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Lidia Vianu

From the Teacher’s to the Writer’s Desk

David Lodge is an Academic above all. His heroine Robyn Penrose speaks for him in Nice Work when she
says: “Universities are the cathedrals of the modern age.” David Lodge’s books are deeply aware of the ritual.
Not of prayer, this time, but of the mind. Nice Work, Thinks..., The British Museum Is Falling Down, and absolutely
all his books of literary criticism are the sermons of an intellectual.

The first thing to be noticed about David Lodge’s books on Fiction versus “consciousness”,
“structuralism”, “Bakhtin”, “theory”, or the “language of fiction” is the backbone of sense and sensibility. True,
he never fought against the obessive theorizing of his contemporaries. On the other hand, he never did what
many academics have been doing for almost half a century: when you can’t beat them, join them. He never gave
up on text analysis as the critic’s one and only mission. The literary text was and still is his ritual - and romance.
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6

Not many critics can boast with illustrations of critical statements taken from their own fictional work.
David Lodge does that. He proves T.S. Eliot wrong and right at the same time: literary criticism is possible - a
statement which would have made Eliot quite unhappy, but it is best done, as Eliot himself insisted time and
again, by the writer himself.

The Reader we are publishing now focusses on Lodge’s fiction, though. A further Reader, we hope, will
soon whet the appetite of young literary critics who feel they need a solid path. Lodge can show them exactly
that. Not the comfortable, not the conforming, but the sensible path, which always leads to good thinking.

For the time being, here is a selection of an academic’s novels. All we need say as an introduction to it is
that David Lodge’s whole work is a Cathedral of the Mind, whether designed from the teacher’s or the writer’s
desk.

Bucharest, 1 July 2012
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The British Museum Is Falling Down

Penguin Books, 1981

Muzeul britanic s-a daramat!
Traducere de Radu Pavel Gheo, Editura Polirom, 2003

The '
British Museum Is
Falling Down
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Camel (whose surname fitted so perfectly his long,
stiff-legged stride, humped shoulders and droll, thick-
lipped countenance, that it was generally taken to be an
inspired nickname) did nor seem to be particularly old, but
he had been doing his Ph.D. thesis as long as anyone could
remember. Its title - ‘sanitation in Victorian fiction” -
seemed modest enough; but as Camel would patiently
explain, the absence of references to sanitation was as
significant as the presence of the same, and his work thus
embraced the entire corpus of Victorian fiction. Further, the
Victorian period was best understood as a period of
transition in which the comic treatment of human excretion
in the eighteenth century was suppressed, or sublimated in

terms of social reform, until it re-emerged as a source of

Camel (al cdarui nume de familie se potrivea perfect cu
mersul sau teapan, cu pas mare, cu umerii sdi cazuti si fata sa
caraghioasd, cu buze groase, motiv pentru care oamenii
credeau de obicei ca au de-a face cu o porecld bine aleasd) nu
pdrea sa fie prea batran, numai ca toti si-l aminteau lucrand la
teza sa de doctorat parcd dintotdeauna. Titlul acesteia -
Instalatiile sanitare in literatura epocii victoriene - parea destul de
nepretentios. Numai cd, asa cum explica plin de rdbdare
Camel insusi, absenta referirilor la instalatiile sanitare era la
fel de semnificativd ca si prezenta lor, astfel cd lucrarea sa
acoperea intreg corpusul de texte al literaturii victoriene. Mai
mult decat atat, epoca victoriand era cel mai bine inteleasa ca
o perioadd de tranzitie, in care abordarea in cheie comica a

excretiei umane in secolul al XVIII-lea a fost reprimatd sau
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literary symbolism in the work of Joyce and other moderns.
Camel’s preparatory reading spread out in wider and wider
circles, and it often seemed that he was bent on exhausting
the entire resources of the Museum library before
commencing composition. Some time ago a wild rumour
had swept through Bloomsbury to the effect that Camel had
written his first chapter, on the hygiene of Neanderthal
Man; but Camel had wistfully denied it. ‘I'm the modern
Casaubon,” he would say. ‘Don’t expect progress.” He had
no Dorothea to support, however, and earned enough by
teaching evening classes in English to foreign students to

keep himself.

[p. 40)

9

sublimatd pe filiera reformei sociale pand cand a apdrut din
nou, ca sursa a simbolismului literar, in opera lui Joyce si a
altor autori moderni. Lecturile bibliografice preliminare ale
lui Camel se extindeau la cercuri din ce in ce mai largi de
autori si creau tot mai des impresia cd doctorandul urmadrea
sd epuizeze mai intdi toate resursele oferite de biblioteca
muzeului si abia apoi sa inceapd elaborarea lucrarii. Cu catva
timp in urmd, prin Bloomsbury circulase un zvon ametitor,
conform cdruia Camel ar fi scris deja primul capitol al lucrarii
sale, in care trata igiena omului de Neanderthal. Insi Camel
negase melancolic zvonul. “Sunt un Casaubon modern”
spusese el. “Nu va asteptati la progrese.” Pe de altd parte, el
nu avea nici o Doroteea pe care sd o intretind, dar castiga
suficienti bani din cursurile sale serale, unde preda limba

engleza studentilor strdini, astfel incat reusea sa se descurce.

[p- 57]
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He passed through the narrow vaginal passage, and
entered the huge womb of the Reading Room. Across the
floor, disposed along the radiating desks, scholars curled,
foetus-like, over their books, little buds of intellectual life
thrown off by some gigantic act of generation performed
upon that nest of knowledge, those inexhaustible ovaries of

learning, the concentric inner rings of the catalogue shelves.

The circular wall of the Reading Room wrapped the
scholars in a protective layer of books, while above them
arched the vast, distended belly of the dome. Little daylight
entered through the grimy glass at the top. No sounds of
traffic or other human business penetrated to that warm,
airless space. The dome looked down on the scholars, and

the scholars looked down on their books; and the scholars

10

Téandrul trecu prin ingustul pasaj vaginal al intrarii si
pdtrunse in giganticul pantece al sdlii de lectura. Pe tot
cuprinsul incaperii, imprastiati de-a lungul meselor dispuse
radial, se gdseau cercetatori si alti insi studiosi, ghemuiti in
pozitii fetale deasupra cartilor. Ei erau mugurasii de viata
intelectuald aruncati in lume de nu stiu ce actiune creatoare
exercitatd asupra acelui cuib al cunoasterii, asupra acelor
inepuizabile ovare ale cdrturdriei - concentricele cercuri
interioare ale rafturilor cu cataloage ale bibliotecii.

Zidul circular al Salii de lecturd ii invelea pe studiosi intr-
un strat protector format din cdrti, iar deasupra capetelor lor
se boltea pantecele umflat si incapdator al domului. Prin sticla
mohoratd din partea superioard a domului abia daca
patrundea lumina zilei. Nici zgomotele circulatiei de afard,
nici zumzditul altor activitdti umane nu se insinua in acel

spatiu cald si lipsit de aer. Domul privea in jos la studiosi,
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loved their books, stroking the pages with soft pale fingers.
The pages responded to the fingers’ touch, and yielded their
knowledge gladly to the scholars, who collected it in little
boxes of file-cards. When the scholars raised their eyes from
their desks they saw nothing to distract them, nothing out
of harmony with their books, only the smooth, curved
lining of the womb. Wherever the eye travelled, it met no
arrest, no angle, no parallel lines receding into infinity, no
pointed arch striving towards the unattainable: all was
curved, rounded, self-sufficient, complete. And the scholars
dropped their eyes to their books again, fortified and
consoled. They curled themselves more tightly over their
books, for they did not want to leave the warm womb,
where they fed upon electric light and inhaled the musty

odour of yellowing pages.

But the women who waited outside felt differently.

From their dingy flats in Islington and cramped semis in

11

studiosii priveau in jos la cartile lor si ei isi iubeau cartile si le
mangaiau paginile cu degetele lor palide si delicate. Paginile
cartilor raspundeau la atingerea degetelor si se bucurau sa-si
transmitd cunostintele studiosilor, care le adunau in cutiutele
lor cu fise. Atunci cand studiosii isi ridicau ochii de la masa
de lucru, nu vedeau nimic care sa le distraga atentia, nimic
care sd afecteze armonia existentd intre ei si carti, ci doar
conturul neted si arcuit al pantecelui protector. Pe oriunde ar
fi hoindrit, ochii nu intdlneau nici o piedicd, nici un unghi, nici
un fel de linii paralele indreptandu-se spre infinit, nici o
arcadd ascutitd tinzand spre intangibil. Totul era curbat,
rotunjit, suficient siesi, complet. Asa ca studiosii isi pogorau
din nou ochii asupra cartilor, invigorati si imbarbatati. Se
cocosau si mai zdravan deasupra volumelor lor, fiindcd nici
nu voiau sa pardseascd pantecele cildut unde se hraneau cu
lumina electricd si inhalau mireasma colbaitd a paginilor
ingalbenite.

Insa femeile care asteptau afard incercau cu totul alte

senzatii. Din apartamentele lor ponosite din Islington sau din
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Bexley-heath, they looked out through the windows at the
life of the world, at the motor-cars and the advertisements
and the clothes in the shops, and they found them good.
And they resented the warm womb of the Museum which
made them poor and lonely, which swallowed up their men
every day and sapped them of their vital spirits and made
them silent and abstracted mates even when they were at
home. And the women sighed for the day when their men
would be expelled from the womb for the last time, and
they looked at their children whimpering at their feet, and
they clasped their hands, coarsened with detergent, and

vowed that these children would never be scholars.

Lawrence, thought Adam. It’s time I got on to Lawrence.

He weaved his way to the row of desks where he and

Camel usually worked, and noted the familiar figures at

whose sides he had worked for two years, without ever

12

casele lor inghesuite de prin Bexley-heath - asa-numitele
“case semidetasate” - in care trdiau despdrtite doar de un
perete de altd familie, ele se uitau pe fereastrd la viata lumii
de afard, la masini, la panourile cu reclame si la hainele din
magazine si vedeau cd sunt bune. $i ele ii purtau pica
Muzeului Britanic, al cdrui pantece cald le insingura si le
amara, le inghitea barbatii zi dupa zi si ii golea de esentele lor
vitale, transformandu-i in tovardsi tdcuti si neatenti chiar si
atunci cand erau acasd. Si aceste femei tdnjeau dupd ziua in
care barbatii lor vor fi expulzati in cele din urma din acel
pantece si se uitau la copilasii lor, care le scanceau la picioare,
si isi impreunau mainile indsprite de detergenti si-si jurau
atunci ca fiii si fiicele lor nu vor fi niciodatd cercetadtori ori
savanti.

“Lawrence”, ii trecu prin minte lui Adam. “E timpul sd ma
apuc de Lawrence”.

Apoi se strecurd printre sirurile de mese la care lucrau de
obicei el si Camel si observa chipurile familiare alaturi de care

lucrase timp de doi ani fara sa schimbe mdcar o vorba cu nici
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exchanging a word with and of them: earnest, efficient
Americans, humming away like dynamos, powered by
Guggenheim grants; turbaned Sikhs, all called Mr. Singh,
and all studying Indian influences on English literature;
pimply, bespectacled women smiling cruelly to themselves
as they noted an error in somebody’s footnote; and then the
Museum characters - the gentleman whose beard reached
to his feet, the lady in shorts, the man wearing odd shoes
and a yachting-cap reading a Gaelic newspaper with a one-
stringed lute propped up on his desk, the woman who
sniffed. Adam recognized Camel’s coat and briefcase at one

of the desks, but the seat was unoccupied.

[p. 44 - 45]

13

unul dintre ei: americanii seriosi si eficienti care zumzdiau ca
niste dinamuri electrice, avand ca sursa de alimentare niste
burse Guggenheim, indienii sikh cu turbanele lor, care se
numeau toti dl. Singh si care studiau toti influentele indiene
din literature engleza, femeile cosuroase si ochelariste care
zambeau cu cruzime pentru ele insele atunci cand
descopereau vreo greseald in notele de subsol ale vreunui
autor. Dupd ei urmau figurile familiare ale Muzeului: domnul
respectabil a carui barba ii crescuse pand la talpi, doamna in
pantaloni scurti, barbatul incdltat cu niste pantofi
desperecheati, care purta pe cap o sapca de iahting, citea un
ziar in gaelicd si tinea pe masa sa de lucru o alduta cu o
singura coardd, femeia care forndia. Adam recunoscu la una
dintre mese servieta si haina lui Camel doar ca locul de la

masd nu era ocupat.

[p. 62 - 64]
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As Adam pushed the door of the phone booth shut with
his posterior and, trembling with excitement, dug in his
pocket for change, a telephone bell rang, loud and insistent.
Adam looked about him in bewilderment, unable to accept
at first that the sound emanated from the instrument before
him. But it evidently did. He lifted the receiver, and said

hesitantly, ‘Halo.”

‘Museum Double-O-One-Two?” demanded a female
voice.
Adam obediently scrutinized the number at the centre of

the dial. “Yes,” he replied.

‘Hold on please. Your call from Colorado.’

‘What?” said Adam.

‘Sorry it's taken so long, Museum,” said the operator
brightly. “The lines are absolutely haywire today.’

‘I think you’ve got the wrong person,” Adam began. But

14

Adam deschise usa cabinei telefonice impingand-o cu
posteriorul si, frematdnd de emotie, se scotoci in buzunar
dupa fise, cand deodatd telefonul din fata lui suna zgomotos
si insistent. Tandrul se uitd la el buimadcit, incapabil sad accepte
fara retinere ideea cd sunetul era emis de instrumentul din
fata lui. Faptul insd era evident. Asa ca ridica receptorul si
spuse sovdielnic:

- Alo.

— Muzeul, zero-zero-unu-doi? Il interoga o voce feminina.

Adam examind atent si supus numadrul din centrul
discului telefonului si apoi raspunse:

- Da.

— Ramaneti pe fir. Aveti legatura cu Colorado.

— Cum? intrebd Adam.

— Alo, Muzeul. Imi pare riu ci a durat atat de mult, spuse
veseld operatoarea. Liniile sunt complet date peste cap astazi.

— Cred ca ati gresit persoana, incepu Adam.
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the operator had gone away. Adam wanted to go away too,
but didn’t have the courage. Besides, he wanted to make a
phone call himself. He opened the door of the kiosk and,
still holding the receiver to his ear, leaned out to look into
the foyer of the Museum, hoping to catch sight of the fat
American.

‘Are you there, Museum?’

‘Oh. Yes, but look here—" Withdrawing his head too
quickly, Adam banged it on the door and dropped the
receiver, which swung clattering against the wall. By the
time he recaptured it, the operator had gone again, and a

faint American voice was saying anxiously:

‘Bernie? Is that you, Bernie? Bernie?’
“No, it’s not, I'm afraid,” said Adam.
‘Ah, Bernie. I thought I'd lost you.’
‘No, I'm not Bernie.”

‘Who are you then?’

‘My name is Appleby. Adam Appleby.’

15

Dar operatoarea iesise de pe fir. Adam vru sa inchida si el,
dar nu avu curaj s-o facd. Pe langa asta, si el voia sa dea un
telefon. Deschise usa cabinei telefonice si, tindnd inca
receptorul la ureche, se intinse si scruta foaierul muzeului,

sperand sa dea cu ochii de americanul cel dolofan.

— Alo, Muzeul, mai esti pe fir?

— Oh... Da, dar, vedeti, eu ...

Tragandu-si capul prea repede inapoi in cabind, Adam se
pocni cu el de usa acesteia si scdpd receptorul, care balangani
si se izbi, zdrangdnind, de perete. Atunci cand reusi sa-1
recupereze, operatoarea iesise iardsi de pe fir si o voce slabd,
cu accent american, spunea ingrijorata:

— Bernie? Bernie, tu esti? Bernie!

— Nu, md tem cd nu e Bernie, spuse Adam.

— Ah, Bernie! Mi-a fost teama ca cd te-am pierdut!

— Nu, eu nu sunt Bernie.

— Si-atunci cine esti?

— Md numesc Appleby, Adam Appleby.
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‘Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Appleby. Is
Bernie there?’

‘Well no, I'm afraid he isn’t. I'm sorry you’ve had all this
trouble and expense, but—’

‘He’s out, is he? Well, OK, you can give him a message.
Will you tell him he can have one hundred thousand for

books and fifty thousand for manuscripts?’

‘One hundred thousand for books,” Adam repeated,
mesmerized.

‘Right. And fifty grand for manuscripts,” said the man.
‘That’s great, Adam, thanks a lot. You been working with
Bernie for long?’

‘Well, no,” said Adam. “As a matter of fact—’

“Your time’s up, Colorado,” said the operator. ‘Do you
want to pay for another two minutes?’

‘No, that’s all. Bye, Adam. Say hallo to Bernie for me.’

‘Good- bye,” said Adam weakly. The line went dead.

: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

16

— Incantat de cunostintd, domnule Appleby. Bernie e pe-
acolo?

— Pdi nu, ma tem cd nu este. Regret foarte mult ca v-ati dat
atata osteneald si ati suportat cheltuielile astea, dar...

— Aesit pe undeva, asa-i? Pai, e O.K,, puteti sad-i
transmiteti dumneavoastrda un mesa;j. fi spuneti, va rog, ca
poate folosi o sutd de mii pentru cdrti si cincizeci de mii
pentru manuscrise?

— O sutd de mii pentru carti, repetd fascinat Adam.

— Corect. Si cincizeci de mii pentru manuscrise, spuse
barbatul de la celdlalt capat al firului. Minunat, Adam.
Multumesc mult de tot. Lucrezi de multd vreme cu Bernie?

— Pdi ... nu chiar, rdspunse Adam. De fapt ...

— Colorado, v-a expirat timpul, se auzi iardsi operatoarea.
Doriti sa mai platiti pentru inca doua minute?

— Nu, asta e tot. Salut, Adam. Transmite-i salutdri lui
Bernie din partea mea.

— Larevedere, rosti Adam cu o voce gatuita.
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Adam replaced the receiver and leaned against the door,
wondering what he should do. He might never see the fat
man again. He couldn’t carry this undelivered message
around with him for the rest of his life. It sounded
important, too. A hundred thousand for books. Fifty grand
for manuscripts. That mean dollars. Perhaps he should

report the whole business to the operator.

Adam dialed ‘0, and tried to rehearse a coherent
explanation of the situation as he listened to the ringing
tone.

‘Is that the police?” a male voice inquired.

‘Eh?” said Adam. He could still hear a ringing tone.

‘My car has been stolen,” said the man. “Would you
please send an officer round at once?’

“You'd better dial 999, said Adam. ‘I'm not a

17

Si legdtura se intrerupse.

Adam puse receptorul in furcd si se rezema de peretele
cabinei, intrebAndu-se ce-ar trebui sa facd acum. Pe insul cel
dolofan s-ar putea sd nu-l mai vadd niciodatd. Nici nu putea
sd umble asa prin lume, ducand dupa el toatd viata mesajul
acesta netransmis. In plus, pdrea ceva important. O sutd de
mii pentru carti. Cincizeci de bdtrane pentru manuscrise.
Adicd dolari. Poate ca ar trebui sd-i prezinte operatoarei
intreaga afacere.

Adam forma “0” si, in timp ce asculta taraitul telefonului,
incercd sa construiascd in minte o explicatie coerenta a
situatiei.

— Alo, sunteti politia? il interogd o voce masculina.

— Ha? spuse Adam.

Incd mai auzea taraitul telefonului la celdlalt capit al
firului.

— Mi-a fost furatd masina, explicd barbatul. Ati putea, va
rog, sa trimteti imediat un politist in zona?

—Mai bine ati forma 999, ii explicA Adam. Eu nu sunt
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policeman.’
‘That’s what I did dial,” said the man crossly.
‘What number do you require?” said a third voice,

female, sounding very faint. The ringing tone had stopped.

‘I told you, I want the police,” said the man. ‘Look here,

my car has vanished. I haven’t time to wait here while—’

‘Are you there, caller?’ said the operator.

‘Do you mean me?’ said Adam.

‘Well, you dialed ‘0" didn’t you?” inquired the operator
ironically.

‘T keep telling you, I dialed 999, screamed the man.
“What kind of a fool d’you take me for?’

“Yes, I dialed ‘0", said Adam, dimly aware that he was the
only member of the trio that enjoyed two-way

communication with both the other parties.

‘Well, what do you want then?” said the operator.

: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

18

politist.

— Exact asta am si format, rdspunse omul, imbufnat.

— Ce numar doriti? interveni o a treia voce, de data asta
femining, dar care se auzea foarte slab.

Taraitul de la celdlalt capat se oprise.

— V-am spus deja, vreau cu politia, insista barbatul. Stiti
ceva? Mie mi-a dispdrut masina. N-am timp sd stau si s-astept
aici, in timp ce ...

— Alo, solicitantul, mai sunteti pe fir? intreba operatoarea.

— La mine va referiti? spuse Adam.

— Pai, dumneavoastra ati format “0”, nu? intrebd
operatoarea pe un ton ironic.

— V-am mai spus deja: eu am format 999! urlad celalalt
barbat. Ma credeti cumva tampit?

— Da, eu am format “0”, spuse si Adam, vag constient de
faptul ca era singurul membru al trioului care se bucura de
posibilitatea comunicdrii in ambele directii cu ceilalti doi
membri ai grupului.

— Ei bine, si-atunci ce doriti? intrebad operatoarea.
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‘I want the police,” sobbed the man. — Vreau cu politia, suspind barbatul cu masina furata.

‘He wants the police,” explained Adam. — Vrea cu politia, explicda Adam.

“You want the police?” asked the operator. — Dumneavoastra vreti la politie? intreba operatoarea.

‘No, I don’t want the police,” said Adam. — Nu, eu nu vreau la politie, raspunse Adam.

‘Where are you speaking from?’ said the operator. — De unde vorbiti? intrebd iar operatoarea.

‘Ninety-five Gower Street,” said the man. — De pe Gover Street, numdrul 99, spuse barbatul cu

masina.

“The British Museum,” said Adam. ‘But I don’t want the — De la Muzeul Britanic, zise si Adam. Dar nu vreau cu
police. It’s this other man who wants the police.’ politia. Celdlalt cetdtean este cel care vrea politia.

‘What is the name?”’ — $i pe ce nume?

‘I don’t know his name,’ said Adam. ‘What's your — Nu-i stiu numele, spuse Adam. Cum va numiti? adauga
name?’ he added, trying to throw his voice in the direction el, incercand sa-si directioneze vocea spre Gover Street.
of Gower Street.

‘Never mind my name,” said the operator, huffily. — Nu véa intereseazd numele meu, rdspunse tafnoasa
‘What's yours?’ operatoarea. Care e numele dumneavoastra?

‘Brooks,” said the man. — Brooks, spuse barbatul.

‘His name is Brooks,” Adam passed it on. — Se numeste Brooks, transmise Adam informatia.

‘“Well, Mr Brooks - — FEi bine, domnule Brooks ...

‘No, no! My name is Appleby. Brooks is the man whose — Nu, nu! Eu ma numesc Appleby. Brooks e barbatul a
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car was stolen.”

“You've had some books stolen, from the British
Museum, is that it?” said the operator, as if all was clear at
last.

‘I've had enough of this foolery,” said Brooks angrily.
‘But I assure you, I'm going to report it.” He slammed down

his receiver. Adam registered his departure with relief.

‘Look,” he said to the operator, ‘are you the one who put
through a call just now from Colorado for a man called

Bernie?’

‘Burning?’ said the operator. “You don’t want the police,
you need the fire service.”

[p. 83-85]

20

cdrui masina a fost furata.

— Vi s-au furat niste carti de-acolo, de la Muzeul Britanic,
asta-i problema? intrebd operatoarea, cu un ton care sugera
cd, in sfarsit, totul se lamurise.

— M-am sdturat de toata prosteala asta, interveni nervos
Brooks. Dar va asigur cd o sa va reclam.

Si omul tranti receptorul. Adam consemna cu usurare
plecarea lui de pe fir.

— Uitati care-i problema, 1ii spuse el operatoarei.
Dumneavoastra mi-ati facut adineauri legatura cu Colorado,
pentru o convorbire comandata de un barbat pe nume Bernie?

— Care Bernie? Dumneavoastrd spuneati ceva de un
anume Brooks.

— Da, dar asta ... se incurcd Adam. Vedeti, eu am mai
sunat ... sun iar de la Muzeul Britanic ...

— Arde la Muzeul Britanic? sari operatoarea. Pdi atunci nu
la politie vreti sa sunati! Trebuie sa chemati pompierii.

[p. 113-116]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

Changing Places: A Tale of Two Campuses

Penguin Books, 1993

Schimb de dame

Traducere, postfata si note de Virgil Stanciu, Editia a II-a, Editura Polirom, 2003

DAVID LODGE

u.-_.d

Schimb
P|C1CQS .‘ de dame

Chcngmg

C ONTEMPORARY

LlTERATURE PRESS

http://editura.mttic.ro Bucuresti 2012

21



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

High, high above the North Pole, on the first day of
1969, two professors of English Literature approached each
other at a combined velocity of 1200 miles per hour. They
were protected from the thin, cold air by the pressurized
cabins of two Boeing 707s, and from the risk of collision by
the prudent arrangement of the international air corridors.
Although they had never met, the two men were known to
each other by name. They were, in fact, in process of
exchanges posts for the next six months, and in an age of
more leisurely transportation the intersection of their
respective routes might have been marked by some
interesting human gesture: had they waved, for example,
from the decks of two ocean liners crossing in mid-Atlantic,

each man simultaneously focusing a telescope, by chance,

22

Sus, Sus, deasupra Polului Nord, in prima zi a anului
1969, doi profesori de literaturd englezad se indreptau unul
spre celalalt, cu o viteza combinata de 1200 mile pe ora. Erau
aparati de vdzduhul inghetat si rarefiat de cabinele
presurizate a doud aeronave Boeing 707 si feriti de riscul
unei ciocniri datoritd modului prevazdtor in care se
stabilisera coridoarele aeriene internationale. Cu toate ca nu
avusesera ocazia sd se intdlneascd, fiecare dintre cei doi
auzise de celalalt. De fapt, erau pe punctul de a face un
schimb reciproc de posturi pentru urmatoarele sase luni si,
intr-o epocd a cdldtoriilor mai tihnite, intersectarea
itinerarelor lor ar fi fost, probabil, marcatd de vreun semn
uman de recunoastere interesant: bunaoarad, si-ar fi facut cu

mana de pe puntile a doud transatlantice care s-ar fi
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on the other, with his free hand; or, more plausibly, a little
mime of mutual appraisal might have been played out
through the windows of two railway compartments halted
side by side at the same station somewhere in Hampshire or
the Mid-West, the more self-conscious party relieved to feel
himself, at last, moving off, only to discover that that it is
the other man’s train that is moving first ... However, it was
not to be. Since the two men were in airplanes, and one was
bored with and the other frightened of looking out of the
window - since, in any case, the planes were too distant
from each other to be mutually visible with the naked eye,
the crossing of their paths at the still point of the turning
world passed unremarked by anyone other than the

narrator of this duplex chronicle.

‘Duplex’, as well as having the general meaning of ‘two-
fold’, applies in the jargon of electrical telegraphy to

‘systems in which messages are sent simultaneously in

23

incrucisat in mijlocul Atlanticului, fiecare dintre ei
focalizandu-si, intdmplator, cu mana liberd luneta asupra
celuilalt; sau, si mai plauzibil, in ferestrele a doud
compartimente de tren oprite unul langa celalalt in cine stie
ce gard din Hampshire sau Vestul Mijlociu, s-ar fi jucat o
micd scenetd de mimd, manifestare a pretuirii, cel mai timid
dintre ei simtindu-se usurat sa constate ca, in sfarsit, trenul
s-a pus in miscare, numai ca sd-si dea seama cd, de fapt,
prima care s-a urnit din loc a fost garnitura celuilalt... Dar
n-a fost sd fie asa. Cum cei doi se aflau in aeroplane, unul
plictisit, iar celdlalt prea fricos ca sd priveascd pe fereastrd;
cum, in orice caz, distanta dintre avioane era mult prea mare
pentru a fi zdrite cu ochiul liber, intersectarea drumurilor
celor doi in punctul nemiscat prin care trece axa planetei
rotitoare a trecut neobservatd de toatd lumea, cu exceptia
naratorului acestei cronici duplex.

Termenul “duplex”, pe langa sensul generic de “dublu”,
se referd la jargonul telegrafiei electrice, la acele sisteme “in

care se transmit simultan mesaje in directii opuse” (Oxford
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opposite directions’ (OED).

Imagine, if you will, that each of these two professors of
English Literature (both, as it happens, aged forty) is
connected to his native land, place of employment and
domestic hearth by an infinitely elastic umbilical cord of
emotions, attitudes and values - a cord which stretches and
stretches almost to the point of invisibility, but never quite
to breaking-point, as he hurtles through the air at 600 miles
per hour. Imagine further that, as they pass each other
above the polar ice-cap, the pilots of their respective
Boeings, in defiance of regulations and technical feasibility,
begin to execute a series of playful acrobatics - criss-
crossing, diving, soaring and looping, like a pair of mating
bluebirds, so as thoroughly to entangle the aforesaid
umbilical cords, before proceeding soberly on their way in
the approved manner. It follows that when the two men
alight in each other’s territory, and go about their business
and pleasure, whatever vibrations are passed back by one to

his native habitat will be felt by the other, and vice versa,

24

English Dictionary).

Binevoiti sd vad imaginati ca fiecare dintre cei doi
profesori de literaturd engleza (ambii, intAmplator, in varstd
de patruzeci de ani) e legat de meleagurile sale natale, de
institutia unde lucreaza si de caminul sdu printr-un cordon
ombilical infinit de elastic, alcatuit din emotii, atitudini si
valori, un cordon care, in timp ce respectivul e proiectat prin
vdzduh cu sase sute de mile pe ord, se intinde si se intinde
pand devine aproape invizibil, dar nu ajunge niciodata la
punctul de rupere. Mai binevoiti sd va imaginati si cd, in
momentul cand avioanele se incruciseaza deasupra calotei
polare, pilotii celor doud Boeing-uri, sfidand regulamentul
execute o serie de jucduse acrobatii aeriene - zig-zaguri,
picaje, inaltari pe verticald sau lupinguri - ca o pereche de
sturzi in calduri, in asa fel incdt sa incalceasca total
cordoanele ombilicale mai sus pomenite, inainte de a-si
continua, gravi, zborul, conform procedurii regulamentare.

Rezultd ca atunci cand cei doi coboara din aer, fiecare pe
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and thus return to the transmitter subtly modified by the
response of the other party - may, indeed, return to him
along the other party’s cord of communication, which is,
after all, anchored in the place where he has just arrived; so
that before long the whole system is twanging with
vibrations travelling backwards and forwards between Prof
A and Prof B, now along this line, now along that,
sometimes beginning on one line and terminating on
another. It would not be surprising, in other words, if two
men changing places for six months should exert a
reciprocal influence on each other’s destinies, and actually
mirror each other’'s experience in certain respects,
notwithstanding all the differences that exist between the
two environments, and between the characters of the two
men and their respective attitudes towards the whole
enterprise.

One of these differences we can take in at a glance from
our privileged narrative altitude (higher than that of any

jet). It is obvious, from his stiff, upright posture, and

25

teritoriul celuilalt, si incep sd-si vadd de treburi si de
distractii, orice vibratii emise de unul in directia arealului
sdu originar vor fi percepute de celdlalt si viceversa,
intorcandu-se astfel la emitdtor subtil modificate de reactia
omologului - de fapt, putdnd sa se intoarca la el prin chiar
ombilicul celuilalt, care, la urma urmei, e ancorat ferm in
locul unde tocmai a ajuns, asa incat nu peste multd vreme
intregul sistem va zbarnai de vibratii propagate intr-un sens
si-n altul de la Prof. A la Prof. B, cand pe o linie, cand pe
cealaltd, uneori incepand pe o linie si sfarsind pe cealalta. Cu
alte cuvinte, n-ar fi de mirare dacd doi oameni care fac un
schimb de locuri pentru sase luni si-ar influenta reciproc
destinele si ar reflecta, in anumite privinte, fiecare experienta
celuilalt, in pofida diferentelor dintre cele doud medii, dintre
caracterele celor doi si dintre atitudinile respective fata de
tot acest episod.

De la altitudinea noastra narativa privilegiatd (mai inalta
decat a oricdrui turbopropulsor) putem discerne, dintr-o

privire, una dintre diferentele despre care vorbeam. Din
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fulsome gratitude to the stewardess serving him a glass of
orange juice, that Philip Swallow, flying westward, is
unaccustomed to air travel, while to Morris Zapp, slouched
in the seat of his eastbound aircraft, chewing a dead cigar (a
hostess has made him extinguish it) and glowering at the
meager portion of ice dissolving in his plastic tumbler of
bourbon, the experience of long-distance air travel is

tediously familiar.

[p. 5-6]

26

pozitia lui teapana, verticald, si din onctuoasa recunostinta
ardtatd stewardesei care i-a adus un pahar cu suc de
portocale, se vede limpede ca Philip Swallow, care zboara
spre vest, nu este obisnuit cu voiajurile aeriene, in timp ce
pentru Morris Zapp, toldnit in fotoliul aeronavei sale cu
destinatia est, molfdind un trabuc rece (o insotitoare de bord
l-a pus sa-1 stingd) si incruntandu-se la rahiticul cub de
gheatd ce se dizolva in paharul de plastic cu bourbon*,
experienta lungilor caldtorii aeriene este deja plictisitor de
familiara.

[p. 7-9]

* Whisky american din secard
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Philip Swallow was a man with genuine love of
literature in all its diverse forms. He was as happy with
Beowulf as with Virginia Woolf, with Waiting for Godot as
with Gammer Gurton’s Needle, and in odd moments when
nobler examples of the written word were not to hand he
read attentively the backs of cornflakes packets, the small
print on railway tickets and the advertising matter in books
of stamps. This undiscriminating enthusiasm, however,
prevented him from settling on a ‘field” to cultivate as his
own. He had done his initial research on Jane Austen, but
since then he turned his attention to topics as various as
medieval sermons, Elizabethan sonnet sequences,
Restoration heroic tragedy, eighteenth-century broadsides,
the novels of William Godwin, the poetry of Elizabeth
Barrett Browning and premonitions of the Theatre of the
Absurd in the plays of George Bernard Shaw. None of these
projects had been completed. Seldom, indeed, had he drawn

27

Philip Swallow addpostea in suflet o dragoste autentica
de literaturs, in toate formele ei diverse. Ii pliceau la fel de
mult Beowulf* ca si Virginia Woolf, Asteptandu-I pe Godot ca si
Acul cumetrei Gurton®*, iar in rarele momente cAnd nu avea la
indemand mostre mai nobile ale cuvantului scris, citea atent
instructiunile de pe pachetele cu fulgi de porumb, literele cat
purecii de pe biletele de tren si reclamele de pe copertile
carnetelelor cu timbre. Acest entuziasm nedescriminatoriu 1-
a Impiedicat, din nefericire, sd se ancoreze intr-un
“domeniu” pe care sa-l cultive ca pe o gradind a sa. Initial,
cercetase proza lui Jane Austen, dar intre timp isi transferase
interesul asupra unor subiecte extrem de diferite, ca
predicile medievale, seriile de sonete elizabetane, tragedia
eroicd a Restauratiei, pamfletele volante ale secolului al
optsprezecelea, romanele lui William Godwin, poezia lui
Elizabeth Barrett Browning sau anticiparea Teatrului Absurd

in piesele lui George Bernard Shaw. Nu dusese nici un
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up a preliminary bibliography before his attention was
distracted by some new or revived interest in something
entirely different. He ran hither and thither between the
shelves of Eng. Lit. like a child in a toyshop - so reluctant to
choose one item to the exclusion of others that he ended up

empty-handed.

There was one respect alone in which Philip was
recognized as a man of distinction, though only within the
confines of his own Department. He was a superlative
examiner of undergraduates: scrupulous, painstaking, stern
yet just. No one could award a delicate mark like B +/B + +
with such confident aim, or justify it with such cogency and
conviction. In the Department meetings that discussed draft
question papers he was much feared by his colleagues
because of his keen eye for the ambiguous rubric, the
repetition of questions from previous years’ papers, the

careless oversight that would allow candidates to duplicate

28

proiect pana la capat. De fapt, doar rareori apucase sa
intocmeasca o listd bibliograficd preliminard, inainte ca
atentia sa-i fie distrasd de ceva nou sau ca interesul sa-i fie
starnit de ceva absolut diferit. Alerga de colo-colo printre
rafturile cu literatura engleza precum un tanc intr-o pravalie
de jucdrii, atat de nepregatit sd aleagd un obiect si sd renunte
la toate celelalte, incat pana la urmd ramanea cu buzele
umflate.

Intr-o singurd privinta Philip era recunoscut drept un om
deosebit, dar si aceasta numai intre granitele propriului sau
Departament. Era un neegalat examinator al studentilor,
scrupulos, chitibusar, sever dar corect. Nimeni altul nu stia
sa acorde o notd delicatd, cum ar fi B+, sau B++ cu atata
fermitate, nimeni n-o putea justifica atat de convins, cu o
argumentatie atat de solidd. La sedintele de catedra la care
se discutau proiectele de subiecte pentru examene, era temut
de colegii sdi din pricina agerimii cu care detecta
ambiguitdtile, repetarea unor intrebdri folosite in anii

precedenti, scapari din vedere ce ar fi permis candidatilor
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material in two answers. His own papers were works of art
on which he labored with loving care for many hours,
tinkering and polishing, weighing every word, deftly
manipulating eithers and ors, judiciously balancing difficult
questions on popular authors with easy questions on
obscure ones, inviting candidates to consider, illustrate,
comment on, analyse, respond to, make discriminating
assessments of or (last resort) discuss brilliant epigrams of
his own invention disguised as quotations from anonymous

critics.

A colleague had once declared that Philip ought to
publish his examination papers. The suggestion had been
intended as a sneer, but Philip had been rather taken with
the idea - seeing in it, for a few dizzy hours, a heaven-
sentsolution to his professional barrenness. He visualized a
critical work of totally revolutionary form, a concise,
comprehensive survey of English literature consisting

entirely of questions, elegantly printed with acres of white

29

sd-si dubleze sansele rdspunzand corect de doud ori.
Propriile sale subiecte de examen erau opere de artd la care
migalea cu dragoste ore in sir, slefuindu-le si reordonandu-
le, cantdrind fiecare vorbulitd, manipuland cu indemanare
conjunctii ca fie sau ori, echilibrand judicios intrebarile
dificile despre autorii populari cu intrebdri usoare referitoare
la scriitori obscuri, cerandu-le studentilor sa se gandeasca, sa
comenteze, sd ilustreze, sa analizeze, sa facd discrimindri si
evaluari sau (proba supremd) sa discute paragrafe
scanteietoare inventate de el insusi, ce se pretindeau a fi
citate din critici neidentificati.

Odata, un coleg declarase cd ar fi bine ca Philip sa-si
publice subiectele de examen. Fusese o propunere
rdutdcioasd, dar lui Philip ii pldcuse ideea, vdzand in ea -
timp de cateva ore, cat si-a permis sd se lase ametit - o
solutie pentru a iesi din sterilitatea sa profesionald. Vedea cu
ochiul mintii o opera critica absolut revolutionara ca formd,
o trecere in revista concisd, dar completda a literaturii

engleze, constand in exclusivitate din intrebdri tipdrite
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paper between them, questions that would be miracles of
condensation, eloquence and thoughtfulness, questions to
read and re-read, questions to brood over, as pregnant and
enigmatic as haikus, as memorable as proverbs; questions
that would, so to speak, contain within themselves the
ghostly, subtly suggested embryos of their own answers.
Collected Literary Questions, by Philip Swallow. A book to be
compared with Pascal’s Pensées or Wittgenstein's

Philosophical Investigations .....

[p. 14-15]

30

elegant, cu pogoane de hartie alba intre ele, intrebari care ar
fi urmat sa fie miracole de concizie, elocventa si intelepciune,
intrebari care ar fi trebuit citite si rascitite, care sa incite la
reflectare, la fel de pregnante si de enigmatice ca haiku-urile,
la fel de memorabile ca paremiile; intrebari care, sa zicem
asa, ar fi continut embrioanele spectrale, subtil sugerate ale
raspunsurilor corecte. Culegere de intrebdri literare, de Philip
Swallow. Opera comparabild cu Pensées de Pascal sau cu

Investigatiile filosofice ale lui Wittgenstein.
[p. 19-20]

*Mare poem epic anglo-saxon
**Gammer Gurton’s Needle, a doua comedie englezeascd in versuri (1575),
atribuita lui J. Still.
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Morris Zapp is a twentieth-century counterpart of
Swift's Nominal Christian - the Nominal Atheist.
Underneath that tough exterior of the free-thinking Jew
(exactly the kind T.S.Eliot thought an organic community
could well do without) there is a core of old-fashioned
Judaeo-Christian fear-of-the-Lord. If the Apollo astronauts
had reported finding a message carved in gigantic letters on
the backside of the moon, ‘Reports of My death are greatly
exaggerated’, it would not have surprised Morris Zapp
unduly, merely confirmed his deepest misgivings. At this
moment he feels painfully vulnerable to divine retribution.
He can’t believe that Improvidence, old Nobodaddy, is
going to sit placidly in the sky while abortion shuttle-

services buzz right under his nose, polluting the

31

Morris Zapp este echivalentul din secolul doudzeci al
Crestinului Nominal al lui Swift - el este Ateul Nominal.
Dedesubtul fatadei dure, de evreu liber-cugetdtor (exact
soiul de care credea T.S.Eliot cd se poate dispensa o
comunitate organicd) existd un sambure de frica de
Dumnezeu, iudeo-crestind, de moda veche. Daca astronautii
de pe Apollo ar fi anuntat descoperirea unui mesaj, sapat cu
litere gigantice pe fata nevazutd a lunii, cu enuntul “Stirile
despre moartea mea sunt mult prea exagerate”¥,
evenimentul nu l-ar fi luat pe Morris Zapp pe nepregatite,
i-ar fi confirmat doar temerile cele mai profunde. In acest
moment se simte extrem de vulnerabil, pradd usoara a

rdzbundrii divine. Nu crede cd Improvidenta, bdtrana

Cotoroantd, va privi din cer fdrd sd miste un deget, in timp

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

stratosphere and giving the Record Angel writter’s cramp,
no sir, one of these days he is going to swat one of those

planes right out the sky, and why not this one?

Zapp succumbs to self-pity. Why should he suffer with
all these careless callous women? He has knocked up a girl
only once in his life, and he made an honest woman of her
(she divorced him three years later, but that’s another story,
one indictment at a time, please). It's a frame-up. All the
doing of the little bitch who had sold him her ticket, less
than half-price, he couldn’t resist the bargain but wondered
at the time at her generosity since only a week before he’d
refused to raise her course-grade from a C to a B. She must
have missed her period, rushed to book a seat on the
Abortion Express, had a negative pregnancy test and
thought to herself, I know what I'll do, Professor Zapp is
going to Europe, I'll sell him my ticket, then the plane might

32

ce serviciile charter cu cliente pentru avort ii bazaie pe sub
nas, poluand atmosfera si provocandu-i Ingerului
Consemnator crampe musculare de atata scris; nu, domnule,
intr-o lund de zile o sa plesneasca unul dintre avioane,
doborandu-1 de pe cer si de ce, ma rog, n-ar fi chiar avionul
lui acela?

Zapp se scufundd in autocompatimire. De ce sa traga si el
ponoasele, din cauza femeilor astora nepasdtoare, cu inima
impietrita? O singura datd in viata a ciocdnit si el o fatd, dar
si atunci a facut din ea o femeie cinstitd (femeia a divortat de
el dupa trei ani, dar asta-i altd poveste, acuzatiile sd vina pe
rand, vd rog!). E o inscenare. Totul e facatura curvulitei care
i-a vandut biletul, la mai putin de jumatate de pret, in asa fel
incat el nu putuse rezista tentatiei, desi, pe moment, se
intrebase cum de este atat de generoasa cand, cu numai o
sdptdmand inainte, el refuzase sa-i ridice nota de la C la B.
probabil cd nu-i venise ciclul si se repezise sd-si rezerve un
loc la Expresul Avorturilor, dupa care testul de graviditate

iesise negativ si atunci tipa isi spusese: stiu eu ce sd fac,
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be struck by a thunderbolt. A fine reward for trying to profesorul Zapp se duce in Europa, ii vand biletul meu si
preserve academic standards. dar-ar trasnetul in avion! Frumoasd rdsplatd pentru

strdduinta de a pastra stacheta academica ridicata!

[p.26] [p.35-36]

*Reluarea unei replici atribuite lui Mark Twain, rostitd cand ziarele i-au
anuntat, din greseald, decesul.
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Small World: An Academic Romance
Penguin Books, 1993

Ce mica-i lumea! O poveste din mediul universitar

Traducere, postfata si note de George Volceanov, editia a II-a, Editura Polirom, 2003

DAVID
LODGE

Smgll Woﬂd Ce micii-i lumea!
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The modern conference resembles the pilgrimage of
medieval Christendom in that it allows the participants to
indulge themselves in all the pleasures and diversions of
travel while appearing to be austerely bent on self-
improvement. To be sure, there are certain penitential
exercises to be performed - the presentation of a paper,
perhaps, and certainly listening to the papers of others. But
with this excuse you journey to new and interesting places,
meet new and interesting people, and form new and
interesting relationships with them; exchange gossip and
confidences (for your well-worn stories are fresh to them,
and vice versa); eat, drink and make merry in their
company every evening; and yet, at the end of it all, return
home with an enhanced reputation for seriousness of mind.

Today’s conferences have an additional advantage over the

35

Conferinta modernd seamdnd cu pelerinajul crestinilor
din Evul Mediu prin faptul cd le permite participantilor sa se
infrupte din toate placerile si distractiile unei calatorii, chiar
dacd nu sunt, chipurile, méanati decat de dorinta austera de
a-si perfectiona cunostintele. Desigur, trebuie indeplinite si
unele exercitii de penitentd - eventual prezentarea unei
comunicari si, cu sigurantd, audierea lucrdrilor prezentate de
ceilalti participanti. Dar, cu aceasta justificare, poti vizita
locuri noi si interesante, poti intdlni lume noud si interesanta
si iti poti face relatii noi si interesante; poti flecdri in voie,
dezlegandu-ti sacul cu destdinuiri (cdci povestile tale
rasuflate ei le gasesc pline de prospetime, si viceversa); poti
manca, bea si petrece aldturi de oamenii acestia in fiecare
seard; si, totusi, la sfarsit te poti intoarce acasd cu reputatia

sporita datoritd seriozitatii tale intelectuale. Participantii la
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pilgrims of old in that their expenses are usually paid, or at
least subsidised, by the institution to which they belong, be
it a government department, a commercial firm, or, most

commonly perhaps, a university.

There are conferences on almost everything these days,
including the works of Geoffrey Chaucer. If, like his hero
Troilus at the end of Troilus and Criseyde, he looks down

from the eighth sphere of heaven on

This little spot of erthe, that with the se

embraced is
and observes all the frantic traffic around the globe that he
and other great writers have set in motion - the jet trails that
criss-cross the oceans, marking the passage of scholars from
one continent to another, their path converging and
intersecting and passing, as they hasten to hotel, country
house or ancient seat of learning, there to confer and

carouse, so that English and other academic subjects may be

36

conferintele de azi au in plus fatd de pelerinii de odinioara
avantajul cd, de obicei, cheltuielile le sunt decontate sau cel
putin subventionate de institutia unde lucreazd, fie ca-i
vorba de un departament guvernamental, o firmd comerciald
sau, cel mai adesea, o universitate.

In zilele noastre se tin conferinte pe aproape orice tems,
inclusiv conferinte dedicate scrierilor lui Geoffrey Chaucer.
Oare ce ar gandi el dacd, aidoma eroului sdu Troilus, in
finalul poemului Troilus si Cresida, ar privi din cea de-a opta
sfera a cerurilor

Cest petec de pamant scildat in spume
De-ocean™
si ar observa formidabilul du-te-vino de pe glob, pe care l-au
pus in miscare el si alti mari scriitori - darele lasate de
avioane de-a lungul si de-a latul oceanelor, semne ale trecerii
carturarilor de pe un continent pe altul, cu drumurile lor
care ba converg, ba se intersecteazd, ba se departeazd, in
timp ce pasii ii poarta grdbiti spre vreun hotel, casa de

oaspeti sau stravechi lacas de invatatura, pentru a participa
7 7
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kept up - what does Geoffrey Chaucer think?

Probably, like the spirit of Troilus, that chivalrous knight
and disillusioned lover, he laughs heartly at the spectacle,
and considers himself well out of it. For not all conferences
are happy, hedonistic occasions; not all conference venues
are luxurious and picturesque; not all Aprils, for that

matter, are marked by sweet showers and dulcet breezes.

[p. 225-226]

37

la dezbateri si petreceri, astfel incat limba engleza si alte
discipline universitare sa poata tine pasul cu vremurile?
Pesemne cd si el, aidoma spiritului lui Troilus, acel
destoinic cavaler si indurerat indragostit, rdde din toata
inima vdzand acest spectacol si-si zice cd n-are nici o
legdturda cu el. Caci nu toate conferintele reprezinta
imprejurari fericite, hedoniste; nu toate intrunirile de acest
fel se desfasoara intr-o ambianta luxoasa si pitoreascd; si nu
toate lunile aprilie au parte, la o adicd, de dulci siroaie si

boare-nmiresmata.

[p. 11-12]

*Troilus si Cresida, traducere in roméaneste de Dan Dutescu, Editura
Univers, 1978, p. 343
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At that moment the knots of chatting conferences
seemed to loosen and part, as if by some magical impulsion,
opening up an avenue between Perse and the doorway.
There, hesitating on the threshold, was the most beautiful
girl he had ever seen in his life. She was tall and graceful,
with a full, womanly figure, and a dark, creamy
complexion. Black hair fellin shining waves to her
shoulders, and black was the colour of her simple woolen
dress scooped out low across her bosom. She took a few
paces forward into the room and accepted a glass of sherry
from the tray offered to her by a passing waitress. She did
not drink at once, but held the glass up to her face as if it
were a flower. Her right hand held the stem of the glass
between index finger and thumb. Her left, passed
horizontally across her waist, supported her right elbow.
Over the rim of the glass she looked with eyes dark as peat

pools straight into Persse’s own, and seemed to smile faintly

38

In clipa aceea bisericutele in care erau adunati
participantii la conferintd parurd sa se spargd si sd se
destrame ca printr-o vrajd, ldsand cale libera intre Persse si
usa. Acolo, in prag, usor dezorientatd, se oprise cea mai
frumoasd fatd pe care o vdzuse el vreodatd. Era inalta si
mlddioasd, cu trdsdturi feminine, cu obraji rotunzi si tenul
smead, strdlucitor. Pdrul negru ii ciddea pe umeri in plete
lucioase, unduioase, si neagra ii era si rochia simpld, din
1ani, cu decolteu adanc. Inainti cativa pasi si lua un pahar
cu sherry de pe tava purtata de o chelneritd. Nu bau imediat,
ci isi lipi paharul de obraz, ca pe o floare. 1l tinea in mana
dreaptd, intre degetul mare si ardtdtor. Cu mana stangd,
urmand linia taliei, isi sprijinea cotul drept. Privi cu ochii ei
intunecati ca o turbdrie, peste buza paharului, drept in ochii
lui Persse si paru sa schiteze un suras in semn de salut. Duse
paharul la gurd; avea buze rosii si umede, iar cea de jos

pdrea nitel umflatd, de parca s-ar fi intepat cu ceva. Bdu, iar
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in greeting. She raised the glass to her lips, which were red
and moist, the underlip slightly swollen in appearance, as
though it had been stung. She drank, and he saw the
muscles in her throat move and slide under the skin as she
swallowed. ‘Heavenly = God! Persse breathed, quoting
again, this time from A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.

Then, to his extreme annoyance, a tall, slim,
distinguished-looking man of middle age, with a rather
dashing silver-grey beard, and a good deal of wavy hair of
the same hue around the back and sides of his head, but not
so much on top, darted forward to greet the girl, blocking
Persse’s view of her.

‘There’s Swallow,” said Dempsey.

‘What?’ said Persse, coming slowly out of his trance.

‘Swallow is the man chatting up that rather dishy girl
who just came in, the one in the black dress, or should I say
half out of it? Swallow seems to be getting an eyeful,

doesn’t he?’

39

el 1i urmadri muschii gatlejului incordandu-se si serpuindu-i
sub piele, in timp ce inghitea. “Dumnezeule din Ceruri!”
sopti Persse pentru sine, preluand, de data asta, un citat din

Portret al artistului in tinerefe.

Apoi avu nepldcerea sda vadda cum un barbat intre doud
varste, inalt, suplu, cu un aer distins, cu o barba destul de
eleganta de culoare gri-argintie si cu o claie de par de aceeasi
nuantd impodobindu-i ceafa si tdmplele, dar mai putin
crestetul, tasneste in intdmpinarea fetei, blocandu-i campul
vizual.

— Uite-1 pe Swallow, exclama Dempsey.

— Poftim? ingdima Persse, trezindu-se incet-incet din
visare.

— Swallow e tipul care pdldvrageste cu fatuca aia misto
care a intrat adineauri, aia imbrdcatd in rochie neagra sau,

mai bine zis, pe jumadtate dezbracata.
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Persse flushed and stiffened with a chivalrous urge to
protect the girl from insult. Professor Swallow, leaning
forward to scrutinize her lapel badge, did indeed seem to be
peering rudely down her décolletage.

‘Fine pair of knockers there, wouldn’t you say?
Dempsey remarked.

Persse turned on him fiercely. “‘Knockers? Knockers? Why
in the name of God call them that?’

Dempsey backed away slightly. ‘Steady on. What would
you call them, then?’

‘I would call them .......... I would call them ..... twin
domes of her body’s temple,” said Persse.

‘Christ, you really are a poet, aren’t you? Look, excuse
me, I think I'll grab anther sherry while there’s still time.’
And Dempsey shouldered his way to the nearest waitress,
leaving Persse alone.

But not alone! Miraculously, the girl had materialized at
his elbow.

‘Hallo, what’s your name?’ she said, peering at his lapel.

40

Persse rosi si arbora o mind glaciald, simtind un imbold
cavaleresc de a o ocroti pe fata de insulte. Aplecat in fata ca
sd-i citeasca ecusonul, profesorul Swallow pdrea efectiv cd se
holbeaza ca mitocanul in decolteul ei.

— Mamad, ce bidoane ca lumea, ce zici? observa Dempsey.

— Bidoane? Bidoane? De ce Dumnezeu le ziceti asa? il
apostrofd Persse.

Dempsey batu nitel in retragere.

— Ja-o0 mai bland! Dac-ar fi dupa tine, tu cum le-ai zice?

— Le-as zice .... le-as zice ..... cupole-ngemdnate pe
templul trupului ei, raspunse Persse.

— Doamne sfinte, chiar cd esti poet sadea! Uite care-i
treaba, scuzd-ma, eu md duc sa mai apuc un sherry pana mai
gasesc, dupa care isi croi drum, cu un umadr inainte, panad la
cea mai apropiata chelneritd, lasandu-1 pe Persse singur.

Si totusi, nu! In chip cu totul miraculos, fata rdsdri chiar
langa el.

— Bund, cum te cheamda? Il intreba ea, scrutandu-i

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

‘I can’t read these little badges without my glasses.’

Her voice were strong but melodious, slightly American
in accent, but with a trace of something else he could not
identify.

‘Persse McGarrigle - from Limerick’, he eagerly replied.

‘Perce? Is that short for Percival?’

‘It could be’, said Persse, ‘if you like.”

The girl laughed, revealing teeth that were perfectly
even and perfectly white. “‘What do you mean, if I like?’

‘It's a variant of ‘Pearce’.” He spelled it out for her.

‘Oh, like in Finnegans Wake! The Ballad of Persse
O'Reilley.”

‘Exactly so. Persse, Pearce, Pierce - I wouldn’t be
surprised if they were not all related to Percival. Percival,
per se, as Joyce might have said’, he added, and was
rewarded with another dazzling smile.

‘What about McGarrigle?’

‘It's an old Irish name that means ‘Son of Super-valour’.’

41

reverul. Nu vad ce scrie pe ecusoanele astea fara ochelari.
Glasul ii era puternic, dar melodios, cu un usor accent

american, dar si cu o nuantd de altceva, care lui {i scapa.

— Persse McGarrigle din Limerick, raspunse el plin de
zel.

— Perce? de la Percival?

— S-ar putea, dacd asa vrei dumneata, raspunse Persse.

— Cum adicd, dacd vreau eu? izbucni fata in ras,
dezvelind doua siraguri de dinti frumosi si albi ca zapada.

— E o variantd a lui “Pearce”, ii spuse el numele pe litere.

— Aa, ca in Veghea lui Finnegan! Balada lui Persse
O'Reilley.

— Exact. Persse, Pearce, Pierce. Nu m-ar mira sa descopar
ca nu toate au legdturd cu Percival. Cu Percival, per se*, cum
ar fi zis Joyce, addugd el si fu pe datd rasplatit cu inca un
suras naucitor.

— Dar McGarrigle ce inseamna?

— E un vechi nume irlandez care inseamna “Fiul
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‘That must take a lot of living up to.”

‘I do my best,” said Persse. “And your own name...?" he
inclined his head towards the magnificent bosom,
appreciating, now, why Professor Swallow had appeared to
be almost nuzzling it in his attempt to read the badge
pinned there, for the name was not boldly printed, like
everyone else’s, but written in a minute italic script. “A.L.
Pabst, it austerely stated. There was no indication of which
university she belonged to.

‘Angelica,” she volunteered.

[p. 234-236]
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Superviteazului”.

— E un nume care te obliga foarte mult.

—  Ma strdduiesc sd fiu demn de el, zise Persse. Dar pe
tine cum te cheama?
Se aplecd spre pieptul ei impunadtor, intelegand si el acum de
ce-si ingropase profesorul Swallow nasul intre sanii ei
caznindu-se sd-i citeascd ecusonul: numele nu era tipdrit cu
aldine, ca la toti ceilalti, ci scris de mana cu niste cursive
marunte. Inscriptia era austera: “A.L. Pabst”, si-atat. Nu
reiesea la ce universitate lucreaza.

— Angelica, il lamuri ea.

[p. 19-21]

* Insusi (in limba latina in original).
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‘Everybody was talking about this UNESCO chair,” said
Fulvia. ‘Be’ind their ‘ands, naturally.’

‘What chair is that?” Morris felt a sudden stab of anxiety,
cutting through the warm glow imparted by the whisky and
the agreeable happenstance of striking up acquaintance
with this glamorous colleague. ‘I haven’t heard anything
about a UNESCO chair.’

‘Don’t worry, it’s not been advertised yet,” said Fulvia,
with a smile. Morris attempted a light dismissive laugh, but
it sounded forced to his own ears. ‘It's supposed to be a
chair of Literary Criticism, endowed by UNESCO. It’s just a
rumour, actually. I expect Arthur Kingfisher started it. They

say ‘e is the chief assessor.”

‘And what else,” said Morris, with studied casualness,
‘do they say about this chair?’
He did not really have to wait for her reply to know that

43

— Toatd lumea discuta despre aceastd catedra UNESCO,
zise Fulvia. Pe la spate, bine-nteles.

— Ce catedrd mai e si asta? intreba Morris, simtind cum
nelinistea incepe sa pund stdpanire pe el, destramandu-i
entuziasmul cdldut provocat de whisky si de fericita
intamplare de a fi facut cunostintd cu aceasta superbd colega
de breasld. N-am auzit nimic despre vreo catedra UNESCO.

— Stai linistit, inca n-a fost scoasd la concurs, i spuse
Fulvia surézdtoare, iar Morris se cdzni si rada senin,
alungandu-si astfel gandurile negre, dar pana si lui rasul i se
paru chinuit. Se pare cd-i vorba de o catedrd de critica
literard subventionatd de UNESCO. Deocamdatd nu-s decat
zvonuri. Imi inchipui ci Arthur Kingfisher e cel care le-a
lansat. Cica el ar fi principalul membru al comisiei de
evaluare a candidatilor.

— Si ce se mai vorbeste despre catedra asta? intreaba
Morris cu o indiferenta studiata.

Nu trebui sa astepte rdaspunsul ei ca sa-si dea seama cd, in
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here, at last, was a prize worthy of his ambition. The
UNESCO Chair of Literary Criticism! That had to carry the
highest salary in the profession. Fulvia confirmed his
intuition: $ 100,000 a year was being talked about. ‘Tax-free,
of course, like all UNESCO salaries.” Duties? Virtually non-
existent. The chair was not to be connected with any
particular institution, to avoid favouring any particular
country. It was a purely conceptual chair (except for the
stipend) to be occupied wherever the successful candidate
wished to reside. He would have an office and secretarial
staff at the Paris headquarters, but no obligation to use it.
He would be encouraged to fly around the world at
UNESCQO'’s expense, attending conferences and meeting the
international community of scholars, but entirely at his own
discretion. He would have no students to teach, no papers
to grade, no committees to chair. He would be paid simply
to think - to think and, if the mood took him, to write. A
roomful of secretaries at the Place Fontenoy would wait

patiently beside their word-processors, ready to type,

44

starsit, s-a ivit un premiu demn de ambitia lui. O catedra
UNESCO de critica literard n-avea cum sa nu fie retribuitd cu
cel mai mare salariu din bransa. Fulvia i confirma intuitia:
se vorbea despre o sutd de mii de dolari pe an.

— Neimpozabili, bineinteles, ca toate salariile UNESCO.
Indatoriri? Practic, nici una. Catedra nu urma sa fie legata de
nici una din institutiile de invdtdmant existente, ca sd nu fie
favorizata cumva vreo tard. Era o catedrd pur conceptuala
(mai putin leafa), ce urma sa fie ocupata oriunde ar fi dorit
candidatul ales sda domicilieze. Acesta urma sd aiba un birou
si personal de secretariat la sediul din Paris, dar nu si
obligatia de a-l folosi. Dimpotrivd, va fi incurajat sd zboare
in jurul lumii, pe cheltuiala UNESCO, va participa la
conferinte si se va intdlni cu comunitatea internationald a
savantilor la libera lui alegere. Nu va avea studenti cdrora sa
le tind cursuri, nu va avea lucrdri de corectat, nu va prezida
comitete. Va fi pldtit numai si numai ca sd gandeascd - sa
gandeascd si, dacd are chef, sd scrie. O armatad de secretare

va astepta in Place Fontenoy langa procesoare gata sa bata,
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duplicate, collate, staple and distribute to every point of the
compass his latest reflections on the ontology of the literary
text, the therapeutic value of poetry, the nature of
metaphor, or the relationship between synchronic and
diachronic literary studies. Morris Zapp felt dizzy at the
thought, not merely of the wealth and privilege the chair
would confer on the man who occupied it, but also of the
envy it would arouse in the breasts of those who did not.

‘Will he have the job for life, or for a limited tenure?”’
Morris asked.

‘I think she will be appointed for three years, on
secondment fron ‘er own university.’

‘She?” Morris repeated, alarmed. Had Julia Kristeva or
Christine Brooke-Rose already been lined up for the job?
‘Why do you say, ‘she’?

‘Why do you say ‘e’ ?’

Morris relaxed and raised his hands in a gesture of

surrender.

[p. 349-350]
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sd multiplice, sa colationeze, sa capseze si sd distribuie pe
toate meridianele globului ultimele lui reflectii cu privire la
ontologia textului literar, valoarea terapeuticd a poeziei,
natura metaforei sau relatia dintre studiile literare sincronice
si cele diacronice. Morris Zapp simti cd-1 ia cu ameteald nu
numai la gandul bunadstarii si al privilegiilor pe care catedra
le va oferi celui ce o va ocupa, ci si la gandul invidiei pe care
o va starni in sufletele celor ce nu o vor ocupa.

— Respectivul va primi postul pe viatd sau pe un termen
limitat? intreba el.

— Cred cd respectiva va fi numitd pe trei ani, cu
confirmare din partea universitatii la care e angajata.

— Respectiva? repeta Morris ingrijorat. Te pomenesti cd
Julia Kristeva sau Christine Brook-Rose si-au depus
candidatura? De ce-ai zis “respectiva”?

— Dar tu de ce zici “respectivul”?

Morris se destinse si ridicd madinile intr-un gest de

capitulare.

[p. 159-160]
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Nice Work!

Penguin Books, 1993

Meserie!

Traducere, note si postfatd de Radu Paraschivescu, editia a II-a, Editura Polirom, 2003
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Robyn Penrose, temporary Lecturer in English Literature
at the University of Rummidge, holds that ‘character’ is a
bourgeois myth, an illusion created to reinforce the ideology
of capitalism. As evidence for this assertion she will point
the fact that the rise of the novel (the literary genre of
‘character” par excellence) in the eighteenth century coincided
with the rise of capitalism; that the triumph of the novel
over all other literary genres in the nineteenth century
coincided with the triumph of capitalism; and that the
modernist and postmodernist deconstruction of the classic
novel in the twentieth century has coincided with the
terminal crisis of capitalism.

Why the classic novel should have collaborated with the
spirit of capitalism is perfectly obvious to Robyn. Both are

expressions of a secularized Protestant ethic, both

47

Robyn Penrose, lector temporar de literatura engleza la
Universitatea Rummidge, sustine ca “personajul” este un
mit burghez, o iluzie creatd pentru consolidarea ideologiei
capitalismului. Ca dovada in sprijinul acestei afirmatii, ea va
arata faptul cd aparitia romanului (genul literar al
“personajului” par excellence) in secolul al optsprezecelea a
coincis cu aparitia capitalismului; cd in secolul al
noudsprezecelea triumful romanului fata de celelalte genuri
literare a coincis cu triumful capitalismului si ca
deconstructia modernistd si postmodernistd a romanului
clasic din secolul doudzeci a coincis cu criza finald a
capitalismului.

Motivele pentru care romanul clasic ar fi colaborat cu
spiritul capitalismului sint absolut evidente pentru Robyn.

Ambele sint expresii ale unei etici protestante secularizate,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

dependent on the idea of an autonomous individual self
who is responsible for and in control of his/her own
destiny, seeking happiness and fortune in competition with
other autonomous selves. This is true of the novel
considered both as commodity and as mode of
representation. (Thus Robyn in full seminar spate.) That is
to say, it applies to novelists themselves as well as to their
heroes and heroines. The novelist is a capitalist of the
imagination. He or she invents a product which consumers
didn’t know they wanted until it is made available,
manufactures it with the assistance of purveyors of risk
capital known as publishers, and sells it in competition with
makers of marginally differentiated products of the same
kind. The first major English novelist, Daniel Defoe, was a
merchant. The second, Samuel Richardson, was a printer.
The novel was the first mass-produced cultural artefact. (At
this point Robyn, with elbows tucked into her sides, would
spread her hands outwards from the wrist, as if to imply

that there is no need to say more. But of course she always

48

ambele depind de ideea unui eu individual autonom care
gireaza si controleaza destinul lui/ei, cdutandu-si fericirea si
succesul in competitia cu alte “euri” autonome. Acest lucru e
valabil pentru romanul perceput atat ca marfd, cat si ca mod
de reprezentare (vezi Robyn in plin discurs la seminar). Cu
alte cuvinte, el se aplicd romancierilor insisi, dar si eroilor si
eroinelor lor. Romancierul este un capitalist al imaginatiei. El
sau ea inventeaza un produs pe care consumatorii nu stiau
ca-l1 doresc pana cand nu le-a fost pus la dispozitie, il
confectioneaza cu ajutorul unor furnizori ai unui capital de
risc cunoscuti sub numele de editori si il vand la concurenta
cu fabricantii unor produse de acelasi tip, sensibil
diferentiate. Primul romancier englez important, Daniel
Defoe, a fost negustor. Al doilea, Samuel Richardson, a fost
tipograf. Romanul a fost primul artefact cultural produs in
masd. (Ajunsa aici, Robyn isi tine coatele lipite de corp si-si
desface mainile spre exterior din incheieturi, ca si cum ar da
de inteles ci nu mai e cazul si spuna nimic. Insa bineinteles

cd intotdeauna are mult mai multe de spus.)
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has much more to say.)

According to Robyn (or, more precisely, according to the
writers who have influenced her thinking on these matters),
there is no such thing as the ‘self’ on which capitalism and
the classic novel are founded - that is to say, a finite, unique
soul or essence that constitutes a person’s identity; there is
only a subject position in an infinite web of discourses - the
discourses of power, sex, family, science, religion, poetry,
etc. And by the same token, there is no such thing as an
author, that is to say, one who originates a work of fiction ab
nihilo. Every text is a product of intertextuality, a tissue of
allusions to and citations of other texts; and, in the famous
words of Jacques Derrida (famous to people like Robyn,
anyway), ‘il n’y a pas de hors-texte’, there is nothing outside
the text. There are no origins, there is only production, and
we produce our ‘selves” in language. Not “you are what you
eat’ but “you are what you speak’ or, rather “you are what speaks
you’, is the axiomatic bases of Robyn’s philosophy, which

she would call, if required to give it a name, ‘semiotic

49

Dupd Robyn (sau, mai precis, dupd scriitorii care i-au
influentat conceptia despre aceste probleme), nu exista acel
“eu” pe care se intemeiaza capitalismul si romanul clasic -
cu alte cuvinte, un suflet sau o entitate finita si unica,
reprezentand identitatea unei personae; existd doar o
pozitie-tintd intr-un pdinjenis infinit de discursuri -
discursuri ale puterii, sexului, familiei, stiintei, religiei,
poeziei etc. In aceeasi ordine de idei, nu existd nici autorul;
cu alte cuvinte, cineva care creeazd un roman ab initio.
Fiecare text este un produs al intertextualitdtii, o urzeala de
aluzii la si citate din alte texte; si, folosind celebrele cuvinte
ale lui Jacques Derrida (celebre pentru oameni ca Robyn, in
orice caz), il n'y a pas de hors-texte, nu exista nimic in afara
textului. Nu existd origini, existd doar producere, iar noi ne
producem propriile euri in limbaj. Nu “esti ceea ce
mananci”, ci esti ceea ce vorbesti sau chiar esti ceea ce te
vorbeste; aceasta constituie baza axiomatica a filozofiei lui

Robyn, careia i-ar spune, dacd i s-ar cere sa-i dea un nume,
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materialism’. It might seem a bit bleak, a bit inhuman
(‘antihumanist, yes; inhuman, no,” she would interject),
somewhat deterministic (‘not at all, the truly determined
subject is he who is not aware of the discursive formations
that determine him. Or her,” she would add scrupulously,
being among other things a feminist), but in practice this
doesn’t seem to affect her behaviour very noticeably - she
seems to have ordinary human feelings, ambitions, desires,
to suffer anxieties, frustrations, fears, like anyone else in this
imperfect world, and to have a natural inclination to try and
make it a better place. I shall therefore take the liberty of
treating her as a character, not utterly different in kind,
though of course belonging to a very different social

species, from Vic Wilcox.

[p. 608-609]
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“materialism semiotic”. Ar putea pdrea putin cam sumbru,
putin cam inuman (“antiumanist, da; inuman, nu”, ar
exclama Robyn) si putin cam determinist (“in nici un caz;
subiectul determinat in realitate este cel care nu-si dd seama
de formatiunile discursive care il determind. Sau care o
determind”, ar adduga ea cu scrupulozitate, fiind si
feministd printre altele), dar in practica acest lucru nu pare
sd-i afecteze prea mult comportamentul - dd impresia ca are
sentimente omenesti, ambitii si dorinte obisnuite, ca sufera
de pe urma nelinistilor, frustrarilor si temerilor, ca oricine
altcineva din aceastd lume imperfectd, si are o inclinatie
fireasca de a incerca s-o imbunatateasca. Prin urmare, imi
voi permite s-0 tratez ca pe un personaj care nu diferd foarte

mult de Vic Wilcox, desi apartine, bineinteles, unei cu totul

alte specii sociale.

[p. 32-33]
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The exhibition centre housing the trade fair was rather
like an airport without aeroplanes: a vast multi-levelled
complex of large halls, connected by long walkways and
moving staircases, with bars and cafeterias dotted about the
landings. They registered inside the entrance hall. Robyn
put down on the form, ‘J. Pringle & Sons” under Company
and ‘Personal Assistant to Managing Director’ under
Position, and received an identity card recording these false
particulars.

Vic frowned at a plan of the exhibition. “We have to go
through CADCAM,” he said, adding for her benefit:
‘Computer-aided design and computed-aided
manufacture.” Robyn stored away the information for future

reference: she intended to compose her URFAIYS report as

far as possible in acronyms.

51

Centrul expozitional in incinta cdruia avea loc targul
semdna cu un aeroport fard avioane: un complex vast si
multietajat, alcdtuit din hale interminabile, legate intre ele
prin scdri sau lungi benzi rulante si avand pe fiecare palier
tot soiul de baruri si bufete. Se inscrisera amandoi la centrul
de primiri. In formularul ei, Robyn trecu “J. Pringle & Sons”
la rubrica Firmd si “asistent personal al directorului
administrativ” la Functie, dupa care primi un ecuson de
identificare pe care fuseserd transcrise aceste date false.

Vic se postd in fata unui plan al expozitiei si se incrunta.

— Trebuie sa trecem prin PACPAC, spuse el, explicand si
pe intelesul lui Robyn: Proiectare asistata pe calculator si
productie asistatd pe calculator.

Robyn bdga la cap informatia pentru mai incolo; avea de

gand sd-si redacteze raportul folosind cat mai multe
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They threaded their way through a hot and crowded
space where computers hummed and printers chattered
and screeched on stands packed as close together as
fairground booths, and passed into a larger, airier hall
where the big machine tools were displayed, some in
simulated operation. Wheels turned, crankshafts cranked,
oiled pistons slid up and down, in and out, conveyor belts
rattled round, but nothing was actually produced. The
machines were odourless, brightly painted and highly
polished. It was all very different from the stench and dirt
and heat and noise of a real factory. More like a moving
toyshop for grown men; and men in large numbers were
swarming round the massive machines, squatting and
bending and craning to get a better view of their intricacies.
Robyn saw very few women about, except for professional
models handing out leaflets and brochures. They wore
skintight Lycra jump-suits, heavy make-up and fixed smiles

and looked as if they had been extruded from the

52

acronime cu putinta.

i@i croird drum printr-o zond aglomeratd, unde
temperatura crescuse considerabil - un spatiu impanzit de
computere care zumzdiau si de imprimante aflate in
functiune, dispuse la fel de aproape una de alta ca produsele
dintr-un magazin obisnuit. Pe urma ajunsera intr-o hald mai
mare si mai aerisitd, in care erau amplasate masinile-unelte,
dintre care unele simulau chiar atunci desfdsurarea
anumitor operatiuni. Rotile se invarteau, arborii cotiti se
indoiau, pistoanele gresate se miscau in sus si-n-jos si
benzile rulante desfdsurau aceeasi suprafatd la nesfarsit, dar
nu se producea nimic concret. Utilajele erau inodore, vopsite
in culori vii si lustruite fara cusur. Totul diferea radical de
duhoarea, mizeria si cdldura dintr-o fabrica adevarats,
semanand mai mult cu un magazin de jucarii pentru adulti.
In jurul masginilor foiau o sumedenie de barbati care le
dddeau tarcoale, se chirceau sau se aplecau pentru a se uita
mai bine la cine stie ce dispozitive complicate. Robyn vazu

foarte putine femei in zona aceea, cu exceptia manechinelor
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Altenhofer automatic core-moulding machine. de profesie care distribuiau fluturasi publicitari si brosuri.
Acestea erau imbracate cu rochii din Lycra mulate pe corp,
erau fardate intens si semanau atat de mult, incat te faceau
sd crezi cd iesiserd toate din dispozitivul de produs

calapoade ale celor de la Altenhofer.
[p. 805] [p. 363-364]
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You're playing with people’s lives as if they’re things to
be bought and sold and given away, she said. You're
offering me Danny Ram’s job as a sop, as a bribe, as a
present, like other men give their mistress strings of pearls. I
don’t want you to be my mistress, he said. I want you to be
my wife. She gaped at him for a moment, then threw back
her head and laughed. You're out of your mind, she said,
have you forgotten that you're married already? I'll get a
divorce, he said. I refuse to listen to any more of this, she
said. I think you’d better go home, I have a lot of essays to
mark. Term ends tomorrow. Listen to me, he said, my
marriage has been dead for years, we have nothing in

common any more, Marjorie and me. And what do you

54

Te joci cu vietile oamenilor de parca ar fi niste lucruri pe
care poti sd le cumperi sau sa le vinzi cum ai chef, spuse ea.
Imi oferi postul lui Danny Ram ca pe o pipa a picii, ca pe o
mitd, asa cum alti barbati le fac cadou amantelor siraguri de
perle. Nu vreau sa fii amanta mea, rdspunse el, vreau sa ma
cdsatoresc cu tine. Robyn il privi tinta timp de o clipa, dupa
care isi dadu capul pe spate si izbucni in ras. Nu esti in toate
mintile, zise ea, ai uitat cd ai deja o sotie? O sa divortez,
declard Vic. Refuz sa mai ascult asemenea prostii, il puse ea
la punct. Cred c-ar fi bine sd te duci acasd, am o multime de
lucrdri de corectat. Maine se incheie semestrul. Asculta-ma,
insistd Vic, cdsatoria mea s-a fasdit de ani de zile, iar

Marjorie si cu mine nu mai avem nimic in comun. Si ma rog
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think we have in common, she demanded. Not a single
idea, not a single value, not a single interest. Last night, he
said. Oh, shut up about last night, she said. That was just a
fuck, nothing more or less. I wish you wouldn’t keep saying
that, he said. Anybody would think it had never happened
before, she said, the way you go on about it. It never did
happen to me before, he said, not like that. Oh, shut up, she
said, go away, go home, for God’s sake. She sat up very
straight in her armchair, closed her eyes, and did some yoga
breathing exercises. She heard a floorboard creak as he got
to his feet, and felt his presence like a shadow falling over
her. When will I see you again, he said. I've no idea, she
said, without opening her eyes. I don’t see any reason why
we should ever meet again except by accident. That
ridiculous scheme is finished. I don’t have to go to your
ghastly factory ever again, thank God. I'll be in touch, he
said, and taking advantage of her closed eyes, kissed her
quickly on the lips. She was on her feet instantly, glaring at
him from her full height, hissing: Leave me alone! All right,

55

ce crezi ca avem noi doi in comun? se interesa Robin. Nici o
idee, nici o valoare, nici o zond de interes. Noaptea trecutd,
rosti Vic. Ah, sldbeste-md cu noaptea trecutd, se rasti Robyn.
Ala a fost un futai si nimic altceva. Tare-as vrea si nu mai
spui chestia asta, o rugd el. Cine te-ar auzi ar crede cd e
prima data in istoria omenirii ca se intdimpld ca un barbat sa
facd dragoste cu o femeie, il ironiza Robyn. In cazul meu
chiar e prima datd cd s-a intamplat, sau, md rog, in felul dsta,
declard el. Ah, taci odatd si pleaca, du-te acasd, pentru
numele lui Dumnezeu, il repezi ea. Pe urma se aseza mai
bine in fotoliu, inchise ochii si incepu cateva exercitii yoga
pentru imbunatatirea respiratiei. Auzi scartaitul unei bucati
de parchet in clipa cand Vic se ridica in picioare si-i simti
prezenta ca pe o umbra care se asternea deasupra ei. Cand te
mai vad? o intrebda el. Habar n-am, rdspunse ea fara sa
deschidd ochii. Nu vad nici un motiv pentru care ar trebui sa
ne mai intdlnim altfel decat din intdmplare. Schema aia
caraghioasd a luat sfarsit si, slavd Domnului, nu mai trebuie

sd pun piciorul in fabrica aia infiordtoare. Tinem legdtura,
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56
he said, I'm going. At the door, he turned and looked back rosti Vic si, profitind de faptul ca Robyn nu deschisese ochii,
at her. When you’re angry, he said, you look like a goddess. o sdrutd repede pe buze. Robyn se ridica fulgerdtor,

tintuindu-l cu privirea de undeva de deasupra lui si
suierand: Lasd-md in pace! Bine, md duc, accepta el. Insi cand
ajunse in fata usii se intoarse si se mai uitd o data la ea. Cand
esti infuriata, ardti ca o zeitd, spuse el.
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Robyn sat up all night printing out her book. She
considered the effort would be worthwhile if she could
secure the endorsement of a prestigious imprint like
Euphoric State University Press. Besides, there was
something about Morris Zapp that inspired hope. He had
blown into the jaded, demoralized atmosphere of
Rummidge University like an invigorating breeze,
intimating that there were still places in the world where
scholars and critics pursued their professional goals with
zestful confidence, where conferences multiplied and grants
were to be head to attend them, where conversation at
academic parties was more likely to be about the latest
scaling-down of departmental maintenance grants. She felt
renewed faith in her book, and her vocation, as she

crouched, yawning and red-eyed, over her computer.

57

Robyn stdtu treazad toatd noaptea ca sa-si scoatd cartea pe
imprimantd. Era de parere cd merita efortul, dacd reusea sa-
si asigure sprijinul unei edituri prestigioase de talia lui
Euphoric State University Press. In plus, Morris Zapp avea
ceva care te incuraja sa speri. Apdruse in atmosfera palida si
demoralizatd a Universitatii din Rummidge ca un vant de
primavard, lasdnd sa se inteleagd ca inca existau locuri pe
pdmant unde cdrturarii si criticii puteau sa-si vada de treaba
plini de incredere, unde conferintele se inmulteau si se
puneau la dispozitie fonduri ca sd poata participa toti cei
interesati si unde discutiile de la petrecerile date de
universitari se axau de obicei asupra ultimei carti sau a
ultimului articol incitant care fusese publicat si nicidecum
asupra ultimelor amputdri ale fondurilor de intretinere
universitard, si asa simbolice. Robyn simti o incredere
innoita in cartea si in vocatia ei in timp ce statea aplecatd

asupra computerului, cascand de zor si cu ochii rosii de
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Even at draft speed, it took a long time to spew out her
sixty thousand words, and it was nearly eight-fifteen in the
morning when she finished the task. She drove quickly
through the deserted Sunday streets to deliver her
manuscript. It was a bright sunny morning, with a strong
wind that was stripping the cherry-blossom from the trees.
A taxi trembled at the kerb outside the Swallows” house. In
the front porch Hilary Swallow, in a dressing-gown, was
saying goodbye to Morris Zapp, while Philip, carrying
Morris Zapp’s suitcase, hovered anxiously halfway down
the garden path, like a complaisant cuckold seeing off the
lover of the night before. But whatever passion there might
have been between Zapp and Mrs Swallow had cooled long
ago, Robyn inferred, from the merely amicable way they
brushed each other’s cheeks. Indeed, it was difficult to
imagine these three almost elderly figures being involved in

a sexual intrigue at all.
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nesomn.

Chiar si in conditiile unei tehnologii performante, ii
trebui destul de mult pand sd scoatd pe imprimantd toate
cele saizeci de mii de cuvinte ale cdrtii, asa ca la ora cand
termina ce avea de facut era aproape opt si un sfert. Se urca
in masina si porni cu viteza pe strdzile pustii ale diminetii de
duminicd pentru a-si putea preda materialul la timp. Era o
dimineatd senind si insoritd, cu un vant puternic, care
aproape cd smulgea florile albe din ciresi. Un taxi cu motorul
pornit era parcat langa bordurd, in fata casei sotilor Swallow.
La usa din fatd Hilary Swallow, imbrdcatd cu un halat,
tocmai 1si lua la revedere de la Morris Zapp, in timp ce
Philip, care-i tinea servieta, se afera la cativa pasi de ei, ca un
incornorat complezent, care il conduce pe amantul propriei
sotii. Robyn isi dddu seama ca eventuala pasiune furtunoasa
dintre Zapp si doamna Swallow se stinsese cu mult timp in
urmd, judecand mai ales dupa maniera detasata si amicald in
care simulard sarutul pe obraz. Zdu dacd nu era greu sd ti le

imaginezi pe cele trei personaje aproape in varstd prinse in
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‘Come on, Morris!” Swallow called out. ‘“Your taxi’s
waiting.” Then he swung round and caught sight of Robyn.
‘Good Lord - Robyn! What are you doing here at this hour
of the morning?’

As she was explaining all over again, Morris Zapp came
waddling down the garden path, an open Burberry flapping
round his knees. ‘Hiya, Robyn, howya doin’? He drew a
cigar a long-barrelled weapon from an inside pocket and

clamped it between his teeth.

‘Here’s the manuscript.”

‘Great, I'll read it as soon as I can.” He lit his cigar,
shielding the flame against the wind.

‘It's unfinished, as I told you. And unrevised.’

‘Sure, sure,” said Morris Zapp. ‘I'll let you know what I

think. If I like it, I'll call you, if I don’t I'll mail it back. Is
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vartejul unei intrigi sexuale.

— Hai, Morris! Striga Philip. Taxiul te asteapta.

Pe urma se intoarse si dadu cu ochii de Robyn Penrose.

— Dumnezeule mare, Robyn! Ce cauti aici la ora asta a
diminetii?

In timp ce Robyn relua explicatiile pentru urechile lui
Swallow, Morris Zapp se apropie cu un mers anevoios si
descheiat la pardesiul care-i flutura in jurul genunchilor.

— Bund, Robyn, care-i viata ta?

Pescui din buzunar un trabuc care semdna cu ultima cucerire
a artileriei si si-1 vari intre dinti.

— V-am adus manuscrisul.

— Splendid. Cum am timp il citesc, spuse el, aprinzandu-
si trabucul si avand grija ca vantul sd nu stingd flacdra
brichetei.

— Asa cum v-am zis, e neterminat, Si n-am avut vreme
sd-1 revad.

— Nici o problema, rosti Zapp. O sa-ti spun ce impresie

mi-a facut. Dacd-mi place te sun; daca nu, ti-1 trimit inapoi
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your phone number on the manuscript?’

‘No,” said Robyn, ‘T'll give it to you.”

‘Do that. Haven't you noticed that in the modern world
good news comes by telephone and bad news by mail?’

‘Now that you mention it,” said Robyn, scribbling her
phone number on the outside of the package.

‘Morris, the taxi,” said Philip Swallow.

‘Relax, Philip, he’s not going to run away - are you,
driver?’

“No, sir,” said the taxi-driver, from behind his wheel, ‘it’s
all the same to me.’

‘There you are, said Morris Zapp, stuffing Robyn’s
manuscript into a briefcase bulging with books and
periodicals. [.......... ]

Blossom swirled in the road like confetti as the taxi drew
away. They stood on the edge of the pavement and waved
until the car turned the corner.

‘He’s fun, isn’t he?’” said Robyn.

‘He’s a rogue’ said Philip Swallow. “An amiable rogue.

: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

60

prin posta. Ti-ai trecut undeva numarul de telefon?

— Nu, spuse Robyn, dar vi-l dau imediat.

— Te rog. N-ai observant cd in lumea moderna vestile
bune sosesc prin telefon, iar cele rele prin posta?

— Dacd ziceti dumneavoastrd, murmurad Robyn, scriindu-
si in graba numadrul de telefon pe spatele plicului.

— Morris, taxiul, ii aminti Philip Swallow.

— Stai bland, Philip, doar n-o sa plece. Nu-i asa,
dom’sofer?

— Asa e, raspunse soferul instalat la volan. Mi-e totuna.

— Am aranjat-o si pe asta, rosti Morris Zapp, inghesuind
manuscrisul lui Robyn intr-o servietd doldora de carti si
reviste. [.......... ]

In clipa cand taxiul demars, florile de pe jos se ridicara ca
un val de confetti. Cei trei englezi ramasera langa bordura,
facand cu mana pana cand masina dadu coltul.

— E haios, nu? intreba Robyn.

— E un escroc, decreta Philip Swallow. Dar un escroc

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

61
I'm surprised that he wanted to see your book.” cumsecade. Md mir cd a vrut sa-ti vada cartea.

‘Why? — De ce?

‘He can’t stand feminists, usually. They’'ve given him — De obicei, n-are ochi sa-i vada pe feministi. Pe vremuri
such a rough time in the past, at conferences and in i-au facut multe zile fripte, la conferinte sau in recenzii.
reviews.”

[p. 850-852] [p. 316- 318]
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Paradise News
Penguin Books, 1992

Vesti din Paradis

Traducere de Raluca Mihail si Radu Paraschivescu, Editura Polirom, 2003

. 0
Paradise

News

1
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Later - some forty minutes later - the old man and his
son were the centre of a commotion at the security barrier
between Passport Control and the Departures Lounge.
When the old man stepped through the metal-detecting
door-frame, something on his person made the apparatus
beep. He was asked to surrender his keys, and to pass
through the door-frame again. Again the alarm was
triggered. At the security man’s request, he emptied his
pockets and took off his wristwatch - to no avail. The
official frisked him with rapid, practiced movements,
running his hands over the old man’s torso, under his
armpits and up and down the insides of his legs. The old
man, his arms extended like a scarecrow’s, flinched and

trembled under this examination. He glared accusingly at

63

Un pic mai tarziu - dupd vreo patruzeci de minute -,
batranul si fiul sdu constituiau centrul agitatiei la filtrul de
securitate dintre controlul pasapoartelor si salonul de
plecdri. Cand bdtranul pdsise prin cadrul detectorului de
metale, aparatul incepuse sd piuie. Fusese rugat sa-si predea
cheile si sd treacd din nou prin cadru. Din nou se declansase
alarma. La cererea ofiterului de pazad, isi golise buzunarele
si-si scosese ceasul de la ména, dar fara nici un rezultat.
Ofiterul il perchezitionase cu miscari rapide, expert,
trecandu-si mainile peste bustul mosului, pe sub brate, in
jos, printre picioare. Cu bratele rasfirate ca o sperietoare de
ciori, batranul tresdrea la fiecare atingere, cuprins de un
tremur nervos. 1 sdgeta cu priviri acuzatoare pe fiu-sau, care

ridica neputincios din umeri. Pasagerii care stdteau la

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

his son, who shrugged his shoulders helplessly. Passengers
waiting in the same line, who had already sent their
handbaggage through the X-ray machines, and were aware
that it would be piling up in a log-jam somewhere on the
other side of the barrier, stirred restively and pulled faces at
each other in a mime of impatience.

“You haven’t got a metal plate in your head, sir, by any
chance?’ said the security man.

‘No, I have not,” said the old man testily. “What d"you
take me for, a robot?” He pronounced this word, in a

perceptibly Irish accent, as “row-boat’.

‘We did have a gentleman, once, had one. Took us all
morning to figure it out. He’d been blown up a mine in the
War. His legs were full of shrapnel, too. You haven’t got
anything like that, then?” he concluded wistfully.

‘Tsaid ‘No’, didn’t I?’

‘If you would just take off your braces, sir, and just have

another try.

64

aceeasi coadd daduserd deja drumul bagajelor de méana pe
sub filtrul cu raze X si, stiind ca acestea aveau sa se
ingramadeasca intr-un purcoi, undeva la celdlalt capat al
benzii rulante, se foiau nervosi si se strambau unii la altii cu

expresii ce sugerau clar ca-si pierd rabdarea.

— Nu cumva aveti un implant metalic in cap, domnule?
intreba ofiterul de paza.

— Nu, nici vorbd, raspunse batranul, morocanos. Ce sunt
eu, robot?

Rostea cuvantul cu un pronuntat accent irlandez - “rou-
bout”.

— Am avut odatd un domn care avea asa ceva. Toata
dimineata ne-am chinuit sa-1 dibuim. Fusese lovit de o mins,
in razboi. $i picioarele le avea pline de schije.Deci ziceti ca
nu aveti asa ceva, nu? incheie el cu regret.

— Am spus deja cd nu!

— Va rog sa va scoateti bretelele, domnule, si mai

fncercdm o data.
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Again the electronic beep sounded. The security man
sighed. ‘I'm sorry, sir, but I must ask you to remove the rest
of your clothing.’

‘Oh no you won’t!” said the old man, clutching the tops
of his trousers.

‘Not here sir. If you would just come this way -’

‘Daddy! Your holy medal!” exclaimed the younger man
suddenly. He loosened his father’s tie, undid the collar
button of his shirt, and fished out a pewter-coloured medal
dangling from a fine-mesh stainless-steel chain.

‘That’s the culprit,” said the security man cheerfully.

‘That’s Our Lady of Lourdes, I'll have you know,” said
the old man.

“Yes, well, if you wouldn’t mind taking her off a minute,
and passing through the gate again -’

‘I ve never taken this from off my neck since the day my
dear wife gave it to me, God rest her soul. She brought it
back from a pilgrimage in 1953.”

‘If you don’t take it off, you don’t fly,” said the security

65

Piuitul electronic se auzi din nou. Ofiterul ofta.

- Imi pare rdu domnule, dar trebuie sd va rog sd va
scoateti si restul de haine.

— Nici sd nu te gandesti! striga batranul, insfacandu-si
bracinarii pantalonilor.

— Nu aici, domnule. Daca vreti s veniti incoace...

— Tata! Medalionul sfant! exclama brusc fiul.
li desficu cravata, descheie primul nasture al camadsii si
scoase la iveald un medalion de culoarea cositorului, atarnat
de un lant de inox fin.

— Asta-i vinovatul! zise ofiterul, inveselit.

— Asta-i Fecioara din Lourdes, daca vrei sa stii, replica
batranul.

— Da, sigur. Acum, dacd vreti sa il scoateti un minut si sa
treceti prin filtru...

— Nu l-am scos de la gat din ziua in care mi l-a daruit
biata mea sotie, Dumnezeu s-o odihneascd. Ea mi l-a adus
dintr-un pelerinaj, in 1953.

— Dacd nu-l scoateti, nu va urcati in avion, zise ofiterul,
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man, now losing patience.

‘That’s fine by me,” said the old man.

‘Come on, Daddy,” coaxed his son, and gently lifted the
medal and chain over the old man’s white head. He poured
the shining metal skein into his palm and handed it to the
official. The old man seemed suddenly to lose the will to
resist. His shoulders slumped, and he passed meekly
enough through the door-frame, this time without

triggering the alarm.

[p. 14-16]

66

incepand sa-si piardd rabdarea.

— Nici o problemd, raspunse batranul.

— Hai, tati, zise fiul rugdtor si scoase cu blandete
medalionul si lantul peste capul coliliu al tatalui sau.
Ddadu drumul gramdjoarei lucitoare de metal in podul
palmei si i-o intinse ofiterului. Batranul paru cd-si pierde
brusc indaratnicia. Umerii ii cazura si trecu destul de pasnic
prin cadrul detectorului, de data aceasta farda sa mai

declanseze alarma.

[p. 19-21]
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Bernard went back to bed, but not to sleep. His mind
was too busy with questions, memories and speculations
about Ursula, and the journey to which he had impulsively
committed himself. Its occasion was a melancholy one, and
he was far from certain what comfort or practical assistance
he could bring to his aunt. Nevertheless he felt a kind of
excitement, even exhilaration, stirring the normaly sluggish
stream of his consciousness. To fly halfway round the world
at a few day’s notice was an adventure, whatever the
occasion; it would be ‘a change’, as people said - indeed it
would be hard to think of a more dramatic alteration of the
dull rhythm of his present existence. And then - Hawaii!
Honolulu! Waikiki! The syllables resonated in his head with
associations of glamorous and exotic pleasures. He thought
of palm trees and white sands and curling surf and dusky

smiling maidens in grass skirts. [.......... ]

67

Bernard se intoarse in pat, dar ramase treaz. Mintea i se
umpluse de intrebdri, amintiri si speculatii in legdtura cu
Ursula si cu aceastd cdldtorie la care se angajase dintr-un
impuls de moment. Motivul era unul trist si se indoia cd ar fi
putut sa-i ofere matusii sale vreo alinare sau vreun sprijin
concret. Cu toate acestea, fluxul constiintei lui, de obicei
inert, se insufleti, producandu-i un freamat interior, ba chiar
un fel de bucurie. Sa zbori, pe nepusa masa, de cealaltd parte
a globului pamantesc era o aventurd, oricare ar fi fost
motivul; era ceea ce oamenii numeau indeobste “o
schimbare” si, ce-i drept, cu greu ar fi putut sa conceapa o
modificare mai spectaculoasa in ritmul banal al existentei lui
prezente. Si apoi, dintr-o datd ..... Hawaii! Honolulu!
Waikiki! Silabele rdsunau in capul lui ca tot atatea chemari
spre fascinante pldceri exotice. Se gandea la palmieri, la plaja

alburie, la crestele incretite ale valurilor si la tinere ciocolatii,
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He switched on his bedside lamp and fetched an atlas
from the bookcase, where it rested horizontally above his
collection of poetry. The Pacific Ocean covered two pages,
an expanse of blue so vast that even Australia looked no
more than a large island in the south-west corner. The
Hawaiian Islands were tiny dots clustered together near the
seam between the pages: Kauai, Molokai, Oahu (with the
name of Honolulu flying from it like a banner), Maui, and
Hawaii - the only one big enough to allow a spot of green
colouring. The blue of the ocean was traversed by wavering
dotted lines that traced the routes of the early explorers.
Drake seemed to have just missed the Hawaiian archipelago
when he sailed round the world in 1578-80, but Captain
Cook’s voyage of 1776 had passed right through it. Indeed,
a legend in minute typeface stated, ‘Capt. Cook killed in
Hawaii, 14 Feb. 1779°, which was news to Bernard. Staring at
the great blue bowl of the Pacific, held in the green, curving

arms of Asia and the Americas, he realized that he knew

68

cu fuste de iarba. [.......... ]

Aprinse veioza de la capdtul patului si trase din
biblioteca un atlas asezat orizontal deasupra colectiei lui de
poezie. Oceanul Pacific se latea pe doud pagini, o intindere
de albastru atat de vasta incat nici macar Australia nu parea
decat o insuld mai maricicd plasatd in coltul de sud-vest.
Insulele Hawaii erau niste puncte minuscule, un ciorchine
ingramadit langd cusdtura dintre pagini: Kauai, Molokai,
Oahu (unde denumirea Honolulu iesea fluturdnd ca un
steag din spatiul insulei), Maui si Hawaii - singura suficient
de mare ca sa poatd fi colorata cu un pic de verde. Albastrul
oceanului era traversat de linii punctate, sovditoare, care
marcau traseele primilor exploratori. Aparent, Drake trecuse
cu putin pe langa arhipelagul Hawaiian intre 1578 - 1580,
cand facuse inconjurul lumii, dar capitanul Cook il nimerise
in plin in voiajul sdu din 1776. O explicatie tiparita cu
caractere mdrunte amintea: ” Capitanul Cook omorit in Hawaii,
14 febr. 1779”7, lucru pe care Bernard il afla acum pentru

prima oard. Stdtea si contempla ampla desfasurare albastra a
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very little at all about the history and geography of this side
of the globe. His education, his work, his whole life and
outlook, had been imprinted with the shape of a much
smaller and more populous sea, the Mediterranean. How
far had the early growth of Christianity depended on the
assumption of believers that they lived at the ‘centre of the

world’?

[p. 30-31]

69

Pacificului, sustinuta de bratele verzi, curbate, ale Asiei si ale
celor doua Americi, si-si dddu seama cat de putine lucruri
stia despre istoria si geografia acestei parti de lume. Educatia
lui, activitatea lui, intreaga lui viata si cultura luaserad forma
unei mari de dimensiuni mult mai modeste si mult mai
circulate, Mediterana. Cdt de mult se bizuise dezvoltarea
timpurie a crestinismului pe prezumtia credinciosilor ca
traiau in “centrul lumii”?

[p. 33-34]
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The bearded man is asleep, or praying, or meditating -
at any rate, his eyes are closed and his hands rest loosely
splayed on his thighs. Ahis chest and diaphragm heave and
subside rhythmically.

“All the theology you need is in the Penny Catechism,
that’s what I always say...’

Who made you?

God made me.

Why did God Make you?

God made me to know him, love him and serve him in this
world, and to be happy with him for ever in the next. (Note:
no mention of being happy in this world.)

To whose image and likeness did God make you?

God made me to his own image and likeness. (Awkward,
that construction - should be ‘in whose image’, surely?
Some subtle theological point in the preposition, perhaps.)

Is this likeness to God in your body, or in your soul?

70

Barbosul doarme sau se roagd sau mediteaza - in tot
cazul, are ochii inchisi si mainile i se odihnesc, cazute moi pe

coapse. Pieptul si diafragma i se ridica si coboara ritmic.

— Eu totdeauna am fost de pdrere cd n-ai nevoie decat de
catehismul popular, ce atata teologie .....
Cine te-a ficut?
Dumnezeu m-a facut.
De ce te-a ficut Dumnezeu?
Dumnezeu m-a facut ca sa-1 cunosc, sa-1 iubesc si sa-i slujesc
in viata aceasta si sa fiu fericit cu el pe vecie in cea viitoare.
(Observatie: nu se mentioneaza fericirea in viata aceasta.)
Dupd al cui chip si asemanare te-a ficut Dumnezeu?
Dumnezeu m-a facut dupd chipul si asemdnarea lui.
(Stangace exprimare - “la fel ca el” ar fi sunat mai firesc, nu?
Probabil cd expresia are un inteles teologic subtil.)

Asemdnarea cu Dumnezeu este in trupul tau sau in suflet?
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This likeness is chiefly in my soul. (Note the ‘chiefly’. Not
‘exclusively’. God as man-shaped. Father-shaped. Long
white beard, white hair, in need of a trim. White face too, of
course. Frowning slightly, as if he might fly into a nasty
temper if provoked. Sitting on his trone in heaven, Jesus on
his right, Holy Spirit hovering overhead, chorus of angels,
Mary and the saints standing by. Carpet of cloud.)

When did you cease to believe in this God?

Perhaps when I was still training for the priesthood.
Certainly when I was teaching at St. Ethelbert’s. I can’t
remember, exactly.

You can’t remember?

Who remembers when they stopped believing in Father
Christmas? It's not usually a specific moment - catching a
parent in the act of putting your presents at the end of the
bed. It's an intuition, a conclusion you draw at a certain age,
or stage of growth, and you don’t immediately admit it, or

force the question ‘Is there a Father Christmas?’ into the

71

A

Asemanarea este in special in suflet. (De remarcat “in
special”. Nu “exclusiv”. Dumnezeu cu formd umanda. Forma
de tatd. Barba lungd, albd, pdr alb, care ar trebui aranjat. Si,
desigur, fata alba. Putin incruntat, ca si cum ar fi oricand
gata sd izbucneascd intr-un acces de manie, in caz cd ar fi
provocat. Std pe tronul lui in ceruri, cu lisus la dreapta lui,
Sfantul Duh rotindu-se deasupra, coruri de ingeri, Fecioara
Maria si sfintii aldturi. Covor de nori.)

Cind ai incetat sa mai crezi in Dumnezeu?

Probabil cand incd ma pregiteam pentru preotie. In mod
sigur atunci cand predam la St. Ethelbert’s. Nu-mi amintesc
exact.

Nu-ti amintegti?

Cine isi aminteste cand a incetat sa creada in Mos Craciun?
De obicei nu este un moment anume, ca atunci cand iti
surprinzi un pdrinte cd iti aseaza cadoul langa pat. Este o
intuitie, o concluzie pe care o tragi la 0 anumita varstd sau
intr-o etapd a cresterii si nu o accepti imediat sau nu te

repezi sa-i intrebi in fata “Existd Mos Craciun?”, pentru c4,
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open. Because secretly you shrink from the negative answer
- in a way, you would prefer to go on believing that there is
a Father Christmas. After all, it seems to work, the presents
keep coming, and if they’re not exactly the ones you
wanted, well, there are ways of painlessly rationalizing the
disappointment when they come from Father Christmas
(perhaps he didn’t get your letter), but if they come from
your parents all kinds of difficult implications arise.

Are you equating belief in God with belief in Father Christmas?

No, of course not. It's just an analogy. We lose faith in a
cherished idea long before we admit it ourselves. Some
people never admit it. I often wonder about my fellow-
students at the English College, and my colleagues at
Ethel’s ... perhaps none of us really believed, and none of us
would admit it.

How could you go on teaching theology to candidates for the
priesthood if you no longer believed in God?

You could teach theology perfectly well without believing

72

in adancul tdu, te sperie cd ti-ar putea rdaspunde “Nu” -
intr-un fel, ai prefera sa continui sd crezi in existenta unui
Mos Crdaciun. La urma urmei, asa par sa stea lucrurile:
cadouri continui sd primesti si, dacd nu sunt exact cele pe
care ti le-ai dorit, cand ti le aduce Mos Craciun gasesti
intotdeauna explicatii care sd nu doard (poate nu ti-a primit
scrisoarea). Dar daca pdrintii sunt cei care-ti fac daruri, apar
tot felul de implicatii si complicatii.

Pui semnul egalititii intre credinta in Dumnezeu si credinta
in Mos Criciun?
Nu, bineinteles cd nu. E doar o analogie. Ne pierdem
credinta intr-o idee dragd cu mult inainte de a admite cu
adevadrat lucrul acesta. Unii nu il admit niciodata. De multe
ori stau sd md intreb ce gandeau colegii mei de la Colegiul
Englez sau colegii de la Ethel ..... Poate ca nici unul dintre
noi nu credea cu adevarat si nici unul nu o recunostea.
Cum ai putut sd continui sd predai teologie candidatilor la preotie
cand tu nu mai credeai in Dumnezeu?

Poti foarte bine sa predai teologie si fdrd sa crezi in
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in the God of the Penny Catechism. In fact there are very
few reputable modern theologians who do.

So what God do they believe in?

God as ‘he ground of our being’, God as “ultimate concern’,

God as “the beyond in the Midst’.

And how does one pray to that kind of God?

A good question. There are, of course, answers: for instance,
that prayer expresses symbolically our desire to be religious
- to be virtuous, disinterested, unselfish, ego-less, free from
desire.

But why should anyone wish to be religious if there is no personal
God to reward him for being so?

For its own sake.

[p. 56-58]

73

Dumnezeul din catehismul popular. De fapt, putini teologi
contemporani cu reputatie mai cred in el.

Si in ce Dumnezeu cred ei?

Dumnezeu ca “ratiunea noastrd de a fi”, Dumnezeu ca
“semnificatie fundamentald”, Dumnezeu ca “Transcendenta
in Actiune”.

Cum te rogi unui astfel de Dumnezeu?

Bund intrebare. Raspunsuri exista, desigur: de exemplu, ca
rugdciunea exprima in mod simbolic dorinta noastra de a fi
religiosi, virtuosi, dezinteresati, lipsiti de egoism, de
egocentrism, liberi de patimi.

Dar pentru ce si-ar dori omul sd fie religios dacd nu existd un

Dumnezeu personal care si-1 recompenseze pentru asta?

Pentru faptul in sine.

[p. 57-58]

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

Home Truths

Penguin Books, 2000

Crudul adevar

Traducere si note de George Volceanov, Editura Polirom, 2006

Home Truths

NOVILL
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Sam shook his head. ‘I've thought of that. It would never

get past the lawyers.’

“You'll just have to grin and bear it, then.”
Sam looked at Adrian. ‘It would be more effective if the

counter-attack came from somebody else...’

‘Oh no,” said Adrian.

‘What?’

“You want me to write a letter to the Sentinel?’

‘No, I've got a better idea,” said Sam. ‘Suppose you agree

to be interviewed by Fanny Tarrant...”

‘Sounds like a very bad idea to me,” said Adrian.
‘No, listen ... Remember how we hoaxed that reporter

from the local rag in “sixty-eight? During the great sit-in?’

75

Sam clatind din cap.
— M-am gandit la varianta asta. Dar un astfel de scenariu
n-o sa obtina in veci acordul biroului juridic.
— Atunci va trebui sa strangi din dinti si sa-ti duci crucea.
Sam aruncd o privire lui Adrian.
— Contraatacul ar fi mult mai eficace dacd ar veni din
partea altcuiva...
— A, nici vorbd! riposta Adrian.
— Ce anume?
— Tu vrei ca eu sd le scriu o scrisoare celor de la Sentinel?
— Nu, am o idee si mai bund, raspunse Sam. Sa ne
inchipuim ca-ti dai acordul pentru un interviu cu
Fanny Tarrant...
— Mie mi se pare o idee foarte proastd, zise Adrian.
- Ba nu! Ascultd-mi... Iti mai aduci aminte cum l-am

pacilit pe reporterul &la de la fituica locald in ‘68? In timpul
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Adrian smiled. ‘How could I forget?” he raised his fist
and recited: “ ‘The Student revolutionary Council demands
appointment of professors by democratically elected committees

s

representing all sections of university.

a7

“ ‘Including porters, tea-ladies and cleaning staff, ” said
Sam. ‘Don’t forget them.’

“"We demand student self-assessment instead of exams.” ”

“ “Double beds for students cohabiting in University
residences.””

“ *Smoking of marijuana to be permitted in tutorials.”

‘And he wrote it all down like a lamb and went away
and they printed it all over the front page of the Post.’

They laughed reminiscently together, until the penny
dropped for Adrian. “You're not suggesting that I try to

hoax Fanny Tarrant?” he said.

76

marilor demonstratii, cind am refuzat sd iesim din campus?

— Cum as putea sd uit? spuse Adrian, zambind, si
declamd, agitand pumnul: “Consiliul Revolutionar al
Studentilor cere ca numirea profesorilor sd fie ficutd de citre
comitete alese in mod democratic, reprezentind toate
compartimentele universitatii”.

— “Inclusiv portarii, bufetierele si femeile de serviciu”,
continud Sam. Nu uita nici de ei.

— “Cerem introducerea autoevaludrii studentilor in locul
examenelor.”

— “Paturi duble pentru cuplurile care coabiteazd in ciminele
studentesti.”

— “Sd fie permis fumatul marijuanei in timpul orelor de
indrumare.”

— lar el a pus toate astea pe hartie, ca un fazan, si-a plecat
cu ele. Si au apdrut pe prima pagina din Post.

Izbucnird amandoi in ras, amintindu-si ispravile lor de
altddata, pand cand lui Adrian ii pica fisa:

— Doar nu vrei sa-mi propui sd-ncerc s-o trag pe sfoard pe
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‘Why not?
‘Pretend to be a wife-beating paedophile drug addict,

you mean? And hope she’d be silly enough to print it?’

‘Well, it needn’t be quite as lurid as that’ said Sam.

Adrian shook his head. “This woman isn’t a provincial

cub reporter, Sam. It wouldn’t work.’

‘No, you're probably right,” Sam said regretfully.
He frowned and grimaced with concentrated thought. Then,
‘Hang about!” he said. His countenance cleared. ‘Hang about!
Suppose you give her a straight interview, but use the
opportunity to write a piss-take profile of her, for one of the

other papers?’

77

Fanny Tarrant? intrebd el.

— De ce nu?

— Adicd sd fac pe pedofilul drogat, care-si rupe nevasta-n
batdi? lar ea sd fie-ntr-atat de fraiera incat sa publice chestiile
astea?

— Ei, nu trebuie sd ndscocesti o poveste chiar atat de
scabroasd, spuse Sam.

Adrian scutura din cap.

— Femeia asta nu-i un reporter de provincie cu cas la
gurd, Sam. N-o sa tind.

— Mda, s-ar putea sa ai dreptate, recunoscu Sam cu
pdrere de rau.

Se incruntd si facu o grimasd, cufundandu-se in ganduri,
dupa care exclama:

— Stai putin!

Se inseninad.

— Stai putin! Ce-ar fi sa-i dai un interviu pe bune, dar sa

te folosesti de prilejul dsta ca sd-i faci tu ei un portret

caricatural pentru un alt ziar?
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‘What?” said Adrian.

‘Remember those satirical character sketches you used to
write for the old mag? “The Clap-Happy Chaplain”, “The
Vicious Vice-Chancellor”. You could do something on those
lines.’

" “The Invidious Interviewer”?’

‘That’s the idea. As long as it’s absolutely obvious who
it's about, we wouldn’t have any trouble placing it. There
are lots of people who would like to see Fanny Tarrant
taken down a peg or two. I know someone on the Chronicle
who'd jump at it

‘No doubt, Sam, but -’

Sam hopped around the room, consumed with the

beauty of his conception.

[p. 20-22]

78

— Ce face? ingdima Adrian.

— Tii minte scheciurile alea satirice pe care le scriai pentru
revista noastrd pe vremuri? “Capelanul ddruit cu
sculament”. “Prorectorul negru in cerul gurii”. Ai putea
incerca ceva in genul dsta.

— “Reporterita invidioasa”?

— Asta-i ideea. Atata timp cat e limpede ca lumina zilei
despre cine-i vorba, n-o sd ne fie deloc greu sd-1 plasam la o
revistd. Multd lume s-ar bucura vazand cum i se mai taie din
nas lui Fanny Tarrant. Cunosc pe cineva la Chronicle care-ar
fi fericit sa publice asa ceva.

— Nu mad-ndoiesc, Sam, dar ...

Sam topadi prin incdpere, extaziat de frumusetea planului

pe care-1 ndscocise.

[p. 35-38]
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On the Monday of the following week, in the late
morning, Adrian awaited the arrival of Fanny Tarrant. He
was alone in the cottage. The Sentinel’s photographer had
come earlier, taken numerous pictures, and departed,
leaving Adrian to replace the furniture he had disturbed.
Everything had gone according to plan in the previous
week. Adrian had told his agent, Geoffrey, of Fanny
Tarrant’s interest in interviewing him, and Geoffrey had
spoken to Fanny and made the arrangements. Peter Reeves,
features editor of the Sunday Chronicle, primed by Sam, had
rung Adrian and expressed keen interest in a profile of the
Invidious Interviewer. Adrian had received a fax from Sam
giving his address and contact numbers in Los Angeles, and
asking if there had been any developments, but Adrian had
not replied. He told Eleanor that he was going to wait and
see how the interview with Fanny Tarrant went before he

committed himself to carrying out Sam’s plot. Eleanor said

79

Peste o sdptamand, intr-o dimineatd tarzie de luni,
Adrian astepta sosirea lui Fanny Tarrant. Era singur acasa.
Fotograful de la Sentinel venise ceva mai devreme, facuse o
gramada de poze si plecase, lasandu-1 pe Adrian sa pund la
loc mobila pe care o mutase vraiste prin casa. In siptimana
dinainte totul decursese conform planului. Adrian ii
povestise agentului sdu literar, Geoffrey, despre interesul
manifestat de Fanny Tarrant pentru un interviu cu el, iar
Geoffrey discutase cu Fanny si aranjase data si locul
interviului. Peter Reeves, editorialistul lui Sunday Chronicle,
pus in temd de Sam, il sunase pe Adrian si se aratase mai
mult decét interesat de un portret al Reporteritei Invidioase.
Adrian primise un fax de la Sam cu adresa si numerele lui de
telefon din Los Angeles, in care acesta il intreba daca s-a mai
intamplat ceva intre timp, dar Adrian nu-i raspunsese. li
spuse lui Eleanor c-o sd astepte sd vadd cum o sa decurga

interviul cu Fanny Tarrant inainte de a se angaja sa ducd la
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she didn’t want to hear about it. She arranged to spend the
day of the interview with her niece, Rosemary, who lived in
East Grinstead, and drove off just before the appointed
hour, silent and disapproving. No sooner had the rasp of
the Peugeot’s corroded exhaust pipe faded, than Adrian
heard the churning diesel engine of Fanny’s approaching
taxi. He ejected the Handel CD that had been playing softly
on the hi-fi, and set the tape deck to record through a small
free-standing microphone mounted on the bookshelves. The

door-bell chimed just as he completed this task.

[p. 40-41]

80

bun sfarsit planul lui Sam. Raspunsul lui Eleanor a fost ca nu
vrea sd auda nici o vorbulita pe tema asta. Ea aranjd lucrurile
in asa fel incat sd petreacd ziua interviului la nepoata ei,
Rosemary, care locuia in East Grinstead, si se urca la volanul
masinii, tdcutd si dezaprobatoare, cu cateva minute inainte
de ora stabilitd pentru interviu. De-abia se stinsese haraitul
sinistru scos de teava de esapament corodata a Peugeotului,
cd la urechile lui Adrian ajunse huruitul de motor diesel al
taxiului care o aducea pe Fanny Tarrant. Scoase din combina
CD-ul cu muzica de Handel, pe care-1 ascultase pana atunci
in surdind, si pregati casetofonul pentru inregistrare,
montand un microfon miniatural, portabil, pe polita cu carti.
Soneria tarai exact in momentul cand el isi termina
pregadtirile.

[p. 59-60]
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Adrian took a deep breath. “You mean, how could I give
up all those long, solitary hours spent staring at a blank
page, or out of the window, gnawing the end of a ballpoint,
trying to create something out of nothing, to will creatures
with no previous existenceinto being, to give them names,
parents, education, clothes, possessions - having to decide
whether they have blue eyes or brown, straight hair or curly
hair or no hair - God, the tedium of it! And then the
grinding, ball-breaking effort of forcing it all into words -
fresh seeming words, words that don’t sound as if you
bought them second-hand as a job lot ... And then having to
set the characters moving, behaving, interacting with each
other in ways that will seem simultaneously interesting,
plausible, surprising, funny and moving.” He ticked off
these epithets on his fingers. ‘It’s like playing chess in three

dimensions,” he said. ‘It’s absolute hell. Would you miss it?’

81

Adrian trase adanc aer in piept.

— Vreti sd spuneti cum de-am putut renunta la
nesfarsitele ceasuri de singurdtate pe care le petreceam
holbandu-ma la o coala alba sau pe fereastra, rozand capdtul
pixului si incercand sd creez ceva din nimic, sa dau viata
unor fapturi lipsite de-o existenta anterioard, sa le dau nume,
parinti, studii, haine, averi ... sa trebuiasca sa hotarasc daca
au ochii albastri sau cdprui, parul lins ori carliontat sau daca
n-au fir de pdr pe cap ... Dumnezeule mare, ce plictiseala! Si-
apoi efortul chinuitor, dureros, de a transpune toate astea in
cuvinte - in cuvinte cu un aer de prospetime, care sd nu sune
de parca ar fi fost procurate la mana a doua, la kilogram ...
Dupd aia trebuie sd pui personajele in miscare, sa le
inzestrezi cu un comportament, sa le faci sa interactioneze
unele cu altele intr-un mod care sa le facd sd para in acelasi
timp interesante, plauzibile, surprinzatoare, nostime si

impresionante, zise Adrian, numdrand pe degete epitetele. E
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‘T'd miss the end result,’ she said, ‘the satisfaction of
having created something permanent. The effect you have
on other people.’

‘But you don’t know, most of the time, what the
effect is. Writing novels is like putting messages into bottle
after bottle and tossing them into the sea on the outgoing
tide without any idea of where they’ll be washed up or how
they will be interpreted.” He added, ‘I have done that with

bottles, by the way.’
[p. 52-53]

82

ca si cum ai juca in spatiu, tridimensional, continua el. E
iadul pe pamant. Dummneavoastra ati duce dorul unei
asemenea distractii?

— As duce dorul produsului finit, veni raspunsul ei. Al
satisfactiei de-a fi creat ceva peren. Al impactului pe care-1 ai
asupra altor oameni.

— Da, dar cel mai adesea nu stim care va fi impactul.
Cand scrii un roman, e ca si cum ai pune un mesaj intr-o
sticla aruncatd pe valurile marii, in mareea care o va purta in
larg, fara sa stii pe ce tdrm o sa fie aruncat sau cum va fi
interpretat. Apropo, chestia asta cu sticlele chiar am facut-o,
adduga el.

[p. 73-74]
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Unobserved by Eleanor, Fanny switched on her tape
recorder, and continued to hold it in her hand. “Well’, she
said chattily, “Virginia Woolf says somewhere that the worst
thing about being a writer is that one is so dependent on
praise.

‘It's the worst thing about being married to one, too,”
said Eleanor. ‘If you don’t enthuse about their work they

sulk, and if you do they think it doesn’t really count.’

‘Which it doesn’t, of course,” said Fanny, smiling. ‘Not
like reviews.’

‘Adrian got wonderful reviews for his first book,” said
Eleanor. ‘It was the worst thing that could have happened
to him.

“Why?’

‘He kept thinking it would happen again, that royal

flush of rave reviews. It didn’t, of course. Each novel was a

83

Fanny isi deschise reportofonul pe furis si ramase cu el in
mana.

— Pai, zise ea intr-o doard, Virginia Woolf spune undeva
ca partea cea mai proastd a meseriei de scriitor este aceea ca
depinzi tot timpul de laudele primite.

— Asta-i si partea cea mai proastd cand esti madritata cu
un scriitor, spuse Eleanor. Dacd nu te entuziasmezi in fata
creatiei lor, devin posaci, iar daca te entuziasmezi, pentru ei
oricum nu conteaza.

— Gi bineinteles cd nu conteazd, comentda Fanny,
zambind. Nu cat cronicile din reviste.

— La prima lui carte Adrian a avut parte de cronici dintre
cele mai laudative, zise Eleanor. E cea mai rea treaba care i s-
ar fi putut intampla vreodata.

— De ce?

— Credea cd toata chinta aceea regald de recenzii de vis o

sd se repete la nesfarsit. Ceea ce, fireste, nu s-a mai
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worse ordeal than the one before. The tension in the house
was unbearable around publication day. He used to sit on
the stairs in the early morning in his pyjamas and dressing
gown, waiting for the paper to come through the letterbox.
Then as soon as I was up, he’d send me out to get the other
papers.’

‘Why didn’t he get them himself?’

‘Because he liked to pretend to other people that he
didn’t bother reading reviews, that he left all that to me.
And, for a while, I did take on the job. I would just give him
a vague idea of what they were like - the Observer was B+,
the Telegraph A-, and so on. I didn’t tell him about the Cs
and Ds. But it was no use, he would get them out of the
filing cabinet when I wasn’t around, and I could tell from
his gloom as he mooched about the house that he’d

discovered a bad one.

‘He must have been difficult to live with in those days.’

‘Difficult! He was bloody impossible. No wonder the

84

intamplat. Fiecare nou roman era un chin mai cumplit decat
cel anterior. Cand se apropia data publicarii cdrtii, tensiunea
din casd devenea insuportabild. Dimineata devreme Adrian
se aseza pe trepte in pijama si halat si astepta sa-i apara
ziarul in cutia postala. Pe urmd, de indata ce ma sculam, ma
trimitea sd i le cumpar si pe celelalte.

— De ce nu si le cumpadra singur?

— Fiindcd-i placea sa sustind, de ochii lumii, cd el nu
catadicseste sa citeascd recenzii, ca lasd grija asta in seama
mea. lar o vreme mi-am asumat aceastd indatorire. il ldsam
sd-si facd doar o idee vagd despre cum sund - cea din
Observer era de 9 plus, cea din Telegraph de 10 minus si asa
mai departe. Despre vreun 8 sau 7 nu-i spuneam nimic, dar
degeaba, fiindca oricum le scotea pe toate din sertarul cu
cronici cdnd nu eram prin preajmd si, din aerul ursuz cu
care freca menta prin casa, imi dddeam seama c-a dat peste
una nefavorabila.

— In asemenea zile probabil ci era greu de suportat.

— Greu? Era de-a dreptul imposibil. Nici nu-i de mirare
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boys left home as soon as they could... Between the agony
of composition and the ordeal of publication there was a
period of about three months when he was like a normal
human being. Then the whole cycle would start again.’

‘Why did it stop with Out of Depths?’

‘His publishers were very pleased with it, and some
idiot there put it into Adrian’s head that he was going to
win the Booker prize, and God knows what else. Well,
when it came out, it got the usual mixed reception - some
good reviews, some not so good, a few nasty ones from
young smartpants out to make names for themselves - and
it wasn’t even shortlisted for the Booker. Adrian went into a
deep depression - which I had to try and conceal from his
publisher, his agent, his friends, and the rest of the world. I

just couldn’t take it any more.’

[p. 87-89]

85

cd baietii au sters-o de acasi cat au putut de repede... Intre
cazna compozitiei si chinurile publicdrii avea o perioada de
vreo trei luni in care se purta ca un om normal. Pe urma tot
ciclul se relua.

— De ce s-a terminat totul odata cu Din adancuri?

— Editorii erau foarte incantati de roman si nu stiu ce
idiot i-a bdgat in cap cd o sa castige premiul Booker si naiba
mai stie ce. Ei bine, aparitia lui a fost intAmpinata cu
obisnuitele reactii pro si contra - unele cronici mai
favorabile, altele mai putin si cateva de-a dreptul
demolatoare, venite din partea unor tinerei decisi sa-si faca
si el un nume - si nici mdcar n-a fost nominalizat la premiul
Booker. Adrian a trecut atunci printr-o depresie puternicd,
de care m-am straduit sa nu afle nici editorii, nici agentul lui
literar, nici prietenii, nici restul lumii. Pur si simplu n-am
mai suportat situatia.

[p. 116-118]
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Thinks...

Penguin Books, 2002

GAanduri ascunse

Traducere si note de Virgil Stanciu, Editura Polirom, 2004

Ganduri
ascunse
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One, two, three, testing ..... recorder working OK .....
Olympus Pearlcorder, bought it at Heathrow in the dutyfree
on my way to ..... where? Can’t remember, doesn’t matter
.....The object of the exercise being to record as accurately
as possible the thoughts that are passing through my head
at this moment in time, which is, let’s see ..... 10.13 a.m. on
Sunday the 234 of Febru - San Diego! I bought it on my
way to that conference in ...Isabel Hotchkiss. Of course, San
Diego, ‘Vision and the Brain’. Late eighties. Isabel
Hotchkiss. I tested the range of the condenser mike ... yes
... Where was I? But that’s the point, I'm not anywhere, I
haven’t made a decision to think about anything specific,
the object of the exercise being simply to record the random
thoughts , if anything can be random, the random thoughts
passing through a man’s head, all right my head, at a

87

Unu, doi, trei, probd de microfon ... reportofonul
functioneaza OK ... Olympus Pearlcorder, l-am
cumpdrat la Heathrow, de la duty free, in drum spre ...
spre ce? Nu mai stiu, ce conteaza ... Scopul experientei
tiind sa inregistrez cat mai fidel gdndurile ce-mi trec prin
cap in acest moment al fluxului temporal, care este ... ia
sd vedem ... zece si treisprezece dimineata, duminicd, 23
februar ... San Diego! L-am targuit in drum spre
conferinta aia ... Isabel Hotchkiss ... Pdi sigur, San Diego,
Viziune si creier. Sfarsitul deceniului opt ... Isabel
Hotchkiss. Am testat raza de actiune a microfonului-
condensator ... da ... Unde eram? Dar tocmai aicea-i
buba, nu eram nicdieri, nu m-am hotdrat sa ma gandesc la
nimic precis, scopul experientei fiind pur si simplu sd

inregistrez gandurile intampldtoare, daca ceva poate fi
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randomly chosen time and place ... well not truly random, I
came in here this morning on purpose knowing it would be
deserted on a Sunday, I wouldn’t be interrupted distracted
overheard, nobody else around, the telephones and fax
machines silent, the computers and printers in the offices
and workrooms in sleep mode. The only machine humming
to itself, apart from those in the Brain, is our state-of-the-art
coffee machine in the common room where I got myself this
cappuccino with cinnamon no sugar before beginning the
experiment, if that’s not too grand a word for it ... The
object of the exercise being to try and describe the structure
of, or rather to produce a specimen, that is to say raw data,
on the basis of which one might begin to try describe the
structure of, or from which one might infer the structure of
... thought. Is it a stream as William James said or as he also
rather beautifully said like a bird flying through the air and
then perching for a moment then taking wing again, flight
punctuated by moments of ... incidentally how is the

audiotypist going to punctuate this? I'll have to give

intamplator, gandurile intdmpldtoare ce strdfulgera
mintea omului, fie, mintea mea, intr-o clipd si un loc alese
la intdamplare ... mda, nu tocmai la intdimplare, doar am
venit anume aici azi-dimineata, stiind cd e pustiu
duminica si cd nu voi fi intrerupt, distras, ascultat, nimeni
in jur, telefoanele si faxurile mute, computerele si
imprimantele din birourile si silile invecinate dormitand
in asteptare Unica masindrie ce zumzadie de una
singurd, in afara celor din Creier, este filtrul de cafea
ultimul racnet din cancelarie, de unde mi-am facut rost de
cappuccino-ul dsta cu aroma de scortisoara si neindulcit,
inainte de a incepe experienta, daca nu-i exagerat sa-i zic
asa ... Scopul experientei fiind sd incerc sa descriu
structura, sau mai degraba sa obtin un specimen, vreau sa
spun, date neprelucrate pe baza carora s-ar putea incepe o
descriere sau din care s-ar putea deduce o structurd a ...
gandului. Este un flux, cum sustinea William James*, sau
este, cum tot el zicea frumos, aidoma unei pasdri ce

despica aerul in zbor si aterizeaza o franturd de secunda,
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instructions, say put dots for a short pause, and a full stop
for a longer pause, new para for a really long pause ... This
thing is voice-activated, stops if you don’t say anything for
about three seconds, but there will be perceptible pauses in

the flow of words under that threshold ... Nifty little gadget

[p. 1-2]

ca sd-si ia iardsi zborul, un zbor punctat cu momente de
... Apropo, cum va folosi audiodactilografa punctuatia in
cazul acesta? Va trebui sa-i dau indicatii, sa pun,
bundoard, puncte-puncte pentru o pauzad scurtd, punct
pentru una mai lungd, paragraf nou pentru una cu
adevdrat lunga ... Chestia asta e activatd de voce, se
opreste dacd nu spui nimic timp de trei secunde, dar vor
exista, in fluxul vorbirii, pauze perceptibile ce nu

depdsesc pragul ... Desteaptd scula ...
[p. 9-10]
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I was thinking about ... about William James and the
consciousness as a stream of consciousness as a bird, flying
and perching the interesting question is, are those
perchings of the bird completions of a thought or pauses in
thought, blanks, white space or white noise would be better
because there is brain activity still going on all the time or
you would be dead ... I think therefore I am true enough in
that sense ... Must be the best-known sentence in the
history of philosophy. What's the second best I wonder? But
is thought continuous, inescapable, or is it as somebody said
against Descartes, sometimes I think and sometimes I just
am ... Can I just am without thinking? The verb to am ... I
am you am he am she am they am, meaning to merely be
without thinking ... but is thinking the same as being
conscious, nho There’s a distinction between passive
consciousness, receiving, identifying, organizing signals

from the senses, aware of being alive, of being awake, and

reacting to the stimuli ... so not exactly passive then ... but

Reflectam la ... la William James* si la gandire ca
flux al constiintei, ca pasdroi ce zboara si aterizeaza ...
intrebarea interesantd este daca aterizdrile pasdroiului
sunt finalizari de ganduri sau pauze de gandire, goluri,
spatii albe, sau zgomote albe ar fi mai sugestiv pentru ca
mintea continud sa functioneze tot timpul, altminteri ai fi
mort ... cuget, deci exist, destul de adevdrat in sensul
acesta ... probabil cea mai cunoscutd fraza din istoria
tilozofiei. Urmdtoarea ca popularitate care-o fi? Dar este
gandirea continud, implacabild sau, cum zicea careva,
contrazicindu-1 pe Descartes, uneori cuget si uneori
numai sunt? Pot doar sa “sunt”, fara cugetare? Verbul “a
sunt” ... Eu sunt, tu sunt, el/ea sunt, ei sunt, insemnand
numai a fi, fard gandire ... dar este a gandi acelasi lucru
cu a fi constient ... nu. Existd o deosebire intre constiinta
pasivd, intre a primi, identifica, organiza semnalele
senzoriale, a fi constient ca esti viu, cd esti treaz, ca

reactionezi la stimuli ... asadar nu tocmai pasiva ... dar
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not formulating coherent thoughts either ... So say there is
a, not a distinction, but a continuum, a continuum between
an almost vegetative state, no scrub that, plants aren’t
conscious even if Prince Charles likes an occasional chat
with his geraniums ... Say there’s a continuum between a
mere processing of sense data, I am hot I am cold I itch, at
one pole, and abstract philosophical thinking at the other,
with an infinitely graduated series of stages in between ...
Yes but it’s possible to do both at once, for example driving,
it’s possible to drive a car without being conscious of what
one is doing, changing gear, braking, accelerating, etcetera,
quite efficiently and safely, while thinking about something
entirely different, about consciousness for instance. So

where does that get us?

Ah, a blank, a definite blank, for an instant, not more
than a second or two, I didn’t have a reportable thought or
sense impression, my mind as they say went blank, I

thought of nothing, I just ammed ... So when a train of

care nici nu formuleaza coerent ganduri ... Asadar sa
zicem cd este nu o deosebire, ci un continuum format
dintr-o stare aproape vegetala, nu-ti bati capul cu ea,
plantele nu-s constiente, chiar daca printului Charles ii
place sa trancaneascd uneori cu muscatele sale ... Sa
zicem cd este vorba de un continuum intre procesarea
simpld a informatiilor senzoriale, mi-e cald, mi-e frig, ma
méanancd, la unul dintre poli, si gandirea filosofica
abstractd, la celdlalt pol, cu o serie infinit gradata de stadii
intermediare ... Da, dar e posibil sd le faci pe amandoud o
datd, e posibil sa sofezi fara sa-ti constientizezi actiunile,
sd schimbi vitezele, sd franezi, si accelerezi efcaetera foarte
eficient si in perfectd siguranta, in timp ce te gandesti la
cu totul altceva, de pilda la constiintd. Prin urmare, unde
ajungem?

Ah, un vid, un vid cert timp de o clipd, nu mai lung
de o secundd, doud - nu am avut nici un gand coerent,
nici o impresie senzoriald, mintea, cum se zice, mi s-a

stins, nu m-am gandit la nimic, numai am sunt ... Asadar

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012

91



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

thought suddenly gives out collapses you just am, you go
into a kind of standby mode ready for thought but not
thinking ... like the hard disk spinning in a PC that’s
switched on but not being used, like coffee machine
humming to itself ready to make coffee but not making any
... Of course this experiment is hopelessly artificial because
the decision to record one’s thoughts inevitably determines
or at least affects the thoughts one has ... For instance I feel
a little stiffness in my neck at this moment, I move my head,
I stretch ... I swivel round my chair ... I get up ... I walk
from my desk to the window ... all these things I would
normally do without thinking, I would do them
“unconsciously” as we say, but this morning I'm conscious
of them because I hold a taperecorder in my hand, Olympus

Pearlcorder, specifically for the purpose of ...

[p. 4-5]
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cand un sir de ganduri cedeaza brusc, se prabuseste, nu
mai faci nimic altceva decéat sunt, intri intr-un fel de stand-
by, gata sad gandesti, dar fard sa gandesti ... ca un hard-disk
ce se invarte intr-un PC aprins, dar nefolosit, ca filtrul de
cafea, care zumzaie si este gata sa producd niste cafea, dar
nu face nici o picdtura ... Binein’;eles, experienta asta este
iremediabil artificiald, pentru ca, inevitabil, decizia de a-ti
inregistra procesele mentale iti determind gandurile, sau
cel putin le influenteaza ... Uite, chiar in momentul &dsta
imi simt gatul cam teapdn, imi rotesc capul, ma intind ...
ma rdsucesc pe scaun ... ma ridic in picioare ... fac cativa
pasi, de la birou pana la fereastra ... in mod normal, as
face toate astea pe negandite, le-as face “inconstient”,
cum se spune, dar in dimineata asta sunt constient de ele,
deoarece tin in mana un reportofon Olympus Pearlcorder,

anume cumpdrat in vederea ...
[p. 12-13]

*Psiholog American (1842-1910), fratele romancierului Henry James,
autor al tratatului Principles of Psychology (1890), in care formuleaza
teoria gandirii ca flux al constiintei.
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‘Semester.” ‘Campus.” How Americanized universities
have become since I was a student - or perhaps it just seems
so to me because I went to a traditional one myself. After
all, this place was already in existence when I went up to
Oxford. It's what I believe is called a “greenfields” university
- very green in fact, where the Severn valley meets the
Cotswolds. “The University of Gloucester’ - though it’s
actually closter to Cheltenham. Perhaps the founders
thought the name of a cathedral city would lend the
institution more dignity. “The University of Cheltenham’
wouldn’t carry the same conviction, somehow. Anyway,
here it is, like a gigantic concrete raft floating on the green
tields of Gloucestershire - or rather two rafts loosely roped

together, for most of the buildings are arranged in two

“Semestru”. “Campus”. Ce s-au mai americanizat
universitatile din zilele studetiei mele - sau poate e numai
o impresie, fiindcd am studiat la o universitate
traditionala. De fapt, cand am intrat eu la Oxford,
institutia de aici exista deja. E una dintre cele botezate,
cred, “universitdtile verzi” si e cu adevarat foarte verde,
aflata in punctul unde lunca raului Severn pdtrunde in
Cotswolds*. “Universitatea din Glouchester” - desi este
mai aproape de Cheltenham. Poate intemeietorii s-au
gandit cd numele unui oras cu o mare catedrald va da
institutiei mai multd demnitate. “Universitatea din
Cheltenham” ar suna, cumva, mai putin convingator. In
orice caz, iat-o, ca o giganticd plutd de ciment navigand

pe campiile verzi din Gloucestershire - mai bine zis ca
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clusters separated by landscaped grounds and an artificial
lake. A courtesy bus chugs round the service roads all day,
dropping and picking up people as in an airport car-park.
Jasper Richmond, the Head of English and Dean of
Humanities, explained to me that the original plan,
conceived in the utopian sixties, envisaged a huge campus
like an American state university, accommodating thirty
thousand students. They started building at each end of the
site, Arts at one end and Sciences at the other, confident that
they would soon fill up the intervening acres. But costs rose,
the money supply dwindled, and in the nineteen-eighties
the Government realized that it would be much cheaper to
convert all the polytechnics universities with a stroke of the
pen than to enlarge the existing ones. So Gloucester
University is unlikely ever to have many more than its
present population of eight thousand students, and the
open spaces between the Arts and Science buildings will
probably never be filled in. “We’re an architectural allegory

of the Two Cultures, I'm afraid,” Jasper Richmond said, with

doud plute, legate intre ele cu odgoane, fiindca
majoritatea cladirilor sunt grupate in doi ciorchini,
despartiti de gradini geometrice si de un lac artificial. Un
autobuz gratuit pufdie toatd ziulica pe drumurile de
acces, incdrcand si debarcdnd pasageri, ca in parcarea
imensd a unui aeroport. Jasper Richmond, seful catedrei
de Engleza si decan al Umanioarelor, mi-a explicat ca in
planul originar, conceput in utopistii ani ‘60, era prevazut
un campus imens, ca al unei universitdti de stat
americane, in care sa incapd treizeci de mii de studenti.
Au inceput constructia din ambele parti ale santierului,
de la Arte la un capat la Stiinte, la celdlalt, increzatori ca
vor umple pogoanele din mijloc cat ai zice peste. Numai
cd au crescut costurile, fondurile s-au subtiat, iar in anii
‘80 Guvernul si-a dat seama cd este mult mai ieftin sa
convertesti, dintr-o trasdtura de condei, toate politehnicile
in universitati, decat sa le dezvolti pe cele existente. Ca
atare, este improbabil ca Universitatea din Gloucester sa

mai aibd vreodatd o populatie studenteascd mai mare
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a wry smile, as we looked out over the campus from his

tenth-floor office in the Humanities Tower towards the

distant Science buildings.

David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

[p. 10-11]

decat cei opt mii de studenti cu care se fileste acum, iar
terenurile virane dintre cladirile Artelor si cele ale
Stiintelor nu vor fi, probabil, umplute niciodata. “Ma tem
cd suntem o alegorie arhitectonici a celor Doud
Culturi**”, mi-a spus Jasper Richmond, cu un zdmbet
silit, in timp ce, din biroul lui de la etajul zece al cladirii
Umanioarelor, admiram améandoi campusul, pand hat in

zare, la indepartatele cladiri ale Stiintelor.

[p. 21-22]

* Tinut deluros in sud-vestul Angliei, in Gloucestershire.

** Romancierul C.P. Snow, Baron de Leicester (1905-1980), a formulat
teoria celor “doud culturi” in conferinta The Two Cultures and the
Scientific Revolution (1959), in care dezvolta teza cd intre cultura
literatilor si cea a oamenilor de stiintd incetase orice comunicare.
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‘They may be quite clever as parodies,” Ralph says. ‘1
really can’t judge, because I don’t read much contemporary
fiction. I haven’t got the time. But -’

“You should read Helen’s novels, Messenger,” says
Carrie. “They’re good.’

‘I'm sure they are,” says Ralph. “And one day I shall
make up for the omission.’

‘I'd much rather you didn’t,” says Helen. ‘But go on.”

‘I was going to say, as attempts to answer the
question they’re hopelessly anthropomorphic.’

‘What's anthropo - what’s it mean?” Simon asks.

‘Bzzzz!” Mark makes a noise like the interrupt buzzer
in a TV quiz show. “Treating non-human things as if they

were human.”

“Very good, Polo,” says Ralph. ‘It’s like the animals in

: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

— Probabil cd au talent de parodisti, zice Ralph. Zau
cd nu pot sd judec, nu prea citesc romane contemporane.
N-am timp. Dar ...

— S-ar cddea sd citesti romanele lui Helen, Messenger,
spune Carrie. Sunt foarte bune.

— Nu mai indoiesc. Intr-o buni zi voi repara aceastd
greseala.

— As prefera sd n-o faci, zice Helen. Dar termina-ti
ideea.

— Ceea ce voiam sa observ este cd sunt dezamadgitor de
antropomorfe, ca incercdri de a raspunde la intrebare.

— Ce-i aia antropo... ce inseamnd? intreabd Simon.

— Bzzz! Mark produce un sunet ca soneria de
atentionare dintr-un concurs TV de culturd generala.
Inseamni a trata lucrurile neomenesti ca si cand ar fi
umane.

— Foarte corect, Polo, zice Ralph. Cum se intampla cu
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Walt Disney films, Sock.”

‘What was the question?” Carrie asks.

‘What is it Like to be a Bat?’ says Helen. ‘It’s the title
of a philosophical article.”

“Yes, it sounds like one,” says Carrie

‘Another philosopher recently posed the question,
What is it Like to be a Thermostat? * says Ralph.

‘It's cool, on and off, says Mark, raising some
chuckles.

‘Good one, Polo,” says Ralph.

‘He was joking, I presume, this philosopher?’” says
Helen.

‘No,” says Ralph. ‘He was perfectly serious. If
consciousness is information processing, then perhaps
anything that processes imformation, in however humble a
way, should be described as conscious. Pan-psychism, it’s
called in the trade. The idea is that consciousness is a basic
component of the universe, like mass and energy, strong

force and a weak force. I don’t really buy it myself.”

97

animalele din filmele lui Walt Disney, Sock.

— Dar care era intrebarea? se intereseaza Carrie.

— Ce inseamna sa fii liliac? raspunde Helen. Este titlul
unui articol de filosofie.

— Asa si sund, spune Carrie.

— Alt filosof si-a pus, recent, intrebarea Cum e si fii un
termostat? anuntd Ralph.

— E OK, ba te incingi, ba te racesti, intervine Mark,
starnind cateva chicoteli.

— E bung, Polo, il laudd Ralph.

— Presupun cd glumea, filosoful dsta? protesteaza
Helen.

— Ba, deloc, zice Ralph. Era céat se poate de serios.
Constiinta inseamnd procesarea informatiei; daca-i asa,
atunci orice lucru care proceseaza informatia, sub orice
formd, oricat de simpld, trebuie considerat constient. in
domeniul nostru, dsta se numeste panpsihism. Constiinta,
sustine aceastd teorie, este o componentd de bazd a

universului, ca masa si energia, fortele tari si fortele slabe.
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‘Why not?” Helen ask.

‘It has a whiff of transcendentalism about it. People
who are keen on it tend to be kindly disposed towards
oriental religion.”

‘Why don’t you want Messenger to read your
books?” Emily asks Helen, with frank curiosity.

Helen seems a little discomfited by the question. ‘It’s
just that when people read your books because they know
you, it tends to distort the reading experience. Especially if
they don’t normally read literary fiction.” She turns to
address Ralph. ‘I'm surprised you don’t, though, since
you're so interested in consciousness. It's what most

modern novels are about.’

‘Oh, I read some when I was younger,” Ralph says.
‘The early chapters of Ulysses are remarkable. Then he

seemed to get distracted by stylistic games and crossword

Eu, personal, nu subscriu.

— De ce? intreaba Helen.

— Pentru cd-mi miroase a transcendentalism. Oamenii
carora le place teoria sunt predispusi spre religiile
orientale.

— De ce te opui ca Messenger sa-ti citeascd romanele?
intreaba Emily curioasa.

Helen pare usor descumpadnita de intrebare.

— Din cauza faptului ca atunci cand cineva iti citeste
cartile fiindca te cunoaste, existd tendinta ca lectura sa nu
fie obiectiva. Mai ales atunci cand persoana respectivd nu
citeste in mod obisnuit romane.

Se intoarce spre Ralph, zicand:

— Dar ma surprinde cd nu citesti romane, dacd te
intereseaza atat de mult constiinta. Majoritatea
naratiunilor moderne cu asta se ocupa.

— O, am citit si eu cateva, in tinerete. Primele capitole

din Ulise sunt remarcabile. Dupd care, Joyce s-a ldsat

ademenit de jocuri stilistice si rebusuri.
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puzzles.’

‘What about Virginia Woolf?’

‘Too genteel, too poetic. All her characters sound like
Virginia Woolf. My impression is that nobody has

improved on Joyce in that line. Am I right?’

‘Probably,” says Helen. “The stream of consciousness

novel as such is rather out of fashion.”

[p. 97-98]

— Dar Virginia Woolf?

— Prea binecrescutd si liricd. Toate personajele ei
vorbesc si gandesc ca Virginia Woolf. Am impresia ca,
dupd Joyce, nimeni n-a mai avansat in directia respectiva.
Am sau nu dreptate?

— Probabil cd da, concede Helen. Romanul fluxului

constiintei, ca atare, este astdzi demodat.

[p. 125-126]
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Punch had always occupied a priviledged place in
Henry’s consciousness. His mental images of England and
the English were first formed by the creased and dog-eared
back numbers he and William pored over as boys in New
York. When he was taken to England for the first time since
infancy, at the age of twelve, and looked about him, his eye
had already been trained by the woodcuts of Leech. By the
time he returned as a young man, Punch, its pictorial range
now extended by Keene and Du Maurier, was his guide, his
Baedeker and Bradshaw, for the interpretation and
negotiation of English social life. Experience soon revealed
its limitations for this purpose, but Du Maurier’s cartoons -
the drawings rather than the sometimes ponderous text
beneath them - recorded a fine-grained satirical observation

of social behavior that Henry found helpful and suggestive
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Punch ocupase intotdeauna un loc aparte in
congtiinta lui Henry. Primele imagini mentale despre
Anglia si despre englezi si le formase studiind atent in
copilarie numerele vechi, mototolite si cu colturile
indoite, impreunda cu William, la New York. Cand il
duseserd pentru prima oarda in Anglia, la varsta de
doisprezece ani, si privise de jur imprejur, avea ochiul
deja antrenat de gravurile in lemn ale lui Leech. Cand
revenise, ca barbat tandr, Punch, cu sectiunea imagistica
de-acum largita de Keene si Du Maurier, ii era indrumar,
ghid turistic si cdlauza in interpretarea si abordarea vietii
sociale engleze. Experienta ii puse rapid in lumina
limitele acestui domeniu, dar desenele lui Du Maurier -
mai mult desenele decat textul, uneori greoi, de dedesubt

- transpuneau observarea cu finete satiricd a
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as, shifting his base restlessly between America and Europe
in the 1870s, he developed his own ‘“international” fiction of
manners. When he visualized his English characters, when
he dressed them and had them sit down and stand up and
walk about and converse in various public and domestic
settings, his mental images were often in black and white, as
if one of Du Maurier’s tableaux had come to life. Du
Maurier understood perfectly how dress and décor told you
a person’s class or caste, while their features and posture
gave you their individual characters. It was this tension
between conformity and individuality, expressed in line
and shading, that was the secret of Du Maurier’s art - and

perhaps, Henry sometimes thought, of a man himself.

It wasn’t until 1878, two years after he has decided

irrevocably to make his literary career in London, that they
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comportamentului social, pe care Henry o gdsi utila si
sugestivd in timp ce, mutandu-si fard remuscare sediul
din America in Europa, in anii ‘70 isi construia propria
fictiune comportamentald “internationald”. Cand isi
vizualiza personajele britanice, cand le imbrdca, le facea
sa se aseze sau sd se ridice, sa umble de colo colo si sa
poarte conversatii in diverse context publice si domestice,
in mintea lui, imaginile erau adesea alb-negru, ca si cum
vreunul dintre tablourile lui Du Maurier ar fi prins viata.
Du Maurier intelegea perfect modul in care
imbrdcamintea si purtarea iti puteau dezvalui clasa
sociala sau casta careia ii apartinea cineva, in timp ce
trasaturile si tinuta tradau caracterele individuale.
Tensiunea aceasta creatda intre conformism si
individualitate, exprimatd in linii si umbre, constituia
secretul artei lui Du Maurier - si poate, medita Henry
uneori, chiar al omului insusi.

Abia in 1878, la doi ani dupa ce luase hotdrarea

irevocabila de a-si construi o cariera literara la Londra, se
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actually met, at one of the notorious one hundred and seven
evening engagements he accepted that winter. Henry was
amused to discover that the draughts-man whose figures -
especially his upper-class beauties and their escorts -
seemed to be growing taller and taller by the week in the
pages of Punch, was himself quite short and slight in
stature. He held himself straight and squared his shoulders
to make the most of his inches, and in every other respect he
was a good-looking man, with delicately chiseled features,
flared nostrils, and a mop of soft wavy hair that the balding
Henry could only envy. He was a wispy moustache and
imperial that seemed to fit his name and profession. His
natural expression in repose was rather melancholy, but in
company he was always smiling and animated. The two
men took to each other, on that and subsequent occasions
when they met. Du Maurier was commissioned, at Henry’s
suggestion, to illustrate the magazine serialization of
Washington Square in 1880. The drawings were deemed

disappointing by the publishers, and in truth by the novelist
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cunoscuserd efectiv, cu ocazia uneia din celebrele o suta
sapte invitatii la cind pe care le acceptase in sezonul acela.
Pe Henry il amuzase sd descopere ca desenatorul ale
cdrui personaje - mai ales frumusetile din inalta societate
si insotitorii lor - pdreau sa creascd sdptamanal in
indltime in paginile revistei era in realitate destul de
scund si de pirpiriu. Se tinea drept si tragea de umeri, ca
sd nu piarda nici un centimetru, si era, din toate celelalte
puncte de vedere, un barbat prezentabil, cu trdsaturi
delicat sculptate, nari largi si un ciuf de par ondulat pe
care Henry, care incepuse sd cheleascd, nu putea decat
sa-l invidieze. Afisa o mustata subtire, imperiald, parca pe
masura numelui si a profesiei sale. Expresia naturald, in
repaus, ii era una aproape melancolicd, dar in compania
altora era intotdeauna zambitor si animat. Cei doi se
pldcurd si cu ocazia aceea, si cu cele care urmard. La
propunerea lui Henry, lui Du Maurier i se dadu sa
ilustreze varianta in foileton a Piefei WWashington, publicata

in revista in 1880. Desenele fura considerate o dezamagire
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himself. But it had been a misconceived project - Du
Maurier was out of his natural element with a story set in
New York, which he had never seen. Henry felt partly
responsible for the failure, and his anxiety to smooth the
waters ruffled by this little contretemps only served to bring
the two men closer together. He had long entertained the
idea of writing an article for one of the magazines about Du
Maurier’s work, and asked if he might call on the artist to
discuss it with him, a proposal that elicited a prompt
invitation to New Grove House. After a very agreeable
summer’s day, spent looking through portfolios in the
morning and rambling over the Heath in the afternoon,
Henry was urged to call on any Sunday thereafter without
formality. As the Du Mauriers lived so far out of town, they
made themselves available to their friends in this way, and

expected to feed them.

[p. 40-41]
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de catre editori si chiar si de romancier. Fusese insa un
proiect prost gandit de la inceput - Du Maurier nu era in
elementul sdu natural in povestea a cdrei actiune se
desfasura la New York, oras pe care nu-l vdzuse
niciodatd. Henry se simtea partial rdspunzdtor pentru
esec, iar dorinta profunda de a calma spiritele starnite de
acest mic incident nu fdcu decat sa-i apropie si mai mult
pe cei doi. Nutrea de mult ideea de a scrie pentru o
revistd un articol despre activitatea lui Du Maurier si ceru
permisiunea artistului de a-i face o vizitd pentru o
discutie, propunere care se solda cu o invitatie prompta la
New Grove House. Dupad o foarte agreabild zi de vard,
petrecutd cu rasfoirea portofoliilor de lucru, dimineata, si
cu o plimbare pe cAmp dupd-amiaza, Henry fu indemnat
sd revind oricand, duminica, fara formalitati. Dat fiind ca
locuia atat de departe de oras, familia Du Maurier se
punea astfel la dispozitia prietenilor, stiind ca va trebui sa
ii si hraneasca.

[p. 54-56]
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To kill his time Henry put on his overcoat and went
out to post his letters himself, instead of giving them to the
hotel reception desk, where he paused however to bespeak
a late supper for himself, the Comptons, and Balestier, who
was on his way from London by train. The meal would be
either a celebration or a wake. After calling at the Post
office, he strolled along the marine promenade. There were
few people about on this cold winter afternoon. The tide
was out, far, far out, and the sun, largely obscured by cloud,
was setting over the flat wet sand and an almost invisible
sea. An inordinately long skeletal pier stretched from the
shore towards the horizon, as if it had set off to bridge the
Irish Sea and lost heart. It seemed absurd that he, Henry
James, the “distinguished man of letters’, the cosmopolitan
author equally at home in London, Paris, Rome and New

York, should have fetched up here in the middle of winter,
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Pentru a-si omori timpul, isi imbraca paltonul si iesi
sd puna singur scrisorile la postd, in loc sd le dea celor de
la receptia hotelului, unde se opri insd pentru a comanda
o cind tarzie pentru sine, familia Compton si Balestier,
care venea de la Londra cu trenul. Masa avea fie sa
sdrbdtoreascd un success, fie si se transforme intr-un
priveghi. Dupa vizita la postd, facu o plimbare pe faleza.
In aceastd dupi-amiaza rece de iarnd, erau putini oameni.
Marea era departe, foarte departe, la reflux, iar soarele, in
cea mai mare parte ascuns sub nori, apunea peste nisipul
ud si neted, peste apa aproape invizibilda. Un ponton
scheletic, neobisnuit de lung, se intindea dinspre mal
catre orizont ca si cum si-ar fi propus sd faca un pod peste
Marea Irlandei, dar si-ar fi pierdut energia. Parea absurd
ca el, Henry James, “distinsul om de litere”, autorul

cosmopolit care se simtea la fel de in largul sau la Londra,
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in this flat and featureless provincial resort, on the very rim
of civilization as it seemed, anxiously to await the
determination of his fate as an aspirant playwright. At the
thought he gave a loud, barking guffaw of self-mocking
laughter, which caused a gentleman passing by to look at
him sharply and disapprovingly, obviously under the
impression that he was drunk.

Henry went on to the theatre. The man in the little
cubby holeby the stage door recognized him. ‘There’s
nobody in from the company, Mr. James. They’re all having
a rest this afternoon.”

‘I know,” said Henry. ‘Thank you. I merely wish to
reassure myself about some details of the set.’

He mooned around the stage for some time, fidding
with the props for the first scene, ‘A Parisian Parlour’, by
the dim illumination of a single gaslight, and adjusting the
placing of the chairs by an inch or two. The curtain was
down for some reason. On an impulse he parted the two

flaps, stepped out in front of the curtain, and looked into the
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Paris, Roma si New York, sa fie azvarlit aici in miez de
iarnd, in statiunea aceasta platd si fara personalitate, parca
de la marginea lumii civilizate, asteptand emotionat sa i
se hotdrascd soarta de dramaturg aspirant. Gandul acesta
ii provocd un hohot de ras tare, ca un ldtrat, la adresa
propriei persoane, care fdcu un trecator sa il priveasca
atent si dezaprobator, evident convins cd era beat.

Isi continud drumul spre teatru. Birbatul din ghereta
de la intrarea actorilor il recunoscu.

— N-a venit nimeni din trupd, domnu’ James. Se
odihnesc toti dupad-amiaza.

— Stiu, zise Henry. Multumesc. Vreau doar sda mai vad
niste detalii la decor.

Se invarti o vreme pe scend, facandu-si de lucru cu
recuzita din primul tablou, “Un salon parizian”, la
lumina stinsd a unei singure lampi cu gaz, si rearanjind
scaunele cu cate doi-trei centimetri. Dintr-un motiv sau
altul, cortina era lasatd. Fara sa stie nici el de ce, departa

cele doud parti, pdsi in fata ei si privi in haul enorm al
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enormous maw of the dark, empty auditorium. He waited a sdlii Intunecate si goale. Asteptd cateva momente, pand
few moments till his eyes accommodated to the gloom and ochii i se obisnuird cu bezna si se asigurd cd era singur.
he was quite sure he was alone. Then, gravely and Apoi, grav si calculat, exersd o plecaciune.
deliberately, he practised a bow.

[p. 122-123] [p. 144]
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1893 began inauspiciously for Henry with an attack of
gout, his first experience of this painful affliction, possibly
brought on by drinking in the New York with tumblers of
hot punch at a gathering of friends at Gosse’s house. Gosse
was always lavish with liquor on such occasions,
compensating no doubt for the austere abstinence of his
puritanical upbringing. Immobilised in the flat he wrote to
his friend, only half in jest, ‘I feel it is the beginning of the
end.” He would be fifty in April. He had, even by the most
wildly optimistic estimates, fewer years left than he had
lived, and he was oppressed by the consciousness of
unfulfilled ambitions, declining vitality and diminishing
reserves of time. He felt he was in danger of losing his
identity as a writer, falling into a void between a fading
reputation as a novelist and a still elusive one as a
dramatist. If he could only attain the latter he felt sure he

would have the strengths and the confidence to revive the
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1893 incepu prost pentru Henry, cu un atac de guts,
prima experienta in domeniul dureroasei boli, provocat
probabil de intampinarea noului an cu pahare de punch
fierbinte la intalnirea cu prietenii din casa lui Gosse. In
astfel de ocazii, Gosse era intotdeauna darnic cu bautura,
vrand fard indoiald sa compenseze austera abstinenta care
ii caracteriza educatia. Imobilizat in casd, fi scrisese
amicului sdu, doar pe jumatate in gluma:” Am impresia ca
acesta este inceputul sfarsitului”. In aprilie avea si
implineasca cinzeci de ani. Chiar si in varianta cea mai
optimistd, mai avea de trdit mai putini ani decat trdise
pana atunci si era apdsat de constiinta ambitiilor
neimplinite, a vitalitatii in declin si a rezervelor de timp
in scddere. Se simtea in pericol de a-si pierde identitatea
ca scriitor, de a se prabusi in haul dintre reputatia tot mai
palidd ca romancier si cea inca evazivd ca dramaturg. Era

convins cd, daca si-ar fi putut-o asigura pe cea de-a doua,
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former. Meanwhile he was tormented by the spectacle of
other writers - Kipling, Wilde, Thomas Hardy, for instance,
not to mention Mrs Humphry Ward - getting the kind of
attention and praise that he felt was his due; felt, but could
not openly admit even to his closest friends without
appearing pathetically weak and envious. Instead he put
these complicated misgivings and yearnings into a short

story that he called “The Middle Years’.

[p. 167]
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ar fi avut si forta, si increderea in sine necesare pentru a o
reinvia pe prima. Pana atunci, era chinuit de imaginea
altor scriitori - Kippling, Wilde, Thomas Hardy, de
exemplu, ca sd nu mai vorbim de dna Humphry Ward -
care se bucurau de atentia si laudele care, in opinia lui, li
se cuveneau; opinie pe care nu o putea impadrtdsi deschis
nici mdcar prietenilor celor mai apropiati, farda a pdrea
jalnic de slab si de invidios. In schimb, puse toate aceste
sentimente si dorinte complicate intr-o povestire pe care o
intituld “Anii de mijloc”.

[p.193]
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It was difficult, in any case, to turn his back decisively
on the drama as long as Guy Domville continued to play at
St. James’s and its future remained uncertain. Favourable
reviews continued to appear and were passed to him by
friends: an intelligent one from George Bernard Shaw in the
Saturday Review, which addressed directly and effectively
the philistine arguments of The Times, and was marred only
by rather fulsome praise of Alexander’s performance; one in
the Pall Mall Gazette, by a writer whose name, H.G.Wells, he
did not recognize, which described the play as ‘finely
conceived and beautifully written’, and another by a female
critic in a magazine called Woman who found ‘the behavior
of the pit and gallery inexplicable’, and concluded: ‘The
setting of the last act, ‘the white parlour” at Mrs Peverel’s
home, Porches, was one of the most perfect stage interiors I
have ever seen.” This typically feminine gush of enthusiasm

for the décor made him smile, but the review was not
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Era oricum greu sd intoarca hotarit spatele teatrului,
atata vreme cat Guy Domuille continua sa se joace la St
James si viitorul sdu ramanea indecis. Cronicile pozitive
continuau sa aparda si prietenii i le trimiteau: una
inteligenta a lui George Bernard Shaw in Saturday Review,
care rdspundea direct si eficient falselor argumente din
The Times, pe care nu o stricau decét laudele cam umflate
la adresa jocului lui Alexander; una in Pall Mall Gazette, a
unui autor al cdrui nume, H.G.Wells, nu-i spunea nimic,
care prezenta piesa drept “fin conceputd si minunat
scrisd”, si o alta semnata de o femeie intr-o revista care se
numea Woman, care gdsea “purtarea randurilor din
fundul sdlii si a galeriei inexplicabild” si conchidea:
“Decorul ultimului act, “salonul alb” de la Porches, casa
dnei Peverel, este unul dintre cele mai desadvarsite

S

interioare pe care le-am vazut vreodatd pe scend”.

Izbucnirea de entuziasm tipic feminind pentru decor il
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imperceptive.

From these sources, and from conversations with friends
like Gosse and Elizabeth Robins who had been present at
the first night, he began to reconstruct the sequence of
events which had led up to his own wunsuspecting
appearance at its deplorable climax: the wuniversally
applauded first act which seemed to presage a great
success; the hesitant beginning of the second act, the rude
mockery of Mrs Saker’s costume by the gallery and pit, the
consequent collapse of her confidence and its disastrous
effect on the other actors; the growing hubbub of jeering
and barracking as the third act drew to its close.
Information about the mysterious telegram received by
Alexander had leaked out, and there was speculation in the
press that the performance had been maliciously disrupted
by a hired claque. Someone who had been present wrote a
letter to the Pall Mall Gazette claimingthat the upper boxes

were filled by men who looked far too rough to be able to
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fdcu sd zadmbeascd, dar cronica nu era total lipsitda de
receptivitate.

Din aceste surse si din conversatiile cu prietenii care,
ca Gosse si Elizabeth Robins, fusesera de fata la premiera,
incepu sd reconstruiascd insiruirea de evenimente care
dusese la aparitia lui, fard a banui nimic, in momentul cel
mai deplorabil: primul act, aplaudat de toatd lumea, care
pdrea sa anunte un mare succes; inceputul ezitant al celui
de al doilea, batjocura cruda la adresa costumului dnei
Saker, pornitd de la galerie si din fundul sdlii, pierderea
totald a increderii in sine ca rezultat si efectul sadu
dezastruos asupra celorlalti actori; galdgia tot mai mare
provocatd de zeflemele si mdscdri pe mdsurd ce actul al
treilea se apropia de sfarsit. Informatii despre misterioasa
telegrama primita de Alexander iesiserd la iveald si presa
facea speculatii cu privire la posibilitatea ca spectacolul sa
fi fost intentionat perturbat de o grupare pldtita. Cineva
care fusese de fata trimise o scrisoare cdtre Pall Mall

Gazette, in care afirma ca lojile de sus erau pline cu barbati
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afford four shillings for a seat and who returned after the
entr’actes behaving as if they had been treated to strong
drink. Nothing was ever proved, however, to confirm these
suspicions, and the memory of how warmly Alexander was
received when he went back on stage to make his grovelling
curtain speech convinced him that the hostility of the
gallery and pit had been mainly directed at himself and his
play. But what became more and more obvious, as the total
picture became clearer, was that Alexander had betrayed
him by inviting him to take a bow, as surely as Judas
betrayed Jesus with a kiss in the Garden of Gethsemane.
The image of Alexander smiling beckoning him to come out
of the dark wings into the glare of the footlights was as
vivid to him as if it had just happened, but the smile now
seemed vulpine. He must have been well aware that,
despite the friendly applause from the more expensive
seats, the play had gone badly in the last two acts, and that
the cries of “Author!” from the gallery and the pit were not

expressions of enthusiasm, but on the contrary a device to
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cu o infdtisare mult prea aspra pentru a-si putea permite
sd pldteasca patru silingi pe bilet si care reveniserd din
antract purtandu-se ca si cum ar fi fost tratati cu bauturi
tari. Desigur nu se dovedi nimic care sd confirme aceste
suspiciuni, iar amintirea primirii calduroase care i se
facuse lui Alexander cand se intorsese pe scena pentru a-
si tine umilul discurs in fata cortinei ldsate il convinse ca
ostilitatea galeriei si a locurilor ieftine fusese indreptatd in
principal impotriva lui si a piesei lui. Dar ceea ce devenea
tot mai evident, pe masura ce se limpezea tabloul general,
era cd Alexander il trddase chemédndu-l sd iasa la rampa,
tot asa cum Iuda il trddase pe lisus prin sdrutul din
Gradina Ghetsimani. Imaginea actorului care ii zambea
fdcandu-i semn sd iasa din intunericul culiselor la lumina
ametitoare a reflectoarelor ii era la fel de vie ca si cand s-
ar fi intamplat ieri, doar cd acum zambetul i se pdrea
vulpesc. Fusese pe deplin constient cd, in ciuda
aplauzelor prietenesti de pe locurile mai scumpe,

spectacolul mersese prost in ultimele doud acte si
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lure him out of hiding in order to hurl abuse. Yet Alexander strigdtele de “Autorul, la rampa!” venite de la galerie si
had led him into the trap, presumably out of some din spatele sdlii nu erau expresia entuziasmului, ci
malicious impulse of revenge, a desire to make him share dimpotrivd, o stratagemad menitd sda il ademeneascd sa
something of the discomfiture that he and the other actors iasa din ascunzdtoare, pentru a-1 potopi cu insulte. Si
had endured for the past hour or two. Perhaps he hadn’t totusi, Alexander il impinsese in aceastd cursd, poate
anticipated the intensity of the storm of booing that ensued, dintr-o rautdcioasd dorinta de rdzbunare, din placerea de
Elizabeth Robins conceded, but he couldn’t for a moment a-l obliga sd impdrtdseasca discomfortul pe care el si
have supposed that Henry would receive a unanimously ceilalti actori il suferiserd in ultimul ceas sau doua. Poate
warm ovation from the audience. nu anticipase intensitatea furtunii de huiduieli care

urmase, admise Elizabeth Robins, dar era de neconceput
ca ar fi putut crede fie si timp de o clipa cad Henry avea sa
primeascd din partea unui asemenea public ovatii calde si

unanime.

[p. 277-279] [p. 314-316]
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Deafness is comic, as blindness is tragic. Take Oedipus,
for instance: suppose, instead of putting out his eyes, he had
punctured his eardrums. It would have been more logical
actually, since it was through his ears that he learned the
dreadful truth about his past, but it wouldn’t have the same
cathartic effect. It might arouse pity, perhaps, but not terror.
Or Milton’s Samson: ‘O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon,
/ Irrecoverably dark, without all hope of day” What a
heartbreaking cry of despair! ‘O deaf, deaf, deaf ...” doesn’t
have the same pathos somehow. How would it go on? ‘O
deaf, deaf, deaf, amid the noise of noon, / Irrecoverably deaf,
without all hope of sound.” No.

Of course, you could argue that blindness is a greater

affliction than deafness. If I had to choose between them, I'd
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Surzenia e comicd, la fel cum orbirea e considerata
tragicd. Sa-1 ludm, bundoard, pe Oedip: sa presupunem
ca, in loc sd-si scoatd ochii, si-ar fi gaurit timpanele. Ar fi
avut chiar mai mult sens, cdci, in definitiv, prin
intermediul auzului aflase oribilul adevar despre trecutul
sdu, doar cd n-ar fi avut acelasi efect cathartic. Mild poate
tot ar fi starnit, dar oroare in nici un caz. Sau sa-I ludm pe
Samson al lui Milton: “O, orb, orb, orb, in plind valvitaie a
zilei, / Beznd fird sperantd. Adio luming!”. Ce tipat sfasietor
de deznadejde! Cumva, “O, surd, surd, surd...” nu mai are
acelasi patos. Ia sa vedem cum ar veni mai departe? “O,
surd, surd, surd, in plind larmd a zilei, / Surd pentru
totdeauna, adio harmidlaie”. Nu merge.

Cu sigurantd, nu incape nici o indoiald cd e mult mai

grav sa fii orb decat sa fii surd. Dacd ar fi sd aleg,

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

go for deafness, I admit. But they don’t differ only in
degrees of sensory deprivation. Culturally, symbolically,
they’re antithetical. Tragic versus comic. Poetic versus

prosaic. Sublime versus ridiculous.

One of the strongest curses in the English language is
‘Damn your eyes!” (much stronger than ‘Fuck you! and
infinitely more satisfying - try it next time some lout in a
white van nearly runs you over). ‘Damn your ears!” doesn’t
cut it. Or imagine if the poet had written ‘Drink to me only
with thine ears...” It’s actually no more illogical than saying
drink with thine eyes. Both metaphors are equally
impossible concepts, in fact an ear is more like a cup than an
eye, and you could conceivably drink, or at least slurp, out
of an ear, though not your own of course... But poetical
isn’t. Nor would ‘Smoke gets in your ears” be a very catchy
refrain for a song. If smoke gets in your eyes when a lovely

flame dies it must get in your ears too, but you don’t notice
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recunosc ca as prefera sda fiu surd. Dar cele doua
handicapuri nu sunt net diferite numai din punct de
vedere senzorial. Si din perspectivd culturald, simbolicd,
sunt la poluri opuse. Tragic versus comic. Poeticul fata in
fata cu prozaicul. Sublimul indltandu-se maiestuos in fata
ridicolului.

Una dintre cele mai rele injurdturi in limba engleza e
“Fi-ti-ar ochii ai dracului!” (mult mai grava decat “Futu-
ti”, plus cd te simti de mii de ori mai bine cand o spui - cu
proxima ocazie, vd recomand cdlduros s-o urati
dobitocului de la volanul microbuzului care mai-mai sa
dea peste dumneavoastrd). “Fi-ti-ar wurechile ale
dracului!” n-are nici un zvac de damnare. Sau cum vi se
pare: “Soarbe-md cu urechile-ti ...”? De fapt, si sa-ti
doresti sa fii sorbit din priviri e o idee la fel de absurda.
Améandoua metaforele sunt impracticabile in aceeasi
madsurd, dar, daca e sda gandim logic, urechea aduce mult
mai bine cu o cupa decét ochiul si, teoretic, dintr-o ureche

se poate bea sau sorbi - mad rog, nu din propria ureche...
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and it and it doesn’t make you cry. ‘There’s more in this dar cumva nu e la fel de poetic sd sorbi din urechi cum e
than meets the ear’ is something Inspector Clouseau might sd sorbi din priviri. Sau ce impact ar mai avea refrenul
say, not Poirot. piesei Fumul iti incetoseaza privirea* dacd ar deveni Fumul

iti intrd in urechi ? Daca fumul iti intrd in ochi atunci cand
o adorabild flacdra se mistuie, inseamna ca iti intrd si in
urechi - doar cd nu-ti dai seama si nu plangi. lar “Sa
vedem ce se afld dincolo de hotarele urechii”, orice ati spune,

sund a inspectorul Clouseau, nu a Poirot.

The blind have pathos. Sighted people regard them with Orbii au patos. Toatd lumea se inghesuie plind de
compassion, go out of their way to help them, guide them compasiune sd-i ajute: ii iau de mana si-i trec strada, le
across busy roads, warn them of obstacles, stroke their atrag atentia sd nu se loveascd, le mangaie cainii
guide dogs. The dogs, the white sticks, the dark glasses, are insotitori. Oamenii raspund prompt, plini de empatie, la
visible signs of their affliction, calling forth an instant rush toate insemnele nenorocirii care i-a lovit pe orbi - caini,
of sympathy. We deafies have no such compassion- bastoane albe, ochelari negri. Noi, surzii, n-avem parte de
inducing warning signs. Our hearing aids are almost insemne la fel de clare care sd ne atraga compasiunea
invisible and we have no loveable animals dedicated to celor din jur. Aparatele noastre auditive sunt aproape
looking after us. (What would be the equivalent of a guide imposibil de remarcat, si nici prieteni necuvantdtori
dog for the deaf? A parrot on your shoulder squawking into devotati pana la moarte n-avem. (Chiar, oare ce animal s-
your ear?) Strangers don’t realize you're deaf until they’ve ar potrivi surdului? Poate un papagal pe umadr, sa-i
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been trying and failing to communicate with you for some croncdne tot timpul la ureche?) Cei din jur nu-si dau
time, and then it’s with irritation rather than compassion. seama cd esti surd, decat dupa ce se chinuie o bucata de
‘Thou shalt not curse the deaf, nor put a stumbling-block vreme sd comunice cu tine, iar cand, in sfarsit, inteleg
before the blind,” says the Bible (Leviticus, 19.14). Well, only cum stau lucrurile, cei mai multi sunt iritati, nicidecum
a sadist would deliberately trip up a blind person, but even induiosati. “Sd nu-l blestemi pe surd si nici sd pui
Fred lets out the occasional ‘Bloody hell” when she can’t get bolovani in calea orbului”, zice Biblia (Leviatan, 19.14). E
through to me. Prophets and seers are sometimes blind - adevdrat cd numai un sadic i-ar pune piedicd intentionat
Tiresias for instance - but never deaf. Imagine putting your unui orb; in schimb, pand si Fred mai scapd cate un
question to the Sybil and getting an irritable “What? What?’ “Futu-i!” cand nu pricep cu nici un chip ce-mi zice.
in reply. Uneori profetii si clarvazatorii sunt orbi - sd ni-1 amintim

pe Tiresias, de pildd -, dar niciodatd surzi. Cum ar fi sa
ajungi in sfarsit in fata Oracolului, sd-i adresezi intrebarea
care te framanta si sd auzi o voce plind de artag
raspunzand: “Ce? Ce?”.

[p. 14-15] [p. 20-22]

*Smoke Gets in Your Eyes (in engleza in original) - piesa compusd, in
1933, de Jerome Kern si Otto Harbach si interpretatd, de-a lungul
vremii, de artisti precum Louis Armstrong, Billie Holiday, Edith Piaf,
Keith Jarret si multi altii.
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Consonants are voiced at a higher frequency than Frecventa unei consoane e mai ridicatd decat cea la
vowels. I could hear vowels perfectly well - still can. But it’s care se rosteste o vocala. Dintotdeauna am auzit perfect
consonants that we mainly depend on to distinguish one vocalele, si acum le aud perfect. Ce ne ajutd sa deosebim
word from another. * “Did you say pig or fig?” said the Cat. “I un cuvant de altul sunt, insa, consoanele. “Ai zis porc sau
said pig,” replied Alice” Maybe the Cheshire Cat was a bit fort? intreabd Pisica. Am zis porc, raspunse Alice.” Probabil
deaf: it wasn’t sure whether Alice had used a bi-labial cd Pisica din Cheshire era putin surdd, dacd n-a reusit sa
plosive or a labio-dental fricative the first time she distingd intre o ocluziva bilabiald si o fricativa
pronounced the word, and being a well-brought-up labiodentala. Iar Alice sigur vorbea clar, cd doar era o fata
Victorian middle-class little girl she would have spoken educatd de familie bund - si victoriana pe deasupra.
very clearly.

[p. 20] [p. 28]
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She turned to face me and said more loudly what
sounded like ‘long stick’. I said, “What do you want a long
stick for?” My mind was already considering the
possibilities - to recover something that had rolled under
the bed? Or fallen down the back of a chest of drawers? She
came closer and said, ‘Saucepan. Long-stick saucepan.’
‘What's a long-stick saucepan?’ I said. “You mean a long-
handled saucepan?’ She raised her eyes to the heavens in
despair, and went back to the stove. I thought about it for a
minute or two, and then the penny dropped. ‘Oh, you mean

non-stick saucepan! It’s in the top right-hand cupboard.’

[p. 84]
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S-a intors cu fata spre mine si a zis mai tare ceva ce
aducea cu “bdt lung”.

— Ce sd faci cu un bdt lung? am intrebat-o, derulandu-
mi-se deja prin minte diferite posibilitati: poate vrea sa
scoatd ceva care s-a rostogolit sub pat? Sau care a cazut
dupa vreun dulap?

A venit mai aproape de mine si-a zis:

— Tigaia. Tigaia cu bat lung.

— Tigaia cu bdt lung ?! Adica cu coada lunga?

Si-a dat exasperatd ochii peste cap si s-a intors la
aragaz.

Am rdmas pe ganduri un minut sau doud, dupa care
mi-a picat fisa.

— Al Teflonul* il cauti! E sus, in dulapul din dreapta.

[p. 98]

*Personajul intelege long stick pan (“tigaie cu bat lung”), termen
inexistent in limba englezd, in loc de non-stick pan (“tigaie din
Teflon”)
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‘My mother’s deafness is very trifling you see — just nothing
at all. By only raising my voice, and saying two or three times
over, she is sure to hear; but then she is used to my voice’, says
Miss Bates in Emma. How subtly Jane Austin hints at the
politely disguised frustration and irritation of the company
at having to bear the repetition of every banal remark in
louder and louder tones for the benefit of old Mrs Bates. I
must be in a worse state than my fictional namesake,
because I'm used to Fred’s voice, but I still can’t hear what

she’s saying without a hearing aid.

[p. 85]
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“Mama n-are deloc probleme serioase de auz, e doar un
fleac. M-aude perfect, dacd ridic un pic vocea si repet doar de
doud, trei ori; dar cu vocea mea e mai obisnuitd decit cu altele”,
zice la un moment dat domnisoara Bates in Emma. Ce
subtil sugereazd Jane Austen iritarea, ascunsd sub masca
politetii, a celor care trebuie sd repete, pentru batrana
doamnad Bates, fiecare replicd, oricat de banala, de cateva
ori si din ce in ce mai tare. Se pare cad sunt intr-o stare
chiar mai grava decat tiza mea fictionald, pentru céa, desi
sunt obisnuit cu vocea lui Fred, nu aud ce-mi spune decat
dacd am aparatul auditiv in urechi.

[p. 99]
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Is there anything to be said in favour of deafness? Any
saving grace? Any enhancement of the other senses? I don’t
think so - not in my case anyway. Maybe in Goya’s. I read a
book about Goya which said it was his deafness that made
him into a major artist. Until he was in his mid-forties he
was a competent but conventional painter of no great
originality; then he contracted some mysterious paralytic
illness which deprived him of sight, speech and hearing for
several weeks. When he recovered he was stone deaf, and
remained so for the rest of his life. All his greatest work
belongs to the deaf period of his life: the Caprices, the
Disasters of the War, the Proverbs, the Black Paintings. All the
dark, nightmarish ones. This critic said it was as if his
deafness had lifted a veil: when he looked at human
behaviour undistracted by the babble of speech he saw it for
what it was, violent, malicious, cynical and mad, like a
dumb-show in a lunatic asylum. I saw the Black Paintings

some years ago, when I was in Madrid on a British Council

122

Are oare surzenia vreun avantaj? Oferd cumva vreun
soi de har compensatoriu? Ascute mai tare un alt simt?
Nu prea cred, cel putin nu in cazul meu. Poate in cazul
lui Goya sd fie adevdrat. Am citit intr-o carte despre el ca,
daca n-ar fi surzit, probabil cd n-ar mai fi ajuns un pictor
atat de mare. Pand la patruzeci si ceva de ani a fost un
pictor talentat, dar destul de conventional si lipsit de
originalitate; apoi a luat o boald bizara care l-a tinut la
pat, paralizat, afectindu-i grav vederea, auzul si
capacitatea de a vorbi timp de cateva saptamani. Cand
si-a revenit dupd boald, insd, era deja surd si asa a ramas
pentru tot restul vietii. Toate marile lui lucrari apartin
acestei perioade a surzeniei: Capriciile, Dezastrele
razboiului, Proverbele, Picturile mnegre. Toate picturile
intunecate, de cosmar. Criticul care a scris cartea e de
pdrere cd surzenia a ridicat un fel de val de pe ochii lui
Goya: cand atentia nu i-a mai fost distrasd de suvoiul

verbal al celor din jur, a vdzut clar ce ascunde
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lecture tour, and I went back to the Prado twice for another
look. Goya painted them as murals for his house in the
country - the local people called it La Quinta del Sordo, the
House of the Deaf Man - slapping the paint straight on to
the plaster, but later they were lifted off the walls and
transferred on to canvas. Now they’re in the Prado, Saturn
Devouring His Children, The Witches” Sabbath, Fight With Clubs
and the rest, predominantly black in pigment as well as
subject matter. But the one that always has the most
spectators lingering in front of it, intrigued and puzzled, is
lighter in colour tone than the others. It's known as the Dog
Overwhelmed By Sand (none of these titles was Goya’s). It
might be a modern Abstract Expressionist painting,
composed of three great planes of predominantly brownish
colour, two vertical and one horizontal, if it wasn’t for the
head of a little black dog at the bottom of the picture,
painted almost in cartoon style, buried up to its neck in
what might be sand, looking upwards pathetically and

apprehensively at a descending mass of more of the same

123

comportamentul acestora: violentd, rdutate, cinism,
nebunie, ca un spectacol stupid intr-un azil de nebuni.
Acum cativa ani am fost la Madrid la o conferintd a
Consiliului Britanic si am vazut Picturile negre. M-am dus
incd de douad ori la Prado dupd aceea sd le revad. Goya le-
a pictat direct pe peretii casei lui de la tara - localnicii ii
ziceau La Quinta del Sordo, Casa Surdului -, dar mai
tarziu au fost desprinse de pe pereti si transpuse pe
panza. Acum toate sunt expuse la Prado: Saturn
devordndu-si fiii, Sabatul vrdjitoarelor, Bitaie cu bite si toate
celelalte, intunecate atat cromatic, cat si tematic. Dar
lucrarea in fata careia zabovesc intotdeauna cei mai multi
privitori, intrigati si curiosi, are o cromaticd mai deschisa
decat celelalte. Este cunoscuta sub titlul Cainele in lesd
(nici unul dintre titlurile acestea nu i apartin lui Goya).
Aratd ca o picturd abstractd, expresionistd, compusd din
trei planuri mari, predominant maronii, douda verticale si
unul orizontal, dar in partea de jos a tabloului se vede

capul unui caine mic, negru, pictat aproape ca un desen
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stuff. There are lots of theories about what the picture animat, ingropat pand la gat in ceva ce pare a fi nisip,
means, like the End of the Enlightenment, or the Advent of privind in sus patetic si cumva inspdimantat de acea
Modernity, but I know what it means to me: it's an image of masda imensd, probabil tot de nisip, ce pare sd vind spre el.
deafness, deafness pictured as an imminent, inevitable, Exista multe teorii care incearca sda explice sensul
inexorable suffocation. tabloului, interpretandu-1 ca o reprezentare a sfarsitului

epocii luminilor sau a incepututului modernitatii, dar
pentru mine e clar ce semnifica: e o imagine a surzeniei,

surzenia infatisata ca o iminentd, inevitabila si inexorabild

sufocare.

Did Goya, I wonder, think he owed his greatness as an Ma intreb daca Goya era de pdrere cd datoritd
artist to his deafness? Was he grateful for the illness which surzeniei a devenit un mare pictor. Daca era in vreun fel
deprived him of his hearing? Somehow I doubt it. But it recunoscator bolii care l-a lasat farda auz. Cumva ma
must have crossed his mind that he was fortunate to have indoiesc. Dar probabil cd i-a trecut prin minte norocul pe
lost that sense rather than sight. In practical terms deafness care l-a avut pierzandu-si acest simt, si nu vederea. Din
is no handicap at all to a painter, in fact it could be an punct de vedere practic, surzenia n-ar avea de ce sd fie un
advantage, an aid to concentration - not having to make handicap pentru un pictor, ba s-ar putea sa fie chiar un
conversation with your sitters for instance. Whereas for a avantaj, ajutandu-1 sd se concentreze mai usor, prin faptul
musician it's the worst thing that could happen to you. cd nu trebuie sa stea de vorba cu modelele, de pilda. Nu
Beethoven is the great example. I read a book about him la fel stau lucrurile si cu muzicienii, pentru care pierderea
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too, Thayer’s Life - I have a kind of morbid interest in the
great deaf-ies of the past. I was surprised to discover how
young he was when he became deaf, only twenty-eight. He
caught a chill which developed into a serious illness not
quite as severe as Goya’s, but it left him with impaired
hearing, hair-cell damage probably, which steadily
worsened for the rest of his life. When he first became
aware of it, he was chiefly known as a virtuoso musician
and conductor, careers that were obviously impossible to
pursue with hearing loss, and that was why from then
onwards he concentrated exclusively on composing. So I
suppose you could argue that deafness was responsible for
his greatness as an artist too, like Goya’s, but Beethoven
certainly didn’t look at it in that way, as a blessing in
disguise. He was distraught when he realized he was losing
his hearing, searched frantically for cures (none of which
worked of course), and was afflicted with spells of deep
depression, cursing his Maker and sometimes

contemplating suicide. He swore to secrecy those of his
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auzului ar fi cel mai groaznic lucru cu putintd. Beethoven
este exemplul cel mai grditor in acest sens. Am citit
despre el o carte, biografia lui Thayer - am un soi de
interes morbid pentru biografiile marilor surzi din trecut.
Am fost surprins sa aflu cat de tanar era cand si-a pierdut
auzul - n-avea decat doudzeci si opt de ani. A avut o
rdceald care a degenerat intr-o boald mai gravd, nu atat
de gravd ca in cazul lui Goya, dar i-a afectat
auzul - probabil i-a distrus celulele senzoriale din
urechea interna -, iar deteriorarea a continuat progresiv
pana la sfarsitul vietii lui. Cand si-a dat seama ce i se
intdAmpld, era cunoscut in principal ca interpret stralucit si
dirijor, ambele fiind, intr-un mod cat se poate de evident,
cariere imposibil de continuat fdra simtul auzului, de
aceea, de atunci inainte, s-a concentrat aproape exclusiv
asupra compozitiei. Asadar, s-ar putea spune ca tot
surzenia l-a facut un mare artist, ca si pe Goya, desi mad
indoiesc ca Beethoven o privea in felul acesta, ca pe o

binecuvantare dincolo de masca bolii si a suferintei. Cand
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friends in whom he confided his plight, fearing that he
would lose all professional credibility if it became widely
known. And for a long time he was surprisingly successful
in concealing it, partly by avoiding society, and partly by
feigning absent-mindedness when he failed to hear
something said to him. But as all deafies know, these
strategies have a certain cost: they make the subject seem
withdrawn, unsociable, curmudgeonly. Six years after he
began to go deaf, when he have given up hope of a cure,
Beethoven wrote a letter, addressed to his two brothers, but
in a way to everybody who knew him, evidently designed
to be read after his death, explaining the “secret cause’ of his
off-putting temperament and manner. It's known as the
‘Heiligenstadt Testament’, because he wrote it in a little
village of that name outside Vienna to which he had
withdrawn for six month of solitary rest on the advice of his

doctor. [...]
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a auzit cd Incepe sd-si piarda auzul a fost devastat, a
cautat innebunit leacuri (dintre care, desigur, nu l-a ajutat
nici unul), a cdzut pradd wunei depresii crunte,
blestemandu-si creatorul si uneori contempldnd insasi
posibilitatea sinuciderii. Si-a obligat prietenii care-i stiau
chinul sd jure ca n-o sa divulge secretul, temandu-se cd o
sd-si piardd toata credibilitatea profesionald dacd lumea
afla despre nenorocirea sa. $i a reusit vreme indelungata
sd-i pdcaleasca pe cei din jur, o datd pentru cd nu mai
iesea in lume si apoi pentru cd se prefacea distrat atunci
cand nu reusea sa auda cuvintele ce ii erau adresate. Dar,
asa cum stiu toti surzii, strategia asta are dezavantajele ei:
te face sd pari incuiat, nesociabil si uneori chiar mojic. La
sase ani dupd ce a inceput sd surzeascd, atunci cand
pierduse orice speranta sa-si mai recapete vreodata auzul,
Beethoven a redactat o scrisoare adresatd celor doi frati ai
sdi, dar intr-un fel tuturor celor care il cunosteau,
conceputa in mod evident pentru a fi cititd de toatd lumea

dupd moartea lui, in care explica “motivul secret” al
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It's a very poignant document, an outpouring of
suppressed emotion, a cry wrung from the heart. [...]

The references to the flute and the shepherd remind me
of Philip Larkin, unable to hear the larks singing in the sky
when he was walking with Monica Jones in the Shetlands.
They also evoke the Pastoral Symphony, which Beethoven
composed six years later, a supreme musical evocation of
sounds that himself hadn’t heard for more than a decade.
Nor could he hear the music itself when it was performed. I
suppose he heard something - but what? A faint distorted
version of the score, like a concert heard on a cheap portable
radio with a fading battery? Or was he able, by watching
the musicians, to re-create in his imagination the full

richness of symphonic sound, and hear it inside his head
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comportamentului sdu ursuz. Scrisoarea e cunoscutd sub
titlul de “Testamentul de la Heiligenstadt”, un satuc de
langa Viena unde Beethoven se retrdsese, Ia
recomandarea medicului, pentru sase luni de odihna
solitara. [.......... ]

E un document impresionant, un suvoi de emotii
reprimate, un tipdt sfasietor. [.......... ]

Referirile la flaut si la pastor mi-au amintit de Philip
Larkin si de neputinta lui de a auzi ciocarliile cantand in
vazduh in ziua in care se plimba cu Monica Jones prin
tinutul Shetland. Mi-au amintit de asemenea de Simfonia
pastorald, scrisdé de Beethoven sase ani mai tarziu, o
evocare sublimd de sunete pe care marele compozitor nu
le mai putea auzi de mai bine de zece ani. Si nici concertul
n-a avut cum sa-l1 auda. Presupun ca in urechi ii rdsuna
totusi ceva - dar ce? O versiune infundata si
distorsionatd, ca un concert pe care-1 asculti la un radio
portabil ieftin si cu bateriile pe duca? Sau poate ca,

privindu-i pe membrii orchestrei, putea sa refaca in minte
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like a modern iPod user? I fear the former is more likely. toatd bogatia simfoniei, auzind-o cumva din interior, asa
cum, in zilele noastre, o poate asculta un utilizator de
iPod? Tare md tem ca prima variantd e cea mai apropiata

de realitate.

[p. 85-87] [p. 99-103]
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Then Sylvia Cooper, wife of the former Head of History,
engaged me in one of those conversations in which your
interlocutor says something that sounds like a quotation
from a Dadaist poem, or one of Chomsky’s impossible
sentences, and you say ‘What?" or ‘I beg your pardon?” and
they repeat their words, which make a banal sense the
second time round.

“The pastime of the dance went to pot’, Sylvia Cooper
seemed to say, ‘so we spent most of the time in our shit, the

cow’s in-laws finding they stuttered.’

‘What?’ I said.
‘I said, the last time we went to France it was so hot we
spent most of the time in our gite, covering indoors behind

the shutters.”

129

Apoi am purtat cu Sylvia Cooper, sotia fostului sef al
catedrei de istorie, una dintre conversatiile acelea in care
initial ai impresia cd interlocutorul tdu recitd fragmente
din poezii dadaiste sau rosteste o insiruire de cuvinte ce
seamand incredibil de mult cu imposibilele propozitii ale
lui Chomsky, dar cand il rogi sd repete ceea ce a spus, iti
dai seama ca de fapt era ceva cat se poate de banal.

— Obiceiul dansului a ajuns in clantd, mi s-a pdrut
initial c-a zis Sylvia Cooper, si ne-am petrecut cea mai
mare parte a timpului lungiti in melasd, ferindu-ne de
zdpdceala in dosul cucoanelor impiedicate.

- Ce?

— Am zis ca ultima oard cand am ajuns in Franta ne-
am petrecut cea mai mare parte a timpului stand in casd,

ferindu-ne de zdpuseald in dosul obloanelor intunecate.
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‘Oh, hot, was it?’ I said. ‘That must have been the — A, asa de cald era? Asta trebuie sa fi fost in vara lui
summer of 2003.” 2003.

“Yes, we seared our arses on bits of plate, but soiled my — Da, ne-am ars cururile pe niste carcase, dar ma tem
cubism, I'm afraid.’ ca s-a ales praful de cubism.

‘I'm sorry?’ — Pardon?

‘We were near Carcasonne. A pretty place, but spoiled — Am mers din curiozitate la Carcasonne. Dragut, dar
by tourism, I'm afraid.’ din pdcate stricat de turism.

‘Ah, yes, it’s the same everywhere these days,” I said - Da, asta se intampld acum cu toate locurile
sagely. interesante, am zis eu sfdtos.

— Dar eu repar sherry. Vai, ce se mai chinuiau un rac si

‘But I do mend sherry. Crap and Sargasso pained there, o sargasa in adancul vailor de acolo. E un loc extraordinar
you know. There’s a lovely little mum of modern tart.’ al tartei moderne.

‘Sherry?’ I said hesitantly. — Sherry? am spus eu, sovdind un pic.

‘Céret, it’s a little town in the foothills of the Pyrenees,’ — Céret, un ordsel de la poalele Pirineilor, repeta
said Mrs. Cooper with a certain impatience. ‘Braque and doamna Cooper usor iritatd. Braque si Picasso se duceau
Picasso painted there. I recommend it.” sd picteze acolo. Vd recomand cu cadldura locul.

‘Oh yes, I've been there,” I said hastily. ‘It has a rather — A, da. Am fost acolo. Au o galerie de artd moderna
nice art gallery. destul de drdguta.

“The mum of modern tart.” — Mama tartei moderne.
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‘Quite so,” I said. I looked at my glass. ‘I seem to need a — Exact, am zis eu. Mi-am aruncat privirea spre
refill. Can I get you one?’ pahar. S-ar parea ca trebuie sa ma duc sd-mi iau ceva de

baut. Pot sd va aduc ceva de la bar?

To my relief, she declined. Spre usurarea mea, n-a vrut nimic.

[p. 114] [p. 131]
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I recalled an interesting observation about collocations
of happy in a book on corpus linguistics I reviewed years
ago, and after a short search I found it. In a small corpus of
1.5 million words the most frequent lexical collocates of
happy in the three words occurring before and after it were
life and make. Not surprising: we all desire a happy life, we
all like things which make us happy. The next most
common collocates were: entirely, marriage, days, looked,
memories, perfectly, sad, spent, felt, father, feel, home. I am
struck by how many of them are keywords in my own
pursuit of happiness, or lack of it, especially the nouns:
marriage, memories, father, home. Of the verbs, feel is

obviously the verb most frequently combined with happy,

132

Acum cativa ani am dat undeva de o idee interesanta
in legdtura cu sintagmele in care apare cuvantul fericit.
Era parcd intr-o carte despre lingvisticd la care am fost
referent. [-am cdutat titlul pe internet si am gasit-o destul
de repede. Intr-un fond mic, de 1,5 milioane de cuvinte,
sintagmele lexicale cele mai frecvente in care apare
cuvantul fericit includ cuvintele trai si a face. Nici nu e de
mirare: cu totii ne dorim un trai fericit si tuturor ne plac
lucrurile care ne fac fericiti. Pe urmatoarele locuri am
gasit: foarte, mariaj, moment, a pdrea, amintire, absolut, trist, a
petrece, tatd, a simti, neam. Sunt izbit de numadrul mare de
cuvinte, in principal substantive, care se regdsesc in

propria mea idee despre ce determind succesul - sau
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counting feel and felt as one. Predictably the only adjective
among the words, apart from happy itself, is its opposite,
sad. It surprised me that the most common adverbs
qualifying happy in the corpus were entirely and perfectly,
rather than, say, ‘fairly’ or ‘reasonably’. Are we ever
entirely, perfectly happy? If so, it’s not for very long. The
most interesting word is days. Not day, but days. Larkin has
a wonderful poem called ‘Days’, which also contains the

word happy.

What are days for?
Days are where we live.
They come, they wake us

Time and time over.
They are to be happy in:

Where can we live but days?

The familiar, nostalgic collocation happy days doesn’t

133

insuccesul - unui om, in goanna dupd fericire: mariaj,
amintire, tatd, neam. Dintre verbe, cel mai des folosit este,
evident, a simfi, la toate timpurile. Cum era si de asteptat,
singurul adjectiv care se foloseste des in combinatie cu
fericit e trist. Am fost surprins sd aflu ca adverbele care se
combind cel mai des cu fericit sunt foarte si absolut. Ma
asteptam sd fie mai degraba ceva de genul destul de sau
suficient de. Poate omul sa fie absolut fericit? Dacd da, nu se
poate sd fie asa decat pentru un timp foarte scurt. Cea mai
interesantd mi s-a pdrut sintagma cu zile. Larkin are o
poezie superbd, intitulatd Zile, in care gasim intr-adevar si
cuvantul fericit:

De ce existi zilele?

Ca s-avem unde tri.

Ele vin si ne trezesc

lar si iar, mereu.

Ca s-avem unde fi fericiti:

Cum altfel am putea trdi, decat in zile?

Nu avem in poezie chiar zile fericite, bine-cunoscuta
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actually occur in the poem, but it’s inevitably evoked; it
echoes in our heads as we read, and reminds us of the
transience and deceptiveness of happiness. The days we live
in always inevitably disappoint, by not being as happy as
they were, or as we falsely believe they were, in ‘the good
old days’, when ‘those were the days’. But where can we
live but days?

Ah, solving that question

Brings the priest and the doctor
In their long coats

Running over the fields
A footnote to the above: it occurred to me that negative
particles might have been omitted from the analysis of
collocations of happy, so I did a check on the small corpus I
have on CD here at home, and sure enough, entirely happy is
frequently preceded by not or some other negative word
like never. But perfectly is usually unqualified. In fact the
distribution is almost exactly equal: not entirely happy occurs

about as often as perfectly happy, and entirely happy is as rare
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sintagmd, dar este cu sigurantd sugeratd. Ideea ne rasuna
explicit in minte in timp ce citim versurile, amintindu-ne
de caracterul tranzitoriu si inseldtor al fericirii. Fiecare
noua zi ne dezamadgeste, pentru cd nu mai suntem la fel
de fericiti cum eram sau cum credeam ca suntem in
“zilele noastre bune”, in vremurile de altddatd. Dar in ce
altd zi s traim, dacd nu in asta de azi?
Ah, pe vraci si preot raspunsul 1i aduce

Fugind in lungi mantale peste camp.

N.B. Mi-am dat seama ca e foarte probabil ca din fondul
folosit pentru analiza colocatiilor lui fericit sa fi fost omise
particulele negative, asa cd am hotdrat sa fac o mica
verificare, incluzandu-le si pe ele, in baza de date cu
expresii pe care-o am pe CD acasd. Cum era de asteptat,
in fata lui foarte fericit gasim frecvent particule negative
cum ar fi nu sau cuvinte negative precum niciodatd.

Sintagma absolut fericit, insa, e folosita doar rareori cu alti
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as not perfectly happy. I wonder why? Corpus linguistics is
always throwing up interesting little puzzles like that. I
looked up deaf a few years ago in the biggest corpus of
written and spoken English available, about fifty million
words, and the most common collocation, about ten per
cent of the total, was fall on deaf ears (counting fall as a
lemma, standing for all forms of the verb). Now it’s no
surprise that the main contribution of deaf to English
discourse is as part of a proverbial phrase signifying stupid
incomprehension or stubborn prejudice; what’s puzzling is
the verb fall, given that the human ear is positioned to
receive sound waves from the side, not from above. And
the enigma is not peculiar to English. A quick dictionary
search revealed that German has auf taube Ohren fallen,
French has tomber dans l'oreille d'un sourd, and Italian cadere
sugli orecchi sordi. Subject there for another article that never

got written.
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determinanti. Distributia e, de fapt, aproape egala: nu
foarte fericit apare cam de acelasi numar de ori ca absolut
fericit; iar foarte fericit e la fel de des intalnit ca si absolut
nefericit. Ma intreb de ce. Lingvistica de fond e plind de
dileme din astea care asteaptd raspuns. Acum cativa ani
am cdutat surd in cel mai mare fond de cuvinte din limba
engleza de pand acum - 50 milioane de cuvinte. Cea mai
frecvent intalnita colocatie a lui surd in limba engleza -
vreo zece procente din totalul sintagmelor gasite - este a
cddea in urechi surde* (unde a cidea poate fi folosit la orice
timp). Sigur ca da, nu e nici un fel de surpriza cd cea mai
importanta contributie a cuvantului surd la fondul lexical
al limbii engleze este ca element al unei expresii care
denotd prostie sau incdpatanare. Ce e frapant, insd, e
verbul a cidea, si anume din motivul ca urechea umana e
facutd pentru a primi semnale din lateral, nu de sus. Iar
enigma asta nu apare doar in engleza. M-am uitat rapid
prin cateva dictionare online si am vazut ca in germand

avem auf taube Ohren fallen, in franceza tomber dans l’oreille
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d’un sourd, iar in italiana - cadere sugli orecchi sordi.
Incd un subiect pentru un articol pe care n-am chef sa-1

scriu.

[p. 245] (p. 273-274]

*Explicatiile care urmeazd se aplicd exclusiv la expresia in limba
engleza to fall on deaf ears, a cdrei traducere adecvata in limba romana
(a vorbi la pereti, a vorbi cu cineva care n-are urechi s-audd) Il-ar
pierde ori pe “a cddea”, ori pe “surd”, ori pe amandoua.
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A Man of Parts

Harvill Secker, 2011

Barbatul facut din bucati

Traducere si note de Ona Frantz, Editura Polirom, 2011
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In the spring of 1944 Hanover Terrace, a handsome row
of Nash town houses on the western perimeter of Regent’s
Park, is looking distinctly war-worn. Its cream stucco
facade, untended since 1939, is soiled, cracked and peling;
many windows, shattered by bomb blast or shock waves
from the anti-aircraft guns on Primrose Hill, are boarded
up; a house towards the end of the terrace, hit by an
incendiary bomb, is a gutted shell, stained with smoke. The
elegant arcade running the length of the building, which
serves as a communal porch for the front doors of the
houses, is chipped and flanking, as are the massive Doric
columns supporting the building’s central feature - a
pediment framing statuary of classical figures engaged in
various useful and artistic pursuits, two of whom have lost

their heads and one an arm. The goddess who formely
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In primdvara anului 1944, Hanover Terrace, un sir
aratos de locuinte urbane Nash* - de pe latura vesticd din
Regent’s Park, are un aspect vizibil deteriorat de razboi.
Fatada din stuc crem, de care n-a mai avut nimeni grija
din 1939, e murdard, crdpatd si se scorojeste; multe
ferestre, a cdror sticld a fost spulberatd de exploziile
bombelor ori de undele de soc ale tunurilor antiaeriene de
pe Primrose Hill, sunt bdtute in scanduri; dintr-o casa
aflata spre capatul sirului, lovitd de o bomba incendiard, a
rdmas doar o carcasd goald, varstatd de fum. Eleganta
arcadd ce se intinde pe toatd lungimea constructiei,
servind drept verandd comuna pentru usile principale ale
locuintelor, e ciobitd si se faramiteaza, la fel ca si masivele
coloane dorice care sustin ornamentul central al cladirii -

un fronton cu statuete antice reprezentand diverse

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

stood on the apex of the pediment, clasping an orb, has been
removed as a potential danger to people below if she should
be suddenly toppled by an explosion; and the cast-iron
railings that, smartly painted in black and gold, used to
divide the service road and its shrubbery from the park’s
Outer Circle, were long ago cut down and taken away to

make munitions.

Only one house, number 13, has been permanently
occupied throughout the war by its owner, Mr H.G. Wells.
During the London Blitz of 1940 - 41 he was frequently
teased with the suggestion that this might prove an unlucky
number, to which he responded, consistent with a lifetime’s
contempt for superstition, by having a bigger ‘13’ painted
on the wall beside his front door. He stubbornly refused to
move to the country, saying ‘Hitler (or in male company,

‘that shit Hitler") is not going to get me on the run’, and
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indeletniciri artistice sau mestesugdresti, dintre care doua
si-au pierdut capetele, iar una, un brat. Zeita care statea
odinioard in varful frontonului, strdngand in maini o
sferd, a fost indepdrtata pe motiv cd reprezenta un
potential pericol pentru oamenii care treceau pe sub ea, in
caz ca vreo explozie ar fi rdsturnat-o pe neasteptate; iar
grilajele de fonta vopsite elegant in negru si auriu, ce
delimitau drumul de acces cu tufele lui de aleea
exterioara a parcului, au fost doborite de mult si trimise la
o fabrica de munitie.

O singurd locuintd, cea cu numadrul 13, a fost
permanent ocupata pe toatd durata razboiului de
proprietarul ei, domnul H.G. Wells. In timpul
bombardamentului asupra Londrei din 1940 - 41, era
adesea tachinat, sugerandu-i-se cd numadrul acela ar putea
sd se dovedeascd nenorocos, iar el, consecvent in
dispretul sdu dintotdeauna fatd de superstitii, raspundea
zugravindu-si un “13” incd si mai mare pe zid, in dreptul

usii din fatd. A refuzat cu incdpdtanare sa se mute la tara,
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stayed put in Hanover Terrace as, one by one, his
neighbours slunk off to safe rural havens and their houses

were occupied by sub-tenants or left empty.

As long as he was physically able to do so H.G. put on a
tin hat and took his turn at fire-watching from the roof of
Hanover Terrace, partly from a sense of patriotic duty and
partly from a personal solicitude for the Aubusson carpet in
his drawing room. It also gave him a gloomy satisfaction to
observe from, as it were, a grandstand seat, the fulfillment
of his prophecy as far back as 1908, in his novel The War in
the Air, that future wars would be dominated by air power
and involve the destruction of cities and civilian
populations by indiscriminate bombing. Admittedly he had
been mistaken in assuming that this strategy would be
carried out mainly by enormous airships, big as ocean

liners, rather than aeroplanes, but given the state of
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spunand cd Hitler (sau, in cercurile exclusiv masculine,
“rahatul dla de Hitler”) “n-o sa ma puna pe mine pe fugd”
si a rdmas cuminte la Hanover Terrace in vreme ce, unul
cate unul, vecinii lui se furisau cdtre refugii rurale, iar
locuintele lor erau ocupate de subchiriasi sau ramaneau
goale.

Cata vreme l-au tinut puterile, H.G. si-a pus cascd de
soldat si a fdcut de garda la semnalarea incendiilor, pe
acoperisul din Hanover Terrace, pe de o parte dintr-un
simt al datoriei patriotice, iar pe de altd parte din grija
pentru covorul Aubusson din salonul lui. Mai avea si
satisfactia sumbrd de-a urmdri de la tribund, pe viu,
implinirea profetiei pe care o fdacuse inca din 1908, in
romanul Razboiul aerian, cum cd rdzboaiele viitorului vor
fi dominate de puterea aeriana si vor implica distrugerea
oragelor si a populatiei civile prin bombardamente
neselective. E drept, s-a inselat cand a presupus cd o astfel
de strategie avea sa fie executatd in principal de aeronave

uriase, cat niste transatlantice, nu de avioane, dar avand

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

141
aeronautical engineering in 1908 that was not such a wild in vedere situatia ingineriei aeronautice din 1908, n-a fost
guess, and certainly didn’t seem so a few years later when chiar asa o presupunere la noroc, cu atat mai putin cativa
German Zeppelins appeared in the night sky over England. ani mai tarziu, cand zepelinele germane s-au ivit pe cerul
Penguin Books considered The War in the Air still noptii deasupra Angliei. Penguin Books a considerat in
sufficiently relevant to the current war to reissue it in 1941, 1941 cd romanul Razboiul aerian avea incd suficientd
with a brief new Preface by himself that concluded with an relevantd pentru conflagratia ce se desfasura in acel
epitaph he wished to have inscribed on his tombstone: ‘I moment, astfel incat 1-a reeditat, cu o prefata a autorului
told you so. You damned fools’. insusi, ce se incheia cu un epitaf pe care acesta si-1 dorea

gravat pe piatra de mormant: “V-am spus eu, nerozi
afurisiti”.
[p. 9-10]
[p. 3-4]

*Cladirile insiruite ce inconjoara Regent’s Park si parcul insusi sunt
operele arhitectului si designerului ambiental britanic John Nash
(1752-1835)
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— “The War that Will End War’ ... That didn’t enhance
your reputation as a prophet.

— Oh, don’t rub it in. I've lost count of the number of
times I've been asked to eat those words. I didn’t mean it as
a simple prediction - but as an aim. I said in that very first
article that we might go under. I just wanted to emphasise
what was at stake, why it was worth fighting the war to the
death. And I said we must avoid a vindictive triumph if we
won - good counsel which was ignored in the event, with

disastrous consequences.

— But you ruled out a negotiated peace. ‘There can be no

negotiated settlement.” That attitude, which was widely
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— “Rdzboiul care va pune capat razboiului” ... Asta
nu ti-a sporit reputatia de profet.

— Of, nu-mi mai rdsuci cutitul in rand. Nici eu nu mai
stiu de cate ori mi s-a cerut sd-mi inghit cuvintele acelea.
Nu le-am gandit ca pe o simpld prezicere, ci ca pe un tel.
Am spus chiar in acel prim articol ca s-ar putea sa
ajungem intr-o situatie grea. Voiam doar sd subliniez ce
mizd era in joc, de ce merita sd luptdm pand la moarte in
acel razboi. Si am mai spus ca trebuie sa evitdm un triumf
vindicativ in cazul in care castigam - un sfat bun, care a
fost ignorat cand a venit vremea, ceea ce a dus la
consecinte dezastruoase.

— Dar ai exclus din discutie o negociere a pacii. “Nu

poate exista nici o intelegere diplomaticd.” Atitudinea
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shared, led to a four-year war of attrition, mostly fought
over the same narrow strip of territory, and the loss of

millions of lives.

— Nobody foresaw it would last so long. And that was
mainly the fault of the military establishment, their total
lack of imagination about tactics and weaponry. They could
think of nothing except an artillery bombardment which
was supposed to disable the enemy trenches, but more often
than not failed to do so, followed by an infantry charge
across no man’s land into a hail of machine-gun fire. I
invented tanks - I mean the idea of them - in 1903, in a
short story called “The Land Ironclads’, but nobody thought
of making them until halfway through the war, and they

weren’t really effective until it was nearly over.

— But your journalism at the beginning of the war brought

you into alliance with every dyed-in-the-wool patriot and
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aceasta, care a fost impartdsita pe scara larga, a dus la un
razboi de uzura care a durat patru ani, a fost purtat in
cea mai mare parte pe o fasie de teritoriu ingusta si s-a
soldat cu pierderea a milioane de vieti.

— Nimeni n-a anticipat cd va dura atat de mult. lar asta
a fost in principal vina conducdtorilor militari, a totalei
lor lipse de imaginatie in privinta tacticilor de razboi si-a
armamentului. Nu erau in stare sd se gandeasca la nimic
altceva decat la bombardamente de artilerie cu care cica
trebuiau scoase din uz transeele inamice, dar care mai
mult esuau deciat nimereau, urmate de cite un atac al
infanteriei peste no man’s land drept 1in ploaia de foc a
mitralierelor. Eu am inventat tancurile - adica ideea lor -
in 1903, intr-o povestire intitulatda Cuirasatele terestre, insa
nimeni nu s-a gandit sd le fabrice pand pe la jumdtatea
rdzboiului, si nici n-au fost foarte eficiente pana aproape
de sfarsit.

— Dar articolele tale de presd de la inceputul

razboiului te-au facut aliat cu toti patriotii inraiti si
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jingoist in the country. Didn’t that worry you?

— Not for some time. You know what it was like in
England in the early months - a kind of hysteria gripped the
country. The shock of finding ourselves at war was
converted into a Crusade mentality. Bishops identified the
Allied cause with Christianity. Men mobbed the recruiting
offices to join up. Boys and middle-aged men falsified their
ages to get into the army.

— And the germans were demonized with stories,
mostly faked, of atrocities committed in Belgium. Vesta
Tilley sang ‘“We don’t want to lose you but we think you
ought to go’ at recruiting rallies, and childrenhanded out
white feathers to the men who didn’'t immediately
volunteer.

— I never approved of the white feather business. My
Daily Chronicle articles rode on a tide of popular feeling in
which there was a lot of meretricious rubbish mixed up

with idealism.
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nationalistii extremisti din tara. Asta nu te-a ingrijorat?

— La inceput, nu. Stii cum era in Anglia in primele luni
- un fel de isterie cuprinsese toatd tara. Socul de-a ne
pomeni in rdzboi a fost convertit intr-o mentalitate de
cruciadd. Episcopii au identificat cauza Aliatd cu
crestinismul. Oamenii luau cu asalt birourile de recrutare
ca sd se inscrie. Pustani si barbati trecuti de prima tinerete
isi falsificau varsta ca sa fie primiti in armata.

— Jar germanii erau demonizati in povesti,
majoritatea false, despre atrocititi comise in Belgia.
Vesta Tilley canta “Nu vrem sd te pierdem, dar ar trebui
sd te duci” la adunarile pentru recrutari si copiii le
inmanau cite o pana alba barbatilor care nu se ofereau
numaidecat voluntari pentru front.

— N-am fost niciodatd de acord cu treaba asta cu
penele albe. Articolele mele din Daily Chronicle s-au
sprijinit pe un val de sentimente populare in care
idealismul era amestecat cu o multime de vulgaritati

ieftine.
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— It wasn’t just those articles, though, was it? There
were letters to the papers. One to the Times, for instance,
calling for the civilian population to be armed to resist a
German invasion. ‘Many men, and not a few women, will
turn out to shoot Germans. And if the raiders are so badly
advised as to try terror-striking reprisals on the Belgian
pattern, we irregulars will, of course, massacre every

German straggler we can put a gun to.”

— I can’t defend that. It wasn’t really a practical
suggestion, and the authorities just laughed at it. But I
thought we should demonstrate to the world that the entire
nation were committed to resisting german militarism. Very
early in the war Charlie Masterman summoned a whole lot
of writers to a meeting in Whitehall to ask what we could
do to boost morale in the country. We were an oddly
assorted bunch, but very distinguished - Robert Bridges,

Henry Newbolt, Granville Barker, Barrie, Conan Doyle,
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— Dar n-a fost vorba doar de acele articole, nu-i asa?
Au fost si scrisori trimise la ziare. Una pentru Times, de
pilda, care indemna la inarmarea populatiei civile
pentru a se opune invaziei germane. Numerosi birbati si
nu putine femei vor iesi in fatd ca sd impuste germani. lar
dacd invadatorii vor fi atdt de prost sfatuiti incdt sd
recurgd la represalii care sd semene teroarea asupra
teritoriului Belgian, atunci bineinteles cd noi, trupele
neregulate, vom masacra toti soldatii germani ritdciti
care ne vor intra in bdtaia pustii.

— N-am cum sd apadr textul acesta. Nu era o propunere
concretd, iar autoritdtile s-au multumit sd rada la asa
ceva. Dar am considerat cd trebuia sd demonstram lumii
cd intreaga natiune era hotdrata sa reziste in fata
militarismului german. Pe la inceputul rdzboiului, Charlie
Masterman a convocat o multime de scriitori la o
reuniune la Whitehall ca sa ne intrebe cum puteam sa
ridicim moralul tdrii. Eram un grup foarte eterogen, dar

remarcabil - Robert Bridges, Henry Newbolt, Granville
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Chesterton, Gilbert Murray, John Masefield, Arnold of Barker, Barrie, Conan Doyle, Chesterton, Gilbert Murray,
course, and me, and lots of others I can’t remember, some of John Masefield, Arnold, desigur, eu si multi altii de care
them liberal, some conservative - and there was no way we nu-mi aduc aminte, unii dintre ei liberali, altii
would all agree on anything, so I suggested we should each conservatori ... $i n-a fost chip sa ne putem pune de
act individually. As I did. In retrospect, some things I wrote acord in vreo privinta, asa cd am propus sa actioneze
in the heat of the moment were ill-judged. fiecare pe cont propriu. Cum am fdcut eu insumi.

Judecand retrospectiv, unele lucruri pe care le-am scris in

inflacdrarea acelor momente n-au fost intelepte.

. 457-459
[p | [p. 419-420]
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- It was strangely appropriate that Amber gave birth
on the day you finally had to give her up, the last day of
the year - the last day of the decade indeed - making the
end of a chapter in your life.

— And it also marked the end of my association with the
Fabian.

— Though you’d already resigned, in 1908.

— I resigned over policy issues. But what you might call
sexual politics continued to be a cause of contention
between me and the Old Gang, apart from Shaw. My affair
with Amber, following on from the one with Rosamund,
brought their disapproval to the boil. When it became
public they turned their backs on me completely. There was
no further possibility of my collaborating with them to

convert Britain to socialism.

— Was it ever likely in the long run?
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— A fost o potrivire stranie ca Amber sa nasca in ziua
in care a trebuit in sfarsit sa renunti la ea, ultima zi a
anului - ba chiar ultima zi a deceniului -, marcind
finalul unui capitol din viata ta.

— A mai marcat si sfarsitul asocierii mele cu fabienii.

— Cu toate ca demisionasesi deja inca din 1908.

— Am demisionat din pricina unor chestiuni politice.
Dar ai putea spune ca politicile sexuale au continuat sa
reprezinte un motiv de controversa intre mine si Vechea
Gascd, cu exceptia lui Shaw. Idila mea cu Amber,
urmandu-i celei cu Rosamund, a facut ca nemultumirea
lor sa dea in clocot. Cand a ajuns publica, mi-au intors
spatele definitiv. Nu mai exista nici o posibilitate de-a
colabora cu ei ca sd convertim impreund Anglia la
socialism.

— Existase vreodatd posibilitatea de-a se intampla

C ONTEMPORARY

L ITERATURE P RESS

http://editura.mttlc.ro

Bucuresti 2012



David Lodge: A Reader. Parallel Texts.

— Probably not, in hindsight. But we might have come to
that conclusion in an amicable, reasonable manner, and
without wasting so much time and energy on futile

intriguing and backbiting.

— In Experiment in Autobiography you take some of the
blame for that. ‘No part of my career rankles quite so
acutely in my memory with the conviction of bad
judgement, gusty impulse and real inexcusable vanity, as

that storm in the Fabian teacup.’

— It was partly my fault. But it was because I believed in the
sexual liberation of women, and acted on that belief, that we
fell out. I didn’t seek scandal, I didn’t boast about my
relationships with women to whom I wasn’t married, but if
these affairs became public knowledge through no fault of
mine, I refused to deny or apologise for them. It was my

openness, or brazenness as they saw it, and the fact that
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asta candva?

— Probabil cd nu, dacd privim totul in lumina
evenimentelor ulterioare. Dar am fi putut ajunge la
concluzia asta intr-o maniera amicald, rezonabild, fara sa
risipim atata timp si energie cu masinatii si vorbe de rdu
pe la spate.

— In Experiment autobiografic iti asumi o parte de
vina in toate astea. Nici o laturd a carierei mele nu-mi
otrdveste atdt de puternic amintirile cu convingerea cd
am dat dovadi de judecatd strambd, de o impulsivitate si
o vanitate cu adevdirat impardonabile precum furtuna
aceea din paharul cu apd fabian.

— Chiar a fost partial vina mea. Dar cearta a pornit
pentru ca am crezut in eliberarea sexuald a femeilor si am
actionat in virtutea acelui crez. N-am cautat scandalul, nu
m-am ldudat cu relatiile pe care le aveam cu femei cu care
nu eram casdtorit, insd atunci cand relatiile acestea au
devenit publice, chiar dacd nu din vina mea, am refuzat

sd le tdgdduiesc sau sa-mi cer iertare pentru ele.
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Jane supported me, that shocked and frightened people like
Pease and the Blands and the Webbs. But of course I

couldn’t write openly about that in the Autobiography.

— Granted that you were trying honestly to live out your
belief in Free Love, wasn't it rather tactless to do so with

the virgin daughters of prominent Fabians?

— I didn’t pursue them: they went after me. And I could
never refuse an overture from a woman - it just isn’t in my
nature.

- You weren’t getting your own back on your
opponents in the Fabian by deflowering their daughters?

— There might have been a bit of that in the affair with
Rosamund, I suppose. It started just after Pease and Bland
and Sidney Webb began to block my attempts to reform the
Society. I can’t say I was irresistibly attracted to her, and

there was a kind of satisfaction in undertaking the sexual
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Franchetea mea, sau neobrdzarea - cum au considerat-o
ei, si faptul cd Jane ma sprijinea au fost lucrurile care i-au
socat si i-au speriat pe oameni precum Pease, sotii Bland
sau sotii Webb. Dar sigur cd nu puteam sa scriu despre
asta in Autobiografie.

— Acceptand faptul ca ai incercat cu toata onestitatea
sa-ti traduci in realitate crezul amorului liber, n-a fost o
lipsa de tact din partea ta sa faci asta cu fiicele virgine
ale unor fabieni de frunte?

— N-am fugit eu dupd ele - ele m-au dorit. $i n-as
putea vreodatd sd refuz o propunere din partea unei
femei ... pur si simplu nu e-n firea mea.

— Te razbunai pe opozantii tai din Societatea
Fabiana deflorandu-le fiicele?

— Se poate sa fi fost o farama de rdzbunare in idila cu
Rosamund, presupun. A inceput imediat dupd ce Pease,
Bland si Sidney Webb s-au apucat sd-mi blocheze
incercdrile de-a reforma Societatea. N-as putea spune cd

eram irezistibil atras de ea si exista un soi de satisfactie in
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education of this girl under her hypocrite father’s nose. But
Amber was a genuine love affair. I missed her horribly after

we had to part.

— These were both very young women, half your age.
Looking at the matter from the point of view of those who
disapproved, your affairs put them under tremendous
emotional pressure, alienated them from their parents for
long periods, thrust them into the complexities of adult
relationships before they were fully mature, and made
them objects of wounding gossip and scandal. Was this

fair on them?

— Well, all I can say is that neither of them bore me any
resentment. I had a letter from Amber to that effect just

before the war which pleased me greatly.

[p. 367-368]
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educarea sexuald a acestei fete chiar sub nasul tatdlui ei
ipocrit. Dar cu Amber a fost o poveste de dragoste
adevdrata. Mi-a lipsit ingrozitor dupa ce am fost siliti sa
ne despdrtim.

— Amandoua erau foarte tinere, aveau doar jumatate
din anii tdi. Privind chestiunea din punctul de vedere al
celor care le dezaprobau, relatiile tale le-au adus pe
aceste fete intr-o stare de tensiune emotionala
formidabila, le-au instrainat de parinti vreme
indelungata, le-au impins in plina complexitate a
relatiilor adulte inainte de-a se fi maturizat complet si
le-au facut obiect de barfe dureroase si de scandal. A
fost corect fata de ele?

— Mad rog, tot ce pot sd spun este ca nici una din ele nu
mi-a purtat picd vreodatd. Chiar inainte sd izbucneasca
rdzboiul am primit o scrisoare de la Amber care imi

dadea de inteles lucru asta, ceea ce m-a bucurat imens.

[p. 337-338]
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A David Lodge Chronology

[Born in London on 28 January 1935]

1955 - BA at the University College London.

1955-1959 - National Service in the British Army.

1959 - MA at the University College London.
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Cronologie David Lodge

[Nascut la 28 ianuarie 1935, la Londra]

1955 - Licentiat in filologie la University College, Londra.
1955-1959 - Serviciul militar in cadrul armatei Britanice.
1959 - Master in filologie la University College, Londra.
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1960 - PhD at the University of Birmingham;
Fiction: The Picturegoers, London: MacGibbon & Kee.

1960-1987 - taught English at the University of Birmingham.

1962 - Fiction: Ginger, You're Barmy, London: MacGibbon &
Kee.

1964-1965 - Harkness Fellowship in the United States.

1965 - Fiction: The British Museum is Falling Down, London:
MacGibbon & Kee.

1966 - Literary criticism: Graham Greene, Columbia University
Press;

Language of Fiction: Essays in Criticism and Verbal Analysis of
the English Novel, London: Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1969 - Visiting associate professor at the University of
California, Berkeley.

1970 - Fiction: Out of the Shelter, London: Macmillan;
(revised 1985).

1971 - Literary criticism: Evelyn Waugh, Columbia University
Press;
The Nowvelist at the Crossroads and Other Essays on Fiction
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1960 - Doctor in filologie la Universitatea din Birmingham;
publica romanul: The Picturegoers, Londra, MacGibbon &
Kee.

1960-1987 - Profesor la Universitatea din Birmingham.

1962 - Publica romanul: Ginger, You're Barmy, Londra,
MacGibbon & Kee.

1964-1965 - Bursa de cercetare Harkness in SUA.

1965 - Publica romanul: The British Museum is Falling Down,
Londra, MacGibbon & Kee.

1966 - Publica volumele de criticd literard: Graham Greene,
Columbia University Press;

Language of Fiction: Essays in Criticism and Verbal Analysis of
the English Novel, Londra: Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1969 - Profesor asociat la Universitatea Berkeley, California.

1970 - Publica romanul: Out of the Shelter, Londra:
Macmillan.

1971 - Publica volumele de criticd literarad: Evelyn Waugh,
Columbia University Press;
The Novelist at the Crossroads and Other Essays on Fiction and
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and Criticism, London: Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1972 - Editor: 20th-Century Literary Criticism: A Reader,
London:
Longman.

1975 - Fiction: Changing Places, Secker & Warburg;
Hawthornden Prize and Yorkshire Post Book Award (Finest
Fiction) for Changing Places.

1977 - Henfield Creative Writing Fellow at the University of
East Anglia;

Literary criticism: The Modes of Modern Writing: Metaphor,
Metonymy and the Typology of Modern Literature, Edward
Arnold.

1980 - Fiction: How Far Can You Go? (published in the US as
Souls and Bodies), London: Secker & Warburg;
Whitbread Book of the Year for How Far Can You Go?

1981 - Literary criticism: Working with Structuralism: Essays
and Reviews in 19th and 20th Century Literature, London:
Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1984 - Fiction: Small World, London: Secker & Warburg;
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Criticism, Londra: Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1972 - Ca editor, publica volumul 20th-Century Literary
Criticism: A Reader, Londra, Longman.

1975 - Publica romanul: Changing Places, Londra, Secker &
Warburg;

romanul Changing Places este distins cu Hawthornden Prize
si Yorkshire Post Book Award (Finest Fiction).

1977 - Bursa Henfield Creative Writing Fellow la University
of East Anglia;

Publica volumul de critica literara: The Modes of Modern
Writing: Metaphor, Metonymy and the Typology of Modern
Literature, Londra, Edward Arnold.

1980 - Publica romanul: How Far Can You Go? Londra:
Secker & Warburg; (republicat in SUA cu titlul Souls

and Bodies);

romanul How Far Can You Go? obtine premiul Whitbread
Book of the Year.

1981 - Publica volumul de critica literara: Working with
Structuralism: Essays and Reviews in 19th and 20th Century
Literature, Londra: Routledge & Kegan Paul.

1984 - Publicd romanul: Small World, Londra: Secker &
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Booker Prize for Fiction (shortlisted) Small World.

1986 - Literary criticism: Write On: Occasional Essays 1965-
1985, London: Secker & Warburg.

1987 - He retired in order to become a full-time writer;

he wrote and presented a documentary about the academic
conference circuit, Big Words - Small Worlds, which was
broadcast on Channel 4, in November.

1988 - Fiction: Nice Work, London: Secker & Warburg;

Nice Work won the Sunday Express Book of the Year Award,
and was also shortlisted for the Booker Prize;

editor: Modern Criticism and Theory: A Reader, London:
Longman;

Small World was adapted as a television serial, produced by
Granada TV.

1989 - Chairman of the Judges for the Booker Prize for Fiction;
Booker Prize for Fiction (shortlisted) for Nice Work;

Lodge adapted Nice Work as a four-part TV serial for the BBC;
Royal Television Society Award (Best Drama Serial) for Nice
Work;

Sunday Express Book of the Year Award for Nice Work.
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Warburg;
romanul Small World a figurat pe lista scurta pentru premiul
Booker Prize for Fiction.

1986 - Publica volumul de critica literara: Write On:
Occasional Essays 1965-1985, Londra: Secker & Warburg.

1987 - Se retrage din invatamant pentru a-si dedica timpul
scrisului;

a scris si prezentat un documentar despre circuitul
conferintelor academice intitulat Big Words - Small Worlds,
prezentat, in noiembrie, pe Canalul 4 al televiziunii engleze.

1988 - Publicd romanul: Nice Work, Londra: Secker &
Warburg;

Nice Work este distins cu premiul Sunday Express Book of
the Year si a figurat pe lista scurta pentru Booker Prize;

Ca editor publicd volumul: Modern Criticism and Theory: A
Reader, Londra: Longman;

Small World a fost adaptat ca serial de televiziune si produs
de Granada TV.

1989 - Presedinte al juriului pentru premiul Booker Prize for
Fiction;

Romanul Nice Work figureaza pe lista scurta pentru premiul
Booker Prize for Fiction;

adapteaza romanul Nice Work ca serial de televiziune in
patru parti pentru BBC si obtine premiul Royal Television
Society Award (Best Drama Serial);
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1990 - Literary criticism: After Bakhtin: Essays on Fiction and
Criticism, Routledge;

Silver Nymph at the International Television Festival (Monte
Carlo) for Nice Work (screenplay);

The Writing Game, his first stage play, is produced at the
Birmingham Repertory Theatre in May and subsequently in
Manchester and Cambridge, Massachusetts.

1991 - Fiction: Paradise News, London: Secker & Warburg;
drama: The Writing Game, London: Secker & Warburg.

1992 - Literary criticism: The Art of Fiction, London: Secker &
Warburg.

1993 - He wrote and presented a film about the pilgrimage to
Santiago de Compostela (The Way of St James), broadcast by the
BBC.

1994 - He adapted Charles Dickens” Martin Chuzzlewit as a six-
part television serial.

1995 - Fiction: Therapy, Secker & Warburg; Therapy was
shortlisted for the Commonwealth Writers Prize (winner
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romanul Nice Work este distins cu premiul Sunday Express
Book of the Year.

1990 - Publica volumul de critica literara: After Bakhtin:
Essays on Fiction and Criticism, Routledge;

scenariul serialului de televiziune dupd romanul Nice Work
obtine premiul Silver Nymph la Festivalul International de
Televiziune de la Monte Carlo;

prima piesd de teatru scrisa de David Lodge, The Writing
Game, este jucata la Birmingham Repertory Theatre iar apoi
la Manchester si Cambridge, Massachusetts.

1991 - Publicd romanul: Paradise News, Londra: Secker &
Warburg;

publica drama: The Writing Game, Londra: Secker &
Warburg.

1992 - Publica volumul de critica literara: The Art of Fiction,
Londra: Secker & Warburg.

1993 - Scrie si prezinta scenariul unui film despre
pelerinajele la Santiago de Compostela (The Way of St
James), transmis de BBC.

1994 - Adapteazd romanul Martin Chuzzlewit de Charles
Dickens pentru un serial de televiziune in sase parti.

1995 - Publica romanul: Therapy, Londra, Secker &
Warburg;
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Eurasian Region);
Writers” Guild Award (Best Adapted Screenplay) for Martin
Chuzzlewit.

1996 - Literary criticism: The Practice of Writing, London;
Secker & Warburg;

Commonwealth Writers Prize (Eurasia Region, Best Book) for
Therapy;

Lodge adapted The Writing Game for Channel 4 television,
broadcast in February, starring George Segal.

1997 - Chevalier de I’Ordre des Arts et des Lettres (France).

1998 - Awarded a CBE (Commander of the British Empire) for
services to literature;

Home Truths, was performed at the Birmingham Repertory
Theatre.

1999 - Drama: Home Truths, Secker & Warburg;

he re-wrote the play as a novella: Home Truths: A Novella, Secker

& Warburg.

2001 - Fiction: Thinks ..., London: Secker & Warburg.
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Therapy a figurat pe lista scurtd pentru premiul
Commonwealth Writers Prize;

este distins cu Writers” Guild Award (cel mai bun scenariu)
pentru Martin Chuzzlewit.

1996 - Publica volumul de critica literard: The Practice of
Writing, Londra: Secker & Warburg;

este distins cu premiul Commonwealth Writers Prize
(Eurasia Region, Best Book) pentru Therapy;

adapteaza The Writing Game pentru Canalul 4 al televiziunii
engleze. Piesa este difuzatd in februarie avandu-I in rolul
principal pe George Segal.

1997 - Este distins cu titlul de Chevalier de I’Ordre des Arts et
des Lettres.

1998 - Este distins cu titlul de CBE (Commander of the British
Empire) pentru servicii aduse Literaturii;

piesa de teatru Home Truths este jucata la Birmingham
Repertory Theatre;

1999 - Publica piesa de teatru Home Truths, Londra: Secker
& Warburg;

rescrie piesa de teatru ca roman cu titlul Home Truths: A
Novella, Londra: Secker & Warburg.

2001 - Publicd romanul: Thinks ..., Londra: Secker &
Warburg.
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2002 - Literary criticism: Consciousness and the Novel, London:
Secker & Warburg.

2004 - Fiction: Author, Author: A Novel, London: Secker &
Warburg.

2006 - Literary history: The Year of Henry James: The Story of a
Nowel, London: Secker & Warburg;

Author, Author (2004) was awarded the Grand Prix Littéraire St
Emilion Pomerol Fronsac, Prix Etranger.

2008 - Fiction: Deaf Sentence, London: Penguin Books.

2011 - Fiction: Secret Thoughts, a play based on the novel
Thinks..., London: Harvill Secker;

A Man of Parts, a novel, London: Harvill Secker;

David Lodge’s dramatic work, Secret Thoughts, a play for two
actors based on his novel Thinks..., was premiered at the Bolton
Octagon Theatre in May.

David Lodge is a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature, an
Honorary Fellow of University College London and
Goldsmith’s College London, and has received honorary
doctorates from Warwick University and Birmingham
University. He is Emeritus Professor of English Literature at
Birmingham University, and lives in that city. His work has
been translated into twenty-five languages.
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2002 - Publicd volumul de critica literara: Consciousness and
the Novel, London: Secker & Warburg.

2004 - Publicd romanul: Author, Author: A Novel, Londra:
Secker & Warburg.

2006 - Publica volumul de istorie literara: The Year of Henry
James: The Story of a Novel, Londra: Secker & Warburg;
romanul Author, Author (2004) este distins cu Grand Prix
Littéraire St Emilion Pomerol Fronsac, Prix Etranger.

2008 - Publica romanul: Deaf Sentence, Londra: Penguin
Books.

2011 - Publica piesa de teatru: Secret Thoughts, o piesa pentru
doi actori bazata pe romanul sdu Thinks..., Londra: Harvill
Secker;

publicd romanul: A Man of Parts, roman, Londra: Harvill
Secker;

piesa de teatru Secret Thoughts a avut premiera la Bolton
Octagon Theatre in luna mai.

David Lodge este membru al Royal Society of Literature,
membru onorific al University College London si
Goldsmith’s College London, si a primit doctorate onorifice
de la universitdtile Warwick si Birmingham. Este profesor
emerit de literaturd engleza al universitdtii din Birmingham
si trdieste in acest oras. Operele lui au fost traduse in
douazeci si cinci de limbi.
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“Universities are the cathedrals of the modern age. They shouldn’t have to justify their existence by

utilitarian criteria. The trouble is, ordinary people don’t understand what they’re about, and the universities don’t really bother
to explain themselves to the community. We have an Open Day once a year. Every day ought to be an open day. The
campus is like a graveyard at weekends, and in the vacations. It ought to be swarming with local people doing part-
time courses — using the library, using the laboratories, going to lectures, going to concerts, using the Sports Centre —
everything.”

[Nice Work, Penguin Books, 1989, p. 241]
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