de corect; cu aerul lui special, sunand cat se poate de
hotarat, el este un cuvant foarte potrivit pentru ziarele celei mai
mari tari maritime din lume. ,,Flota ancorata la Spitehead: suna
bine, concis §i marinaresc. Dar povestea cu ,,aruncatul ancorei* n-0
S-o ierte niciun marinar adevarat, cu atat mai mult cu cat e
prezentatd ca o expresie autenticd; oare o sd ajungem sa auzim $i ca
un vas a ,lansat“, a ,,azvarlit”, ori a ,,izgonit* ancora? Céandva in
tinerete am cunoscut un pilot de coasta (citea ziarele cu ravna) care,
pentru a desemna nepriceperea celor obignuiti mai mult cu viata pe
uscat, zicea: «Saracul de el, e unul din amaratii care stiu doar de

,,aruncatul ancorei‘».

of water on which she floats. A lashed boat, a spare spar, a cask or
what not secured about the decks, is “cast adrift” when it is untied.
Also the ship herself is “cast to port or starboard” when getting
under way. She, however, never “casts” her anchor.

To speak with severe technicality, a ship or a fleet is
“brought up”—the complementary words unpronounced and
unwritten being, of course, “to an anchor.” Less technically, but
not less correctly, the word “anchored,” with its characteristic
appearance and resolute sound, ought to be good enough for the
newspapers of the greatest maritime country in the world. “The
fleet anchored at Spithead”: can anyone want a better sentence for
brevity and seamanlike ring? But the “cast-anchor” trick, with its
affectation of being a sea-phrase—for why not write just as well
“threw anchor,” “flung anchor,” or “shied anchor”?—is intolerably
odious to a sailor’s ear. | remember a coasting pilot of my early
acquaintance (he used to read the papers assiduously) who, to
define the utmost degree of lubberliness in a landsman, used to say,

“He’s one of them poor, miserable ‘cast-anchor’ devils.”
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Gandul navigatorului nu paraseste niciodata ancora corabiei
lui. Poate si pentru cd ancora e un simbol al sperantei, dar mai ales
fiindca alt obiect mai greu decat ea nu are de manuit la bord in
indeletnicirile lui obisnuite de zi cu zi pe mare. Ai de lucru cu
ancorele ori de cate ori incepe si sfarseste o calatorie. Intrata in
Canalul Manecii, corabia are ancorele pregatite, paramele incheiate
si adulmecd tot timpul uscatul. In mintea marinarului, ancora si
uscatul sunt nedespartite. De 1ndata ce corabia paraseste Canalul
Manecii in drum spre lumea larga, cand intre ea si Polul Sud nu mai
este decat o imensa Intindere de ape, ancorele sunt trase si paramele
dispar de pe punte. Ancorele insi nu dispar. In limbaj tehnic,

e

»ancorele intra“. Legate cu pardme si cu lanturi la inele in marginea
puntii de la prova, dedesubtul panzelor ale caror parame se opintesc
din greu, ele par incleiate de lene si de somn. Legate fedeles, ele nu
sunt nicio clipa scdpate din ochi; puternice i nemiscate, aceste
insemne ale nadejdii tin tovarasie marinarului de veghe in cartul de

noapte. Zilele se scurg una dupa alta, ancorele de fier isi odihnesc

forma inconfundabila, indreptate Tnainte, putand fi zarite din orice

From first to last the seaman’s thoughts are very much
concerned with his anchors. It is not so much that the anchor is a
symbol of hope as that it is the heaviest object that he has to handle
on board his ship at sea in the usual routine of his duties. The
beginning and the end of every passage are marked distinctly by
work about the ship’s anchors. A vessel in the Channel has her
anchors always ready, her cables shackled on, and the land almost
always in sight. The anchor and the land are indissolubly connected
in a sailor’s thoughts. But directly she is clear of the narrow seas,
heading out into the world with nothing solid to speak of between
her and the South Pole, the anchors are got in and the cables
disappear from the deck. But the anchors do not disappear.
Technically speaking, they are ‘“secured in-board”; and, on the
forecastle head, lashed down to ring-bolts with ropes and chains,
under the straining sheets of the head-sails, they look very idle and
as if asleep. Thus bound, but carefully looked after, inert and
powerful, those emblems of hope make company for the look-out
man in the night watches; and so the days glide by, with a long rest
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colt al puntii, asteptand sa le vina si lor randul sa trudeasca undeva
la celalalt capat al lumii, In vreme ce corabia le duce navalnic,
lasand 1n urma o dara de spuma zbuciumata, in vreme ce in largul
marii valurile improasca si fac sa rugineasca madularele lor greoaie.
Cand uscatul se apropie, desi ochii marinarului nu-l pot
deslusi, primul semn este ordinul raspicat adresat de secund sefului
de echipaj: ,,Pregatim ancorele pentru azi dupd-amiaza“, ori ,la
prima ora, maine-dimineatd”. Secundul este pazitorul ancorelor
corabiei, lantul ancorei e numai in puterea lui. Cordbiile pot fi bune
ori rele, cordbii tihnite si cordbii pe care trupul si sufletul
secundului n-au nicio clipa de odihna, de cand incepe si pana cand
se incheie calatoria. Cum e omul, asa-i si corabia: asa zice
intelepciunea marindreasca si cred cd in general nu se ingeala.
Candva un batrdn marinar carunt Imi spunea ca exista si
corabii pe care ,,toate merg de-a-ndoaselea!. Facandu-i eu o vizita
amicala in doc, stiteam amandoi la pupa privind in jur, iar el
adauga: ,,Ca de exemplu corabia asta“. S-a uitat la mutra pe care am
facut-o, care exprima cuvenita compasiune profesionald, si mi-a
indreptdtit apoi banuiala fireasca: ,,Nu batranul e de vina. El nu se
baga niciodata. Daca-ti faci bine treaba de marinar, el e multumit.
Si totusi nu stiu cum se face ca pe corabia asta toate merg de-a-

ndoaselea. Ascultd-ma pe mine, € o corabie greoaie si pace™.

for those characteristically shaped pieces of iron, reposing forward,
visible from almost every part of the ship’s deck, waiting for their
work on the other side of the world somewhere, while the ship
carries them on with a great rush and splutter of foam underneath,
and the sprays of the open sea rust their heavy limbs.

The first approach to the land, as yet invisible to the crew’s
eyes, is announced by the brisk order of the chief mate to the
boatswain: “We will get the anchors over this afternoon” or “first
thing to-morrow morning,” as the case may be. For the chief mate
is the keeper of the ship’s anchors and the guardian of her cable.
There are good ships and bad ships, comfortable ships and ships
where, from first day to last of the voyage, there is no rest for a
chief mate’s body and soul. And ships are what men make them:
this is a pronouncement of sailor wisdom, and, no doubt, in the
main it is true.

However, there are ships where, as an old grizzled mate
once told me, “nothing ever seems to go right!” And, looking from
the poop where we both stood (I had paid him a neighbourly call in
dock), he added: “She’s one of them.” He glanced up at my face,
which expressed a proper professional sympathy, and set me right
in my natural surmise: “Oh no; the old man’s right enough. He

never interferes. Anything that’s done in a seamanlike way is good
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,Batranul“ era bineinteles capitanul vasului, care tocmai
aparuse pe punte intr-un palton cafeniu, cu joben, ne salutd cu un
semn politicos din cap si parasi vasul. Nu parea sa aiba mai mult de
treizeci de ani. Ofiterul mai varstnic cu care stiteam de vorba imi
sopti, aratandu-mi-1, ,,Batranul®, si apoi se porni sa-mi explice cu
exemple de ce i se pare lui ca e o corabie greoaie de felul ei. Vorbea
intr-un fel care parca voia sd micsoreze neajunsurile pe care le
ingira, de parca ar fi zis ,,Sa nu-ti inchipui ca-i port pica corabiei
pentru asta®.

Intamplarile povestite de el nu conteazi. Esentialul este cd
existd corabii nenorocoase. Indiferent ca e o corabie buna ori rea,
norocoasa ori nenorocoasd, secundul se simte cel mai in largul lui in
partea din fata a ei. Aceea este in mod special partea lui de corabie
cu toate cd, se-ntelege, ochiul lui urmareste cum merg lucrurile
peste tot. Acolo se afla ancorele lui, echipamentul de navigatie,
catargul trinchet, locul lui pentru manevra atunci cand conduce
capitanul. Tot acolo 1si au locul si membrii echipajului, carora ei le
spune ce au de facut, fie vremea buna ori rea, asa incat nava sa
mearga Inainte. Dintre marinarii §1 musii a caror sarcind € sa-
ngrijeasca panzele de la pupa, secundul e cel ce sare primul la

"6

strigatul ,,Intreg echipajul pe punte!“. El este zbirul acelei zone din

taramul independent al navei si din vina ori din meritul lui,

enough for him. And yet, somehow, nothing ever seems to go right
in this ship. 1 tell you what: she is naturally unhandy.”

The “old man,” of course, was his captain, who just then
came on deck in a silk hat and brown overcoat, and, with a civil nod
to us, went ashore. He was certainly not more than thirty, and the
elderly mate, with a murmur to me of “That’s my old man,”
proceeded to give instances of the natural unhandiness of the ship in
a sort of deprecatory tone, as if to say, “You mustn’t think I bear a
grudge against her for that.”

The instances do not matter. The point is that there are
ships where things do go wrong; but whatever the ship—good or
bad, lucky or unlucky—it is in the forepart of her that her chief
mate feels most at home. It is emphatically his end of the ship,
though, of course, he is the executive supervisor of the whole.
There are his anchors, his headgear, his foremast, his station for
manoeuvring when the captain is in charge. And there, too, live the
men, the ship’s hands, whom it is his duty to keep employed, fair
weather or foul, for the ship’s welfare. It is the chief mate, the only
figure of the ship’s afterguard, who comes bustling forward at the
cry of “All hands on deck!” He is the satrap of that province in the
autocratic realm of the ship, and more personally responsible for

anything that may happen there.
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se Intdmpla tot ce se intdmpla acolo.

Tot 1n acelasi loc al navei, de indatd ce incepe sa se vada
uscatul, el ,,pregateste ancorele” cu ajutorul sefului de echipaj, al
lemnarului de la bord si al celor din cartul lui, pe care-i cunoaste cel
mai bine. Are grija ca lantul ancorei sa fie bine agezat, vinciul de
ancora decuplat, dispozitivele de blocare a lantului deschise. Dupa
ce-si strigd ultimul ordin, ,,Atentie la lant!*, dus de vasul ce se
indreapta incet spre locul unde are sa traga la mal, secundul ciuleste
urechile sa auda razbatand de la pupa strigatul ,,Funda ancora!*. Se
apleacd de indata cu ochii la apa, vede cum se scufunda obiectul
credincios din fier greu, cerceteaza si se asigura ca ancora e libera.

Cand spuneam ca ancora ,,¢ libera“, asta inseamna ca s-a
degajat de lantul ce o tine. Ancora trebuie sd coboare de la prova
vasului fara ca lantul sa se impiedice de vreo parte din ea, altfel ea
se incurcd 1n lant §i greu o mai ridici napoi la bord. Lantul trebuie
sa fie drept pe inel, altfel ancora nu va avea destula putere, oricat de
bun ar fi locul de ancorare. In caz de furtund, ancora de obicei nu
tine; la fel ca oamenii, uneltele au si ele nevoie de blandete cand li
se cere sd dea ,,tot ce pot“. Ancora este un insemn al sperantei, dar o
ancora Incurcata In propriul lant e mai rea decat cea mai Ingelatoare
si mai desartd dintre sperantele ce au amagit vreodata oamenii,

natiile s se simta 1n siguranta. Sentimentul ca te afli in siguranta,

4

There, too, on the approach to the land, assisted by the
boatswain and the carpenter, he “gets the anchors over” with the
men of his own watch, whom he knows better than the others.
There he sees the cable ranged, the windlass disconnected, the
compressors opened; and there, after giving his own last order,
“Stand clear of the cable!” he waits attentive, in a silent ship that
forges slowly ahead towards her picked-out berth, for the sharp
shout from aft, “Let go!” Instantly bending over, he sees the trusty
iron fall with a heavy plunge under his eyes, which watch and note
whether it has gone clear.

For the anchor “to go clear” means to go clear of its own
chain. Your anchor must drop from the bow of your ship with no
turn of cable on any of its limbs, else you would be riding to a foul
anchor. Unless the pull of the cable is fair on the ring, no anchor
can be trusted even on the best of holding ground. In time of stress
it is bound to drag, for implements and men must be treated fairly to
give you the “virtue” which is in them. The anchor is an emblem of
hope, but a foul anchor is worse than the most fallacious of false
hopes that ever lured men or nations into a sense of security. And
the sense of security, even the most warranted, is a bad councillor.
It is the sense which, like that exaggerated feeling of well-being

ominous of the coming on of madness, precedes the swift fall of
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chiar si atunci cand e pe deplin indreptatit, e un rau sfatuitor. Tot
asa cum o senzatie de prea mare bine poate fi doar semnul unor
apropiate si adanci tulburdri nervoase, sentimentul de siguranta e
adesea doar inceputul unei prabusiri fulgeratoare. Marinarul care e
prea increzator in rezultatele muncii lui, §i a carui liniste nu este
tocmai indreptatita, nu-i decat pe jumatate vrednic de painea pe care
o mananca. latd de ce, dintre toti secunzii mei, in B... am avut cea
mai mare incredere. Purta mustatd roscatd, avea o fatd uscativa,
roscatd si ea, si o privire fara astampar. Pot spune despre el cu
inima impacata ca era vrednic de painea pe care o manca.

Acum, dupd atatia ani, cand cercetez sentimentul care mi-a
ramas in urma ciocnirii personalitdtilor noastre, aflu in el o oarecare
antipatie, si nici nu ma mir. Nu stiu dacd vreun tdndr comandant a
avut vreodata printre membrii echipajului lui un tovards de célatorie
mai nesuferit. Nu-i drept sa-i vorbesti de rau pe cei ce nu sunt de
fata, dar nu ma pot impiedica sa-mi spun ca, oricat de nepretuitd ar
fi presimtirea primejdiei pentru un marinar, B... se cam Intrecea cu
gluma. Te baga in sperieti (chiar si cand, in dreapta mea la masa, se
apleca deasupra farfuriei cu carne conservatd) cu aerul lui ca e gata
in orice clipa sa se azvarle in lupta cu o nenorocire de neinldturat.
Trebuie totusi sa adaug ca (la nevoie) stia si sa aiba incredere totala

in puterile lui, aceasta fiind cealalta fata a oricarui marinar adevarat.

4

disaster. A seaman labouring under an undue sense of security
becomes at once worth hardly half his salt. Therefore, of all my
chief officers, the one | trusted most was a man called B-. He had a
red moustache, a lean face, also red, and an uneasy eye. He was
worth all his salt.

On examining now, after many years, the residue of the
feeling which was the outcome of the contact of our personalities, |
discover, without much surprise, a certain flavour of dislike. Upon
the whole, I think he was one of the most uncomfortable shipmates
possible for a young commander. If it is permissible to criticise the
absent, | should say he had a little too much of the sense of
insecurity which is so invaluable in a seaman. He had an extremely
disturbing air of being everlastingly ready (even when seated at
table at my right hand before a plate of salt beef) to grapple with
some impending calamity. | must hasten to add that he had also the
other qualification necessary to make a trustworthy seaman—that of
an absolute confidence in himself. What was really wrong with him
was that he had these qualities in an unrestful degree. His eternally
watchful demeanour, his jerky, nervous talk, even his, as it were,
determined silences, seemed to imply—and, | believe, they did
imply—that to his mind the ship was never safe in my hands. Such

was the man who looked after the anchors of a less than
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Din nefericire, aceste doua atribute ale marinarului luau de la el
proportii ingrijoratoare. Era tot timpul in alerta, vorbea pe un ton
nervos, sacadat, cand tacea se vedea cat de colo ca isi impune sa
taca, si toate acestea pareau sa spuna, si chiar o spuneau, sunt sigur,
cd, in ce-l priveste, simte ca vasul nu poate fi in sigurantd cata
vreme se afla Tn mainile mele. Asta era firea omului care se ingrijea
de ancorele unei corabii cu cinci sute de tone incarcatura, prima din
cariera mea de comandant. Omul a pierit intre timp, dar amintirea
lui afectuoasa nu se va sterge decat odatd cu mine. Sub ochiul de
vultur al domnului B... nu exista sd se Incurce vreo ancora in lant.
Era grozav sa poti fi linistit in aceasta privintd cand te aflai intr-0
rada neadapostita si din cabina auzeai vantul suierand; au fost totusi
unele clipe cand 1-am urat pe domnul B... din cale-afard. Gandindu-
ma insa la cautatura lui manioasa si sfidatoare, imi dau acum seama
cd nu i s-a parut lipsit de interes sd-mi raspunda cu aceeasi moneda,
si asta nu o datd. Nu stiu cum s-a facut ca ne-am atasat amandoi
grozav de tare de acel vas. Si singurul defect al domnului B..., care
era de altfel plin de calitati, era ca, indiferent ce s-ar fi intamplat, lui
pur si simplu 11 era imposibil sd creadd ca vasul n-are sa dea de
bucluc sub comanda mea. In primul rand, era cu peste cinci ani mai
mare ca mine, §i asta Intr-un moment al vietii cand cinci ani

inseamna mult: eu aveam doudzeci §i noua, iar el treizeci si patru.

4

five-hundred-ton barque, my first command, now gone from the
face of the earth, but sure of a tenderly remembered existence as
long as I live. No anchor could have gone down foul under Mr.
B-’s piercing eye. It was good for one to be sure of that when, in an
open roadstead, one heard in the cabin the wind pipe up; but still,
there were moments when | detested Mr. B- exceedingly. From the
way he used to glare sometimes, | fancy that more than once he
paid me back with interest. It so happened that we both loved the
little barque very much. And it was just the defect of Mr. B-’s
inestimable qualities that he would never persuade himself to
believe that the ship was safe in my hands. To begin with, he was
more than five years older than myself at a time of life when five
years really do count, | being twenty-nine and he thirty-four; then,
on our first leaving port (I don’t see why I should make a secret of
the fact that it was Bangkok), a bit of manoeuvring of mine
amongst the islands of the Gulf of Siam had given him an
unforgettable scare. Ever since then he had nursed in secret a bitter
idea of my utter recklessness. But upon the whole, and unless the
grip of a man’s hand at parting means nothing whatever, I conclude
that we did like each other at the end of two years and three months
well enough.

The bond between us was the ship; and therein a ship,
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Tocmai parasisem portul (la urma urmei, nu vad de ce n-as dezvalui
ca e vorba de portul Bangkok), cand s-a intamplat s manevrez nava
printre insulele golfului Siam in asa fel, incat se pare ca l-am bagat
in sperieti. Din clipa aceea a ramas el cu convingerea amard cd sunt
un mare nesocotit. Lasand Insa acestea la o parte, si gdndindu-ma ca
nu degeaba ne-am strans mana calduros la despartire, ca asta trebuie
sa insemne ceva, ei bine, presupun ca dupa doi ani si trei luni am
ajuns sd tinem unul la altul.

Ceea ce ne lega era corabia. In aceastd privinti, cu toate ci
are atribute feminine si te poate face chiar sa-ti pierzi capul, corabia
este totusi altceva decat o femeie. N-ar fi deci de mirare ca mi s-au
aprins calcaiele dupa prima nava pe care o conduceam; trebuie insa
sd recunosc, cred, cd sentimentul domnului B... avea ratiuni mai
inalte. Eram amandoi la fel de dornici ca obiectul iubirii noastre sa
aiba o Infatisare placuta. Mie imi plicea sa aud cum e laudatd pe
uscat, dar B... avea o mandrie mai ascunsa a sentimentului lui, se
purta ca o slujnica devotati. li era atat de credincios si era atat de
mandru de ea, Incat se trezea stergand de praf balustrada de lemn de
tek lustruit a micii cordbii cu batista lui de matase, care-i fusese
probabil daruita de doamna B...

Asa se manifesta iubirea lui pentru corabie. Cat despre lipsa

remarcabila a sentimentului lui de siguranta, ea 1-a impins o datd

though she has female attributes and is loved very unreasonably, is
different from a woman. That | should have been tremendously
smitten with my first command is nothing to wonder at, but I
suppose | must admit that Mr. B-’s sentiment was of a higher
order. Each of us, of course, was extremely anxious about the good
appearance of the beloved object; and, though | was the one to
glean compliments ashore, B- had the more intimate pride of
feeling, resembling that of a devoted handmaiden. And that sort of
faithful and proud devotion went so far as to make him go about
flicking the dust off the varnished teak-wood rail of the little craft
with a silk pocket-handkerchief—a present from Mrs. B-, | believe.

That was the effect of his love for the barque. The effect of
his admirable lack of the sense of security once went so far as to
make him remark to me: “Well, sir, you are a lucky man!”

It was said in a tone full of significance, but not exactly
offensive, and it was, | suppose, my innate tact that prevented my
asking, “What on earth do you mean by that?”

Later on his meaning was illustrated more fully on a dark
night in a tight corner during a dead on-shore gale. | had called him
up on deck to help me consider our extremely unpleasant situation.
There was not much time for deep thinking, and his summing-up

was: “It looks pretty bad, whichever we try; but, then, sir, you
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pana-ntr-acolo incat sa exclame: ,,Domnule, pe onoarea mea ca
sunteti un om norocos!

Tonul lui era plin de subintelesuri, fard a fi totusi jignitor.
Cred ca doar tactul meu innascut m-a oprit sa-1 intreb: ,,Ce naiba
vrei sd spui cu asta? “

Abia mai tarziu am inteles exact ce voia sa spund. Era o
noapte intunecoasd si eram Incoltiti de o furtund cumplitd dinspre
larg. 1l chemasem pe punte si ne socotim amandoi cum si iesim
mai bine din Incurcatura. Timp de gandire nu prea aveam si
concluzia lui a fost: ,,Nu stdm prea bine, orice am face, dar la urma
urmei, domnule, intotdeauna izbutiti s-o scoateti la capat intr-un fel

sau altul®.

always do get out of a mess somehow.”
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VI

E greu sa desparti imaginea ancorelor corabiei de imaginea
secundului — cel care se ingrijeste ca ancorele sd coboare libere si
caruia i se intdmpld sd le tragd Tnapoi incurcate in lant. E un lucru
firesc. Oricat de mare ar fi grija secundului, cine poate Tmpiedica
vasul sa se clatine purtat de vanturi si maree, cine poate impiedica
lantul s@ se rasuceascd exact cand nu trebuie in jurul traversei ori al
varfului ancorei? Asa ca ,,pregatirea“ ancorei $i mai apoi asigurarea
ei se prelungesc la nesfarsit si 1i dau secundului mare bataie de cap.
El trebuie sa urmadreasa atent cum se intinde, cum creste lantul —
aceasta fiind o expresie marinareasca ce tine de un limbaj tehnic
plin de fortd, precizie si imagini sugestive, limbaj faurit de oameni
simpli, priceputi sa vada tot adevarul concret al meseriei lor, limbaj
care exprima concret sensul, surprinzand esentialul, aceasta fiind de
fapt ambitia tuturor artistilor cuvantului. Prin urmare, nu vom auzi
marinarii spunand ca ,,aruncd ancora®; capitanul care se afld la pupa
striga catre secundul sau de pe puntea de la prova aceste cuvinte cu
aer impresionist: ,,Cum aluneca lantul?*. Intr-adevar, ,intins

inainte!* este cuvantul potrivit pentru alunecarea indelunga, piezisa,

VI

It is difficult to disconnect the idea of ships’ anchors from
the idea of the ship’s chief mate—the man who sees them go down
clear and come up sometimes foul; because not even the most
unremitting care can always prevent a ship, swinging to winds and
tide, from taking an awkward turn of the cable round stock or
fluke. Then the business of “getting the anchor” and securing it
afterwards is unduly prolonged, and made a weariness to the chief
mate. He is the man who watches the growth of the cable—a
sailor’s phrase which has all the force, precision, and imagery of
technical language that, created by simple men with keen eyes for
the real aspect of the things they see in their trade, achieves the just
expression seizing upon the essential, which is the ambition of the
artist in words. Therefore the sailor will never say, “cast anchor,”
and the ship-master aft will hail his chief mate on the forecastle in
impressionistic phrase: “How does the cable grow?” Because
“grow” 1s the right word for the long drift of a cable emerging
aslant under the strain, taut as a bow-string above the water. And it
IS the voice of the keeper of the ship’s anchors that will answer:
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incordatd a lantului intins ca o coardd de arc la suprafata apei.
Pizitorul ancorelor corabiei rispunde de randul lui: ,,Intins inainte,
domnule®, ori ,Liber la prova“, ori vreun alt strigat concis si
respectuos care sa descrie miscarea.

Pe o0 nava comerciald in drum spre casa nu exista ordin de
rostit cu mai multd putere in glas si primit cu strigite mai
rasundtoare decat ,,Echipa la ancord!“. Oamenii, cu totii in
asteptare, dau navald la prova, tropdie, insfacd manelele de
cabestan. Zanganitul opritoarelor nsoteste cantecul tanguios al
ancorei ce urca si toate se unesc intr-un cor tumultos. Izbucnirea
aceasta de agitatie zgomotoasa a intregului echipaj al vasului rasuna
in vazduh ca invierea corabiei insesi, care pana atunci, cum ar zice
Olandezul Zburator cu o expresie sugestiva, ,,zdcea ancoratd in
somn adanc®.

Intr-adevar, o corabie cu panzele stranse si legate, rasfranta
toatd, din varful catargului si pand la linia de plutire, in apa
lucitoare §i netedd a portului Tmpresurat de uscat, 1i pare
marinarului imaginea insdsi a somnului odihnitor. Pe vremuri, cand
se pregdtea ancora, o0 nava comerciala rasuna de la un capat la altul,
fierbea de zgomote insufletitoare si pline de bucurie. Aveai
sentimentul ca, odata cu Insemnul sperantei, fiecare membru al

echipajului abia asteapta sa traga din adancuri toate nadejdile lui

“Grows right ahead, sir,” or “Broad on the bow,” or whatever
concise and deferential shout will fit the case.

There is no order more noisily given or taken up with lustier
shouts on board a homeward-bound merchant ship than the
command, “Man the windlass!” The rush of expectant men out of
the forecastle, the snatching of hand-spikes, the tramp of feet, the
clink of the pawls, make a stirring accompaniment to a plaintive up-
anchor song with a roaring chorus; and this burst of noisy activity
from a whole ship’s crew seems like a voiceful awakening of the
ship herself, till then, in the picturesque phrase of Dutch seamen,
“lying asleep upon her iron.”

For a ship with her sails furled on her squared yards, and
reflected from truck to water-line in the smooth gleaming sheet of a
landlocked harbour, seems, indeed, to a seaman’s eye the most
perfect picture of slumbering repose. The getting of your anchor
was a noisy operation on board a merchant ship of yesterday—an
inspiring, joyous noise, as if, with the emblem of hope, the ship’s
company expected to drag up out of the depths, each man all his
personal hopes into the reach of a securing hand—the hope of
home, the hope of rest, of liberty, of dissipation, of hard pleasure,
following the hard endurance of many days between sky and water.

And this noisiness, this exultation at the moment of the ship’s
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pentru a si le aduce si a le pastra la indemana — nadejdea sa ajunga
acasa, sa se odihneasca, sa umble liber, sa-si faca toate chefurile, sa
traiasca placerea in ce are ea primitiv, fiindca la fel de primitiva
fusese lunga incercare a nenumaratelor zile petrecute intre cer si
ape. Larma si bucuria de pe vas in clipa plecarii se sterg si corabia e
cu totul alta atunci cAnd se apropie muti de o rada striind. In acele
clipe de tacere, despuiata de panze, nava Inainteaza incet spre locul
ales pentru ancorare. Panzele stranse flutura molcom deasupra
capetelor celor ce asteapta nemiscati pe punti, iar de sus, de la pupa,
capitanul priveste tintd drept Tnainte. Treptat corabia isi pierde
puterea, incetineste de tot, iar pe puntea de la prova cele trei siluete
in asteptare in preajma ancorei pandesc ordinul care incheie o
calatorie ce a durat poate chiar noudzeci de zile incheiate pe mare:
,,Funda ancora!“.

Aceste cuvinte pecetluiesc incheierea unei calatorii, ii
incununeazi truda si izbanda. Intr-o existentdi masurati prin
calatorie dupa calatorie, de la un port la altul, prabusirea ancorei
care improascd apa in toate partile si huruitul asurzitor al lantului
par sd apropie brusc un timp altfel indepartat. Simtind schimbarea,
intreaga alcdtuire a corabiei e strabatuta de un fior scurt si adanc. Se
vede cu mult mai aproape de moartea ce nu o va cruta, fiindca nici

anii, nici calatoriile ei, nu pot dura la nesfarsit. Parca ar fi batut

departure, make a tremendous contrast to the silent moments of her
arrival in a foreign roadstead—the silent moments when, stripped of
her sails, she forges ahead to her chosen berth, the loose canvas
fluttering softly in the gear above the heads of the men standing still
upon her decks, the master gazing intently forward from the break
of the poop. Gradually she loses her way, hardly moving, with the
three figures on her forecastle waiting attentively about the cat-head
for the last order of, perhaps, full ninety days at sea: “Let go!”

This is the final word of a ship’s ended journey, the closing
word of her toil and of her achievement. In a life whose worth is
told out in passages from port to port, the splash of the anchor’s fall
and the thunderous rumbling of the chain are like the closing of a
distinct period, of which she seems conscious with a slight deep
shudder of all her frame. By so much is she nearer to her appointed
death, for neither years nor voyages can go on forever. It is to her
like the striking of a clock, and in the pause which follows she
seems to take count of the passing time.

This is the last important order; the others are mere routine
directions. Once more the master is heard: “Give her forty-five
fathom to the water’s edge,” and then he, too, is done for a time.
For days he leaves all the harbour work to his chief mate, the keeper

of the ship’s anchor and of the ship’s routine. For days his voice
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ceasul, iar in clipele linigtite care urmeaza corabia isi trdieste
trecerea timpului in tacere.

Acesta este ultimul ordin important; toate celelalte sunt
instructiuni de rutind. Vocea capitanului mai adauga, ,,Lasati

'66

patruzeci si cinci de brate pana la fund!“, dupa care si capitanul
amuteste o vreme. Zile intregi dupa aceea, el lasa treburile ce
trebuie facute in port in seama secundului, pazitorul ancorei si al
rutinei vasului. Zile intregi pe punti nu se mai aude vocea tdioasa,
cu tonul sever al celui care comanda. Apoi, cand gurile de incarcare

sunt incad deschise si vasul continud sa astepte in tacere, capitanul

negresit ordona din nou de la pupa: ,,Echipa la ancora!®.

4

will not be heard raised about the decks, with that curt, austere
accent of the man in charge, till, again, when the hatches are on,
and in a silent and expectant ship, he shall speak up from aft in

commanding tones: “Man the windlass!”
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VII

Mai acum un an, pe cand ma uitam peste un ziar cu principii
sandtoase, dar ai carui redactori nu renuntd nici in ruptul capului la
,,aruncarea‘“ ancorei si la calatoriile ,,pe* vase (of!), am dat peste un
articol despre sezonul de iahting. Si unde mai pui ca era un articol
bun! Mie, care n-aveam de-a face cu navigatia de placere (desi este
o placere sa navighezi, indiferent cu ce) si nici nu ma interesau
cursele in larg, nemultumirea autorului in ce priveste greutatile
facute iahturilor nu mi-a spus mare lucru, desi am inteles-0. N-as
putea sd spun ca m-a interesat nici ingirarea curselor importante din
anul respectiv. Ma bucura sa aflu de vasele de 52 de picioare, ale
caror recorduri autorul le ridicd in sldvi. Numai ca, atat cat inteleg
eu, denumirea acestor vase nu-mi spune mai nimic, chiar daca ea
pare cét se poate de precisd celor ce se ocupa cu iahturile.

Autorul lauda aceastd categorie a navelor de agrement si,
cum eu iubesc din principiu tot ceea ce pluteste, nici nu ma gandesc
sa-1 pun cuvintele la indoiald. Sunt gata sa admir §i sa respect vasele

de 52 de picioare, dacd ma indeamna cineva care deplange cu atata

VII

The other year, looking through a newspaper of sound
principles, but whose staff will persist in “casting” anchors and
going to sea “on” a ship (ough!), I came across an article upon the
season’s yachting. And, behold! it was a good article. To a man
who had but little to do with pleasure sailing (though all sailing is a
pleasure), and certainly nothing whatever with racing in open
waters, the writer’s strictures upon the handicapping of yachts were
just intelligible and no more. And I do not pretend to any interest in
the enumeration of the great races of that year. As to the fifty-two-
foot linear raters, praised so much by the writer, I am warmed up by
his approval of their performances; but, as far as any clear
conception goes, the descriptive phrase, so precise to the
comprehension of a yachtsman, evokes no definite image in my
mind.

The writer praises that class of pleasure vessels, and | am
willing to endorse his words, as any man who loves every craft
afloat would be ready to do. | am disposed to admire and respect
the fifty-two-foot linear raters on the word of a man who regrets in
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intelegere si compasiune apropiatd, trista disparitie a navigatiei cu
iahtul.

Evident, cursele cu iahtul sunt o distractie organizatd, prin
intermediul lor trandavia sociala cultiva orgoliul unor locuitori avuti
ai acestor insule, orgoliu care este cel putin egal cu dragostea lor
innascutd pentru mare. Numai ca autorul articolului despre care e
vorba afirmd in continuare, cu o intelegere corectd a chestiunii, ca
sportul acesta e un mod de a-si castiga existenta pentru o multime
de oameni (nu mai putini de 20.000, ni se spune). El numeste acest
sport o adevaratd industrie. Ei bine, o industrie, productivd ori
neproductiva, are si o laturd morald; partea pozitiva si ideald a
acestui mod de a-ti castiga existenta este faptul cad meseriasii
dobandesc si isi pastreazd o indemanare nemaiintdlnitd. Aceasta
indemanare pur tehnica nu se reduce la felul cinstit in care lucrezi.
Ea cuprinde, pe langd cinste si usurinta, si respectarea regulilor;
avem de-a face cu un sentiment limpede si inalt, numai in mica
masura utilitar, care ar putea fi numit demnitatea muncii. Intervine
aici o traditie sporitda prin acumulare, pastratd vie de ambitia
fiecdrui participant, a cdrei precizie € mentinutd la un nivel ridicat
de exigenta comuna celor din breasla; asa cum se intampla in artele
frumoase, aceastd traditie este stimulatd §i mentinutd prin laude

judicioase.

such a sympathetic and understanding spirit the threatened decay of
yachting seamanship.

Of course, yacht racing is an organized pastime, a function
of social idleness ministering to the vanity of certain wealthy
inhabitants of these isles nearly as much as to their inborn love of
the sea. But the writer of the article in question goes on to point
out, with insight and justice, that for a great number of people
(20,000, I think he says) it is a means of livelihood—that it is, in his
own words, an industry. Now, the moral side of an industry,
productive or unproductive, the redeeming and ideal aspect of this
bread-winning, is the attainment and preservation of the highest
possible skill on the part of the craftsmen. Such skill, the skill of
technique, is more than honesty; it is something wider, embracing
honesty and grace and rule in an elevated and clear sentiment, not
altogether utilitarian, which may be called the honour of labour. It
is made up of accumulated tradition, kept alive by individual pride,
rendered exact by professional opinion, and, like the higher arts, it
spurred on and sustained by discriminating praise.

This is why the attainment of proficiency, the pushing of
your skill with attention to the most delicate shades of excellence, is
a matter of vital concern. Efficiency of a practically flawless kind

may be reached naturally in the struggle for bread. But there is
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Iata de ce este de importantd capitala sa atingi 0 anume
dibacie, sa-ti rafinezi cu atentie indemanarea pand la perfectiune.
Lupta pentru existentd atinge de la sine treapta unei eficiente fara
cusur. Dar lucrurile nu se opresc aici. Mai sus de simpla
indemanare poate ajunge doar cine e condus de o iubire si de o
mandrie cu totul speciale; apare aici inspiratia, cea care aduce opera
aproape de perfectiunea artei, care o face sa fie o opera de arta.

Tot asa cum cei a caror cinste iesitd din comun ridica o
comunitate de oameni cinstiti de la un nivel mediu la unul foarte
inalt al constiintei publice, oamenii a caror indemanare devine arta,
prin stradanie neintreruptd, imping mai sus nivelul mediu al
executiei corecte in orice mestesug, pe mare ori pe uscat. In munca,
dar si in joc, trebuie cultivate conditiile care fac posibild atingerea
vie a perfectiunii supreme. In caz contrar, industria ori jocul
respectiv pot pieri, amenintate de 0 viclenie ascunsa chiar Tnduntrul
lor. Iata agadar motivul pentru care am citit cu mare parere de rau in
acel articol despre sezonul de iahting din nu mai stiu ce an cé la
bordul iahturilor de curse stiinta marinareascd nu mai e ceea ce a
fost cu putini, foarte putini ani in urma.

Cred cd am inteles bine miezul acelui articol scris cu
siguranta de cineva care nu numai ca stie dar si intelege, ceea ce (in

treacdt fie zis) e mult mai rar decat s-ar crede, fiindcad intelegerea

something beyond—a higher point, a subtle and unmistakable touch
of love and pride beyond mere skill; almost an inspiration which
gives to all work that finish which is almost art—which is art.

As men of scrupulous honour set up a high standard of
public conscience above the dead-level of an honest community, so
men of that skill which passes into art by ceaseless striving raise the
dead-level of correct practice in the crafts of land and sea. The
conditions fostering the growth of that supreme, alive excellence, as
well in work as in play, ought to be preserved with a most careful
regard lest the industry or the game should perish of an insidious
and inward decay. Therefore | have read with profound regret, in
that article upon the yachting season of a certain year, that the
seamanship on board racing yachts is not now what it used to be
only a few, very few, years ago.

For that was the gist of that article, written evidently by a
man who not only knows but understands—a thing (let me remark
in passing) much rarer than one would expect, because the sort of
understanding | mean is inspired by love; and love, though in a
sense it may be admitted to be stronger than death, is by no means
so universal and so sure. In fact, love is rare—the love of men, of
things, of ideas, the love of perfected skill. For love is the enemy of

haste; it takes count of passing days, of men who pass away,
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despre care vorbesc izvoraste din iubire. lar iubirea la randul ei,
chiar daca spunem ca intr-un anume sens e mai tare ca moartea, nu
e de fapt nici pe departe atat de generald si de neinlaturat. La drept
vorbind, e rard iubirea — iubirea de oameni, de lucruri, de idei,
iubirea pentru indeméanarea ce atinge perfectiunea. Este rara fiindca
iubirea e vrajmasa grabei. Iubirea adund tot ceea ce piere, zile,
oameni, frumusetea artei indelung faurite, sortitd sd se piarda
asemeni celorlalte si sa nu mai fie. Iubirea si regretul sunt strans
legate pe aceastd lume care se schimbad cu mai mare iuteald decat
fuga norilor rasfranta in oglinda marii.

E nedrept sa judecam iahturile dupa recordurile pe care pot
sau nu sa le atingd. Este nedrept atat pentru un vas, cat si pentru
echipaj. E nedrept daca ne gandim la forma perfecta a vasului si la
priceperea celor ce-1 slujesc. Oare nu suntem noi slujitorii propriilor
noastre creatii? Trdim o robie nesfarsita: suntem robii a tot ceea ce a
nascocit mintea noastra si a tot ceea ce mainile noastre au faurit.
Omul se naste ca sa-si implineasca sorocul pe pdmant, si ce poate fi
mai frumos decat faptul ca nu o face numai fiindca asa trebuie si ca
nu se poate altfel? Arta e o stapana nespus de exigenta. Si la urma
urmei, cum bine zice autorul articolului cald si placut scris din care

au izvorat aceste ganduri ale mele, manuirea iahtului e o arta.

of a fine art matured slowly in the course of years and doomed in a
short time to pass away too, and be no more. Love and regret go
hand in hand in this world of changes swifter than the shifting of
the clouds reflected in the mirror of the sea.

To penalize a yacht in proportion to the fineness of her
performance is unfair to the craft and to her men. It is unfair to the
perfection of her form and to the skill of her servants. For we men
are, in fact, the servants of our creations. We remain in everlasting
bondage to the productions of our brain and to the work of our
hands. A man is born to serve his time on this earth, and there is
something fine in the service being given on other grounds than that
of utility. The bondage of art is very exacting. And, as the writer
of the article which started this train of thought says with lovable
warmth, the sailing of yachts is a fine art.

His contention is that racing, without time allowances for
anything else but tonnage—that is, for size—has fostered the fine
art of sailing to the pitch of perfection. Every sort of demand is
made upon the master of a sailing-yacht, and to be penalized in
proportion to your success may be of advantage to the sport itself,
but it has an obviously deteriorating effect upon the seamanship.

The fine art is being lost.
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Ni se oferd ca argument faptul cd intrecerile acestea care nu
tin seama decat de tonaj — adica de marime — in stabilirea vitezei au
ajutat arta navigatiei sa atingd culmea perfectiunii. Capitanul unui
iaht cu vele are o multime de indatoriri; poate ca sportul ca atare
castigd din felul cum esti apreciat in functie de reusitd, dar
priceperea marinareasca sigur pierde ceva. Ea inceteaza sa mai fie o

arta.
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VIII

In timpul calatoriilor si al intrecerilor cu iahturi s-au format
acei marinari care muncesc pe toatd intinderea vasului, oameni
nascuti si crescuti pe mare, care pescuiesc iarna i navigheaza cu
iahtul vara; oameni pentru care manuirea greementului, a acelei
velaturi speciale a iahtului, nu mai are taine. Doar dorinta lor de a
izbandi a ridicat navigatia de agrement la demnitatea unei arte, a
unei arte cu adevarat frumoase. Cum ziceam, nu ma pricep catusi de
putin la curse si nici atdt la ceea ce se cheama greement; in orice
caz, imi este clar cd genul acesta de velatura intinsa pe toata puntea
e cel mai potrivit pentru cilatoriile ori intrecerile de agrement. in
primul rand, este usor de manuit. Orientarea velelor in directia
vantului se poate face rapid si precis. E de mare ajutor suprafata
neintrerupta de nimic a velaturii. Pe un numar foarte mic de catarge
std intinsd incredibil de multa panza. Cele doud mari avantaje ale
greementului sunt intdi ca nu atdrnd greu si apoi ca dispune de o
mare fortd concentrata.

O flotd de astfel de ambarcatiuni ancorate are o gratie

fragild. Dispunerea panzelor seaména extraordinar de bine cu

VIII

The sailing and racing of yachts has developed a class of
fore-and-aft sailors, men born and bred to the sea, fishing in winter
and yachting in summer; men to whom the handling of that
particular rig presents no mystery. It is their striving for victory
that has elevated the sailing of pleasure craft to the dignity of a fine
art in that special sense. As | have said, | know nothing of racing
and but little of fore-and-aft rig; but the advantages of such a rig are
obvious, especially for purposes of pleasure, whether in cruising or
racing. It requires less effort in handling; the trimming of the sail-
planes to the wind can be done with speed and accuracy; the
unbroken spread of the sail-area is of infinite advantage; and the
greatest possible amount of canvas can be displayed upon the least
possible quantity of spars. Lightness and concentrated power are
the great qualities of fore-and-aft rig.

A fleet of fore-and-afters at anchor has its own slender
graciousness. The setting of their sails resembles more than
anything else the unfolding of a bird’s wings; the facility of their
evolutions is a pleasure to the eye. They are birds of the sea, whose
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aripile desficute ale pasarilor. Inaintarea lor usoard e o adevarata
placere pentru ochi. Ele sunt pasdri de mare, inoatd de parcad ar
zbura si iti lasd impresia ca inainteazd ca o fiintd vie, nu ca o
unealtd nascocitd i manuitd. Indiferent de unde te uiti, nu cunosc
nimic mai frumos prin simplitate decat aceste vase cu panze de la
un cap la altul. O goeletd, o i0ld ori un cuter conduse de un om
priceput te fac sa crezi ca aluneca singure, de parca ar fi inzestrate
cu gandire, indemanare, iuteald. O manevra reusitd iti produce o
placere la fel de vie ca si aparitia unei fiinte agere la minte, cu
gesturi gratioase si precise.

Dintre cele trei feluri de panze intinse pe toatd puntea pe
care le-am numit, cuterul — tipul de panze pentru curse par
excellence — are cea mai impunatoare infatisare, datorita faptului ca
toate velele sunt de fapt o singura bucatd de panza lunga si
neintrerupta. Cu uriasa lui veld mare, trecand incet pe langa o limba
de pamant ori la capatul unui ponton, sub ochii nostri plini de
admiratie, cuterul se invaluie intr-un aer mut si maiestuos de
superioritate. Cand e ancoratd, goeleta arata si mai bine; pare sa fie
mult mai eficienta si are o infatisare mai proportionata, cu cele doua
catarge in lungul navei semet inclinate catre pupa. Cat despre
panzele iolei, ele ajung sa-ti placa pand la urma. Dintre toate as zice

ca sunt si cel mai usor de manuit.

swimming is like flying, and resembles more a natural function than
the handling of man-invented appliances. The fore-and-aft rig in its
simplicity and the beauty of its aspect under every angle of vision
is, | believe, unapproachable. A schooner, yawl, or cutter in charge
of a capable man seems to handle herself as if endowed with the
power of reasoning and the gift of swift execution. One laughs with
sheer pleasure at a smart piece of manoeuvring, as at a
manifestation of a living creature’s quick wit and graceful
precision.

Of those three varieties of fore-and-aft rig, the cutter—the
racing rig par excellence—is of an appearance the most imposing,
from the fact that practically all her canvas is in one piece. The
enormous mainsail of a cutter, as she draws slowly past a point of
land or the end of a jetty under your admiring gaze, invests her with
an air of lofty and silent majesty. At anchor a schooner looks
better; she has an aspect of greater efficiency and a better balance to
the eye, with her two masts distributed over the hull with a
swaggering rake aft. The yawl rig one comes in time to love. It is,
I should think, the easiest of all to manage.

For racing, a cutter; for a long pleasure voyage, a schooner;
for cruising in home waters, the yawl; and the handling of them all

is indeed a fine art. It requires not only the knowledge of the
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Pentru curse, cuterul; pentru o calatorie lungd de agrement,
goeleta; pentru plimbari aproape de tarm, iola; iar manuirea
fiecdreia dintre ele este o adevaratd artd. E nevoie nu numai sa
cunosti in general principiile de navigatie; trebuie sa stii foarte bine
tipul vasului. Teoretic, toate ambarcatiunile merg la fel, asa cum,
luati intr-un mod general si rigid, toti oamenii seamana intre ei. Dar,
dacd vrei sa izbandesti 1n viatd castigand afectiunea si increderea
semenilor tdi, ei bine, atunci, oricat de apropiati iti pot ei aparea ca
fire, trebuie sa stii ca nu existd nici macar doi oameni pe lumea asta
pe care sa 1i poti trata la fel. Or fi existand reguli de buna purtare,
dar nu si de tovarasie intre oameni. E o artd sa stii sd te porti cu
oamenii, aga cum e o artd sa stii sd te porti cu o corabie. Ca si
navele, oamenii traiesc Intr-un mediu schimbator, sunt supusi unor
influente puternice si greu de indentificat, vor §i ei mai degraba sa
fie laudati pentru meritele lor decat sa li se reproseze defectele.

Ca sa te intovarasesti cu corabia nu-ti ajuta la nimic sa stii
Ce Nu poate ea si faca. Iti este mai de trebuintd si cunosti exact tot
ce stie ea sd faca pentru tine, cand i ceri sa-ti dea tot ce poate,
manuind-o cu dragoste si cu intelegere. La prima vedere, cand vine
vorba de chestiunea complicatd a limitelor, nu pare sa existe vreo

diferenta intre cele douad alternative. Si totusi diferenta dintre ele

general principles of sailing, but a particular acquaintance with the
character of the craft. All vessels are handled in the same way as
far as theory goes, just as you may deal with all men on broad and
rigid principles. But if you want that success in life which comes
from the affection and confidence of your fellows, then with no two
men, however similar they may appear in their nature, will you deal
in the same way. There may be a rule of conduct; there is no rule of
human fellowship. To deal with men is as fine an art as it is to deal
with ships. Both men and ships live in an unstable element, are
subject to subtle and powerful influences, and want to have their
merits understood rather than their faults found out.

It is not what your ship will not do that you want to know to
get on terms of successful partnership with her; it is, rather, that you
ought to have a precise knowledge of what she will do for you
when called upon to put forth what is in her by a sympathetic
touch. At first sight the difference does not seem great in either line
of dealing with the difficult problem of limitations. But the
difference is great. The difference lies in the spirit in which the
problem is approached. After all, the art of handling ships is finer,
perhaps, than the art of handling handling men.

And, like all fine arts, it must be based upon a broad, solid
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exista. Ea constd in felul cum abordezi problema. E stiut doar ca
arta de a lucra cu corabiile e superioara artei de a lucra cu oamenii.
Ca toate artele frumoase, si aceasta se bizuie pe o sinceritate
adanca si totalad, care asemeni unei legi a Naturii, domind
nenumaratele fenomene de toate felurile. Orice strddanie trebuie sd
fie deschisa, pe fata. Altfel 1i vorbesti unui carbunar decat unui
profesor. Sa fie asta duplicitate? Dupd mine, nu. Adevarul sta in
autenticitatea sentimentului; oricat de apropiati, oricat de diferiti, 1i
accepti la fel de deschis pe amandoi ca tovardsi in neprevazutul
vietii de zi cu zi. Bineinteles ca un impostor, care n-are in cap decat
cum sd-si castige cursa lui marunta, se pricepe sa profite de pe urma
sireteniei lui. Fie ei profesori sau carbunari, oamenii sunt usor de
pacalit. Au darul extraordinar de a putea fi ingelati, o inclinatie
bizara si greu de explicat de a se lasa dusi de nas, oricat de bine ar
deschide ochii. Corabia, pe de altd parte, este adusa pe lume tocmai
ca sd ne pastreze calitatea umand. Nicio corabie nu se lasd manuita
de un impostor. Cordbiile sunt cu totul altfel decat oamenii, care se
lasd inselati de dl. X, omul de stat cunoscut de toata lumea, dl. Y,
savantul renumit, ori dl. Z, care poate sa fie orice, predicator de
inalte Tnvataturi morale ori un boccegiu, pur si simplu pentru cd in
intrecerea lor maruntd acestia au castigat. Cat despre ceilalti, desi

nu-mi place sa fac pariuri, ei bine, sunt gata sa pun ramasag, si inca

4

sincerity, which, like a law of Nature, rules an infinity of different
phenomena. Your endeavour must be single-minded. You would
talk differently to a coal-heaver and to a professor. But is this
duplicity? 1 deny it. The truth consists in the genuineness of the
feeling, in the genuine recognition of the two men, so similar and so
different, as your two partners in the hazard of life. Obviously, a
humbug, thinking only of winning his little race, would stand a
chance of profiting by his artifices. Men, professors or coal-
heavers, are easily deceived; they even have an extraordinary knack
of lending themselves to deception, a sort of curious and
inexplicable propensity to allow themselves to be led by the nose
with their eyes open. But a ship is a creature which we have
brought into the world, as it were on purpose to keep us up to the
mark. In her handling a ship will not put up with a mere pretender,
as, for instance, the public will do with Mr. X, the popular
statesman, Mr. Y, the popular scientist, or Mr. Z, the popular—what
shall we say?—anything from a teacher of high morality to a
bagman—who have won their little race. But | would like (though
not accustomed to betting) to wager a large sum that not one of the
few first-rate skippers of racing yachts has ever been a humbug. It
would have been too difficult. The difficulty arises from the fact

that one does not deal with ships in a mob, but with a ship as an
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pe o sumd mare, cd niciodatd impostorii nu vor putea deveni
excelenti capitani pe iahturi de curse. Le-ar fi grozav de peste mana.
Le-ar fi greu, fiindcd navele nu se tin la un loc intr-o gloata; cand ai
de-a face cu o corabie, esti singur in ea, nu mai e nimeni de fata. De
fapt si oamenii ar trebui luati fiecare in parte. Atata doar ca in
fiecare din noi std ascunsd o micd farama din spiritul §i din
comportamentul gloatei. Oricdt ne-am inversuna unul Tmpotriva
altuia, ramanem totusi Inruditi prin latura inferioara a inteligentei si
prin nestatornicia sentimentelor noastre. Altfel stau lucrurile in ceea
ce priveste corabiile. Oricdt de mult ar insemna pentru om o
corabie, pentru celelalte corabii ea este lipsita de importantd. Desi
isi au sensibilitatea lor, corabiile nu reactioneaza la lingusirile
noastre. Cu vorbe nu le poate nimeni ademeni sa-i faca voia, sa-I
ducd la izbanda. Ceea ce-1 foarte bine, de fapt, fiindcad fereste pe
marinarii adevarati sd se amestece cu cei cu reputatie indoielnica.
Asa cum spuneam, coradbiile nu au urechi, cu toate cd, dacd ma
gandesc bine, cred cd am vazut nave care pareau sd aiba ochi, ochi
adevarati. Altfel nu mi-as putea explica cum, la un moment dat, un
vas de 1.000 de tone pe care il stiu a refuzat sa se supuna miscarilor
carmei si astfel a evitat ca doud nave sd se ciocneasca in plin si ca
un om foarte de treaba sa-si piarda definitiv buna reputatie. Doi ani

incheiati am lucrat pe acel vas, 1l cunosteam ca pe buzunarul meu;

individual. So we may have to do with men. But in each of us
there lurks some particle of the mob spirit, of the mob
temperament. No matter how earnestly we strive against each
other, we remain brothers on the lowest side of our intellect and in
the instability of our feelings. With ships it is not so. Much as they
are to us, they are nothing to each other. Those sensitive creatures
have no ears for our blandishments. It takes something more than
words to cajole them to do our will, to cover us with glory.
Luckily, too, or else there would have been more shoddy
reputations for first-rate seamanship. Ships have no ears, | repeat,
though, indeed, I think I have known ships who really seemed to
have had eyes, or else | cannot understand on what ground a certain
one-thousand-ton bark of my acquaintance on one particular
occasion refused to answer her helm, thereby saving a frightful
smash to two ships and to a very good man’s reputation. | knew her
intimately for two years, and in no other instance either before or
since have | known her to do that thing. The man she had served so
well (guessing, perhaps, at the depths of his affection for her) | have
known much longer, and in bare justice to him | must say that this
confidence-shattering experience (though so fortunate) only
augmented his trust in her. Yes, our ships have no ears, and thus

they cannot be deceived. | would illustrate my idea of fidelity as
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ei bine, niciodatd nu mai ficusem un asemenea lucru si nici dupa
aceea nu s-a mai intamplat. Il cunosteam de si mai multd vreme pe
omul pe care corabia I-a slujit cu atata credinta (intuind, desigur,
adanca lui dragoste pentru ea) si cu mana pe inima pot sa spun ca
aceastd intamplare grozav de norocoasd, dar care precis i-a
zdruncinat omului increderea in sine, 1n acelasi timp i-a sporit, si pe
buna dreptate, credinta in vas. Ei da, n-au urechi corabiile noastre,
asa ca ingelate nu pot fi. Mi-as ilustra ideea despre fidelitatea
omului fata de vas, a vasului fatd de om, a cédpitanului fata de arta
lui, printr-o afirmatie care, desi poate parea suparator de sofisticata,
este in fond cat se poate de simpla. As spune deci ca pe iahturile de
curse capitanii cdrora le std mintea doar la castigarea Intrecerii n-au
nicio sansa sa ajunga vreodata extraordinari. Din experienta mea cu
corabiile pot sd afirm cu toatd convingerea ca adevaratii capitani de
vas 1si doresc cu Inflacdrare sa faca tot ce le std in putintd pentru
binele navei pe care o conduc. Marinarul isi indeplineste misiunea
in masura 1n care poate uita de sine si stie a pune tot ceea ce simte
in slujba artei lui minunate.

Trebuie sa stii sa te dedici artei acesteia si corabiilor care
strabat marile. Aici identific eu deosebirea dintre marinarii de
altdata, care n-au pierit cu totii, $i navigatorii de maine, pe care 1i

vedem de pe acum luandu-si mostenirea in stapanire. Istoria se

4

between man and ship, between the master and his art, by a
statement which, though it might appear shockingly sophisticated,
is really very simple. | would say that a racing-yacht skipper who
thought of nothing else but the glory of winning the race would
never attain to any eminence of reputation. The genuine masters of
their craft—I say this confidently from my experience of ships—
have thought of nothing but of doing their very best by the vessel
under their charge. To forget one’s self, to surrender all personal
feeling in the service of that fine art, is the only way for a seaman to
the faithful discharge of his trust.

Such is the service of a fine art and of ships that sail the sea.
And therein I think | can lay my finger upon the difference between
the seamen of yesterday, who are still with us, and the seamen of
to-morrow, already entered upon the possession of their
inheritance. History repeats itself, but the special call of an art
which has passed away is never reproduced. It is as utterly gone
out of the world as the song of a destroyed wild bird. Nothing will
awaken the same response of pleasurable emotion or conscientious
endeavour. And the sailing of any vessel afloat is an art whose fine
form seems already receding from us on its way to the
overshadowed Valley of Oblivion. The taking of a modern

steamship about the world (though one would not minimize its
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repetd, dar nu si chemarea aparte a unei arte care a pierit. Aceasta
chemare dispare fara urma, intocmai cum se pierde cantecul unei
pasari salbatice care a fost ucisa. Nimic in lume nu mai poate invia
sunetul acela a carui emotie ne-a umplut inimile de placere, sunetul
unei pasari care S-a strdduit atunci din rasputeri. La fel si cu
corabiile: navigatia e o artd a carei frumusete cred cd ne paraseste,
retragdndu-se in Intunecata Vale a Uitarii. Degeaba strdbati lumea
pe o nava cu aburi (cu toate c¢a nu-i un lucru tocmai usor), fiindca
nu te mai simti aproape de naturd ca altddatd, iar fara aceasta
apropiere nu cred ca mai putem vorbi despre arta.  Avem de-a face
cu o indeletnicire mai precisd si mai putin personald; nu mai este
chiar asa de asprd cum era, dar nu mai oferd nici multumirea ce
izvora din legatura stransa a artistului cu materialul supus artei sale.
Ce sa mai lungim vorba, pur si simplu acel sentiment de dragoste
nu mai este pe cat era de insemnat. In navigatia cu aburi efectele se
pot mdsura exact in spatiu si timp, pe catd vreme efectele artei nu
pot fi masurate in niciun fel. E de asteptat, atunci, ca in afard de cei
care sufera cumplit de rdul de mare, oricine poate fi multumit sa
lucreze pe un vas cu aburi, chiar dacd nu e coplesit de entuziasm; se
poate munci si acolo cu harnicie, chiar daca lipseste dragostea. Cel
mai insemnat lucru este punctualitatea. Este o 1indeletnicire

ordonata, lipsitd de indoielile unui artist. Nu cunoaste nici clipe

responsibilities) has not the same quality of intimacy with nature,
which, after all, is an indispensable condition to the building up of
an art. It is less personal and a more exact calling; less arduous, but
also less gratifying in the lack of close communion between the
artist and the medium of his art. It is, in short, less a matter of
love. Its effects are measured exactly in time and space as no effect
of an art can be. It is an occupation which a man not desperately
subject to sea-sickness can be imagined to follow with content,
without enthusiasm, with industry, without affection. Punctuality is
its watchword. The incertitude which attends closely every artistic
endeavour is absent from its regulated enterprise. It has no great
moments of self-confidence, or moments not less great of doubt and
heart-searching. It is an industry which, like other industries, has its
romance, its honour and its rewards, its bitter anxieties and its hours
of ease. But such sea-going has not the artistic quality of a single-
handed struggle with something much greater than yourself; it is not
the laborious absorbing practice of an art whose ultimate result
remains on the knees of the gods. It is not an individual,
temperamental achievement, but simply the skilled use of a
captured force, merely another step forward upon the way of

universal conquest.
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extraordinare de incredere in propriile puteri, nici clipele mai putin
indltatoare de indoiald si de cautare de sine. Este o indeletnicire ca
oricare alta. Isi are si ea vraja, demnitatea si bucuriile ei, nelinistile
adanci si orele ei de tihna. Doar ca felul acesta de marinarit nu mai
are nimic din arta de a te impotrivi de unul singur unor forte cu care
nu te poti masura. Nu mai existd madiestria aceea laborioasa,
pasionatd care in cele din urma ramane la cheremul zeilor. Nimic
din ceea ce se face nu mai tine de firea omului. E vorba aici doar de
indemanarea de a te folosi de o forta: si iata-ne pe drumul cuceririi

intregului univers.
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IX

Altadata, de cum cobora de pe vas pilotul cu buzunarele
doldora de scrisori, corabia isi indrepta nerabdatoare panzele catre
vant si fiecare calatorie era o Intrecere cu timpul, cu o perfectiune a
executiei ce depdsea orice asteptari. Ca In orice artd adevarata, se
putea vorbi de o tehnica in conducerea corabiei, in manuirea ei in
imprejurari speciale; discutau plini de incantare despre aceastd
tehnica cei care gdseau in munca lor mai mult decat un mijloc de a-
si castiga painea, cei care navigand puteau sia dea frau liber
ciudateniilor firii lor. Menirea lor, singura, era sd interpreteze cét
mai exact si mai eficient din nesfarsitul sir de infatisari ale cerului si
ale marii; nu ca pictori, bineinteles, ci conform chemarii lor. lar ei
recunosteau deschis acest adevar, ca inspiratia lor isi trdgea seva din
cer si din mare, intocmai ca penelul si panza pictorilor. Fiecare
dintre acesti artisti neintrecuti isi avea firea lui.

Unii dintre ei parca ar fi fost membri ai Academiei Regale.
Nu uimeau pe nimeni prin vreo tresarire originald ori prin
prospetimea unei inspiratii indraznete. Puteai avea incredere, chiar

mare incredere 1n ei. Isi purtau cu solemnitate si semetie consfintita

IX

Every passage of a ship of yesterday, whose yards were
braced round eagerly the very moment the pilot, with his pockets
full of letters, had got over the side, was like a race—a race against
time, against an ideal standard of achievement outstripping the
expectations of common men. Like all true art, the general conduct
of a ship and her handling in particular cases had a technique which
could be discussed with delight and pleasure by men who found in
their work, not bread alone, but an outlet for the peculiarities of
their temperament. To get the best and truest effect from the
infinitely varying moods of sky and sea, not pictorially, but in the
spirit of their calling, was their vocation, one and all; and they
recognised this with as much sincerity, and drew as much
inspiration from this reality, as any man who ever put brush to
canvas. The diversity of temperaments was immense amongst
those masters of the fine art.

Some of them were like Royal Academicians of a certain
kind. They never startled you by a touch of originality, by a fresh
audacity of inspiration. They were safe, very safe. They went about
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lor reputatie gaunoasa. Nomina odiosa, dar pot sa spun ca un astfel
de navigator, pe care-1 tin minte foarte bine, ar fi putut sa le fie
presedinte, Presedintele Academiei Regale in probleme de artd a
navigatiei. Fata lui chipesa si arsa de soare, aerul lui impunator,
camasile scrobite, cu mansete late si cu butoni de aur, tinuta lui de o
distinctie severa, toate impresionau pe oamenii de rand care-i ieseau
in cale (hamalii din port, pontatorii, vamesii) si care-l admirau cum
merge pe pasarela vasului, coborand pe Cheiul Circular din Sidney.
Avea o voce grava, puternicd si autoritard — o adevaratd voce de
print al marinarilor. Ori de cate ori incepea un lucru, iti starnea
imediat curiozitatea si te asteptai ca rezultatul sa fie formidabil, dar
nu stiu cum se face ca, in cele din urma, acesta era stereotip,
neinteresant, lipsit de un talc care sa-ti mearga la inima. Pe corabia
lui era intotdeauna ordine desavarsita, ceea ce ar fi fost firesc pentru
un marinar dacd unele amanunte neinsemnate nu l-ar fi tradat cat e
de tipicar. Ofiterii lui 1si luau un aer de superioritate fatd de noi
ceilalti, Tnsd plictiseala din sufletele lor iesea la iveala in felul
apasator 1n care se supuneau toanelor capitanului. Singuri musii, pe
care nimeni §1 nimic nu-1 putea tine in frau, scapau fara sa se
molipseascd de mediocritatea gravd si onorabild a acestui artist.
Erau pe corabie patru astfel de tinerei. Un bdiat de doctor, unul de

colonel, unul de bijutier; pe al patrulea il chema Twentyman si

solemnly in the assurance of their consecrated and empty
reputation. Names are odious, but | remember one of them who
might have been their very president, the P.R.A. of the sea-craft.
His weather-beaten and handsome face, his portly presence, his
shirt-fronts and broad cuffs and gold links, his air of bluff
distinction, impressed the humble beholders (stevedores, tally
clerks, tide-waiters) as he walked ashore over the gangway of his
ship lying at the Circular Quay in Sydney. His voice was deep,
hearty, and authoritative—the voice of a very prince amongst
sailors. He did everything with an air which put your attention on
the alert and raised your expectations, but the result somehow was
always on stereotyped lines, unsuggestive, empty of any lesson that
one could lay to heart. He kept his ship in apple-pie order, which
would have been seamanlike enough but for a finicking touch in its
details. His officers affected a superiority over the rest of us, but
the boredom of their souls appeared in their manner of dreary
submission to the fads of their commander. It was only his
apprenticed boys whose irrepressible spirits were not affected by
the solemn and respectable mediocrity of that artist. There were
four of these youngsters: one the son of a doctor, another of a
colonel, the third of a jeweller; the name of the fourth was

Twentyman, and this is all | remember of his parentage. But not
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altceva nici cd-mi mai amintesc despre obarsia lui. Niciunul dintre
ei nu era ctusi de putin recunoscitor din fire. In felul lui, cipitanul
lor era un om de treaba si se ingrijise sa-i ducd prin casele
oamenilor cu vaza din oras, tocmai ca sd nu se Inhditeze cu baietii
de pe alte corabii. Din pacate, ei se strambau dupa el in tot felul de
cum le intorcea spatele, 1i maimutareau fara rusine tinuta demna,
gatul teapan.

Acest artist, In felul lui, era de fapt un personaj ca multe
altele. Numai ca, asa cum spuneam, fiecare dintre artistii marinari
pe care i-am cunoscut isi avea firea lui. Unii erau mai impresionisti.
Iti bagau in oase frica de Dumnezeu, ori de Nesfarsire — adica te
inspdimantau cd oricand te pot inghiti apele marii, intr-o clipa de
madretie Tnspaimantatoare. Unii 1si spun poate cd, din moment ce tot
mori, nu mai conteaza cum te-ai inecat. Pentru mine ar conta. Poate
cd sunt eu mai impresionabil, in orice caz marturisesc ca
intotdeauna ma trecea un fior de groazd cand ma gandeam ca m-as
putea risipi asa, dintr-o data, in valurile manioase, in vuietul unui
ocean Tnnegurat. Nestiutorilor poate s li se para rusinos sa te ineci
intr-un 1az; eu unul gasesc ca ar fi o moarte tihnita pe langa celelalte
feluri in care se poate incheia o viatd de om, pe langa toate mortile
al caror gand ma facea sa ma cutremur in clipele scurte de ragaz, ori

chiar in toiul unor munci din cale afara de grele.

one of them seemed to possess the smallest spark of gratitude in his
composition. Though their commander was a kind man in his way,
and had made a point of introducing them to the best people in the
town in order that they should not fall into the bad company of boys
belonging to other ships, | regret to say that they made faces at him
behind his back, and imitated the dignified carriage of his head
without any concealment whatever.

This master of the fine art was a personage and nothing
more; but, as | have said, there was an infinite diversity of
temperament amongst the masters of the fine art |1 have known.
Some were great impressionists. They impressed upon you the fear
of God and Immensity—or, in other words, the fear of being
drowned with every circumstance of terrific grandeur. One may
think that the locality of your passing away by means of suffocation
in water does not really matter very much. | am not so sure of that.
I am, perhaps, unduly sensitive, but | confess that the idea of being
suddenly spilt into an infuriated ocean in the midst of darkness and
uproar affected me always with a sensation of shrinking distaste.
To be drowned in a pond, though it might be called an ignominious
fate by the ignorant, is yet a bright and peaceful ending in
comparison with some other endings to one’s earthly career which |

have mentally quaked at in the intervals or even in the midst of
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Dar sa lasdm asta. Dintre cdpitanii care mi-au influentat cat
de putin firea i mi-au ramas in amintire pana in ziua de azi, unii se
pricepeau de minune sa imbine gandirea neinduplecata cu precizia
executiei si aceasta le venea dintr-o foarte corecta intelegere a
actiune. Ori, un artist asta este, un om de actiune, fie ca formeaza o
personalitate, gaseste o rezolvare sau ldmureste o situatie incalcita.

Am cunoscut si capitani a caror maiestrie venea tocmai din
priceperea de a ocoli absolut toate situatiile pe care le puteau
prevedea. Acestia, e de la sine inteles, n-au avut parte de ceea ce se
cheama maretie; si totusi nu erau de dispretuit. Erau oameni la locul
lor, isi cunosteau si isi intelegeau limitele. Cei ce-i invatasera
marindritul nu incredintasera focul sacru in mainile lor reci si
nepricepute. Imi amintesc foarte bine de unul dintre ei. A parasit
intre timp pentru vesnicie marea pe care, cu firea lui, sunt sigur cd a
colindat-o intr-o adanca si neintrerupta tihna. Doar o singura data a
facut o Incercare indrdzneatd. Era devreme In zori, aveam vant bun
si intram intr-o radd plind de vapoare. Din pacate nu a fost
indrazneald adevarata, ci mai degraba o inscenare care ar fi putut fi
luatd drept artd. Tot timpul se gindise numai la el; tdnjea sd faca
ceva cu care sd ne inchidd gura, isi dorea o izbanda ieftina.

Ocolind un promontoriu intunecat, impadurit, scaldat in

violent exertions.

But let that pass. Some of the masters whose influence left a
trace upon my character to this very day, combined a fierceness of
conception with a certitude of execution upon the basis of just
appreciation of means and ends which is the highest quality of the
man of action. And an artist is a man of action, whether he creates
a personality, invents an expedient, or finds the issue of a
complicated situation.

There were masters, too, | have known, whose very art
consisted in avoiding every conceivable situation. It is needless to
say that they never did great things in their craft; but they were not
to be despised for that. They were modest; they understood their
limitations. Their own masters had not handed the sacred fire into
the keeping of their cold and skilful hands. One of those last |
remember specially, now gone to his rest from that sea which his
temperament must have made a scene of little more than a peaceful
pursuit. Once only did he attempt a stroke of audacity, one early
morning, with a steady breeze, entering a crowded roadstead. But
he was not genuine in this display which might have been art. He
was thinking of his own self; he hankered after the meretricious
glory of a showy performance.

As, rounding a dark, wooded point, bathed in fresh air and

63

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

!! ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

soare si aer curat, am vazut deodatd in fata ochilor, cam la jumatate
de mild departare, o flotd numeroasd de vapoare ancorate. M-a
strigat sa vin de la pupa, unde ma aflam, pe locul meu, la puntea de
la prova, si mi-a zis in vreme ce tot rasucea binoclul in mainile lui
bronzate: ,,Vezi corabia aia matahdloasa cu catargele vopsite in alb
in partea de jos? Am de gand sa ma agez intre ea si tarm. Vezi, ai
grija ca oamenii sa raspunda la ordin imediat®.

Am raspuns, ,,Da, domnule comandant,” inchipuindu-mi ca
desigur avea sa fie 0 manevra minunata. Am Tnaintat cu viteza, plini
de importanta, printre celelalte vase. Pe multi cred ca i-am lasat cu
gurile cdscate si cu ochii holbati. Pe celelalte corabii se gaseau
olandezi, englezi, cate un american ici-colo si foarte putini nemti.
La ora opt toate ridicasera steagurile de parca o faceau in cinstea
sosirii noastre. Daca ar fi reusit, ceea ce nu s-a intamplat de fel, ar fi
fost o manevrd foarte frumoasa. Prea atent la propria-i persoana,
artistul modest, cu merite reale altfel, si-a tradat firea. Nici vorba de
artd pentru artd. Artd pentru si in folosul capitanului mai degraba;
pentru acest pacat, mai mare decat toate celelalte, a platit pretul
greu al unui esec jalnic. Se putea si mai rau, ce-i drept, dar, spre
norocul nostru, nu ne-am innamolit $i nici nu ne-am ciocnit in plin
cu vaporul mare ale carui catarge erau vopsite in alb. Oricum, mare

minune cd n-am smuls lanturile ambelor ancore, fiindca e de la sine

sunshine, we opened to view a crowd of shipping at anchor lying
half a mile ahead of us perhaps, he called me aft from my station on
the forecastle head, and, turning over and over his binoculars in his
brown hands, said: “Do you see that big, heavy ship with white
lower masts? | am going to take up a berth between her and the
shore. Now do you see to it that the men jump smartly at the first
order.”

I answered, “Ay, ay, sir,” and verily believed that this would
be a fine performance. We dashed on through the fleet in
magnificent style. There must have been many open mouths and
following eyes on board those ships—Dutch, English, with a
sprinkling of Americans and a German or two—who had all hoisted
their flags at eight o’clock as if in honour of our arrival. It would
have been a fine performance if it had come off, but it did not.
Through a touch of self-seeking that modest artist of solid merit
became untrue to his temperament. It was not with him art for art’s
sake: it was art for his own sake; and a dismal failure was the
penalty he paid for that greatest of sins. It might have been even
heavier, but, as it happened, we did not run our ship ashore, nor did
we knock a large hole in the big ship whose lower masts were
painted white. But it is a wonder that we did not carry away the

cables of both our anchors, for, as may be imagined, I did not stand
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inteles ca n-am asteptat sa aud de doua ori ,,Funda ancora!*. Buzele
capitanului tremurau si vocea care a rostit ordinul era nesigura,
parca n-o mai auzisem niciodatd pand atunci. Am dat drumul
ambelor ancore cu o iuteala de care si n ziua de azi Imi amintesc cu
uimire. Ma indoiesc ca ar putea face cineva aceasta operatie cu mai
mare agerime decat am facut-o eu atunci. Noroc cd ancorele au
tinut. As fi fost In stare sd le sdrut palmele de fier zgrunturoase si
inghetate, Intr-atat le eram de recunoscator, numai ca ele fusesera
deja inghitite de malul cleios ce se intindea la zece stanjeni
adancime. Am izbutit deci s ne oprim la vreme. E drept ca
bompresul unui bric olandez ne strapunsese brigantina, dar se putea
si mai rau, i cand ai scdpat nu mai conteaza cd a fost greu sau usor.

In arta, insa, greseala e greseald, oricum ai lua-o. Dupa ce
totul s-a terminat cu bine, I-am auzit pe capitan spunandu-mi cu un
mormait rusinat: ,,N-a vrut sd vina 1n vant la timp si nu inteleg de
ce. Ce-o fi patit?. Am tacut.

Raspunsul pare cat se poate de simplu. Corabia aflase
slabiciunea de o clipa a celui ce o manuia. Din toate cate sunt pe
uscat si pe mare, corabiile singure nu se lasa pacalite cu siretlicuri

ieftine, nu-i ingaduie pe aceia ce nu-si cunosc arta.

upon the order to “Let go!” that came to me in a quavering, quite
unknown voice from his trembling lips. 1 let them both go with a
celerity which to this day astonishes my memory. No average
merchantman’s anchors have ever been let go with such miraculous
smartness. And they both held. | could have kissed their rough,
cold iron palms in gratitude if they had not been buried in slimy
mud under ten fathoms of water. Ultimately they brought us up
with the jibboom of a Dutch brig poking through our spanker—
nothing worse. And a miss is as good as a mile.

But not in art. Afterwards the master said to me in a shy
mumble, “She wouldn’t luff up in time, somehow. What’s the
matter with her?” And | made no answer.

Yet the answer was clear. The ship had found out the
momentary weakness of her man. Of all the living creatures upon
land and sea, it is ships alone that cannot be taken in by barren

pretences, that will not put up with bad art from their masters.
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Din varful catargului unui vas de inaltime potrivitd se vede
cercul zdrii intinzandu-se pe-o distantd de mai multe mile. Orice alt
vas care s-ar afla pe aceasta intindere poate fi cercetat din varf si
pand la linia de plutire. Cel care scrie aceste randuri a vazut la
vremea lui mai bine de o sutd de cordbii pe care lipsa vantului le
tintuia locului ca intr-un cerc fermecat. S-a intamplat nu departe de
insulele Azore, iar corabiile erau uncle mai inalte si altele mai
scunde. Fiecare era indreptata in alta directie, ai fi zis ca au de gand
sd se rupa din rotundul vrajit si sa fugd care-ncotro, in cele patru
colturi ale lumii. Numai ca vraja unei mari uitate de vant este greu
de rupt. A mai trecut o zi §i cordbiile tot acolo se aflau, razlete,
cercetandu-se una pe alta si gata sa plece fiecare catre altundeva.
Dar, ce sa vezi, cand s-a pornit briza si undele mai inchise la
culoare au raspandit un albastru intens peste apele argintii, toate
aceste corabii au pornit laolaltd pe acelasi drum. Erau corabiile care
se indreptau spre casd venind din cele mai Indepartate colturi ale
lumii. Sirul lung era condus de o goeletd cu fructe din Falmouth,

mai mica decat toate vasele ce veneau in urma. Parea o corabie de

From the main truck of the average tall ship the horizon
describes a circle of many miles, in which you can see another ship
right down to her water-line; and these very eyes which follow this
writing have counted in their time over a hundred sail becalmed, as
if within a magic ring, not very far from the Azores—ships more or
less tall. There were hardly two of them heading exactly the same
way, as if each had meditated breaking out of the enchanted circle
at a different point of the compass. But the spell of the calm is a
strong magic. The following day still saw them scattered within
sight of each other and heading different ways; but when, at last, the
breeze came with the darkling ripple that ran very blue on a pale
sea, they all went in the same direction together. For this was the
homeward-bound fleet from the far-off ends of the earth, and a
Falmouth fruit-schooner, the smallest of them all, was heading the
flight. One could have imagined her very fair, if not divinely tall,
leaving a scent of lemons and oranges in her wake.

The next day there were very few ships in sight from our

mast-heads—seven at most, perhaps, with a few more distant
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basm, ba chiar dumnezeiesc de inalta, asa cum plutea, raspandind in
urma ei o aroma de 1amai si de portocale.

In ziua urmatoare, din varful catargului se mai vedeau doar
foarte putine vase, cel mult sapte, si alte cateva puncte indepartate,
ale caror catarge doar mai zaboveau deasupra cercului fermecat al
zarii. Cea mai mica pald de vant prielnic imprastie pe nesimtite
stolul de corabii cu aripi albe care seamana leit intre ele, fiecare cu
o panglica de spuma alba desfasuratd sub prord. Linistea marii
apropie tainic corabiile; cel care le razleteste e numai vantul.

De departe se vad intai vasele mai inalte. Le afli indltimea
dupa albul pe care-1 vezi plutind mai sus ori mai jos, umflat de vant.
Catargele lungi ridicd 1n Tnalt panza alba si se desfac ca o capcana,
in care se prinde puterea nevazutd a aerului. Ele se ivesc treptat
deasupra apei, panza cu panza, iard cu iard, si cresc mereu pana ce
dedesubtul mecanismelor mari si inalte de pe punte se zareste
corpul vasului, mic si nelnsemnat cat un punct.

Catargele 1nalte sunt arborii de care se sprijind suprafete
echilibrate, mute si nemiscate. In ele impinge aerul; puterea lui
pune vasul in migcare ca un dar pe care Dumnezeu s-a milostivit sa-
| faca indraznelii omenesti. Jefuiti, despuiati de maretia lor alba,
arborii inalti ai corabiei, tot ei, se pleaca in fata maniei cerurilor

innourate.

specks, hull down, beyond the magic ring of the horizon. The spell
of the fair wind has a subtle power to scatter a white-winged
company of ships looking all the same way, each with its white
fillet of tumbling foam under the bow. It is the calm that brings
ships mysteriously together; it is your wind that is the great
separator.

The taller the ship, the further she can be seen; and her
white tallness breathed upon by the wind first proclaims her size.
The tall masts holding aloft the white canvas, spread out like a
snare for catching the invisible power of the air, emerge gradually
from the water, sail after sail, yard after yard, growing big, till,
under the towering structure of her machinery, you perceive the
insignificant, tiny speck of her hull.

The tall masts are the pillars supporting the balanced planes
that, motionless and silent, catch from the air the ship’s motive-
power, as it were a gift from Heaven vouchsafed to the audacity of
man; and it is the ship’s tall spars, stripped and shorn of their white
glory, that incline themselves before the anger of the clouded
heaven.

When they vyield to a squall in a gaunt and naked
submission, their tallness is brought best home even to the mind of

a seaman. The man who has looked upon his ship going over too far
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Marinarul ajunge sa-si dea seama cu adevarat cat de inalte
sunt atunci cand le vede supunandu-se unei vijelii cu o neajutorare
sleita de puteri. Cel care si-a vazut vasul indepartandu-se foarte tare
isi da seama dintr-o data ce incredibil de Tnalti sunt arborii lui. Pare
de-a dreptul imposibil ca varful aurit al catargului, pe care-l putea
vedea de aproape doar lasandu-si foarte tare capul pe spate, sa se
micsoreze §i, pe masura ce vasul se indeparteaza, sa se contopeasca
vrand-nevrand cu linia zarii. Numai aceasta si ar fi de ajuns sa-l
faca si inteleagi cat de inalte sunt catargele. intelege mai bine,
chiar, decat daca s-ar sui pana-n varful lor. Oricum, pe vremea mea
verigile velei randunica ale unui vas rentabil de marime mijlocie se
aflau destul de mult deasupra puntilor.

Si in sala de masini a unei corabii un om in putere poate sa
urce la scari de fier pand se saturd, insa mi-aduc aminte de clipele
cand, oricdt de mandru as fi fost eu de iuteala si de sprinteneala
mea, tot mi se parea cd mecanismele de pe punte urca la nesfarsit,
pana la stele.

Aceste mecanisme, sau ce sunt ele, muncesc mute, au o
gratie a nemiscdrii, induntrul cdreia pare sa stea ascunsa o putere
capricioasa si de multe ori greu de tinut in frau. Ele nu iau nimic din
belsugul pamantului. Nu cunosc precizia fard gres a otelului pus in

miscare de aburul alburiu, hranit cu foc sangeriu si carbune

is made aware of the preposterous tallness of a ship’s spars. It
seems impossible but that those gilt trucks which one had to tilt
one’s head back to see, now falling into the lower plane of vision,
must perforce hit the very edge of the horizon. Such an experience
gives you a better impression of the loftiness of your spars than any
amount of running aloft could do. And yet in my time the royal
yards of an average profitable ship were a good way up above her
decks.

No doubt a fair amount of climbing up iron ladders can be
achieved by an active man in a ship’s engine-room, but | remember
moments when even to my supple limbs and pride of nimbleness
the sailing-ship’s machinery seemed to reach up to the very stars.

For machinery it is, doing its work in perfect silence and
with a motionless grace, that seems to hide a capricious and not
always governable power, taking nothing away from the material
stores of the earth. Not for it the unerring precision of steel moved
by white steam and living by red fire and fed with black coal. The
other seems to draw its strength from the very soul of the world, its
formidable ally, held to obedience by the frailest bonds, like a fierce
ghost captured in a share of something even finer than spun silk.
For what is the array of the strongest ropes, the tallest spars and the

stoutest canvas against the mighty breath of the infinite, but thistle
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intunecat. Puterea lor izvoraste din chiar inima lumii, tovards ce pe
altii 1i Tnspaimanta, dar care aici pare sa asculte doar de o soapta, ca
un duh fioros prins intr-o capcand facutd din fire mai subtiri chiar
decat cele de matase. Intr-adevar, ce este tot alaiul de funii dintre
cele mai groase, arbori dintre cei mai nalti si panze dintre cele mai
rezistente, in fata suflarii atotputernice a vesniciei, ce altceva decat

tulpini de ciulini, paienjenisuri si borangic?

5%

stalks, cobwebs and gossamer?
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XI

Nimic mai mult decat atat, si pot spune ca am vazut cu ochii
mei cum, la o rasucire a nesfarsitului suflet al lumii intr-un suspin
adanc, o panza nou-noutd §i cum nu se poate mai rezistentd se
destramd de parcd ar fi mai rard decat aerul, mai subtire ca
borangicul. Intr-o asemenea clipa, greutatea apasa toata pe arbori, ei
trebuie sd tind piept tumultului. Mecanismele trebuie sa-si vada de
treabad chiar si cand sufletul lumii si-a iesit din minti.

in ziua de azi, vasele cu abur strabat vibrand, frematand,
apele calme si intunecate; cate un zornait urca din cand in cand din
strafundurile vasului, de parca trupul lui de fier ar avea o inima tot
de fier. In timp ce Tnainteazd, vine de undeva un zgomot infundat,
sacadat, si, departe in noapte, se aude bocanitul regulat al elicei,
impunator, trudind mereu, rasunand intocmai cum S-ar auzi pasii
unui viitor de neinldturat. Candva, pe vreme de furtuna,
mecanismele mute ale unui vas cu panze adunau nu numai energia,
dar si vocea tunatoare si dezlantuitd a sufletului lumii. Fie cd vasul

gonea cu vitezd de 1 se legdnau arborii, fie cd infrunta furtuna cu

catargele aplecate, nu lipsea cantecul dezlantuit, psalmodiat cu o

XI

Indeed, it is less than nothing, and | have seen, when the
great soul of the world turned over with a heavy sigh, a perfectly
new, extra-stout foresail vanish like a bit of some airy stuff much
lighter than gossamer. Then was the time for the tall spars to stand
fast in the great uproar. The machinery must do its work even if the
soul of the world has gone mad.

The modern steamship advances upon a still and
overshadowed sea with a pulsating tremor of her frame, an
occasional clang in her depths, as if she had an iron heart in her iron
body; with a thudding rhythm in her progress and the regular beat
of her propeller, heard afar in the night with an august and plodding
sound as of the march of an inevitable future. But in a gale, the
silent machinery of a sailing-ship would catch not only the power,
but the wild and exulting voice of the world’s soul. Whether she
ran with her tall spars swinging, or breasted it with her tall spars
lying over, there was always that wild song, deep like a chant, for a
bass to the shrill pipe of the wind played on the sea-tops, with a
punctuating crash, now and then, of a breaking wave. At times the
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voce de bas, suierat asurzitor de vantul care scutura gabia, intrerupt
cand si cand de cate un val care se spargea vuind. Erau clipe cand,
atat de tare te scoteau din minti zgomotele ca de pe alte taramuri ale
acestei orchestre nevazute, incat ai fi dat orice numai sa fii surd, sa
nu le mai auzi.

Mi s-a intamplat si mie sa-mi doresc sa fiu surd, de mai
multe ori chiar, calatorind pe un ocean ori altul, acolo unde sufletul
lumii se poate rasuci foarte in voie si ofta din rarunchi. Aceasta
amintire ma face sd ma gandesc ca la urma urmei cel mai bine e ca
marinarul sd aiba auzul bun, daca i se dau catargele pe mana. Mai
demult marinarul si corabia faceau parca un singur trup, resimteau
toate lucrurile la fel, asa ca, daca marinarului ii venea greu sa indure
ceva, atunci stia precis ca nici catargelor corabiei nu le e usor.

Mi-a trebuit o oarecare experientd pe mare ca sa-mi dau
seama ca auzul mdsoard forta vantului mai bine decat orice
instrument. Era noapte. Ma aflam pe un clipper de fier care
transporta 1ana, unul din nenumaratele vapoare lansate in lume de
santierele navale de la Clyde, in deceniul al saptelea al secolului
trecut’. Era un moment prielnic constructiei de corabii si as zice ca
tot atunci catargele s-au facut mai lungi decat de obicei. Arborii

montati pe corpul Ingust al navei erau fara indoiald lungi. Vasul pe

% Secolul XV1I

weird effects of that invisible orchestra would get upon a man’s
nerves till he wished himself deaf.

And this recollection of a personal wish, experienced upon
several oceans, where the soul of the world has plenty of room to
turn over with a mighty sigh, brings me to the remark that in order
to take a proper care of a ship’s spars it is just as well for a seaman
to have nothing the matter with his ears. Such is the intimacy with
which a seaman had to live with his ship of yesterday that his
senses were like her senses, that the stress upon his body made him
judge of the strain upon the ship’s masts.

I had been some time at sea before | became aware of the
fact that hearing plays a perceptible part in gauging the force of the
wind. It was at night. The ship was one of those iron wool-clippers
that the Clyde had floated out in swarms upon the world during the
seventh decade of the last century. It was a fine period in ship-
building, and also, | might say, a period of over-masting. The spars
rigged up on the narrow hulls were indeed tall then, and the ship of
which | think, with her coloured-glass skylight ends bearing the
motto, “Let Glasgow Flourish,” was certainly one of the most
heavily-sparred specimens. She was built for hard driving, and

unquestionably she got all the driving she could stand. Our captain
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care ma aflam, cu luminatoarele lui din geam colorat pe care stitea
scris ,,Glasgow sa creasca si sa infloreasca®, era in mod sigur unul
dintre vapoarele cu arborii cei mai zdraveni cu putinta. Fusese facut
sd fie supraincarcat si bineinteles era Incarcat peste poate. Capitanul
nostru era vestit pentru calatoriile lui rapide pe vechiul vas Tweed,
vas cunoscut peste tot in lume pentru viteza lui. Tweed fusese o
corabie de lemn. Capitanul adusese cu el si pe clipperul de fier
traditia calatoriilor rapide. Eu eram ofiter III, cel mai recent angajat
pe vapor. Eram de cart cu secundul. In timpul unui asemenea cart
de noapte, cand sufla un vant puternic si racoros, mi s-a Intamplat
sa aud fara sa vreau doi oameni care se adapostisera intr-un ungher
ferit pe puntea principald si discutau intre ei. Unul zise:

— Ar cam fi vremea sa coboare velele usoare.

Celalalt, mai 1n varsta, raspunse morocanos:

— Nici vorba, cat e secundul pe punte! E asa de surd, ca nici
n-aude vantul.

Sarmanul P..., altfel tandr i marinar priceput, era intr-
adevar tare de urechi. Pe de altd parte, 1 se dusese vestea ca stie al
naibii de bine cum sa manuiasca cu panzele unei corabii. Se
pricepea de minune sd-si ascundd surzenia, iar in ce priveste
indarjirea lui, era intr-adevar neinfricat, dar nu cred cd s-a gandit

vreodata sd se pund in primejdie daca nu era nevoie. Nu pot sa uit

was a man famous for the quick passages he had been used to make
in the old Tweed, a ship famous the world over for her speed. The
Tweed had been a wooden vessel, and he brought the tradition of
quick passages with him into the iron clipper. | was the junior in
her, a third mate, keeping watch with the chief officer; and it was
just during one of the night watches in a strong, freshening breeze
that | overheard two men in a sheltered nook of the main deck
exchanging these informing remarks. Said one:

“Should think ’twas time some of them light sails were
coming off her.”

And the other, an older man, uttered grumpily:

“No fear! not while the chief mate’s on deck. He’s that deaf
he can’t tell how much wind there is.”

And, indeed, poor P-, quite young, and a smart seaman, was
very hard of hearing. At the same time, he had the name of being
the very devil of a fellow for carrying on sail on a ship. He was
wonderfully clever at concealing his deafness, and, as to carrying
on heavily, though he was a fearless man, I don’t think that he ever
meant to take undue risks. | can never forget his naive sort of
astonishment when remonstrated with for what appeared a most
dare-devil performance. The only person, of course, that could

remonstrate with telling effect was our captain, himself a man of
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mirarea lui naiva atunci cand a fost dojenit pentru ceva ce parea sa
fi fost un act de-a dreptul nesabuit. Bineinteles ca singurul a carui
mustrare |-ar fi impresionat pe secund era capitanul si acesta era el
insusi un om cu o indrazneala recunoscuta. Cum, la randul meu, imi
Cunosteam superiorii, pot sd spun ca apreciam la justa lor valoare
scenele dintre ei. Capitanul S... era bine cunoscut pentru Insusirile
lui de bun marinar si faptul acesta ii castigase admiratia mea
tinereasca. Il pastrez in amintire pana in ziua de azi, fiindca la drept
vorbind pregatirea mea el a desavarsit-0. A fost un proces furtunos,
dar asta n-are a face. Sunt convins ca era bine intentionat i n-am
nici cea mai mica indoialad ca mi-ar fi imposibil acum, asa cum mi-a
fost de fapt imposibil si atunci sa-i port picd pentru tdioasele lui
observatii critice, spre care avea o aplecare speciald. Era absolut de
necrezut sa ajunga el sa se agite ca sunt prea multe panze desfacute;
dupa mine, numai in vis i s-ar fi putut intampla asa ceva.

Povestea se desfasura de obicei in felul urmator: pe cerul
innoptat norii goneau peste capetele noastre, vantul vuia, vela-
randunica era desfdcutd toatd, corabia se avanta In noapte si o
perdea alba de spuma urca pana la parapetul biciuit de vant. DI. P...,
secundul, se tinea aplecat impotriva vantului, urmarind miscérile
panzelor bine umflate; era calm si senin. Eu, ofiter III, ma tineam si

eu pe pupa inclinata, aplecat Tnainte in directia din care batea

dare-devil tradition; and really, for me, who knew under whom |
was serving, those were impressive scenes. Captain S- had a great
name for sailor-like qualities—the sort of name that compelled my
youthful admiration. To this day | preserve his memory, for, indeed,
it was he in a sense who completed my training. It was often a
stormy process, but let that pass. | am sure he meant well, and | am
certain that never, not even at the time, could I bear him malice for
his extraordinary gift of incisive criticism. And to hear him make a
fuss about too much sail on the ship seemed one of those incredible
experiences that take place only in one’s dreams.

It generally happened in this way: Night, clouds racing overhead,
wind howling, royals set, and the ship rushing on in the dark, an
immense white sheet of foam level with the lee rail. Mr. P-, in
charge of the deck, hooked on to the windward mizzen rigging in a
state of perfect serenity; myself, the third mate, also hooked on
somewhere to windward of the slanting poop, in a state of the
utmost preparedness to jump at the very first hint of some sort of
order, but otherwise in a perfectly acquiescent state of
mind. Suddenly, out of the companion would appear a tall, dark
figure, bareheaded, with a short white beard of a perpendicular cut,
very visible in the dark—Captain S-, disturbed in his reading down

below by the frightful bounding and lurching of the ship. Leaning
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vantul; eram gata sd sar neintarziat la cel mai mic semn, de indata
ce as fi auzit vreun ordin, dar pana atunci asteptam cat se poate de
ascultator. Deodatd, pe scara tambuchiului urca o silueta inalta,
intunecata, cu capul gol, cu barba carunta, scurtad si patrata, o barba
care se distingea perfect in intuneric. Era cédpitanul S..., care venea
de jos din cabina lui, fiindca leganarea si alunecarile zbuciumate ale
corabiei 1i tulburasera lectura. Aplecandu-se si el mult inainte ca sa
nu alunece pe puntea abrupt inclinata, trecea cand incolo cand
incoace fara sa scoatd o vorba, isi facea de lucru cu busola, iar se
invartea de colo-colo si in cele din urma izbucnea:

— Pot sa stiu si eu ce ai de gand cu corabia?

Iar DI. P..., care atunci cdnd batea vantul nu auzea oricum ce-i
strigai, raspundea cu mirare:

— Poftim, domnule?

In clipa aceea se adiuga vijeliei crescande a mirii o mici
furtund interioard iscatd pe vas, erau rostite cuvinte tari Intr-0
izbucnire de manie si proteste de justificare, rostite cu un aer ranit
de nevinovatie.

— Pentru Dumnezeu, d-le P...! Am avut si eu de-a face cu
panzele la viata mea, dar...

Restul cuvintelor se pierdea intr-o rafald de vant.

Urma o pauza in care se auzea cate ceva din vocea lui P...,

much against the precipitous incline of the deck, he would take a
turn or two, perfectly silent, hang on by the compass for a while,
take another couple of turns, and suddenly burst out:

“What are you trying to do with the ship?”

And Mr. P-, who was not good at catching what was
shouted in the wind, would say interrogatively:

“Yes, sir?”

Then in the increasing gale of the sea there would be a little
private ship’s storm going on in which you could detect strong
language, pronounced in a tone of passion and exculpatory
protestations uttered with every possible inflection of injured
innocence.

“By Heavens, Mr. P-! | used to carry on sail in my time,
but—"

And the rest would be lost to me in a stormy gust of wind.

Then, in a lull, P-’s protesting innocence would become
audible:

“She seems to stand it very well.”

And then another burst of an indignant voice:

“Any fool can carry sail on a ship—"

And so on and so on, the ship meanwhile rushing on her

way with a heavier list, a noisier splutter, a more threatening hiss of
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care se impotrivea aparandu-si nevinovatia:

— Corabia merge foarte bine dupa cate vad eu.

Si iar izbucnea vocea plina de idignare.

— Siun prost stie Sa umble cu panzele...

Si tot asa, in vreme ce corabia gonea inainte din ce in ce mai
inclinatd si Tmproscand mai multd apa in drumul ei, iar perdeaua
alba, aproape orbitoare, de spuma aruncatda in vant suiera tot mai
amenintator. Partea cea mai amuzantd era ca, din firea lui, capitanul
S... parea ca pur si simplu nu e in stare sa dea ofiterilor un ordin
precis in ce priveste strangerea unor panze. Prin urmare, dojana lui
uluitor de nelamurita se prelungea pana cand o rafald de vant cu
adevarat ingrijoratoare ii facea pe amandoi sd-si dea seama in fine
ca nu mai e vreme de pierdut. Nimic nu-i mai folositor ca sa vare
mintile-n cap unui om surd si altuia furios decat catargele uriase, cu

toate panzele in vant, aplecate sa te bage-n sperieti, nu altceva.

the white, almost blinding, sheet of foam to leeward. For the best
of it was that Captain S- seemed constitutionally incapable of
giving his officers a definite order to shorten sail; and so that
extraordinarily vague row would go on till at last it dawned upon
them both, in some particularly alarming gust, that it was time to do
something. There is nothing like the fearful inclination of your tall
spars overloaded with canvas to bring a deaf man and an angry one

to their senses.
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XII

Asa se face ca se stringea din panze si pe corabia aceea,
chiar daca asta se Intampla in ultimul moment, si cat am fost eu
acolo catargele nu i s-au rupt niciodata. Doar ca, in toate cilatoriile
pe care le-am facut cu ei, capitanul S... si dl. P... au avut tot timpul
ceva de impartit. Pe de-o parte P... se purta ca un ,,drac impielitat*,
fiindca de surd ce era nu putea sti cat de bine bate vantul. Pe de alta
parte, capitanul S... (care, asa cum spuneam, parea ca din firea lui
nu e in stare sa ordone ofiterilor sa mai strangd din panze) era furios
la culme pe nesabuinta d-lui P..., care-I silea sa ia masuri. Capitanul
S... era mai degraba obisnuit sd-si certe ofiterii ca nu desfac panze
destule, oricum zicea el, ,,ca nu folosesc fiecare clipa de vant bun®.
Exista insa si un motiv psihologic pentru care relatiile cu el pe acel
clipper de fier erau deosebit de incordate. Tocmai venea de pe
formidabilul Tweed, un vas care, din cate am auzit, parea
madtdhdlos, dar putea atinge viteze de neinchipuit. Prin 1865
intrecuse vasul postal cu abur de la Hong Kong la Singapore cu o zi
si jumatate. Avea acel vas o alcatuire neobisnuit de prielnica; poate

felul cum erau asezate catargele era secretul — cine stie? Veneau la

XII

So sail did get shortened more or less in time even in that
ship, and her tall spars never went overboard while | served in her.
However, all the time | was with them, Captain S- and Mr. P- did
not get on very well together. If P- carried on “like the very devil”
because he was too deaf to know how much wind there was,
Captain S- (who, as | have said, seemed constitutionally incapable
of ordering one of his officers to shorten sail) resented the necessity
forced upon him by Mr. P-’s desperate goings on. It was in Captain
S-’s tradition rather to reprove his officers for not carrying on quite
enough—in his phrase “for not taking every ounce of advantage of
a fair wind.” But there was also a psychological motive that made
him extremely difficult to deal with on board that iron clipper. He
had just come out of the marvellous Tweed, a ship, | have heard,
heavy to look at but of phenomenal speed. In the middle sixties she
had beaten by a day and a half the steam mail-boat from Hong
Kong to Singapore. There was something peculiarly lucky,
perhaps, in the placing of her masts—who knows? Officers of
men-of-war used to come on board to take the exact dimensions of
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bord ofiteri de pe vasele militare, ca sa cerceteze marimea exacta si
asezarea panzelor. Era poate o intorsaturd geniald, ori isi varase
coada norocul insusi cand prova si pupa corabiei fusesera faurite.
Oricum, nu vom afla taina ei niciodata. Fusese construitd in Indiile
de Est, cu totul si cu totul din lemn de tek, cu exceptia puntii.
Puntea i se arcuia adanc, asa incat bordurile provei erau inalte, iar
pupa parea butucdnoasa. Cineva care o vdzuse Tmi spunea ca ,,nu e
mare lucru de capul ei.” Cert este ca in vremea marii foamete din
India, pe la 1870, desi era deja veche, corabia aceea a traversat cu
mare rapiditate si de mai multe ori la rand Golful Bengalului,
ducand orez de la Rangoon la Madras.

Taina iutelii corabiei a pierit odata cu ea. Asa nearatoasa
cum era, imaginea ei a ramas cu siguranta la loc de cinste in oglinda
marilor de altadata.

Ce voiam eu sa spun de fapt este ca pentru capitanul S...,
care mereu spunea, ,,De cand am pardsit-0 eu n-a mai facut nicio
caldtorie ca lumea”, taina iutelii ei era ldmurita: corabia nu facea
doi bani fara vestitul ei comandant. Nimeni nu pune la indoiald ca
multe corabii par desavarsite datoritd ochiului ce le conduce, numai
ca era fara rost si chiar imposibil ceea ce voia capitanul S..., si
anume sa-si sileascad noul clipper de fier sa atinga izbanzile datorita

carora vechiul Tweed ajunsese un adevarat cuvant de lauda pe

her sail-plan. Perhaps there had been a touch of genius or the finger
of good fortune in the fashioning of her lines at bow and stern. It is
impossible to say. She was built in the East Indies somewhere, of
teak-wood throughout, except the deck. She had a great sheer, high
bows, and a clumsy stern. The men who had seen her described her
to me as “nothing much to look at.” But in the great Indian famine
of the seventies that ship, already old then, made some wonderful
dashes across the Gulf of Bengal with cargoes of rice from
Rangoon to Madras.

She took the secret of her speed with her, and, unsightly as
she was, her image surely has its glorious place in the mirror of the
old sea.

The point, however, is that Captain S-, who used to say
frequently, “She never made a decent passage after I left her,”
seemed to think that the secret of her speed lay in her famous
commander. No doubt the secret of many a ship’s excellence does
lie with the man on board, but it was hopeless for Captain S- to try
to make his new iron clipper equal the feats which made the old
Tweed a name of praise upon the lips of English-speaking seamen.
There was something pathetic in it, as in the endeavour of an artist
in his old age to equal the masterpieces of his youth—for the

Tweed’s famous passages were Captain S-’s masterpieces. It was
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buzele marinarilor englezi. Dorinta lui avea ceva patetic in ea,
semana cu stradania unui artist care vrea sa se masoare la batranete
cu capodoperele tineretii lui; Intr-adevar, vestitele célatorii ale
corabiei Tweed erau capodoperele capitanului S... Era o dorintd
patetica si oarecum primejdioasda. Eu, insa, am avut numai de
castigat ca, mai cu dorul capitanului S... de vechile-i victorii, mai cu
surzenia d-lui P..., am vazut cu ochii mei lucruri remarcabile, pe
care nu in orice cdldtorie le poti Intdlni. Eu Tnsumi am manuit
catargele inalte ale vasului ce era capodopera unui constructor de
vapoare din Clyde mai bine decat pe ale oricaruia dintre vasele cu
care am calatorit la viata mea.

Ofiterul II cdzand la pat in timpul calatoriei, am fost
promovat la rangul de ofiter de cart si mi-a fost datd mie singur
puntea in grija. Asa se face cd mecanismele cu parghii ale Tnaltelor
catarge de pe vapor mi s-au parut dintr-odata nespus de interesante.
As zice ca era magulitor pentru un tanar sd aiba Incredere in el un
comandant de felul cédpitanului S..., si asta, s-ar parea, fara nicio
supraveghere. Era intr-adevar magulitor, cu toate ca nu tin minte ca
tonul, purtarea ori intelesul cuvintelor pe care mi le adresa capitanul
S... sd fi sugerat, oricat m-as fi chinuit eu sa le rastdlmacesc, ca ar
avea o parere cat de cat buna despre priceperea mea. lar pe deasupra

mai era, dupd mine, si cel incomod dintre comandanti cand era

pathetic, and perhaps just the least bit dangerous. At any rate, | am
glad that, what between Captain S-’s yearning for old triumphs and
Mr. P-’s deafness, I have seen some memorable carrying on to
make a passage. And I have carried on myself upon the tall spars of
that Clyde shipbuilder’s masterpiece as I have never carried on in a
ship before or since.

The second mate falling ill during the passage, | was
promoted to officer of the watch, alone in charge of the deck. Thus
the immense leverage of the ship’s tall masts became a matter very
near my own heart. | suppose it was something of a compliment for
a young fellow to be trusted, apparently without any supervision, by
such a commander as Captain S-; though, as far as | can remember,
neither the tone, nor the manner, nor yet the drift of Captain S-’s
remarks addressed to myself did ever, by the most strained
interpretation, imply a favourable opinion of my abilities. And he
was, | must say, a most uncomfortable commander to get your
orders from at night. If I had the watch from eight till midnight, he
would leave the deck about nine with the words, “Don’t take any
sail off her.” Then, on the point of disappearing down the
companion-way, he would add curtly: “Don’t carry anything away.”

I am glad to say that I never did; one night, however, | was caught,
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vorba de ordinele pe care le dddea noaptea. Dacad eram de cart de la
opt seara pand la miezul noptii, pleca pe punte pe la ora noua,
zicand: ,,Sa nu cumva sa strangi vreo panza“. Cand sa dispara pe
scara de langa cabina capitanului, adauga tdios: ,,Sa nu clintesti
nimic*. Ceea ce si faceam, la drept vorbind. Doar intr-0 noapte fu
cat pe ce sd ma ia pe nepregatite o schimbare brusca a directiei
vantului.

S... n-a mai urcat pe punte, desi era o galagie infernala:
marinarii alergau incolo si Incoace, strigau, panzele se zbateau, ce
mai, era atata zgomot ca ar fi putut sa scoale si mortii din somnul de
veci. O ord mai tarziu a venit sa ma inlocuiasca secundul, si
capitanul a trimis sd ma cheme. Am intrat in cabina lui: statea intins
in pat, invelit cu un pled, cu perna sub cap.

— Ce ti s-a intamplat pe punte adineauri? ma intreba.

— S-a pornit vant pe pupa travers, domnule, zisei eu.

— Dumneata nu ti-ai dat seama ca-si schimba directia?

— Ba da, domnule, m-am gandit ca o sa se schimbe.

— S1 atunci de ce nu ai strans pe loc velele inferioare? ma
intreba, pe un ton care ar fi trebuit sd-mi faca sangele sd-mi inghete
in vine.

Nu m-am lasat intimidat.

not quite prepared, by a sudden shift of wind.

There was, of course, a good deal of noise—running about,
the, shouts of the sailors, the thrashing of the sails—enough, in fact,
to wake the dead. But S- never came on deck. When | was relieved
by the chief mate an hour afterwards, he sent for me. | went into
his stateroom; he was lying on his couch wrapped up in a rug, with
a pillow under his head.

“What was the matter with you up there just now?” he
asked.

“Wind flew round on the lee quarter, sir,” I said.

“Couldn’t you see the shift coming?”

“Yes, sir, | thought it wasn’t very far off.”

“Why didn’t you have your courses hauled up at once,
then?” he asked in a tone that ought to have made my blood run
cold.

But this was my chance, and | did not let it slip.

“Well, sir,” I said in an apologetic tone, “she was going
eleven knots very nicely, and | thought she would do for another
half-hour or so.”

He gazed at me darkly out of his head, lying very still on the

white pillow, for a time.
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— Pentru cd, domnule, zisei eu aproape scuzandu-ma,
corabia Tnainta bine cu unsprezece noduri $i m-am gandit cd mai
rezista o jumatate de ora macar.

M-a scrutat posomorat o vreme, cu capul infundat in perna.

— Asa deci, inca o jumatate de ora. Uite asa rdman corabiile
fara catarge.

La atat s-a redus sapuneala pe care am primit-o. Am zabovit
o clipa, apoi am iesit Inchizand cu grija usa cabinei Tn urma mea.

Si iatd cd am iubit marea, am trdit in preajma ei si am
parasit-0 fara sa mi se intdmple vreodata sa vad alcatuirea uriaga de
vergi, paienjenisuri si borangic aruncatd peste bord. Poate doar
fiindca am avut noroc si atat. Sarmanul P..., insd, n-ar fi scapat asa
de usor cu fata curata daca ca zeul vijeliilor nu-l lua de timpuriu de
pe acest pamant, facut din oceane pe trei sferturi si, prin urmare,
lacas prielnic marinarilor. Cétiva ani mai tarziu, am Intalnit intr-un
port indian pe cineva care lucrase pe vasele aceleasi companii. Am
pomenit ba un nume, ba altul, am vorbit de colegii nostri de breasla
si, cum era de asteptat, am intrebat de P... Voiam sa stiu daca a
ajuns capitan. Interlocutorul meu a raspuns in treacat:

— Asta nu, dar oricum e la addpost de nevoi. Marea agitatd I-
a inghitit de pe pupa, in timpul unei célatorii dinspre Noua Zeelanda

catre Capul Horn.

“Ah, yes, another half-hour. That’s the way ships get
dismasted.”

And that was all I got in the way of a wigging. | waited a
little while and then went out, shutting carefully the door of the
state-room after me.

Well, | have loved, lived with, and left the sea without ever
seeing a ship’s tall fabric of sticks, cobwebs and gossamer go by the
board. Sheer good luck, no doubt. But as to poor P-, | am sure that
he would not have got off scot-free like this but for the god of gales,
who called him away early from this earth, which is three parts
ocean, and therefore a fit abode for sailors. A few years afterwards
I met in an Indian port a man who had served in the ships of the
same company. Names came up in our talk, names of our
colleagues in the same employ, and, naturally enough, | asked after
P-. Had he got a command yet? And the other man answered
carelessly:

“No; but he’s provided for, anyhow. A heavy sea took him
off the poop in the run between New Zealand and the Horn.”

Thus P- passed away from amongst the tall spars of ships
that he had tried to their utmost in many a spell of boisterous
weather. He had shown me what carrying on meant, but he was not

a man to learn discretion from. He could not help his deafness. One
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Asa a plecat P... dintre catargele inalte ale corabiilor pe care
de multe ori le-a pus la grea incercare in vreme de furtuna. De la el
am iInvatat ce inseamna sa fii fara teama, dar nu si cum sa fii
intelept. Nu era insd vina lui cd e surd. il tin minte cu buna lui
dispozitie, cu admiratia lui pentru glumele din Punch, cu micile lui
ciudatenii — cum era de exemplu pasiunea de a aduna oglinzi de
imprumut. In fiecare cabind exista cite o oglindd insurubati in
peretele despartitor; la ce avea nevoie de mai multe oglinzi, nu
pricepea nici unul dintre noi. Rugamintea sa i-o imprumuti era
facutd pe un ton confidential. De ce oare? Ne dadeam fiecare cu
parerea. Acum n-are sa mai afle nimeni niciodata. De altfel, era o
ciuddtenie inofensiva si fie ca zeul vijeliilor, care 1-a smuls atat de
brutal dintre noi pe drumul dintre Noua Zeelanda si Capul Horn, sa-
1 odihneasca sufletul in pace in Raiul marinarilor adevarati, acolo

unde nicio nesabuintd nu poate frange catargele corabiei!

4

can only remember his cheery temper, his admiration for the jokes
in Punch, his little oddities—Iike his strange passion for borrowing
looking-glasses, for instance. Each of our cabins had its own
looking-glass screwed to the bulkhead, and what he wanted with
more of them we never could fathom. He asked for the loan in
confidential tones. Why? Mystery. We made various surmises.
No one will ever know now. At any rate, it was a harmless
eccentricity, and may the god of gales, who took him away so
abruptly between New Zealand and the Horn, let his soul rest in
some Paradise of true seamen, where no amount of carrying on will

ever dismast a ship!
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XIII

A fost o vreme cand secundul vasului, cu carnetul in mana si
cu creionul dupa ureche, era cu un ochi sus, la marinarii care
greeaza, si cu celalalt jos, la gura de magazie, la docheri. Urmarea
randuirea Tncdrcaturii vasului cu convingerea ca, inainte chiar ca
vaporul sa plece, el trebuie sa facad tot ce-i std in putintd sa fie
calatoria scurta si usoara.

Termenele scurte, felul cum decurg incarcarea si
descarcarea in docuri, folosirea mecanismelor de ridicare, foarte iuti
si nerabdatoare de felul lor, nevoia de expediere rapida, pand si
marimea vasului, toate acestea despart pe marinarul de azi de
cunoagterea pand-n cele mai mici amanunte a mestesugului lui.

Corabiile pot fi rentabile ori nerentabile. O corabie rentabila
transporta o Incadrcdturd mare pe orice vreme, oricat de neprevazuta,
lar atunci cand sta e neclintita si se misca dintr-un loc de ancorare
in altul fara lest. Cand se spune despre o corabie cd poate naviga
fard lest, e ca si cum ai spune cd e o corabie desavarsitd. Eu unul

n-am dat peste asemenea corabii model, am vazut doar reclama care

4

XIII

There has been a time when a ship’s chief mate, pocket-
book in hand and pencil behind his ear, kept one eye aloft upon his
riggers and the other down the hatchway on the stevedores, and
watched the disposition of his ship’s cargo, knowing that even
before she started he was already doing his best to secure for her an
easy and quick passage.

The hurry of the times, the loading and discharging
organization of the docks, the use of hoisting machinery which
works quickly and will not wait, the cry for prompt despatch, the
very size of his ship, stand nowadays between the modern seaman
and the thorough knowledge of his craft.

There are profitable ships and unprofitable ships. The
profitable ship will carry a large load through all the hazards of the
weather, and, when at rest, will stand up in dock and shift from
berth to berth without ballast. There is a point of perfection in a
ship as a worker when she is spoken of as being able to sail without
ballast. | have never met that sort of paragon myself, but | have

seen these paragons advertised amongst ships for sale. Such excess
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li se facea cand erau de vanzare. Niciodata n-am avut incredere intr-
0 corabie despre care se zicea cd ar fi din cale afard de blajina si
plind de calitati. Oricine e liber sa declare cd vaporul lui navigheaza
fara balast. Poate chiar sa fie foarte sigur de ceea ce spune, mai ales
daca nici n-are de gand sa se imbarce el insusi la bordul lui. Nici
macar nu riscd mare lucru facand corabiei reclama ca poate naviga
fara lest, pentru ca o astfel de afirmatie nu presupune ca vasul
trebuie neaparat sa si ajungd undeva. Ba mai mult, este foarte
adevarat ca mai toate corabiile pot naviga, un timp scurt, fara balast,
doar ca nu dureaza mult si se rastoarna peste echipaj.

Proprietarul vasului e fericit daca vaporul e rentabil;
marinarul e mandru; ba, de cele mai multe ori, este chiar convins ca
vaporul este si foarte aratos; dacd poate sa se laude si cu insusiri
mai folositoare ale corabiei, mandria lui este pe de-a-ntregul
satisfacuta.

Candva era nevoie de stiintd, de pricepere si de
discernamant la incarcarea unei corabii.  S-au scris carti intregi
despre asta. ,,Stevens despre incarcare® este o scriere voluminoasa

care (in lumea ei) are faima si importanta celor scrise de Coke

despre Littleton®. Stevens este un scriitor placut si darurile lui, cum

* Sir Edward Coke (1552-1634), autorul unor tratate de drept, in care il
mentioneaza pe Sir Thomas Littleton (1422-1481), autor si el de tratate de drept.
Coke-upon-Littleton este numele invechit azi al unei bauturi — n.tr.

of virtue and good-nature on the part of a ship always provoked my
mistrust. It is open to any man to say that his ship will sail without
ballast; and he will say it, too, with every mark of profound
conviction, especially if he is not going to sail in her himself. The
risk of advertising her as able to sail without ballast is not great,
since the statement does not imply a warranty of her arriving
anywhere. Moreover, it is strictly true that most ships will sail
without ballast for some little time before they turn turtle upon the
crew.

A ship-owner loves a profitable ship; the seaman is proud of
her; a doubt of her good looks seldom exists in his mind; but if he
can boast of her more useful qualities it is an added satisfaction for
his self-love.

The loading of ships was once a matter of skill, judgment,
and knowledge. Thick books have been written about it. “Stevens
on Stowage” is a portly volume with the renown and weight (in its
own world) of Coke on Littleton. Stevens is an agreeable writer,
and, as is the case with men of talent, his gifts adorn his sterling
soundness. He gives you the official teaching on the whole subject,
is precise as to rules, mentions illustrative events, quotes law cases

where verdicts turned upon a point of stowage. He is never
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se intampla cu toti cei talentati, fac cinste seriozitatii lui demne de
toatd increderea. Oferd Invataturi in materie, da reguli precise,
exemplifica de fiecare data cu incidente concrete, discutd procese
civile ale caror verdicte se sprijind pe chestiuni de incarcare. Nu
este deloc pedant si, in ciuda increderii lui nestrdmutate in principii
generale, nu se sfieste sd recunoasca faptul cd nicio corabie nu
seamana leit cu alta.

Incarcarea si descarcarea marfurilor era pe vremuri o
indeletnicire calificata, dar in ziua de azi se apropie din ce In ce mai
mult de o munca fara calificare. Nu se poate spune despre un vas cu
aburi modern, care are o multime de cale, ca e incarcat In sensul
marinaresc al cuvantului. Un asemenea vas e umplut. Nu se poate
spune ca incarcatura lui este randuitd; ea este pur i simplu aruncata
induntru gramada, prin cele sase ori mai multe guri de incarcare, de
catre cel putin doudsprezece macarale, cu zanganit, graba, larma si
infierbantare, intr-un nor de abur si prafarie de carbune. Cata vreme
elicea e acoperita bine de apa si ai grija, sa zicem, sa nu azvarli
butoaiele cu ulei peste baloturi de matase, sd nu trantesti o traversa
de pod grea de cinci tone peste un rand de saci cu cafea, ei bine, se
cheamad ca ti-ai facut foarte onorabil datoria in ce priveste

necesitatea expedierii rapide.

pedantic, and, for all his close adherence to broad principles, he is
ready to admit that no two ships can be treated exactly alike.
Stevedoring, which had been a skilled labour, is fast
becoming a labour without the skill. The modern steamship with
her many holds is not loaded within the sailor-like meaning of the
word. She is filled up. Her cargo is not stowed in any sense; it is
simply dumped into her through six hatchways, more or less, by
twelve winches or so, with clatter and hurry and racket and heat, in
a cloud of steam and a mess of coal-dust. As long as you keep her
propeller under water and take care, say, not to fling down barrels
of oil on top of bales of silk, or deposit an iron bridge-girder of five
ton or so upon a bed of coffee-bags, you have done about all in the

way of duty that the cry for prompt despatch will allow you to do.
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XIV

Pe vremea mea, in zilele ei de glorie, corabia cu panze era
ca o fiinta vie. Cand vorbesc de zilele ei de glorie, ma gandesc la
perfectiunea alcatuirii, a mecanismelor ei, la TInsusirile ei
marindresti, la usurinta cu care putea fi manuita, nicidecum la viteza
pe care o atingea. Acele zile de glorie s-au incheiat atunci cand au
inceput sa se construiasca vapoarele din alte materiale. Niciunul
dintre vasele vechi de fier n-a atins vreodata viteza miraculoasa cu
care navigau, inaintea lor, cordbiile de lemn invelite in tabla de
arama, sub mana priceputd a unor cdpitani vestiti la vremea lor.
Desi se facuse tot ce era cu putinta pentru ca vasul de fier sd fie
desavarsit, mintea omului n-a izbutit sd nascoceasca un amestec
potrivit pentru invelisul care sa-i apere carena, s-o pastreze la fel de
curatd pe dinafara cum era pe vremea tablei din metal galbui. Dupa
Ce petrece cateva sdptamani pe mare, un vapor din fier incetineste
ca si cum ar fi obosit de timpuriu. Motivul este ca fundul vasului se
acopera cu scoici. Orice fleac poate reduce viteza unui vapor din

fier, mai ales daca elicea lui nu-l trage fara intrerupere si fara

crutare. De cele mai multe ori nici nu-ti dai bine seama ce fleac

XIV

The sailing-ship, when | knew her in her days of perfection,
was a sensible creature. When | say her days of perfection, | mean
perfection of build, gear, seaworthy qualities and case of handling,
not the perfection of speed. That quality has departed with the
change of building material. No iron ship of yesterday ever attained
the marvels of speed which the seamanship of men famous in their
time had obtained from their wooden, copper-sheeted predecessors.
Everything had been done to make the iron ship perfect, but no wit
of man had managed to devise an efficient coating composition to
keep her bottom clean with the smooth cleanness of yellow metal
sheeting. After a spell of a few weeks at sea, an iron ship begins to
lag as if she had grown tired too soon. It is only her bottom that is
getting foul. A very little affects the speed of an iron ship which is
not driven on by a merciless propeller. Often it is impossible to tell
what inconsiderate trifle puts her off her stride. A certain
mysteriousness hangs around the quality of speed as it was
displayed by the old sailing-ships commanded by a competent
seaman. In those days the speed depended upon the seaman;
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neinsemnat 1i tulburd inaintarea. Viteza cu care zburau vechile
corabii cu panze atunci cand erau conduse de un marinar priceput
avea un aer de mister. La vremea aceea, viteza era in puterea
marinarului; tocmai de aceea, pe langa faptul ca respecta legile,
regulile si regulamentul de desfasurare in conditii bune a
incarcaturii, acesta se ingrijea si de incdrcarea marfurilor, asa incat
vasul sa aiba un echilibru bun. Unele cordbii inaintau mai iute daca
erau perfect echilibrate, altele trebuiau sa aiba pupa cu un picior
mai adancitad in apa decat prova; auzeam chiar ca o corabie atingea
viteza cea mai mare atunci cand, avand vant bun, era incarcatd in
asa fel Incat prova sa pluteasca scufundata la o addncime de cativa
inchi in apa.

Imi aduc aminte de o imagine din Amesterdam, iarna — o
intindere platd de pamant, pustie si la vedere, presarata din loc in
loc cu stive de cherestea care semdnau cu colibele dintr-o tabara a
cine stie carui trib sdrac lipit; Handelskade, intins pana departe;
cheiuri reci, pietruite, petece de zapada ici-colo, canalul inghetat
bocna si, inlauntrul lui, corabiile ingirate una dupa alta, cu paramele
de acostare inghetate si lasate in voia lor, cu puntile goale, pustii,
fiindca, dupa cum mi-a adus la cunostinta cdpetenia hamalilor (o
fiintd blanda, stearsa, cu trei fire blonde-n barba si nasul Inrosit),

incarcaturile lor se aflau prinse intre gheturi

therefore, apart from the laws, rules, and regulations for the good
preservation of his cargo, he was careful of his loading,—or what is
technically called the trim of his ship. Some ships sailed fast on an
even keel, others had to be trimmed quite one foot by the stern, and
I have heard of a ship that gave her best speed on a wind when so
loaded as to float a couple of inches by the head.

I call to mind a winter landscape in Amsterdam—a flat
foreground of waste land, with here and there stacks of timber, like
the huts of a camp of some very miserable tribe; the long stretch of
the Handelskade; cold, stone-faced quays, with the snow-sprinkled
ground and the hard, frozen water of the canal, in which were set
ships one behind another with their frosty mooring-ropes hanging
slack and their decks idle and deserted, because, as the master
stevedore (a gentle, pale person, with a few golden hairs on his chin
and a reddened nose) informed me, their cargoes were frozen-in up-
country on barges and schuyts. In the distance, beyond the waste
ground, and running parallel with the line of ships, a line of brown,
warm-toned houses seemed bowed under snow-laden roofs. From
afar at the end of Tsar Peter Straat, issued in the frosty air the tinkle
of bells of the horse tramcars, appearing and disappearing in the
opening between the buildings, like little toy carriages harnessed

with toy horses and played with by people that appeared no bigger
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in interiorul tarii, pe slepuri si vase olandeze numite schuyt, folosite
pentru navigatie pe canale, pe langa coasta. In departare, dincolo de
intinderea pustie, paralel cu sirul de corabii, se ingirau casele
cafenii, cu aer imbietor, incovoiate parca sub povara de nea a
acoperisurilor. Tocmai din capat, de la Tsar Peter Straat, rasuna prin
ger clinchetul zurgéldilor de la tramvaiele cu cai; tramvaiele
apareau si dispareau in spatiul liber dintre cladiri asemeni unor mici
calesti de jucdrie, la care erau inhamati cai de jucérie si cu care se
jucau fiinte de marimea unor copii.

In asteptarea incarcaturii prinse intre gheturi in interiorul
tarii, imi muscam mainile, cum zic francezii, de nerabdare; ma
infuria la culme canalul blocat, infatisarea inghetatd si parasitd a
tuturor cordbiilor care parca se descompuneau cu intristare
neinduratoare, incercuite de gheata, lipsite de libertatea de a pluti in
voie. Eram secund si eram grozav de singur. De indatd ce ma
angajasem, mi se ceruse sd dau drumul in concediu tuturor musilor,
fiindca, pe o vreme precum aceea, tot nu aveau nimic de facut,
poate doar sa aibad grija de focul care ardea in soba din cabina. De
foc se ocupa ingrijitorul de vas, un olandez care duhnea a tutun,
avea o claie de par incalcit In cap, era neinchipuit de murdar si,
fiindcd nu avea dinti, parea de-a dreptul straniu; abia daca se

pricepea sa lege doud vorbe-n englezeste si totusi sunt convins ca

than children.

| was, as the French say, biting my fists with impatience for
that cargo frozen up-country; with rage at that canal set fast, at the
wintry and deserted aspect of all those ships that seemed to decay in
grim depression for want of the open water. | was chief mate, and
very much alone. Directly | had joined | received from my owners
instructions to send all the ship’s apprentices away on leave
together, because in such weather there was nothing for anybody to
do, unless to keep up a fire in the cabin stove. That was attended to
by a snuffy and mop-headed, inconceivably dirty, and weirdly
toothless Dutch ship-keeper, who could hardly speak three words of
English, but who must have had some considerable knowledge of
the language, since he managed invariably to interpret in the
contrary sense everything that was said to him.

Notwithstanding the little iron stove, the ink froze on the
swing-table in the cabin, and | found it more convenient to go
ashore stumbling over the arctic waste-land and shivering in glazed
tramcars in order to write my evening letter to my owners in a
gorgeous café in the centre of the town. It was an immense place,
lofty and gilt, upholstered in red plush, full of electric lights and so
thoroughly warmed that even the marble tables felt tepid to the

touch. The waiter who brought me my cup of coffee bore, by
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stia bine limba, fiindca izbutea de minune sa facd exact pe dos tot
ce i se spunea.

Desi aveam in cabind o sobita de fier, cerneala tot ingheta pe
masa rabatabila si mi-era mult mai la indemana sa cobor pe uscat,
sd traversez cum puteam intinderea arcticd pustie si sd dardai in
tramvaiele acoperite cu o pojghitd de gheata, pentru ca in cele din
urma sa ajung intr-un restaurant luxos din centrul orasului si sa-mi
scriu acolo scrisoarea de seard catre proprietarii corabiei. Era un
restaurant imens, cu tavanul inalt suflat cu aur, capitonat cu plus
rosu, intesat de lumini si atat de bine incalzit, incat pana si mesele
de marmori erau cildute. In marea mea insingurare, chelnerul care-
mi aducea cafeaua devenea dintr-o data un vechi prieten apropiat si
indragit. Acolo in restaurant, singur in mijlocul unei multimi
gdlagioase, asterneam o scrisoare catre Glasgow care anunta mereu
acelasi lucru: Nu avem incdrcatura si se pare ca nici nu VOm avea
pana spre sfarsitul primdverii. Tot timpul cat stiteam acolo la o
masd, mintea mea pe jumadtate congelatd era obsedata de obligatia
de a ma intoarce pe corabie, de calatoria pe care urma s-0 fac
inapoi, dardaind in tramvaie poleite cu gheata, de traversarea
poticnitd a intinderii de pdmant pustii, presarate cu zdpada, de

vedenii ale cordbiilor inghetate 1n sir, care aduceau cu niste starvuri

comparison with my utter isolation, the dear aspect of an intimate
friend. There, alone in a noisy crowd, | would write slowly a letter
addressed to Glasgow, of which the gist would be: There is no
cargo, and no prospect of any coming till late spring apparently.
And all the time | sat there the necessity of getting back to the ship
bore heavily on my already half-congealed spirits—the shivering in
glazed tramcars, the stumbling over the snow-sprinkled waste
ground, the vision of ships frozen in a row, appearing vaguely like
corpses of black vessels in a white world, so silent, so lifeless, so
soulless they seemed to be.

With precaution | would go up the side of my own particular
corpse, and would feel her as cold as ice itself and as slippery under
my feet. My cold berth would swallow up like a chilly burial niche
my bodily shivers and my mental excitement. It was a cruel
winter. The very air seemed as hard and trenchant as steel; but it
would have taken much more than this to extinguish my sacred fire
for the exercise of my craftt No young man of twenty-four
appointed chief mate for the first time in his life would have let that
Dutch tenacious winter penetrate into his heart. 1 think that in those
days | never forgot the fact of my elevation for five consecutive

minutes. | fancy it kept me warm, even in my slumbers, better than
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de vapoare negre, pierdute intr-o lume alba, intr-atat erau de multe,
lipsite de viata, fara suflet in ele.

Urcam cu mare grija pe puntea starvului de unde plecasem;
era rece ca gheata si-mi fugea de sub picioare. Ca un loc geros de
inmormantare, patul rece 1mi inghitea dardaiala trupului si
nelinistea mintii. A fost o iarnd nemiloasd. Pand si aerul era
muscator si tdios ca otelul; si totusi nici frigul, nici altele mai rele
nu mi-ar fi putut sugruma fericirea ca imi fac meseria. Eram tanar,
aveam doudzeci si patru de ani, eram proaspat numit secund pentru
intaia datd in viata mea, si nimeni in locul meu n-ar fi ingaduit
acelei inversunate ierni olandeze sa-i inghete sufletul. Cred ca in tot
timpul cat am stat acolo n-au trecut cinci minute la rand sa nu ma
gandesc cu incantare ca fusesem inaintat in grad. Gandul acesta imi
tinea de cald chiar si in somn, mai bine decat gramada de paturi cu
care md inveleam si care, atunci cand le aruncam la o parte in fiece
dimineata, trozneau de inghetate ce erau. $i, desi nu era nicio
nevoie, md sculam cu noaptea-n cap fiindcd ma stiam singur la
comanda. Nu fusese inca numit noul capitan.

Aproape zilnic in zori sosea cdte o scrisoare in care
proprietarii corabiei md somau sa merg la expeditori sa le fac
scandal pana-mi aduc incarcatura; sa-i amenint ca au sa-mi

plateasca bani grei fiindca-mi tin vasul in loc; sa cer ca asortimentul

the high pile of blankets, which positively crackled with frost as |
threw them off in the morning. And | would get up early for no
reason whatever except that | was in sole charge. The new captain
had not been appointed yet.

Almost each morning a letter from my owners would arrive,
directing me to go to the charterers and clamour for the ship’s
cargo; to threaten them with the heaviest penalties of demurrage; to
demand that this assortment of varied merchandise, set fast in a
landscape of ice and windmills somewhere up-country, should be
put on rail instantly, and fed up to the ship in regular quantities
every day. After drinking some hot coffee, like an Arctic explorer
setting off on a sledge journey towards the North Pole, | would go
ashore and roll shivering in a tramcar into the very heart of the
town, past clean-faced houses, past thousands of brass knockers
upon a thousand painted doors glimmering behind rows of trees of
the pavement species, leafless, gaunt, seemingly dead forever.

That part of the expedition was easy enough, though the
horses were painfully glistening with icicles, and the aspect of the
tram-conductors’ faces presented a repulsive blending of crimson
and purple. But as to frightening or bullying, or even wheedling
some sort of answer out of Mr. Hudig, that was another matter

altogether. He was a big, swarthy Netherlander, with black
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de diferite marfuri, imobilizat intr-un peisaj cu gheturi si mori de
vant in interiorul tarii, sd fie pe datd incarcat in tren si descarcat pe
corabie In portii zilnice, zi de zi. Dupd ce imi beam cafeaua
aburinda, ca un explorator arctic care porneste cu sania la drum spre
Polul Nord, coboram pe uscat si mergeam dardaind cu tramvaiul
pana-n inima orasului, pe langa cladiri cu fatada ingrijita, pe langa
mii de manere de alama cu care se batea in miile de usi vopsite ce
licareau din spatele sirurilor de copaci desfrunziti, desirati, copaci
dintre aceia ce cresc pe strazile unui oras si care, atunci, pareau
morti pentru vesnicie.

Prima parte a célatoriei era usoara, cu toate cd inghetai doar
uitdndu-te cum scanteiaza turturii pe cai si ce fete caramiziu-
impurpurate aveau vatmanii. Mai greu era restul. Mai bine zis, n-
aveam nicio sansa sa storc de la dl. Hudig cel mai vag rdspuns,
oricat as fi Incercat eu sa-1 inspaimant, sa-l silesc ori sa-1 lingusesc
pentru aceasta. Era un olandez matahalos, oaches, cu mustati negre
si privirea neinfricata. Incepea intotdeauna prin a-mi face vant intr-
un scaun inainte sa pot scoate o vorba, imi oferea cu mare prietenie
un trabuc imens s§i, Intr-o engleza impecabila, se pornea sa
sporovdiasca la nesfarsit despre vremea neobisnuit de aspra. E peste
putintd sd ameninti pe cineva care, desi iti cunoaste limba la

perfectie, pur si simplu pare cd nu e in stare sa perceapa tonul de

moustaches and a bold glance. He always began by shoving me
into a chair before | had time to open my mouth, gave me cordially
a large cigar, and in excellent English would start to talk
everlastingly about the phenomenal severity of the weather. It was
impossible to threaten a man who, though he possessed the
language perfectly, seemed incapable of understanding any phrase
pronounced in a tone of remonstrance or discontent. As to
quarrelling with him, it would have been stupid. The weather was
too bitter for that. His office was so warm, his fire so bright, his
sides shook so heartily with laughter, that | experienced always a
great difficulty in making up my mind to reach for my hat.

At last the cargo did come. At first it came dribbling in by
rail in trucks, till the thaw set in; and then fast, in a multitude of
barges, with a great rush of unbound waters. The gentle master
stevedore had his hands very full at last; and the chief mate became
worried in his mind as to the proper distribution of the weight of his
first cargo in a ship he did not personally know before.

Ships do want humouring. They want humouring in
handling; and if you mean to handle them well, they must have
been humoured in the distribution of the weight which you ask
them to carry through the good and evil fortune of a passage. Your

ship is a tender creature, whose idiosyncrasies must be attended to
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dojana ori de nemultumire. Iar de cearta nici nu putea fi vorba, ar fi
fost o prostie. Era o vreme prea amarnicd pentru asta. Era atat de
cald in biroul lui, focul ardea asa de placut, iar el rddea cu atata
pofta incat numai cu greu ma hotaram intr-un tarziu sa-mi iau
palaria si sa plec.

Pand la urmd incdrcdtura a sosit. La inceput, putin cate
putin, In vagoane de marfa, pana la dezghet; dupd aceea 1n graba, cu
nenumadrate slepuri, intr-o navald de ape nestavilite. Blanda
capetenie a docherilor avea in sfarsit de lucru pana peste cap.
Secundul, la randul lui, incepu sa se socoteasca in mintea lui cum sa
imparta greutatea primei incarcaturi de care se ocupa, intr-0 corabie
pe care de abia atunci incepea sa lucreze.

Corabiilor trebuie sa stii sa le intri in voie. Trebuie sa le intri
in voie ca sd-ti raspunda la comenzi. Si daca tii sd le méanuiesti bine,
trebuie mai intai sa le intri In voie randuind greutatea pe care le ceri
s-0 duca la destinatie, fie vremea bund sau rea. Corabia e o fiinta
gingasa, trebuie sa tii seama de particularitatile ei daca vrei ca viata
el agitatd si nesigura sa-ti faca cinste in cele din urma si sa n-o faca

de rusine nici pe ea.

if you mean her to come with credit to herself and you through the
rough-and-tumble of her life.
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XV

Asta era si parerea noului cdpitan, care sosi a doua zi dupa
ce se incheie incércarea, chiar in ajunul plecarii. L-am observat mai
intai pe chei: un necunoscut, se vedea ca nu e olandez, cu melon
negru si un palton scurt bej, caraghios de nepotrivit cu infatisarea
iernaticd a Intinderii aceleia pustii, marginite de fatadele cafenii ale
caselor cu acoperisuri siroind de zapada ce se topea.

Necunoscutul se plimba in sus si In jos, In mod evident
preocupat sa cerceteze echilibrul vasului la pupa si la prora. Cand I-
am vazut lasandu-se pe vine in mazga pe marginea cheiului ca sa
vada cat mai bine pescajul la pupa, mi-am zis: ,,lata-l pe capitan®.
Si neintarziat i-am zarit bagajul sosind — un cufdr de marinar in
toata legea, carat cu chingi de doi oameni, cu citeva geamantane
din piele s1 un sul de harti marine invelite in panza tare, ingramadite
peste capac. Vazandu-1 cum face un salt scurt, sprinten si firesc de
pe parapet drept la bord, am surprins un crampei din firea lui
adevaratd. Fara alta introducere decat un semn prietenos cu capul,
imi zise:

— Asieta e buna. Cum stai cu incarcatura?

XV

So seemed to think the new captain, who arrived the day
after we had finished loading, on the very eve of the day of sailing.
| first beheld him on the quay, a complete stranger to me, obviously
not a Hollander, in a black bowler and a short drab overcoat,
ridiculously out of tone with the winter aspect of the waste-lands,
bordered by the brown fronts of houses with their roofs dripping
with melting snow.

This stranger was walking up and down absorbed in the
marked contemplation of the ship’s fore and aft trim; but when I
saw him squat on his heels in the slush at the very edge of the quay
to peer at the draught of water under her counter, | said to myself,
“This is the captain.” And presently | descried his luggage coming
along—a real sailor’s chest, carried by means of rope-beckets
between two men, with a couple of leather portmanteaus and a roll
of charts sheeted in canvas piled upon the lid. The sudden,
spontaneous agility with which he bounded aboard right off the rail
afforded me the first glimpse of his real character. Without further
preliminaries than a friendly nod, he addressed me: “You have got
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I-am spus cd am reusit sd asez greutatea destul de sus, o
treime din ea aflandu-se in partea de sus a corabiei, in termeni
tehnici ,,deasupra minginiilor. Scoase un fluierat scurt, ,,Tii!*,
cercetandu-ma din cap pana-n picioare. Un zambet inciudat aparu
pe fata lui rumena.

— Pun capul cé n-o sd ne plictisim in calatoria asta, zise.

Isi si daduse seama. Mai tarziu am aflat ca fusese secund pe
corabia aceea doud drumuri la rand inainte de calitoria cu mine. i
cunosteam deja scrisul din jurnalele de bord mai vechi, pe care le
citisem atent in cabind, cu o curiozitate fireasca de a afla cele mai
norocoase clipe ale corabiei, epocile ei bune si rele, din care
scapase cu bine.

Profetia lui s-a adeverit. Nu ne-am plictisit deloc in calatoria
de la Amsterdam la Samarang, cu o incarcatura de marfuri generale
la bord, din care — sfinte Dumnezeule! — doar o treime ca greutate
se aflau agezate ,,deasupra traverselor”. Nu ne-am plictisit, dar nici
prea veseli n-am fost. N-am avut nici macar o singura clipa de
liniste, fiindcd niciun marinar nu se poate simfi cu mintea ori cu
trupul in largul lui cand nu s-a ingrijit la vreme sa-i fie mai intai
vaporului bine.

E o incercare pentru nervii unui om sa calatoreascd timp de

nouizeci de zile ori mai mult pe un vas cu toane. In cazul acela vina

her pretty well in her fore and aft trim. Now, what about your
weights?”

I told him | had managed to keep the weight sufficiently
well up, as | thought, one-third of the whole being in the upper part
“above the beams,” as the technical expression has it. He whistled
“Phew!” scrutinizing me from head to foot. A sort of smiling
vexation was visible on his ruddy face.

“Well, we shall have a lively time of it this passage, I bet,”
he said.

He knew. It turned out he had been chief mate of her for the
two preceding voyages; and | was already familiar with his
handwriting in the old log-books | had been perusing in my cabin
with a natural curiosity, looking up the records of my new ship’s
luck, of her behaviour, of the good times she had had, and of the
troubles she had escaped.

He was right in his prophecy. On our passage from
Amsterdam to Samarang with a general cargo, of which, alas! only
one-third in weight was stowed “above the beams,” we had a lively
time of it. It was lively, but not joyful. There was not even a single
moment of comfort in it, because no seaman can feel comfortable in
body or mind when he has made his ship uneasy.

To travel along with a cranky ship for ninety days or so is
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nu era a vasului. Greseala era urmatoarea: prin felul in care o
incarcasem, 1i creasem o prea mare stabilitate.

Pana atunci, si nici de atunci incoace, nu mi s-a Mmai
intamplat sa simt vasul ca incepe sa se legene atat de brusc, de greoi
si cu atata furie. Odata pornit, ti se parea ca n-are sa se mai Opreasca
in veci. Aceasta descurajare starnitd de balansul vapoarelor al caror
centru de greutate e coborat prea mult la Incarcare i facea pe toti de
pe punte sa simta ca le e lehamite sd se mai tind pe picioare. Am
auzit din intamplare pe unul dintre membrii echipajului zicand:
,Fir-ag al naibii, Jack! Zau daca-mi pasa cd o sa cad, nenorocita asta
de corabie n-are decat sa-mi mature creierii si gata®“. Foarte ades,
capitanul comenta:

— Cum de nu, o treime din greutate deasupra traverselor ar fi
fost prea destul pentru multe corabii. Numai ca, ce sa-i faci, nu
seamanad, ale naibii, una cu alta si pace, si corabia asta la incarcat e
ca un cal naravas, uite-asa. O apucd mania din te miri ce.

In sud, manatd de vanturile latitudinilor mari, corabia ne-a
facut viata un adevarat cosmar. Erau zile cand nu sta nimic locului
pe mesele rabatabile, cand nu-ti puteai gasi nicicum o pozitie in
care sd nu-ti simti incordati fara Incetare toti muschii trupului. Se
legdna si nu se mai oprea, cu smucituri care ar fi smuls orice de la

locul lui, si la fiecare aplecare catargele se roteau in vant cu

no doubt a nerve-trying experience; but in this case what was wrong
with our craft was this: that by my system of loading she had been
made much too stable.

Neither before nor since have | felt a ship roll so abruptly,
so violently, so heavily. Once she began, you felt that she would
never stop, and this hopeless sensation, characterizing the motion of
ships whose centre of gravity is brought down too low in loading,
made everyone on board weary of keeping on his feet. | remember
once over-hearing one of the hands say: “By Heavens, Jack! | feel
as if I didn’t mind how soon I let myself go, and let the blamed
hooker knock my brains out if she likes.” The captain used to
remark frequently: “Ah, yes; I dare say one-third weight above
beams would have been quite enough for most ships. But then, you
see, there’s no two of them alike on the seas, and she’s an
uncommonly ticklish jade to load.”

Down south, running before the gales of high latitudes, she
made our life a burden to us. There were days when nothing would
keep even on the swing-tables, when there was no position where
you could fix yourself so as not to feel a constant strain upon all the
muscles of your body. She rolled and rolled with an awful
dislodging jerk and that dizzily fast sweep of her masts on every

swing. It was a wonder that the men sent aloft were not flung off
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repeziciune. Era de mirare ca cei azvarliti in sus nu zburau jos de pe
vergi, ca vergile nu se desfaceau de catarge, iar catargele nu zburau
peste bord. In fotoliul lui din capul mesei, morocinos cipitanul se
tinea cat putea de bine, castronul cu supa aluneca intr-un colt al
cabinei si ospatarul se oprea cracanat in coltul opus. Privindu-ma,
capitanul remarca: ,,Asta-i treimea dumitale de deasupra traverselor.
Nu md mira decat un lucru, cum de se mai tin vergile la locul lor
dupa tot ce se Intampla“.

In cele din urma, unii din arboreti tot au cedat. Nu era cine
stie ce, ghiuri de brigantina si alte lucruri de felul acesta. Dar din
timp in timp corabia se legdna cu un asemenea avant inspaimantator
ca ar fi fost in stare sd rupa o parama noud de palanc de trei inci
pusa in patru, de ai fi crezut ca e mai subtire decat o sfoara.

Era firesc ca secundul vasului sa capete ce merita. Greseala
era a lui, si chiar daca ea putea fi pe jumadtate iertata, el tot trebuia
sa tragd ponoasele pentru felul cum randuise incarcatura. Cand una
dintre vergile mici s-a frant totusi, o bucata din ea 1-a izbit pe
secund in spate de-a alunecat pe burta pana hat departe pe puntea
principald. De aici s-au tras felurite neplaceri trupesti — ,,simptome
stranii, cum le numea capitanul care le-a tratat, perioade de
inexplicabild lipsa de putere, crize cand fara veste il apucau dureri

neintelese. Pacientul fu intru totul de aceeasi parere cu mormaielile

the yards, the yards not flung off the masts, the masts not flung
overboard. The captain in his armchair, holding on grimly at the
head of the table, with the soup-tureen rolling on one side of the
cabin and the steward sprawling on the other, would observe,
looking at me: “That’s your one-third above the beams. The only
thing that surprises me is that the sticks have stuck to her all this
time.”

Ultimately some of the minor spars did go—nothing
important: spanker-booms and such-like—because at times the
frightful impetus of her rolling would part a fourfold tackle of new
three-inch Manilla line as if it were weaker than pack-thread.

It was only poetic justice that the chief mate who had made
a mistake—perhaps a half-excusable one—about the distribution of
his ship’s cargo should pay the penalty. A piece of one of the
minor spars that did carry away flew against the chief mate’s back,
and sent him sliding on his face for quite a considerable distance
along the main deck. Thereupon followed various and unpleasant
consequences of a physical order—“queer symptoms,” as the
captain, who treated them, used to say; inexplicable periods of
powerlessness, sudden accesses of mysterious pain; and the patient
agreed fully with the regretful mutters of his very attentive captain

wishing that it had been a straightforward broken leg. Even the
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pline de parere de rau ale grijuliului capitan, ca mai bine isi rupea
un picior si stia exact ce are. Nici doctorul olandez care a preluat
cazul In Samarang n-a gasit o explicatie stiintificd. N-a spus decat:
,Ehei, prietene, esti Inca tanar. S-ar putea sa ai de tras din cauza
asta toatd viata. Nu mai pleca pe mare; iti trebuie trei luni de tacere
— multd tacere.”

Cand zicea ca secundul are nevoie de tacere, doctorul voia
de fapt sa spuna ca trebuie sa stea la pat. Era un om energic. Atunci
cand vorbea englezeste facea greseli copilaresti, nici nu se compara
cu felul curgator in care vorbea dl. Hudig, omul de la celalalt capat
al calatoriei aceleia, o figura remarcabila in felul ei. Intins pe spate
intr-un salon spatios din spitalul Far Eastern, am avut liniste din
plin ca sd-mi amintesc gerul Inspdimantitor si zdpada din
Amsterdam, in vreme ce frunzele de palmier se zvarcoleau si
fosneau sub ochii mei la inaltimea ferestrei. imi aduceam aminte de
inflacararea mea si de caldtoriile cu tramvaiul, cand era asa de frig
ca-mi inghetau oasele. Mergeam in orag ca sa exercit presiuni, cum
s-ar zice in limbaj diplomatic, asupra acelui cumsecade Hudig.
Revedeam focul cald din biroul lui, fotoliul, trabucul lung si
auzeam vocea lui blajind insinudnd pentru a-mi face placere (si
siretlicul nu dadea gres niciodatd): ,,Presupun ca pana la urma Dvs.

veti fi numit capitan Tnainte s plece corabia?* Poate ca o facea doar

Dutch doctor who took the case up in Samarang offered no
scientific explanation. All he said was: “Ah, friend, you are young
yet; it may be very serious for your whole life. You must leave
your ship; you must quite silent be for three months—quite silent.”
Of course, he meant the chief mate to keep quiet—to lay up,
as a matter of fact. His manner was impressive enough, if his
English was childishly imperfect when compared with the fluency
of Mr. Hudig, the figure at the other end of that passage, and
memorable enough in its way. In a great airy ward of a Far Eastern
hospital, lying on my back, | had plenty of leisure to remember the
dreadful cold and snow of Amsterdam, while looking at the fronds
of the palm-trees tossing and rustling at the height of the window. |
could remember the elated feeling and the soul-gripping cold of
those tramway journeys taken into town to put what in diplomatic
language is called pressure upon the good Hudig, with his warm
fire, his armchair, his big cigar, and the never-failing suggestion in
his good-natured voice: “I suppose in the end it is you they will
appoint captain before the ship sails?” It may have been his
extreme good-nature, the serious, unsmiling good-nature of a fat,
swarthy man with coal-black moustache and steady eyes; but he
might have been a bit of a diplomatist, too. His enticing suggestions

I used to repel modestly by the assurance that it was extremely
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fiindca era bun la suflet; era un om blajin, grav, serios, gras si
oaches, cu mustata tuciurie si privirea hotarata. Poate ca o facea cu
diplomatie, ca sa ma castige. De cate ori nu respinsesem insinuarile
lui ispititoare, asigurandu-l modest ca era foarte putin probabil,
intrucdt nu aveam experienta necesara. ,,Stii cum sa tratezi Cu
oamenii, spunea, si o intristare prefacuta ii intuneca fata rotunda si
senina. Ma intreb de multe ori daca-si radea vreodata-n barba dupa
ce ieseam din biroul lui. Inclin si cred ca nu, fiindcd din cate-mi
dau eu seama, diplomatii, fie ei in exercitiul functiunii ori nu, sunt
recunoscuti ca se iau in serios, cu siretlicurile lor cu tot.

Mai ca izbutise sda ma convingd cd eram cat se poate de
potrivit, din toate punctele de vedere, ca sa mi se incredinteze
comanda unui vapor. Au urmat insa cele trei luni de framantari si de
ganduri, de legdnare insuportabilda, de remuscare si durere
trupeasca, si ele m-au invatat iar lectia lipsei de experienta.

E adevarat, corabia cere sa stii sd-i canti in strund. Trebuie
sa tratezi cu un respect plin de intelegere tainele firii ei femeiesti.
Doar asa o faci sa-ti fie sprijin credincios in inclestarea neincetata
cu fortele potrivnice, inclestare n care infridngerea nu e nicidecum
rusinoasd. Nu stiu daca existd ceva mai important in viata unui

marinar decat legatura dintre el si corabie. Corabia isi are si ea

drepturile ei, ca orice fiintd care rasufla si stie vorbi. Cand omul stie

unlikely, as | had not enough experience. “You know very well
how to go about business matters,” he used to say, with a sort of
affected moodiness clouding his serene round face. | wonder
whether he ever laughed to himself after | had left the office. | dare
say he never did, because | understand that diplomatists, in and out
of the career, take themselves and their tricks with an exemplary
seriousness.

But he had nearly persuaded me that | was fit in every way
to be trusted with a command. There came three months of mental
worry, hard rolling, remorse, and physical pain to drive home the
lesson of insufficient experience.

Yes, your ship wants to be humoured with knowledge. You
must treat with an understanding consideration the mysteries of her
feminine nature, and then she will stand by you faithfully in the
unceasing struggle with forces wherein defeat is no shame. It is a
serious relation, that in which a man stands to his ship. She has her
rights as though she could breathe and speak; and, indeed, there are
ships that, for the right man, will do anything but speak, as the
saying goes.

A ship is not a slave. You must make her easy in a sea-way,
you must never forget that you owe her the fullest share of your

thought, of your skill, of your self-love. If you remember that
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sd se poarte, unele cordbii numai ca nu vorbesc, cum se zice.
Corabia nu e o roaba. Cand marea ¢ agitata, trebuie sa ai
grijd de corabie, s-o faci sd se simta in largul ei. N-ai voie sa uiti ca
cea mai mare parte dintre gandurile tale, din indemanarea si grija
pentru tine insuti i se cuvin. Daca iti indeplinesti aceastd obligatie
nesilit si firesc, corabia la randul ei Tnainteaza, aleargd ori std pe
loc, slujindu-te din toate puterile. O vezi odihnindu-se pe valurile
inspumate ca o pasare de mare, ori calcand peste cea mai crunta
vijelie din cate ai trdit si in timpul cireia nu-ti venea sa crezi ca ai

sd mai apuci rasaritul soarelui.

4

obligation, naturally and without effort, as if it were an instinctive
feeling of your inner life, she will sail, stay, run for you as long as
she is able, or, like a sea-bird going to rest upon the angry waves,
she will lay out the heaviest gale that ever made you doubt living

long enough to see another sunrise.
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XVI

Adesea imi arunc ochii, cu nerdbdare melancolicd, peste
coloanele ce poartd in ziare titlul general de ,,Stiri de pe mare®. Dau
de numele unor cordbii ce-mi sunt cunoscute. In fiecare an mai
dispare o parte dintre aceste nume — numele unor vechi prieteni.
,,Tempi passati!“

Rubricile acestor stiri sunt consemnate prin titluri concise,
asezate intr-0 ordine care, in mare, € mereu aceeasi. Mai intai vin
»Relatarile* — stiri despre vasele intalnite ori semnalate pe mare, cu
numele vasului, al portului din care vine si al celui catre care se
indreaptd, numarul de zile petrecute in larg, si totul se incheie de
obicei cu ,,Nimic deosebit de semnalat®. Dupa aceea vin ,,Naufragii
si accidente* — o Insiruire mai lungd de paragrafe, care se Intdmpla
sd mai lipseascd atunci cand e vreme frumoasa, senind si prielnica
vapoarelor din toate colturile lumii.

Sunt zile cand apare titlul ,In intarziere“ — semn rdu, care
prevesteste pieire si jale, acestea atdrnand incd incert in balanta

soartei. Pentru un marinar e o prevestire rea pana si aranjarea

XVI

Often | turn with melancholy eagerness to the space
reserved in the newspapers under the general heading of “Shipping
Intelligence.” | meet there the names of ships | have known. Every
year some of these names disappear—the names of old friends.
“Tempi passati!”

The different divisions of that kind of news are set down in
their order, which varies but slightly in its arrangement of concise
headlines. And first comes “Speakings”—reports of ships met and
signalled at sea, name, port, where from, where bound for, so many
days out, ending frequently with the words “All well.” Then come
“Wrecks and Casualties”—a longish array of paragraphs, unless the
weather has been fair and clear, and friendly to ships all over the
world.

On some days there appears the heading “Overdue”—an
ominous threat of loss and sorrow trembling yet in the balance of
fate. There is something sinister to a seaman in the very grouping

of the letters which form this word, clear in its meaning, and seldom
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literelor care alcatuiesc acest cuvant cu inteles limpede si incarcat
cu amenintari rareori dezmintite.

Nu peste multe zile — infricosator de putine pentru sufletele
care se incapatdneaza sa naddjduiasca in ciuda deznadejdii — peste
trei saptamani ori o lunda cel mult, farda gres, numele corabiilor
trecute sumbru la rubrica ,,in intarziere“ apar iar in coloanele
»otirilor de pe mare®, de data aceasta purtand inscriptia definitiva
,Disparuti®.

,Cutare sau cutare vapor, corabie cu panze, bric, plecat din
portul cutare, cu incarcatura de..., cu destinatia..., la data de...,
despre care nu se mai stie nimic din ziua plecarii, a fost dat astazi
disparut.”“ La atat se reduce, In limbaj oficial, discursul funerar
pentru corabiile care, cine stie, istovite de-o lungd inclestare ori
intr-o clipd de neatentie, care se poate ivi §i pentru cei mai iuti
oameni din lume, se lasasera coplesite pe neasteptate de o lovitura
vrajmasa.

Cine mai poate afla adevarul? Poate ceruse echipajul prea
mult de la corabie, poate impinsesera oamenii prea departe puterea
aceea a ei de a Indura si de a sluji cu credintd, care putere intra si se
amestecd in impreunarea de coaste si Invelis de fier, lemn, otel,
pana si sarma, in tot ce e necesar pentru faurirea unei corabii — 0

creatie completa, inzestratd cu caracter, personalitate, insusiri si

threatening in vain.

Only a very few days more—appallingly few to the hearts
which had set themselves bravely to hope against hope—three
weeks, a month later, perhaps, the name of ships under the blight of
the “Overdue” heading shall appear again in the column of
“Shipping Intelligence,” but under the final declaration of
“Missing.”

“The ship, (or barque, or brig) so-and-so, bound from such a
port, with such and such cargo, for such another port, having left at
such and such a date, last spoken at sea on such a day, and never
having been heard of since, was posted to-day as missing.” Such in
its strictly official eloguence is the form of funeral orations on ships
that, perhaps wearied with a long struggle, or in some unguarded
moment that may come to the readiest of us, had let themselves be
overwhelmed by a sudden blow from the enemy.

Who can say? Perhaps the men she carried had asked her to
do too much, had stretched beyond breaking-point the enduring
faithfulness which seems wrought and hammered into that
assemblage of iron ribs and plating, of wood and steel and canvas
and wire, which goes to the making of a ship—a complete creation
endowed with character, individuality, qualities and defects, by men

whose hands launch her upon the water, and that other men shall
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defecte proprii de cétre oamenii ale caror maini o lanseaza la apa.
Alti oameni, fara indoiald, invatd sa cunoascd aceastd corabie
indeaproape, mai bine decat pot ajunge sa se stie doi oameni intre
ei; invata s-o iubeascd la fel de aprins cum fisi iubeste barbatul
femeia, si tot ca un barbat se lasa orbiti de iubire si nu vad niciunul
din defectele ei.

Sunt pe lume corabii care nu au un renume bun, dar ma
indoiesc ca exista vreun echipaj care sa nu ia cu inflacarare apararea
corabiei lui impotriva oricui ar vorbi-o de rau. Tin minte o corabie
careia i se dusese faima ca in fiecare calatorie ucide un om. Nu era
minciung, i cu toate astea tin minte perfect ca demult, spre 1880,
membrii echipajului ei erau de-a dreptul mandri de faima ei rea, se
vedeau ca o banda de aventurieri desfranati, fard speranta, si isi
faceau o glorie din legatura lor cu acea corabie infricosdtoare. Toti
marinarii de pe celelalte corabii ancorate in jurul Cheiului Circular
din Sydney clatinau trist din cap la vederea corabiei aceleia,
patrunsi de meritele nepatate ale vapoarelor pe care ne aflam fiecare
dintre noi.

Numele acelei cordbii nu are nicio importanti. in clipa de
fatd, dupa o carierd sumbrd, dar cat se poate de rentabild pentru
proprietarii ei, ea este ,,disparuta“! Mai intai ucidea cate un om la

fiecare calatorie, dar se vede ca slabiciunile ce impresoara orice cu

learn to know with an intimacy surpassing the intimacy of man with
man, to love with a love nearly as great as that of man for woman,
and often as blind in its infatuated disregard of defects.

There are ships which bear a bad name, but | have yet to
meet one whose crew for the time being failed to stand up angrily
for her against every criticism. One ship which | call to mind now
had the reputation of killing somebody every voyage she made.
This was no calumny, and yet | remember well, somewhere far
back in the late seventies, that the crew of that ship were, if
anything, rather proud of her evil fame, as if they had been an
utterly corrupt lot of desperadoes glorying in their association with
an atrocious creature. We, belonging to other vessels moored all
about the Circular Quay in Sydney, used to shake our heads at her
with a great sense of the unblemished virtue of our own well-loved
ships.

I shall not pronounce her name. She is “missing” now, after
a sinister but, from the point of view of her owners, a useful career
extending over many years, and, | should say, across every ocean of
our globe. Having killed a man for every voyage, and perhaps
rendered more misanthropic by the infirmities that come with years
upon a ship, she had made up her mind to kill all hands at once

before leaving the scene of her exploits. A fitting end, this, to a life
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anii au Tnvatat-o mizantropia, asa ca s-a hotarat sa-si ucida echipajul
intreg inainte sd piard ea insasi de pe scena ispravilor ei. A fost, la
urma urmei, un sfarsit pe potriva existentei ei rentabile si ucigase, o
ultima rabufnire de patima inrdita, o ultima suprema bucurie hada
pentru corabie si pentru valurile, vanturile ce o incurajau.

Cum anume s-au petrecut lucrurile? Cuvantul ,,disparut*
colcaie de presupuneri si indoieli nerostite. A alunecat oare intr-0
clipita de sub picioarele echipajului, ori a tinut piept pana la ultima
suflare, zdrobitd de mare in franturi razletite, cu incheieturile
strivite, intreaga ei alcatuire desfacuta, podiditd de mereu mai multa
apa sdrata, cu catargele rupte, inclindndu-se adanc cand intr-0 parte,
cand 1n cealaltd, fara a mai putea fi cat de cat manuita, ramasa fara
barci de salvare, in vreme ce apa ii mitura toate puntile? Isi istovise
oare echipajul cu truda ucigatoare la pompele care nu puteau fi
nicio clipd lasate, pentru ca dupa aceea sa se scufunde ca un pietroi
cu tot ce se afla in jurul ei?

Ma gandesc totusi ca astfel de disparitii fara urma sunt rare.
Un soi de plutd se poate nascoci in orice fel de conditii. Chiar daca
pluta nu salveaza viata nimdnui, ea se mentine la suprafata si e in
cele din urma gasita, ramane cel putin un semn despre disparitia
vasului. Daca ar exista cel mai mic semn, corabia n-ar fi cu adevarat

disparuta. Ar fi ,,scufundata cu intregul echipaj*, lucru in care e

of usefulness and crime—in a last outburst of an evil passion
supremely satisfied on some wild night, perhaps, to the applauding
clamour of wind and wave.

How did she do it? In the word “missing” there is a horrible
depth of doubt and speculation. Did she go quickly from under the
men’s feet, or did she resist to the end, letting the sea batter her to
pieces, start her butts, wrench her frame, load her with an increasing
weight of salt water, and, dismasted, unmanageable, rolling heavily,
her boats gone, her decks swept, had she wearied her men half to
death with the unceasing labour at the pumps before she sank with
them like a stone?

However, such a case must be rare. | imagine a raft of some
sort could always be contrived; and, even if it saved no one, it
would float on and be picked up, perhaps conveying some hint of
the vanished name. Then that ship would not be, properly speaking,
missing. She would be “lost with all hands,” and in that distinction
there is a subtle difference—Iless horror and a less appalling

darkness.
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intr-un fel ascuns altceva, eliberat de groaza, de intunecimea

inspdimantatoare.
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XVII

Fascinatia vinovata a fricii copleseste pe cei ce se duc cu
gandul la ultimele clipe ale unui vas dat ,,disparut in Shipping
Gazette®. Nu mai iese nimic la lumind — un gritar, un colac de
salvare, o bucata de vasla marcatd — nimic nu indica locul sau ziua
sfarsitului fulgerator. In Shipping Gazette nu se spune nici micar ci
vasul ,,s-a scufundat cu intregul echipaj“. El este pur si simplu
»disparut”. A disparut misterios in necunoscuta soartd, uriasa cat
intreaga lume, pe cardrile careia colindd farda oprelisti inchipuirea
celorlalti, frati in ale marinaritului, ale meseriei si ale iubirii de
corabii.

Se-ntdmpla uneori sa afli cate ceva despre cum s-a incheiat
viata unei cordbii §i a echipajului ei, despre acea dramaticd
inclestare cu o fortd uriasa care o poarta, o putere fard forma anume
st de neinteles, haoticd si misterioasa ca soarta.

Era o dupa-amiaza cenusie, un moment de ragaz dupa trei
zile de vijelie ce pornise din Oceanul Inghetat de Sud si se abatuse

cu toata puterea peste corabia noastrd. Cerul era acoperit cu nori

® Lista cu informatii oficiale maritime - n.tr.

XVII

The unholy fascination of dread dwells in the thought of the
last moments of a ship reported as “missing” in the columns of the
Shipping Gazette. Nothing of her ever comes to light—no grating,
no lifebuoy, no piece of boat or branded oar—to give a hint of the
place and date of her sudden end. The Shipping Gazette does not
even call her “lost with all hands.” She remains simply “missing”;
she has disappeared enigmatically into a mystery of fate as big as
the world, where your imagination of a brother-sailor, of a fellow-
servant and lover of ships, may range unchecked.

And yet sometimes one gets a hint of what the last scene
may be like in the life of a ship and her crew, which resembles a
drama in its struggle against a great force bearing it up, formless,
ungraspable, chaotic and mysterious, as fate.

It was on a gray afternoon in the lull of a three days’ gale
that had left the Southern Ocean tumbling heavily upon our ship,
under a sky hung with rags of clouds that seemed to have been cut
and hacked by the keen edge edge of a sou’-west gale.

Our craft, a Clyde-built barque of one thousand tons, rolled
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zdrentuiti, taiati, ciopartiti, parca, de taisul muscétor al vantului de
sud-vest.

Vasul nostru, o corabie cu panze de 1.000 de tone construita
de Clyde, se balansa atat de puternic, incat sus se rupsese ceva. Nu
mai stiu ce se stricase, oricum era o paguba destul de serioasa si m-
am simtit obligat sa urc impreund cu cativa oameni si cu lemnarul
de bord ca sa am grija sa se repare, provizoriu macar, tot ce era de
reparat.

Din cand in cand eram siliti sa 1dsam lucrul si sd ne agatam
cu amandoud mainile de stalpii care se legdnau, tinandu-ne
rasuflarea, Inspdimantati ca ruliul s-ar putea porni si Intari.
Tavalindu-se intr-o parte si 1n alta, de parcd ar fi fost gata sa se
rastoarne cu noi, cu puntile inecate in apa, mecanismele smucind de
pardme mereu, corabia zbura cu zece noduri pe ord. Fuseserdm
impingi departe in sud — mult mai departe decat aveam de gand sa
inaintam in directia aceea. Deodatd, sus acolo, legat cum eram in
parama de la verga trincii, in timp ce mesteream de zor, méana grea
a dulgherului m-a insfacat pe neasteptate de umar, asa de strans ca
pur si simplu am racnit de durere. Se holba drept in ochii mei si-mi
striga: ,,Uitati-va, domnule, uitati-va acolo! Ce se vede?*, in vreme
ce mana cealaltd imi ardta ceva inainte.

Mai intai m-am uitat fara sa vad nimic. Marea era ca o

4

so heavily that something aloft had carried away. No matter what
the damage was, but it was serious enough to induce me to go aloft
myself with a couple of hands and the carpenter to see the
temporary repairs properly done.

Sometimes we had to drop everything and cling with both
hands to the swaying spars, holding our breath in fear of a terribly
heavy roll. And, wallowing as if she meant to turn over with us, the
barque, her decks full of water, her gear flying in bights, ran at
some ten knots an hour. We had been driven far south—much
farther that way than we had meant to go; and suddenly, up there in
the slings of the foreyard, in the midst of our work, | felt my
shoulder gripped with such force in the carpenter’s powerful paw
that | positively yelled with unexpected pain. The man’s eyes
stared close in my face, and he shouted, “Look, sir! look! What’s
this?” pointing ahead with his other hand.

At first | saw nothing. The sea was one empty wilderness of
black and white hills. Suddenly, half-concealed in the tumult of the
foaming rollers | made out awash, something enormous, rising and
falling—something spread out like a burst of foam, but with a more
bluish, more solid look.

It was a piece of an ice-floe melted down to a fragment, but

still big enough to sink a ship, and floating lower than any raft, right
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pustietate brazdata de ridicaturi albe si Intunecate. Apoi deodatda am
deslusit la suprafata apei, pe jumatate ascuns de framantarea
uriaselor valuri inspumate, ceva uriag care urca §i cobora — 0
intindere desfasuratd ca o rabufnire de spuma, doar ca avea o
infatisare mai albastrie si mai legata.

Era o bucata dintr-un sloi de gheata plutitor care se topise
destul de mult, dar era inca indestul de mare ca sa scufunde o
corabie. Plutea mult mai adancit in apa decat o pluta, drept spre noi,
de parca fusese pus la panda intre valuri de cineva cu intentie
ucigasa. Nu mai era vreme s cobor pe punte. De acolo de sus am
urlat pAnd am simtit ca-mi crapa capul. M-au auzit de la pupa si am
izbutit sd ne strecuram pe langa sloiul aproape scufundat, care
venise atdta cale din sud, dintre gheturile polare, ca sa-si incerce
puterile cu nestiinta noastra. O ora daca mai trecea, nimic in lume
n-ar mai fi putut salva corabia, fiindca ar fi fost absolut imposibil sa
deslugsim in amurg prezenta sloiului albicios de gheatd dus de
valurile cu coame albe.

Asa cum stdteam unul langa altul rezemati de parapetul de la
pupa, capitanul si cu mine il priveam; de abia daca-l mai puteam
zari, desi era inca foarte aproape de traversul pupei. Pe un ton

ganditor, capitanul remarca:

4

in our way, as if ambushed among the waves with murderous
intent. There was no time to get down on deck. | shouted from
aloft till my head was ready to split. | was heard aft, and we
managed to clear the sunken floe which had come all the way from
the Southern ice-cap to have a try at our unsuspecting lives. Had it
been an hour later, nothing could have saved the ship, for no eye
could have made out in the dusk that pale piece of ice swept over by
the white-crested waves.

And as we stood near the taffrail side by side, my captain
and I, looking at it, hardly discernible already, but still quite close-
to on our quarter, he remarked in a meditative tone:

“But for the turn of that wheel just in time, there would have
been another case of a ‘missing’ ship.”

Nobody ever comes back from a “missing” ship to tell how
hard was the death of the craft, and how sudden and overwhelming
the last anguish of her men. Nobody can say with what thoughts,
with what regrets, with what words on their lips they died. But
there is something fine in the sudden passing away of these hearts
from the extremity of struggle and stress and tremendous uproar—
from the vast, unrestful rage of the surface to the profound peace of

the depths, sleeping untroubled since the beginning of ages.
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— Daca nu se rasucea carma la vreme, ar fi fost un nume in
plus pe lista de corabii ,,disparute*.

Nu s-a-ntors nimeni niciodata de pe o corabie ,,disparuta“ ca
sd ne spund cum a murit vasul, greu sau usor, cat de fulgerator si de
coplesitor a fost chinul de pe urma al echipajului. Cine stie cu ce
ganduri, cu ce pareri de riu, cu ce vorbe au murit pe buze. In ciuda
groazei, e de o mare frumusete trecerea acestor suflete din apriga
inclestare si incordare, din vuietul asurzitor, din furia zvarcolita,
nesfarsitd a apelor de la suprafatd in linistea desavarsitd a

adancurilor care dorm netulburate de la inceputul vremurilor.
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XVIII

Daca anuntul ,,disparut pune capat tuturor nadejdilor si
confirma paguba societatii de asigurdri, cuvintele ,,in intarziere*
sporesc spaima deja ivitd in multe familii de marinari si deschid
drum pe piata speculatiei si a riscurilor.

E vorba, desigur, de riscuri maritime. Exista o categorie de
optimisti gata oricand sa asigure din nou un vas ,,in Intarziere®,
platind o prima de asigurare substantiald. Nu existd Tnsa niciun fel
de asigurare pentru inimile celor de pe uscat, care se asteaptd cu
incrancenare la ce-1 mai rau.

In amintirea marinarilor din generatia mea, o corabie
»disparutd“ rdmane disparutd; s-a intamplat insd ca numele unei
cordbii ,,in intarziere“, tremurand gata sd cada peste marginea
rubricii fatale, sa se aldture cuvintelor ,,a sosit®.

Cerneala de tipar mohorata scapard, sunt sigur, cu o mare
stralucire cand alatura cele cateva litere din numele corabiei sub
ochii nelinistiti care scruteaza pagina tremurand de groaza. Este ca
o veste de gratiere, de amanarea osandei la jale care atarna deasupra

atator case, chiar daca unii dintre marinarii iertati sunt muritorii cei

XVIII

But if the word “missing” brings all hope to an end and
settles the loss of the underwriters, the word “overdue” confirms the
fears already born in many homes ashore, and opens the door of
speculation in the market of risks.

Maritime risks, be it understood. There is a class of
optimists ready to reinsure an “overdue” ship at a heavy premium.
But nothing can insure the hearts on shore against the bitterness of
waiting for the worst.

For if a “missing” ship has never turned up within the
memory of seamen of my generation, the name of an “overdue”
ship, trembling as it were on the edge of the fatal heading, has been
known to appear as “arrived.”

It must blaze up, indeed, with a great brilliance the dull
printer’s ink expended on the assemblage of the few letters that
form the ship’s name to the anxious eyes scanning the page in fear
and trembling. It is like the message of reprieve from the sentence
of sorrow suspended over many a home, even if some of the men in
her have been the most homeless mortals that you may find among
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mai ratacitori si fara de casa dintre pribegii pe mare.

Cel care a reinnoit asigurarea, optimistul nenorocului si-al
nenorocirii, 11 pipaie buzunarele cu incantare. Omul care a facut
asigurarea, dupa ce Incercase sa faca pierderea neindoielnica sa para
cat mai mica, se cdieste de pesimismul lui grabit. Corabia a fost mai
trainicd, mila cerului a fost mai mare, marea mai putin manioasa,
ori poate a fost echipajul mai darz decat se astepta.

,»Cutare corabie, cu destinatia..., anuntatd-n intarziere, a
sosit ieri cu bine la destinatie, dupa cum suntem informati.*

Asa sund in limbaj oficial iertarea de greaua osanda ce
ingheta sufletele familiilor in asteptare acasa, pe uscat. Vestea
soseste cu iutealda de la celdlalt capat al pamantului, prin fire si
cabluri; framantarile sunt pe datd alinate de minunatul telegraf
electric. Vestea dintdi e neindoios urmata de amanunte. Aflam,
poate, ca vasul s-a salvat ca prin urechile acului, ca a fost urmarit
tot timpul de nenoroc, de vanturi aspre si vreme Ingrozitoare, ca a
intalnit In calea lui gheturi, acalmii nesfarsite si vesnice vijelii
potrivnice. Se desfagoara o istorisire despre greutati invinse, restristi
cu care s-au luptat un pumn de oameni pierduti in marea singurdtate
a madrii; o istorisire despre istetime, curaj — si despre neputinta,
poate.

Dintre toate corabiile avariate pe mare, cel mai neajutorat

the wanderers of the sea.

The reinsurer, the optimist of ill-luck and disaster, slaps his
pocket with satisfaction. The underwriter, who had been trying to
minimize the amount of impending loss, regrets his premature
pessimism. The ship has been stauncher, the skies more merciful,
the seas less angry, or perhaps the men on board of a finer temper
than he has been willing to take for granted.

“The ship So-and-so, bound to such a port, and posted as
‘overdue,” has been reported yesterday as having arrived safely at
her destination.”

Thus run the official words of the reprieve addressed to the
hearts ashore lying under a heavy sentence. And they come swiftly
from the other side of the earth, over wires and cables, for your
electric telegraph is a great alleviator of anxiety. Details, of course,
shall follow. And they may unfold a tale of narrow escape, of
steady ill-luck, of high winds and heavy weather, of ice, of
interminable calms or endless head-gales; a tale of difficulties
overcome, of adversity defied by a small knot of men upon the
great loneliness of the sea; a tale of resource, of courage—of
helplessness, perhaps.

Of all ships disabled at sea, a steamer who has lost her

propeller is the most helpless. And if she drifts into an unpopulated
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este vaporul cu aburi atunci cand isi pierde elicea. Daca se lasa tarat
catre o intindere de ocean neumblata, timpul fuge si foarte curand
vasul se vede in intarziere. Amenintarea ,,intarzierii“ si certitudinea
ca au ,,disparut® se adeveresc mult prea curand pentru vapoarele cu
aburi, a caror viatd, hranitd cu carbuni si umpland vazduhul cu o
rasuflare neagra de fum, nu depinde nici de vant, nici de valuri. Un
astfel de vapor cu aburi, si inca unul mare, care de cand fusese
faurit gonise Intre un port si altul cu o punctualitate de invidiat, fara
sa-1 pese de vant ori de mare, s-a intamplat odata sa-si piarda elicea
undeva in sud, in drum spre Noua Zeelanda.

Era o vreme mohorata de iarnd, cu vanturi reci si furtuni pe
mare. De Indata ce s-a frant arborele elicei, parca tot sangele i s-a
scurs din trupul matidhdlos. Nu mai era darz si dispretuitor, S-a
schimbat pe datda intr-un bustean neputincios dus de valuri. Un
vapor a carui boala vine chiar dinlauntrul lui e lipsit de patosul
corabiei infrante in inclestarea cu fortele naturii: de aici pleacd si
tragedia vaporului avariat. Orice marinar simte mild pentru un vas
avariat, dar, cand se uitd la o corabie cu panze ramasa fara de
catargele ei inalte, e ca §i cum ar privi in ochi un razboinic invins,
insda neimblanzit. Cioturile catargelor rupte se inaltad sfidator, ca
madularele schilodite, catre incruntarea amenintitoare a cerului

innourat. Puntea urca spre prova cu un curaj nebun. De indata ce

4

part of the ocean she may soon become overdue. The menace of
the “overdue” and the finality of “missing” come very quickly to
steamers whose life, fed on coals and breathing the black breath of
smoke into the air, goes on in disregard of wind and wave. Such a
one, a big steamship, too, whose working life had been a record of
faithful keeping time from land to land, in disregard of wind and
sea, once lost her propeller down south, on her passage out to New
Zealand.

It was the wintry, murky time of cold gales and heavy seas.
With the snapping of her tail-shaft her life seemed suddenly to
depart from her big body, and from a stubborn, arrogant existence
she passed all at once into the passive state of a drifting log. A ship
sick with her own weakness has not the pathos of a ship vanquished
in a battle with the elements, wherein consists the inner drama of
her life. No seaman can look without compassion upon a disabled
ship, but to look at a sailing-vessel with her lofty spars gone is to
look upon a defeated but indomitable warrior. There is defiance in
the remaining stumps of her masts, raised up like maimed limbs
against the menacing scowl of a stormy sky; there is high courage
in the upward sweep of her lines towards the bow; and as soon as,
on a hastily-rigged spar, a strip of canvas is shown to the wind to

keep her head to sea, she faces the waves again with an unsubdued

110

EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

apare o panza Intinsd 1n vant pe un arbore pregdatit in graba ca s&  courage.
ridice prova pe valuri, corabia spinteca din nou marea cu nespusa

vitejie.
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XIX

Nu in curaj std eficienta unui vapor cu aburi, ci in puterea
ascunsa In maruntaiele lui. Puterea aceasta pulseaza, vibreaza ca o
inimd care palpitd Tnduntrul coastelor de fier. Cand inima sta,
vaporul cu aburi, care nu se ia la intrecere, ci ignord marea pur $i
simplu, cade bolnav si se stinge pe valuri. Vaporul cu aburi, desi
nu-i palpita trupul, pare sd ducd o viata trainica, nepamanteasca, cot
la cot cu vraja puterilor nevazute, Insufletit de vanturile datatoare de
viata si aducatoare de moarte.

Asadar, acel matahalos vapor cu aburi, pe moarte din cauza
unei lovituri fulgeratoare, se lasa tarat ca un starv greoi, afara din
calea oricarui alt vapor. N-a lipsit mult sa fie dat ,,in intarziere®, ba
chiar ,,disparut”. Norocul a facut sa fie zarit ca-n vis, pe viscol,
semdna cu o ciudatd insuld care se legdna. A fost vazut de pe o
baleniera, Indreptandu-se catre nord dupa ce navigase nu departe de
regiunea polara. Era mancare de ajuns la bord si n-am idee daca i-a
enervat altceva pe cdldtori in afard de o imensa plictiseald, ori
spaima nelamurita starnitd de intdmplarea neobisnuitd pe care o

traiau. Oare Se pricep calatorii sa Inteleaga viata corabiei care-i

XIX

The efficiency of a steamship consists not so much in her
courage as in the power she carries within herself. It beats and
throbs like a pulsating heart within her iron ribs, and when it stops,
the steamer, whose life is not so much a contest as the disdainful
ignoring of the sea, sickens and dies upon the waves. The sailing-
ship, with her unthrobbing body, seemed to lead mysteriously a sort
of unearthly existence, bordering upon the magic of the invisible
forces, sustained by the inspiration of life-giving and death-dealing
winds.

So that big steamer, dying by a sudden stroke, drifted, an
unwieldy corpse, away from the track of other ships. And she
would have been posted really as “overdue,” or maybe as
“missing,” had she not been sighted in a snowstorm, vaguely, like a
strange rolling island, by a whaler going north from her Polar
cruising ground. There was plenty of food on board, and I don’t
know whether the nerves of her passengers were at all affected by
anything else than the sense of interminable boredom or the vague
fear of that unusual situation. Does a passenger ever feel the life of
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transporta ca pe baloturi venerate de marfuri fragile? Cum n-am fost
calator niciodata, n-am de unde sa stiu. Stiu doar ca nu-i incercare
mai grea pentru un marinar decat sa-si simtd corabia moarta sub
talpile lui.

E o senzatie de neconfundat, jalnica, chinuitoare §i ascunsa,
sfasiatd de nefericire si neodihnd. Nu-mi pot inchipui osanda
vesnica mai rea pentru un marinar pacatos, care nu se caieste nici
macar cand moare inghitit de marile pamantului, decat sa-i fie
sufletul pedepsit sa se imbarce pe nélucile vaselor distruse, tarate la
infinit, de un ocean vijelios, halucinant.

Chiar ca o nalucire trebuie ca arata acel vapor cu aburi
stricat, legdndndu-se in viscol. Se ardta in fata ochilor holbati ai
marinarilor de pe balenierd ca un duh intunecat in mijlocul unei
lumi alcatuite numai si numai din fulgi curati. Marinarii, insd, nici
gand nu aveau sa creadd-n ndluci, asa cd, de cum sosird-n port, fara
urma de romantism, capitanul raportd ca a observat un vas cu aburi
avariat cam la 50° latitudine sudica si o longitudine mai
aproximativa. Plecara in cautarea lui alte vapoare cu aburi si in cele
din urma il remorcara si-l traserd inapoi din marginea inghetatd a
lumii, pana la un port cu docuri si ateliere. Acolo, dupa nenumarate
lovituri de ciocan, inima lui de otel incepu iar sa bata, pregatindu-se

sa porneascd din nou la drum, inca si mai mandru de puterile lui.

the ship in which he is being carried like a sort of honoured bale of
highly sensitive goods? For a man who has never been a passenger
it is impossible to say. But | know that there is no harder trial for a
seaman than to feel a dead ship under his feet.

There is no mistaking that sensation, so dismal, so
tormenting and so subtle, so full of unhappiness and unrest. | could
imagine no worse eternal punishment for evil seamen who die
unrepentant upon the earthly sea than that their souls should be
condemned to man the ghosts of disabled ships, drifting forever
across a ghostly and tempestuous ocean.

She must have looked ghostly enough, that broken-down
steamer, rolling in that snowstorm—a dark apparition in a world of
white snowflakes to the staring eyes of that whaler’s crew.
Evidently they didn’t believe in ghosts, for on arrival into port her
captain unromantically reported having sighted a disabled steamer
in latitude somewhere about 50° S. and a longitude still more
uncertain. Other steamers came out to look for her, and ultimately
towed her away from the cold edge of the world into a harbour with
docks and workshops, where, with many blows of hammers, her
pulsating heart of steel was set going again to go forth presently in
the renewed pride of its strength, fed on fire and water, breathing

black smoke into the air, pulsating, throbbing, shouldering its
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Hranitd cu apa si cu foc, aceastd inimd vibra, se zbatea,
umpland vazduhul cu rasuflarea ei de fum negru si croindu-si drum,
teapdna si dispretuitoare, despicand valurile puternice, uriase,
netindnd seama nici de vanturi, nici de mare.

Calea urmata cat timp vaporul era dus de valuri si inima-i
zacea nemisgcatd intre coastele de fier, semana cu un fir incélcit pe
hartia alba a hartii marine. Harta mi-a aratat-o un prieten, ofiterul II
al vasului cu pricina. In acea incélceala surprinzitoare, apareau ici-
colo cuvinte asternute cu litere minuscule — ,,vanturi puternice®,
»ceatd deasa”, ,,gheatd“ — 1n scopul de a consemna si capriciile
vremii. Se Invartise la nesfarsit in jurul cozii, trecuse o data si inca
o data peste o linie trasatd mai Tnainte, pana cand totul a inceput sa
arate ca un labirint incurcat de linii schitate fara nicio noima.
Induntrul labirintului, insd, zicea ascunsi si idila ,,intarzierii® si
posibilitatea amenintatoare a ,,disparitiei.

— Trei saptdmani am dus-o asa, zise prietenul meu. Sa nu-ti
vina sa crezi!

— Cum ai rezistat? l-am intrebat eu.

A facut un semn a lehamite cu mana, ca si cum ar fi zis:
,»Asta-i viata, n-ai ce-i face”. Apoi, pe neasteptate, paru a se fi
hotarat sa-mi raspunda:

— Am sa-ti spun adevarul. Catre sfarsit mad incuiam in cabina

arrogant way against the great rollers in blind disdain of winds and
sea.

The track she had made when drifting while her heart stood
still within her iron ribs looked like a tangled thread on the white
paper of the chart. It was shown to me by a friend, her second
officer. In that surprising tangle there were words in minute
letters—“gales,” “thick fog,” “ice”—written by him here and there
as memoranda of the weather. She had interminably turned upon
her tracks, she had crossed and recrossed her haphazard path till it
resembled nothing so much as a puzzling maze of pencilled lines
without a meaning. But in that maze there lurked all the romance of
the “overdue” and a menacing hint of “missing.”

“We had three weeks of it,” said my friend, “just think of
that!”

“How did you feel about it?” I asked.

He waved his hand as much as to say: It’s all in the day’s
work. But then, abruptly, as if making up his mind:

“I’ll tell you. Towards the last | used to shut myself up in
my berth and cry.”

“Cry?”

“Shed tears,” he explained briefly, and rolled up the chart.

I can answer for it, he was a good man—as good as ever
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si plangeam.

— Chiar plangeai?

— Stateam si-mi curgeau lacrimile pe obraji, imi explica
scurt, si Infasura harta.

Pun méana-n foc cad era un om de treaba — dintre cei mai de
treaba oameni care au pus piciorul pe o punte de vapor —, dar nu
putea indura sa simtad ca i-a murit corabia sub el. Nu indura acea
descurajare bolndvicioasa, pe care cei de pe o corabie ,in
intarziere®, care soseste in cele din urma in port, cu un greement
improvizat, trebuie ca au simtit-o pe cand se luptau si isi faceau

datoria cu credinta, biruitori in final.

stepped upon a ship’s deck—but he could not bear the feeling of a
dead ship under his feet: the sickly, disheartening feeling which the
men of some “overdue” ships that come into harbour at last under a
jury-rig must have felt, combated, and overcome in the faithful

discharge of their duty.
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XX

Niciunui marinar nu-i vine sa creada ca e cu putinta ca
vaporul esuat pe care se afla sd nu traiasca aceeasi disperare ca el
insusi 1n incercarea nefiresc de grea a esuarii, atunci cand chila nu
are sub ea nici urma de apa.

Esuarea este in fond opusul scufundarii. Marea nu se inchide
deasupra corabiei inecate cu apa, n-auzi nici clipociri vesele, nici
ndvala manioasa a unui val Inclinat, gata-gata sa steargd numele
corabiei dintre vasele in viatd. Nici vorba de asa ceva. O mana
nevazutd pare sa urce pe furis de la fundul marii pentru a inhata
chila corabiei pe cand aceasta luneca pe ape.

,EBsuarea® starneste, mai mult decat orice altceva, disperarea
marinarului ca a dat gres si nimic nu se mai poate indrepta. Exista
esudri de mai multe feluri, dar as indrazni sa afirm ca in 90 la suta
din cazuri, fara sa fie nimic rusinos in asta, orice marinar ar alege
mai degraba moartea. N-am nici cea mai mica indoiala ca 90 la
sutd dintre cei care chiar s-au aflat candva pe un vas ajuns sa se
puna pe uscat au trdit cel putin timp de cinci secunde, mai devreme

ori mai tarziu, dorinta fierbinte de a fi murit inainte sa li se intample

XX

It is difficult for a seaman to believe that his stranded ship
does not feel as unhappy at the unnatural predicament of having no
water under her keel as he is himself at feeling her stranded.

Stranding is, indeed, the reverse of sinking. The sea does
not close upon the water-logged hull with a sunny ripple, or maybe
with the angry rush of a curling wave, erasing her name from the
roll of living ships. No. It is as if an invisible hand had been
stealthily uplifted from the bottom to catch hold of her keel as it
glides through the water.

More than any other event does stranding bring to the sailor
a sense of utter and dismal failure. There are strandings and
strandings, but I am safe to say that 90 per cent. of them are
occasions in which a sailor, without dishonour, may well wish
himself dead; and | have no doubt that of those who had the
experience of their ship taking the ground, 90 per cent. did actually
for five seconds or so wish themselves dead.

“Taking the ground” is the professional expression for a
ship that is stranded in gentle circumstances. But the feeling is more
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asa ceva.

,»3-a pus pe uscat® inseamna in limbajul celor de meserie ca
vaporul a esuat in imprejurari blande. Senzatia, de fapt, nu este ca
»s-a pus®, ci cd fundul marii 1-a ingfacat. Cei de pe punte sunt
intotdeauna luati pe nepregitite. Isi simt picioarele prinse, parca,
intr-o capcand cu totul necunoscutd. Le e amenintatd linigtea
trupeasca si mintea 1si pierde pe data calmul echilibrat. Senzatia nu
tine insd mai mult de o secunda. Chiar in clipa cand puntea i
zgaltaie, gandurile li se rdsucesc in cap si izbucnesc 1n vorbe
nerostite, pline de uimire si de groaza: ,,Doamne sfinte! S-a pus pe
uscat!“

Ceea ce este de-a dreptul cumplit. Menirea indeletnicirii de
marinar este tocmai sa tina chila corabiei cat mai departe de fundul
marii. Existenta lui isi pierde rostul din prima clipa cind corabia a
esuat. Meseria lui este sd intretind corabia in stare de plutire;
aceasta e datoria lui. Pe acest fapt se bizuie toate pornirile
nedeslusite, visele si iluziile din care adolescentul incepator isi
construieste vocatia. Chiar dacd nu aduce lucruri mai rele decét
uzarea tachelajului si pierderea de vreme, stransoarea pamantului
infige in amintirea marinarului gustul de nesters al nenorocirii.

In intelesul de fatd, ,,esuarea“ e o greseald mai mult sau mai

putin scuzabild. Se-ntdmpld ca o corabie sa fie aruncata la mal de

4

as if the ground had taken hold of her. It is for those on her deck a
surprising sensation. It is as if your feet had been caught in an
imponderable snare; you feel the balance of your body threatened,
and the steady poise of your mind is destroyed at once. This
sensation lasts only a second, for even while you stagger something
seems to turn over in your head, bringing uppermost the mental
exclamation, full of astonishment and dismay, “By Jove! she’s on
the ground!”

And that is very terrible. After all, the only mission of a
seaman’s calling is to keep ships’ keels off the ground. Thus the
moment of her stranding takes away from him every excuse for his
continued existence. To keep ships afloat is his business; it is his
trust; it is the effective formula of the bottom of all these vague
impulses, dreams, and illusions that go to the making up of a boy’s
vocation. The grip of the land upon the keel of your ship, even if
nothing worse comes of it than the wear and tear of tackle and the
loss of time, remains in a seaman’s memory an indelibly fixed taste
of disaster.

“Stranded” within the meaning of this paper stands for a
more or less excusable mistake. A ship may be “driven ashore” by
stress of weather. It is a catastrophe, a defeat. To be “run ashore”

has the littleness, poignancy, and bitterness of human error.
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urgia vremii. E un dezastru, o mare infrangere. Dar atunci cand
corabia ,,esueaza“, nimic n-0 mai poate feri de chinul injositor si

amar la care o supune greseala omeneasca.
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XXI

,Esudrile” sunt, asadar, de cele mai multe ori, neasteptate.
De fapt toate esudrile sunt neasteptate, in afara acelora prevestite de
ivirea primejdiei ca o strafulgerare, intr-o clipa de agitatie si de
neliniste, cand parcd te trezesti dintr-un vis de incredibild
nesabuinta.

Dintr-odata, in timpul noptii, uscatul se iveste amenintator
drept deasupra provei, ori se aude urletul ,,Atentie la prova!*, si
atunci izbitura fatald pedepseste o lungd greseald, darama edificiul
complicat ridicat de autoamagire, de o prea mare incredere in sine si
de judecata superficiala. Chila corabiei scurma, sfarama o stanca de
madrgean sau orice altceva, pand cand simti cd ti se sfasie inima.
Simti pana-n suflet acest sunet, cu un ecou chiar mai inspaimantator
decat acela care va vesti sfarsitul brutal al unei lumi Intregi. Apoi se
trezesc iar din haos credinta in propria-ti intelepciune si agerime. Iti
pui intrebarea: ,,Unde naiba mad aflu? Cum naiba am ajuns aici?*
Esti din ce in ce mai sigur ca nu e vina ta, ca e vorba de un straniu
concurs de imprejurdri. Ca hartile sunt toate gresite, iar daca hartile

nu sunt gresite atunci pamantul si marea au alunecat unul in locul

4

XXI

That is why your “strandings” are for the most part so
unexpected. In fact, they are all unexpected, except those heralded
by some short glimpse of the danger, full of agitation and
excitement, like an awakening from a dream of incredible folly.

The land suddenly at night looms up right over your bows,
or perhaps the cry of “Broken water ahead!” is raised, and some
long mistake, some complicated edifice of self-delusion, over-
confidence, and wrong reasoning is brought down in a fatal shock,
and the heart-searing experience of your ship’s keel scraping and
scrunching over, say, a coral reef. It is a sound, for its size, far
more terrific to your soul than that of a world coming violently to
an end. But out of that chaos your belief in your own prudence and
sagacity reasserts itself. You ask yourself, Where on earth did | get
to? How on earth did | get there? with a conviction that it could not
be your own act, that there has been at work some mysterious
conspiracy of accident; that the charts are all wrong, and if the
charts are not wrong, that land and sea have changed their places;

that your misfortune shall forever remain inexplicable, since you
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celuilalt. Ca neindoielnic nenorocul tau nu va putea fi in veci
inteles, intrucat nu te-a parasit nicio clipa simtul datoriei, de cand
inchideai ochii-n somn noaptea si apoi pana-i deschideai iar
dimineata, ca §i cum ai fi tinut prizonier in minte sentimentul de
responsabilitate pana si in timp ce dormeai.

Iti intorci ghinionul pe toate fetele pana ce, treptat, starea de
spirit ti se schimba, o indoiald de gheatd ti se furiseaza pana-n
maduva oaselor si deodata vezi cu alti ochi faptul inexplicabil. Vine
deci vremea sa te intrebi: Cum naiba am putut fi atat de nechibzuit
incat sa ajung aici? Esti pe punctul de a-ti pierde increderea in
judecata ta sandtoasd, in stiinta si In loialitatea ta, In tot ce pana
atunci credeai cd ai mai bun in tine, priceperea cu care-ti castigai
painea cea de toate zilele si care era reazemul moral al increderii
celorlalti.

Unele corabii se scufunda, altele nu. Daca nu se scufunda, ci
esueaza, trebuie sa ajuti corabia cu tot ce-ti sta in putinta. O pot
salva stradaniile, puterea si curajul cu care tii piept vinovatiei $i
nereusitei care te apasa. E de inteles daca o corabie esueaza pe
ceatd, cdldtorind pe o mare neexploratd, pe langa tarmuri pline de
primejdii, dusa de maree inseldtoare. Chiar daca vasul scapa,
comandantul nu mai poate uita sentimentul clar al pierderii, gustul

primejdiei adevarate si de neinlaturat, care sta ascunsa la panda in

have lived always with the sense of your trust, the last thing on
closing your eyes, the first on opening them, as if your mind had
kept firm hold of your responsibility during the hours of sleep.

You contemplate mentally your mischance, till little by little
your mood changes, cold doubt steals into the very marrow of your
bones, you see the inexplicable fact in another light. That is the
time when you ask yourself, How on earth could | have been fool
enough to get there? And you are ready to renounce all belief in
your good sense, in your knowledge, in your fidelity, in what you
thought till then was the best in you, giving you the daily bread of
life and the moral support of other men’s confidence.

The ship is lost or not lost. Once stranded, you have to do
your best by her. She may be saved by your efforts, by your
resource and fortitude bearing up against the heavy weight of guilt
and failure. And there are justifiable strandings in fogs, on
uncharted seas, on dangerous shores, through treacherous tides.
But, saved or not saved, there remains with her commander a
distinct sense of loss, a flavour in the mouth of the real, abiding
danger that lurks in all the forms of human existence. It is an
acquisition, too, that feeling. A man may be the better for it, but he
will not be the same. Damocles has seen the sword suspended by a

hair over his head, and though a good man need not be made less
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toate infatigdrile existentei omenesti. Sentimentul acesta este la
urma urmei un castig important. Te poate face mai bun si, in orice
caz, odata ce l-ai incercat, nu mai esti ce ai fost. Damocles a vazut
sabia atarnand de un fir de par deasupra capului lui. Un om intreg
nu-si pierde din calitate dupa o astfel de experienta, dar pentru el
ospatul nu va mai avea niciodata aceeasi stralucire.

Cu ani in urma am fost si eu secund pe o corabie care a
esuat, dar a reusit sa scape in cele din urma. Munceam cate zece ore
in sir, transportam 1n barci ancorele la o oarecare distantd de nava,
eram gata 1n fiecare minut sa scoatem vaporul de pe uscat de indata
ce urca apa. Pe cand munceam inca pe puntile din fata, 1-am auzit
deodata pe ospatar alaturi de mine:

— Domnule, a intrebat capitanul cand veniti, ca n-ati mancat
inca pe ziua de azi.

M-am indreptat spre bucatarie. Capitanul era asezat in capul
mesei ca o statuie. Era o cabind mica, incremenita intr-o nemiscare
stranie. Masa rabatabild, care n-avusese o clipa de liniste timp de
mai bine de saptezeci de zile, statea neclintita deasupra castronului
cu supa. Fata comandantului strdlucea ca de obicei, imbujorata de
vanturi si de mare. De data aceasta, intre smocurile de par blond de
deasupra urechilor, capul lui, mai totdeauna colorat sdnatos de

sangele In miscare, era alb ca de mort, asemeni unei bolti de fildes.

valuable by such a knowledge, the feast shall not henceforth have
the same flavour.

Years ago | was concerned as chief mate in a case of
stranding which was not fatal to the ship. We went to work for ten
hours on end, laying out anchors in readiness to heave off at high
water. While | was still busy about the decks forward | heard the
steward at my elbow saying: “The captain asks whether you mean
to come in, sir, and have something to eat to-day.”

I went into the cuddy. My captain sat at the head of the
table like a statue. There was a strange motionlessness of
everything in that pretty little cabin. The swing-table which for
seventy odd days had been always on the move, if ever so little,
hung quite still above the soup-tureen. Nothing could have altered
the rich colour of my commander’s complexion, laid on generously
by wind and sea; but between the two tufts of fair hair above his
ears, his skull, generally suffused with the hue of blood, shone dead
white, like a dome of ivory. And he looked strangely untidy. |
perceived he had not shaved himself that day; and yet the wildest
motion of the ship in the most stormy latitudes we had passed
through, never made him miss one single morning ever since we
left the Channel. The fact must be that a commander cannot

possibly shave himself when his ship is aground. | have

121

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

!! ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

Pe deasupra, ca niciodatd, mai era si neingrijit. Am remarcat ca nici
nu se barbierise In ziua aceea. Mi-am adus aminte ca, de cand
iesisem din Canalul Ménecii, nu scdpase nicio dimineatd fara sa se
barbiereasca, oricat de tare s-ar fi leganat vasul in drumul lui pe
langa latitudinile cele mai furtunoase. Se vede ca niciun comandat
nu are puterea si se barbiereasca atunci cand vasul a esuat. Am
comandat si eu corabii, dar de lucrul acesta n-am idee, fiindca eu n-
am incercat niciodata sa ma barbieresc, de cand ma stiu.

N-a facut nici cel mai mic gest sd se serveasca ori sa-mi
pund mie in farfurie. A trebuit sa tugesc cu inteles de cateva ori. Am
discutat cu el pe un ton profesional, binedispus, si am incheiat
increzator:

— O scoatem noi de pe uscat pana la miezul noptii, domnule.

Schita un zdmbet fara sa ridice ochii §1 mormai ca pentru
sine:

— Sigur cd da; capitanul a facut corabia sa esueze si am scos-
o noi din incurcatura.

Apoi, ridicandu-si capul, se lud morocanos de ospatar, un
tinerel desirat si sperios, cu fata palida, alungita si dintii din fata
foarte mari.

— Ce-are supa, ca-i aga de amara? Ma mir cd poate secundul

sd inghitd porcaria asta. Precis ca bucatarul a turnat apa de mare in

commanded ships myself, but I don’t know; I have never tried to
shave in my life.

He did not offer to help me or himself till 1 had coughed
markedly several times. | talked to him professionally in a cheery
tone, and ended with the confident assertion:

“We shall get her off before midnight, sir.”

He smiled faintly without looking up, and muttered as if to
himself:

“Yes, yes; the captain put the ship ashore and we got her
oft.”

Then, raising his head, he attacked grumpily the steward, a
lanky, anxious youth with a long, pale face and two big front teeth.

“What makes this soup so bitter? | am surprised the mate
can swallow the beastly stuff. I’'m sure the cook’s ladled some salt
water into it by mistake.”

The charge was so outrageous that the steward for all
answer only dropped his eyelids bashfully.

There was nothing the matter with the soup. | had a second
helping. My heart was warm with hours of hard work at the head of
a willing crew. | was elated with having handled heavy anchors,

cables, boats without the slightest hitch; pleased with having laid
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ea cu polonicul din greseala.

Era o invinuire revoltatoare, in fata careia ospatarul pur si
simplu 1asa rusinat ochii-n podea.

Supa era, de fapt, foarte gustoasd. Am mancat doud portii.
Mi-era cald in suflet dupa orele cand muncisem din greu aldturi de
echipajul dornic sa faca ce trebuie. Eram incantat de a fi fundarisit
stiintific ancora si a ma fi tras pe lant exact in locul 1n care
credeam ca ancora va ,.tine fundul” cel mai bine. Nu descoperisem
inca la acea datagustul amar al esuarii, inca nu-mi venise randul s-0
fac. Aceasta s-a intdmplat mai incolo, si abia atunci am inteles
singurdtatea celui care comanda.

Capitanul e cel care face corabia sa esueze; noi suntem cei

ce o scoatem la liman.

out scientifically bower, stream, and kedge exactly where | believed
they would do most good. On that occasion the bitter taste of a
stranding was not for my mouth. That experience came later, and it
was only then that | understood the loneliness of the man in charge.
It’s the captain who puts the ship ashore; it’s we who get her

off.

123

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

g ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

XXII

Dupa parerea mea, niciun om de pe lume care e cinstit fata
de el nsusi nu poate sa spuna ca a vazut vreodatd marea intinerind,
asa cum intinereste pamantul primavara. Aceia care stiu privi
oceanul cu iubire si cu intelegere l-au vazut insd de nenumarate ofri
batran, imbatranind ca si cum de pe fundul lenes de ndmol ar urca
starnite la suprafata timpurile stravechi.

Dintre nenumaratele impresii lasate de ani multi de stransa
legdtura cu marea, imaginea oceanului imbatranit este prima pe care
ti-o amintesti dupa vreme Indelungata, atunci cand privesti inapoi
catre furtunile prin care ai trecut.

Daca tii intr-adevar sa afli cat de batran e pamantul, arunca-
ti ochii peste mare pe timp de furtund. Imensitatea ei cenusie,
valurile incretite de vant, spuma care colcdie §i se zvarcoleste In
valuri ca suvitele de par incalcite, toate dau furtunii pe mare o
inféatisare incaruntita, lipsitd de stralucire, mohorata, fara licariri, de
parca marea ar fi fost zadmislita Tnaintea luminii insesi.

Cand privesti in urma, dupa ce ai ajuns sa simtit nesfarsita

tubire si chin nesfarsit, instinctul omului primitiv, care tine mortis

XXII

It seems to me that no man born and truthful to himself
could declare that he ever saw the sea looking young as the earth
looks young in spring. But some of us, regarding the ocean with
understanding and affection, have seen it looking old, as if the
immemorial ages had been stirred up from the undisturbed bottom
of ooze. For it is a gale of wind that makes the sea look old.

From a distance of years, looking at the remembered aspects
of the storms lived through, it is that impression which disengages
itself clearly from the great body of impressions left by many years
of intimate contact.

If you would know the age of the earth, look upon the sea in
a storm. The grayness of the whole immense surface, the wind
furrows upon the faces of the waves, the great masses of foam,
tossed about and waving, like matted white locks, give to the sea in
a gale an appearance of hoary age, lustreless, dull, without gleams,
as though it had been created before light itself.

Looking back after much love and much trouble, the instinct

of primitive man, who seeks to personify the forces of Nature for
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sd personifice fortele Naturii ca sd le poata iubi si sa aiba de ce se
teme de ele, reapare in sufletul fiintei civilizate, care n-a cunoscut
nestiinta omului primitiv nici macar pe cand era copil. Simti atunci
ca furtunile ti-au fost dusmani in carne si oase, dar, si asa vrajmase,
tot le Invalui in acea afectuoasd parere de rau care zaboveste-n
trecut.

Furtunile isi au fiecare personalitatea lor, ceea ce la urma
urmei nici nu e de mirare. Orice ai face, oricum le-ai descrie, ele
raman adversari ai caror viclesuguri trebuie sa le infrangi, a céaror
furie nu trebuie sa lasi sa te doboare. Adversari cu care, sa nu uitam,
trebuie sa trdiesti cot la cot zile si nopti Intregi.

Spun toate acestea ca unul deprins cu panzele si catargele,
pentru care marea nu e doar o suprafata navigabild, ci un tovaras
apropiat. Lungile céldtorii, singurdtatea mereu mai mare, faptul ca
esti Tn mana unor forte care, chiar daca-s prielnice azi, fara sa-si
schimbe firea, devin primejdioase maine prin simplul fapt cd-si dau
pe fatd puterea, toate acestea aduc in suflete o fratie de care habar n-
au si nici nu vor avea habar marinarii moderni, oricat de vrednici de
incredere ar fi ei. In afard de asta, vaporul modern cu aburi
caldtoreste dupa alte legi, el nu se mai supune vremii, nu se mai da
dupa toanele marii. Zdrobit de izbituri, el tot merge-nainte; el duce

o luptd incrancenatd, nu face demonstratie de pricepere. Intre om si

his affection and for his fear, is awakened again in the breast of one
civilized beyond that stage even in his infancy. One seems to have
known gales as enemies, and even as enemies one embraces them in
that affectionate regret which clings to the past.

Gales have their personalities, and, after all, perhaps it is not
strange; for, when all is said and done, they are adversaries whose
wiles you must defeat, whose violence you must resist, and yet with
whom you must live in the intimacies of nights and days.

Here speaks the man of masts and sails, to whom the sea is
not a navigable element, but an intimate companion. The length of
passages, the growing sense of solitude, the close dependence upon
the very forces that, friendly to-day, without changing their nature,
by the mere putting forth of their might, become dangerous to-
morrow, make for that sense of fellowship which modern seamen,
good men as they are, cannot hope to know. And, besides, your
modern ship which is a steamship makes her passages on other
principles than yielding to the weather and humouring the sea. She
receives smashing blows, but she advances; it is a slogging fight,
and not a scientific campaign. The machinery, the steel, the fire,
the steam, have stepped in between the man and the sea. A modern
fleet of ships does not so much make use of the sea as exploit a

highway. The modern ship is not the sport of the waves. Let us say

125

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

!! ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

mare s-au interpus mecanismele, otelul, focul. O flotd de vase
moderne nu-si da osteneala sa traga foloase de pe urma marii; ea o
foloseste doar ca pe o cale de acces. Vasul modern nu-i la cheremul
valurilor. Calatoriile lui izbandesc toate. Ma intreb totusi daca
izbanda nu e mai iscusitd si mai omeneasca cand corabia
supravietuieste si isi atinge telul, cu toate cd se afla la cheremul
valurilor.

Fiecare e modern la vremea lui. Nu putem prevedea daca
peste trei sute de ani de acum 1nainte marinarii se vor simti legati
intre ei de aceeasi veche fratie. Omenirea se indreaptd cu
incapatanare spre perfectiune si, chiar in timp ce face acest lucru,
sufletul 1 se preschimba in piatrd. Ce vor simti oamenii viitorului
cand vor da cu ochii de ilustratiile romanelor vietii pe mare de azi
ori de ieri? Nu-mi pot inchipui. Marinarii generatiei trecute, care
din cauza corabiilor lor cu panze iubesc si caravelele de pe vremuri,
fiindca din ele se trag direct, isi trec ochii peste imaginile greoaie,
care abia traverseaza marile nestiutoare din vechile gravuri in lemn,
Cu mirare, chicotind afectuos, cu pizma si admiratie. Echipajul
acelor corabii, care, chiar si desenate pe hartie, par atat de greu de
manevrat incat rdmai cu gura cadscatd de groazd, de placere, era

alcatuit din marinari ce le-au fost stramosi directi in meserie.

that each of her voyages is a triumphant progress; and yet it is a
question whether it is not a more subtle and more human triumph to
be the sport of the waves and yet survive, achieving your end.

In his own time a man is always very modern. Whether the
seamen of three hundred years hence will have the faculty of
sympathy it is impossible to say. An incorrigible mankind hardens
its heart in the progress of its own perfectability. How will they
feel on seeing the illustrations to the sea novels of our day, or of our
yesterday? It is impossible to guess. But the seaman of the last
generation, brought into sympathy with the caravels of ancient time
by his sailing-ship, their lineal descendant, cannot look upon those
lumbering forms navigating the naive seas of ancient woodcuts
without a feeling of surprise, of affectionate derision, envy, and
admiration. For those things, whose unmanageableness, even when
represented on paper, makes one gasp with a sort of amused horror,
were manned by men who are his direct professional ancestors.

No; the seamen of three hundred years hence will probably
be neither touched nor moved to derision, affection, or
admiration. They will glance at the photogravures of our nearly
defunct sailing-ships with a cold, inquisitive and indifferent
eye. Our ships of yesterday will stand to their ships as no lineal

ancestors, but as mere predecessors whose course will have been
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Sunt sigur ca in trei sute de ani de acum inainte marinarii n-  run and the race extinct. Whatever craft he handles with skill, the
au sa mai fie miscati, n-au sa mai aiba pofta sa faca haz, n-au sa se ~ seaman of the future shall be, not our descendant, but only our
mai atageze, n-au sd mai resimtd nici macar admiratie. Se vor uitain ~ successor.
treacat peste fotogravurile corabiilor noastre cu panze, aproape cu
totul, disparute, cu raceala si curiozitate indiferentd. Ei nu vor mai
simti ca se trag din ceea ce numim azi corabiile de ieri. Corabiile de
ieri vor deveni pentru ei stramosi indepartati, care si-au trdit traiul si
al caror neam s-a stins. Oricare-ar fi mestesugul la care se va
pricepe, marinarul viitorului nu va fi odrasla, ci pur si simplu

urmasul nostru.
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XXIII

Dar cate nu depind de corabiile facute de mana omului, care
devin o prelungire a lui; in primul rand, ele pot imblanzi marea. in
amintesc cum, odatd, comandantul — seful oficial ori, cum i se
spune din obisnuintd, Capitanul — unui vapor solid de fier din
vechea flotd care transporta 1ana, a clatinat din cap la vederea unei
brigantine foarte reusite. Venea din directia opusa lui. Era o corabie
mica si cochetd, in buna stare de navigatie, grozav de bine Ingrijita.
Asa cum am trecut prin dreptul ei, foarte aproape, in seninul
inserarii, parea intruchiparea confortului elegant pe mare. Eram prin
apropierea Capului, cum il numesc englezii — e vorba, desigur, de
Capul Bunei Sperante, Capul Furtunilor, cum 1l-a numit
descoperitorul portughez. Fie ca ,furtuna® nu trebuie invocata pe
mare tocmai fiindca acolo dai de furtuni la tot pasul, fie ca oamenii
se sfiesc sd-gi rosteasca bunele sperante, capul in orice caz, a rdmas
in engleza renumit — i se spune Capul, tout court. E ciudat ca
celuilalt mare cap al lumii nu i se spune mai niciodata in engleza
cap. Se zice ,,0 cdlatorie pe la Horn®, ,,Am trecut pe langa Horn",

,,cat pe ce sa ne sfadmam, nu departe de Horn*. Rareori auzim

XXIII

And so much depends upon the craft which, made by man,
is one with man, that the sea shall wear for him another aspect. |
remember once seeing the commander—officially the master, by
courtesy the captain—of a fine iron ship of the old wool fleet
shaking his head at a very pretty brigantine. She was bound the
other way. She was a taut, trim, neat little craft, extremely well
kept; and on that serene evening when we passed her close she
looked the embodiment of coquettish comfort on the sea. It was
somewhere near the Cape—The Cape being, of course, the Cape of
Good Hope, the Cape of Storms of its Portuguese discoverer. And
whether it is that the word “storm” should not be pronounced upon
the sea where the storms dwell thickly, or because men are shy of
confessing their good hopes, it has become the nameless cape—the
Cape tout court. The other great cape of the world, strangely
enough, is seldom if ever called a cape. We say, “a voyage round

99, <

the Horn”; “we rounded the Horn”; “we got a frightful battering off
the Horn”; but rarely “Cape Horn,” and, indeed, with some reason,
for Cape Horn is as much an island as a cape. The third stormy
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numele intreg, ,,Capul Horn®, si la urma urmei pe buna dreptate,
fiindca e mai degraba insuld decat cap. Al treilea cap bantuit de
furtuni din lume, capul Leeuwin, e de cele mai multe ori desemnat
cu numele lui intreg, de parcd asta ar putea sa-i sporeasca
demnitatea oarecum stirbitd. Acestea trei sunt capurile bantuite de
vijelii.

Asadar, mica brigantind trecuse de Capul Bunei Sperante.
Venea poate din Port Elizabeth, East London — cine stie? S-au scurs
ani buni de atunci, dar nu pot uita cum a clatinat din cap capitanul
clipperului cu 1ana, zicand: ,,Ce idee, sa iesi pe mare cu asa ceva!“

Crescuse si se formase pe vase mari, imaginea lui despre
mare era strans legatd de marimea vaporului pe care se afla. Pentru
vremea aceea, vaporul nostru era un vapor mare. Se gandea poate la
dimensiunile cabinei lui ori, fara sa-si dea bine seama, se si vazuse
pe o corabie atdt de micd, azvarlit de colo-colo de valurile uriage.
N-am pus nicio intrebare. Unui tandr ofiter II, capitanul micii
brigantine atat de reusite, agezat cdlare pe un scaun pliant, cu barbia
sprijinitd in mainile incrucisate pe parapet, putea sa-i parda un mic
rege printre muncitori. Desi am trecut pe langd ea la o distanta
foarte mica, n-am schimbat niciun salut. Am citit doar fiecare cu
ochiul liber numele vaporului celuilalt.

La numai cativa ani dupd acea intamplare, ofiterul II, care

cape of the world, which is the Leeuwin, receives generally its full
name, as if to console its second-rate dignity. These are the capes
that look upon the gales.

The little brigantine, then, had doubled the Cape. Perhaps
she was coming from Port Elizabeth, from East London—who
knows? It was many years ago, but | remember well the captain of
the wool-clipper nodding at her with the words, “Fancy having to
go about the sea in a thing like that!”

He was a man brought up in big deep-water ships, and the
size of the craft under his feet was a part of his conception of the
sea. His own ship was certainly big as ships went then. He may
have thought of the size of his cabin, or—unconsciously, perhaps—
have conjured up a vision of a vessel so small tossing amongst the
great seas. I didn’t inquire, and to a young second mate the captain
of the little pretty brigantine, sitting astride a camp stool with his
chin resting on his hands that were crossed upon the rail, might
have appeared a minor king amongst men. We passed her within
earshot, without a hail, reading each other’s names with the naked
eye.

Some years later, the second mate, the recipient of that
almost involuntary mutter, could have told his captain that a man

brought up in big ships may yet take a peculiar delight in what we
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surprinse mormaitul aproape involuntar al capitanului, ar fi putut
raspunde ca si cei obisnuiti cu vapoarele mari pot afla o mare
bucurie navigand pe ceea ce amandoi am fi numit atunci un vas
mic. Ma indoiesc insa ca ar fi priceput exact capitanul marelui
vapor ce vreau eu sa spun. Probabil ca mi-ar fi tdiat-0 scurt, posac,
,Un vapor mare e un vapor mare“, cum de altfel am si auzit pe
altcineva raspunzand la auzul vorbelor ca o corabie e cu mult mai
usor de manuit. Nu era vorba de maretia ori de prestigiul legat de
comanda unui vas de mare tonaj, fiindcd omul acela a adaugat
dezgustat si dispretuitor: ,,Pe furtuna zbori din pat cat ai zice peste*.

Nu stiu ce sa zic. Am trait si pe un vapor mare (cat de mari
se faceau atunci, cel putin) nopti cand nu zburam din pat numai
fiindca nu incercam sa ma culc in el. Eram prea istovit si
deznadajduit ca sa mai incerc. Ideea de a intoarce asternutul pe do,s
intinzandu-1 apoi pe podeaua jilava, si de a te culca peste el nu ajuta
la nimic; nu puteai sta locului, nu te puteai odihni nici mécar o
clipa, indiferent de pozitie. Dacd in sufletul tdu nu esti legat de
uscat, nu se poate sd nu te incante privelistea unei corabii mici,
vajnic manuite pe o mare manioasd. Nu pot uita drumul pe un mic
barc de 400 de tone, intre insulele Sf. Paul, Amsterdam si Capul
Otway, pe tarmul Australiei. Era o furtuna puternica interminabila,

cu nori cenusii, marea batea in verde, 0 vreme cum nu se putea mai

should both then have called a small craft. Probably the captain of
the big ship would not have understood very well. His answer
would have been a gruff, “Give me size,” as I heard another man
reply to a remark praising the handiness of a small vessel. It was
not a love of the grandiose or the prestige attached to the command
of great tonnage, for he continued, with an air of disgust and
contempt, “Why, you get flung out of your bunk as likely as not in
any sort of heavy weather.”

I don’t know. | remember a few nights in my lifetime, and
in a big ship, too (as big as they made them then), when one did not
get flung out of one’s bed simply because one never even attempted
to get in; one had been made too weary, too hopeless, to try. The
expedient of turning your bedding out on to a damp floor and lying
on it there was no earthly good, since you could not keep your place
or get a second’s rest in that or any other position. But of the
delight of seeing a small craft run bravely amongst the great seas
there can be no question to him whose soul does not dwell ashore.
Thus I well remember a three days’ run got out of a little barque of
400 tons somewhere between the islands of St. Paul and
Amsterdam and Cape Otway on the Australian coast. It was a hard,
long gale, gray clouds and green sea, heavy weather undoubtedly,

but still what a sailor would call manageable. Under two lower
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rea §i totusi, pentru un marinar, nu din cale afard de primejdioasa.
Cu cele doua gabiere si scota trincii in parte stranse, fara o clipa de
odihnd, corabia parcd se lua la intrecere cu o mare dezlantuita, si
care totusi n-0 putea opri ori acoperi cu valurile ei uriase.
Talazurile impunatoare bubuiau insfiacand-o de la pupa, treceau
fulger pe langa ea colcdind fioros, spuma urca pana la parapet, iar
valul zvacnea Tnainte suierand si mugind. Micul vapor, cu bastonul
de bompres inmuiat in pravalirea de spuma, zbura mai departe intr-
o scobiturd sticloasa, neteda, o vale adanca intre douda coame de
valuri, ascunsa de zare la prord si la pupa. Vitejia, sprinteneala,
priceperea constantd a corabiei de a naviga, care nu dadeau gres,
infétisarea ei darza si trainicd ma fermecasera intr-atit cd am stat cu
ochii pe ea, plin de incantare, in toate cele trei zile de neuitat cat a
durat furtuna, o furtund pe care secundul meu o numea cu admiratie
0 ,,sdpuneala stragnica“.

A fost una dintre furtunile a caror amintire te bantuie dupa
ani §i ani, nu-i uiti aerul demn si impunator, asa cum iti face placere
sd til minte chipul nobil al unui necunoscut cu care ai incrucigat
sabia in luptd cavalereasca si pe care n-ai sa-1 mai vezi niciodatd in
viatd. Tot asa si furtunile isi au fiecare chipul lor. Le pastrezi in
amintire datoritd simtamintelor pe care ti le-au pricinuit; fiecare

furtuna se Intipareste Induntrul nostru cu totul altfel decét celelalte.

topsails and a reefed foresail the barque seemed to race with a long,
steady sea that did not becalm her in the troughs. The solemn
thundering combers caught her up from astern, passed her with a
fierce boiling up of foam level with the bulwarks, swept on ahead
with a swish and a roar: and the little vessel, dipping her jib-boom
into the tumbling froth, would go on running in a smooth, glassy
hollow, a deep valley between two ridges of the sea, hiding the
horizon ahead and astern. There was such fascination in her pluck,
nimbleness, the continual exhibition of unfailing seaworthiness, in
the semblance of courage and endurance, that | could not give up
the delight of watching her run through the three unforgettable days
of that gale which my mate also delighted to extol as “a famous
shove.”

And this is one of those gales whose memory in after-years
returns, welcome in dignified austerity, as you would remember
with pleasure the noble features of a stranger with whom you
crossed swords once in knightly encounter and are never to see
again. In this way gales have their physiognomy. You remember
them by your own feelings, and no two gales stamp themselves in
the same way upon your emotions. Some cling to you in woebegone
misery; others come back fiercely and weirdly, like ghouls bent

upon sucking your strength away; others, again, have a catastrophic
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Unele te urmiaresc ca un chin dureros. Altele iti dau tarcoale,
fioroase si stranii ca varcolacii, care nu se lasd panad nu te storc de
puteri. Sunt furtuni Invaluite Tn maretia nenorocirii, iar altele pe
care le urdsti ca pe o pisicd sdlbatica, dugsmanoasa, care-ti sfasie cu
ghearele maruntaiele pe jumatate moarte. Furtuni in chip de ndpasta
cruntd. Furtuni tainice — doar putine, de data aceasta — invesmantate
in faldurile unor rele prevestiri. Orice furtund isi are clipa ei
semnificativa, cand toate simtadmintele trezite de ea se strang la un
loc. Bundoara, atunci cand la patru dimineata, iTn mugetul buimac al
unei lumi in alb-negru, am urcat pe punte fiindca eram de cart si am
avut pe datd presimtirea ca, daca furtuna nu inceteaza, intr-o ora cel
mult corabia piere.

Ma intreb ce s-o fi Intdmplat cu oamenii oamenii care, in
tacere (era atdta vuiet cd nici propria-ti voce n-ai fi putut-o auzi),
cu sigurantd, gindeau la fel ca mine. Nu e o soartd de invidiat ca
mie mi-a mai ramas doar sd scriu despre toate acestea. Oricum,
revenind la ideea de la care am pornit, acea scurtd impresie readuce
la viatd amintirea vie a nenumadratelor zile cu o vreme ce ne-a pus
viata la lungd si grea incercare. Ne aflam in imediata apropiere a
tinutului Kerguelen; e lipsit de importantd ce anume ne adusese
acolo. Pana-n ziua de azi, cand deschid atlasul si ma uit la acele

puncte neinsemnate de pe harta Oceanului Antarctic, parca vad

splendour; some are unvenerated recollections, as of spiteful wild-
cats clawing at your agonized vitals; others are severe, like a
visitation; and one or two rise up draped and mysterious, with an
aspect of ominous menace. In each of them there is a characteristic
point at which the whole feeling seems contained in one single
moment. Thus there is a certain four o’clock in the morning in the
confused roar of a black and white world when coming on deck to
take charge of my watch | received the instantaneous impression
that the ship could not live for another hour in such a raging sea.

I wonder what became of the men who silently (you
couldn’t hear yourself speak) must have shared that conviction with
me. To be left to write about it is not, perhaps, the most enviable
fate; but the point is that this impression resumes in its intensity the
whole recollection of days and days of desperately dangerous
weather. We were then, for reasons which it is not worth while to
specify, in the close neighbourhood of Kerguelen Land; and now,
when | open an atlas and look at the tiny dots on the map of the
Southern Ocean, | see as if engraved upon the paper the enraged
physiognomy of that gale.

Another, strangely, recalls a silent man. And yet it was not
din that was wanting; in fact, it was terrific. That one was a gale

that came upon the ship swiftly, like a parnpero, which last is a very
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sdpat in hartie chipul schimonosit de furie al acelei furtuni.

O alta furtuna, i1n mod ciudat, imi aminteste de un om tacut.
Era in jurul nostru un vuiet asurzitor. Era o furtuna dintre cele care
se abat cu iuteala fulgerului asupra corabiei, ca un pamperoG, vant
mai iute ca gandul. Pana sa ne dam seama pe ce lume suntem, toate
panzele intinse fura sfasiate. Cele infasurate fluturau si ele in voie,
pardmele zburau, marea suiera — suiera — suiera Ingrozitor, iar
vantul vuia. Corabia se ldsase Intr-o parte, agsa ca jumatate dintre
oameni notau, iar restul se agatau cu disperare de ce le cadea sub
mana, fiecare in acel loc de pe punte unde fusese surprins de urgie,
unii in bataia vantului, altii la addpost de el. Strigam cu totii, care
mai de care — desi tipetele noastre nu erau decdt o picaturd in
uriasul ocean de zgomote — si cu toate acestea chipul furtunii de
atunci se leagd in primul rind de amintirea unui omulet masliniu,
deloc impunator, fara sapca si cu fata impietrita. Capitanul Jones —
aleg un nume la intdmplare — fusese luat cu totul pe nepregatite.
Daduse doud ordine la primul semn de urgie neasteptata. Paru apoi
coplesit de faptul ca gresise intr-atat. Faceam cu totii ce trebuia
facut, ce era posibil. Corabia nu ne diadea de furca. Totusi trecu
multd vreme pand sd ne putem opri din stradaniile noastre indarjite

si istovitoare. In spatele trudei, agitatiei, tumultului si chiar al

® Vant rece care sufld dinspre Anzi catre Atlantic — n.tr.

sudden wind indeed. Before we knew very well what was coming
all the sails we had set had burst; the furled ones were blowing
loose, ropes flying, sea hissing—it hissed tremendously—wind
howling, and the ship lying on her side, so that half of the crew
were swimming and the other half clawing desperately at whatever
came to hand, according to the side of the deck each man had been
caught on by the catastrophe, either to leeward or to windward. The
shouting | need not mention—it was the merest drop in an ocean of
noise—and yet the character of the gale seems contained in the
recollection of one small, not particularly impressive, sallow man
without a cap and with a very still face. Captain Jones—Ilet us call
him Jones—had been caught unawares. Two orders he had given at
the first sign of an utterly unforeseen onset; after that the magnitude
of his mistake seemed to have overwhelmed him. We were doing
what was needed and feasible. The ship behaved well. Of course,
it was some time before we could pause in our fierce and laborious
exertions; but all through the work, the excitement, the uproar, and
some dismay, we were aware of this silent little man at the break of
the poop, perfectly motionless, soundless, and often hidden from us
by the drift of sprays.

When we officers clambered at last upon the poop, he

seemed to come out of that numbed composure, and shouted to us
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disperarii, 1l simteam pe acest omulet tacut asteptind in marginea
pupei, impietrit, fard sa facd cel mai mic zgomot si cel mai adesea
ascuns vederii noastre de rafalele ce ne improscau.

Cand noi, ofiterii, am urcat la pupa in cele din urma, paru sa
se trezeascd din amorteala lui stidpanitd si ne ajunserd la urechi
vorbele lui aduse de vant: , Incercati pompele®. Dupi care se ficu
nevazut. Cat despre corabie, cu toate cd a intrat chiar din clipa aceea
intr-una dintre cele mai negre nopti de care-mi aduc aminte,
bineinteles ca a supravietuit. De fapt nici nu-mi inchipui ca fusese
chiar amenintatd cu pieirea, dar Intdmplarea a fost grozav de
zgomotoasa si de tulburatoare — si totusi ea s-a pastrat ca amintirea

unei mari taceri.

down wind: “Try the pumps.” Afterwards he disappeared. As to
the ship, I need not say that, although she was presently swallowed
up in one of the blackest nights I can remember, she did not
disappear. In truth, I don’t fancy that there had ever been much
danger of that, but certainly the experience was noisy and
particularly distracting—and yet it is the memory of a very quiet

silence that survives.
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XXIV

Vijelia, desi bantuita de vuiet asurzitor, ¢ de fapt muta. Doar
omul vrea sa pund mania stihiilor vrajmase in vorbe oarecare. Asa
se face ca-mi amintesc de o altd furtund, Innecatd Intr-un
interminabil vuiet adanc si monoton, pe clar de luna.

Ne aflam dincolo de celalalt capat caruia i se refuza numele,
la fel cum se itamplad cu Capului Bunei Sperante — Capul Horn. A
fost o dezlantuire despletitd cum poate fi doar o furtuna pe clar de
lund, la latitudine inaltd, furtund care a prilejuit si ea o anume
propozitie.

Oprita in loc si aplecatd inspre uriagele valuri scanteietoare,
corabia strdlucea scdldata in apa marii, de pe punte pana in varful
catargului. Singura ei panzd desfdcuta se inalta ca o aratare de
smoald in aerul albastrui amenintator. Eram doar un flacdiandru la
vremea aceea, sleit de puteri, inghetat si purtam o haind de ploaie
dintre cele mai proaste, care lisa apa s patrunda pe la cusaturi. In
dorinta de a nu fi singur, venind de la pupa m-am oprit langa
nostrom (care nu-mi era deloc simpatic), intr-un loc ceva mai uscat,

unde in cel mai rdu caz ne ajungea apa pana la genunchi. Deasupra

XXIV

For, after all, a gale of wind, the thing of mighty sound, is
inarticulate. It is man who, in a chance phrase, interprets the
elemental passion of his enemy. Thus there is another gale in my
memory, a thing of endless, deep, humming roar, moonlight, and a
spoken sentence.

It was off that other cape which is always deprived of its
title as the Cape of Good Hope is robbed of its name. It was off the
Horn. For a true expression of dishevelled wildness there is nothing
like a gale in the bright moonlight of a high latitude.

The ship, brought-to and bowing to enormous flashing seas,
glistened wet from deck to trucks; her one set sail stood out a coal-
black shape upon the gloomy blueness of the air. | was a youngster
then, and suffering from weariness, cold, and imperfect oilskins
which let water in at every seam. | craved human companionship,
and, coming off the poop, took my place by the side of the
boatswain (a man whom 1 did not like) in a comparatively dry spot
where at worst we had water only up to our knees. Above our
heads the explosive booming gusts of wind passed continuously,

135

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

g ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

capetelor noastre alergau neincetat rafale puternice si asurzitoare de
vant. Nu degeaba spun marinarii ,,Sufld vantul de parca trage cu
tunul.* Din aceeasi dorinta de a nu fi singur, aflandu-ma chiar langa
nostrom, am spus, ori mai bine zis am strigat cat puteam:

— Bate, nu se-ncurca.

Nostromul zise:

— Asa-i, nu lipseste mult si au toate sa se duca. Cata vreme totu-
i la locul lui nu-mi pasa, da-i rau daca incep sa se duca dracului.

Spaima vocii care striga catre mine, experienta din spatele
vorbelor lui, acele vorbe auzite cu ani in urma din gura cuiva
antipatic mie, au dat acelei furtuni o Infatisare de neconfundat.
Lucirea din ochii unui tovaras de drum, cateva soapte intr-

un colt adapostit unde s-au ghemuit la un loc cei de cart, suspinul
plin de inteles pe care ni-l treceam de la unul la altul in vreme ce ne
indreptam ochii cétre cer in directia vantului, un oftat de osteneala,
un gest a lehamite furat de véantul necrutator, toate se topesc in
chipul furtunii si ajung sa fie parte din ea. Norii maslinii ai
uraganului sunt de-a dreptul inspaimantatori. Vartejul pustiitor,
muscator §i intunecat ca cerneala pe care-l1 impinge in zbor un vant
de nord-vest te zapaceste cu viteza lui, in care simti o navala
coplesitoare de aer nevdzut. Un vant puternic dinspre sud-vest te

infioara aducandu-ti la doi pasi zarea, coborand cerul cenusiu,

justifying the sailor’s saying“It blows great guns.” And just from
that need of human companionship, being very close to the man, |
said, or rather shouted:

“Blows very hard, boatswain.”

His answer was:

“Ay, and if it blows only a little harder things will begin to
go. I don’t mind as long as everything holds, but when things begin
to go it’s bad.”

The note of dread in the shouting voice, the practical truth of
these words, heard years ago from a man | did not like, have
stamped its peculiar character on that gale.

A look in the eyes of a shipmate, a low murmur in the most
sheltered spot where the watch on duty are huddled together, a
meaning moan from one to the other with a glance at the windward
sky, a sigh of weariness, a gesture of disgust passing into the
keeping of the great wind, become part and parcel of the gale. The
olive hue of hurricane clouds presents an aspect peculiarly
appalling. The inky ragged wrack, flying before a nor’-west wind,
makes you dizzy with its headlong speed that depicts the rush of the
invisible air. A hard sou’-wester startles you with its close horizon
and its low gray sky, as if the world were a dungeon wherein there

is no rest for body or soul. And there are black squalls, white
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facand lumea sa arate ca o temnita in care nici trupul nici sufletul
nu-si pot afla o clipad de odihna. Exista vijelii negre si vijelii albe,
vijelii cu tunete si rafale neasteptate care nu sunt prevestite nici de
cel mai mic semn pe cer. Niciuna nu semana catusi de putin cu
celelalte.

Vijeliile pe mare au un sir nesfarsit de infatisari. In afara de
vaierul straniu, cumplit si misterios pe care-1 auzi uneori strabatand
vuietul uraganului — in afara acelui sunet de neuitat, ca si cum
sufletul universului ar scoate un geamat de jale — vocea omului este

singura care pune pecetea intelegerii, a gandirii pe chipul furtunilor.

squalls, thunder squalls, and unexpected gusts that come without a
single sign in the sky; and of each kind no one of them resembles
another.

There is infinite variety in the gales of wind at sea, and
except for the peculiar, terrible, and mysterious moaning that may
be heard sometimes passing through the roar of a hurricane—except
for that unforgettable sound, as if the soul of the universe had been
goaded into a mournful groan—it is, after all, the human voice that
stamps the mark of human consciousness upon the character of a

gale.
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XXV

Nu e loc in lumea tarmurilor, continentelor, oceanelor,
marilor, stramtorilor, capurilor si insulelor care sd nu se inchine
vantului atotputernic, stapanul vremii caracteristice acelui loc.
Vantul stdpaneste infatisarea cerului si miscarile marii. Oricat de
puternic, vantul isi are totusi vrajmasii lui, pe uscat ca si pe apa.
Cum se Intampla si cu impardtiile oamenilor, sunt locuri unde
neastimparul e mai mare. Pe cingatoarea pamantului domnesc
Alizeele atotputernice, sigure pe stapanirea lor ca domnitorii
regatelor de mult intemeiate, a caror putere din stavechi, tinand in
frau orice razvratire neingdduitd, vine nu atat din forta lor, cét din
felul cum merg inainte institutii de mult infiintate. Regatele
Alizeelor dintre tropice sunt prielnice vietii obisnuite a vaselor
comerciale. Cu urechea la panda, pe puntea corabiei, oamenii aud
rareori acolo surlele vrajbei purtate pe aripile Alizeelor. Tinuturile
stdpanite de Alizeele de nord-est si sud-est sunt pasnice. Pe
corabiile plecate intr-o lunga calatorie spre sud, marinarii isi uitd
incordarea i precautia atunci cand trec prin Tara Alizeelor.

Cetateni ai oceanului, ei se simt la addpost sub protectia unei

XXV

There is no part of the world of coasts, continents, oceans,
seas, straits, capes, and islands which is not under the sway of a
reigning wind, the sovereign of its typical weather. The wind rules
the aspects of the sky and the action of the sea. But no wind rules
unchallenged his realm of land and water. As with the kingdoms of
the earth, there are regions more turbulent than others. In the
middle belt of the earth the Trade Winds reign supreme, undisputed,
like monarchs of long-settled kingdoms, whose traditional power,
checking all undue ambitions, is not so much an exercise of
personal might as the working of long-established institutions. The
intertropical kingdoms of the Trade Winds are favourable to the
ordinary life of a merchantman. The trumpet-call of strife is seldom
borne on their wings to the watchful ears of men on the decks of
ships. The regions ruled by the north-east and south-east Trade
Winds are serene. In a southern-going ship, bound out for a long
voyage, the passage through their dominions is characterized by a
relaxation of strain and vigilance on the part of the seamen. Those

citizens of the ocean feel sheltered under the aegis of an
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stdpaniri inscaunate, a unei domnii sigure. Ca nicdieri altundeva pe
pamant, acolo vremea nu le joaca renghiuri.

Si totusi in vreme nu-i bine sa te-ncrezi orbeste. Se intampla
si in tinutul cu legi sigure al Alizeelor, la nord si la sud de Ecuator,
ca vapoarele sd pateasca cate ceva ciudat. Oricum, vanturile de est
si vremea din regiunile estice din toatd lumea au in general un
caracter regulat si stabil.

Ca stapanitor, Vantul de Est e surprinzator de ferm. Cand
navaleste spre latitudinile Tnalte, ce se afla in stipanirea marelui
frate al lui, Vantul de Vest, Vantul de Rasdrit e aproape de
neinlaturat datorita sireteniei lui precise si a marii lui prefacatorii.

Marile inguste ce inconjoard acele insule unde amiralii
britanici vegheaza cu ochi de vultur hotarele Atlanticului se afla in
impardtia fard odihnd a Vantului de Apus. Fie ca e nord-vest sau
sud-vest, avem de-a face cu acelasi lucru, aceeasi fire si aceeasi
infitisare. In orientarea vanturilor ce stipanesc mdrile, directiile
nord si sud sunt lipsite de insemnatate. Nu exista nicaieri pe pamant
vanturi de seama de nord ori de sud. Vanturile de nord si de sud
sunt ca printii printre domnitorii care hotarasc pacea ori razboiul pe
mare. Puterea lor se Intinde pe o arie mica. Sunt legate de cauze
locale — forma tarmurilor, a stramtorilor, relieful neregulat al

promontoriilor alungite, unde aceste vanturi mai mici se fac simtite.

4

uncontested law, of an undisputed dynasty. There, indeed, if
anywhere on earth, the weather may be trusted.

Yet not too implicitly. Even in the constitutional realm of
Trade Winds, north and south of the equator, ships are overtaken by
strange disturbances. Still, the easterly winds, and, generally
speaking, the easterly weather all the world over, is characterized
by regularity and persistence.

As a ruler, the East Wind has a remarkable stability; as an
invader of the high latitudes lying under the tumultuous sway of his
great brother, the Wind of the West, he is extremely difficult to
dislodge, by the reason of his cold craftiness and profound
duplicity.

The narrow seas around these isles, where British admirals
keep watch and ward upon the marches of the Atlantic Ocean, are
subject to the turbulent sway of the West Wind. Call it north-west
or south-west, it is all one—a different phase of the same character,
a changed expression on the same face. In the orientation of the
winds that rule the seas, the north and south directions are of no
importance. There are no North and South Winds of any account
upon this earth. The North and South Winds are but small princes
in the dynasties that make peace and war upon the sea. They never

assert themselves upon a vast stage. They depend upon local
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In organizarea de stat a vanturilor, asa cum se intAmpla cu triburile  causes—the configuration of coasts, the shapes of straits, the
pamantului, lupta cea mare se da intre Rasarit i Apus. accidents of bold promontories round which they play their little
part. In the polity of winds, as amongst the tribes of the earth, the

real struggle lies between East and West.
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XXVI

Vantul de Vest stapaneste marile ce scaldd tdrmurile acestor
imparatii. De la intrarea pe canal, de pe promontoriile ca un foisor,
din estuarele fluviilor asemeni unor usi dosnice, din culoare, golfuri
mici, stramtori, limanuri, garnizoana insulei $i marinarii corabiilor
care pleacd sau vin privesc catre apus, judecand dupa feluritele
mantii ale apusului, care de care mai frumoase, incotro se indreapta
capriciile domnitorului. Cel mai bine e sa privesti spre sfarsitul zilei
fata maiestuoasa a Vremii de Apus, care hotardste soarta corabiilor.
Bland si luminos, ori luminos si rau prevestitor, cerul apusului
risfringe gandurile ascunse ale stipanitorului. Imbricati intr-o
mantie de aur orbitor ori Tnvesmantatd in zdrente de nori negri ca un
cersetor, puterea Vantului de Vest std ca Intr-un jilt imparatesc in
zare la apus, ldsandu-si picioarele pe Atlanticul de Nord ca pe un
taburet si purtand pe frunte o diadema din primele stele ce licaresc
pe cer. Priceputi curteni ai vremii, marinarii isi conduc corabiile ca
sa-i fie pe plac stapanitorului. Vantul de Vest ¢ un imparat mare, el
nu se incurcd in prefacatorii. Nu urzeste cu ura planuri ascunse. E

prea puternic ca sa se dedea la ingeldtorii marunte. E patimas in tot

XXVI

The West Wind reigns over the seas surrounding the coasts
of these kingdoms; and from the gateways of the channels, from
promontories as if from watch-towers, from estuaries of rivers as if
from postern gates, from passage-ways, inlets, straits, firths, the
garrison of the Isle and the crews of the ships going and returning
look to the westward to judge by the varied splendours of his sunset
mantle the mood of that arbitrary ruler. The end of the day is the
time to gaze at the kingly face of the Westerly Weather, who is the
arbiter of ships’ destinies. Benignant and splendid, or splendid and
sinister, the western sky reflects the hidden purposes of the royal
mind. Clothed in a mantle of dazzling gold or draped in rags of
black clouds like a beggar, the might of the Westerly Wind sits
enthroned upon the western horizon with the whole North Atlantic
as a footstool for his feet and the first twinkling stars making a
diadem for his brow. Then the seamen, attentive courtiers of the
weather, think of regulating the conduct of their ships by the mood
of the master. The West Wind is too great a king to be a dissembler:
he is no calculator plotting deep schemes in a sombre heart; he is

141

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

g ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

ceea ce face, pana si in catifelarea zilelor senine, in farmecul cerului
cand 1l lasa albastru ca sa-si rasfranga adanca, nesfarsita blandete in
oglinda marii, invaluind, inrobind, picurand somn peste panzele
albe ale corabiilor. Nu exista ocean al lumii pentru care Vantul de
Vest sa nu insemne absolut tot. Sta ca un poet in jiltul de aur —
neasemuit, simplu, primitiv, ganditor, marinimos, repezit,
nestatornic, de nepdtruns — dar mereu acelasi, daca stii sa-1 intelegi.
Uneori apusurile lui sunt parade pentru a-i incanta pe cei multi,
aratandu-le deasupra marii giuvaerurile vistieriei imparatesti.
Alteori apusurile lui seamana cu dorinta imparatilor de-a se putea
increde in cineva: adumbrit cu mila si tristete ganditoare, stalucind
melancolic deasupra preascurtei linisti pe ape. Am vazut de multe
ori cum rabufneste mania Indbusitd a sufletului lui aprinzand
soarele indepdrtat, facandu-l sa dogoreascd fara crutare, ca ochiul
unui despot neiertator, adapostit de cerul palid, inspaimantat.

El este impdratul ce-si trimite cdtre tdrmurile noastre
batalioanele de valuri ale Atlanticului. La auzul vocii Vantului de
Vest alearga fara impotrivire toatd suflarea oceanului. La porunca
Vantului de Vest cerul de deasupra insulelor noastre nu-si mai afla
odihna, iar apele vin iures peste maluri. Cerul vremii aduse de
Vantul de Vest e acoperit cu nori ce gonesc, nori uriasi si albi, plini

de maretie, ingrosandu-se din ce 1n ce, pand cand se unesc intr-un

4

too strong for small artifices; there is passion in all his moods, even
in the soft mood of his serene days, in the grace of his blue sky
whose immense and unfathomable tenderness reflected in the
mirror of the sea embraces, possesses, lulls to sleep the ships with
white sails. He is all things to all oceans; he is like a poet seated
upon a throne—magnificent, simple, barbarous, pensive, generous,
impulsive, changeable, unfathomable—but when you understand
him, always the same. Some of his sunsets are like pageants
devised for the delight of the multitude, when all the gems of the
royal treasure-house are displayed above the sea. Others are like
the opening of his royal confidence, tinged with thoughts of sadness
and compassion in a melancholy splendour meditating upon the
short-lived peace of the waters. And | have seen him put the pent-
up anger of his heart into the aspect of the inaccessible sun, and
cause it to glare fiercely like the eye of an implacable autocrat out
of a pale and frightened sky.

He is the war-lord who sends his battalions of Atlantic
rollers to the assault of our seaboard. The compelling voice of the
West Wind musters up to his service all the might of the ocean. At
the bidding of the West Wind there arises a great commotion in the
sky above these Islands, and a great rush of waters falls upon our

shores. The sky of the westerly weather is full of flying clouds, of
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baldachin trainic, cenusiu, In vreme ce dedesubt zboara cu iuteala
ametitoare furtuna pustiitoare, manioasd, intunecatd si rarefiata.
Bolta de pacla se indeseste, se lasa mereu mai jos catre mare,
aducand zarea din ce In ce mai aproape de corabie. Vremea adusa
de Vantul de Vest se instaleaza cu toate insusirile ei, inchisa,
cenusie, ca un fum gros si-1 tai cu cutitul si rdu prevestitoare. Ii
impiedica pe oameni sa vada prea departe, 1i uda pana la piele, le
atarna pe suflet, le taie rasuflarea cu rafale asurzitoare, 1i asurzeste,
ii orbeste, 1i Imboldeste si-i azvarle inainte in cordbii care Tnainteaza
clatinandu-se catre tarmurile noastre pierdute-n ceturi si ploaie.

La fel ca oamenii indaratnici, vanturile au toane si bunul lor
plac are urmari dintre cele mai nefericite. Mania neostoita, puterea
nesupusd umbresc firea deschisa si marinimoasd a Vantului de Vest.
Sufletul 1i este ros de o rautate ascunsa, inciudata. Furia nestdpanita
a puterii lui il face sa-si distrugd propria imparatie. Fruntea-i
incruntati se indreapta citre cerul de sud-vest. Isi sufli mania in
vijelii Inspdimantitoare si isi indbusd tinutul Intr-o nesfarsita
invalmaseala de nori. Presara samburii nelinistii pe puntile
corabiilor purtate de vant, da oceanului sfasiat de dare de spuma
infatisare batranicioasd si incdrunteste pe capitanii vapoarelor care
gonesc spre Canalul Manecii, in drum spre casd. Cand 1si adund

dinspre sud-vest puterea, Vantul de Vest e adesea ca un domnitor

great big white clouds coming thicker and thicker till they seem to
stand welded into a solid canopy, upon whose gray face the lower
wrack of the gale, thin, black and angry-looking, flies past with
vertiginous speed. Denser and denser grows this dome of vapours,
descending lower and lower upon the sea, narrowing the horizon
around the ship. And the characteristic aspect of westerly weather,
the thick, gray, smoky and sinister tone sets in, circumscribing the
view of the men, drenching their bodies, oppressing their souls,
taking their breath away with booming gusts, deafening, blinding,
driving, rushing them onwards in a swaying ship towards our coasts
lost in mists and rain.

The caprice of the winds, like the wilfulness of men, is
fraught with the disastrous consequences of self-indulgence. Long
anger, the sense of his uncontrolled power, spoils the frank and
generous nature of the West Wind. It is as if his heart were
corrupted by a malevolent and brooding rancour. He devastates his
own kingdom in the wantonness of his force. South-west is the
quarter of the heavens where he presents his darkened brow. He
breathes his rage in terrific squalls, and overwhelms his realm with
an inexhaustible welter of clouds. He strews the seeds of anxiety
upon the decks of scudding ships, makes the foam-stripped ocean

look old, and sprinkles with gray hairs the heads of ship-masters in
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ce si-a iesit din minti, izgonind cu blesteme dezlantuite pe cei mai
credinciosi curteni catre naufragiu, nenorocire, pieire.

Vremea adusa dinspre sud-vest e vremea 1inchisa par
excellence. Nu atat din cauza cetii groase, cat fiindca zarea se
strange, tarmurile se invaluie misterios in nori care se lasd ca o
temnitd joasa, boltita peste corabia dusa de vant. Nu-i o orbire,
poate doar o slibire a vederii. Vantul de Vest nu-i porunceste
marinarului: ,,Ci orb vei fi“. Mai degraba ii ingusteaza vazul si-i
sadeste-n piept frica de uscatul cu care s-ar putea ciocni. il jefuieste
de jumatate din puterea si priceperea lui. De multe ori mi s-a
intamplat, pe cand ma aflam in cizmele lungi si haina de ploaie
siroind de apa alaturi de capitan, la pupa unui vas indreptandu-se
spre Canalul Manecii in drum spre casa, si priveam in gol la
pustietatea cenusie, plind de fradmantare ce ni se intindea in fata
ochilor, sa aud un oftat ostenit urmat de cateva vorbe voit
nepasatoare:

— Nu prea se vede pe vremea asta.

Raspundeam si eu incet, cu prefacuta nepasare:

— Asa-i, domnule.

Fara sa vrem, ne invarteam de fapt in jurul spamei
neintrerupte cd undeva, nainte, se afla un tirm ascuns vederii

noastre, catre care corabia se avanta cu iuteala fulgerului, gata sa se

the homeward-bound ships running for the Channel. The Westerly
Wind asserting his sway from the south-west quarter is often like a
monarch gone mad, driving forth with wild imprecations the most
faithful of his courtiers to shipwreck, disaster, and death.

The south-westerly weather is the thick weather par
excellence. It is not the thickness of the fog; it is rather a
contraction of the horizon, a mysterious veiling of the shores with
clouds that seem to make a low-vaulted dungeon around the
running ship. It is not blindness; it is a shortening of the sight. The
West Wind does not say to the seaman, “You shall be blind”; it
restricts merely the range of his vision and raises the dread of land
within his breast. It makes of him a man robbed of half his force, of
half his efficiency. Many times in my life, standing in long sea-
boots and streaming oilskins at the elbow of my commander on the
poop of a homeward-bound ship making for the Channel, and
gazing ahead into the gray and tormented waste, | have heard a
weary sigh shape itself into a studiously casual comment:

“Can’t see very far in this weather.”

And have made answer in the same low, perfunctory tone

“No, sir.”

It would be merely the instinctive voicing of an ever-present

thought associated closely with the consciousness of the land
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izbeasca. Vant prielnic, vant prielnic! Cine-ndrazneste sa carteasca

impotriva vantului prielnic? Imparatul Apusului, despotul

de Nord de

Capului Farewell, ne facea un hatar. Ne daduse branci ca sa

Atlanticului la latitudinea Azorelor la latitudinea
incheiem stralucit o calatorie reusitd. Din nefericire, nu izbuteam
sd-i raspundem cu un suras de curtean recunoscator. Ne facea acest
hatar cu o cautatura incruntata si trufasa, ca a unui mare despot care
a hotarat sa loveasca o parte din corabii cu sete, iar pe celelalte sa le
goneasca acasd CU o singurd rasuflare plind de cruzime si
ingaduinta, amandoua in stare sa scoata pe oricine din minti.

— Asa-i, domnule. Nu prea se vede.

Vocea secundului repeta, ca de obicei, gandul capitanului si
amandoi rdaman cu ochii atintiti inainte, In vreme ce corabia se
napusteste cu doudsprezece noduri catre tarmul spre care bate
vantul. La numai cateva mile in fata bompresului, care se leagana
siroind de apa, dezgolit si Inclinat in sus ca o lance, zarea cenusie
astupd vederea cu nesfarsite valuri uriage, manioase, gata sa se
izbeasca de norii foarte josi.

Cand se afla in dispozitia Iui innorata, sud-vestica, chipul
Vantului de Vest se incruntd amenintator. Dinspre sala tronului, de
la Apus, sosesc rafale si mai puternice, ca niste urlete cumplite de

furie turbatd, a caror demnitate e salvatd doar de maretia

4

somewhere ahead and of the great speed of the ship. Fair wind, fair
wind! Who would dare to grumble at a fair wind? It was a favour
of the Western King, who rules masterfully the North Atlantic from
the latitude of the Azores to the latitude of Cape Farewell. A
famous shove this to end a good passage with; and yet, somehow,
one could not muster upon one’s lips the smile of a courtier’s
gratitude. This favour was dispensed to you from under an
overbearing scowl, which is the true expression of the great autocrat
when he has made up his mind to give a battering to some ships and
to hunt certain others home in one breath of cruelty and
benevolence, equally distracting.

“No, sir. Can’t see very far.”

Thus would the mate’s voice repeat the thought of the
master, both gazing ahead, while under their feet the ship rushes at
some twelve knots in the direction of the lee shore; and only a
couple of miles in front of her swinging and dripping jib-boom,
carried naked with an upward slant like a spear, a gray horizon
closes the view with a multitude of waves surging upwards
violently as if to strike at the stooping clouds.

Awful and threatening scowls darken the face of the West
Wind in his clouded, south-west mood; and from the King’s throne-

hall in the western board stronger gusts reach you, like the fierce
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posomoratd a peisajului. Ploaia rapaie pe punte, izbind in panzele
corabiei de parca ar azvarli-o cineva cu un racnet de manie. Cand se
innopteaza in timpul unei furtuni dinspre sud-vest, intunericul e mai
deznadajduit decat toate umbrele Iadului. In dispozitia lui de sud-
vest, marele Vant de Vest e lipsit de lumind, soare, luna, stele.
Nicio licarire de lumina nicaieri. Doar fulgerele fosforescente ale
uriasei perdele de spuma care clocoteste imprejurul vasului,
azvarlind luciri albastrii peste corpul intunecat si ingust al corabiei
care goneste clatindndu-se, urmaritd din urma de valuri uriase,
innebunitad de tumult.

Sunt multe nopti urdte in imparatia Vantului de Vest pentru
corabiile care se indreapta spre Canalul Manecii, in drum spre casa.
In urma lor vin zile incircate de manie, nedeslusite, lipsite de
culoare, tot asa cum se aprind lumini ascunse vederii pe locul unei
rabufniri de patima tiranica, rabufnire Inspdimantatoare 1In
monotonia ei metodica §i in violenta care creste mereu, nestapanita.
Vantul e acelasi, norii sunt aceiasi, valurile fara odihna, zarea
inchisa in jurul corabiei sunt toate la fel. Doar ca puterea vantului e
mai mare, norii sunt mai grosi si mai apasatori, valurile par sa fi
devenit mai inalte §i mai amenintatoare peste noapte. Valurile se

sparg navalnic, cate unul in fiecare minut si orele fug, vijeliile

asurzitoare ajung din urma si izbesc vaporul pe cand acesta goneste

shouts of raving fury to which only the gloomy grandeur of the
scene imparts a saving dignity. A shower pelts the deck and the
sails of the ship as if flung with a scream by an angry hand; and
when the night closes in, the night of a south-westerly gale, it seems
more hopeless than the shade of Hades. The south-westerly mood
of the great West Wind is a lightless mood, without sun, moon, or
stars, with no gleam of light but the phosphorescent flashes of the
great sheets of foam that, boiling up on each side of the ship, fling
bluish gleams upon her dark and narrow hull, rolling as she runs,
chased by enormous seas, distracted in the tumult.

There are some bad nights in the kingdom of the West Wind
for homeward-bound ships making for the Channel; and the days of
wrath dawn upon them colourless and vague like the timid turning
up of invisible lights upon the scene of a tyrannical and passionate
outbreak, awful in the monotony of its method and the increasing
strength of its violence. It is the same wind, the same clouds, the
same wildly racing seas, the same thick horizon around the ship.
Only the wind is stronger, the clouds seem denser and more
overwhelming, the waves appear to have grown bigger and more
threatening during the night. The hours, whose minutes are marked
by the crash of the breaking seas, slip by with the screaming,

pelting squalls overtaking the ship as she runs on and on with
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inainte cu panzele intunecate, catargele siroind de apa si paramele
ude leoarca. Ploaia torential se inteteste. Inainte de ploaie, vaporul
¢ scaldat de un intuneric misterios, de parca pe bolta de nori cenusii
s-ar 1ati o umbra mereu mai mare. Cand si cand te trezesti ca-ti curg
in crestet siroaie de ploaie, ca si cum deasupra ta ar fi numai
jeheaburi. Parca si aerul s-a preschimbat in ap4, si corabia Incepe sa
se inece inainte sa apuce sa se scufunde. Gafii, bolborosesti
scuipand apa, nu mai vezi si nu mai auzi, te dai la fund, esti nimicit,
risipit, desfiintat, siroind din cap pana-n picioare de parca trupul
intreg ti-e o apa. Astepti cu toate simturile in alertd sa surprinzi
primul semn cd Regele Apusului se Insenineaza. Fard indoiald ca
asa va fi, si in clipa mult asteptatd vantul se va schimba cat ai clipi
din ochi, smulgand mai mult ca sigur intr-o clipita toate cele trei

catarge ale corabiei.

4

darkened canvas, with streaming spars and dripping ropes. The
down-pours thicken. Preceding each shower a mysterious gloom,
like the passage of a shadow above the firmament of gray clouds,
filters down upon the ship. Now and then the rain pours upon your
head in streams as if from spouts. It seems as if your ship were
going to be drowned before she sank, as if all atmosphere had
turned to water. You gasp, you splutter, you are blinded and
deafened, you are submerged, obliterated, dissolved, annihilated,
streaming all over as if your limbs, too, had turned to water. And
every nerve on the alert you watch for the clearing-up mood of the
Western King, that shall come with a shift of wind as likely as not
to whip all the three masts out of your ship in the twinkling of an

eye.
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XXVII

Vestitd de grozavia rafalelor din ce in ce mai puternice, si
uneori de un fulger stins ca lumina unei faclii aprinse mult dincolo
de nori, schimbarea véantului se arata in cele din urma, si vine acea
clipa de rascruce cand violenta amenintitoare si ascunsd a furtunii
dinspre sud-vest se preschimba in mania scanteictoare, orbitoare,
taioasa din privirea limpede a Regelui cand intra in dispozitia lui de
nord-vest. Patima lui ia infatisarea furiei impodobite cu stele,
purtind poate chiar cornul lunii pe frunte, inlaturand ultimele
ramasite ale mantiei de nori sfasiate in rafale intunecate ca smoala,
in timpul cédrora grindina si lapovita se abat asemenea unor perle si
boabe de clestar, ricosand de catarge, batand darabana 1n panze,
rapaind peste hainele de ploaie, asternand covor alb pe puntea
corabiilor in drum spre casd. Stinse fulgere rosiatice palpaie in
lumina stelelor, peste varfurile catargelor. O rafald inghetata vuieste
in velatura intinsd, zguduind vasul pana la child, iar pe punti
oamenii uzi leoarca dardaie in hainele lor ude cu frigul in oase. De-
abia se indeparteaza o rafala pierzandu-se spre rasarit, ca in zarea

din apus se si ridica varful alteia, in goana mare, fara nicio forma,

XXVII

Heralded by the increasing fierceness of the squalls,
sometimes by a faint flash of lightning like the signal of a lighted
torch waved far away behind the clouds, the shift of wind comes at
last, the crucial moment of the change from the brooding and veiled
violence of the south-west gale to the sparkling, flashing, cutting,
clear-eyed anger of the King’s north-westerly mood. You behold
another phase of his passion, a fury bejewelled with stars, mayhap
bearing the crescent of the moon on its brow, shaking the last
vestiges of its torn cloud-mantle in inky-black squalls, with hail and
sleet descending like showers of crystals and pearls, bounding off
the spars, drumming on the sails, pattering on the oilskin coats,
whitening the decks of homeward-bound ships. Faint, ruddy
flashes of lightning flicker in the starlight upon her mastheads. A
chilly blast hums in the taut rigging, causing the ship to tremble to
her very keel, and the soaked men on her decks to shiver in their
wet clothes to the very marrow of their bones. Before one squall
has flown over to sink in the eastern board, the edge of another
peeps up already above the western horizon, racing up swift,
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ca un sac negru plin cu apa inghetatd, gata sa-ti cadd in cap
spargandu-se n mii de franturi pe cand iti faci constiincios datoria.
Stapanul oceanului si-a schimbat dispozitia. Fiecare izbucnire
vijelioasa a starii de spirit Innourate dinainte parea sa porneasca din
infierbantarea unui suflet aprins de manie; rafalele inghetate de
acum rabufnesc dintr-un piept inghetat de o brusca schimbare a
sentimentelor. In loc si te orbeascd, si-ti striveasca sufletul cu
amestecul lui Inspdimantitor de nori, ceturi, valuri si ploaie,
Imparatul Apusului isi aduni toate puterile ca si-ti biciuie cu turturi
spinarea, sa-ti facd ochii osteniti sd lacrimeze de parca ai jeli, iar
trupu-ti istovit sd dardaie pana nu mai poti. Amandoud aceste doua
stari de spirit ale despotului 1si au maretia lor, si amandoud sunt
greu de indurat. Doar ca rabufnirile dinspre nord-vest nu-ti iau pe
de-a-ntregul curajul, fiindca in rastimpurile dintre rafalele cu
grindind si lapovitd ale furtunii de nord-vest se vede bine pana
departe.

Sa pot vedea! Sa pot vedea! — aceasta e dorinta fierbinte a
marinarului, ca de altfel a noastra a tuturor, fiindcd noi cu totii
suntem orbi. In vremurile noastre innegurate si furtunoase, nu exista
fiintd omeneasca sd nu-gi doreasca sa-i lumineze cineva calea
inainte. Mi s-a-ntamplat sa aud un om inchis si tacut, intruchipare a

stapanirii de sine, cd izbucneste, patimas dupa trei zile de goana

shapeless, like a black bag full of frozen water ready to burst over
your devoted head. The temper of the ruler of the ocean has
changed. Each gust of the clouded mood that seemed warmed by
the heat of a heart flaming with anger has its counterpart in the
chilly blasts that seem blown from a breast turned to ice with a
sudden revulsion of feeling. Instead of blinding your eyes and
crushing your soul with a terrible apparatus of cloud and mists and
seas and rain, the King of the West turns his power to contemptuous
pelting of your back with icicles, to making your weary eyes water
as if in grief, and your worn-out carcass quake pitifully. But each
mood of the great autocrat has its own greatness, and each is hard to
bear. Only the north-west phase of that mighty display is not
demoralizing to the same extent, because between the hail and sleet
squalls of a north-westerly gale one can see a long way ahead.

To see! to seel—this is the craving of the sailor, as of the
rest of blind humanity. To have his path made clear for him is the
aspiration of every human being in our beclouded and tempestuous
existence. | have heard a reserved, silent man, with no nerves to
speak of, after three days of hard running in thick south-westerly
weather, burst out passionately: “I wish to God we could get sight
of something!”

We had just gone down below for a moment to commune in
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nebund, pe o vreme inchisa, venind dinspre sud-vest:

— Orice as da, sa pot sa vad cat de cat in jur!

Tocmai cobordseram sa ne sfatuim o clipa intr-o cabina
intarita cu sipci. O harta maritima mare si alba zacea jilava si moale
pe o masa rece si umedd, sub lumina unei lampi afumate. Aplecat
peste acest sfetnic tacut si de incredere al marinarului, cu un cot
rezemat de tarmul Africii, iar celalalt infipt Tn apropierea Capului
Hatteras (era o harta a tuturor cdilor maritime din Atlanticul de
Nord), capitanul isi indrepta spre mine fata aspra, hirsutd si ma privi
tinta, sever, pe jumatate scos din rabdari, pe jumatate rugator. Sa tot
fi fost sapte zile de cand nu mai stiam ce-i aceea soare, luna, ori
stele. Inspaimantate de mania Vantului de Vest, corpurile ceresti se
ascundeau de-o saptamana si mai bine. Se faceau trei zile de cand
furtuna dinspre sud-vest incepuse cu forte proaspete, se
incrancenase si devenise ndpraznica, aga cum aratau si insemnarile
mele din jurnalul de bord. Ne-am despartit mai apoi, el pentru a se
intoarce pe punte, ascultand de chemarea tainica ce bantuie clipa de
clipd auzul oricdrui capitan, iar eu pentru a ma indrepta clatinandu-
ma spre cabina mea, cu intentia nedeslusitd de a insemna ,,Vreme
nadpraznica“ in jurnalul de bord, care era departe de a fi la zi. M-am
razgandit, Tnsd; am preferat s ma var in pat, asa cum eram, cu tot

cu cizme, imbracat din cap pana-n picioare (nu mai conta; erau

a battened-down cabin, with a large white chart lying limp and
damp upon a cold and clammy table under the light of a smoky
lamp. Sprawling over that seaman’s silent and trusted adviser, with
one elbow upon the coast of Africa and the other planted in the
neighbourhood of Cape Hatteras (it was a general track-chart of the
North Atlantic), my skipper lifted his rugged, hairy face, and glared
at me in a half-exasperated, half-appealing way. We have seen no
sun, moon, or stars for something like seven days. By the effect of
the West Wind’s wrath the celestial bodies had gone into hiding for
a week or more, and the last three days had seen the force of a
south-west gale grow from fresh, through strong, to heavy, as the
entries in my log-book could testify. Then we separated, he to go
on deck again, in obedience to that mysterious call that seems to
sound for ever in a shipmaster’s ears, I to stagger into my cabin
with some vague notion of putting down the words “Very heavy
weather” in a log-book not quite written up-to-date. But | gave it
up, and crawled into my bunk instead, boots and hat on, all standing
(it did not matter; everything was soaking wet, a heavy sea having
burst the poop skylights the night before), to remain in a
nightmarish state between waking and sleeping for a couple of
hours of so-called rest.

The south-westerly mood of the West Wind is an enemy of
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toate ude leoarcd dupa ce marea infuriatd inundase spiraiurile de la
pupa in noaptea dinainte). Am ramas asa, ca-ntr-un cosmar, intr-0
stare Intre vis si trezie, timp de cateva ore care numai odihna nu se
puteau numi.

In infatisarea lui de sud-vest, Vantul de Vest nu le ingaduie
ofiterilor ce rdspund de corabie sd adoarma, si nici macar sa-si afle
linistea stand o clipa intinsi. Dupa ce, in cabina aceea intunecata,
inghetata, jilava si pustiitad, mi-au zburat gandurile fara folos, fara
sir, si fard logica la toate cate-s pe lume, am sarit In picioare si am
urcat tot clatindindu-ma pe punte. Despotul Atlanticului de Nord
inca mai asuprea impardtia, ba si tinuturile din marginile ei, pana la
Golful Byscaia, cu Insingurarea jalnicd adusa de vremea Ingrozitor
de inchisd. Cu toate cd goneam in bdtaia vantului cu vreo zece
noduri, puterea vantului era inca atat de mare ca nu ma 1asa pana nu
ma-mpinse din spate pand la capatul puntii, la pupa, unde se afla
capitanul.

— Ce zici de asta? racni el cdtre mine.

Ma gandii 1n sinea mea ca, de fapt, amandoi ne saturaseram.
Felul in care deseori ii place Vantului de Vest sa-si administreze
averea nu le surdde deloc celor pasnici si supusi legilor, care
madsoard fortele naturii prin binele ori raul adus de ele, cand de fapt

singura lor masurd e puterea. M-am ferit sa-1 raspund ceva. Cand te

sleep, and even of a recumbent position, in the responsible officers
of a ship. After two hours of futile, light-headed, inconsequent
thinking upon all things under heaven in that dark, dank, wet and
devastated cabin, | arose suddenly and staggered up on deck. The
autocrat of the North Atlantic was still oppressing his kingdom and
its outlying dependencies, even as far as the Bay of Biscay, in the
dismal secrecy of thick, very thick, weather. The force of the wind,
though we were running before it at the rate of some ten knots an
hour, was so great that it drove me with a steady push to the front of
the poop, where my commander was holding on.

“What do you think of it?” he addressed me in an
interrogative yell.

What | really thought was that we both had had just about
enough of it. The manner in which the great West Wind chooses at
times to administer his possessions does not commend itself to a
person of peaceful and law-abiding disposition, inclined to draw
distinctions between right and wrong in the face of natural forces,
whose standard, naturally, is that of might alone. But, of course, |
said nothing. For a man caught, as it were, between his skipper and
the great West Wind silence is the safest sort of diplomacy.
Moreover, | knew my skipper. He did not want to know what |

thought. Shipmasters hanging on a breath before the thrones of the
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afli ca-ntre ciocan si nicovala intre capitan si marele Vant de Vest,
cea mai desteapti politici e ticerea. In afard de asta, stiam si cu
cine am de-a face. Capitanul nu voia cu adevarat sa-mi afle parerea.
Capitanul care atarna de un fir de par dinaintea vanturilor intronate
peste mari isi are psihologia lui. Legile acestei psihologii au aceeasi
importantd pentru corabie §i marinarii ei ca i toanele vremii
schimbatoare. Stiu precis ca, indiferent ce s-ar fi intamplat,
capitanului nu-i pasa catusi de putin ce cred eu sau oricare altul de
pe vas. Mi-am dat seama ca se saturase si el pana peste cap si acum
nu facea decat sia vaneze sugestii. Era grozav de mandru cd nu
lasase niciodatd sa-i scape nefolosit un vant prielnic, oricat de
brutal, amenintator ori primejdios ar fi fost el. Ca niste fiinte care,
cu ochii legati, aleargd sa nimereasca in gaura din gard, eram la
capatul unei frumoase célatorii, neobisnuit de rapide, tocmai de la
Antipod, si goneam cat puteam de tare spre Canalul Manecii, pe o
vreme inchisd cum nu cred ca am mai intdlnit de atunci Incoace.
Cata vreme aveam vant prielnic, psihologia lui nu-i ingaduia sa
opreasca vaporul — cel putin nu din proprie initiativd. Cu toate
acestea isi dddea seama ca nu mai poate lasa lucrurile asa multa
vreme. Astepta Insd sd vina de la mine sugestia pentru ca mai tarziu,
cand totul se va fi sférsit, sd poatd dovedi propriului lui spirit lui

intransigent ca a fost vina mea. Trebuie totusi sa recunosc ca, in

winds ruling the seas have their psychology, whose workings are as
important to the ship and those on board of her as the changing
moods of the weather. The man, as a matter of fact, under no
circumstances, ever cared a brass farthing for what | or anybody
else in his ship thought. He had had just about enough of it, I
guessed, and what he was at really was a process of fishing for a
suggestion. It was the pride of his life that he had never wasted a
chance, no matter how boisterous, threatening, and dangerous, of a
fair wind. Like men racing blindfold for a gap in a hedge, we were
finishing a splendidly quick passage from the Antipodes, with a
tremendous rush for the Channel in as thick a weather as any | can
remember, but his psychology did not permit him to bring the ship
to with a fair wind blowing—at least not on his own initiative. And
yet he felt that very soon indeed something would have to be done.
He wanted the suggestion to come from me, so that later on, when
the trouble was over, he could argue this point with his own
uncompromising spirit, laying the blame upon my shoulders. |
must render him the justice that this sort of pride was his only
weakness.

But he got no suggestion from me. | understood his
psychology. Besides, | had my own stock of weaknesses at the time

(it is a different one now), and amongst them was the conceit of
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afard de aceastd mandrie, alta slabiciune n-avea.

Cunoscandu-i deci psihologia, eu unul nu i-am oferit nicio
sugestie. Imi aveam si eu slabiciunile mele la vremea aceea (care
intre timp s-au schimbat, dar n-au disparut), iar printre ele era si
infumurarea ca sunt un bun cunoscator al psihologiei pe timpul
vremii venite dinspre apus. Ca sa spunem lucrurilor pe nume, eram
convins ca aveam geniul de a citi gandurile marelui stdpanitor al
latitudinilor inalte. In clipa aceea mi se parea ca descopar semnele
unei apopiate schimbari in sufletul Tmparatesc. Am raspuns scurt:

— Nu se poate sa nu se insenineze o data cu schimbarea
vantului.

— Asta stiu si copiii! se rasti el la mine aproape urland.

— Adica la lasarea soarelui! i-am strigat.

Alta sugestie de la mine n-a obtinut. Din graba cu care s-a
agatat de aceasta, am inteles ce grea era nelinistea care 1l muncea.

— Ma rog, strigd el cu prefacutd exasperare, de parca ar fi
cedat unor indelungi rugdminti. Foarte bine. Daca pana atunci nu se
schimba vantul, dam scota trincii i o lasam cu ciocul sub aripa la
noapte.

M-a uimit expresia graitoare pentru o corabie opritd ca sa
treacd cu bine peste o furtund, lasand valurile sa-i treacd pe sub

burta. O si vedeam odihnindu-se intre stihiile dezlantuite, ca o

4

being remarkably well up in the psychology of the Westerly
weather. | believed—not to mince matters—that | had a genius for
reading the mind of the great ruler of high latitudes. | fancied |
could discern already the coming of a change in his royal mood.
And all | said was:

“The weather’s bound to clear up with the shift of wind.”

“Anybody knows that much!” he snapped at me, at the
highest pitch of his voice.

“I mean before dark!” I cried.
The

eagerness with which he seized upon it gave me the measure of the

This was all the opening he ever got from me.

anxiety he had been labouring under.

“Very well,” he shouted, with an affectation of impatience,
as if giving way to long entreaties. “All right. If we don’t get a
shift by then we’ll take that foresail off her and put her head under
her wing for the night.”

I was struck by the picturesque character of the phrase as
applied to a ship brought-to in order to ride out a gale with wave
after wave passing under her breast. | could see her resting in the
tumult of the elements like a sea-bird sleeping in wild weather upon
the raging waters with its head tucked under its wing. In

imaginative precision, in true feeling, this is one of the most
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pasare de mare adormitd pe valurile spumegande din timpul
furtunii, cu capul varat sub aripa. Prin exactitatea imaginii §i a
redarii sentimentului incercat, aceasta este cred cea mai expresiva
propozitie pe care am auzit-o vreodatd. Cat despre scota trincii, care
urma sa fie data jos Tnainte sa-si vare corabia ciocul sub aripa, ei
bine, ma indoiam ci era cazul si ne atingem de ea. Indoielile mele
erau Indreptatite, lucru dovedit de faptul cd panza aceea nespus de
trainicd fu confiscatd la porunca despotica a Vantului de Vest,
stapanitorul vietilor si nascocirilor alcdtuite de mana omului pe
timpul cat acestea se afla intre hotarele imparatiei lui. Cu un zgomot
ca de explozie indepartatd, panza pieri inghititd cu totul de aerul
opac; nu mai ramase din materialul acela rezistent nici cat o fasie
din care sa scoti un ghemotoc de atd pentru un elefant ranit. Smulsa
din grandee, panza disparu ca un fir de fum pierdut in scurgerea
cetoasa de nori naruiti §i sfasiati de schimbarea vantului. Vantul,
intr-adevar, s-a schimbat. Dezvelit si foarte jos, soarele scapara cu
manie de pe cerul haotic, peste marea buimaca si dezlantuita, care
navalea catre tdrm. Recunoscurdm promontoriul §i ne uitardm in
tacere unul la altul, cu uimire mutd. Nici nu ne trecuse prin cap ca
navigasem in lungul Insulei Wight. Turnul care se scdlda in aburul
inserarii slab rosietice, sarate si batute de vant, era farul de pe capul

Sf. Ecaterina.

expressive sentences | have ever heard on human lips. But as to
taking the foresail off that ship before we put her head under her
wing, | had my grave doubts. They were justified. That long
enduring piece of canvas was confiscated by the arbitrary decree of
the West Wind, to whom belong the lives of men and the
contrivances of their hands within the limits of his kingdom. With
the sound of a faint explosion it vanished into the thick weather
bodily, leaving behind of its stout substance not so much as one
solitary strip big enough to be picked into a handful of lint for, say,
a wounded elephant. Torn out of its bolt-ropes, it faded like a whiff
of smoke in the smoky drift of clouds shattered and torn by the shift
of wind. For the shift of wind had come. The unveiled, low sun
glared angrily from a chaotic sky upon a confused and tremendous
sea dashing itself upon a coast. We recognised the headland, and
Without

knowing it in the least, we had run up alongside the Isle of Wight,

looked at each other in the silence of dumb wonder.

and that tower, tinged a faint evening red in the salt wind-haze, was
the lighthouse on St. Catherine’s Point.

My skipper recovered first from his astonishment. His
bulging eyes sank back gradually into their orbits. His psychology,
taking it all round, was really very creditable for an average sailor.

He had been spared the humiliation of laying his ship to with a fair
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Primul care-si reveni din uimire fu capitanul. Ochii lui iesiti
din orbite intrard la loc. Psihologia lui, cu toate reactiile de pana
atunci, facea cinste unui marinar obisnuit. Fusese crutat de umilinta
de a-si pune corabia la capa cand are vant priclnic. Pe data, omul
acela cinstit si deschis zise fard inconjur ce gandea, cu deplind
sinceritate, frecandu-si mainile paroase si arse de soare — mainile
unui maestru In mestesugul marinaritului.

— Mda! Cam pe-aici ma gandeam si eu c-am ajuns.

Amagirea aceea transparentd si ingenioasa in felul ei, tonul
plin de importantd, primele semne de mare mandrie, toate erau de-a
dreptul incantatoare. Adevarul este ca intamplarea aceea a fost una
dintre cele mai neasteptate surprize pe care le-a facut vreodata
inseninarea Vantului de Vest unora dintre cei mai reusiti curteni ai

lui.

wind; and at once that man, of an open and truthful nature, spoke up
in perfect good faith, rubbing together his brown, hairy hands—the
hands of a master-craftsman upon the sea:

“Humph! that’s just about where I reckoned we had got to.”

The transparency and ingenuousness, in a way, of that
delusion, the airy tone, the hint of already growing pride, were
perfectly delicious. But, in truth, this was one of the greatest
surprises ever sprung by the clearing up mood of the West Wind

upon one of the most accomplished of his courtiers.
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XXVIII

Asa cum ziceam, vanturile de nord si de sud nu-s decat
printi fard importantd printre puternicii marii. Ele nu-si au o tara a
lor. Nu domnesc niciieri. Si, totusi, dintre ele se ridica dinastiile de
domnitori care si-au impartit apele pamantului intre ei. Vremea din
lumea Intreaga este o Intrecere neintrerupta intre neamurile polare si
ecuatoriale ale acelei rase despotice. Imparat peste toate este Vantul
de Vest. Vantul de Résarit domneste Intre tropice. Si-au impartit
intre ele toate oceanele. Amandoud se pricep sa fie adevarati
stdpanitori supremi. Vantul de Apus nu-si vara niciodata nasul in
impardtia fratelui sau, celdlalt imparat. El este sadlbatecul nordic.
Violent fard viclenie, manios fard rautate, ni l-am putea inchipui
asezat despotic peste norii pictati si aurifi ai apusului, tinand pe
genunchi o sabie cu doua taisuri, aplecandu-si capul cu parul de aur
vélvoi, cu barba aprinsa revarsata pe piept, impundtor, imens, cu
maini §i picioare zdravene, cu voce rasunatoare, obrajii umflati si
privirea senind necrutatoare, grabindu-si vijeliille mereu mai tare. Pe
celalalt, pe Impératul de Risirit, imparatul rasariturilor singerii,

mi-1 inchipui ca pe un om uscativ din sud, cu trasaturi bine

XXVIII

The winds of North and South are, as | have said, but small
princes amongst the powers of the sea. They have no territory of
their own; they are not reigning winds anywhere. Yet it is from
their houses that the reigning dynasties which have shared between
them the waters of the earth are sprung. All the weather of the
world is based upon the contest of the Polar and Equatorial strains
of that tyrannous race. The West Wind is the greatest king. The
East rules between the Tropics. They have shared each ocean
between them. Each has his genius of supreme rule. The King of
the West never intrudes upon the recognised dominion of his kingly
brother. He is a barbarian, of a northern type. Violent without
craftiness, and furious without malice, one may imagine him seated
masterfully with a double-edged sword on his knees upon the
painted and gilt clouds of the sunset, bowing his shock head of
golden locks, a flaming beard over his breast, imposing, colossal,
mighty-limbed, with a thundering voice, distended cheeks and
fierce blue eyes, urging the speed of his gales. The other, the East
king, the king of blood-red sunrises, | represent to myself as a spare

156

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

!! ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

conturate, sprancene si ochi negri, Imbracat in cenusiu, drept in
lumind, cu fata proaspdt rasa sprijinitd in palma, ascuns, de
nepatruns, de o mare siretenie, subtire si ager — cu gandul mereu la
atac.

Vantul de Vest isi tine legamantul facut cu fratele sau,
Vantul vremii de rasarit. ,,Ce-a fost impartit e bun impartit”, pare sa
spunad cu vocea lui ragusitd acest stapanitor lipsit de ingeldtorii,
care-si face o placere din azvarlirea norilor mari si grei incoace si
incolo pe cer, care aruncd valurile uriase ale Atlanticului dinspre
taramurile Lumii Noi drept catre promontoriile ninse ale batraneli
Europe, Europa pe al carei trup sfartecat si brazdat tradiesc mai multi
regi si domnitori decat pe toate oceanele din lume laolalta. ,,Ce-a
fost impartit e bun impartit”. lar daca pe lumea asta n-am avut parte
de liniste s1 odihnd, dati-mi pace. Lasati-ma sa ma joc cu uraganele,
sd azvarlu ca pe discuri norii care se rostogolesc si vartejurile de aer
de la un capat al tristei mele imparatii pana-n celalalt. Peste Great
Banks ori de-a lungul banchizelor, tinta catre Golful Biscaya. Catre
fiordurile Norvegiei, peste Marea Nordului, unde pescarii din toate
natiile pandesc cel mai mic semn de manie din privirea mea”.

Si astfel stapanitorul latitudinilor inalte ofteazd din rarunchi,
pe piept cu soarele apune, iar pe genunchi cu sabia cu doud taisuri,

ostenit parca de

Southerner with clear-cut features, black-browed and dark-eyed,
gray-robed, upright in sunshine, resting a smooth-shaven cheek in
the palm of his hand, impenetrable, secret, full of wiles, fine-drawn,
keen—meditating aggressions.

The West Wind keeps faith with his brother, the King of the
Easterly weather. “What we have divided we have divided,” he
seems to say in his gruff voice, this ruler without guile, who hurls
as if in sport enormous masses of cloud across the sky, and flings
the great waves of the Atlantic clear across from the shores of the
New World upon the hoary headlands of Old Europe, which
harbours more kings and rulers upon its seamed and furrowed body
than all the oceans of the world together. “What we have divided
we have divided; and if no rest and peace in this world have fallen
to my share, leave me alone. Let me play at quoits with cyclonic
gales, flinging the discs of spinning cloud and whirling air from one
end of my dismal kingdom to the other: over the Great Banks or
along the edges of pack-ice—this one with true aim right into the
bight of the Bay of Biscay, that other upon the fiords of Norway,
across the North Sea where the fishermen of many nations look
watchfully into my angry eye. This is the time of kingly sport.”

And the royal master of high latitudes sighs mightily, with

the sinking sun upon his breast and the double-edged sword upon
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nesfarsitele veacuri de domnie aprigd si Intristat de oceanul, mereu
acelasi, ce i se-ntinde la picioare — de vremurile fara sir cand fara
indoiala va continua si de acum inainte sa semene vant si sa culeaga
furtuna iar si iar, pAna-n clipa cand tinutul lui de ape miscatoare are
sd inghete Tn nemiscare. Celdlalt vant, viclean si rece, mangaindu-si
barbia proaspatd rasd cu degetele mainii lui subtiri si viclene, isi
zice in sufletul lui, plin de siretenie: ,,Aha! fratele nostru din Apus
S-a intristat. A ostenit sa se joace cu uraganele, sa se dezlantuie cu
manie, sa se distreze pe seama sarmanilor, nefericitilor lui supusi,
desfasurand flamuri groase de ceatd. Amaratii de ei. la sd navalim
in imparatia galagiosului salbatec, de la Finisterre la Hatteras, sa-i
luam pescarii pe nepusa masa, sa zapacim cu totul flotele care se
incred atat in puterea lui si sa tragem cu sageti viclene in ficatul
celor care-i pandesc bunul plac. E un nevolnic, ce mai incolo-
ncoace”. Ceea ce se si Infaptuieste pe datd. Pe cand Vantul de Vest
chibzuieste la zadarnicia puterii lui nesfarsite, Vantul de Résarit
loveste greu Atlanticul de Nord.

Cum e vremea de obicei in Atlanticul de Nord, asa e si
domnia Vantului de Vest in tinutul lui, unde soarele nu apune.
Atlanticul de Nord este inima unui mare imperiu. In aceasta parte a
impardtiei Vantului de Vest s-au perindat cele mai multe generatii

de cordbii minunate i oameni indrazneti. In aceastd fortareata a

his knees, as if wearied by the innumerable centuries of a strenuous
rule and saddened by the unchangeable aspect of the ocean under
his feet—by the endless vista of future ages where the work of
sowing the wind and reaping the whirlwind shall go on and on till
his realm of living waters becomes a frozen and motionless ocean.
But the other, crafty and unmoved, nursing his shaven chin between
the thumb and forefinger of his slim and treacherous hand, thinks
deep within his heart full of guile: “Aha! our brother of the West
has fallen into the mood of kingly melancholy. He is tired of
playing with circular gales, and blowing great guns, and unrolling
thick streamers of fog in wanton sport at the cost of his own poor,
miserable subjects. Their fate is most pitiful. Let us make a foray
upon the dominions of that noisy barbarian, a great raid from
Finisterre to Hatteras, catching his fishermen unawares, baffling the
fleets that trust to his power, and shooting sly arrows into the livers
of men who court his good graces. He is, indeed, a worthless
fellow.” And forthwith, while the West Wind meditates upon the
vanity of his irresistible might, the thing is done, and the Easterly
weather sets in upon the North Atlantic.

The prevailing weather of the North Atlantic is typical of the
way in which the West Wind rules his realm on which the sun never

sets. North Atlantic is the heart of a great empire. It is the part of

158

CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

!! ! EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA



Joseph Conrad: Oglinda mdarii/ The Mirror of the Sea

imparatiei lui s-au savarsit fapte de vitejie si aventuri indraznete. In
umbra sceptrului lui s-au nascut si s-au facut cei mai priceputi
marinari din lume, care s-au deprins sa-si manuiasca vapoarele cu
indemanare si indrazneala pe dinaintea treptelor ce duc la jiltul lui
bantuit de furtuni. Nechibzuiti vantura-lume, pescari truditi, amiralii
cei mai intelepti si viteji din lume pandesc dintotdeauna cel mai mic
semn al cerului de apus. Soarta unor flote intregi de corabii
invingatoare a atarnat de suflarea lui. S-a jucat in palma cu escadre
de vase scrijelite-n razboaie si a sfasiat in gluma panza drapelelor
sfintite prin traditii de glorie si onoare. E un prieten de nadejde, dar
si un vrajmas primejdios, nemilos cu vapoarele neingrijite si cu
marinarii slabi de inger. Purtarea lui imparateasca nu se sinchiseste
de vietile jertfite domniei lui ndpraznice. El e imparatul care a scos
din teacd sabia cu doua tdisuri si o tine Tn méana dreapta. Vantul de
Rasarit, patrunzand nelegiuit pe meleagurile vremii de apus, € un
tiran nepdsdtor, si tine ascuns la spate un pumnal ascutit, gata
oricand sd injunghie miseleste.

In timpul navalirilor lui in Atlanticul de Nord, Vantul de
Rasarit se poarta ca un aventurier rafinat si neindurdtor, fara nici
cea mai mica idee despre cinste si dreptate. Mi s-a intamplat sa-I
vad cum isi Invdluie fata uscativd cu trasaturi bine arcuite intr-un

strat subtire de nori de nepatruns in inalt si cum opreste, ca un talhar

the West Wind’s dominions most

generations of fine ships and hardy men.

thickly populated with
Heroic deeds and
adventurous exploits have been performed there, within the very
stronghold of his sway. The best sailors in the world have been born
and bred under the shadow of his sceptre, learning to manage their
ships with skill and audacity before the steps of his stormy throne.
Reckless adventurers, toiling fishermen, admirals as wise and brave
as the world has ever known, have waited upon the signs of his
westerly sky. Fleets of victorious ships have hung upon his breath.
He has tossed in his hand squadrons of war-scarred three-deckers,
and shredded out in mere sport the bunting of flags hallowed in the
traditions of honour and glory. He is a good friend and a dangerous
enemy, without mercy to unseaworthy ships and faint-hearted
seamen. In his kingly way he has taken but little account of lives
sacrificed to his impulsive policy; he is a king with a double-edged
sword bared in his right hand. The East Wind, an interloper in the
dominions of Westerly weather, is an impassive-faced tyrant with a
sharp poniard held behind his back for a treacherous stab.

In his forays into the North Atlantic the East Wind behaves
like a subtle and cruel adventurer without a notion of honour or fair
play. Veiling his clear-cut, lean face in a thin layer of a hard, high

cloud, I have seen him, like a wizened robber sheik of the sea, hold
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uscat la infatigare, seic al marilor, caravane lungi de corabii, trei
sute si mai mult, chiar la intrarea Tn Canalul Manecii. Cel mai rau
dintre toate era ca nici o rascumparare din lume nu i-ar fi putut
satura lacomia, intrucat navalirile Vantului de Rasarit si relele
savarsite de el in tot acest timp au un singur tel, sa-i faca-n ciuda
imparatului frate din apus. Ne uitam neputinciosi la indarjirea
metodica, inghetatd, cu priviri cenusii a vremii dinspre rasarit.
Primul lucru: se micsorau ratiile si toti marinarii din flota tinuta in
loc se luptau cu muscatura foamei in maruntaie. Alte si alte cordbii
soseau in fiecare zi. In cete, in grupuri ori rizleti, ne azvarleam
incolo si incoace in fata portii zdvorate. In tot acest timp, plecau
corabii in sens opus, umilindu-ne si mai tare cand goneau pe langa
noi cu toate panzele-n vant. Impresia mea este ca Vantul de Rasarit
ajutd cordbiilor la plecarea din